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The Sato Series: Opening the Beta Quadrant

By Ensign Mika

Seven of Nine, formerly of the Borg Collective and spouse of Captain Kathryn Janeway, breezed into Lenara Wildman’s laboratory aboard the USS Sato. Lenara, a native of Trill and the foremost expert on wormholes and spatial anomalies, was bent over a workstation, pounding out calculations and formulas. The Trill was a slender, willowy woman of forty-one, with gold-brown hair that shimmered in the laboratory lights. The two scientists were assigned to the Sato, Seven as the head of Astrometrics, and Lenara as a civilian researcher with the sponsorship of the United Federation of Planets. 

Lenara was technically Seven’s daughter-in-law, having married Seven’s adopted daughter Naomi Wildman. Trill culture embraced inclusive multiple-partner marriages, and as such, Lenara had taken three spouses, Naomi being one of the three. Seven considered Lenara a friend and a colleague more than a relative, and admired the Trill scientist a good deal. Seven was also acutely aware of the prestige that came to the Sato and her captain simply by virtue of having a renowned researcher like Lenara aboard. 

Seven of Nine had been liberated from the Borg collective by Kathryn Janeway, who was then the captain of Voyager. Seven appeared much younger than her actual age, courtesy of nanoprobes that kept her physiology healthy and rejuvenated. She was a very tall, curvaceous blonde, with a sprinkling of Borg implants over her exquisite body, including an optical implant above her left eye. Seven wanted to offer her services to Lenara, to reach out to her, because Seven wanted Lenara’s considerable body of work to advance and to improve toward that ever-tantalizing goal of Borg perfection. Lenara had come close on several occasions to perfecting a stable wormhole between quadrants, and the results were promising for future attempts. 

“Doctor Kahn?” Seven said softly, instantly aware of her mistake. “I’m sorry, I meant Doctor Wildman,” she corrected herself. 

Lenara spun in her laboratory chair, stretching the disuse from her back and neck. “Seven,” she greeted the young blonde with a dazzling smile. “What a nice surprise.” She reached for Seven’s hands in greeting. “You look wonderful. How’s the baby?”

Seven had given birth only six months before to a splendid little girl with Kathryn’s auburn hair and freckles. “Hannah is already crawling and trying to get her fingers into everything,” Seven reported, smiling. 

“Ah,” Lenara said, smirking, “so she doesn’t just look like Kathryn.”

Seven laughed at the observation. “Exactly.”

“I can’t get over how terrific you look. Most women take much longer to get their figures back after a pregnancy,” Lenara noted, gazing up at the blue-eyed Borg. 

Seven colored prettily. “B'Elanna and I push each other mercilessly. She had to work so hard after having the twins,” she pointed out. Matthew and Mia Lessing were about to celebrate their first birthdays, and the twins made the Lessing household a realm of constant chaos.

Lenara regarded her fondly, remembering their failed attempt at dating, and a wry grin played across her features. Seven had been a prize Lenara could not quite aspire to, as it was all too clear to the sensitive Trill that Seven had never stopped loving Kathryn Janeway. Seven and Kathryn had reconciled shortly thereafter, but Lenara remembered her intimacy with Seven very well. “You didn’t come here to talk about your bat’leth aerobics,” she noted. “What can I do for you?” she asked pleasantly.

“Now that we have all settled into our respective routines,” she said nervously, “I wondered if you might need or want some assistance with your current line of inquiry?” Seven hadn’t intended to sound so Borg-like, but when she was anxious about something, she inevitably lapsed back into the clipped communication style the Borg employed.

Lenara smiled brightly at the statuesque woman, standing up so she didn’t have to crane her neck to see her companion. “You would like to work with me?” she asked, pleased at the prospect. Seven’s intellectual prowess was legendary in Starfleet, and Lenara knew she could exploit it for the advancement of her theories.

“You’ve been aboard four months,” Seven pointed out, straightening her Starfleet-issue navy blue jumpsuit, “and you’ve never sought me out. I thought—when we became acquainted back at the Academy, that we would work well together. We certainly exchanged ideas readily. I have some free time. If you need the help, that is,” she tried not to sound too forward, but her ice blue eyes showed her eagerness. “I’ve read all the mission logs and data analyses from your last attempt to create a wormhole, and I have some thoughts.”

Lenara was stunned. “I—haven’t been working on wormholes, Seven, not after what happened to Kieran,” she offered. Kieran Wildman, one of Lenara’s spouses and the first officer of Sato, had been the unfortunate victim of a failed attempt to create a stable wormhole, and had been displaced into a parallel dimension. When Kieran had come back through the wormhole, she was critically injured. 

Seven frowned. “You haven’t abandoned your theories, have you?” she asked, her tone one of grave concern. “They were so promising,” she added. 

Lenara sighed, leaning against the black panel that stretched around the room in a gleaming arc, dotted with displays and control interfaces. “Naomi and I never revisited the theories, after the accident,” she admitted. “It’s rather a sore spot for me. And I’m certain it’s one for her, as well,” she pointed out. 

Naomi had been married exclusively to Kieran Wildman at the time of the accident, and it was only after Kieran had recovered that the Wildmans had joined with Lenara, and her first wife, Robin Kahn. Kieran’s disappearance had been a trauma for all concerned, and Seven could certainly understand why the research had languished afterward.

“I suppose it seems nearly taboo to reopen that branch of your research?” Seven asked regretfully. 

“I don’t know, Seven. Let me talk to my wives and see how they feel about it. I’ve pretty well concentrated on purely theoretical mathematics since the accident. The thought of trying to open a stable wormhole again—it’s just such a difficult thing, emotionally,” the Trill admitted, worrying at her bottom lip. 

Seven touched the sleeve of Lenara’s white laboratory coat, something the Trill had taken to wearing after Kieran scolded her for soiling her clothing with chalk day after day. “Lenara, your work is so important. I know Kieran’s injuries frightened you—they frightened me, too,” she admitted, letting her stoicism relax for a moment. “But if you ask Kieran, I am more than confident she will encourage you to resume your quest for the stable wormhole. It is your destiny,” she stated unequivocally. 

“I’ll—talk to her, Seven. And I’ll let you know. I would love to have your input, presuming I do decide to turn my focus back to that project,” she said gratefully. “You realize, of course, the first thing I would probably have you do is program the design of the modified Tesla coils into the replicator,” she pointed out. “We can’t replicate them until the pattern specs are codified into the computer system. It would be very tedious work.”

“I wouldn’t mind,” Seven replied. “And replicating them is so much more efficient than having them manufactured,” she pointed out. “Why didn’t you do it before?”

Lenara folded her hands. “The programming would’ve taken about as long as the manufacturing process itself because none of us had the expertise. We considered recruiting Tom Paris for the job, because he’s so good with holodeck simulations, but in the end, it seemed a better use of our time to work on the theories and let Robbie and Jenny and Amanda badger the manufacturers to step up production.”

Seven nodded understanding. “Those were not easy choices, I’m sure.”

Lenara shook her head, remembering back to that time. The memories were not pleasant. “Can I get back to you on this, Seven? I promise, I’ll bring it up with my wives when the time is right.”

“Of course. But until then, please, don’t be a stranger. Come and see Hannah. Have dinner with Kathryn and I,” she invited. 

“I’ll do that. Soon,” she agreed.

___________

Captain Kathryn Janeway awoke in the early hours, checked her chronometer, and smiled with satisfaction. Two more hours before she had to get up. She scooted across the mattress, curling up behind Seven of Nine, kissing the Borg’s bare shoulders and settling back into her pillow. A compact woman of forty-eight, Kathryn had reached a stage of her life where her physical maturity was beginning to show in her hands and her face, if only slightly. She played Velocity regularly to stay in shape, and her body was lean from the effort. Sharp blue-gray eyes and auburn hair with an occasional silver renegade made her angular face softer. She kissed the back of Seven’s neck where Seven’s hair was pinned up, breathing easily over the pale flesh.

Seven sighed contentedly, turning in her sleep to take Kathryn into her arms. “I love you,” she whispered, kissing Kathryn’s forehead. “Is it time to get up?”

“Not for a while,” Kathryn reassured her. “In fact, I think we should take the day off together,” she said softly. “Kieran knows the ship well enough now, I can leave it in her hands,” she decided. “Would you like that?”

Seven opened her eyes and gave Kathryn the most dazzling smile. “I adore you,” she enthused, gathering Kathryn into her welcoming kiss. 

“Seven,” Kathryn nuzzled her wife’s lips, delighting in the fullness of them. “You are so easy to please,” she realized. Why did it take me nearly ten years to figure that out? 
“Oh, I don’t know about that,” Seven teased her. “I put you through some rather taxing contortions to please me, from time to time,” she said, oozing innuendo. 

Kathryn laughed, the sound of it echoing around them. “I like contorting for you. In fact, since we’re going to play hooky today, let’s try something taxing before we go back to sleep.” She rolled to the side of the bed. “Let me just log us off duty,” she offered, slipping out from under the sheets to send Kieran a message. 

Kathryn padded softly back to bed, careful not to awaken the children. Seven had fallen asleep again, and Kathryn stood beside the bed, watching her. The sight of the Borg blonde never failed to make the auburn-haired captain’s breath catch. Kathryn hated to wake her up, Seven looked so peaceful, but she also looked like far too much woman to pass up.

“Darling,” Kathryn lifted the covers and slid beneath them, “you are perfection,” she whispered, kissing Seven gently. 

“Mmm,” Seven smiled into their kiss, no longer dreaming. “I think making love with you is a glimpse of perfection. And a wonderful way to start any day,” she complimented her wife, returning the kiss with increasing heat. 

They lay together for long moments, kissing and stretching against one another, lying on their sides, neither in any particular hurry to escalate the encounter. Kathryn had learned the appeal of anticipation, and unlike Voyager, the Sato afforded them frequent opportunities to indulge in hours of anticipatory foreplay. That had been something they had to work through in their marriage, that tendency to always choose sexual expediency. It was a hard habit to break, when so much of their sexual interaction on Voyager had to be stolen, snatched in the brief interludes between crises. Learning sexual patience and discovering the joy of taking one another’s pleasure slowly, savoring it, had been a revelation to both women. 

Kathryn was grateful that she had found the courage to talk to Kieran Wildman about her sex life, to really open up to Kieran and to seek solid advice. Kathryn had spent enough nights in the Wildman household back in San Francisco to know that Naomi and Kieran drove each other to complete ecstasy, frequently, based upon the things she had overheard. It had taken Kathryn months to build up the nerve to approach Kieran, but when she did, Kieran appreciated how difficult those questions were for the stoic captain, and she answered everything respectfully and thoroughly, and made the dialogue so comfortable for Kathryn that Kieran was certain Seven would reap the benefits of that advice. 

Kathryn and Seven had each searched the depths of their own psyches to come to this place of mutual surrender. They had worked through their communication problems, learned to take risks, and gained an understanding of the necessity of vulnerability. Seven never felt like they were just having sex, now; Kathryn always offered herself so completely, there was no question in Seven’s heart that the gift was born of love. Seven touched Kathryn’s body with the faintest of touches, barely a hint at a caress, and watched as Kathryn’s eyes warmed to deeper blue. “Kathryn,” Seven sighed, cupping her cheek tenderly.

“What, my love?” Kathryn’s voice was deep and throaty.

“This,” Seven indicated Kathryn’s nightgown, a short satin sheath of black, “makes me impatient,” she marveled at it. “When we are touching, the way your body feels beneath it, I just want to—”

Kathryn smiled that special smile that she only shared with Seven. “Want to what, Annika?”

Seven swallowed hard. “I just want to rip it from your body and devour every inch of you,” she admitted. “Yet when you tore my clothing once, it frightened me.”

“I know it did. But I understand the desire. Sometimes the need and the moment combine to make you impetuous,” she affirmed for her lover. “And I love knowing this gown excites you,” she purred, moving them over so that she was above Seven’s body. She straddled Seven’s hips, taking Seven’s long, slender hands and placing them on her thighs beneath the satin fabric. She slid them up her legs, letting Seven process the sensation of the cool, susurrant cloth and Kathryn’s warm, delicate flesh, both softnesses caressing the Borg’s hands. 

Seven drew a quick breath as Kathryn arched to give her hands fuller access, fingers skating over Kathryn’s ribs, thumbs glancing over her breasts. “I love how that looks,” Seven whispered, watching as Kathryn’s nipples pebbled beneath the fabric, protruding deliciously. “I love knowing I can make your body respond,” she breathed. 

“It does respond to you,” Kathryn confirmed, her eyes fixed on Seven’s hands beneath her nightgown. “Seven,” she cried out unexpectedly as Seven tweaked her nipples, then retreated to faint caresses again. 

Seven lifted the slinky satin over Kathryn’s head, loving the way her hair shook free over her shoulders in auburn waves as the garment was removed. “You are beautiful, Kathryn,” she said sincerely, eyes greedy to memorize the vision before her. “I want to make love to you,” she said quietly. 

Kathryn reached for the hem of Seven’s silk nightshirt, lifting it over her breasts. “Oh, Annika,” she gasped, thinking Seven’s breasts were the most luscious thing she could imagine. She unbuttoned the shirt, letting it fall open and revealing Seven’s full nakedness. Kathryn stretched against Seven then, her lightly freckled skin warm and supple against Seven’s paler skin. Kathryn never thought of Seven’s metallic implants as anything but a glistening tribute to Seven’s perseverance to achieve humanity, and she felt they were as lovely as the young woman herself. The implants warmed when Kathryn touched them, as if they were alive and responsive to her intentions. She unpinned Seven’s hair, loving the softness of it, the way it framed Seven’s perfect face.

Breasts ghosted over breasts, and Kathryn exhaled deeply, leaning down to kiss her wife with ardor. Kissing had become a whole new experience in and of itself for the couple. Kathryn’s partners before Seven were all men, and Kathryn had learned to kiss primly, almost stiffly, and with control over her enthusiasm. Kathryn had seen her adopted daughter Naomi and Naomi’s wife Robin dancing one night at the Transwarp café, watched them kissing on the dance floor, their mouths hungry and encompassing, teasing and enticing one another with delicate flicks of the tongue. Kathryn had become aroused just watching them, and she had resolved then to experiment with Seven, with the way they kissed one another. Kissing was no longer a brief prelude indicating the desire for sex. It was a sensual feast of passion, open-mouthed, gasping, nipping, exploring. Both women discovered a whole new avenue of pleasure and arousal simply in their kisses, and Seven was gratified that Kathryn was finally able to relax, to let herself discover new things, to play in bed. 

Seven smiled at her wife, reaching between their chests and tugging on her own nipple at the same time as Kathryn’s. Both women watched her fingers as she rolled the turgid flesh together, and the sight alone made Kathryn groan, pink flesh pressed tightly together, and the allure of Seven’s soft, open expression of desire as she teased herself and Kathryn simultaneously. Seven had changed, too, over the course of the marriage, had devoted herself to the same type of sexual experimentation, seeking ways to make their encounters more erotic, relaxing the parameters that had always defined their sexual relationship. Naomi, one of the ship’s counselors. had encouraged her to fantasize, to let her mind invent new ways of sharing intimacy, to toy with scenarios that might excite her partner and to try them out. Seven was not given to flights of fancy, and imagining sex was a difficult thing for her to learn to do. But she followed Naomi’s advice, trusting her not only as a counselor, but also as a happily married and well-adjusted, very sexually active person, and the results were positive for the Borg and her wife. Not only was she becoming more creative as a lover, she was more interested in sex, because thinking about it made her want to do it more often. 

“There’s something about watching you touch yourself that way,” Kathryn told her, swallowing hard as Seven pulled at their nipples again. “May I do that?” she asked, her voice barely audible.

Seven felt the telltale heat and slickness against her quadriceps where Kathryn’s mons was intimately pressed to her thigh. She nodded, taking Kathryn’s hand and placing it between the two women’s breasts. “Oh, Kathryn,” she sighed, body lifting off the mattress with her arousal, “that feels as wonderful as it looks,” she encouraged her wife. 

They explored and fondled one another for the better part of an hour, eyes fixed on their bodies when they weren’t gazing at one another’s faces. Kathryn’s breasts ached for Seven’s mouth, and as if the Borg had overheard Kathryn’s thoughts, she guided Kathryn’s slender body higher, lips capturing the inflamed flesh, kissing tenderly at the pink buds. 

Kathryn gasped and grabbed the headboard, steadying herself, breasts poised over Seven’s face. Seven suckled and kissed her, teasing, tempting her to become more vocal. Kathryn had been very exacting about the soundproofing in their quarters, and she was confident that no matter how wanton her words became, no one else could hear them but Seven.

Kathryn’s wetness gathered on Seven’s belly, the slippery ribbon of fluid becoming more copious as Seven pleasured her. Kathryn whimpered as Seven took her breasts in firm hands, depriving them of that oh-so-perfect tongue, thumbs rubbing the distended knots simultaneously. Questing fingers eased between Kathryn’s legs, telegraphing Seven’s silent request for Kathryn to lift her hips and rest on her knees. Kathryn obliged, and was rewarded by gentle fingers stroking her folds, hinting at her opening. Kathryn leaned down, kissing Seven passionately, her increasingly desperate sounds swallowed up in the silken confines of Seven’s mouth. Seven teased Kathryn’s bottom lip with her tongue, not allowing the older woman the gratification of a deep kiss, pulling away, making Kathryn chase her mouth. As Kathryn captured Seven’s mouth and thrust her tongue deep in it, Seven penetrated Kathryn in one fluid motion, making the captain cry out at the suddenness of the overture. 

Kathryn rocked against Seven’s hand, letting Seven’s fingers slide over her labia and plunge back into her depths. Her legs quivered from fatigue, and Seven smiled up at her, urging her higher, fingers slipping free of Kathryn’s body. Kathryn obeyed the subtle pressure on her buttocks, letting Seven guide her up the bed until her dripping sex was poised over Seven’s glorious mouth. Kathryn’s eyes closed involuntarily as she watched Seven’s tongue stretching to reach her lips, the pale pink flesh flicking over Kathryn’s darker coloring. Seven slipped her fingers back inside Kathryn’s opening, pressing upward and directing Kathryn’s legs further apart. Seven grabbed a pillow with her other hand, propping her head up so that she could easily reach Kathryn’s folds. The shock of heat and encompassing softness made Kathryn jolt as Seven’s lips closed around the fleshy thickness of Kathryn’s womanhood. 

Seven loved to lie beneath her wife this way, gazing up the length of her torso, watching her chest heaving with her need. She loved the taste and the texture of Kathryn’s sex, the deep crevice between her folds, the way Kathryn’s clitoris became engorged in the moments just before climax. She reveled in the sensation of Kathryn’s clitoris gliding over the tip of her tongue, the subtle fluttering inducing an answering warmth that spread over Kathryn’s most intimate places. 

“Seven,” she gasped, “oh, God, Seven, yes,” she shuddered with emotion. Kathryn forced herself to look at her wife, at the subtle motion of her cheeks between Kathryn’s thighs, and the sight pushed her to the brink. “Don’t stop,” she begged. 

Seven smiled against her folds, fingers curling inside her depths, searching for that sensitive spot in her flesh. Kathryn cried out as Seven rubbed her fingertips over the exquisitely responsive area inside her walls, her body going rigid from the ecstasy of it. It roiled deep in her abdomen, a full bodied pleasure that began as a pinpoint of fierce heat and suffused outward. 

“Now, my love,” she whispered, eyes locking with Seven’s. “Please Seven,” she pleaded. 

Seven’s pouty lips closed intimately around Kathryn’s clitoris, and her tongue fluttered mercilessly over it, driving Kathryn over that bright edge as her body broke in waves of release, anchored by Seven’s hands and Seven’s penetrating fingers. 

“Yes,” Seven hissed, “oh, Kathryn, come to me,” she gasped, devouring her wife with utter abandon. 

Kathryn’s crest fractured then, her body quivering against Seven’s mouth, her frantic response ebbing away. “Annika,” she whispered, letting the younger woman ease her from her knees and into welcoming arms. “Oh, my love,” she began to weep, face pressed against Seven’s shoulder, arms firmly around Seven’s waist.

“My Kathryn,” she sighed, cradling her wife’s head tenderly, “I love the sound of you.”

They kissed intently, the flavor of Kathryn’s juices mingled with their lips, the passion igniting in reciprocity. Nothing aroused Seven as much as Kathryn’s most exuberant response, and the younger woman was quite immediate in her need.

Kathryn knew Seven’s body so well, reading the subtle cues; the dilation of her pupils, the shuddering of her breaths, the pinkness of her cheeks. She moved over Seven’s body, kissing her more deeply, fingers light and teasing over Seven’s chest. 

Seven’s gaze was penetrating, her desire evident. “I need you now, Kathryn,” she implored. “Take me,” she said against the shell of Kathryn’s ear. “Make me come,” she whispered. 

“How do you want me to make love to you, Annika?” Kathryn asked gently.

Seven smiled softly. “I want your mouth, Kathryn. Please,” she added, an edge of desperation in her voice.

Kathryn kissed a delicate trail from Seven’s throat to her breasts, lips brushing over the tender places, as Seven writhed with impatience beneath her. A slow descent, and Kathryn opened Seven’s legs with careful palms, breathing over her engorged flesh, the air skating over the skin and cooling the fluid bathing her labia. Kathryn resisted the urge to dive into Seven, forcing herself to be gradual. She explored Seven with one outstretched finger, parting the lips and following with her tongue.

“Kathryn,” Seven groaned, drawing her legs up against her buttocks. “Like that,” she encouraged her wife.

Kathryn’s lips caressed and cradled, her tongue teasing Seven’s clitoris intermittently. She slid one finger inside Seven’s channel, wiggling it slightly to coat it with fluid before she withdrew it again, then pressed it into the muscular opening below. Seven cried out at the penetration, moaning as Kathryn buried her face in Seven’s sex, tongue avid against the distended bundle of nerves. She added a finger to Seven’s other opening, felt the thin membrane between the two, and started the steady in and out motion that would make Seven frantic with need. When she felt Seven’s wall clamp down, she took the tiny nodule between her teeth and held it there, tongue caressing it in a flurry of motion until Seven’s composure utterly shattered, her body wracked with spasms of pure pleasure, her voice low and urgent and surprised. She drew Kathryn up the length of her body, rolling into her embrace, body trembling with aftershocks. 

Seven’s breathing began to even out as Kathryn stroked her golden mane, the scent of lovemaking thick in the air around them, but not enough to override the delicate fragrance of Seven’s hair. Kathryn turned her face into it, drawing the aroma into her deeply, wanting to smell that scent forever. “My Annika,” she whispered, voice thick with emotion. “I love you with all my heart,” she promised. 

 ________________

First officer Commander Kieran Wildman retrieved her messages over her morning coffee, grinning ear to ear at Kathryn’s missive.

Kato:

Seven and I need a day to reacquaint ourselves with one another. I took one 
look at her this morning, and resistance WAS futile, as it turns out.

Try not to lose my ship in a spatial rift while you’re in charge. Hail me if you run
across any nasty aliens. 

Love,

Kathryn 

P.S. Remind me I owe you a day off. 

P.P.S. Not really

Kieran burst out laughing at the last post-script. Good for you, Kat, she congratulated her mother-in-law as she ran her fingers through her still-wet spiked blonde hair. Kieran was a chiseled, graceful athlete, well over six feet tall, and not quite looking as old as her thirty-eight years. She wore her hair barely three inches long, streaked with blonde. The spikes only served to accentuate the gentleness of her deep brown eyes, and to soften the angles  of her face. 

Naomi Wildman was up and fixing breakfast for the four Wildwomen, and overheard her wife’s laughter. “What’s so funny, KT?” she leaned her strawberry blonde head around the kitchen wall to inquire, hazel eyes sparkling with joy at the sound of her wife’s amusement.

“Come read this, sweetie,” Kieran offered, drawing Naomi’s long, voluptuous body into her lap. She gathered Naomi’s hair back from her shoulders into a ponytail, just to feel the luxuriant thickness of it in her hand. 

Naomi read the note, laughing. “She’s really making progress, don’t you think?” she asked fondly. It was such a rarity for Kathryn Janeway to take personal time, something she almost never did on Voyager, but had begun to see the value of on Sato.

“I do,” Kieran agreed. And I’m so glad for Seven. She deserves that sort of indulgence,” she added, thinking of the lovely Borg and how much she had been through to stay with Kathryn and make that marriage work.

Naomi kissed her wife soundly. “I’d like some indulgence soon, too, Commander,” she said between intimate nuzzles. “It’s been too long.”

“I know,” Kieran agreed wholeheartedly. “I’m sorry, honey. Being your mother’s Exec is not a day job,” she said apologetically. 

“But you’re doing a wonderful job,” Naomi praised her. “Everyone says so. Believe me, working in the counseling center, I’d know if there was the slightest undercurrent of dissatisfaction. We hear it all,” she noted, grinning.

“Really? What do you hear?” Kieran wanted to gossip, her deep brown eyes taking on a naughty glint. 

Naomi kissed her once more. “Breakfast will burn if I sit here and entertain you. Besides, most of what I hear is confidential,” she teased. 

Kieran cuddled her close. “Are you busy for lunch today? I could meet you back here. It’s not much time, but it’s something,” she offered.

Naomi grinned. “I’d love it. Better to steal a few minutes than to not have you next to me for days on end.”

Robin and Lenara Wildman emerged from Robin’s bedroom, showered and dressed for work, Robin in her navy blue uniform with large cargo pockets, sky blue piping, and a sky blue mock turtleneck to indicate that she worked in the sciences. Lenara wore her usual Trill robes, today’s version in silver and burgundy. The tunic hung to her knees, and the pants beneath them draped elegantly over her legs.

 “Hey Wildwomen,” Robin greeted their spouses. 

“Robbie,” Kieran said, reaching out for her. “Look at you. You’re actually starting to look pregnant,” she advised. “If you’re this big at two months, you’re going to be enormous by the time you deliver.” Robin Wildman was Naomi’s height, easily five feet ten inches, slender save for her slightly swollen abdomen, with shoulder length brown hair and piercing blue eyes that could almost look neon in the proper lighting. She was beautiful in a natural sort of way, not needing the accentuating highlight of cosmetics to enhance her complexion, which was darker than any of her wives’. Robin had a fuller face, and softer curves than Kieran, but not as full as Naomi’s curves. 

Robin rubbed her distended tummy, merely a slight bulge so far, but definitely straining at her uniform. “I need to change my replicator size,” she noted. 

Naomi lay her hand over Robin’s, tracing the curve of her abdomen. “How are you feeling, honey?”

Lenara snorted, her pale gray-green-blue eyes amused. “She threw up all morning,” Lenara tattled. “So don’t let her tell you she’s fine.”

“It’s just morning sickness,” Robin insisted. “Nothing a decent breakfast won’t cure.”

“Well, let me get it on the table, then,” Naomi announced, lifting herself out of Kieran’s lap. She kissed Robin gently. “Is there anything you can’t stand the smell of?” she asked sweetly, remembering all too well how queasy B'Elanna, Kieran’s ex-wife and close friend of the Wildman’s, had gotten when the wrong food was cooking.

Robin nodded. “So far, just oatmeal. I don’t know why.”

“Okay, then, no oatmeal. I made eggs and pancakes, anyway,” Naomi reported. “Hello, you,” she leaned over and kissed Lenara, who returned the affection enthusiastically. 

“I’ll help,” Lenara offered, taking Naomi’s hand and leading her back to the preparations.  

___________

“Do you need help, Borg Mom?” Eight year old Geejay Janeway gazed up at her mother, of whom she was a carbon copy.

Seven smiled at her. “In fact, yes, sweetie. Would you replicate a clean diaper for your sister?” she asked. 

“Sure, Mom,’” Geejay replied, scampering over to the replicator. “Hannah sure poops a lot,” she commented, keying the controls to produce dry pants for her baby sister. 

“So did you,” Seven teased her. 

“Nuh-uh, Mom,” Geejay argued. “No way.” She brought the fresh diaper to her mother, grinning up at her. 

Seven laughed. “Yes, way. Ask Naomi. She used to be the one replicating diapers for you.”

“Really? Na did?” Geejay couldn’t fathom it. “As long as I can remember, she’s lived with Kieran.”

“She lived with us before that,” Seven assured her, bundling Hannah into clean clothing. 

“Borg Mom, I want to get my hair cut,” she announced. Geejay had a brief attention span, and the abrupt change of topic didn’t faze Seven.

Seven smiled. “All right. After school today?”

“Good. I want it cut like Kieran’s,” she decided. “I like how hers sticks up.”

“You’ll have to put gel in it every day to make it do that. Is that okay?” Seven advised her.

“I can do that. Honest.” She looked in the mirror beside the dressing table, holding up her shoulder length hair to imagine it cut in spikes. 

“It will be adorable, I’m sure,” Seven nodded approval at her daughter. Geejay had a blistering crush on Kieran, and it reminded Seven so much of Naomi, she had to laugh at the similarity. “Did you tell Kieran yet?”

“Nope. Gonna surprise her. And I’ll look like Kit, too,” she noted, pleased with the prospect. 

“Did you and Katie make up yet?” Seven finished Hannah’s clothing and shouldered her, walking out of the nursery. Katie was Geejay’s best friend, a Klingon-human hybrid child from Kieran and B'Elanna’s marriage. Katie lived with B'Elanna and her current spouse, Noah Lessing.

“Yeah. She said she was sorry. And the doctor said I’m gonna be fine.” She hiked up her pant leg to show her mother that the scab on her knee was gone.

“Why did she push you down in the first place?” Seven asked, blue eyes gleaming with humor. 

“I called her a plasma dampener,” Geejay reported. “Because she is,” she added in explanation. 

Kathryn exited the bedroom, overhearing the conversation. “She is?” she asked, biting her lip to keep from laughing. 

“Yeah. She likes Tyler more than me,” Geejay explained. “And he’s a vulky boy,” she rolled her eyes. “She says she likes him because he can wrestle better than me. Can you teach me to wrestle, K-Mom?”

Kathryn laughed. “I don’t know how, myself, sweetie. But you know who I bet does?”

“No. Who?” Geejay planted her hands on her hips, clearly disappointed that her mother was not a font of knowledge on physical confrontation.

“Kit,” Kathryn said, lifting her daughter up for a hug. “She knows all sorts of mat wrestling from her martial arts classes. Do you want me to ask her to show you how?”

“I can ask her myself,” Geejay decided, hugging Kathryn around the neck. “Kit’s fun. She’s NOT a plasma dampener,” she laughed. Kit Wildman was Kieran and Naomi’s adopted daughter, and the helmsman on the Sato. Geejay adored her almost as much as Kieran.

“You be sure and tell her that,” Seven put in, grinning at her wife. “Geejay, I will be by the school this afternoon to take you to the barber,” she promised. 

“Yay!” Geejay declared. “I’m gonna look just like Kato,” she giggled happily. “Then Katie will have to like me more than Tyler. Katie loves her mom.”

Kathryn chuckled. “Oh, I’m sure that will do the trick, all right,” she winked at Seven. Kids could be so funny. “And don’t forget, honey, you have soccer right after dinner.”

“Okay, Mom,” Geejay nodded. “I won’t forget. Can I have sugar novas for breakfast?”

Kathryn shook her head. “No, you may not. Only on Saturday mornings, that’s the rule. Otherwise you have ants in your pants in school.”

“Now who’s the plasma dampener?” Geejay accused, teasing her mother. 

Kathryn put her in her seat. “Yep, that’s my job. Head plasma dampener,” she agreed, punching commands into the replicator. 

While Kathryn took the children to school, Seven made breakfast, and Kathryn returned to the welcoming aroma of coffee, bacon, toast and eggs. 


”I hope you’re hungry,” Seven threw the remark over her shoulder. “Your coffee is on the table.”

Kathryn slipped up behind her wife, gently reaching around Seven’s waist. Seven turned in Kathryn’s arms, smiling down at her. “What would you like to do today?” the captain asked with a faint smile.

Seven dropped her face to cover Kathryn’s lips, delaying her reply for quite some time. Breathlessly they parted, faces intent with love. “I am content just like this,” she said. “Unless you have a better idea?”

Kathryn smiled. “The officer’s holodeck is all ours this morning. I want to take you someplace special. Let’s eat.”

The rolling grasslands stretched for miles, the subtle breeze whispering through the waving tendrils, carrying the scent of wildflowers and damp earth. Seven of Nine smiled, reaching for Kathryn’s hand. “It’s beautiful. Where are we?”

Kathryn grinned. “Our ranch in Wyoming, where I’d like us to retire someday. Have you ever been horseback riding?”

Seven shook her head. “No, but Chakotay talked a lot about it. Will we have horses someday at our ranch?”

Kathryn nodded. “Big, beautiful Hanoverians, Buckskins, and Altais,” she confirmed. “And we’ll ride every day, and go for long walks, and picnic by the creek, and make love under the stars on blankets in the back yard. Come see the ranch house,” she invited the towering Borg.

A rustic wood-frame house waited in the distance, with a barn and tack house, exercise pens for the horses, and a flower garden to rival any. Cedar, cottonwood and pine trees surrounded the homestead, and a wooden cistern sat in the side lot. Short grass prairie blanketed the soil as far as the eye could see, and Seven could hear the creek in the distance. 

“Thunder Basin is that way,” Kathryn pointed East. “Would you like to ride?”

Seven shook her head. “I would like to spread a blanket out beneath that tree,” she pointed, “and have you lie with your head in my lap.”

“Whatever for?” Kathryn laughed, leading Seven inside the house to the linen closet.

“So that I may touch your hair, and look into your eyes, and talk for hours with you,” she said softly. “That blanket will do nicely,” she pointed, selecting one from the stack on the shelf. 

The shade from the tree sheltered them from the sun overhead, and the breeze cooled them in their jeans and chamois shirts. Kathryn took off her heavy riding boots, stretching languorously. She rested her head on Seven’s thigh, gazing up at her. “What shall we talk about?” Kathryn asked.

“Anything you like,” Seven said agreeably. “How are the new recruits working out?”

Kathryn’s brow furrowed slightly. “Mostly good. I’ve been thinking, though, Seven,” she said solemnly, “the Supremacy class ships are so new, and no one really has any experience with them. We should be cross-training the crew so they can get up to speed. It bothers me that so many of my officers are young and inexperienced.”

Seven nodded. “I, too, have misgivings. It disturbs me that Lieutenant Mason is head of security. I am accustomed to a seasoned veteran in that role, and it makes me nervous.”

Kathryn bit her lip. “It does me, too. Especially with all the terrorist activity along the Cardassian border. I would give my right arm for Tuvok at tactical,” she sighed. “Sometimes I feel like Kieran and I are the only ones on the bridge that know what to do in a crisis. Not that Kit hasn’t performed well, because so far, she has done exceptionally well. But still, there’s that tendency to want to double check everything these kids do.”

“It’s difficult to know when you’re being controlling and when it’s merely prudence,” Seven affirmed. “I think battle drills are a good idea, if you ask my opinion.”

Kathryn smiled. “Darling, I value your opinion as much as Kieran’s or B'Elanna’s. I need to learn to trust this crew, to find out if they are dependable,” she sighed. “But at least I’m not the only one in this predicament. And at least I have an experienced first officer. Poor Harry had to take a Lieutenant and promote him to get a decent candidate. And his helmsman is an ensign.”

“So is Kit,” Seven noted. 

“Ah, but that’s different. Kit’s one of the best pilots I’ve ever seen. She could fly circles around Tom Paris,” Kathryn bragged. “That manual docking procedure I made her do at Mars Planetia had me in a cold sweat, but she was letter perfect.” Kathryn sat up to taste Seven’s lips. “I love being off duty with you. I doubt I’ll ever stop regretting all the leave time we missed spending together back on Earth.”

“I needed that time apart,” Seven replied gently, returning Kathryn’s kiss. “I had some growing up to do.”

“And did it help being on your own?” she asked with concern.

Seven nodded. “I wasn’t ever alone, though. Kieran was always there for me, and I learned a great deal living with her, parenting Kit and Geejay with her. And interacting with colleagues in the Astrometrics department at the Academy was especially enlightening.”

Kathryn studied her pale blue eyes. “Colleagues like Lenara Kahn?” she asked, trying to keep her voice steady.

“Yes, her too,” Seven agreed. 

“You told me you dated her,” Kathryn said softly. “That really threw me, because I’d somehow just assumed you wouldn’t open yourself that way. I guess just because I didn’t.”

“Kieran encouraged me to explore my sexuality,” Seven said bluntly. “She told me if I was done with you, I needed to find out.”

“So you found out with Lenara?” she asked, careful to keep her tone neutral, steel gray eyes darkening. 

Seven gathered Kathryn into her lap, draping the older woman’s arms around her elegant neck. “I learned a great deal. Most notably that I was not done with you,” she reassured her wife. “And I am grateful now that you are not jealous of Lenara’s and my friendship.” 

“I try not to be,” Kathryn replied. “It’s not always easy. What did you think of her culture, of this whole inclusive marriage concept?” she asked softly. 

Seven considered. “She and I never discussed it. However, the Borg assimilated several Trill, and I was aware of the cultural acceptance of polygamy and to a degree, incest.”

“Are you comfortable with Naomi’s situation?” Kathryn asked, nuzzling Seven’s cheek. 

“She seems very happy, as do her partners. And since I spent several weeks with them when Kieran was first out of the hospital, I was not surprised to see them enter into that type of relationship. Kathryn, the photos of Kieran’s other family, of her other wives and children, were simply breathtaking. And the four of them have been so productive professionally since they became close. Kieran and Robin earned their doctorate degrees, Naomi her master’s, and Lenara and Naomi have published six major articles together. I can’t see a down side to that marriage,” she decided. “Have you struggled with it? You seem very accepting when we are with them,” she praised her wife.

“I have tried very hard to suspend judgment. And I’ve grown accustomed to the fact of the matter, if not the form,” she explained. “It’s been so good being close to Kieran again, and having Naomi with us, I’m grateful for anything that keeps the two of them right here. Do you think Kieran is happy on the Sato?” she asked pensively. 

“She is very content,” Seven confirmed. “We are very close, and if she were unhappy, she would not be able to conceal it. Nor would she try—she tells me everything,” she laughed lightly.

“That’s good, because I’d hate to lose her,” Kathryn said, leaning her head on Seven’s shoulder. “Owen Paris told me they’re planning to offer her the next ship that comes out the Planetia shipyards. The Sagan,” she said sadly. “And I can’t see any reason why she would turn that down.”

Seven gazed at her wife in dismay. “So soon? Oh, Kathryn, they just got here!” she protested. 

“I know. I don’t like it either, Seven, but what can I do, except to say to her ‘Good luck’?” she implored, her tone one of frustration. “And I can’t say she isn’t ready for it, either. Hell, she was ready before Voyager got home. Owen wanted to give her a ship without her even serving as a first officer in an official capacity. And you know Kieran is a favorite among all the admirals. She’s personal friends with most of them, so she has a huge cheering section.”

Seven’s eyes misted briefly. “I love having them all here. I love working with Emily, and I was so looking forward to working with Lenara on the stable wormhole, and I love having Naomi right here where I can see her every day. I love being able to take my concerns to Kieran, and I have become very attached to Cassidy and Cameron,” she lamented. 

Emily was Lenara and Robin’s adopted daughter, and an ensign in Astrometrics. Cassidy was Kieran’s sister, and Cameron, Cassidy’s wife. The entire clan had become very close with the Janeways and the Lessings, and the three families interacted as one extended family.

Seven’s face drained of color as a terrible thought occurred to her. 

“What is it, darling?” Kathryn touched her silver starburst implant.

“Kathryn, Geejay will be heartbroken if Kieran leaves,” she realized. “Remember how bad Naomi was when Kieran got lost in that spatial rift?”

Kathryn nodded glumly. “Damn. And you know B'Elanna and Noah will go with them, so Geejay will be losing her best friend, too.”

“We have to convince her not to take this promotion,” Seven insisted, her jaw setting with determination.

“Honey,” Kathryn kissed her consolingly, “we can’t tell her that. It’s her career. And we have to let go sometime. I just didn’t expect it to be so soon.”

“When is the Sagan slated to be completed?” Seven asked fretfully.

“December. But they’re going to contact Kieran next week to make her the offer. She’ll need that long to put her staff together, though God knows she can fill half her roster with her family alone.”

“She would leave when, then?” Seven asked, her face paling with resignation.

“As soon as we can get back to Earth, I imagine,” Kathryn stated flatly. 

The conversation about the imminent departure of the Wildwomen had so profoundly upset the captain and her spouse that they needed something drastic to shake the funk that had settled over their mood. Seven coaxed Kathryn to the creek at the border of their ranch, encouraging her to come for a swim. Kathryn readily agreed, thinking the bracing water would cheer her up. They waded into the rushing stream, chilled and refreshed by it, splashing like children, swimming together at the pond that formed off the southern bend in the path of the widening tributary. Their troubles were forgotten in the midday sun, and they made love on their towels on the muddy bank of the creek.

Kathryn leaned her face in her hand, propped up so she could gaze at Seven. “Now I understand why everyone wanted to get friendly at Mom’s pond,” she observed, laughing softly.

Seven smiled up at her. “It was good for you?” she asked, crystal blue eyes sparkling in the dappled light coming through the tree limbs overhead. 

“Darling,” Kathryn kissed her sweetly, her emotion close to the surface, “it’s always good with you, wherever we are.”

“Thank you for making this time for us, Kathryn,” Seven raised up on her arm, facing her wife. “I need this from you.”

“I know,” Kathryn replied, touching Seven’s face with a glancing caress. “I had to learn that although you are the mother of my children, you are also still my lover. Robin assures me that all married couples struggle with that, when there are children involved.”

“I understand the propensity to include the children in everything we do, but she is correct, family time is important, but can’t be exclusive of our individual time together,” Seven agreed. “I was thinking earlier how the children would love this place, how Geejay would want to ride a horse that’s far bigger than she’s capable of, just to prove herself to you. Hannah would just gurgle and laugh, because she is happy wherever she is. She has the most contented disposition I’ve ever seen in a child,” Seven considered it. “I think it’s because we were so much happier together, as a couple, when she was born than we were when Geejay was born.”

“Could be,” Kathryn allowed. “Kids pick up on the mood around them, I’ve found.” Kathryn stretched and yawned. “I think we need to go back to the house and have lunch. And then I want to try out the four poster bed I programmed for our bedroom,” she said invitingly. 

Seven giggled, blushing and hugging her wife. “Are you having one of those insatiable days?”

“I am,” Kathryn admitted, “but only because you look gorgeous, all wet and clean and perfect. How am I supposed to dampen that energy?”

“You are approaching menopause,” Seven teased. “That’s all it is. Your hormones are rampant.”

“No,” Kathryn insisted. “It’s that I’m married to the most exquisite woman in the known quadrants. And I am helpless to resist her feminine appeal,” she replied sincerely. “So, will you?”

“Will I what?” Seven feigned ignorance of Kathryn’s amorous intentions.

“Will you come have lunch, and then make love all afternoon with me?” she asked huskily. 

Seven kissed her gently. “I love to make you ask,” she said softly. 

___________

Captain Kathryn Janeway stretched on the bridge, yawning. “This sector of space is dull as a tomb,” she complained to her first officer, Kieran Wildman. “Kato, let’s turn the bridge over to the kids and go play Velocity.” 

Janeway’s daughter-in-law grinned wickedly. “Who are we going to leave in charge, Kat?”

Kathryn smirked. “Ensign Kit,” she decided, though Kieran had already known the answer. “She needs to log the time in the big chair,” she opined. “Helm?”

Kit Wildman spun in her chair. “Captain?”

“The bridge is yours, Kit. Your mother and I are going to rest and recreate. Hail us if you need us.”

“Aye, Captain,” Kit nodded, her mouth instantly dry and her golden eyes wide. She turned to her navigator, Michael Parker. “Hail Lieutenant Hardwick to take helm,” she ordered.

“Aye,” Parker replied, placing the hail.

“Kato? Shall we?” Kathryn swept her arm toward the turbo lift as the lanky first officer leapt from her seat to follow her captain. 

“Good luck, Kit,” Kieran said to her daughter, smiling with a confident air. 

Kit Wildman, at five-foot seven and twenty-one years of age, had never commanded the bridge on Alpha shift before, though she had graduated first in her command school class, and had captained more simulations than she could count, and frequently sat in the ‘big chair’ on Beta shift. She looked at the captain’s chair, squared her shoulders and sat down in it. Kit was a black belt in three martial arts, and a former basketball star from the Academy, where she had been coached by her adoptive mother, Kieran Wildman. Naomi had also been on the team, as well as Kit’s wife, Jenny. Kit was an advocate of Kashmir Shaivism, an Eastern Earth religion that encompassed Buddhist and Taoist and Hindu philosophies, and employed kundalini yoga as its discipline. She inhaled and exhaled several times in the kundalini way, getting her bearings. 

Lieutenant Hardwick entered the bridge just as the captain and first officer were leaving. 

Hardwick nearly fell over laughing. 

“Lieutenant?” Kit queried warily. “What’s so funny?” Kit was afraid the Lieutenant was laughing because Kit was running the bridge.

“I’m sorry, Sir,” Hardwick gasped. “I haven’t had bridge duty yet this week,” he howled, pointing to the statue of Kieran Wildman at the front of the bridge. 

A long running joke, the statue was a replica of Kieran’s memorial at Starfleet Academy, a tribute to her basketball career. Captain Janeway thought it was uproariously funny to defile the statue with various costumes and getups, and she changed the outfit of the monstrous bronze sculpture every month. It was October, and in celebration of Halloween, Janeway had turned the basketball in Kieran’s outstretched hand to a model of Kieran’s head. Her body was draped in an outfit that made her look like the Headless Horseman from the Legend of Sleepy Hollow. 

“Oh,” Kit felt ridiculous for being defensive. “The Captain outdid herself this time,” she agreed, chuckling. “You’ve got the helm. Maintain course and speed,” she ordered the newcomer to the bridge. I’ve got to talk to Kathryn about that silly thing. It’s so unprofessional, she groused inwardly, forgetting for the moment that the joke was her idea in the first place. 

____________

Jenny and Emily Wildman were alone in their quarters, kissing intimately on the couch. The young women, fresh out of the Academy, were newlyweds of eleven months, and the novelty had not worn off in the slightest. Jenny had been engaged to Kit Wildman first, and Emily had become intimately involved with Kit and Jenny after a failed suicide attempt forced Kit to confront her lingering feelings for Emily. Influenced by Lenara Kahn’s culture and by Kieran Wildman’s decision to marry multiple partners, the three young women had beaten their mothers to the punch and tied the knot by eloping to Hawaii. 

“Why isn’t Kit home?” Emily asked softly, nuzzling Jenny’s throat suggestively. 

“Extra duty on the bridge again. She needs to log time to sit for the Bridge Officer’s exam,” Jenny explained, gasping at the feeling of Emily’s lips on her sensitive skin. 

“So she’s not coming home ‘til after Beta shift?” Emily asked, insistently tugging Jenny’s uniform loose at the collar and opening the jumpsuit with delicate hands. 

Jenny shuddered at Emily’s tone. “N-no,” she stammered, losing her ability to think in complete sentences as Emily’s hands untucked her gold mock turtleneck undershirt and skated up her belly toward her breasts.

“I love that she’s a command candidate and you’re not,” Emily whispered against Jenny’s cheek. “I love having you to myself,” she told her lover, dark eyes sparkling with desire. 

Jenny grabbed Emily’s hands, ceasing their tantalizing motion. She fixed her with a penetrating gaze, her frost-white eyes fierce and serious. “Ems,” she squeezed Emily’s hands in her own, “we need to talk,” she said firmly, trying to gain a modicum of control over her screaming pulse. 

“What?” Emily withdrew, her expression one of anticipated rejection. 

“Honey,” Jenny softened immediately, “you know I love you, right?” she asked, her silky brown hair swaying as she leaned forward to catch Emily’s dark gaze.

Emily nodded, uncertainly at best. “So why did you stop me?”

Jenny sighed. “You know how Kieran and Naomi warned us about getting things in this marriage lopsided,” she began, “and when you say things like that, it worries me.”

“But Jen,” Emily protested, “it’s true. I do love having you to myself. I love spending time just the two of us. That’s not wrong. Damn, Jenny, I’m in love with you. If I weren’t, I wouldn’t have married you both.”

“I love you, too, Ems, and I want you so much,” Jenny sighed, cupping Emily’s pale cheek in her gentle hand. “I just want us to be careful not to let imbalances develop. Because I love Kit, too, and it’s not her fault she’s gone all the time,” she asserted, defending her other lover. 

“I don’t blame her, honey,” Emily argued. “But it doesn’t mean I intend to ignore the fact that you’re right here, just because she can’t be. That’s silly, don’t you think?” 

“I don’t know,” Jenny shrugged. “This is hard, sometimes,” she admitted. “I’m crazy about you, Ems, and I want you all the time, and it would be so easy to just forget she exists, she’s gone so much,” she pleaded, eyes urging Emily to understand. “I just don’t want to let myself forget her, you know?”

Emily nodded, sighing gustily. “I know. But Jen, we’re right here, right now. And we love each other. And while Na and KT warned us about imbalances, they also told us how important it is to establish our individual dynamics. That’s what you and I are doing. It’s not exclusive by choice. It’s exclusive by circumstance,” Emily contended. “Why shouldn’t I make love with my wife, just because I can’t make love with both of my wives equally as often? Are you saying you think we should put each other off for Kit’s sake?”

“I don’t know what I’m saying,” Jenny said, frustrated. “Maybe if you just didn’t say things like that…” she trailed off.

“You want me to be less honest?” Emily asked petulantly, launching herself off the couch in a fit of irritation. “I can edit myself, if you want. But don’t crucify me because in the heat of the moment, I was just—happy, that’s all, grateful to be alone with you,” she implored, her hands extended to her seated partner. 

Jenny stood up, wrapping Emily in her arms, tucking Emily beneath her chin. “I’m sorry, baby, I didn’t mean to upset you. I’m just—out of sorts, I guess.”

Emily hugged her gently. “Robbie’s the one who’s pregnant, Jen. She’s the one who is allowed to be out of sorts,” she teased. She held Jenny tenderly, stroking her soft brown hair. “You need a night out, maybe,” she suggested. “Dinner at the Transwarp, and maybe a walk in the arboretum afterward. Does that sound better than making love all night and eating in bed?”

Jenny tangled her fingers in the short strands of Emily’s dark hair, kissing her with intention and longing. “Nothing sounds better than making love with you, Emily,” she said softly, her vulnerability laid bare. “And that’s what scares me. There’s absolutely nothing I’d rather do.”

Emily returned the passionate kiss. “Then why fight yourself, Jenny?” she demanded, kissing her more persuasively. “Come to bed with me.”

Jenny felt her resolve melting away beneath the most delectable lips she had ever kissed. “Ems,” she sighed. “I am so lost in you,” she surrendered.

Emily pulled them in the direction of her bedroom, leading Jenny while they kissed. “We’re not lost, my love,” she assured her breathlessly. “We’re just finding ourselves in each other.”

____________

Lieutenant Naomi Wildman was assistant counselor to Commander Robin Wildman, who ran the counseling services aboard the Sato. Both women kept regular office hours, but served as crisis counselors on duty once a week in rotation with their fellow staff members. The ship had nearly two thousand crew members, and the counseling staff was large, to accommodate the crew. Robin had worked at the counseling center at the Academy, and in staffing the Sato, she had practically picked the Academy clean of counselors. But Kathryn Janeway was pleased at the level of competency of her counseling staff, and she attributed it to Robin. In fact, the counseling department was Sato’s most experienced segment of the crew, overall, followed by the Medical staff. 

Robin was in more of an administrative role than a hands-on counselor, but she served on the senior staff and was Janeway’s lead counselor. That meant Robin was frequently on the away team, and someone Kathryn always consulted in a crunch. 

Naomi was the crisis counselor on duty, and although the walk-in appointments weren’t strictly for emergency cases, the crew rarely availed themselves of the service.

Naomi was startled when Jenny Wildman came in, asking to speak to someone. Naomi overheard her and recognized her unassuming voice immediately. Naomi came into the lobby to greet her. 

“J-Cal,” she used Jenny’s old basketball team nickname, “honey, what’s wrong?” Naomi asked, her face showing concern for her daughter-in-law. 

“Na,” she took her mother-in-law’s hands, “I really need some advice,” she said urgently. 

“Well, you’re in the right place, then,” Naomi decided. “Come in my office.”

Jenny let it all out then, in one big, emotional, fearful rush. She was afraid her marriage was in danger, the dynamic between the three women growing more tenuous every day. Kit was never home, and Emily always was, and Jenny and Emily were growing so close, so intimate, Jenny never found herself thinking about Kit at all, any more. Her guilt was crushing in its intensity, and she broke down, sobbing into her hands, uncertain of her future with her lovers.

“Sweetie,” Naomi drew her hands from her face, “listen to me,” she said kindly. “Do you think my marriage is perfectly balanced all the time?”

Jenny nodded silently, face stained with tears.

Naomi laughed. “I assure you, it’s not. Honey,” she wiped Jenny’s tears away with her thumbs, holding Jenny’s lovely face in her hands, “it ebbs and flows, like any marriage. The dynamic becomes imbalanced, but it eventually rights itself, and while it worried me at first, it seems natural now. There are times when I am almost exclusively Kieran’s wife, again. And times when I spend all my time with Lenara. And still other times when I am so in love with Robbie, I can’t think of anyone but her. It’s natural.”

“But with four of you, no one is ever left out,” she said pitifully. 

Naomi considered. She understood exactly what Jenny was afraid of. “You don’t want to be the one left out, do you Jen?”

Jenny swallowed hard. “If I feel this way about Emily, what’s going to stop Emily from feeling this way about Kit?” she asked, face miserable again, tears running down her elegant cheeks. 

“Nothing. And in fact, she will feel that way about Kit, probably, at some time. The trick is, knowing it will come back for you, too. And reaching out. And giving them space. It’s a really difficult lifestyle, sometimes, Jen. I hope you didn’t think it would be easy,” she said gently. 

Jenny regarded her solemnly. Naomi was younger than Jenny chronologically by many years, yet she was so serene, so wise. “I did think it would be easy. I thought it was such a great way to solve all the problems we had—Emily wanting to die, Kit being conflicted over Emily because our engagement made Emily suicidal,” she explained.

“And you thought you’d be doing Emily this huge favor, in a sense,” Naomi noted. “You didn’t expect to lose yourself in her.”

“I didn’t expect it, Na. I fell in love with her, no doubt about it. But I didn’t expect to be so out of control. But then, you wouldn’t know what that’s like, I guess,” Jenny added sullenly.

“J-Cal, this is me, remember? You were at my house the summer I fell in love with Lenara. You saw how lost I was in her. You watched me suffer with that love for the next year. Honey, I know what it’s like to feel out of control, believe me. But think about it, Jen. You’re not out of control with a stranger, or some other woman’s wife, or someone untouchable, like I was. Emily is your partner. She loves you. She is committed to you. It’s okay to lose yourself in her. It’s okay to be crazy in love with each other. As long as you don’t push Kit away, and the circle is still open to her.”

Jenny breathed deeply, exhaling slowly, meditatively. “What if I don’t feel my love for Kit anymore, Na?”

Naomi sat back, considering. “You mean you never feel love for Kit anymore? Or is it just that when you’re with Emily, you forget about Kit?”

“Huh. I guess,” Jenny contemplated it, “I forget her when I’m with Ems. But when I see Kit, of course, I love her. It’s just, when I’m with Emily, there’s no one in the world but the two of us—like—time stops, or our focus becomes so singular.”

Naomi smiled. “That’s being in love, sweetie. I promise. That’s all it is. I guarantee you, when I’m making love with Kieran, I am not thinking about either of my other wives, unless they are with us too. You and Emily still make love with Kit, all three of you, don’t you?”

Jenny nodded. “When Kit’s home, yeah. I think right now, Kit is so swamped with extra rotations on the bridge, she can’t really spend time alone with either of us, so she—kills two brides with one stone,” Jenny joked, a sure sign she was starting to feel better. 

“If you’re worried about losing your individual focus with Kit, then make a point of spending time alone with her. Talk to Kit and Emily, tell them your concerns, and then rearrange your time so that you have that one-on-one with each other,” Naomi advised.

Jenny nodded. “Okay, Na, I will.” She heaved a relieved sigh. “It’s working okay for you all, right? You’re happy? And no one is jealous?” she asked, needing reassurance. Naomi had been instrumental in helping Jenny realize that the inclusive relationship model was what Kit really needed from Jenny in order to be fulfilled, and Jenny trusted Naomi implicitly on the issues. Naomi and Jenny had been best friends on the basketball team, and it was Naomi that pushed Jenny to approach Kit romantically, after Kit and Emily’s first attempt at a relationship ended. Naomi’s marriage had become an icon to Jenny, and she did her best to emulate Naomi’s attitude toward her own marriage.

Naomi smiled warmly at her daughter-in-law, thinking about how much work lay ahead of her, but confident Jenny would work through the doubts. “I’m very happy, truly. It does take more effort in terms of communication, though. And I can tell you, having four people doesn’t necessarily mean no one gets left out, either. There are times when there’s a very solid, special dynamic between three of the four of us, and that creates a temporary imbalance. But I trust them all, and I am self-confident enough to know that they love me and will come back to me. And think about it, Jenny. Kit trusted and loved you so much she shared all of her abuse issues with you. She got engaged to you well before Emily was even a consideration. And Emily fell completely in love with you in spite of the fact that you were lovers with the one person she had ever trusted. They love you. And I know you love them. Both of them.”

“I guess I’d better apologize to Emily then,” she admitted. “I jumped all over her for telling me she loves being alone together.”

Naomi laughed, her strawberry blonde hair catching the light. “I tell Robbie that all the time,” she confided. 

“Why Robbie? Why not Kieran or Lenara?” Jenny asked, grinning conspiratorially.

Naomi sighed dreamily. “Let’s just say there are things Robbie and I share that I wouldn’t want anyone else to be there for,” she admitted. 

Jenny looked puzzled. “You mean there are things you do—sexually—together, that you don’t do with the other two?”

Naomi gave her an evil sideways glance. “I’m not answering that,” she laughed. But there was a distinctive twinkle in her hazel eyes that told Jenny that was exactly what Naomi meant. 

_____________

Naomi Wildman ducked her head inside Robin Wildman’s office. “I saw K-Mom leaving. Is everything okay, boss?” she teased her wife.

Robin nodded, holding out both arms and waiting for Naomi to come to her. “You look like the best diversion I can think up,” she said sweetly, gathering Naomi into her lap. “I saw Jenny came in earlier. Is she okay?” 

“Yeah,” Naomi said. “It’ll be in my report tomorrow. She’s just having some trouble adjusting to polygamous life. She wanted me to reassure her it works.”

Robin laughed. “And does it, Na?”

“It’s working for me,” Naomi replied, kissing Robin gently. “You were the one we were all worried about. How is it working for you?”

Robin chuckled. “I have you in my lap. I’m a happy camper,” she enthused, blue eyes sparkling with joy. 

“Good,” Naomi kissed her again, lingering over the sensation and inciting Robin’s arousal. “Because I think we need to christen your office,” she murmured. 

Robin’s pupils immediately dilated. “You do, huh? What, is it a goal of yours to make love with me in every risky place we can?” she asked, grinning at the amorous Ktarian. 

“No,” Naomi disagreed. “It’s not about dangerous places. It’s about couches. I like knowing every couch you sit on is one I’ve ravished you on,” she advised playfully. “And I wouldn’t call it risky, sweetie. It’s after hours and we have the best privacy seals on the ship.”

“Computer,” Robin said with a mischievous grin, “privacy protocol Theta,” she commanded the invisible sentry of the office, watching Naomi’s reaction to the program. “Do you like it?”

Naomi burst out laughing. Robin had programmed the computer to not only lock the doors, opaque the windows, and add an energy-based sound proof barrier, but the lights dimmed and romantic music began to play. “You are one smooth operator, Commander,” she teased, kissing her suggestively. 

Robin smirked. “I thought you’d approve,” she said quietly nuzzling Naomi’s ear. “I knew eventually you’d want me to fuck you senseless on that couch,” she whispered, feeling Naomi’s immediate response. 

Naomi met Robin’s candid gaze with needful hazel eyes. “You know when you say things like that I just—”

Robin opened the closure of her uniform, biting at the pale pink flesh. “You just what?” she said throatily, kissing Naomi’s neck insistently, letting the smoldering intensity build between them. There was a strong electrical current between the two women all the time, and it took very little effort to kindle the spark.

“I need you,” she admitted her proclivity to verbally-induced lust. “Robbie, do you think there’s something wrong with me?” she asked, concerned.

“Because you like explicit words?” Robin asked, no longer taunting. Naomi nodded. “Na,” she sounded reproachful, “you know there’s not. You’re a therapist.”

“But honey,” Naomi insisted, “we both know psychologists are the last to recognize their own neurotic tendencies. Am I missing something about myself? Maybe there is something wrong with me.”

Robin touched her cheek, loving the soft fullness of it. “Sweetie, there’s nothing wrong with you. Graphic language just punches your buttons, that’s all, precisely because you think it’s slightly naughty, and you like that edginess. Do you think there’s something wrong with me, because I love to get you in a lather by talking to you like that?” she asked, piercing blue eyes twinkling.

Naomi laughed. “I never thought about it. I was always so perplexed at my own perverse desires,” she noted, grinning, “I never thought about yours. Does it excite you to talk like that to me?”

Robin gave her a sly smile and nuzzled her ear. “You mean does it excite me when I tell you I want to fuck you? That I want your clit in my mouth? That I am going to make you beg for my fingers?”

Naomi trembled in her lap, her heart thundering in her chest, eyes closing against her will, her respiration suddenly ragged. “Does it excite you, Robbie?”

“Let’s find out,” Robin said, scooting her chair out and standing Naomi up. She reached for the closure of her own uniform, yanking the bodice open. She shoved her hand down the front of the pants, feeling herself. “Yes, apparently, it does,” she gasped, feeling her own wetness. “Come here,” she said gently, taking Naomi by the wrist. “Feel this,” she invited her, putting  Naomi’s hand where she wanted it.

A slow, knowing smile spread across Naomi’s face, her lovely lips pale and pink, cheeks flushed. “Mmm,” she purred, “it does make you excited. How fortunate for me,” she slid her hand over Robin’s, feeling the Counselor touching herself. The sensation and the knowledge that Robin was pleasuring herself made Naomi’s legs threaten to buckle. She swallowed hard, the reverberation loud enough that Robin heard it. “That’s very erotic,” she said breathily, kissing Robin open-mouthed,  her blood pounding in her ears. “Do you like touching yourself?”

Robin smiled into their kisses. “Of course I do. So do you. I’ve made you show me before. And you know I touch myself and think about you, because I’ve told you so. I think about your hands under my shirt, and your fingers touching me through my underpants, teasing me. I think about my face between your thighs, and your gorgeous body writhing while I lick you. God, Naomi,” she swallowed with difficulty, “I love to make love to you. You get that I’m in love with you, don’t you?”

Naomi nodded slowly. “I’m in love with you, too, Robbie,” she admitted. “I think about you all the time. I love knowing you’re just an office away, that I can sneak in here between appointments and kiss you. Sometimes, I hear your voice in the hall, and I just feel drawn to it, it’s so hypnotic. And I imagine all the things I want you to do to me, and the things I want to do to you.”

Robin withdrew her own hand from her uniform, and Naomi’s with it, kissing Naomi’s wrist and palm, lips ghosting over the flesh. “And you’ve been resisting the fantasy all this time Na?” Robin smiled indulgently at her wife. “Why hold yourself back? You know I love it most when you let go of your fears, when you open yourself to me. That’s part of why explicit descriptions excite me, because I know if you’re saying those things to me, you’re vulnerable, your walls are down, and you belong to me.” She kissed Naomi deeply, emphasizing her point. “And I get excited saying those things to you because I know it makes you crazy.”

“It does make me crazy, and no one else has ever explored that with me as willingly as you have,” she agreed. 

“Let go then, honey,” Robin urged her. “Don’t be afraid to take what you want from me. I love sharing that with you. I want you so much, it scares me, but I keep giving myself to you anyway.”

Naomi tugged her to the couch, pushing her down on it and lying on top of her, kissing her with bruising force. Robin loved foreplay with their clothes half on, and Naomi indulged that desire freely, hands gliding under the light blue mock turtleneck to find Robin’s breasts. “Will there be repercussions for fucking my boss?” Naomi asked playfully, grinning as Robin arched into her hands. 

“Definitely,” Robin gasped. “Oh, God, Naomi,” she shuddered as Naomi’s warm lips closed around the fabric over her nipples, each in turn. 

“Why does this drive you so crazy, Robs, making out with your clothes on?” Naomi asked, tugging one nipple in her teeth, leaving a wet mark on Robin’s shirt. 

Robin chuckled. “It reminds me of high school. Making out on the couch and being afraid I’d get caught by my parents.”

“Ah, so it’s a forbidden desire thing, just like my loving that you talk dirty to me,” she observed, fingers rolling Robin’s nipples through the fabric.

“Definitely. It was never safe to get completely naked when Mom or Dad might show up, but I sure had a lot of fun getting finger fucked by the guys I dated,” she explained, groaning as Naomi eased her hand down Robin’s uniform pants and cupped her sex. “Your hand is so warm, honey,” she sighed. “God, you make me rabid, you know that?”

Naomi giggled. “Yeah, you do the same thing to me. I love being alone with you. I’d never act this way with Kieran or Lenara,” she admitted, fondling Robin’s clit through her panties. 

“That’s how I learned to masturbate,” she informed her lover. “What you’re doing right now,” she clarified.

“Really?” Naomi drummed her fingers over the satin crotch of the sport-cut briefs. “Like this? That’s how you touched yourself?”

“Y-yes,” Robin acceded. “It was too intense to touch myself directly.”

“And is it too intense when I touch you directly?” She slid one finger beneath the elastic band, brushing over Robin’s labia, teasing.

Robin’s eyes closed. “No. But I love when you make me wait,” she confessed. “I love how you make it so gradual that I want to scream by the time you make me come,” she said, her voice dropping an octave with the admission. 

“Is this finger fucking?” Naomi asked, tracing the outline of Robin’s lips through her panties.

Robin quivered beneath her. “No,” she gasped.

“Is this?” Naomi slipped her fingers beneath the elastic again, rubbing slick folds.

“No,” Robin groaned. “Na,” she whimpered, lifting her hips in silent plea.

“Is this?” Naomi taunted her, fingering her opening but not penetrating.

“Almost,” Robin grinned, panting now. “Take me, Naomi. Fuck me now,” she panted, looking Naomi directly in the eye.

Naomi smiled seductively. “Oh, but you love it when I make you wait,” she reminded her, pressing into her opening to the first knuckle. Robin’s body jolted. “You can’t be ready yet,” she withdrew her hand, kissing Robin fiercely. 

Robin was having none of that. She stripped Naomi’s jumpsuit down her arms, pinning them in the sleeves, moving the Ktarian over her mouth. She pushed the fabric of her brassiere over full, ripe breasts and ravished them. Naomi writhed in her hands, supported by Robin’s arms. “Robbie,” she groaned. “You’re not supposed to attack me while I’m teasing you.”

Robin sucked her nipples with abandon. “Who let you make the rules?” she said through a mouthful of flesh. She bit down gently, fluttering her tongue over a hardening nub. “Besides, now I’m waiting,” she smarted. 

Naomi squirmed. “Robbie, free up my arms,” she pleaded. 

“Nope,” Robin insisted. “Not until I make you come at least twice,” she taunted her, easing them onto their sides. She thrust her hand down Naomi’s uniform, finding her wet and willing. “You won’t have to wait,” she promised, fingers plunging deeply.

Naomi cried out, the rush of need tearing through her. “Robbie,” she groaned. Her voice strained as she moaned in time with Robin’s thrusts.

Robin pushed deep and eased out, only to penetrate again. “This,” she hissed, “is finger fucking.”

“Point taken,” Naomi groaned. “Oh, Robbie, that’s—that’s—God, that’s amazing,” she sighed, feeling the fluttering of fingertips against her walls. “Don’t stop, Robbie,” she grunted, breathing heavily. 

Robin pressed her thumb against Naomi’s clitoris, sliding it through the copious fluid, moving her fingers in counter rhythm to her thumb.

Naomi buried her face in Robin’s shoulder, shouting as she came. Robin curled her fingers upward, pressing tightly, and Naomi climaxed again. 

She chuckled against Robin’s neck. “I came twice. Now will you let my arms go? I’m losing circulation,” she scolded. 

Robin eased them up off the couch, standing them up and helping Naomi out of the confining bodice. “Better?”

“Infinitely.” Naomi kissed Robin hard, tongue questing eagerly in her mouth. “Does this remind you of anything?” she held Robin’s face in her hands.

“No. Illustrate, please,” Robin requested. 

Naomi pulled Robin’s pants down to her ankles. “Sit down,” she said, pushing Robin backwards. “If this is finger fucking,” she pushed her fingers into Robin’s opening. “then is this tongue fucking?” she asked, face pressed into Robin’s thighs, tongue flicking inside her walls.

Robin gasped. “Definitely,” she breathed. “And I love that.”

Naomi obliged her by making love to her that way, reveling in the sound of her pleasure. When Robin was weak with need, Naomi disengaged her tongue and captured Robin’s clit, sending her over the edge. Robin eased Naomi’s face away, the aggression spent.

“Come here,” she reached out for her wife, and the two women stretched against each other on the couch. Robin started to cry, something she rarely did after sex.

“Honey, what’s wrong?” Naomi kissed her tenderly, worried.

“I just never let anyone see this part of me but you,” she realized, “and I suddenly felt so exposed. Can you imagine how shocked Lenara and Kieran would be?” she asked, tears sliding down her cheeks.

Naomi comforted her with gentle caresses on her face. “That’s why you only share it with me, because we don’t shock each other. That’s why we’re so necessary for each other,” she noted. 

“I also realized in a stark smack-me-in-the-face kind of way how very much I do love you. That’s been a constant surprise to me, that I could feel so much for all of you, and so much for each of you individually. Whenever I form deep attachments—and that’s been extremely rare in my life—it is a very frightening thing,” she admitted, wiping impatiently at her own tears.

“And your fear of it made you cry?” Naomi clarified.

“Not so much my fear of the attachment as my fear of needing you the way I do.” She considered it. “It’s hard enough to achieve this sort of vulnerability with one partner, to trust one person so completely, and to let myself need even one person. But the longer we’re married, the more I realize I need all of you, and I would be incomplete without any one of you. And you touch things in me, Naomi, things I don’t even comprehend. You’re privy to my darkest desires, the hidden things that alone, I would never let myself contemplate or examine.”

Naomi sighed happily. “You know why, don’t you Robs?”

“I always assumed it was because you’re the first person I voluntarily told about my leap off the Admin building after Kieran refused to reconcile with me,” she answered.

“It’s not just that, honey,” Naomi pointed out. “It’s because you were in the Cardassian camps, and I was tortured by Dutritt, and we share that common trauma. It binds us in ways we don’t connect with anyone else. I trust you so much because you’ve been through that same experience, though yours, I’m sure, was much worse because it was so protracted. I know as much as I love and need Kieran and Lenara, neither of them can relate to being held hostage, to being treated that way. Even though Kieran was in an abusive relationship once, she at least wanted to be in that relationship. You and I know what it’s like to be forced, to have our power usurped. That’s why you trust me, honey. We both know implicitly that we would never hurt each other, because we’ve both experienced hurt so deeply.”

Robin’s outburst subsided, and she lay there, tangled in her own clothing, holding her lover close. “I love you, Naomi. Thank you for making this type of intimacy safe, and making me feel okay about myself, in spite of it.”  

Naomi snuggled into her. “Honey, you do the same thing for me. I can’t imagine how I’d ever get by without you to open me that way. I’ve always felt that safety with you, since the first time we made love.” 

Robin nodded. “Me, too. You know, it’s been almost two years ago that you initiated that with me,” she realized. “I’m so glad you were that brave.”

Naomi smiled affectionately, kissing Robin’s chin. “I’m so glad you didn’t throw up a wall. You could have. And none of this would have been possible.”

“It was Kieran’s photographs that made me see the need we had. I could put myself in that Robin’s shoes, because the proof was right there. And I saw how happy Robin Thompson was in that dimension. And I loved Kieran so much, I couldn’t deprive her of that same fulfillment. I could see how much she needed Lenara, in those photos. And I couldn’t deny what you and Lenara had clearly felt for each other for so long.”

“You know what, Robs?” Naomi said softly, remembering. “Lenara and I really weren’t all that intimately inclined, any more, when this began between you and me. The time Kieran was lost in the spatial rift cooled that ardor considerably, and Lenara and I had found a comfortable distance and a detachment from one another. What drew me back into the knowledge of my desire for this sort of extended relationship was falling in love with you. It took me so totally by surprise,” she detailed. 

Robin hugged her close, breathing her skin. “When, Na? When did you fall in love with me?”

“I don’t know exactly when or how it happened, truth be told. But I know when I realized it. It was when you told me about your suicide attempt. My reaction was so desperately emotional, so immediate, and the overwhelming sense of my love for you hit me then. I had to think about losing you to realize I wanted you. I had been defensive with you for months, because I thought you were being unfair to Lenara, and I had huge walls with you.”

“Unfair because I wouldn’t give her permission to have an affair with you?” Robin asked, puzzled.

“No, unfair because you hadn’t done a thing to honor Lenara’s culture or traditions, despite my telling you you needed to do that. She was so hurt by your lack of interest about Trill customs, and it pained me to see her deprived of that attention and that consideration. I was angry with you, and it blinded me to how much I loved you. Knowing you had tried to kill yourself frightened me so much, it made me confront that I was in love with you. And then the anger was gone, and the walls came down, and I had to have you,” she explained. “It was so consuming I was afraid of it, myself, even though I was the one urging you to stop being afraid.”

Robin nodded, remembering. “That’s why you avoided me for so long after we slept together. I was doing the same thing.”

“Survivor’s defense mechanism,” Naomi acknowledged. “But eventually, my desire drove me to seek you out again. And from there on, I was powerless to put up a wall with you. I was consumed by my love for you, enthralled by it. And I’ve never been able to raise a defense with you since then,” she said tenderly, kissing her wife soundly. 

Robin sighed, chest swelling with love. “I’m glad, Wildwoman. I need you.” She considered for a long while. “I miss them,” she said softly. “Let’s go home.”

Naomi laughed. “I was thinking the exact same thing.”

_____________

Lenara Wildman came home earlier than usual from her lab, though that was later than Alpha shift was released. She was surprised to find Kieran home, since Kieran was almost always tied up with ship’s business. Being first officer to Kathryn Janeway was more than a fulltime job, Kieran had discovered.

“Hello, Be’thal,” Kieran said from the couch as Lenara came in. “You’re home early,” she commented, holding out her arms to her wife.

Lenara dropped her briefcase and crawled into Kieran’s embrace, draping herself over the much larger woman beneath her and kissing her thoroughly. “You’re early too. Where are Na and Robbie?”

“Na is the crisis counselor on duty tonight, and Robbie is in a meeting with Kathryn. It’s just you and me,” she waggled her eyebrows.

Lenara gave her a feral grin. “I’ve been wanting you to be my wunjor for days,” she admitted. “You look like you’re already dressed for the task,” she added, sliding her hands beneath Kieran’s silk robe. 

Kieran smiled up at her. “I’d like to be your wunjor, if you’ll be my mez’dajir,” she agreed. “Have you had dinner yet?”

Lenara shook her head. “I can wait if you can,” she flirted, kissing Kieran softly, lips brushing ever so slightly over Kieran’s mouth, and the faintest indication of Lenara’s tongue following.

Kieran sighed into Lenara’s kiss, loving her delicate way of inciting desire. “Nara,” she whispered, stroking the vallette at her wife’s temple. “Will you give yourself to me, as I give myself to you?” she asked in the ritual language of Trill. 

Lenara chuckled deep in her chest. “That depends, cha’malar’on,” she teased, “on how you intend to give yourself to me. I’m not in Trill marathon mode, tonight, dre’on,” she said apologetically.

“Ah, how about abbreviated human mode?” Kieran asked, grinning.

“Definitely. Pleasure on the installment plan,” she agreed. “You are my kadicadrejir, you know that, don’t you?” Lenara asked, sea green-blue eyes paling with love as the vallette faded at her temples. 

“I do know,” Kieran promised, kissing her deeply and sitting them both upright. She gathered Lenara in her arms, lifting her gently and walking toward the bedroom. “But my Be’thal, I’m the one who is conquered.”

Lenara lay her head on Kieran’s shoulder, loving the way the larger woman encompassed her body, cradled in Kieran’s arms. She kissed Kieran’s neck, nuzzling gently at the pulse point, a very sensitive spot. She felt her lover shudder, gooseflesh springing up on her forearms. Lenara bit softly at her earlobe, breathing faintly. Kieran had stopped beside her bed, loathe to put Lenara down when the Trill was so intent upon being arousing.

“Nara,” she breathed, “that feels amazing.”

Kieran laid her on the bed, stretching out beside her, fully clothed. They kissed breathlessly for long moments, hands breaching the boundaries of shirts, breasts and backs caressed with finesse. They undressed each other then, gazing at each other in the dim light of Kieran’s room, eyes locked, hands moving restlessly over bare skin. Lenara traced the lines of Kieran’s muscles, the curve of her ribcage, the swell of her breasts, delicate Trill fingertips leaving tingles everywhere she touched.

 “I ache for you, Be’thal,” Kieran said, voice barely audible.

Lenara’s eyes closed, the words washing over her like a wave of heat. “Then give yourself to me,” she said in return, smoothing her hands over Kieran’s breasts, moving them both so that Kieran was on her back. Lenara’s touch was as delicate as the tendrils of a feather, light and fine over Kieran’s skin. Everything Lenara did felt like teasing, it was so tempered. 

Kieran stroked the angles of Lenara’s Trill markings, the highly sensitized vallette on her face and shoulders, watching Lenara’s desire assert itself. “My beautiful Lenara,” she whispered, “I love to touch you this way.”

Lenara arched into Kieran’s hands as they held her small shoulders, fingers pressing the dark spots there. Kieran had discovered that stroking the vallette was very effective, but pressing them served to heighten her wife’s need much more quickly. A gentle massage could bring the Trill to ecstasy, her body liquid and pliant beneath Kieran’s strong hands. She moaned against Kieran’s breast, suckling it, trying to maintain her focus. Kieran’s touch was insistent, though, and Lenara found her resolve slipping away as Kieran eased her palms down Lenara’s sides, fingers brushing near the more sensitive vallette down her back. Lenara squirmed to bring those tempting fingers closer, until Kieran encircled her tiny waist, skirting the edges of the geometric shapes that drove her wife to piercing need. Soft, glancing touches became light scratches over the small of Lenara’s back, and her breathing quickened perceptibly. 

“Kie’ran,” she gasped, her purpose forgotten and Kieran’s breasts neglected. “Cha’on,” she whimpered, writhing beneath the questing fingers that moved lower, parting her buttocks. 

Kieran lifted Lenara up, bringing them face to face, her own long body spread beneath the Trill. She captured Lenara’s lips then, kissing her deeply, hands cradling her buttocks, stroking firmly between them. Lenara rocked against Kieran’s belly, pressing her mons down, the slick heat inflaming her labial vallette. She groaned hard into Kieran’s mouth, tearing her lips away and crying out as a single finger penetrated her, the anal vallette creating the sharpest pleasure possible. Long, slender fingers reached further, finding the path of fluid seeping from Lenara’s opening, gliding through it to stroke the clitoral vallette. Moving rhythmically, Lenara exacted the full measure of her desire from her wife, her markings disappearing entirely as she climaxed, the sound swallowed up in Kieran’s shoulder as Lenara collapsed against her. 

“Be’thal,” she said tiredly, spent and limp in Kieran’s arms.

Kieran nuzzled her gold-brown hair, kissing her forehead, cradling her body protectively. “Cha’malar’on,” she said, tears gathering in her eyes, “I am so conquered by my love for you,” she whispered, throat closing with emotion. 

Lenara eased onto her outstretched arms, looking into deep brown eyes, searching there for confirmation of the words. “Par’de kadijir,” she echoed the sentiment. “Your love for me humbles and overwhelms me. My body is at your mercy. I am prostrate before you in my love,” she kissed Kieran deeply, delicate tongue seeking Kieran’s, tangling them together. 

Lenara found Kieran’s nipples, cool Trill hands contrasting against the warm, turgid flesh, fingers insistent and eager. Kieran groaned as Lenara squeezed and tugged, the pressure never forceful, but always confident. The Trill watched Kieran’s face, the way she bit her lip and threw her head back, eyes closing against the rush of need. “Lenara,” she moaned. “Oh, wapur’on,” she murmured, turning her head and baring her throat, which Lenara immediately nipped at. “So good, so intense,” she babbled, lost in the sensation of Lenara’s thumbs and forefingers pinching her breasts ever so lightly. Lenara teased her for long moments, drawing out the anticipation, tongue softly tracing the outline of Kieran’s jaw line, her neck, her ear. She breathed gently in Kieran’s hair, whispering “Do you ache for me, Dre’cadre?”

“I do,” Kieran replied, more a gasp than a coherent sentence. “Oh, Nara, please,” she sighed, turning her head back and locking gazes. Eyes with hundreds of years of experiences stared back at her, green-gray and filled with love. “Please,” she said, looking directly at her wife. 

Lenara kissed her with intent, the embrace no longer delicate, no longer teasing, forceful now, masterful. “We are fanua’thal,” Lenara asserted her rights. “You bear my kosbenara. And someday my children,” she added, the pledge of purpose between Trill lovers. 

Kieran wriggled beneath her, the need building. “I am yours,” she agreed, her voice desperate now. “Lenara, par’de sharu, va fanu, fir’de,” she lapsed into Trill in her most vulnerable state. “Comu sha, Lenara, comu sha abuche,” she begged.

“Comple’re shar cadre, Kie’ran,” she said passionately, fingers seeking the wet warmth between her wife’s legs. 

Kieran surged beneath her, opening herself, legs drawn up to her buttocks. 

Lenara’s fingers penetrated her depths, quieting the desperate edge. “Give yourself to me,” she said against her wife’s cheek. “Kieran,” she breathed, “I’m going to make you come now,” she promised, letting the words skate through Kieran’s senses. She crawled down her wife’s body, kissing gentle paths as she descended the long torso and thighs.

She fondled Kieran’s lips and clitoris, watching and listening, fascinated by the way Kieran’s labia darkened with her deepening arousal. She rubbed her clitoris, driving her to that pinnacle, then sucked it delicately into her mouth. The climax came immediately with the suction, Kieran’s body poured out completely as she shivered and panted.

She reached for the smaller Trill, pulling her into muscular arms, clinging tightly.

Lenara closed her arms around her lover, protective and fierce. “I’ve got you now,” Lenara assured her. “I’ve got you, my Be’thal,” she said softly.

Long after the waves of ecstasy had subsided, they lay tangled together in the sheets, kissing and touching, Kieran’s deep brown eyes filling with the vision of her beautiful Lenara, as surely as her hands were filled with Lenara’s exquisite body. “Shar cha’on,” Kieran said against Lenara’s throat, “Thala’de’re va fanu.”

Lenara sighed happily, cradling Kieran’s head against her body, fingers twining in the strands of Kieran’s short blonde hair. “For eternity,” she echoed. “Shar cha’le’veron,” she whispered, an endearment in Trill that could only be translated as ‘my angel’, “I need to ask you something.”

Kieran propped herself up on one arm, gazing at her beloved fanua’thal, her lifemate. “I’m no angel, my love, but ask anyway,” she said softly, caressing Lenara’s face with utmost tenderness. 

“Seven came to see me a couple of weeks ago,” Lenara began, toying absently with Kieran’s hair. “She wanted to know why I’ve abandoned my wormhole research.”

“Have, you Be’thal?” Kieran was alarmed. “Nara, why would you ever?”

Lenara turned from her back to face her wife, finger pressing Kieran’s lips. “Kadijir, you know why.” Her eyes filled with tears. “You know exactly why,” she insisted, kissing Kieran with all her might. 

Kieran clung to her, kissing her passionately, pulling Lenara onto her, mouths fierce and frantic. When they parted for air, Kieran held Lenara’s chin in her hand. “You cannot walk away from it, Nara. It’s who you are. It’s what you do. And you do it so brilliantly, my cha’on,” she said sincerely. 

“I am far from perfect, Kieran. I nearly killed you with my blundering. I will never, ever forgive myself for that,” she asserted, remembering the ruin Kieran’s body had been in when she had come back through the artificial wormhole and it imploded her shuttlecraft. “Sometimes,” she said in a voice that was barely a whisper, her eyes far away, “I still see you, burned and broken and dying. I have nightmares about it. I can’t make them stop,” she admitted. 

“My beautiful Lenara,” she moved them over so that she was above the frail scientist. “I didn’t die. I am right here. And if I had not gone through that portal—a window you created for me—I would not have my sister, now. And I would not be your fanua’thal. I would do every second of it over again, I swear it on my life,” she vowed. For a Trill, it was wholly sacred to swear upon one’s life, and Kieran rarely made such pronouncements. “I love you, Lenara, with all that I am. I have no regrets, Be’thal, and I want your research to go on. Prem’re’ne sha, Lenara,” she demanded. 

Lenara turned it over in her mind. Could she really take the theory out of mothballs again, rehash it, rework the calculations, relive losing Kieran?

“Prem’re’ne sha,” Kieran repeated. Promise me this. 

Lenara studied her wife’s expression, so full of love and faith and devotion. No reproach, no fear, no regret. “You really think I can do it, don’t you?”

“No,” Kieran argued. “I don’t think so. I know so. You are be’onom’iru, Lenara Wildman. And you are the only being in this universe capable of that sort of miracle. Lenara, I have waited my whole life for you to accomplish this, and before I ever met you, I knew you would do it someday. You were my idol growing up. In college, you were my exemplar of intellectual achievement. When I met you, it was a truly transcendent experience. I felt so unworthy of even your acknowledgment, let alone your friendship, and now your love. I truly am in awe of your genius, and I think it would be a crime for you to give up on this goal. Please, Lenara. The world is waiting for you to change science as we know it. And you will, my Be’thal. You most surely will,” she said without a doubt. 

Lenara gazed into the sincerest brown eyes she could imagine, and wondered what she had ever done in her life to inspire such belief, such hope. “I’ll try not to disappoint you, my love,” she said softly. 

“Honey,” Kieran laughed gently, kissing her again and rolling them over, drawing Lenara into her arms. “It’s not about disappointing me. It’s about disappointing yourself.”

Lenara snuggled into her beloved fanua’thal, frightened, but buoyed by Kieran’s confidence in her. “Prem’de’ne, Kie’ran,” she agreed. 

Robin and Naomi Wildman came home shortly thereafter, fingers laced together, still kissing intimately. Kieran’s bedroom door was open, and she was lying with Lenara, naked and warm. 

“Hey,” Kieran called softly to them. “You’re home late.”

They entered the bedroom, speechless at the sight of the two women cradling one another. Although the four women had shared intimacy together simultaneously, it had only been on their honeymoon. Their couplings were usually quite private, and while they were demonstrative in terms of affection, they rarely indulged in passionate kissing or any sort of suggestive touching outside of a bedroom with a closed door. 

While they had individually considered and been puzzled at the lack of a group dynamic, at the shyness with which they approached interacting as one entity, no one had tried to discuss it. Kieran was content to let things unfold in due time. Lenara was reluctant to push, since the whole marriage was such a stretch for her wives to begin with. Naomi simply didn’t know how to bring it up without sounding as if she were dissatisfied, which she definitely was not. And Robin just didn’t want to rock the boat, having pushed to her very limits already. 

Maybe, Lenara decided, it was time to take down another barrier. She raised her head from Kieran’s shoulder, amused at the wide-eyed look on their wives’ faces. “Would you like to come join us?” she asked quietly. 

Naomi and Robin looked at one another, then back at the intertwined women. “Yes,” they said together, then laughed. 

The four women were soon stripped bare and tangled together in an intimate embrace. It was very late, and they were tired from a long day, but they slept entwined, one with another. Throughout an all too brief night, they moved in synchronicity, shadowing one another, rousing periodically to share a kiss, or a tender touch. It was a new experience, sleeping as a group, but it felt so natural to them after six months of marriage, to expand the boundaries again, to open another door. And the question that had been in the back of everyone’s mind would finally be out in the open when they awakened. 

Kieran awakened to the sensation of delicate kisses on her eyelids, to fingertips smoothing over her cheekbones. Naomi kissed Kieran’s lips, parting them gently with the tip of her tongue, nuzzling them apart with her own lips. Kieran responded immediately, brain fuzzy with sleep, but body willing. She moved over her wife, kissing her more forcefully, arching into the sensations of fingernails raking down her back. 

Naomi sighed into Kieran’s mouth, exploring it gradually with her tongue, tracing Kieran’s lips with it, retreating, teasing. Kieran gathered her fingers in Naomi’s long, silken hair, holding her face still to kiss her deeply, preventing the subtle hide and seek Naomi intended to drive her mad with. Naomi’s breasts were warm and full beneath Kieran’s smaller endowment, and their bodies slid deliciously together, friction and motion creating passion. Kieran dropped her face to take firm, aching nipples into her mouth, and Naomi gasped at the intimate gesture, back arching to increase the pressure. 

Kieran’s fingers found slick entry into her lover’s depths, two digits pressing to Naomi’s cervix, then easing back out. Naomi moved them so that Kieran’s hips were between her open legs, and they could move together in a shallow form of intercourse, Kieran’s fingers penetrating and her pubis rocking against Naomi’s. 

The rhythmic motion bled into Lenara’s dreams, and she slowly became aware of the women making love beside her. She blinked rapidly, eyes filling with the vision of the two women in a passionate kiss, bodies moving and straining together. She couldn’t make herself look away, and realized she didn’t need to. This was something they intended to share with her, or they would have gone to another of the four bedrooms.

She reached for Naomi’s hand, which was clutching Kieran’s buttocks, drawing it away, kissing the fingertips with gentle lips, sucking them into her mouth. Naomi groaned in response and pulled Lenara beside them, arm firmly around the Trill’s back, where she could stroke the vallette adorning her spine and buttocks. Lenara shivered at the intimate stroking, aroused by the touch as much as the vision of the two women making love beside her. Naomi’s fingers found her darkest marking, pressing from behind the delicate curve of her buttocks to find the sensitive vallette between Lenara’s legs, touch teasing and insistent at the same time. Lenara made a mewling sound, half-strangled by her surprise.

Robin was wide awake and watching intently as the three women loved one another. This was what she had imagined Kieran had done in that other dimension, the Thompsons loving one another and watching and sharing it visually as much as physically. The desire burned in her as she watched Naomi nearing her peak, heard the urgency in Lenara’s voice, ached to be in the thick of things. Kieran rested on Naomi, weight balanced on her knees and on Naomi’s torso, and with her free arm she gathered Robin beside them, kissing her passionately. Robin made a subtle sound of surrender, of need, and Kieran reached to lift her leg, opening Robin’s legs gently. She touched Robin’s folds, stroking softly, still moving against Naomi, while Naomi teased Lenara’s Trill markings, and Lenara’s breathing quickening in response to Naomi’s educated caress. 

Lenara wrapped her arm around both women beside her, fingers parting Kieran’s buttocks, finding her wet and waiting. Kieran’s motion inside Naomi slowed as she took her own pleasure from Lenara’s penetration, brain divided between the task of fondling Robin’s clitoris and thrusting against Naomi’s mons. Her own desire asserted itself as Lenara touched her, and the impression seared into her brain, her wives simultaneously gasping and sighing, spurred by each other’s heat and vocalizations. 

Naomi climaxed first, the sharpness emanating from Kieran’s fingers to the base of her spine, her soft cries captured partly in Kieran’s kiss. The sounds echoed in Lenara’s mind, and she came too, overcome by the feast of sensual stimulation around her. Robin fed off the groan that issued from Kieran’s throat, a response to Lenara’s fingers rubbing intimately and penetrating her, her peak sudden and deep. Robin’s body went rigid then, succumbing to the same energy, her panting filling the air around them as her crest broke, and her body convulsed. They cuddled in a tangle of arms and legs, emotionally exposed and fragile in the aftermath, stunned at the spontaneity of it, grateful for the encompassing passion they shared. Tender kisses and silent glances bespoke of a communion of souls, of hearts, a unity of mind and purpose. 

Lenara wept soundlessly, her symbiont flooding her with joy and with the realization that their marriage had finally come to its fruition, to the understanding and meaning of the fanu’tremu, the spiritual state of inclusiveness, the eternal inclusion. They were no longer simply four women in love with one another, sharing as variable couples. They had achieved the cha’prala’unaf, the perfect family bond that all inclusive marriages aspired to create. 

Kieran held her tenderly, understanding perfectly what the Trill felt, and what the women had found together. “Cha’malar’on’tremu,” she whispered to Lenara, who could only sob joyfully in reply. 

Naomi draped herself around Lenara’s backside, sheltering the sacred vallette of her body, Kieran covering the Trill’s front side, and Robin moving over her to blanket her from above. From any vantage point, an observer would have seen the kosbenara on each woman’s back, and the Trill they surrounded, who’s most cherished dream had come to pass in their intimacy.

______________

“You wanted to see me Captain?” Kieran Wildman stood at attention in front of Kathryn’s desk in the expansive ready room. 

“Yes, Commander,” she said formally. “Sit down. Let me just place the subspace call to Admiral Paris.”

Kieran couldn’t imagine why she would be privy to a conversation between her Captain and her Admiral, but she waited patiently. 

“Kathryn,” Owen Paris said with genuine warmth. “How goes it along the border?”

“Quiet for now,” Kathryn admitted. “I have Commander Wildman with me, Sir.” She adjusted the view screen so the Admiral could see both women. 

“Good morning, Commander. You’re looking well,” he complimented her. “I have splendid news for you, Kieran. Kathryn’s reports of your performance have been glowing ones, and Starfleet has authorized me to promote you to Captain, and assign you a ship. There’s a new Supremacy class vessel in the final stages of construction at Mars Planetia, the Sagan. We’re offering her to you.”

Kieran was stunned. She said nothing for the better part of a minute.

“Commander, this is the part where you say ‘Thank you Admiral, I’m honored. When do I transfer off the Sato’?” he chided her. 

“Admiral, I, AM honored,” she replied, “but I—I need to talk to my family about this. It’s an amazing opportunity, but I would like to think about it before I accept. Is that permissible?” she asked, confused. 

Paris’ face fell. “Kieran, do you understand what we’re offering you here? The best, newest ship in the fleet. What is there to think about? You can take your whole family,” he encouraged her. “I’ll expect your decision in forty-eight hours, Commander. Frankly, I’ve known you a long time, and I’m not about to mince words. You’d be a fool to pass this up. Jean-Luc Picard has been very vocal about wanting a Supremacy class ship for himself, but we’re offering it to you. I hope you realize how significant that is.”

“Yes, Sir, I do,” Kieran’s throat was suddenly parched. “I’ll let you know as soon as I discuss it with my wives, Sir. Thank you for this, Admiral.”

“You’re dismissed,” he said to her, miffed at her hesitancy. “Kathryn, a word with you alone?”

“Yes, of course. Kieran, see yourself out,” Kathryn waved her away. “Now, what is it, Admiral?”

“Work on her, Kathryn. Starfleet wants her on that ship in the worst way. I know it’s sudden, but my fellow Admirals were quite insistent that the Sagan belongs to Captain Wildman.”

“I’ll talk to her, I promise,” Kathryn agreed. I had to go and write glowing reports about her, she groused inwardly.

That night Kieran called everyone in her extended family to her quarters for dinner. B'Elanna and Noah, Cassidy and Cameron, Kathryn and Seven, and all the Wildman clan. Kieran waited until everyone was seated at the dinner table, and stood up. “Gang, I have to tell you something,” she began, not looking entirely happy about it. 

Everyone looked at her expectantly, except Kathryn, who was watching the room for the reactions that would come after the announcement.

“Uh—Admiral Paris contacted Kathryn and I today. I’ve been offered my own ship. It’s a Supremacy class, brand new, The Sagan. I told the Admiral before I would accept the promotion, I have to talk to you all. So, what do you think? Before you answer, let me point out, we’d be leaving Kathryn, Seven, Geejay, and Hannah, at the very least. B'Elanna and Noah would have to decide if they want to transfer to my command. I assume, Kit, you and your wives would follow me, but that’s a big assumption. Cass, you and Cameron don’t get a choice. If I go, you go,” she laughed.

“Take it, Mom,” Kit said immediately. “I’ve seen the specs on the Sagan and it’s even nicer than Sato,” she enthused. 

There was a general murmuring of support and encouragement, but Naomi stood up and said in a tone that brooked no argument, “No. Tell them no, Kieran.”

Kieran was startled at the vehemence in Naomi’s tone. “Honey?” she asked.

“I said tell them no,” she repeated. “Kieran, you cannot take that promotion.”

“Why not, Na?” Robin turned to her wife, worried at Naomi’s adamance. 

“Kieran knows exactly why not,” she stated flatly. “Kieran,” she reminded her, “all three of my hallucinations.”

Kieran’s face finally registered comprehension. “Holy crap, Na, I’d forgotten that. You’re right, I have to turn this down.”

“Mom,” Kit interrupted, “what the hell are you talking about? This is your ticket!” she urged, dismayed at her mother’s reticence. 

“Na? Can I tell them?” Kieran asked, moving around the table to take her wife in supportive arms. “They’ll never understand, otherwise, my beloved,” she said softly, so no one else could hear.

“Okay,” Naomi agreed, letting Kieran hug her close. “Honey, please, you know why I’m so definite about this, don’t you?”

“I believe in your clairvoyance, Na. You don’t have to convince me,” Kieran kissed her forehead tenderly.  

She seated Naomi again and went back to her own seat, explaining to the assembled guests that Naomi had experienced three hallucinations on Restid Three, and various aspects of each of those hallucinations had come true, including the existence of Kit McCallister and her dog Orson. “And,” Kieran explained, “in all of Naomi’s hallucinations, I had captained a ship called the Sagan. And it was attacked by Cardassian terrorists. And B'Elanna and Katie died in the attack. I was injured so badly I had to rehab for two years. And in case you don’t believe, gang, the injuries Naomi hallucinated were exactly the ones I had when I came back through the wormhole. I can’t take the chance that any more of her hallucinations will come true.”

Kit bit her lip. “So, Mom, look, don’t take B'Elanna and Katie with you. That’s the only part of the hallucination you have to worry about—the injury part already happened. They can stay here where they’re safe, and you can take this ship.”

Kieran shook her head. “I’m not leaving my daughter again. Not if I don’t have to. End of story.” She turned to Kathryn. “How do I tell them no?”

Kathryn smiled to assure her first officer. “I’ll explain to them that you aren’t confident in your current abilities. After all, you’ve only been first officer a few months. They won’t force you to take a promotion you don’t feel qualified for. The last thing they want is a captain who isn’t confident to the point of arrogance. It’s dangerous to have a reluctant leader.”

Kieran nodded, hoping that her decision wouldn’t destroy her future prospects.  “Are you sorry you won’t be getting rid of me, Kat?”

Kathryn threw back her head and laughed. “I had to practically gag and hogtie Seven to keep her from begging you to stay. I told her I had to be neutral, it had to be your decision. But I couldn’t be more relieved.”

______________

Captain Kathryn Janeway slid down into the bathtub in her quarters with a pained groan, letting the steaming water cajole her joints to mobility again.

Seven of Nine watched her with no small amount of amusement. “Darling,” she said gently, “when are you going to admit that Kieran is a decade younger than you and stop killing yourself to best her on the Velocity court?” she scolded. 

The command partners had taken to playing at least twice a week while Kit ran the bridge, and Kathryn didn’t seem to ever get accustomed to the strain on her body.

Kathryn threw a handful of water at her wife. “Traitor. Are you saying I’m old?”

“Never,” Seven promised, stripping out of her uniform in delicious degrees, letting the navy blue jumpsuit fall to her ankles. She pulled the mock turtleneck of sky blue over her head, revealing her elegant Borg implants that swirled around her abdomen in silvery beauty. She eased down into the tub behind her wife, gathering her into tender arms and kissing Kathryn’s leonine neck. “But Kathryn,” she reasoned, “you make yourself sore for days after you play her, and I’m afraid your pride is out of control,” she said gently. 

“But I still win,” Kathryn contended. “She hasn’t beaten me in a set, ever. An occasional game, but that’s all.”

Seven laughed, the sound of it thrumming in her chest. “You are so funny,” she hugged the captain closer. “And so predictable. Will you at least let me take you to sickbay for anti-inflammatories and analgesics?”

Kathryn stiffened. “Kieran might find out,” she stuck her chin out defiantly.

Seven of Nine’s laughter echoed off the tile walls, filling the air around them. Kathryn began to laugh as well.  “You are impossible, Kathryn Janeway,” Seven accused, laughing until the tears rolled down her cheeks. 

Kathryn turned in her arms, facing her, legs twining intimately around Seven’s body in the bath. “I love to make you laugh, Seven.” She smiled so grandly, her whole face lit up. “I love the sound of it. If the only way to make you laugh is to be impossible, then what else can I do?” she asked, kissing Seven’s chin. 

Seven shrugged. “How did the statue turn out?” she asked, glacier blue eyes alight with mirth.

It was Kathryn’s turn to laugh. “It’s outstanding. Kieran makes the most delightful pilgrim,” she praised her wife. 

In honor of Thanksgiving, Kathryn had dressed Kieran’s statue in men’s pilgrim clothing, including authentic looking white stockings, garters, black breeches, a bright red doublet, and a belt with a huge golden buckle. She turned the basketball into a fat turkey, and stuck a musket in Kieran’s other hand.

“And what did Kieran say?” Seven asked, delighted that her creativity had helped perpetuate the longest running prank on the Sato. Seven had made the papier mache turkey.

“She said ‘I always wanted to do a drag show, Kat’ completely straight-faced,” Kathryn reported. “I think the challenge for her now is not to react at all. I have to think of a way to make it get to her again,” she schemed. 

Seven laughed wickedly. “I think it needs to come off the bridge and go inside the gymnasium, where the entire crew can appreciate it,” she enthused.

Kathryn’s eyes lit up. “Seven, you are a genius,” she kissed her wife. “I think you’re right. Keeping it to the bridge crew and a few family members just isn’t in the spirit of the thing,” she decided. “Kit is going to love this. She was just complaining the other day that the statue makes the bridge less professional looking. She may have a point. In fact,” Kathryn’s eyebrows narrowed in a sinister way, “I think I’ll tell Kato we’re moving it to the gym at Kit’s request. Yeah, that’s it,” she laughed, deliberately making her cackle sound like something out of a Captain Proton holonovel.

“You are wicked, Kathryn Janeway,” Seven repeated the old joke. “And that is your best quality.”

“Oh, no, love,” Kathryn disagreed. “You have yet to see a demonstration of my best quality,” she flirted, drawing her wife’s face closer and kissing her suggestively. 

Seven of Nine lay intimately curled around her wife of nine years, placing soft kisses on the freckles of Kathryn’s shoulders, both women basking in the afterglow of a long evening of lovemaking. “I love you, Kathryn,” she said quietly. “And I need to ask you something.”

Kathryn breathed pure contentment, holding Seven’s arm around her own belly. “Ask me what, my love?”

“Do you want to have any more children?” Seven said, holding her breath. 

Kathryn smiled, a slow, happy smile as she turned over to face her wife. “Seven, do you want to get pregnant?” she asked. “You know I’ll make that commitment with you, if you do.”

“I do,” Seven assured her. “I love you, and you have worked so hard to make this marriage what I asked you to make it. But I also understand if you are done raising children. The ideal time for me to have conceived passed us by while we were separated, I know, and I don’t want you to do anything you aren’t prepared for. Hannah is a handful, and Geejay is even more so.”

“I never expected to have a child this late in my life. But I don’t feel old—well, except when I play Kieran at Velocity,” she admitted. “And I feel so much more relaxed in my command now.”

Seven smiled fondly. “That’s because you have a first officer you trust, whose experience you can rely upon,” she pointed out.

“True. I am grateful every day I step onto that bridge, I will say that. Kieran is a godsend, and Kit is able handle anything we throw at her. I never have a qualm about leaving the bridge in their hands. And Kit is a better helmsman than Tom Paris ever hoped to be,” she noted. “I’m going to promote her soon,” she confided. “She’s ready. And then she can take the bridge officer’s exam.”

“Oh, Kathryn,” Seven hugged her closer, “I am so glad. Kit has worked so hard for this.”

“She feels like your daughter, doesn’t she Seven?” Kathryn asked, not a hint of jealousy in her voice.

“She does. Kieran and I parented her, that first year, really. Naomi was always away. I love her very much, and I am so proud of her accomplishments. Do you know what she’s doing in her spare time?”

Kathryn shook her head. “Burning up the sheets with Emily and Jenny?” she joked.

“She is teaching Geejay and Katie about the ship, training them. She told me Geejay is going to be an outstanding battle tactics officer,” Seven laughed. “And Katie will be an engineer, like B'Elanna, no doubt,” Seven added, grinning. “She takes them to the holodeck where she has a ship simulation that she lets them play on. She lets them trade turns being captain.”

Kathryn threw back her head and laughed. “And this from the kid who didn’t want children,” she said with amazement. She studied her wife’s features, the optical implant over her left eye, the silvery starburst on her right cheek, the fullness of her lips. “You are so beautiful when you smile, Annika,” she said tenderly. “In all the worlds we’ve seen, never have I found a more lovely woman than you,” she added.

Seven blushed, but loved the observation. “Kathryn, you flatter me,” she kissed her sweetly. “But don’t ever stop.”

Kathryn touched her cheek, awed by the softness of it. “My darling, I would love to have another child with you. Anytime, anyplace. Would you like me to make an appointment to see the doctor?”

Seven nodded. “I would. I think it would be wonderful for our child to be able to play with Mia and Mattie, and with Robbie’s little girl, once she is born,” she said softly, eyes warming at the thought.  “Except I suppose Kieran and Naomi and the Wildwomen won’t be here very long. Kieran’s first year is half over with, and you know Starfleet is going to give her her own ship before she’s logged two years. I know they weren’t happy she turned down the Sagan.”

Kathryn smiled. “Can you keep a secret?”

Seven grinned. “They aren’t going to promote her?” she asked hopefully.

Kathryn scowled. “That’s a terrible thing to wish, Seven,” she scolded.

Seven pouted but pretended to be contrite. “I can keep a secret.”

Kathryn took a deep breath. “There was talk about making me an Admiral, and you know I hate desk jobs. So Owen Paris started scheming to help me avoid that horrid potentiality. And we think we’ve got a solution. I can become an ambassador for the Federation, acting under the direction of Starfleet. We can stay on the Sato. And Kieran will captain this ship.”

Seven’s eyes flew open wide and she grabbed her wife, hugging her fiercely. “We can? You will? Oh, Kathryn, that is the most excellent news. Are you sure? Have they approved it?”

Kathryn laughed happily at her wife’s overjoyed expression. “Not quite yet, but Owen is calling in favors. I think it’s perfect. I still get to explore space, but no more personnel reports. We can be with our family, and our friends. Owen was joking about renaming the ship.”

Seven chuckled. “Renaming it what?”

“The USS Wildwomen, what else?” Kathryn asked, grinning. “We have seven crew named Wildman. I have to call the two on the bridge Ensign Kit and Ensign Jenny, or it gets too confusing,” she laughed.

“Wait until they all start reproducing,” Seven pointed out. 

“Good lord,” Kathryn realized, “Naomi’s brood could populate an Oberth class ship all by themselves, in a few years.”

Seven studied her wife’s happy expression. “Does Starfleet really need a permanent ambassador, attached to a ship?”

Kathryn nodded. “They will once Lenara Kahn opens a wormhole to other quadrants. And if she doesn’t perfect it, we’re going to take Sato on deep space missions to the sectors we rarely visit. There are always diplomatic functions to perform.”

“Kathryn?” Seven said softly, her agile mind already shifting to another topic.  

“Yes?” Kathryn’s steel gray eyes softened considerably, just from the tone of Seven’s voice.

“I love you with all my heart,” she said, smiling at her wife. “Can we see the doctor tomorrow?”

“Absolutely, my darling,” Kathryn promised, sealing it with an enthusiastic kiss. 

____________ 


Captain Kathryn Janeway was looking for Kit Wildman, and found her in Lenara Wildman’s laboratory, poring over data with Seven, Naomi, Emily, Kieran, Robin, Jenny, and the Trill herself. 

“My analysis from the accident showed a flux in the gravitational redshift,” Kit was saying to the assembled group. “But Naomi corrected for that in the rescue attempt. So we can cross off that variable,” she went down a checklist.

“Ensign,” Kathryn’s voice was whip-like, eyes like laser beams focused on Kit Wildman.

Kit’s eyes widened. “Captain,” she said crisply, standing at attention. 

“Ensign Wildman,” she said firmly, “I thought I told you to take the night off.”

“I—I am taking the night off, Captain Janeway,” she protested. “This isn’t work, to me,” she pointed out.

Kathryn grinned. “Damn, Kit, you’re so much like your mother, it’s scary,” she advised the young woman.

“Thank you very much, Captain,” Kit glowed with pride.

Kathryn smirked. “Who said that’s a compliment?” She laughed at Kit’s struggle not to bristle defensively. “I’m teasing you, Ensign. Your mother is a workaholic, and so are you. That’s why I’m here. Attention!” she snapped everyone to order. “Ensign Kittner Kyle Wildman, having performed the duties of Ensign and helmsman with distinction and having far exceeded the expectations of the office to which you are appointed, I hereby promote you to the rank of Lieutenant, Junior Grade, with all the attendant duties and responsibilities and privileges engendered by that rank,” she announced, reaching for Kit’s mock turtleneck and affixing a black pip next to her gold one. 

Kit’s jaw nearly hit the floor.

Kathryn was delighted that the young woman had no inkling she was going to be promoted. “Kit,” she kissed her cheek, “I don’t say this of too many of my officers, but you make me proud as hell,” she congratulated her. Kathryn Janeway had promised Kit as far back as Kit’s pre-academy courses that she would mentor her for command track, and she had fulfilled that obligation admirably. Between Kathryn and Kieran, Kit was learning everything she would need to accelerate up the chain of command quickly. 

Kit couldn’t find her voice for several moments, but finally managed to say “Thank you, Captain.” She fingered the rank insignia at her throat, stunned by the moment. 

Kieran whipped out a mirror. “Take a look, kiddo,” she laughed. As first officer, she had to sign off on all promotions, so the event was no surprise to her.

Kit blushed, but looked at her reflection. “I think it looks pretty good. How long until I can sit for the bridge officer’s exam?”

Kathryn laughed out loud. “Ambitious thing, aren’t you?” She squeezed Kit’s shoulder. “A few more months of bridge duty, and you’ll be ready to test, Lieutenant. It’s nearly unheard of to jump from a Lieutenant JG to a full lieutenant in less than a year, but if anyone can do it, you can,” she put in. “But then, you always said you wanted to be a captain by the time you’re 26. At this rate, you’re going to make it easily.”

Kieran slipped her arm around her adopted daughter. “Hey, don’t be promoting her off my ship too soon, Kat,” she requested. “I’m not ready to let her completely out of the nest yet.”

Kit smiled up at her. “Mom, I’m not going anywhere. You’ll have to shove me out an airlock to get rid of me,” she promised, hugging Kieran close. 

Kieran kissed her forehead. “Good. Because I want you around a long time, sweetheart. I’m so proud of you,” she said softly, tears gathering in her eyes. 

“Suck it up, Commander,” Kit chastised her playfully. “Unless you cry over all your Ensigns who get promoted.”

“Just my kids,” Kieran contended, grabbing Jenny and Emily under her other arm. “No one else.”

“I think this calls for a celebration, if you can suspend the quest for the stable wormhole for one evening,” Kathryn invited them. “The Chimera, my treat, all of you. Let’s go,” she waved them out of the lab. “Somebody hail B'Elanna and Noah, and get Cassidy and Cameron, too. This is a family thing,” she said proudly. “Kit,” she took the young woman under her arm, “I think you and I need to play Velocity.”

Seven slapped her forehead and groaned. “Dear God, not another conquest,” she complained. 

Kit grinned wickedly up at her grandmother. “I’d love to play you, but right now, I  think we should take a stroll by the gym, don’t you Kathryn?” she whispered. 

Kathryn laughed uproariously. She adored this young woman, and especially enjoyed the way Kit was always ready to help bust Kieran’s chops. “I do indeed. Kieran is going to shit herself when she sees that damned statue,” she said so only Kit could hear. 

Both of them laughed all the way down the corridor. 

____________

Cassidy and Cameron Thompson arrived at the Golden Pip, the classiest restaurant aboard ship, dressed to kill. Kieran Wildman and her wives had invited her sister and sister-in-law to dinner, but the Thompsons had no idea it was in their honor until they arrived and the crowd of Wildman women, the Lessings, and the Hansen-Janeways called out “Happy Anniversary” to the startled pair. 

“It is?” Cassidy quirked an eyebrow, questioning her wife. The Thompsons had come from the dimension Kieran had visited, and had never quite adapted to the much slower passage of time in their current universe. They both had a hard time keeping track of dates, and neither had ever overcome the feeling that a single day in this world felt like weeks to them. In fact, where they were from, it was nearly a thirteen to one ratio, so it was understandable that they stumbled over dates and times. They were never late for their duty shifts, and that’s all the command staff cared about. 

The original Cassidy Thompson had died when Kieran was eighteen, and when Kieran was displaced through the wormhole and found her sister alive, she almost didn’t want to come back through the wormhole to her original family. Eventually, Cassidy and Cameron came to Kieran’s dimension, thinking they would say goodbye to her, because Cassidy had a terminal illness. But then they discovered that in Kieran’s dimension, the illness was treatable, and so they stayed. They had been in Kieran’s dimension so long, all of their peers had certainly died or become very elderly on their side of the wormhole, and there was no incentive to return to their own timeline. Kieran and her entire family had grown to love the two women, and Kieran felt as though she’d never lost her sister in the first place. 

“Sundance,” Kieran hugged her sister, “you big goofus, it’s November 3rd. How could you forget your own anniversary?”

Cassidy shook her head. “How long have we been married, Cam?” she asked her wife, kissing her sweetly. 

Cameron grinned. “Well, on our side of the wormhole, thirty years, honey. But I’m not sure here.”

Lenara hugged them each in turn. “You’ve been married thirty-one years then, because you’ve been here with us almost a year.”

“Close enough,” Cassidy decided. “Honey, happy anniversary. Thanks for putting up with me for three decades plus,” she said sincerely, running her hand through her dusty blonde hair, or what was left of it. She had always worn it long, but now that she was healthy again, she spent so much time working out, she insisted on keeping it cropped short. 

Cameron Thompson peered into green eyes, smiling. “I know I’m crazy, honey, but I’d do it all again, I swear,” she promised her wife. “You guys, thanks for remembering for us,” she said to the assembled crew. 

Kit kissed them both as she rose from the table to seat the guests of honor. “Aunt Cass,” she said fondly, “I love you. I hope my marriage lasts as long as yours has.”

Emily gave her a smirk. “Not a chance, Samurai,” she teased her wife. 

“Speech,” Robin Wildman called out to the happy couple. “Tell us how you pulled it off for so long.”

Cassidy grinned, a sly look of satisfaction on her face. “Easy. I married the perfect woman,” she replied, taking Cameron’s hand. 

Cameron rolled her eyes. “She wants something from me,” she advised the crowd.

“Yeah, actually, I do,” Cassidy agreed, “another thirty-one years.” She looked at her wife with such a sincere expression, the guests grew completely silent watching them. “Cam,” she said without a hint of teasing, “you gave up your whole life—your family, your career, our friends, our home—all of it, to follow me here so I could live, and so I could be with my sister again. If you hadn’t done that, I’d have passed on eons ago. I owe you everything,” she said seriously, touching Cameron’s cheek. 

Cameron kissed Cassidy’s palm where it cradled her own face. “Cass,” she tried for some levity, “I only came so I could live longer myself,” she teased. “I love growing older at a snail’s pace like we are here,” she laughed. She searched Cassidy’s eyes, and knew that Cass couldn’t joke about it. “Honey,” she said tenderly, “what else was I going to do? There was no life back there without you. Not since the day I met you. I love you, Cassidy,” she threw her arms around her taller spouse, hanging on tightly. She stepped out of Cassidy’s arms after a long moment, turning back to their friends. “Robbie,” she replied to the original question, “I don’t know how we pulled it off. I can only tell you I never wanted anyone else, and I wouldn’t trade her for all the other women in the world put together. Oh, present company not withstanding,” she added, laughing. 

“Let’s order dinner,” Naomi put in, “and then you guys can open your gifts while we wait for the food to come.”    

“Good plan,” Cameron agreed, grinning at the pile of presents. “You guys?” Her face sobered for a moment. “I just want to tell you—I—” she looked around at the entire group, taking in their faces, their approving smiles. “I really am grateful to be part of this huge family. Thank you for making us welcome here.”

Hugs were exchanged all around, and it was Kathryn who proposed the toast. “To the Thompsons,” she raised her glass. “We love you. And we’re so glad you love each other just as much,” she said with feeling. 

Kieran drank down her champagne, and lay her hand over Kathryn’s, leaning over so she could speak in Kathryn’s ear. “That was a wonderful sentiment, Kat,” she said, choked up by the captain’s uncharacteristic emotiveness.

Kathryn smiled at her first officer. “I do love them,” she said softly. “And I love you, and your whole pod,” she added, grinning at the marine biologists, who were listening in. “So,” she leaned over to catch Lenara’s eye, “how goes the quest for the stable wormhole?”

______________

The Sato was patrolling a sector of the Alpha Quadrant near the Federation-Cardassian border, in search of Valerian supply ships that were reported by Starfleet Intelligence to be ramping up weapon supplies to Cardassia Prime. Ever since the war, the Federation had been subject to repeated incursions by renegade Cardassians who simply could not accept that they had lost the war. They were relegated to terrorist attacks on outlying areas of Federation space, including the former demilitarized zone along the border. 

Captain Kathryn Janeway finished reading over the intelligence bulletin, stood up resolutely and strode to the helm. “Lieutenant Wildman,” she said darkly, “plot a course to Tormon V, warp three. Ensign Wildman,” she turned to Jenny, “full scans of the planet. Calibrate to detect any dolamide mines, production factories, refineries, or caches,” she ordered.

“Aye, Captain,” Jenny replied, deftly keying commands into the sensor array.

“Tactical, stand by,” Janeway said to Lieutenant Mason. “Report any Valerian ships in orbit around the planet,” she commanded. 

Mason targeted the planet. “No Valerian ship signatures detected from this range, Captain.”

Kieran looked over her shoulder. “Keep scanning Mason, every thousand kilometers as we approach.” 

Jenny’s board sounded. “Captain, I’m detecting dolamide in the region,” she reported. “But not on Tormon V,” she added.

“Where, Ensign?” Kieran jogged up the ramp to Jenny’s station. “Holy shit. Captain, there’s a storage depot on an asteroid in the belt outside Tormon V.”

“An asteroid belt?” Janeway’s jaw dropped. “That’s an awfully dangerous place to be storing volatile weapons.” She considered. “Jenny, can you tell if we’re dealing with weapons grade dolamide?”

“Affirmative,” Jenny replied. “In massive quantities.”

“Captain,” Kit turned to her, “Sato can’t maneuver in that asteroid field. I’m good, but I’m not that good. Request permission to pilot a runabout to investigate.” 

Mason was scanning as ordered. “Nothing on long range sensors yet,” he reported.

Kieran looked up at him. “Search the asteroid field for Valerian ships,” she said, thinking he should have already done a sweep.

Mason nodded. “I’ve got five, Commander. But none are a match for Sato’s weaponry.”

“What about the Aurora?” Janeway asked, giving him a penetrating glare. 

“The Aurora would be an even match for any one ship, but not five,” he replied. 

Janeway considered only momentarily. “Lieutenant Wildman, assume standard orbit around Tormon V.”

“Aye Captain, standard orbit in three minutes,” Kit replied. 

“Jenny,” she turned to the young Ensign, “Hail Senior Officers to the Captains Conference room. Helm, maintain standard orbit until further notice. Kit, you’ve got the bridge.”

Kit slid out of her pilot’s seat and took Kathryn’s chair. “Ensign Wildman, hail Lieutenant Hardwick to take helm. Lieutenant Parker, monitor until he arrives. Ensign Wildman, sweep the planet for dolamide again. Mason, keep me apprised of those Valerian ships. I want to know if they move a micron.”

Kit was too keyed up to stay seated, and she started to pace the area in front of the command chair. She didn’t have to wait long. 

“Commander,” Mason barked, “two of the Valerian ships are breaking formation and threading their way to the edge of the asteroid field.”

“Coming toward us or moving away from us?” Kit spun to look at him.

“Away, Sir,” he replied. 

“Keep an eye on them, Mason. I don’t want them doubling back around Tormon V.”

“Understood,” he replied. 

“Jenny, anything on the planet?” she asked her wife.

“Negative, Lieutenant. Only the dolamide cache I detected before.”

“Can you scan the Valerian ships to see if they’re carrying any?”

Jenny nodded. “I’m not detecting any. But the two ships that are trying to sneak away have empty cargo holds. They probably just unloaded.”

Kit nodded as Lieutenant Hardwick reported to helm. 

Mason flinched. “Commander, the two Valerian ships have cleared the asteroid field and they’ve gone to warp. Looks like they’re heading home.”

Kit smirked. “Well, that gives us better odds, anyway. Three ships I can outrun.”

“Janeway to Lieutenant Wildman,” Kathryn hailed.

“Go ahead, Captain,” Kit replied.

“Kit, come to the Captain’s Conference room. Turn the bridge over to Parker,” she ordered.

“Yes, Ma’am,” Kit replied. “Parker, she’s all yours.”

Kit strode up the ramp to the entrance to the war room, formally known as the Captain’s Conference room. If Kit was being hailed, she was certainly going to pilot the Aurora to investigate the dolamide cache. Jenny caught her arm. “Be careful,” she said fiercely.

Kit flashed a dangerous grin at her. “Honey, I’m always careful,” she replied.

_____________

Commander Kieran Wildman sat at the navigator’s position as Kit maneuvered the Aurora through the asteroid field.   I don’t like this,  Kieran thought. Too damned easy, too convenient that they all left just when we wanted to have a look around at their weapons cache.

Seven of Nine monitored communications. “Voyager reports on secured channel that there is still no sign of the Valerians,” she supplied, lips set in a grim line.

Kieran nodded. “And do you believe it Seven?”

“No, Sir, not for a nanosecond,” Seven replied. “They’re out here somewhere.”

“We should be in range, Commander,” Kit stated flatly.

“Scanning,” Seven complied immediately. “There’s enough dolamide on that asteroid to outfit half of Cardassia’s former military,” she reported. 

“Kit,” Kieran smiled, “bring weapons online.”

“Charging photon torpedoes, Commander,” Kit replied, punching in the commands.

“Seven, target the cache,” she ordered.

“Targeted. Locked on,” Seven said.

“Kit, are you ready to get us the hell out of here?” Kieran’s voice had a quaver in it.

“Yes, Commander.”

“Seven, set the torpedoes for minimum descent, maximum delay, maximum yield. Fire.”

“Torpedoes away, floor it Kit,” Seven shouted over the whine of the engines, which Kit had already engaged. 

“Hold on,” Kit shouted over the acceleration. 

The ship dipped and spun, dodging asteroids, hightailing it out of the asteroid field. “Time to impact?” Kieran shouted.

“Five seconds,” Seven replied. “Valerians!” Seven reported, her voice frantic.

“I see them,” Kit grimaced, fingers feather-light over the interface. “Evasive maneuvers,” she announced. 

Kieran’s eyes went wide as Kit pointed them dead set toward a large asteroid. “Kit!” she stiff-armed the conn.

“I’m on it, Mom,” she replied. “Roller coaster mathematics,” she muttered.

At the last second, she changed course and the Valerian following her slammed into the rock. The Aurora screamed as the bulkheads strained against the force of the abrupt course correction.

Kieran’s face had completely drained of color as the g-forces slammed her back into her seat, the sudden climb too much for the inertial dampeners to compensate for. “Kittner,” she grabbed her chest, “you scared the fuck out of me,” she complained. 

“Don’t breathe yet, there’s another Valerian ship—” her voice was drowned out by the explosion of the dolamide cache, and the shock wave that rocked the asteroid field.

Seven swallowed her fear. “Three seconds to impact,” she called out.

“Hurry!” Kieran shouted over the impending shock wave.

Kit cleared the asteroid field and punched the runabout to warp just as the shock wave threw asteroid debris into their nacelles. The warp field deflected the shower of rock and heat before it could impact the runabout.

“The Valerian ships didn’t make it out of the asteroid field,” Seven reported with grim satisfaction. 

Kieran’s face was covered in cold sweat, and her pallor was as bad as a freshly assimilated Borg drone. “Oh, my God,” she slumped down in her seat, “that was close.”

Kit patted her thigh. “Relax, Mom,” she said calmly. “I love you. Do you think for a second I’d get you killed?”

“Well, I’d hoped not,” Kieran answered, leaning over to kiss her daughter’s cheek. “But for a second there, I thought even you couldn’t get our asses out of there before we got pounded to dust, kiddo.”

Seven was grinning more openly than Kieran had ever seen her smile. “What, your Borgness?”

Seven laughed. “Even the Borg couldn’t have pulled that off,” she said. “Kit, I believe the appropriate compliment is to tell you, you rule the rulers.” 

“Drop out of warp and take us back to Tormon V,” Kieran told her pilot. “I bet you you just got your first field commendation, Kittner,” she said proudly, her color gradually returning. 

“Voyager to Aurora,” Kathryn hailed them. “That was an impressive show. Hear that?” she asked, the approbation clear in her tone as the bridge crew cheered behind her. “Kieran, is everyone okay?”

“We’re great, Captain,” Kieran replied. 

“Commander, have you ever seen piloting like that in your whole career?” Kathryn asked, chuckling to herself.

“No Ma’am,” she replied. “Never.” 

“Neither have I,” Kathryn advised them. “Hurry home. We’re being hailed by the authorities on Tormon V,” she said with disgust. 

Sato was in diplomatic damage control mode at Tormon V over the next three days, with Kathryn up to ears in angry bureaucrats. There was plenty of hostility and resentment over the fact that Starfleet intelligence had conducted reconnaissance in the area without the knowledge or cooperation of the Tormonian authorities. Kathryn was called upon to smooth ruffled feathers and hurt feelings. Kieran accompanied the Captain with a security detail, and it was reminiscent of her command final exam, escorting Kathryn into meetings fraught with contentious political factions with hidden agendas. 

Kit Wildman was the officer in charge of the ship while the two senior most officers were off the ship, and the responsibility she had been given spoke volumes for Kathryn’s trust and confidence in her. It was a fairly routine orbit around a boring planet.

Until the Valerians showed up. 

______________

Kit Wildman rechecked her displays, then checked helm and navigation, hovering over her officers’ shoulders. She looked up at Lieutenant Mason. “Anything?” she asked mildly.

“No, Sir,” he replied. “I’m making continuous sweeps of the area.”

“Commander,” Jenny Wildman fine-tuned her sensor scan. “I’m picking up a faint warp signature heading this way.”

“ETA?” Kit jogged up to Ops.

“Present course and speed, fifteen minutes twenty seconds,” she calculated. “I can’t make out the signatures yet, but I’m guessing they’re Valerian strike ships.”

“Keep scanning. Wildman to Captain Janeway,” she hailed Kathryn.

“Go ahead, Commander,” she addressed Kit by her role, not her rank. 

“Captain, long range sensors show Valerian strike ships headed this way. You might want to return to the ship.”

Kit waited for a reply, but only got static. “Captain?”

“Transmission is jammed,” Jenny barked. “I’m detecting an explosion on the planet, within twenty five meters of the beam-out coordinates.”

“Damn it!” Kit swore. “Jenny, keep trying to raise them, all frequencies.”

“Commander, the ships have altered speed. New ETA is three minutes,” Jenny reported, “and they are definitely Valerian strike ships. Renegade—no registry signatures.”

Kit scowled. “Terrorists. Helm, I want some room to maneuver. Break orbit. Status of Valerian ships?”

Mason punched in commands. “ETA two minutes.”

“Move us out of orbit at impulse and take us out 200 meters. Helm, program evasive maneuvers pattern Theta, and engage on my mark at one half impulse.”

Kit took a deep breath. “Shields up,” she ordered tactical. “Bring the weapons online. Red Alert,” she snapped, watching the bridge dim to red tones for better visibility. “Jenny, can you raise the Captain or the Commander?”

“No, Commander,” Jenny swallowed hard, afraid for Kieran and Kathryn. 

“Battle stations,” Kit ordered. “Put the Valerians onscreen. Jenny, hail them.”

Jenny obediently placed the hail. “No response commander.”

Mason bit his lip. “They’re powering weapons.”

“Helm, evasive maneuvers—MARK!” Kit shouted, taking her seat and gripping the arms of the command chair. “Prepare to return fire, Mason.”

The bridge rocked as the first volley strafed across the shields. “Return fire, tactical. Fire at will. Helm, hard to port,” she ordered as she watched the next salvo being launched. “Helm, attack pattern Delta, engage,” she shouted over the engines kicking into full impulse.

“Shields are holding, Commander,” Mason reported. “I’m counting seven ships.”

“Well take some of them out, already,” Kit griped, casting a feral grin at him. 

“Photon torpedoes, aft launchers,” he replied. “Got two. Five to go.” 

Kit grinned. “Helm, they’re running. I want their asses, don’t lose them,” she said darkly. “Come on Mason, get those phasers locked on. Target the port nacelle of the rear ship. Fire.”

The crew watched as the smaller vessel blew apart in a shower of sparks and vented plasma. “Nice shot. Fire at will.”

They had the two remaining ships on the run, but the lead ship split off and doubled back. “Fire Aft phasers,” Kit shouted to tactical. 

“Commander,” Jenny’s voice was frantic. “Aft shields are down to 40%, and that strike ship is trying to pull a Kamikaze maneuver.”

Kit stepped up beside Hardwick. “Give me the helm,” she ordered, punching in commands as fast as her brain could calculate where she wanted to go. She engaged the warp drive just as the strike ship breached the aft shielding, and Sato sped away. The warp field crushed the strike ship in its torrential wake.

“Hardwick, take the helm back,” Kit barked. “Take us back to that last ship.”

“It’s gone, Commander,” Jenny advised. “It’s hiding in the asteroid field.” 

“Damn it,” Kit swore. If Kathryn wouldn’t have my ass, I’d get a Viper and go after them, she thought angrily. “Stand down red alert. Damage report,” she turned to Ops. 

“Decks seventeen and four report minor injuries. Engineering has minor damage. Transporters are offline. Shield strength is back to normal.” 


“B'Elanna,” Kit hailed the chief engineer, “is everyone okay down there?”

“We’re fine, but that jump you made to warp 5 blew a magnetic constrictor, Kit,” she scolded. “We’ll be up and running at maximum in ten minutes.”

“Sorry, B'Elanna. I wanted to leave a pulverizing wake. Wildman out.” Kit turned to Jenny. “Any luck contacting the planet?”

Jenny nodded. “But not the away team. Tormon security is sending reports of a terrorist attack on the conference center where Commander Wildman and Captain Janeway were in meetings.”

Kit wrung her hands momentarily. “Jenny, who’s the senior-most officer on this ship right now?”

“Robin Wildman,” Jenny replied. “B'Elanna is second.”

“Hail them to the Captain’s ready room, and get Seven of Nine, too,” Kit decided. “Mason, you’re with me. Parker, you’ve got the bridge.”

______________

“I want options,” Kit said to the assembled crew. “We can’t raise the Captain or Commander on the comm system and we know there are massive casualties in the Consulate.”

B'Elanna nodded, knowing Kit was green and floundering. “Send an away team to locate them, Kit,” she recommended.

“I shall head it up,” Seven supplied. 

Kit nodded grimly. “Good. Take Mason with you, and a full security squad, Seven. Report back every ten minutes—assuming your comm signal will go through.” She handed the Borg a PADD. “These are the beam in coordinates and a map of the Consulate Complex. Mom and Kathryn were in this wing,” she pointed. 

“Seven,” Robin offered, “I did a ton of intelligence gathering in the war, and covert ops. Do you want me to come along?”

Seven nodded resolutely. “I will find them, Commander,” she promised. 

______________

The away team materialized in a mass of chaos. Rubble and debris and thick smoke filled the air in the ruined corridors of the Consulate building, and the structure was clearly unstable. Seven of Nine whipped out a Tricorder.

“No wonder we couldn’t find their comm badge signals in this mess,” Robin muttered, scanning with her Tricorder as well. “I’m picking up a signal,” Robin reported, “this way.” 

They picked their way through twisted rebar and pulverized concrete, through mounds of glass and unidentifiable debris. Seven led the group of five crewmembers, stepping over damaged furniture, crushed bodies, and fallen joists. A huge section of the floor was missing directly in their path, and on the other side of the fissure, Kathryn and Kieran were huddled among the debris. Kieran’s uniform had been torn to make a tourniquet for Kathryn’s leg, which was trapped beneath an I-beam from the framing structure of the building. 

“Kieran!” Robin called to her, “are you all right?”

“Fine, Robbie, but Kat’s hurt. You guys are going to have to find something to bridge that gap in the floor. I need a plasma torch to get this I-beam off of her. 

Seven of Nine unshouldered her pack. “Catch this, Kieran,” she shouted, swinging the bag of supplies three times before letting it sail over the gaping hole in the floor. Seven noted with a sinking feeling that she could see four floors below them, also in a state of disintegration. 

Kieran caught the pack, and rifled through it for the torch. Kathryn was obviously unconscious, and her lower leg was pinned beneath the heavy steel shaft. Kieran assessed the bulky obstacle, and began the arduous process of cutting it into moveable segments. Kathryn groaned and tried to sit up.

“Kat,” Kieran held her down, “don’t move.”

“My leg,” she cried out, fully awake now. 

“Sit tight,” Kieran replied, digging through the bag for a med kit. She found a hypospray and loaded it with narcotics. “Lift your chin, sweetie,” she said gently. 

Kathryn was out again in a second. 

Meanwhile, Seven of Nine, Lieutenant Mason, crewmen Patterson and Manley, and Robin Wildman hauled debris to span the enormous crevasse in what was once an office building hallway. 

Seven’s Borg enhanced skeletal structure allowed her to heft objects much larger than a normal human being could lift, and Robin Wildman’s cybernetically enhanced arm proved to be an asset as well. The three male crewmembers gawked at the strength of the two women, astonished when they easily lifted an I-beam segment that was a full three meters long and set it in place across the pit. 

“I’ll go over and help her,” Seven decided. “I can take that other beam and set it beside this one. Then we can get Kathryn out of there safely.”

Robin nodded. “Be careful, Seven,” she squeezed her arm as the elegant Borg determinedly walked the equivalent of a balance beam in a gymnastics meet, suspended four floors above a deadly fall. 

Seven held both hands straight out to her sides to help balance herself as she inched slowly across the slick metal joist. Kieran had Kathryn’s leg free, finally, and she reached for Seven as she jumped to safety. 

“Kahless in a canoe to Sto’Vo’Kor,” Seven swore as she surveyed Kathryn’s leg. “We can’t move her without immobilizing that limb, or we could cause much more damage.”

Kieran nodded. “Robbie, can you find something we can use as a splint?”

Robin looked at the floor around them. “Yeah, hang on,” she called back to them. She made her way through a pile of office supplies and found a large filing cabinet. The rails were over two feet long, and she used her phaser to cut them out.  “These should do it.”

Kieran lined up the steel rails on either side of Kathryn’s crushed tibia and fibula. “Hold them in place Seven, I’ll get a wrap.”

They struggled to find a way to uniformly lift the damaged limb so they could get the wrap around the splint. After long minutes, the leg was secured. 

“Now,” Seven sized up the I-beam segments. “This one,” she decided, heaving it across the gap. Robin helped to scoot it beside the first, and a serviceable walkway was born. Seven scooped her wife into her arms as gently as possible, shifting Kathryn’s weight carefully. “Commander, you go first,” she nodded at the makeshift bridge.

Kieran traversed it without problems, and waited with bated breath as Seven crept back across the divide. 

Robin’s communicator chirped. “Thank God,” she said tiredly. “Wildman here.”

“Commander, report,” Kit requested impatiently.

“We’ve got them. Are the transporters able to get a lock on us?”

“Affirmative. There was a ton of interference for awhile there, but it’s clearing. Are you ready to come home?” Kit asked.

“Seven to beam aboard,” Robin confirmed.

______________

Lieutenant Kit Wildman was only too happy to relinquish command of the Sato when Kieran came back aboard, and didn’t care a bit that she looked unprofessional when she hugged the daylights out of her wayward mother. 

“Mom,” she murmured, burying her face in Kieran’s tattered uniform. “What the hell happened down there?”

Kieran hugged her close. “Terrorists,” she replied simply. “Kathryn’s hurt pretty badly. I say we leave Parker in charge and go to sickbay, okay Commander?” Kieran kissed Kit’s forehead.

“It’s just Lieutenant, for now,” Kit asserted, looking like she had at eighteen when Kieran got decked in her first pro basketball game, face drained of color and golden eyes haunted. 

Kieran turned the ship over to Lieutenant Parker and entered the turbo lift. The door closed behind Kit, but Kieran didn’t tell the lift to move. Instead she gathered her daughter into a fierce hug, clinging to her as though she might disappear any second. “Damn, I love you, Kit,” she said with conviction. She cradled Kit’s head against her chest for a long while before telling the turbo lift to go to deck eight. 

Kit was still hugging her mother when the doors opened again. She grinned sheepishly up at her. “Sorry,” she said softly. “I don’t mean to wreck your command persona,” she added.

Kieran touched her face. “Don’t ever apologize for loving me, Kittner. Ever.”

“I do love you, Mom. And I need you like oxygen,” she repeated the old endearment. “You missed my first battle,” she realized. 

Kieran’s eyes widened. “Report,” she demanded. 

Kit filled her in on all the details as they walked down the corridor to sickbay, Kieran’s arm slung across Kit’s shoulders, face glowing with pride for her adopted daughter. “Sounds like you kicked some serious ass,” she praised her young trainee. 

“Not really. One got away,” she admitted. “But we squashed the other six.”

Kathryn Janeway was sitting up in a biobed, making life hell for the medical staff. “Can’t you just get out your bone knitter, E?” she asked the EMH. 

He sniffed. “Hardly. That fracture looks like you took a sledgehammer to yourself,” he advised her. “Doctor Winfield concurs, Captain. You need an open reduction of that mess.”

Kathryn glanced over, and the sight of Kit and Kieran made her forget to scowl at the EMH. “Hey, who’s running the ship if you’re both here?” she smarted.

Kieran ignored her inquiry and hugged her. “How’s the leg?”

Kit slipped up on the other side of the bed and unobtrusively took Kathryn’s hand, feeling as though somehow, this had to be her fault. 

“About two degrees short of needing to be amputated,” Kathryn replied. “Kit, you look like hell. I’m the one with the gaping wounds. What’s wrong?”

Kit’s face clouded as if she might cry, but she stuffed the emotions down. “Nothing, Captain,” she lied. “The ship is secure.”

“So I hear,” Kathryn smiled warmly. “Seven says you handled the ship as well as I would have,” she added.

“I don’t know about that, but at least we’re in one piece. But if those damned Valerians hadn’t showed up right when they did, I might have been able to get you and Mom out of there sooner. I’m sorry Captain. But I know the ship has to come first,” Kit said with a catch in her throat.

“Ah, so that’s what’s wrong. Kato, does this kid remind you of anybody?” Kathryn smirked, patting Kit’s hand.

Kieran bristled. “No, she does not Captain.”

“Bullshit,” Kathryn laughed. “Kit,” she gentled her tone, “you’re absolutely right, the ship comes first. Thank you for not letting your personal feelings about your mother or me blind you to that. I appreciate that you kept my wife and daughters safe,” she said pointedly. 

“But Captain,” Kit bit her lip, “what if you and Mom had both died?”

“You know the answer to that, because the first thing you did when you couldn’t retrieve us was to find out who the senior officers were on the ship. And that’s exactly what you would do. If Kieran and I die, Robin Wildman commands this ship back to Starfleet headquarters, where she’ll be assigned a new captain and a first officer. I trust Robin, Kit. She has an outstanding background in engineering and in covert operations. She could run this ship with her eyes closed, in terms of the chain of command. Logistically, she’d have to ramp up on certain things, but she’d rise to the challenge. And she is a full commander, so never hesitate to consult her in a crisis.”

“Yes, Captain,” Kit nodded solemnly. “You’re really going to be okay?” she asked softly. 

Kathryn smiled. “Really and truly, sweetheart,” she leaned forward and hugged the young Lieutenant. “Now, ladies, if you don’t mind, I have to go have surgery. Send my wife in here before they put me under. Kit, I expect your full report on my desk in the morning.”

Kit smiled. “Yes Ma’am.”

______________

Kit Wildman held the bridge on Beta shift, working another double. She was exhausted from the day’s events, between the Valerian confrontation and losing her mother and her captain on Tormon V. She replicated strong coffee to stay awake, but it didn’t help. Something kept nagging at her thoughts. Dolamide. If they’re stockpiling it here, where are they mining it? And refining it? That was weapons grade material. Jenny scanned this whole area and didn’t find a thing. Kit wandered up to Ops, glancing over the shoulder of the Ensign on duty.

“Fowler, can I have your board for a moment?” Kit asked, thinking hard.

“Aye, Sir,” Fowler stepped aside, perplexed. “Am I doing something wrong, Commander?”

“Nope. Just wanted to test a theory,” she replied. She fiddled with the sensors, scanning for dampening fields and cloaking shields, not easy things to detect. “Fowler,” she said, “I know there has to be a dolamide mine around here somewhere. Keep running these sweeps under the parameters I just set, and let me know if you see the slightest indication of a glitch in the surrounding space.”

“Yes, Commander,” the strident young woman replied. 

Kit returned to her chair, worrying at her bottom lip. Dolamide mines in and of themselves were a threat to the Federation. But Dolamide meant something more: slaves. The Valerians certainly weren’t mining the volatile substance themselves. So where would they get the labor? If hostages had been taken from any Federation ally, Starfleet would be all over that, Kit deduced. The illegal slave trade that had been filtered into Federation space from the Gamma Quadrant had largely disappeared at the end of the Dominion War. Most of Cardassia’s population perished in the war, and the slave trade had been driven by the Cardassians and their need for labor. Without a huge military and without a need for massive arsenals of weapons, there were no longer slaves needed. But a dolamide mine would be worked by slaves, Kit was sure of it. 

Beta shift was almost over when Fowler flinched. “I’ve got something, Commander,” she reported. 

Kit jogged up the ramp to the Ops station. “Show me,” she said, instantly feeding on her own adrenaline.

“Here,” Fowler pointed, “this sector. It’s small, but there’s a class M planet and there’s a large dampening field around this grid,” she enlarged the display.

“Excellent work,” Kit lay an approving hand on her shoulder. “I’m going to sickbay to see the Captain. Fowler, you’ve got the bridge. Hail me if you need me.”

Captain Kathryn Janeway was inelegantly snoring, under the influence of lingering anesthesia. Kit strode into the sickbay, fully prepared to wake her up.


”Lieutenant,” Doctor Winfield stopped her at the door. “What the hell do you think you’re doing?” she fixed Kit with a menacing glare, her silvery hair framing her face in dangerous looking spikes. Winfield dwarfed Kit by several inches, and outweighed her by fifty pounds. Winfield was an avid body builder, and Kit knew she wasn’t getting past the mountainous woman.

“My job, Doctor,” she snapped. “I need to report sensitive information to the Captain.”

“Nothing doing, Kit,” Winfield spun her back around and marched her out of the patient area. “You go tell your Mom if you’ve got a problem.”

Kit scowled. “All right, I will. And the two of us will be back within the hour, Commander,” she replied crisply. 

Kieran Wildman was sleeping heavily, wrapped in the solid arms of Robin Wildman, who simply could not be convinced to let go of the lanky blonde. The day’s events had the entire ship worried, but Robin tended to become desperately protective anytime Kieran was in danger. Kieran’s comm badge chirped, and Kit’s voice came across the channel.

Kieran was awake in an instant. “Go ahead, Lieutenant,” she replied.

“I need you on the bridge. I found something I think you’ll want me to check out,” she reported.

“On my way,” she affirmed, looking at Robin and rolling her eyes. “You know it’s going to be some red herring she’s freaking out about.”

Robin propped herself up on her hand, laughing softly. “You know how it is, right out of the Academy. Everything is an emergency,” she chuckled. “Go easy on her. She’s got a ton of responsibility riding on her shoulders, KT.”

Kieran tugged on her uniform, yawning. “Yeah, I know. And she’s a great bridge officer, if a little over zealous,” she commented. She flopped down to put her boots on. “Damn, I’m wiped out, Robs,” she complained. “That terrorist attack on the planet just drained me. Scared me half witless seeing Kathryn crushed like that.”

Robin sat up to hug her companion. “It’s okay now, honey,” she assured her. “Kit’s like a watchdog. Come back soon, okay?”

Kieran kissed her sweetly. “I will. I love you Robbie. Go back to sleep.”

Kieran made her way out of the darkened bedroom, smiling to herself as she overheard Naomi’s low, urgent moans. Lenara was making love to her, and Kieran wished with all her might she could go join them, but she couldn’t afford that train of thought.

“Report,” Kieran said tersely as she entered the bridge. She wanted to let Kit know she did not appreciate being summoned in the middle of the night, except for something really important.

“Commander,” Kit stopped her at Ops, “take a look at this sensor sweep,” she pointed to the display.

“I see a dampening field on a class-M planet. So?” Kieran’s exhausted mind wasn’t putting the pieces together.

“Mom,” Kit said urgently, “that dolamide had to come from somewhere. I am betting this is a camouflaged mine. I want to take an away team to check it out.”

Kieran nodded, but her throat closed with love for her daughter. “Kit, that’s amazing detective work you did,” she put an arm around her shoulders. “Get a good night’s sleep, and sleep in. That’s an order. After you’ve had eight solid hours of sleep, and no sooner, you can assemble your away team.”

“I want to take a Viper, Commander. Faster, stealthier, easier to outrun Valerian’s with,” she detailed her thinking.

“I agree. That means you can only have two subordinates on your team. Who will you select?” Kieran tested her.

“Seven and B'Elanna,” Kit replied immediately.

Kieran grinned. “I would take Seven, too. But why B'Elanna?”

“Because she knows more about mining operations than anyone else on this ship, besides what Robbie knows from being in a Cardassian camp.”

Kieran nodded. “I’d take Robbie, if I were you. She knows this region of space like the back of her hand, and she knows what a mining camp looks like from the air.”

“Okay. Thanks for the assist,” Kit smiled at her mother.

“Seriously, Kit. Eight hours. That’s an order. I’m going back to bed,” she announced, kissing her daughter’s forehead. “I love you.”

“I love you too, Mom,” Kit replied, not caring a bit that the entire bridge had witnessed the exchange of mother-daughter affection.

Fowler looked at Kit with pure envy. “I wish my mom had that many pips,” she sighed.

Kit laughed. “Yeah, she’s a great mentor. But then I’ve had the benefit of that for nearly four years.”

“What’s she really like, Kit? I mean, I was glued to holovid when her team went to the WNBA championship, and she was just so good,” she said, awed.

“She’s exactly like what you see, Nancy,” Kit told her. “She doesn’t pull any punches. Come to dinner at my house sometime, when she’s there. Get to know her better. It’ll be worth your time, and I guarantee you, if she likes you, she’ll pay special attention to your development.”

“I’d like that, thanks,” she said, overwhelmed at the thought. 

______________

Kit Wildman left with Seven of Nine and Robin Wildman at 0900 the next morning. She explained the mission en route to the class M planet, which Seven had advised was in a system called Dorvhat. It was a barely known region of space on the edge of the Alpha Quadrant. 

Robin nodded. “During the war, they staged troops from there. I don’t think there were any mines, though, Kit.”

“Still, it’s a good idea to check it out. Seven, are there any Valerians in the area?” she asked nervously.

“None. However, there is a faint ion trail suggestive of a freighter type vessel,” Seven muttered. “You may be on to something, Lieutenant.”

Sato hailed the Viper, a sleek, battle ready, warp-capable fighter craft that was designed for reconnaissance and assaults. The warp core was nearly as small as Seven’s old alcove, and could only sustain warp for bursts of flight. Kit loved these maneuverable little ships.

“Captain,” Kit replied to the hail. “It’s good to hear your voice. I hope you’re feeling better.”

“Thank you, Lieutenant,” Kathryn replied, humor threading through her tone. “I am feeling better. And I wanted you to know I chewed Doctor Winfield a new one for not letting you report to me last night. She won’t make that mistake with any of my bridge officers again, I assure you. Are you finding anything interesting out there?”

Kit smiled faintly at the news that Winfield had been dressed down. “Seven just detected an ion trail that she thinks might belong to a freighter. We’re going to be in close sensor range in an hour.”

“Very good. Tell Seven I miss her,” she said, teasing.

“Did you hear that, your Borgness?” Kit laughed.

“Tell her I miss her as well,” Seven said imperiously, ignoring Kit’s amusement. 

“Yeah, yeah, she misses you too, blah blah,” Kit said to the captain. “Would you like to just talk to her yourself, Ma’am?”

Kathryn’s laughter echoed in the cockpit. “No, wise ass. Janeway out.”

Seven marveled silently at her away team leader. It was a gift, she decided, among Kieran’s family, to know how to tease the captain and get away with it. 

______________

Kit Wildman stood in the darkened conference room, showing the photos of Dorvhat to the senior members of the crew. “We think there’s a mine entrance right here,” she pointed. “And there are some makeshift shacks among these cliffs,” she traced them with her finger, “which is probably where the miners live. These skid roads are a good indication that freighters have been landing here.”

Kieran took over the meeting. “Starfleet Intelligence reports that this used to be a slave trade stronghold. We’re going to liberate them, if these people are being held there,” she stated flatly. “Sato should be in range within twenty minutes. I’m taking the Aurora, so we can evacuate anyone that needs transport. Sato will stay well away, and cover our fannies in case the Valerians show up, which I am certain they will. Captain?”

“Once the miners are freed, or taken into custody, as the case may be, we are going to close that mine permanently. The away team will assemble in launch bay A in five minutes. Kit, you’re the pilot, Kieran, you’ve got command. Get your team together,” she ordered.

Kieran looked around her. “Robin, Seven, and Mason,” she decided. 

The officers scrambled to get back to their posts. Kathryn snagged Kieran’s arm. “Kato, is there a reason you always put my wife on your away teams?” she teased.

Kieran laughed. “All that Borg experience, Kat. That, and I figure if your wife is with me, you won’t leave me behind,” she replied.

“Good luck,” Kathryn said softly as Kieran jogged to the turbolift. 

______________

Aurora set down without so much as a puff of dirt, Kit Wildman was so sharp at the controls. The away team ventured into the mine with full breathing equipment and wristlamps. “Phasers on stun,” Kieran ordered her team. “Be careful.”

She entered the mouth of the mine, and heard the faint echo of pick axes. “This way,” she followed the sound and her tri-corder. “I’ve got six life forms, five human, one—Bajoran,” she said, startled. “Cut your wristlamps on my command,” she hissed, inching down the trail. “Now,” she said quietly. She crouched behind a refuse pile watching the workers. 

“Holy shit,” Robin whispered. “Kieran, they’re Maquis!”

“Robbie, on three,” she breathed. “One, two, THREE!” Kieran leapt up and trained her phasers on the three workers closest to her. Robin had two others in the line of fire.

“Nobody move,” Kieran shouted. “Drop your tools,” she crept closer to the stunned, filthy, underfed crew. 

“Are you from the Federation?” the closest one asked, lip trembling. “Thank God, please, help us,” she fell to her knees, grabbing Kieran around the legs. 

“Seven,” Kieran waved the Borg around the refuse pile to cover the others.

Kieran knelt to talk to the woman. “How did you end up here?”

“We were captured by the Cardassians, and sold to the Valerians to work the mine. We’ve been here for years. The Valerians will be back soon, they check every hour on our progress. Please, we have to leave now,” she begged.

“It’s okay, now,” Kieran told her firmly. “We’re taking you home. I picked up six biosignatures, but I only see five of you.” 

The woman nodded at a prone figure, lying in the shadows. “She collapsed an hour ago.”

“Kit,” Kieran said gently, “get these people to the Aurora. Seven, hold them under guard, but get them food and water. Robbie, help me check this one out,” she said softly, engaging her wristlamp. She picked her way around the rubble of dolamide and limestone, kneeling to check the woman’s pulse. “She’s alive,” Kieran reported, “barely.” She shined her wristlamp to check the woman’s pupils. “Equal and responsive, she’s—holy fuck,” Kieran murmured. “Oh, my God,” she gathered the woman into her powerful arms, easing her off the rocky surface. “Laren?” she started to cry. “Oh, I can’t believe it,” she struggled for control of her emotions.

Robin’s jaw dropped. “Ro Laren?” she asked. “From Enterprise?”

Kieran nodded, standing with the unconscious woman in her arms. “She’s so damned skinny it’s no problem to lift her. Watch for Valerians, though, Robs. I don’t want to catch phaser fire in my chest.”

“I’ve got you covered,” she affirmed, helping Kieran along the trail. “Watch that drop off, KT,” she illuminated the path. 

Kieran carried Ro Laren into the aft compartment of the Aurora, nodding at Kit. “Kittner, get us the hell out of here.”

Seven took navigation. “Hurry Kit, there’s the Valerian guard,” she pointed to the approaching squadron. They began shooting at the Aurora. 

“Shields,” Kieran barked as the first volley hit the hull. 

Kit punched the controls and achieved lift off, the shields enfolding the body of the craft before the Valerians could get off another round. 

“Get us to Sato, Kit, fast,” she gasped, ripping her face mask off. “Robbie, deploy that bunk.” She slid Ro Laren’s fragile body onto the retractable cot, touching her face. “Give me some water, Robs,” she held out her hand. “Come on, Laren, drink it,” she urged the unconscious woman. “Prep a hypospray with a nutrient solution, tri-ox, and adrenaline, Robbie,” she ordered. The hiss of the instrument made the prone woman gasp, and she started choking, gagging up dolamide dust. She rolled onto her side, retching. 

Kieran patted her back, helping her expel the filth in her lungs. “We’ll get you medical care as soon as we’re aboard our ship, Laren,” she said softly. 

Ro Laren looked up, then, her dark eyes sunken into the sockets, her body so wasted it was skeletal looking. “Kieran Thompson?” she croaked out the name. “How?”

“Don’t try to talk,” Kieran said gently. “It’s okay, now.”

She smiled then. “I guess you two actually did make it to the altar,” she managed to cough out the words. “Damn, I’d have lost that bet,” she gasped, going into another fit of choking. 

“Commander,” Kit shouted to the aft section, “We’ve got company,” she announced.

“Evasive maneuvers,” Kieran replied. “Seven, can you take them out?”

“Negative. We are outgunned,” she replied.

“Kittner, run like hell,” she ordered her daughter.

Kit punched the controls and went to warp, dropping out as suddenly as she’d punched it in. She grinned. “Works every time,” she chuckled. “They over shot us,” she whooped. “Course laid in for Sato, Commander?”

“Take us home, kiddo,” Kieran replied. “Laren, can you eat something?”

“I’ll try. I’ve been vomiting for a week, though. I think I’ve got dolamide toxicity,” she said through cracked lips. Her body was coated in fine powder, gray and chalky, her Bajoran earring coated to a dull sheen. 

“We can fix you up. Damn, it’s good to see you. We thought—” she started to say they thought Laren had died like all the other Maquis, at the hand of the Dominion. “We thought you were killed in the war,” she amended.

“Might as well have been. The last I knew, the Federation was hunting us down, just like the Cardies. The Cardies got my cell first.”

“You’ve missed a lot, Laren. The war is over. The Federation is in control of things again.”

“Am I under arrest?” she asked.

“I don’t know, sweetie,” Kieran tried to touch her face.

Laren pulled away fearfully as soon as Kieran moved to touch her. 

“You must hate me, after what I did to Picard,” she said softly. “Like you must hate all the Maquis.”

Kieran shook her head. “I married a Maquis rebel, Laren. We’re divorced now, but I don’t hate the Maquis. I understand why you sympathized with them,” she explained. 

Laren snorted. “You? The golden child of the Fleet? Married a Maquis rebel?”

Kieran nodded. “B'Elanna Torres. I have a daughter with her.”

Laren’s eyes went wide. “Torres? She’s alive?”

“She is indeed. She’s our chief Engineer. You know her?”

Laren nodded. “Very, very well. She saved my ass more than once, I’ll tell you.”

“Commander,” Kit called back to her mother, “I’m picking up debris from Valerian fighters on sensors. Looks like Sato kicked somebody’s ass,” she reported.

“Thanks, kiddo,” Kieran replied. “That’s my other daughter,” she informed the Bajoran.

“Nice looking kid,” Laren replied, though she could only see the back of Kit’s head. “So, are you two married?” she asked Robin.

Robin nodded. “Yes, for the past nine months,” she said, slipping her hand into Kieran’s. 

“Look at those shiny pips,” Laren said enviously. She fought exhaustion, eyes threatening to close.

“Laren, you rest, now,” Kieran pulled a blanket out of the supply drawer and covered her. “We’ll be back to the ship in a few minutes.”

“Doesn’t matter. I’ll just end up in another prison someplace,” she said defeatedly. “You should have left me in the mine to die.”

“I—I’ll do whatever I can to help you,” Kieran promised. 

Robin smiled. “KT is connected, Laren. If anyone can go to bat for you, she can. She has half the Admiralty of Starfleet in her corner.”

______________

“Kathryn”, Kieran plead her case, “This isn’t just some terrorist. This is a former Starfleet officer, with utilizable skills and experience. Ro Laren is a capable asset. If I were a Captain, I’d take her on in a heartbeat. You fought for leniency for the Maquis on Voyager,” she pointed out.

“That was different. Those people worked cooperatively with us to get us through nearly 13 years of constant crises. They proved themselves, Kato,” she replied resolutely, sipping her coffee. 

Kieran paced back and forth in front of Kathryn’s desk, wearing out the deck plating. “Okay, let’s talk about justice. She’s been in that godforsaken mine almost as long as Voyager was in the Delta Quadrant,” Kieran tried to persuade her captain. “She’s done her time and then some. She was a prisoner of war. Robin spent time in the Cardassian camps, Kat, and I know from her horror stories, Laren has been through worse, compounded by a decade of it. The doctor said she was so malnourished she has ostopenia, for God’s sake,” she said compassionately.

“Why is this so important to you, Kieran?” Kathryn asked indifferently. 

Kieran’s fight drained out of her. “She was a friend, Kathryn. I try to take care of my friends. And maybe I sympathized with the Maquis. I heard enough about their perspective from B'Elanna, after all. I know this woman is redeemable. I’m asking you as a personal favor, Kathryn, give her a chance. We’ve been whining about our crew being so green, well, here’s a woman that could run security or tactical. Mason could move to the Beta shift, Carlton to Gamma, and we could put Weaver exactly where she belongs—in a training role.”

“Kato, I don’t have the authority to make Ro a member of this crew. That has to come from an Admiral. But since it’s so important to you, I’ll talk to her. And if I’m convinced she’s salvageable, I’ll talk to Owen. Fair enough?” Kathryn asked. She had learned long ago that when Kieran recommended someone, she was never wrong about that person. If there was one thing Kieran was good at, it was reading people, knowing their weaknesses, sizing them up. 

“Yes, Captain. Thank you,” Kieran dipped her head gratefully. 

She found Ro Laren in sickbay, clean and recovering from malnutrition, receiving calcium infusions for her bone loss. “KT,” she said warmly, smiling. “Your doctors are wizards. I feel almost normal again,” she enthused. “I’ll be strong enough to protect myself from the other prisoners, at least,” she smarted. “And I’m good for another ten years of hard labor.”

Kieran hopped up on the biobed beside her, taking her hand. “Stop it, Laren. Listen, I talked to the Captain about you, and she’s going to be talking to you. If she’s convinced she can bring you back into the fold, she’ll present your case to Admiral Paris. And I’ll be right there with her, hands out. Try to make a good impression, okay? If you screw up, it’s my ass,” Kieran chuckled, but meant every word. 

Laren withdrew her hand, suspicious and guarded. “Why would you do this for me?”

Just like Kit. God, what this woman must have endured. “I always liked you Laren. Guinan adored you. And Guinan is a great judge of character. Picard is not a stupid man. He saw things in you that were valuable, or he wouldn’t have taken a chance on you. And you’ve suffered for your crimes enough already, in my estimation.”

Laren studied the floor, eyes averted. “All of my friends are dead,” she said. “The Maquis is the only place I ever felt like I fit in. And they’re all gone.”

“Not all,” a faint voice said. B'Elanna Lessing stepped into sickbay, holding out her arms to the long-lost rebel. “Laren,” she said softly, hugging her old companion.

“Lanna,” Laren broke down and started to cry, clinging to the Klingon for dear life. “Damn, it’s good to see you,” she sobbed. 

B'Elanna cradled the frail woman in her sturdy arms, stoking her hair, soothing her. “I know, honey,” she said, as she would to one of her children. “I know.” She looked at Kieran. “Have you set up sessions for her with Robbie?”

Kieran nodded. “Of course I have, Lanna. Robbie knows this regimen cold,” she confirmed. 

B'Elanna Lessing stayed with the former rebel well into the night, talking and crying and reliving the glory days. It felt good to have a comrade that understood, especially now that Chakotay was gone. Laren even managed to eat solid food while the two women reminisced, and B'Elanna knew then Laren would make it. And she would endure again.

______________

Emily Wildman came home from her duty shift, feeling like her head was full of cobwebs. “Hey, honey,” she said to Jenny, who was busy in the kitchen already, concocting ingredients for dinner. 

“Hi, Ems,” Jenny returned, smiling at her. 

Emily glanced over the breakfast bar at the preparations in progress. “Kit’s going to love that,” she noted, sniffing the air and breathing shrimp scampi. “I’ll grab something with the kids, don’t worry about me,” she offered. It was Jenny and Kit’s night alone together, something Jenny had insisted the newlyweds needed to make an effort to do. 

“Are you enjoying your time with them?” Jenny asked, hoping Emily didn’t feel like she was exiled from the homefront once a week. 

Emily came into the kitchen and gathered Jenny into her arms. “Yes. Stop worrying. Besides, B'Elanna and Noah need a night out once in awhile, with that brood. And something else,” she admitted, kissing Jenny softly. “Babysitting Mia and Mattie makes me realize I’m not ready to have my own children yet. It’s a ton of work. And Kelsey is a terror,” she laughed. “He teases Katie all the time, and drives her crazy.”

Jenny laughed, returning Emily’s fond gaze. “I love you Ems. Thank you for doing this my way.” 

“It’s fine, Jen. And besides, I get my night with Kit too, and you were right—it is important to keep things in perspective. Only I have to tell you, it hasn’t shaken my infatuation with you one iota,” she said contritely.

“It wasn’t supposed to,” Jenny assured her. “I swear, Ems, that wasn’t the purpose. Damn, can’t you tell how obsessed I am with you? How many comm messages did I send you today?” she prompted her lover.

Emily chuckled. “Four. I loved it.”

“Exactly,” Jenny said triumphantly. “Do you think I’ve stopped being infatuated for a second?”

“Nope,” Emily agreed. “And it’s a good thing, because I’d be awfully lonely, in this deep alone,” she said seriously. 

Jenny kissed her passionately, exploring the contours of her lips with an ardent tongue, the slow arousal washing over them both. “Oh, Emily,” she whispered against Emily’s dark hair, “I love you so much.”

Jenny’s communicator clicked, and she tapped it. “Go ahead,” she replied.

“Jen, honey, it’s Kit. I’m sorry, but the Captain wants me to do a surprise inspection tour with her tonight on the lower decks. I can’t make it for dinner.” 

Jenny sighed. “Okay. Learn lots,” she replied, scowling. 

“I’m sorry, sweetie,” Emily consoled her. “You know she doesn’t do it on purpose.”

“I know, but it still makes me nuts,” Jenny replied. “I know that’s not fair to her, and it’s selfish of me, but I just spent an hour making a dinner she won’t have time to eat.”

“Well, it won’t go to waste,” Emily promised. “Come on. I have time, and I love shrimp scampi,” she said to appease her partner. “You can come to B'Elanna and Noah’s with me, and help me baby-sit, if you want,” she offered. “We can practice our parenting skills.”

“That’s okay. I think I’ll drop by the lab and help Lenara and Seven. Seven was struggling over some of the Tesla specs, and I’m a wizard with the replicator interface,” she bragged, patting herself on the back for Emily’s amusement. “You know, Ems, your mom is actually going to pull this off. I can feel it,” she breathed with admiration for the Trill scientist.

“How could she not? She has Naomi and Seven working with her, and the three of them combined make up about a third of the total brain power in the quadrant,” Emily joked as she set the table for dinner. 

“I keep hoping I’ll absorb some of the excess,” Jenny grinned ruefully, “but at the end of the day, I’m still just a dumb jock,” she laughed. 

Emily spun on her heel, snatching Jenny’s hands. “I hate it when you put yourself down like that, Corey,” she used Jenny’s family nickname. “It makes my heart ache. You’re smart,” she assured her wife.

“Not like you and Kit, I’m not,” Jenny retorted. “Kit graduated third in our whole class, first in the command track, Ems, and you were fifth. And we both know if Kieran had never gone through the wormhole, Kit’s grades would have made her Valedictorian. I didn’t even rank in the top ten,” she noted. “I only got this posting because I’m married to you two. If I’d been single, I’d be on some Oberth class ship, or a Nova class ship. We all know it, too.”

Emily shook her head. “That’s not true, Jenny. If it were, do you think Captain Janeway would have you on Alpha shift on the bridge? Not likely. You’d never see bridge duty at all, if you weren’t a top of the line officer.” 

“It’s okay, Ems, I don’t fret about it,” she supplied. “I just work hard, and hope it’s enough. Let’s eat, before it gets cold, okay?”

Emily nodded, but she was determined to prove to Jenny, somehow, that Jenny was not just riding on Kit Wildman’s considerable coattails. She would have to think long and hard about how to do that. 

___________

Kieran Wildman stood outside the door of the Captain’s quarters, a look of innocence plastered on her face as Seven of Nine answered the chime.

“Can Geejay come out and play?” Kieran asked in the voice of a small child.

Seven laughed. “Get in here.” She grabbed Kieran by the sweatshirt and dragged her inside. “You are so strange sometimes, Kieran,” she chided her. “Geejay!” she hollered down the hallway. “Kieran’s here to see you.”

Geejay came thundering into the living room. “She is?” she squealed, making a run for Kieran.

“Hey sport,” Kieran swept her up in a hug and swung her around. “Nice haircut, kiddo,” she enthused, running her hand over the stiff blonde spikes. “You are a knock-out Geejay, just like your Borg mom,” she advised her, grinning and not pointing out that Geejay was doing her best to look like a certain Commander. She winked at Seven. “And believe me, kiddo, your mom is a knock-out,” she teased Seven. 

“Flirt,” Seven accused. “What do you want with my offspring?” She poked Geejay’s ribs as she said “offspring”. 

“I’m taking Katie and my favorite Janeway to the holodeck to harass Trevis and Flotter,” she replied, flipping Geejay upside down by the legs. “I’ll let you up if you say Uncle,” she teased the slender child.

“Never!” Geejay declared, giggling.

Kieran shook her by the ankles. “Say it, Geej, or you drop on your head.”

“NO!” Geejay screamed. “Don’t drop me, Kieran,” she pleaded.

Kieran pretended to drop her and grabbed her at the last second. “Gotcha,” she laughed. 

“UNCLE,” Geejay shouted, “please don’t drop me,” she sounded like she might cry.

Kieran picked her back up, shouldering her and hugging her. “Honey, I would never drop you,” she promised. “Geejay,” she tried to make eye contact, but Geejay was clinging to her. “Look at me, sport.”

Geejay reluctantly let go of Kieran’s neck, meeting the Commander’s eyes with a pouty expression on her face. “What?” she asked petulantly.

“Do you think for a second I would let you get hurt?” Kieran scolded her.

Geejay shook her head. “I—I guess not,” she admitted.

“That’s right, I wouldn’t,” Kieran told her firmly. “Do you know why?”

Geejay nodded slowly. “’Cause you love me clear around the world,” she said.

“And?” Kieran demanded.

“And back again,” Geejay answered. “And I’m your only sport,” she said. “You don’t call anybody that but me.”

“That’s right,” Kieran assured her, hugging her close. “I love you so much, it hurts sometimes,” she told her. “And I won’t drop you, no matter how much I tease you.”

“Okay. Am I really your favorite Janeway?” she asked hopefully.

“My very favoritest ever,” Kieran assured her, kissing her cheek. 

“Are we going to the holodeck really?” she asked, smiling again.

“Yep. And then to the Astrofreeze for ice cream. How’s that sound?”

“You’re the best, Kieran,” Geejay hugged her yet again. “Is Katie coming too?”

“She is indeed, and we have to go get her right now, or we’ll miss our slot on the ‘deck. Seven,” she smiled at her companion, “enjoy your lab time. Neelix has Hannah?”

Seven smiled warmly at her friend. “Yes. I owe you one,” she said sweetly. “Have fun.”

__________

Emily Wildman was only too happy to let Kieran take Katie and Kelsey off her hands, because Mia and Mattie were already down for the night, and that meant she could write a long, sappy love letter to Jenny. Kieran took the three children off to play, while Kit and Kathryn scoured the lower decks in search of contraband and dirty quarters. Jenny joined Lenara and Seven in the lab, and set to work on the Tesla coil specs. Robin and Naomi stayed at home to tear each other’s clothes off. B'Elanna and Noah were at the movies with Cameron and Cassidy. 

Kit Wildman tried to commit every line of the form she was completing to memory as Kathryn explained the record keeping system for inspections. Kathryn patiently went over the format of the report, helping Kit get a feel for the purpose and scope of it. 

“Captain, what does this box mean? QPI?” Kit asked, pointing to the large PADD.

“Quarters Passed Inspection,” Kathryn replied. “I know it’s a lot of acronyms, Kit, but you’ll remember them all eventually. It took Kieran at least three times doing inspections to get them all down.”

Kit smiled. “Then I’ll shoot for two times,” she replied.

“Damn, you are every bit as competitive as she was when she was in training,” Kathryn noted, tousling Kit’s spiked blonde hair. “You should have known her back then,” she recalled the younger Kieran Thompson.

“Why?” Kit asked, always eager to hear war stories about her mother. “What was she like?”

Kathryn’s expression softened. “She was dedicated to a fault. And it probably cost her her marriage, too,” she reflected. “She was our Ship’s Counselor, and in command school, and she had Katie. She pulled double shifts for months on end, and B'Elanna and she ended up being strangers. I pushed her too hard, and she pushed herself even harder.”

“Oh,” Kit’s face fell. “Dedication had a big price tag, then,” she noted regretfully. “Just like with Jenny tonight.”

“What do you mean?” Kathryn asked, concerned.

“Jenny and I have a date every Thursday,” Kit explained. “Something Mom and Naomi recommended we do, so we—you know, keep our identity as a couple, separate from Emily and the whole triad dynamic.”

Kathryn smiled. “Actually, I didn’t know that. That’s how it works, these multiple partner marriages?” They walked along the corridor of deck twelve, talking companionably.

“Yes. It’s important to have relationships as couples within the group, and then with the group overall. So for example, Kieran is really careful to make sure she spends time with each of the Wildwomen individually. It’s all about balance, Naomi says,” Kit explained. “Haven’t you ever talked to her about it?”

Kathryn smirked. “Not really. I would feel too much like I’m prying, I suppose. But I am curious,” she admitted. “And you’re happy with Emily and Jenny?”

Kit nodded, smiling sentimentally. “I love them both.”

“And you were supposed to have a date with Jenny tonight, and I took you away from her?” Kathryn asked gently. “Why didn’t you say so, Kit?”

Kit blanched. “You’re my captain, Ma’am,” she replied formally. “I would never presume to put my personal life ahead of duty.”

Kathryn chuckled. “Just like your mother,” she noted wryly. “You know Kit, Kieran used to do her command simulations over and over again just to make sure her scores were always higher than Harry Kim’s,” she recalled. “It amused me to no end. I finally figured out she repeated them until she beat his score by five points.”

Kit laughed. “I did that too, with my classmates,” she confided. “Is that totally Suder?”

Kathryn put an arm around her shoulders. “Probably. Obsessive compulsive, at least,” she replied. “Look, I promised to mentor you, and I intend to. But take it from someone who knows—no, wait. Take it from your grandmother, sweetheart. Duty is important. And your career is a huge priority. But you can’t let it undermine your relationship with your family, because that’s just as important. I nearly lost Seven more than once because of my command. And I would never make those same mistakes again.”

Kit gazed down at her face, listening intently. “Seven and you almost didn’t make it?”

“That’s one reason we were living apart when you met Kieran, Kit. I treated Seven very badly, and I am making reparations even now. It’s a long road back to someone you love, when you’ve been inconsiderate and selfish,” she berated herself. “If you get into a bind with Jenny and Emily, I want you to tell me so. I told Kieran when she was training that I expected her to come to me if she needed anything, but she didn’t listen, and she let her marriage go to hell in a hand-basket. I would have given her the time she needed, if only she had asked. I never wanted her and B'Elanna to suffer for her education.” She hugged Kit close. “You’re doing better than any command track officer I’ve ever trained, Kit. Even better than Kieran did. We don’t have to get you to four pips before you’re even twenty-three. There’s no rush.”

“But—” Kit started to protest. “Permission to speak freely, Captain?”

“Granted,” Kathryn agreed. “This is not a formal conversation. This is just Kathryn, now.”

Kit breathed a sigh of relief, letting her guard down. “I want to be Mom’s first officer, Kathryn. I have to push, because she’s going to be a Captain in about eighteen months. I’ve got a lot of rank to earn.”

“Kit,” Kathryn laughed, “you’re not really trying to get there that quickly, are you?”

Kit nodded. 

“Why?” she pressed. “What’s the big hurry?”

Kit swallowed hard. “Because if she’s the captain, she doesn’t lead away missions very often. I will, as first officer, because I’m going to work so hard, she’ll trust me more than any other first officer she could have,” she said protectively. “And then it’s my ass on the line, and not hers. But until I’m her first officer, she won’t be willing to delegate the risks.”

Kathryn stopped them in the corridor, taking Kit’s shoulders. “Honey, I know this is hard. It’s the hardest damned thing to learn in a Starfleet career, and I am probably the worst offender, but you cannot protect your loved ones and be in command. You simply can’t. I know you’ve almost lost her before, and I know how much that hurt you—hurt all of us, in fact. And it’s not easy commanding a ship where half of my bridge officers are my relatives. It scares the hell out of me, knowing one bad confrontation could make Naomi a widow, an orphan, and childless in one fell swoop. But you have to surrender that fear. Because that’s part of doing your duty.”

Kit studied the floor, staring at her feet. “But I love her, Kathryn. I couldn’t bear losing her, not again,” she admitted, eyes misting over. “When she was lost I—”

“You were just as lost as she was?” Kathryn supplied. “I know, sweetie,” she hugged her granddaughter close. “I saw what it did to Seven, and I can only imagine what it did to you. And hell, Kit, I’ve been there. She was missing three months from Voyager under my command, and she’s my best friend. I know what that feels like. But it doesn’t change the fact that you always pick your most qualified officers for the mission, regardless of feelings and worries and family ties. Do you think I like sending Seven off the ship, knowing she’s carrying our child?”

Kit’s eyes widened. “She is? Seven’s pregnant again?”

Kathryn smiled. “We’re not telling yet. This time it’s been more difficult for her, and she’s afraid of getting everyone’s hopes up and then having the pregnancy fail.”

“You sent her on an away mission just last week,” Kit realized. “Oh, man, Kathryn, how can you even sleep when you have to do that?” she asked, awed.

“Who says I sleep?” she replied. “But it helps knowing Kieran is leading the team. I trust her with my wife and my child’s life. She’s proven herself repeatedly, just as you’re starting to when you’re on the away team. And I’ll tell you something else, I breathe a hell of a lot easier knowing you’re the pilot on any mission,” she added. “I’m still trying to figure out how you got out of that asteroid field on Tormon V,” she said with genuine admiration. “That maneuver you pulled to evade the Valerian ship—how the hell did you do that without tearing the ship apart?”

Kit grinned. “I timed it very, very carefully,” she replied. “I know from designing roller coasters how long a given craft can withstand g-forces that exceed its tolerance. That asteroid wasn’t too big, but another couple of seconds and Aurora would have come apart. But I can do those calculations in my sleep,” she admitted. “And it was no worse than the inverse loop on my Scorpion Coaster,” she said. “You should come ride it with me sometime,” she invited the older woman.

“But,” Kathryn puzzled over it, “the safety protocols should have kept you from being able to make that tight a turn.”

“I took them offline,” Kit said. “It’s a simple override command.”

Kathryn gaped at her. “Are you shitting me, kid?”

“Only long enough to evade the Valerians,” she defended herself. “I didn’t have a lot of options,” she pointed out.

“From now on, whenever I go anywhere, you are my personal pilot,” Kathryn informed her, hugging her around the waist. “I think I need to ride your roller coaster right now. Let’s find a holodeck.”

Kit Wildman was amazed to find out Kathryn Janeway screamed like a girl.

___________

Kieran Wildman rang the chime at the Lessing’s quarters, where Emily Wildman was baby-sitting.

“Special delivery,” she said to Emily, indicating the children.

“Okay, you guys,” Emily knelt in the entrance. “Be quiet. The twins are sleeping.”

“Tell you what,” Kieran supplied. “You go get in your jammies and I’ll come read you a story,” she offered. 

“Okay, Marmar,” Katie agreed. “Come on, Kelsey, I’ll help you,” she urged him along.

“How’d it go?” Kieran kissed Emily’s cheek as she gathered Geejay into her arms to lug her inside. 

“The twins are easy,” Emily laughed. “You had the hard part.”

Kieran nodded agreement. “You can say that again. A piece of advice? Never reproduce with a Klingon,” she warned, grinning. “Those two have more energy than a Dyson’s sphere.”

“Want something to drink?” Emily offered. 

“Nope, I’m good. Geejay, what story should we hear?” Kieran asked her look-alike.

“What’s your favorite, Kieran?” Geejay asked, hugging her around the neck.

“My favorite is Six Arms the Starfish,” she replied.  

“Then read that one,” Geejay decided. “Can I cuddle with you while you read?”

“Of course you can,” Kieran winked at Emily, stretching out on the long couch in the Lessing’s living room. “As soon as Katie and Kelsey get here, we’ll start.” Kieran glanced over at Emily. “Honey, you look beat. Why don’t you go home? I’ll wait for Lanna and Noah, and Geejay and I can snooze on the couch.”

Emily smiled. “Thanks, Mom, but I kind of want to hear the story, too,” she said. “I’ll slip out if everyone falls asleep.”

Kieran nodded, and Katie came barreling into the living room, jumping on top of her mother. “KATIE!” Kieran groaned. “Honey, that actually hurt. You have to stop being so rambunctious,” she scolded. 

Katie clouded up as if she might cry, a sure sign she was overtired. “I’m sorry, Marmar, I didn’t mean to damage you,” she said, using Borgspeak. 

Kieran kissed her brow ridges. “It’s okay. Just be more careful, from now on. Not everyone is a Klingon. Kelsey, get up here,” she hoisted him up, so that all three children were in her arms. 

When the story was half through, the children had all fallen asleep, and Kieran wasn’t far behind. Emily snuck out quietly, heading for home. She nearly ran smack into Kathryn Janeway, who was coming to look for her daughter.

“Hello, Ensign,” she greeted her granddaughter-in-law. “Is Geejay in there?”

“Yes, Captain, Kieran read them all a story and they think she’s a twin bed,” Emily joked. 

Kathryn laughed. “She’d be a double, at least,” she replied, steely eyes twinkling. “How are you doing, Emily? Seven says your work in Astrometrics is impeccable.”

“I’m good, thanks,” she replied slowly, wondering if she could impose just a bit on the busy woman. “Only—can I talk to you about something?”

“As your Captain or your family?” Kathryn asked kindly. 

“Maybe both, I’m not sure,” Emily bit her lip. “It’s about Jenny.”

“This sounds involved. Come with me to the Transwarp and I’ll buy the coffee. Fair enough?” Kathryn offered.

“That would be great, thanks,” Emily touched her arm gratefully.

Kathryn Janeway listened in rapt attention as Emily explained that Jenny was having serious doubts about her worthiness to be aboard the Sato, and how Jenny was afraid it was because of Kit and Emily’s stature that she was able to obtain the posting. Kathryn had heard it a million times in her command career, but she was startled than Jenny Wildman was succumbing to the insecurity. She seemed so poised on duty, so confident.  Kathryn thought hard about the situation, and asked herself honestly if she would have chosen Jenny Wildman to serve with her had she not been affiliated with Kit or Kieran. She remembered the applicants only vaguely. Kathryn decided it didn’t matter why Jenny was aboard, only that she was, and that she was doing a great job. 

“And I just don’t know how to help her,” Emily concluded. “I watch her beating herself up and it just makes me hurt all over,” she confided. 

“Tell me, Emily, do you have the same doubts about yourself?” Kathryn asked pointedly.

“Not now,” Emily replied. “Oh, I suppose at first I did, but Seven praises me all the time. She’s an excellent supervisor. I always know exactly what she expects and when I do something right. When I do something wrong, it’s a learning experience, and that’s how she treats it. Not like it’s the end of the world. I love working for her,” she said with feeling. 

“Ah,” Kathryn realized, “and the ogre running the bridge needs to be more effusive with her praise,” she noted, smiling.

“Oh, no, Captain, I didn’t mean it that way,” Emily backpeddalled. “I was only telling you because I just don’t know how to convince Jenny she’s a valuable member of the crew, and not just Kit’s or my wife.”

Kathryn patted Emily’s hand, laughing. “At ease, already,” she teased. “I know you weren’t making an indictment of my supervisory skills,” she affirmed. “But I should say something to Jenny. I usually leave crew performance issues to my first officer, but since Kieran is your mother-in-law, and such a close personal friend…” she trailed off, realizing the error she had made.

“It doesn’t mean as much to Jenny. Kieran tells us we’re great all the time, because that’s her way. Only when she’s your commanding officer, you never know if it’s coming from Kieran or Commander Wildman,” Emily explained. 

“Emily, I appreciate your bringing this to my attention. Frankly, it had never occurred to me, and it should have. Just when I think I’ve got this command gig figured out, I find a new way to blow it,” she castigated herself, but laughed at the same time. “I’ll take care of it. Don’t worry.” 

Kathryn Janeway overrode the privacy seal on the Lessing’s door, and found Kieran sleeping inside, cradling three snoring children. She wished for all the world she had a holoimager to record the tableau before her. She gathered Kelsey out of Kieran’s lap, and carried him to his room. Katie came next, and just as Kathryn was about to lift Geejay, Kieran woke up.

“Hey Kat,” she breathed suddenly, wetting her lips noisily. “Man, I was out. I’ll carry her home for you. She’s dead to the world.”

“I can take her, Kieran, it’s okay,” Kathryn offered.

Kieran shook her head. “You look as tired as this kid does, honey,” she argued. “It’s on my way anyway,” she reminded her. They lived right next door to one another. 

“Busy night on holodeck with Trevis and Flotter?” Kathryn asked, laughing. 

“Oh yeah. Katie tried to drown Flotter in a pond, and Kelsey threw rocks at Trevis,” Kieran complained. “I didn’t know holograms could look genuinely frightened,” she laughed. “Geejay was the model of comportment,” she added. 

“Comparatively speaking,” Kathryn said sardonically. “I can’t believe we ever signed on for this,” she said ruefully. “What were we thinking?”

Kieran threw her head back and laughed. “We clearly weren’t thinking at all. We were too busy being in love to be rational. And we were so stupid, we each did it twice.”

“How’s Robbie doing, anyway?” Kathryn asked as they ambled down the corridor to the Captain’s quarters.

“Great. The bioscans have been perfect, but then hey, the kid has my genes,” she bragged. “She’s bound to be smart AND gorgeous.”

“And modest to a fault,” Kathryn teased, keying the entrance to her door. 

“I’ll put her in bed,” Kieran offered. “Hey, your Borgness,” she nodded at Seven, who was in her pajamas and reading over a PADD.

Kieran tucked Geejay in, tugging off her tennis shoes and her socks, leaving her in her undershirt and underpants. “Sweet dreams, Gretchen,” she said softly, kissing the flattened spikes of her hair. 

Kathryn handed Kieran a drink as she came from the back of the suite. “I want to have a meeting with Ensign Wildman first thing tomorrow morning,” she advised her Exec.

Kieran smirked. “Which one?”

“Jenny,” Kathryn supplied. “She’s due for a review.”

“Has she—somehow displeased you?” Kieran sipped her beer, worried that Kathryn thought a special meeting was necessary.

“On the contrary,” she said thoughtfully. “I think it’s time we let her know what an outstanding job she’s doing.”

Kieran smiled with relief. “That’s great, Kat. Oh-eight-hundred?”

Kathryn nodded. “In fact, let’s take her to the Chimera for breakfast. Send her a message in her comm account and tell her not to eat before she reports for duty,” she smiled. “Oh, and another thing. I had that talk with Ro Laren,” she said. “I’m going to trust your judgment on this one and talk to Owen Paris. I can’t guarantee anything, but I’ll try.”

Kieran threw her arms around her friend. “I adore you, Kat,” she hugged her fiercely, kissing her hair.

Kathryn laughed at her exuberance. “Yeah, I’m a jewel,” she said. “Good-night, Kieran,” she said softly, standing on tip-toes to kiss the commander’s cheek. 

On her way home, Kieran decided to detour to the lower decks, where Ro Laren was assigned to quarters. She sang softly in the turbo-lift, smiling to herself. She rang the chime to Laren’s place, waiting. “Hey,” she greeted the former Maquis. “Are you taking visitors?”

Laren smiled. “Only high ranking ones. Come on in.”  She waved Kieran into a seat. “I met your daughter Katie today,” she said, laughing. “She looks very little like you, and acts like a full-blooded Klingon.”

Kieran laughed. “That’s my girl,” she agreed. “I spent the night with her on the holodeck. She scares the holograms so bad, even they don’t want to play with her,” she confessed slapping her thigh.  

Laren burst out laughing. 

Kieran smiled warmly at her. “Damn that sounds good, Laren,” she told her old friend. 

“Lanna tells me you have three wives,” she bit her lip, trying not to laugh in Kieran’s face. 

“Yeah. Hell, I figured it’s an even trade—one Klingon for three normal women,” she joked. 

“She also told me one of them is Lenara Kahn,” Laren’s eyes twinkled. “I heard you got engaged to her. Found out when I ran across Tom Riker in a Maquis cell. He gave me all the gossip on Enterprise. So you’re married to Lenara Kahn, Robin Lefler, and ?”

“Naomi Wildman, Kathryn and Seven’s adopted daughter,” Kieran explained.

“Nice,” Laren chuckled, waggling her eyebrows. “I met her today in the counseling center. She set me up to get my head shrunk by your other wife.”

Kieran nodded. “Good. Robbie is the best. She spent time in the Cardassian camps, herself. She knows your demons, Laren. Trust her. She can help you,” Kieran urged. 

“Janeway came and talked to me,” Laren related. “She seemed skeptical about me.”

“Yeah? Well she agreed to talk to Admiral Paris on your behalf. She and I are going to talk to him soon. I told her you should be running security or tactical. Think you’re up to it?”

Laren’s eyes bulged. “Running a department? Kieran, I haven’t been on a ship in nearly ten years. And I never made it beyond Lieutenant.”

“It’s a different fleet, now,” Kieran assured her. “We lost so many officers in the Dominion War, we’ve got Ensigns on the bridge in key positions, every shift. It’s scary,” she breathed. “I told Kathryn that if I were a captain, I’d take you on in a heartbeat.”

“Maybe that’s why you’re not one,” she laughed. “Lanna told me they offered you your own command.”

Kieran nodded. “Yeah. But I’m happy right where I am. My kids are here. My wives love it here. My closest friends are here. My sister is here.” She sighed. “I have to go sleep, but I wanted to tell you, I haven’t forgotten my promise.”

Laren smiled. “I never thought you would,” she gave her friend a vote of confidence. 

“I’ll let you know as soon as I hear anything. Good night, Laren.”

Ro Laren regarded her with frightened eyes, but forced herself to hug the taller woman. “Thank you. For everything.”

Kieran enfolded her in warm arms. “You’re welcome. I believe in you, Laren. I know you can be an asset to this ship.”

_______________

Jenny Wildman awoke bleary eyed, exhausted from a long night at the replicator programming interface in Lenara’s lab. She knew she had stayed up too late, but Lenara’s work depended upon the Tesla coils, and she had finally completed the spec input. Now the work could begin in earnest. 

She checked her comm mail, and found three notes. The first was from Emily, who had written her the sweetest love letter she could have dreamed of. The second was from Kieran, telling her to meet the Captain and first officer at the Chimera at 0800, and not to report to duty first. The third was a note from Lenara, thanking her for all her hard work, praising her exacting standards, and crediting her with a huge leap of progress in the project. Lenara had written it almost like a letter of recommendation, and it was a glowing homage. She had also carbon copied Kathryn Janeway and Kieran Wildman on the missive. Jenny’s jaw nearly hit her keyboard. 

She hoped beyond hope that the letter from Lenara might offset whatever reprimand she was about to get from the Captain, but her heart told her she would soon be on Beta shift, or worse, Gamma, and she would never see her wives again on this tour of duty. She reread Emily’s letter, bolstering her self-esteem with it. Emily loved her. Emily didn’t care if she was on the Sato because she married Kit. Emily only cared that she was there, with her, sharing Emily’s life every day. She checked her chronometer, noted it was only six-thirty, and crept into Emily’s bedroom, sliding beneath the covers. She awakened her with tender kisses and sweet caresses, and they made love until Jenny had to run for the sonic shower to avoid being late for work. But she left with a smile on her face.

The Chimera was packed for the morning breakfast crowd, and Jenny arrived just as Kieran and the Captain’s table was called. 

“Good morning, Ensign,” Kieran greeted Jenny brightly. “Thanks for meeting us here.”

“Good morning,” she replied, dreading the conversation they were about to have. Until it dawned on her that if she were to be demoted, surely they wouldn’t have invited her to breakfast. They would have done it in the Captain’s ready room. A slow wave of relief washed over her as she realized, this was most likely a social event. Maybe some plans for the upcoming holidays they wanted to discuss?

Kathryn walked silently beside her as the hostess seated them at the Captain’s table, which was always reserved for Kathryn and her staff. They accepted menus and glasses of water as the hostess excused herself. Kathryn programmed her order into the PADD and passed it to her companions. She reached inside the cargo pocket of her jumpsuit, and withdrew a folded piece of paper.

“Have you seen this yet, Ensign?” she asked, eyes crinkling at the corners as she smiled. 

Jenny peered closely. It was Lenara’s thank-you letter. “Yes, Captain. I got it this morning.”

“Lenara Kahn does not hand out praise lightly,” she advised her young Ops officer. “Just so you know,” she added. 

The waitress brought their coffee and food, leaving them to chat. 

“How are you adjusting to life aboard the Sato?” Kathryn asked, sprinkling pepper over her eggs. 

“Well enough, I suppose, Captain,” she replied. “I can’t complain.”

“Not even about your commanding officer?” Kathryn asked pointedly. “You know, the one who never bothers to tell you what an asset you are to her crew?”

“I haven’t ever complained about you, Captain,” Jenny replied, thinking Kathryn had heard otherwise. Gossip and backbiting were the fastest way to tank a Starfleet career, Jenny knew, and her heart began to thunder in her chest. 

Kathryn laughed. “I know that, Ensign. Maybe you should have. I should have been checking in with you, and I apologize. Sometimes, I get so complacent when my crew is doing a good job, I forget to tell them. But I assure you, I would never leave my bridge to go play Velocity if I didn’t trust my crew implicitly. When I captained Voyager, I never left the bridge during Alpha shift unless my first officer was on that bridge. And I don’t need to tell you what an excellent crew I had on Voyager.”

Jenny studied her plate, not eating. “I just figured you feel comfortable leaving the bridge because Kit’s there,” she said softly. 

“Partly, yes,” Kathryn agreed, smiling over at Kieran. “Kato, tell Jenny what a control freak I am.”

“Speaking as a psychologist, I can honestly say, you’re the worst I’ve ever seen,” Kieran supplied.  

Jenny tried not to laugh but she cracked a smile, then tried to hide it in her napkin.

Kathryn grinned. “Thank you, Doctor Wildman. You can finish your pancakes in silence, now,” she said with mock sternness.

Kieran hoisted her coffee cup. “Yes, Captain,” she said obediently. 

“Ensign,” Kathryn said thoughtfully, “It’s not often that I get feedback from a non-bridge officer on the excellence of my staff. Getting a letter like this makes my day,” she said warmly, waving Lenara Wildman’s words. “I was thinking about my staff last night, in fact,” she said contemplatively, “remembering how I selected the various officers. The Ops position had some of the best candidates of any position on my ship.” Kathryn didn’t tell her she had to actually go back and look at the submissions to remember it, but that’s what she had done. “We were woefully short on applications for engineering, and for security, but I was inundated with Ops applicants. I had to dig pretty deep into the candidates’ records to make the choices. But what really cinched the deal for me with you was the way you performed during your internship with me. And the letter of recommendation from Admiral Brand. Amanda’s word is golden, with me, and she gave you some of the highest praise I have ever gotten on a job applicant.”

Jenny’s face registered her surprise. “Admiral Brand? Really?”

“Indeed,” Kathryn replied, sipping her coffee. “I believe her exact words were ‘Cadet Wildman’s talents would be wasted on any class of vessel below Supremacy class.’ Yes, those were her words, exactly,” Kathryn nodded, remembering the letter. “And she not only wrote the letter, she contacted me personally to discuss your qualifications. She told me that your grades dropped when Kieran disappeared in the wormhole, because you were trying so hard to help Naomi and Kit. And she explained how close the rankings were in your class, and how your rank—thirteenth—in any previous year’s class would have been in the top five in terms of grade point averages. There were students in your class who were separated in rank by hundredths of a point. Jean-Luc Picard wanted you, Edward Jellico wanted you, Will Riker wanted you, Harry Kim has never forgiven me for taking you, and Mike Kirk begged me to release you to his command. There were three Deep Space stations who would have taken you in a heartbeat to head their departments, and you would have been made a full Lieutenant—you can’t be a rank below that and run a department.  But you wouldn’t know that since you had listed the Sato as your first choice when you were posting out of the Academy. Jenny, you’re barely out of school, and you’re running the Ops on the bridge of the most complex ship in the fleet. Do you have any idea what an astonishing achievement that is?”

Jenny was overwhelmed, thinking about all those Captains who wanted her. “No, Ma’am,” she replied honestly. 

Kathryn smiled. “It’s an amazing feat. Don’t you think, Commander?”

Kieran nodded. “I do, Captain. Jenny,” she said fondly, “I know Kit has been the center of attention among the new recruits, and she’s taken up a lot of our time and attention. That may be nepotism, on my part, and I apologize if I’ve slighted you by focusing so intensely upon her. Crew evaluation and development is my bailiwick, and I should be dividing my time and attention more equally among the officers and crew.”

Jenny smiled. “Commander, all we heard in school was how desperately Starfleet needs good command candidates. Kit is the best there is from our graduating class, and I completely understand why her career is so important. It’s just as important to me,” she admitted. “I knew when I dropped off the command track, I was giving up a lot of prestige. But I made that career choice specifically so Kit could excel at her job and we could stay together. I don’t resent her, if that’s what you think,” Jenny explained. 

Kieran nodded. “That is why we’ve given her so much time and attention. It’s happening throughout the fleet for anyone who wants to go command track. But it’s not fair to you. Jen, you could post off this ship and pick any job in Starfleet Ops, I guarantee you. We know how lucky we are that you came in the package deal with Kit. Don’t think we don’t count our blessings every single day.”

Kathryn chimed in her agreement. “And we know how lucky we are that Emily came in the package too. The three of you are doing so well. But you’re right, command posts are fast track right now, and the usual waiting periods are actively suspended on any qualified command candidate. Any other career track in the fleet, you can’t become a Lieutenant JG in less than a year. But I don’t think that’s fair to the officers who perform equally well as the command track officers. I had that conversation with Admiral Nechayev and with Admiral Paris, and unfortunately I was overruled. I’m telling you this because if I could, I’d promote you to Lieutenant JG right here, right now. I promise you, the second you’ve been on the Sato a calendar year, provided your performance stays at the level it’s at right now, I’m going to have that black pip on your collar.”

“I—thank you, Captain. I needed to hear that,” she said gratefully. “It’s a little intimidating serving with living legends, and then being married to the rising star of the fleet.”

“No one on this ship at your level overshadows you, Jenny,” Kieran assured her. “I’m going to prove it to you by adding you to the standard planetary away team. You need the challenge, and we need the help.”

“That would be great, Mom,” she forgot her formality in her excitement. “I mean, Commander,” she blushed. 

Kieran chuckled. “It’s okay. Right now I’m proud to be your Mom,” she assured her daughter-in-law. 

_____________

Kit Wildman awoke at her usual hour, 0500, so she could work out in the gym before Alpha shift. She untangled herself from her wives, who never got up until 0600, and kissed each of them gently on the forehead. The previous night had been a passionate one in celebration of their first year together as a married trinity. Kit dressed in the darkness, tugging on her sweats and cross-trainers. She fished her wives anniversary gifts out of the back of the closet, smiling to herself. 

She replicated iced coffee with two shots of espresso and shaved chocolate, and sat down at her work station to check for overnight mail. The Captain had sent her a message, and she judiciously decided to check that one first. 

She opened the attachment, a video packet, and Kathryn’s face appeared. She began to sing.

“Happy anniversary, happy anni-ver-sary, I’m giving you the day off to spend it with your wives,” she finished  the song with a flare and jazz hands. “It’s my gift to you and the girls. Enjoy yourselves. And I mean it, Kit, no working in Lenara’s lab, no taking the kids to the holodeck. You spend this day with Emily and Jenny, or I’ll have your heinie. Understood? Good. You’re dismissed. Go wake them up. Breakfast will be arriving at 6:00 am sharp, courtesy of Seven and me.”

Seven stuck her head over Kathryn’s shoulder. “We love you three Wildwomen like there’s no tomorrow,” she said fondly. “Have a great day.”

The video winked off and Kit was doubled over laughing. Kathryn Janeway sang as badly as Kit did. The song had awakened Emily and Jenny, who crept out of Kit’s bedroom. Kit’s promotion to Lieutenant meant her room was much larger than Emily’s or Jenny’s, and they had taken to sleeping in there most nights. 

“Kyle,” Jenny said groggily, “what are you laughing at.”

Kit wiped her eyes. “Oh, my God, come listen to this. Kathryn—” she gasped—“oh, it’s too much. I have to find a way to let the whole crew see this,” she plotted. “Mom will help me.”

She replayed the video and Kit’s wives howled with laughter. “Oh, my God, that’s so unlike the Captain,” Jenny said, awed. 

“That’s not the Captain. That’s my grandma Kat,” Kit pointed out the distinction, tugging Emily and Jenny each onto a knee. “Breakfast in an hour. However will we pass the time?” she asked innocently, her golden eyes twinkling with mischief. 

Emily gave her a slow, seductive smile. “I say we pick up right where we left off last night,” she suggested. 

Kit kissed her suggestively, tasting the tip of her tongue, then deepening the kiss as Jenny watched them. “Where were we, exactly, Ems?”

Emily shivered. “You and Jenny made love to me,” she reminded her, “and then you and I made love to Jenny. That means it’s your turn to be spoiled,” she breathed in Kit’s ear.

“Well, I’m pretty messy from last night,” Kit admitted. “So why don’t we start the day in the shower?”

“I’m so glad we decided to share one big bathroom instead of having private small ones,” Jenny said, nipping at Kit’s earlobe. “I’ll get the water going. You,” she grabbed Kit’s sweatshirt, “get undressed.”

Kit eased them both out of her lap and stood up. “Sounds good to me,” she winked at her wife. 

Jenny excused herself to get the shower adjusted, and Kit turned to Emily. 

“You used to love undressing me when it was just you and me,” she recalled. “Has the intrigue worn off, now that we’re married?”

Emily smoothed her hands over Kit’s chest. “Not a bit,” she promised, tugging Kit’s sweatshirt up to her shoulders. “Just like your intrigue with my hands on your nipples hasn’t worn off,” she flirted, fondling Kit through her sport bra. 


Kit held her face in warm hands, kissing her forcefully. “Kiss me like you used to Ems,” she growled.

Emily obliged her by kissing her slowly, seductively, then grabbing her and thrusting her tongue into Kit’s mouth. Kit’s knees threatened to give. Emily steadied her. “I guess it still works,” she breathed into Kit’s mouth, kissing her again. She eased Kit’s shirt off and untied the drawstring of her sweatpants, sliding the thick jersey fabric down Kit’s thighs, kissing a trail down to Kit’s underwear. She let the warmth of her breath seep through the cotton, and Kit watched with wide-eyed wonder. Emily grabbed the waistband of Kit’s underpants in her teeth, pulling them down.

“Wow,” Jenny said with a grin as she reentered the room. “That’s different.” She waggled her eyebrows.

“Come on,” Emily led Kit to the ensuite, snagging Jenny’s hand as she went. “You’re next.”

The three women stripped bare and entered the large shower, which Kit had configured so that either end had a shower head, and a third adorned the side wall. They could shower separately or together, and they availed themselves of the opportunity anytime they had a day off together. Emily and Jenny generally began each day by making love in the shower, and they exchanged guilty looks. For Kit, it was novel to make love this way, because she was rarely home when her wives were getting ready for their duty shifts. 

Emily looked meaningfully at Jenny. “I think Kit is the dirtiest of the three of us,” she tossed Jenny the soap. “So you work on the front of her, and I’ll do the back side,” she said as she lathered a second bar of soap in her hands. “Mmm, I love your back,” she murmured, slick fingers working the foam against Kit’s skin. 

“You do?” Kit chuckled.

“You know I do, Sam,” Emily said next to Kit’s ear as she rubbed her abdomen against Kit’s buttocks. “I always used to tell you how much I love your arms. It’s because you have the most amazing shoulders and delts I’ve ever seen,” she sighed with admiration. She knelt in the tile floor to scrub Kit’s calves and thighs, smoothing her hands over Kit’s buttocks, kneading them gently. 

“That feels great,” Kit sighed. “Ems?”

“What honey?” Emily said softly, continuing to cleanse Kit’s body. 

“You know how I never let you guys touch me there?” she asked shyly, unable to even indicate the body part by name. 

“Yes,” Emily stood up, but kept kneading Kit’s behind. “You told me never to enter you there.”

Jenny nodded as she soaped Kit’s belly and chest. “You told me that, too. And I’ve always tried to be careful not to even touch you there.” Jenny touched Kit’s face, remembering that Kit’s uncle had abused her with anal penetration, and had torn the tissue badly. 

Kit kissed Jenny softly. “You’ve both been great about it, and I think I need to get over that fear, now. Will you both help me?” she asked, her vulnerability laid bare.

“Honey, of course we will,” Emily said immediately. 

“Absolutely,” Jenny agreed. “Is there something in particular you want us to do? Are we talking about counseling, or gradual desensitization? How can we help?” she asked earnestly, soaping Kit’s arms.

Kit smiled. “I trust you both so much,” she realized. “I just—want to try it. With lubricant, of course, because otherwise it’d be painful. Only, Jenny, you let me take you that way without anything to help make you slick. Does it ever feel bad?”

“Never, Kyle. You’re gentle and perfect, and I usually have so much lubricant of my own, nothing artificial is required.”

Emily grinned. “That’s for sure,” she laughed. “You’re like a river when you’re excited.”

“Okay, rinse yourself, Lieutenant,” Jenny teased her wife. 

They rinsed themselves off and toweled themselves, retiring to Kit’s king-sized bed in the master suite, freshly scrubbed and clad in bathrobes that were a gift from Naomi and Lenara. They had monogrammed the robes with each woman’s first initial, and then “Wildwoman”. Kit laughed. “Guys, did you notice this?” she pointed to her right breast, emblazoned with K. Wildwoman.

Jenny chuckled. “I didn’t. I thought it said Wildman. But check it out, they’re each in our favorite colors,” she pointed to Emily’s, done in orange and Kit’s done in blue.

“Naomi pays attention to the details,” Emily praised her mother-in-law. “You guys stretch out in bed. Breakfast just arrived,” she announced as the chime to their quarters rang.

Jenny and Kit heard Emily burst out laughing, and scampered out to the living room to see why. Kieran, Robin and Seven were dressed in black tuxedoes, set to serve the three women in grand style. Naomi and Lenara came in right behind them, bearing gifts and flowers, dressed like chamber maids. While Kieran, Robin and Seven set out breakfast for the young lovers, Naomi and Lenara cleaned their quarters, dusting and picking up clutter.  

“Madam,” Kieran pulled out Jenny’s chair, speaking in a fake French accent. “Ze breakfast, she is served.”

Seven poured grapefruit juice all around while Kieran seated the girls. Robin set out syrup and butter, coffee and water. Eggs, bacon, waffles, granola, yogurt and fresh fruit made up the fare of the day, and Naomi and Lenara had snuck into the bedroom to replicate and replace the sheets on the bed with red satin ones. The pillowcases were in place, and the house was tidied up. “Looks good to me,” Naomi pronounced.

“Ladies,” Kieran said, “we wish you a happy anniversary. Have a lovely day together. The Captain will see you now.”

Kathryn came in then, dressed in a splendid white tuxedo, bearing a three layer cake and a bottle of sparkling cider, since the girls didn’t drink alcohol. “There’s enough food here you shouldn’t need to leave your quarters all day,” she said with a sly wink at Kit. “Detail?” she snapped her friends to attention. “Disperse!” 

As quickly as they had come in, the women left again. The three celebrants burst out laughing at how silly their mothers and grandmothers were, but everyone’s eyes were warm with adoration for the women.

Jenny sliced her waffle, piling kiwi, strawberries, mango and banana on it. “I feel like royalty,” she sighed happily. 

The newlyweds talked softly over a long, leisurely breakfast, catching up on the daily things they missed because Kit was absent so often. Kit realized that in spite of all the necessary lessons she was learning, she truly missed her wives, and this type of time together was precisely the thing they needed to overcome the distance that had started to creep into the marriage. It was clear to Kit that Jenny and Emily spent so much time together, Kit had almost become an afterthought. She promised them both she would try harder to be home more often, and resolved to tell Kathryn she really needed two nights a week to devote to her lovers, plus the weekly day off they were allowed. 

“You can really talk to her about it, sweetie?” Jenny asked hopefully.

Kit smiled. “Now is as good a time as any, since I just got two consecutive commendations.”

Emily touched her hand, proud of her spouse. “You deserved them both, Samurai. You kicked the Valerian’s asses, and blew up that weapons depot in a feat of piloting Zefram Cochrane would envy,” she bragged. 

Jenny nodded enthusiastically. “We’re very proud of you, Kit,” she added. 

“Thanks, you guys. But then, heck, Jen, you got a commendation too. It’s a damned good thing you thought to scan that asteroid field for dolamide,” Kit praised her.

Emily’s eyes widened. “You did that on your own? Kathryn didn’t ask you to do that?”

Jenny blushed with humility. “She would have gotten around to it. I just anticipated what she wanted.”

“Jen,” Kit said sincerely, “I command the bridge every day almost, and I didn’t think of it. It defies logic that anyone would store explosives in an asteroid field. You saved our hides by finding that cache. You deserved the commendation.” Kit chuckled. “Mom was so proud of mine, I used the occasion to get her to show me her fruit salad.”

Fruit salad was the slang term for the array of ribbons and medals on an officer’s dress uniform. Kieran was very secretive about anyone seeing hers. 

Jenny’s eyes lit up. “She showed you? What did it look like?”

Kit laughed. “It’s huge. She has so many I couldn’t count them all fast enough to get an idea. It’s very impressive.”

“I can’t wait for the Captain’s Ball. Kieran always wears it then, for Naomi,” Emily put in. 

Kit patted her full tummy. “Now what were we discussing before we were so wonderfully interrupted?” she asked, grinning and knowing full well. “Oh, yeah. Sex. Specifically, what the two of you are going to do to me,” she laughed.

Jenny smiled sweetly, taking Kit’s hand. “Let’s finish that conversation in your room. Ems? Are you done eating?”

Emily chuckled wickedly. “Food, yes. Kit, no,” she flirted. 

“Wow, look at that,” Kit said appreciatively, running a hand over the satin sheets on her bed.

“That had to be Na’s idea,” Jenny said with a grin. “I told her once I loved satin sheets.” She slid her arms around Kit’s waist, kissing her. “They’ll feel amazing against your skin,” she promised, reaching for the belt of Kit’s robe.

Emily moved behind Kit, reached for Kit’s shoulders, gathered the robe in her hands and tossing it over a bedroom chair. She reached around Kit to pluck Jenny’s belt loose too.

Kit removed Jenny’s robe, piling it with her own, and turned to face Emily. “Yours too,” she said, taking it from Emily’s slender form.

They lay down together in a tangle of arms and legs, Kit on her back with a lover on each

shoulder, Jenny and Emily each curled against Kit on their sides. They exchanged smiles as the sheets caressed their bodies, sighing contentedly with sated hunger and drowsy senses. Kit hugged them both close in muscular arms, closing her eyes. “I love you both,” she whispered. “I can’t believe, sometimes, we actually did this.”

Emily propped herself up on one arm. “Have you ever regretted it?”

“No,” Kit answered immediately, “because if it had just been Jenny and I that married, she’d be lonely all the time now. I want you to understand something, both of you. I’d be lying if I said I’m strictly doing the fast track routine for us. It is partly for us, because the sooner I get promoted, the more valuable we become as a unit, and the less likely we’ll be to get assigned to different ships. But I have a much bigger ulterior motive,” she said distractedly.

Jenny studied her with frost-white eyes. “What, honey?”

Kit frowned. “My mom. The sooner I’m number one to her captain, the sooner she stops taking risks. I worry about her. And I know the moms worry a lot more than I do. You guys should have seen the look on Robbie’s face when they got back from Tormon V. I could tell she was terrified by what she saw. Mom had a very close call there. The moms lost Kieran once, and I don’t want to ever have to try to get them through that experience again. I want to be the one leading the away team.”

“Protective,” Jenny commented. “I understand that, but Kit, what about Ems and me? Don’t you think we worry about you?”

Kit nodded. “I know you both do, but Corey, I’ve seen you two together, and I know you’d both go on just fine without me if something happened. I take comfort in that, though at times, I admit to being a bit threatened. I feel like I might be close to obsolete in this marriage. Am I?” she asked honestly. “Because if you two would rather make a go of this alone I—”

Emily stopped her with a tender kiss. “Don’t you dare complete that sentence,” she admonished, lips ardent and sincere over Kit’s. “We both fell in love with you first,” she assured the golden-eyed Lieutenant. 

Jenny nodded, kissing Kit in turn. “You’re right, Ems and I are very bonded now. But I think that’s a good thing. I worried about it at first, but then I talked to Naomi, and she said it’s normal in a multiple partner marriage to have separate and changing dynamics. Emily and I are sharing the honeymoon phase of our lives together, that’s all. The important thing is that we never think of ourselves as just a couple. We never forget whose last name we took,” she said softly, meeting Kit’s worried eyes. 

“I’m glad,” Kit replied. “I need you both. And I knew this wouldn’t be simple when I agreed to do it. But I still want to do it. I never regretted it for a second,” she said sheepishly.

“What?” Jenny asked, seeing Kit’s sudden retreat.

“I just—damn, you guys, I love knowing I’m the envy of the ship. I can tell the other crewmen our age would love to be in your beds, by the way they look at you. And I’m in a position of authority often enough that I hear the gossip and rumors. There’s one hell of a lot of speculation about what goes on behind our closed doors,” she chuckled. 

Emily traced the subtle outline of Kit’s abdominal muscles with one finger, intrigued as always by Kit’s athletic physique. “I think what goes on behind closed doors is way too much talking,” she teased, following her finger with warm lips. 

Kit’s sudden intake of breath was a good indication the discussion was over. Jenny swallowed the gasp in a blistering kiss, searching Kit’s mouth with her own, eager to communicate just how necessary Kit was to the partnership. She tangled her fingers in the softness of Kit’s unspiked hair, tugging on it to convey her urgency. 

Emily kissed delicate trails around Kit’s stomach, hovering over her as she moved to the swell of Kit’s breasts, understated but responsive. Fleeting kisses over the flesh became insistent puckers, and Kit drew an unsteady breath. Emily lavished attention on her nipples, each in turn, willing her to take the prolonged teasing. Kit had gotten so much better with accepting lengthy foreplay as part of a healthy attitude towards sex, since the three women had been together. Emily knew Kit’s past abuse had made her reluctant to endure long periods of arousal, simply because she had been treated with cruelty and neglect before Emily became her lover. But Emily and Jenny had taught her so much, made her so much more willing to experiment by virtue of their own openness, that Kit was much more stable emotionally where intimacy was concerned. The progress had been gradual, and Emily and Jenny had been very deliberate in their campaign to help Kit overcome her fears. 

Kit kissed Jenny deeply while Emily pleasured her breasts, her need becoming more acute as Emily fondled and licked sensitive flesh. Jenny looked in Kit’s eyes, breaking the kiss. “I love you, Kyle,” she said firmly. “Now, and always. I want you to roll onto your side, facing Ems, okay?” Jenny smiled assurance at her lover. “Trust me?” she requested softly.

Kit swallowed hard as Jenny reached into the nightstand drawer for lubricant, but she nodded affirmation. “You’ll stop if I ask, right?”

Jenny kissed her soundly. “You know I will, honey,” she confirmed. 

Kit rolled onto her right side, back turned to Jenny, facing Emily, who slithered up the length of Kit’s torso to kiss her. “Relax, baby,” she said gently, “and let it happen.” She reached for Kit’s leg, draping it over her hip, fingers teasing Kit’s lips ever so subtly. 

Jenny kissed Kit’s back and shoulders, smoothing her hands over firm buttocks, fingers light over the swell of Kit’s behind. She stroked gently between the cheeks, feeling Kit’s body tremble, whether from fear or anticipation, Jenny couldn’t be certain. Jenny’s chin was pressed against Kit’s shoulder, lips grazing her ear. “I’m going to touch you now, Kyle,” she whispered. “I’ll be very gradual and very careful,” she promised. 

Gentle fingers danced over the puckered opening, ticklish and warm. Kit shuddered. “It feels so different,” she murmured. “When you touch me there, it’s so sweet,” she said with wonder in her voice. 

“Does anything hurt?” Jenny asked, fingers grazing the scar tissue there.

“No,” Kit replied breathily. “In fact, I think I’m more sensitive there than a lot of other places, in a good way,” she realized. The fire in her belly told her something felt right. 

Jenny took a liberal amount of lubricant from the vial, smoothing it over the area and coating her index finger. She pressed at Kit’s opening, slipping inside easily, relieved at Kit’s immediate responsive groan. “Okay?” she asked.

“It’s very intense,” Kit gasped. “Oh, Jenny, it’s good,” she sighed, body electric with the newness of it.

Emily returned her attention to Kit’s breasts, the most sensitive area on Kit’s body, making the seduction gentle and sweet. The tenderness welled in her chest as it occurred to her that Kit was finally fully recovered from her abuse, if she was allowing Jenny to penetrate her anally and hadn’t flashed back. She began to weep, cognizant of how far they had come since the days when Kit was afraid to even take her clothes off. Emily reached between Kit’s legs, finding Jenny’s hand, satisfied that finally, Kit was able to trust them even with this. She parted Kit’s labia with one finger, stroking through the wetness, finding her clitoris and smoothing the tip of her finger over it. Kit jolted in response, whimpering.

“Ems,” she moaned. “Don’t stop.”

Emily smiled and gathered Kit’s breast into her mouth, knowing that the combination of sensations would be overwhelming and powerful. She felt Jenny moving then, carefully, slowly, withdrawing and pressing back in. Kit’s body went rigid, her grip on Emily’s shoulders nearly crushing. “Jen,” she gasped, “oh, God, Jenny, like that,” her desperation echoed through the air, and Jenny made her ministrations less delicate. “My God,” Kit cried out, “yes, Jenny, now,” she felt an exploding sensation in the pit of her abdomen, the base chakra opening as ecstasy flooded her body. Incoherent sounds emanated from her throat as she came, and both of her partners surrounded her, ushering her through the experience.

“Hold on, Sam,” Emily whispered, body pressed tight against Kit’s front side. 

When the shaking had subsided, Kit went limp, her mind overloaded, her body wasted and fluid between her lovers. Jenny waited for the tears that were inevitable, and it wasn’t a long wait. “I never thought I’d be able to do that,” Kit wept with sheer relief. “God, I love you both so much,” she sobbed, overcome by the gravity of the milestone. The specter of Kenneth McCallister was finally banished from Kit’s psyche, the last stronghold surrendered to the love of her wives.

Jenny snuggled behind her, protective and warm, while Emily wiped her tears away. “I think we’re going to accomplish amazing things in this marriage,” Emily said softly. “All of us.”

Kit nodded. “When I’m with you two, it’s like—like I know nothing and no one can stop us. Like we’re invincible. You’re my strength, you know that, don’t you?”

Jenny chuckled. “Kyle, we might be your strength. But Kieran is your foundation.”

Kit smiled through her healing tears. “Yeah. She’s a rock. But you guys are a fortress.”

_____________

“A toast!” Cassidy Thompson called out to the assembled guests. “To Lenara Kahn Wildman, the grandest intellect in the known quadrants,” she enthused. “Congratulations on the success of your preliminary tests.”

Lenara waved the praise off. “Naomi and Robin modified the Tesla coils, not me,” she advised her friends and family. “Jenny and Seven programmed the specs so we could replicate them. And Kit actually came up with improvements over Naomi and Robin’s work. I can’t take one bit of credit.”

Seven of Nine draped an arm around her colleague. “You are the theorist who proposed using the Tesla coils to generate a negative energy field,” she pointed out. “The rest of us merely helped deliver the practical application of your foresight.”

Lenara gazed up at the towering blonde, smiling and feeling her vallette pale with embarrassment. “Okay, okay, toast me already,” she acquiesced. “The coils worked, and this time next year, maybe sooner, we’ll be opening a wormhole.”

Jenny spoke right up. “It’s not going to take a year. Six months, tops,” she insisted. “Really, Lenara, what could slow you down now?”

“Caution,” Lenara replied adamantly. “I’m not losing anyone in the godforsaken Beta Quadrant,” she vowed. 

“Starfleet is getting very, very interested in your results,” Kathryn advised her. “They are talking about truly opening the Beta Quadrant to the Federation, if you are able to do this. We would be the first Alpha Quadrant world to extensively map and explore that area of space, and the potential for new members of the Federation is endless. Starfleet has made it abundantly clear that you are to have anything you need in terms of personnel, resources, lab space, whatever, Doctor. The prospect of no longer relying on the Romulans and Klingons for information about that quadrant is very appealing to the brass.”

“Well, I’ve certainly monopolized Seven and Jenny’s time,” Lenara laughed sheepishly. “I don’t think Jenny’s been home a single night in a month,” she added, hugging her research partners close. 

Kieran Wildman showed up late to the gathering, slipping in at the last minute, resting her hands on Ro Laren’s shoulders in greeting. “I’m glad you came,” she said quietly to the Bajoran.

Laren glanced over her shoulder at the tall commander. “Me, too. Thanks for the invitation.”

“Kato, is my ship running?” Kathryn teased.

Kieran grinned. “Yes, Captain.”

Naomi looked up at her, doing a double take. “You have glitter all over you.”

Kieran laughed. “I decided it was my turn to decorate the statue,” she announced. “I invite you all to visit the scene of the crime,” she challenged them. 

Kit laughed wickedly. “Come on, everyone, let’s go look,” she encouraged them.

The entire Wildman clan gathered around Kieran’s statue in the ship’s central gymnasium, marveling at the authentic Santa Claus suit adorning the figure of Kieran Thompson. Where the basketball was extended in Kieran’s hand, she had hung an enormous burlap sack stuffed with toys for all the children on the ship. She had covered the base with artificial snow, and placed models of reindeer all round it. A decorated Christmas tree rounded out the display.

“Nice belly, Mom,” Kit joked, poking the enormous pooch around the statue’s middle. “You look good with a beard.” 

Kathryn was looking decidedly gloomy. “If she’s having fun with it, it’s not fun for me anymore,” she groused to Seven.

“I know, honey,” Seven comforted her crestfallen wife. “I promise, we’ll think of something obnoxious next month that will embarrass her all over again,” she said in a placating tone. 

_____________

Kieran Wildman sat on the couch in her quarters, arms wrapped around her sister, Cassidy Thompson, her back pressed against the arm of the couch, both women facing outward. 

“Sundance,” she said softly, “you never have said a word about what you want for Christmas.”

Cassidy leaned back against the larger woman, holding Kieran’s arms around her own torso. “Kels, I have everything I want,” she said truthfully. “I have Cam, I have you, I’m healthy again, I have this enormous group of friends and a family. Well, except my own child,” she noted. “Marina would be grown, with kids of her own by now.”

“Have you ever stopped to think that you and Cameron could have another child?” Kieran asked. “Even if she ends up with Freidrich’s, we can get it treated, Cass. There’s no big risk, like there was in your dimension,” she pointed out. 

“I can’t. My system got trashed by the disease, and I had to have a hysterectomy before we ever left our dimension,” she sighed. “Cameron and I talk about it sometimes, how it would have been great to have another daughter, one we could have brought with us. But it’s too hard for her. She wanted kids so bad, Kels, and I took that away from her. She volunteers at the daycare center two nights a week, and it helps, but once in awhile, I can tell it hurts more than it helps.”

Kieran sighed. “Damn. That’s tough. I never knew Cam wanted a big family.”

“Yeah. She transferred a lot of that love and maternal instinct to the manatees,” Cassidy noted. “But then I got sick and we had to turn the preserve over to our colleagues. I was just too ill to keep up with the work, and Cam was like my shadow, she stuck so close to me.” Cassidy hugged Kieran’s arms. “She’s so close to Robbie, and I know it just kills her to see Robbie pregnant, and know she never will be.”

“Sundance, there are options, you know. She could conceive. Is she dead set on having a child from your genetic makeup? Because that’s the only impossibility, really,” Kieran reasoned. 

“I don’t like the idea of an anonymous egg bank,” Cassidy decided. “Cam doesn’t either. She really wants our baby. So hey, there’s an idea. You could give me an egg for Christmas,” she laughed. 

Kieran kissed her hair. “I’d give you all you want, you know that.”

“You would? Really?” Cassidy considered it seriously.

“Oh, Sundance, of course I would. God, it’s not like I’m using them for anything. If you think Cam would be open to that, ask her. Any day, any time, Cameron, me, Doctor EMH.” Kieran thought about it awhile. “She’d have some of your characteristics, at least.”

“Kels,” Cassidy snuggled back against her, “I love you so much. I’ll ask her. And if she says yes, I’m gonna kiss you twice.”  She smiled softly. “You wouldn’t feel weird about my raising your child?”

Kieran hugged her tightly. “Honey, she’d be your child. And I can’t imagine a better parent than you. I love how you are with the kids, with Katie and Geejay, especially. Katie told me you let her help you in the fish hatchery one afternoon, and she came to tell me all about tadpoles and krill and aquatic plants. She adores you, honey. And Geejay’s almost as in love with you as she is with me,” she laughed. 

Cassidy grinned. “Geejay is going to look like a clone of Seven, in which case, she can be in love with me all she wants,” she teased. 

Kieran giggled. “Do tell. You think Seven’s the cat’s ass, huh?”

“Don’t you ever repeat that. Cameron would cry for a week. But yeah, hell, Kels, I’ve got eyes.”

“Would you believe she kissed me once?” Kieran bragged. 

“I take all the loving things I said back. I hate you,” she nudged Kieran with her body. “Was she ultra?” Cassidy laughed wickedly.

“I don’t really know,” Kieran admitted. “It stunned the hell out of me so bad, I didn’t have a chance to think about the experience. Though I have to say, my heart nearly failed again,” she recalled. 

“You know, all the stuff you’ve accomplished in your life,” Cassidy groused, “the accolades and awards, all your gorgeous wives, I’ve never once been envious. Until now.”

Kieran laughed uproariously. “Of all the things to get green over, Sundance, that’s the last thing I would have guessed.”

Cassidy smirked. “I don’t know what it is about her, Kieran. She just unhinges me. The other day I was working out with her and B'Elanna—they’re teaching me and Laren to fight with a bat’leth,” she advised, “and Seven looked at me so peculiarly. Like she was trying to memorize me, or something. I caught her staring and I completely forgot what I was doing,” she laughed at herself.  

Kieran snickered. “Yeah, her Borgness has a way of disarming everyone with a pulse,” she admitted. “Hey, Cass, why did you think I wouldn’t want to help you and Cam have a baby? You seemed really surprised by that. You know you can come to me for anything, don’t you Sundance?”

Cassidy hugged Kieran’s arms around her, squeezing hard. “Honey, I do know that now. And I know you’re not Kieran Kahn, but when Marina died I went to Kieran Kahn, and I asked her if she would help Cam and I have another child, because I have the Freidrich’s gene, and Kieran didn’t. And she thought about it for about a week, and then told me there was no way she’d ever want someone else raising her own child. She thought it would be too weird to see herself in my daughter, I guess. Lenara was very upset with her for that. I don’t think Cam ever understood Kieran’s reasoning, and I don’t think Cam ever really forgave her for it, either.”

Kieran kissed Cassidy’s close-cropped hair. “Cam loves me, Cass. Why wouldn’t she think to ask me?”

“I think she’s afraid. She knows how close you and I are, and she wouldn’t do anything that might cause bad feelings between us. And it’s such a vulnerable area with her, she just can’t even bring herself to hope about it. It’s a huge thing to ask someone, Kelsey. Huge. And Cam does love you, tremendously, and wouldn’t want anything to damage that love,” Cassidy explained. 

“Well, then let’s go talk to her right now. She needs to know she has options. And she needs to know I am not Kieran Kahn. Damn, Cass, I love her like she’s my own flesh and blood. I would never deprive her of something she wants so bad. And I’d never deprive you of anything,” she promised, eyes filling with tears. 

Cassidy turned in her sister’s arms, hugging her fiercely. “I know you wouldn’t, Kelsey. Don’t be upset,” she touched Kieran’s face gently. 

“I am upset,” Kieran asserted. “I want you to know you can trust me. I need to know you get that, Cass. I never, ever think of you as anyone but my sister. I never remind myself we had different parents, or that you’re not my real sister. In my heart, we are family, as much as I ever was with my Cassidy Thompson. I want you to be comfortable relying on that. I never want you to doubt me.”

Cassidy smiled at her, a smile so brilliant it lit the room around them. “I don’t doubt you, Kieran. I promise. Let’s go find Cam. She’s at the daycare center.” She hugged the larger woman, grateful for the connection they had found. “You know I love you clear around the world, Kelsey.”

Cameron Thompson was organizing the older children into a group to play “duck, duck, goose”. Kelsey Lessing was among them, and he was misbehaving as usual. 

Kieran and Cassidy entered the center, and Kieran assessed the situation with a glint of humor in her eye. Kelsey was arguing with Cameron about the rules of the game, arms crossed in a petulant huff.  “Kieran Kelsey Lessing!” her voice boomed, and little Kelsey turned around abruptly. Kieran had never raised her voice with him. “Young man, sit your tail down on that floor right now.” She strode over to him, scowling. He looked genuinely afraid. “You stop giving Cameron a hard time, or I’ll haul you home to your father, and you will be very sorry,” Kieran promised him. Noah didn’t take any crap from his children.

Kelsey gaped at her. “I’m sorry,” he said immediately. “I’ll be good, Commander,” he addressed her formally, suddenly aware that his playmate Kieran was also a high ranking officer on the ship. 

“You’d better be,” Kieran said sharply. She knew from raising Katie that sometimes, only forceful discipline got a Klingon child’s attention. “Cam, can we talk to you for a minute?” Kieran asked, winking at her sister-in-law.

“I'll get Terry to supervise them. Hang on a sec,” she replied.

“There’s a conference room across the hall,” Kieran advised, leading the two women over there.

“Is this ship’s business?” Cameron asked, concerned.

Kieran slipped an arm around her shoulders. “Nope. It’s family business,” she said softly. “Computer, full lights.” She pointed to chairs. “Let’s talk. Cam, Cassidy tells me you want to have a family, but because of her illness and her hysterectomy, you can’t.” She took Cameron’s hand across the table. “Why didn’t you ever ask me for help, honey?”

Cameron’s dark eyes registered lancing pain. “I couldn’t ask that of you, Kieran. You’ve done so much for us, and—Kieran Kahn reacted so badly to the mere idea, I thought—”

“You thought wrong, Cameron,” Kieran assured her. “I am not that woman. And I thank God every day that I’m not, because I know I wouldn’t have liked her much. If you want a child, Cameron, I’m willing. Right now, tomorrow, ten years from now. It’s a simple surgical procedure, and I’d go through it a hundred times if you’re ready for a family again.”

Cameron bit her lip, fighting the urge to cry. “I don’t know what to say. I—would you want to parent with us?”

Kieran hadn’t considered that. “Only if that’s something you want. I have no issues with your raising a child that’s genetically mine—that’s a technicality, in my mind. I know from adopting Kit that parenting isn’t about DNA. It’s just about love, and wanting to share your life with someone else. Kit and I haven’t got one gene in common, but she is my daughter, and I’d defy anyone who says she’s not. Would you want to co-parent with me?”

“It’s a big commitment,” Cameron said. “I don’t think I ever envisioned raising children with anyone but Cassidy. No offense,” she added hastily.

Kieran laughed. “Honey, I’m not offended.” She waggled her eyebrows. “And you wouldn’t be the first woman who’s only wanted me for my body,” she joked. 

Cameron laughed at her. “You really are NOT Kieran Kahn,” she admitted, smiling at the commander. “Thank God.” She looked at her wife. “You’re on board with this?”

Cassidy nodded. “I think it would be great, Cam. No risk of any cancers, and the baby would have some of my traits, at least.”

Cameron nodded. “When, Cass?”

Kieran laughed. “Right now, if you want, Cam. It’s fine. And nobody has to know, if you want it to be between us. It’s nobody’s business but ours. But there are other questions to consider.”

“Like what?” Cassidy frowned.

“Like—you and Cameron never contemplated living in outer space, Cass. You lived on terra firma, you had a house, you had roots. Do you want to stay on the Sato?”

“We’ve never even discussed it. But we don’t have the means to live on Earth, not now. What money we had has pretty much disappeared in the time we’ve been here. My big concern is our future, and how long we can ride your coattails for employment,” Cassidy replied, green eyes darkening with worry. “Practicalities being what they are, I think we’re here for the foreseeable future.”

Kieran shook her head. “You don’t have to be, honey. I own three houses outright with my wives, and we would give you any one of them. There’s the house in San Francisco, the farm in Indiana, and the cottage we bought on Trill. Daddy would let you live with him—he’d be thrilled. Or I can build you a house in Florida, on the preserve. I have the money, Cass, and it’s just sitting around building interest. I’ve never cared about amassing a fortune. It’s always been there for my family, for whatever they needed, and you’re family. You don’t have to raise your daughter in cramped quarters on this ship. Kathryn would arrange for you to have passage anywhere in the quadrant. If you wanted to live on Trill, Lenara’s family would welcome you with open arms.”

Cassidy looked pointedly at her wife. “But we’d never see you, Kelsey. Would we?”

“Not much,” Kieran confirmed. “If we really do open the Beta Quadrant, Sato is going to be gone for years at a time.  But Cass, it was going to be that way anyway—I always knew that.”

“Not me,” she retorted. “My Kieran came back to Earth and stayed there. I don’t think I could stand being apart from you again,” she murmured thoughtfully. 

Cameron nodded. “Me either. I say we stay here.”

Kieran smiled. “I love you guys. And I’ve been thinking. Starfleet needs officers our age, people with experience, and they’ve got all sorts of career retraining paths through the Academy’s distance learning program. Anyone with a college degree can undertake officer training school at the Academy, or on an active ship Constitution class or higher. Either one of you would make an excellent science officer. I can set you up for the training if you’re so inclined.”

“Just like that? You can get me in Starfleet?” Cassidy was stunned.

Kieran laughed. “Honey, I’m the first officer of this ship. I am in charge of training and development, and I can sign you up for training or make you an officer or whatever I deem appropriate, as long as Kathryn signs the PADD with the orders.”

“Do you think I’m cut out for it?” Cassidy asked tentatively.

“I think you’re a Thompson, and you can do anything you set your sights on, Sundance. I think you’d have a lot of remedial work to do, because you don’t know the ins and outs of Starfleet, and it wouldn’t be a quick and dirty career fix. But if you’re willing to work hard, and can put up with me bossing you around, you should consider it. If you can ever stand being away from me, Cass, I can see you commanding a science vessel. You’d be great.” She tapped the table top. “Do you want me to set up psych testing with Robbie? Everyone in the fleet, commissioned or not, has to take the SFVAB.”

Cassidy gave her an enigmatic look. 

“Starfleet Vocational Aptitude Battery,” Kieran clarified. “It tells us your strengths, your weaknesses, your overall knowledge of Starfleet, and gives us a starting point for your education. Kit’s scores were perfect, just so you know. To my knowledge, no one else in the history of the fleet ever got a perfect score.”

Cassidy smiled. “Why am I not surprised? What were your scores, Kelsey?” she demanded playfully. 

Kieran smirked. “Classified. But not as good as Kit’s,” she retorted. “I have to meet Naomi,” she advised them, “and you two have a lot to discuss. Think it over—all of it. Your options are wide open, as far as where you go, what you do, and when you start your family. And for God’s sake, if you need something—advice, more information, a date with the medical staff to inseminate, whatever—I’m a comm badge away. I don’t want either of you to ever be afraid to approach me again. Do you hear me?” she demanded. 

“How about if I just need a hug?” Cassidy said quietly.

Kieran stood and pulled her out of the overstuffed chair. “That too,” she promised. “I love you Sundance. That’s never going to change. Trust it.”

_________________

Cameron Thompson settled into her wife’s arms, sleepy and sated. Cassidy cradled her close, kissing the top of her head, surrounded by pillows and propped up against the headboard of their bed. They had talked well into the midnight hour, planning their future, then making love to seal their dreams with the intimacy that had always been so perfect between them. 

Cameron held Cassidy around the waist in a firm embrace, thinking of the Lenara Kahn from their dimension. Lenara had thrown her fate in Kieran Kahn’s hands, leaving Trill, leaving her work, moving to an alien world, forsaking her family and her culture. Cameron had always thought Lenara had sacrificed too much, but the patient, gentle Trill never complained, even though Kieran Kahn left a lot to be desired in a spouse. 

Now she was faced with the same situation. The biggest decision had been made in changing dimensions. She had been so relieved when Cassidy’s illness went into remission, she really never considered what might lie in store for them. All she could see then was that Cassidy would live, and little else mattered to her. She thought about a long-term view, something she had not had the luxury to contemplate in the past year, thought about Cassidy, and how she had grown so attached to Kieran and the Wildman family. Cameron loved them all, too, but she had never considered a starship a place worthy of childrearing. She sighed gustily, uncertain what she wanted, what would be best. 

“Hey,” Cassidy kissed her hair tenderly. “Let’s take a day of leave and tour the ship. I want to look over the childcare facility, the arboretum, the playground, and the pediatric section of sickbay.”

Cameron laughed. “Honey, you’ve seen all those places before.”

“Yeah, but never with an eye toward raising my own child here. I need to be convinced that our little girl would be happy and fulfilled and could reach her full potential here,” she asserted. “Wouldn’t it make you feel better, too?”

“It would,” Cameron agreed. “I was thinking about that very thing. I mean, I grew up with a back yard, and wide open places, and no real risk of being imploded by some alien assault force,” she said quietly. 

“I know. Me, too. But Kieran’s smart, and she’s married to some of the smartest women I’ve ever met. They see this as a viable way to raise a family. You know Kelsey—her family is always her top priority. If she thought Robbie’s baby would be at any disadvantage, she’d never agree to have children here.”

“True,” Cameron allowed. “I think a tour is a good idea. And I’d like to talk to Robbie about it, get her input on starship parenting.”

“You’re as close to her as I am to Kels,” Cassidy noted. “Do you really think you could say goodbye to her, now?”

Cameron considered. “It would be very, very hard. And Kit would be devastated if you left. Not to mention Kieran. They both worship you, you know.”

Cassidy grinned broadly. “Yeah, I know. I get the biggest kick out of that,” she giggled. “It’s so undeserved. But I’m not complaining.”

Cameron raised herself up on her elbows. “It is not undeserved. You are an amazing woman. And if you wanted a career here, you’d show everyone a thing or two.”

“Can you picture it, Cam? Me in a uniform? Taking orders from Kelsey?” she laughed. 

“Actually, yes, I can,” Cameron decided. “And I think when our little girl is old enough to go to school, I’d like to teach elementary school science. I could do a whole program on Earth awareness, and conservation, and marine life, all on the holodeck,” she imagined it. 

“So you can see staying here, then?” Cassidy asked, trying to keep her tone neutral.

“I am very open to the idea. Let’s go look around. I’ll log us off duty,” she offered.

__________

Ro Laren studied herself in the mirror, straightening her uniform, retucking her mock turtleneck of pale red. Her chime sounded in her new quarters. “Come,” she called out.

Kieran Wildman entered the Lieutenant’s standard-issue quarters, looking around. “It looks empty,” she said to her charge. “I think we’d better throw a house warming party, so you can decorate,” she said with a smile. “You look sharp, Laren. I know you’re going to make your mark on this ship.”

“I guess I’m ready, then,” she replied, nervous to step into the corridor in her crisp new attire. She surreptitiously touched the pips at her throat, two gold pins, signifying a full Lieutenant’s rank. 

Kieran smiled, exuding confidence in her friend. “You’ll do them justice, I promise,” she referred to the pips. “Let’s go meet with the Captain.”

Kathryn Janeway waited at her desk in the ready room, sipping coffee and looking over Ro Laren’s service record. It was a mishmash of successes, peppered with setbacks. Advanced tactical training at Starfleet Academy, an excellent history aboard the U.S.S. Wellington. Until the flagrant disobedience of orders resulted in eight deaths, and Ro’s court martial. The stockade at Jaros II showed perfect compliance with prison officials, an exemplary prisoner. Admiral Kennelly had pardoned her, in fact, and reassigned her to Enterprise, but Jean-Luc Picard’s reclamation project had failed miserably when Ro joined the Maquis.

Kathryn glanced at her psych evaluation. Ro Laren had been a child on Cardassian-occupied Bajor. When she was seven years old—younger than Geejay, Kathryn realized—she had been forced to watch the Cardassians torture her father to death. Good Christ, Kathryn shivered, remembering her own brief captivity with the Cardassians, and the sounds of Owen Paris being tortured. She imagined the damage to a child’s psyche, watching a beloved parent die, but to die at the hands of the Cardassians, Kathryn knew, would be the worst sort of death imaginable. She had watched her own father die, and it was bad enough losing him at all, but if someone had killed him, and made her watch it? This woman is more damaged than Kit was, Kathryn surmised. She thought about Geejay, how fragile and sensitive the girl was, and what that sort of horror would do to her. Kathryn was thrust back in time, suddenly, huddled in her captor’s holding cell, listening to Owen Paris’ screams, agony flooding the air around her, and cold, creeping fear in her pores, knowing she was next. The bile threatened at the back of her throat. 

Kieran believed in Ro Laren. Kieran had seen Kit’s potential, and had helped her to achieve unbelievable things. Kieran, in fact, in Kathryn’s history with her, had never misjudged anyone, save for the women in her romantic relationships, and, well, who could fault her for that? Kathryn knew intimately how blind love could be. 

Kathryn had misgivings about this Bajoran who had been approved to join her crew. But she was forcing herself to suspend judgment until she had reason to judge. The chime to her ready room sounded, and she opened the door. “Come,” she called out. “Please, have a seat,” she welcomed the two officers. “Ro, sit there,” she directed the hesitant woman. “How are you feeling, Lieutenant? You’re looking remarkably well.”

“I’m good, Captain. Doctor Winfield is going to keep me on calcium infusions, just to be on the safe side, but otherwise, no medical complications,” Ro reported. 

Janeway turned her workstation screen toward the two women. “I’ve been doing research. I have to be honest with you Laren, I’m concerned about what I’ve read. But Kieran’s the best first officer I’ve ever had, and I trust her recommendation. I’m putting you on notice—her reputation is in your hands, Lieutenant. Don’t let her—or me—down. Robin Wildman tells me you need to be in weekly therapy sessions. Don’t miss any, understood?”

“Aye, Captain,” Ro nodded.

“Lieutenant,” Janeway said thoughtfully, “may I ask you a personal question?”

“Yes, if I have your permission to speak freely,” she replied.

Janeway was impressed with her instant acclimation back to Starfleet protocol. “Granted.” She composed her thoughts. “Laren,” she said, tapping her fingers on her desktop, “The quarter-master tells me you’ve yet to configure your quarters. And Central Supply has asked you three times for your furnishing requisition. Why aren’t you settling in?”

Laren’s eyes darted from Kathryn to Kieran. “I—well—I’ve spent most of my adult life incarcerated, Captain, in one form or another. I don’t know what to do with so much space,” she said truthfully. “I haven’t slept in a real bed since I was on a Maquis ship, and I don’t own anything at all, so I have no storage needs. I—don’t know what to ask for,” she admitted.

Janeway nodded and smacked her comm badge. “Ensign Jenny Wildman, report to the Captain’s Ready Room,” she hailed Jenny. The three officers waited expectantly, and Jenny Wildman reported. “Jenny,” Kathryn said pleasantly, “I want you to take Lieutenant Ro shopping. Go down to Central Supply and show her the catalogue, help her furnish her quarters. She’ll be ready for you in a few minutes.”

“Yes, Captain,” Jenny turned to go.

“Laren,” Kathryn said gently, “you need to put down roots, now. Get a bed. Get a workstation. Replicate some clothes. Have fun with it. Seven and I are having a dinner party tomorrow night. I’d like you to come. Strictly social, casual dress. It will just be friends and family. Can you make it? 1900 hours,” she said amiably. 

“I’ll be there, Captain, thank you,” Ro replied formally. 

“Okay. I’m assigning you to tactical on the Alpha shift, at Kieran’s request, so you can work closely with her and with me. I don’t need to tell you that Ben Mason, the officer currently in that slot, is not happy about being moved to Beta shift, and he is going to do everything he can to earn back the Alpha post. You’re going to have to prove yourself fast, Ro. This sector of space is very volatile, and I can’t let the terrorists get a stronghold along this border. We have Federation citizens to protect, and most of them are on worlds whose economies are struggling since the war. Peace doesn’t do much for prosperity, out in the middle of nowhere. Sato is going to be conducting ground-breaking experiments over the next several months, as well, using Doctor Lenara Kahn-Wildman’s research on wormholes. In two weeks, we’re going to open a small, stable wormhole for testing purposes. If the prelims are good, Starfleet will kick into high gear to negotiate territorial rights to place a permanent wormhole between the Alpha and Beta Quadrants. We want to explore and establish closer relations with the Romulans. Starfleet is anticipating a tunnel from outside the Sol system that opens in Romulan space. If that’s successful, we will consider another wormhole to the Delta Quadrant.” She studied Ro’s reaction. “If we end up in Romulan territory, I’m going to rely heavily on your experience, Ro. While they are an ally, and helped us in the Dominion War, there’s still an aura of suspicion between our two worlds. I don’t trust them. And they don’t trust us. I need someone like you—with a terrorist background—who can think like a terrorist. That’s why you’re in that uniform. That, and Kieran assures me you’re capable of this assignment. Are you?”

Ro nodded emphatically. “I am. And I’m grateful for the opportunity, Captain.”

“Excellent. First order of business, furnish your quarters. Then Kieran is going to set you up to do a crash course on Supremacy class ships, the current politico-socio state of the Federation—a lot changed while you were mining dolamide—and the alliances we formed during the war. Some of our former enemies are friends, now,” she said with a detached air. “Commander, I want Lieutenant Ro to ramp up before she assumes the bridge. A week, at least, in remedial studies.”

“Aye, Captain,” Kieran replied. 

“Ro, do you have any questions, concerns, criticisms?” Kathryn asked.

“Only one, Captain. I would like, in deference to my religious beliefs, to be allowed to wear this,” she held up her Bajoran earring.

Kathryn smiled. “Laren, Starfleet regulations have relaxed considerably since you served. Wedding rings, wristwatches, and religious ornaments are all permissible, provided they do not pose a risk to your health or impair your ability to do your job. That is perfectly acceptable, and quite pretty,” she added. “Is there anything else?” 

Laren shook her head, her dark hair swaying with the motion. “No, Ma’am.”

“You’re dismissed then. Ensign Wildman will take you to Central Stores.”

______________

Cameron and Cassidy Thompson visited the childcare center, the elementary school, the arboretum, the pediatric medical unit, and the playground. Sato possessed twelve holodecks, one for officers only, and two that ran dedicated programs. The first dedicated program was a beach simulation, with a marine learning center, parasailing, swimming, sandcastle building, and an aquarium. The second dedicated holodeck ran a recreational area program that included an amusement park, an arcade, a holographic zoo, and a resort with a lake and a golf course. There were educational programs for children of all ages at the aquarium, the zoo, and the lake, and there was even a summer camp for the children eight to fifteen years of age that was held for six weeks every year at the lake resort. The children learned water activities like row boating, sailing, and canoeing, skiing, swimming, and water volleyball. The camp also had crafts, hiking, survival and nature education, archery, basketball, softball, and a phaser range. 

The ship had youth sports leagues, including soccer, baseball, softball, football, Velocity, parrises squares, and basketball. Swim lessons were taught in the central gym, along with spring board diving. There were gymnastics classes and martial arts classes, scouting troops, science clubs, chess clubs, and more activities than a child could ever hope to aspire to.

“Cass,” Cameron breathed, “this is phenomenal. It’s like a whole world unto itself, on this ship, like Earth with nacelles,” she said approvingly. “Our child wouldn’t be missing anything we had growing up. There are places for her to play and run, children to socialize with, lots of wholesome activities to keep her occupied and to educate her—and our whole family is right here.”

Cassidy held Cameron’s hand as they strolled though the amusement park. She gazed up at a towering roller coaster. “Kit designed that one. I think we should go ride it,” she invited her wife. 

Cameron laughed as Cassidy ran all the way to the entrance, following on her heels. The two women rode the roller coaster, screaming and laughing, then collapsing into a hug and giggles as the coaster glided to a stop. “That was great,” Cassidy enthused. 

Cameron smiled, exiting the car. “Kit offered to take us to a holodeck to ride coasters all day. We should take her up on it—you know, do a double date with her and Ems and Jenny.”

“Okay, sweetie,” Cassidy agreed. “So you think this ship is an acceptable environment for raising our kids?” she asked, stopping along the midway.

Cameron nodded. “I do. I think it’d be great.”

“Me, too. And I do want to join Starfleet. I don’t know how ambitious I am, but the benefits are outstanding, and the idea of exploring marine environments on other planets just takes my breath away,” she admitted. “So is it okay with you if I go back to school?”

Cameron hugged her. “Let’s talk to Kieran. And let’s set up an appointment to inseminate this afternoon,” she murmured against Cassidy’s cheek. 

______________

Seven of Nine smoothed her hand over her distended stomach, looking at herself in naked profile in her bedroom mirror. 

Kathryn Janeway lay stark naked on their bed, watching her wife intently. “You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen, especially pregnant,” she said softly to her wife. “You know, darling, it’s good we’re announcing the baby tonight. You’re showing in your uniform, now.”

Seven nodded. “I know. And the doctor thinks we’re out of the forest,” she noted.

Kathryn laughed. “The woods, Seven. We’re out of the woods.”

“Isn’t it the same thing?” she asked, bewildered. “Trees are trees.” Seven’s face clouded up and she started to cry.

“Oh, honey,” Kathryn jumped up to hold her. “I’m sorry. It doesn’t matter at all.”

Seven sobbed uncontrollably. “I am ultra-hormonal,” she confessed, holding onto Kathryn with all her might.

“No, really?” Kathryn teased. “I hadn’t noticed.”

“You’re making fun of me,” Seven accused. “I didn’t make fun of you, you know.” She gazed at her wife reproachfully.

“I’ll make it up to you,” Kathryn promised. “However you like,” she said with a smile, her hands soft and suggestive over Seven’s hips and buttocks. 

Seven quieted momentarily. “You would?”

“Well, I was flirting, honey, but is there something you want?” she asked solicitously.

Seven nodded. “I want to spend the day in bed together,” she said forthrightly, “before I am so pregnant we can’t comfortably.” 

Kathryn grinned. “Now that’s a plan I can heartily approve. Before we embark on a day of debauchery,” she teased her wife, “is there anything we need to do for the party tonight?”

Seven shook her head. “I’ve done the preparations. I’m glad you invited Laren, Kathryn. She needs to find her way on the ship. B'Elanna and I have been spending a lot of time with her, and her social skills are almost as poor as mine were when you liberated me from the collective,” Seven tattled. 

“Honey,” Kathryn gentled her tone, “if you had any idea what sort of life she’s had—”

“I know all about it. B'Elanna told me. The Maquis had few secrets from one another. I cannot fathom watching someone being tortured, let alone a parent. I can only relate it to how I felt about Dutritt, when he kidnapped Naomi.”

“Only Laren was about Geejay’s age at the time it happened,” Kathryn advised, voice threaded with sympathy for the Bajoran. “I know Robin will help Ro work through her issues, as she did with Kit and with Emily, but I can’t help being concerned. I’m glad you’ve befriended her, my love. She needs all the support she can get.”

Seven kissed her wife then, lingering over it. “You should hail Kieran and tell her you won’t be on duty. I’ll turn the lab over to Emily.”

Kathryn smiled softly up at her. “I need to know, Seven,” she ventured. “Am I present enough in this relationship? I know I never was on Voyager. And I know you told me when we were separated that you needed me to be more present, more vulnerable, more communicative.”

Seven held Kathryn against her ample bosom, stroking her wife’s fine auburn hair. “My Kathryn,” she said, voice filled with approbation, “you are more present now than you have ever been. You’ve learned to balance family with duty, and I no longer feel as though I come third or fourth on your list of priorities,” she said sincerely, ice blue eyes warm and loving. “Is it hard for you? Do you find yourself working at it?”

“Not so much working at it,” Kathryn decided. “Just conscious of it, trying to be more aware.”

Seven stroked her cheek gently. “Am I too demanding?”

Kathryn drew her over to the bed, stretching out to talk. The two women fit together so perfectly that when they moved together, it was almost like a dance.

“Absolutely not. The intimacy we’ve achieved, the communication, the closeness—I needed it every bit as much as you did. I just didn’t know it. I’ve had to work hardest, I think, at letting myself develop closer ties to my crew. I always kept a distance on Voyager, and I think I did a disservice to my support staff by keeping them at arm’s length. But I told myself, after Kieran ran away with Naomi, that I was justified, since the one person I really let my guard down with betrayed me,” she divulged. “Trusting her again wasn’t easy. But I’ve come to realize Naomi really is a grown woman, and was much longer ago than I was willing to admit. If I had known Ambassador Sieken had relieved her of her virginity, I would have probably started a war with Qian,” she said darkly. 

Seven laughed liltingly. “Kathryn, my darling, I tried to tell you then that Naomi was not our little girl anymore. She told me that Sieken was a wonderful, considerate lover, if that helps at all,” she chuckled.

Kathryn scowled playfully. “It doesn’t,” she punctuated the remark with a kiss. “Now, as much as I love rolling around naked with you, I have to hail my first officer. I’ll be right back. I’ll tell Ems you’re occupied, too,” she offered, padding into the living room. 

_____________

Kieran Wildman kept Lieutenant Ro Laren buried in information all day while she simultaneously ran the bridge. Shortly after a late lunch, she got a hail from Cassidy Thompson.

“Go ahead, Cass,” she said, worried because Cassidy had never once hailed her while she was on duty. “Is everything okay?”

Cassidy chuckled. “Yes. Cameron would like to know if you can meet us in sickbay at 1530?”

Kieran grinned ear to ear. “I’ll be there, honey. And Cass?”

“Yeah Kels?” Kieran could hear the joy in Cassidy’s voice.

“Tell Cameron—tell her, I love her clear around the world,” she said, getting choked up. 

“I will, Kieran. See you then.”

Kieran saw Kit giving her the inquisitive eye. “Kittner,” she said, amused, “you have the bridge. I’ll be in sickbay. Hail me if you need me.”

Doctor Winfield was busy at a microscope, muttering to herself. Kieran cleared her throat to get the woman’s attention.

“Commander,” she snapped to attention. Winfield was career Starfleet.

“At ease,” Kieran waved her back into her seat. “For pete’s sake, Joely, we’re the same rank,” she said personably. “I need a consult. I’m going to donate ova to my sister and her wife so they can inseminate. I want that kept strictly confidential. Do I need any tests before I make the donation?”

Joely smiled. “KT, that’s great. I need to do a quick physical. Go sit on a biobed and I’ll be right in.”

Joely Winfield fairly bulged head to toe with muscle, and if Kieran ran into her in a dark bar, she’d swear Joely was a man. But the gruff demeanor was a cover, Kieran knew, for a very kind person underneath the layers of sinew. She had crystal blue eyes, a perpetual tan, crow’s feet, and a silver crew cut that accentuated the squareness of her face. She scanned Kieran thoroughly, pausing here and there. “Your artificial heart is doing great,” she commented. “How is your right arm? Any pain? Any complaints?”

Kieran shook her head. “Nothing. Why?”

“Your cybernetic implant for your ulnar nerve has a slightly loose connection at the junction,” she noted. “I can fix it in a few seconds, if you want, but I have to anesthetize you with a cortical block. Do you have time?”

“Absolutely. Do it,” she agreed. 

“I want to do some chemistry on you, too, so while I’m slicing, I’ll take a blood sample. How old are you, Kieran?” she asked absently, sorting her surgical instruments. 

“I have to think about it—being displaced in that other dimension confuses me on that sort of thing. Um, in our timeline I’m thirty-eight, because Lenara is forty-one.”

“Hold still,” she placed the cortical nerve blocks on Kieran’s temples. “This should do it for such a superficial cut,” she advised. “Roll up your sleeve to the shoulder.”

Kieran obliged her, watching intently as the burly woman made a precise laser incision in her forearm, then affixed small retractors to the incision edges. “Don’t move,” she muttered, inserting a long tool into Kieran’s forearm. She fiddled with the relay, and heard it click into place again. “That’s solid,” she nodded approval, scanning. “Yeah, much better signal strength. I want you to follow up with me every couple of weeks until the tissue has completely settled down. I’d hate for you to get a short or a disconnect during some away mission,” she noted. “Okay,” she removed the retracting devices and closed the wound with a dermal regenerator. “Now, let me get some blood. I want to check your hormones.”

She tinkered with the sample, whistling to herself while Kieran watched. “Yep, you’re good to go. You’re a viable donor.” She removed the cortical blocks and laid them aside.

Kieran smiled. “Thanks, Joely.”

“Kieran, can I ask you something?” she studied the commander’s face intently.

“Sure. What?” Kieran asked.

“Can I see your optical implant’s interface? I’ve read about them, but I’ve never seen one.”

“Oh,” Kieran laughed, “help yourself. The access is right here,” she pointed beside her eyebrow.

“I’ll be damned,” Joely felt around. “I can’t see or feel it.”

“Like this,” Kieran slid her fingernail beneath the invisible edge and opened the panel.

“Wow,” the doctor breathed. “That is some piece of work,” she said with awe. 

“How did you get into body building, Joely?” Kieran asked as the woman poked around inside her face.

“I got in a hand-to-hand with a Jem Hadar. He kicked my ass. I decided, since I survived, that wouldn’t ever happen again,” she chuckled. “So while I was in the prison camp on Cardassia Prime, I worked out. A lot.”

“You were a POW?” Kieran had somehow overlooked that in her file. “I know I read your service record, and I don’t remember that.”

“It’s buried,” she confided. “I was an operative for Section 31,” she said softly. “Declassified, now, but you won’t find it in my service record. We did things a bit differently, in Intelligence,” she pointed out. “Anyway, I was liberated from the camps by a Klingon strike force. I kept lifting weights, though. You get sexually assaulted often enough, you get incentive to bulk up real fast,” she said off-handedly, as if it were nothing at all. She closed the access panel with a sigh of admiration. “That is so slick, KT,” she breathed. 

Kieran regarded her piteously. “Joely—” she began.

The gravel-voiced doctor held up her hand to stop the sympathetic reaction. “Please. It was a long time ago. Now, then,” she pulled Kieran’s sleeve down, but as she did, she noted four crescent shaped scars. “Do you want me to treat those?” she asked.

“No, I don’t. Sentimental value,” she added.

“Scars have sentimental value? Is that some Klingon thing I’m out of the loop on? I thought mating scars were at the base of the throat,” she puzzled over it.

Kieran sighed. “It’s—a long story. Sometime, we’ll go get drunk at Transwarp. I’ll tell you my horror stories if you tell me yours.”

Joely cocked her head to one side. “Maybe. I don’t usually talk about that time in my life. I’d just as soon forget it.”

“I know. That’s why you should talk about it,” Kieran offered.

She snorted. “You psychologists are all alike,” she laughed. “Dig up dirt, leave the skeletons to bleach in the glaring light of day. No thanks. Listen, KT,” she warmed to her subject, “I know Voyager was no cake-walk, but while you were in the Delta Quadrant, the Federation was hanging by a thread. Every person who lived through the war has some gruesome tale to tell. But then you know that, because your wife was in a camp, too. I don’t want to relive it, and I don’t want to analyze it.”

“Fair enough. But if you ever want to get drunk over it, come find me,” she offered, easing off the biobed. “There’s my sister,” she noted. “I guess it’s time for an egg hunt.”

Joely nodded. “Thanks. I’ll take a rain check on getting drunk for now. Let me get my instruments,” she said softly, opening a drawer in the wall. She removed the longest needle Kieran had ever seen, and loaded a nutrient solution into the syringe. “Commander, drop your pants below your pubis and lie down.” She smiled at the Thompsons. “You want to watch?”

Cassidy turned green when she saw the needle, but stood beside Kieran’s biobed, taking her hand. “Are you sure, Kels?”

“Yes. It’s no big deal, Cass, as long as I don’t see the needle. Stand there and talk to me.”

“Commander, I’m going to give you a hypospray to relax you and then I’ll do a nerve block. You’re going to lose all the feeling below your waist, so don’t panic,” Winfield explained. She pressed the hypospray to her throat, and placed the nerve blocking devices. “Tell me if you feel this,” she tapped on Kieran’s abdomen.

“Nope,” Kieran said, instantly compliant from the drug. 

Winfield extracted multiple ova, storing them in the nutrient solution. “Cameron, I’m going to do the same procedure on you, and then I’ll combine the genetic material with Kieran’s,” she explained. “You need to strip below the waist,” she advised.

Cassidy moved beside the adjacent bed, smiling down at her wife. “Last chance to back out,” she said seriously.

“Nope. I want this, Cass,” Cameron assured her.

“Okay.” The doctor took the two vials and went into the aft lab. “I’ll be right back. Talk amongst yourselves,” she joked. 

“Are you guys both okay?” Cassidy asked the two drowsy women.

They both replied they were fine. 

“Good,” Cassidy said. “Kelsey, I want you to sign me up for Starfleet training. Cam and I want to stay on the Sato. We want to raise our kids where you and the Wildwomen are, and where they’ll have plenty of cousins and friends and family to help them grow up.”

Kieran reached for her hand. “That’s terrific, Sundance. I’ll have Robbie set up your SFVAB, and then I’ll put your curriculum together. Kathryn already approved it.”

Cassidy laughed. “You were so sure we’d stay you already asked her?”

Kieran sniffed self-importantly. “I knew you wouldn’t be able to tear yourself away from me. Because in the same position,” she said sincerely, “I wouldn’t be able to tear myself away from you.”

Winfield came back then. “Cameron, I’ve got several viable zygotes. How many babies do you want to have?”

“Just one,” Cameron replied. “I’d like to ease into this parenting gig,” she said lightly. 

“I can store the others for future use if you like. They’ll stay suspended until I stimulate cell division. Then you never have to repeat this procedure.”

“Kieran, is that okay with you?” Cameron asked. 

“Whatever you want, Cam. I’ll do this again if you’d rather have fresh haploids.”

“Store them, then, and that way we have an insurance policy,” she said thoughtfully.

“Hey—I’m not planning to get myself killed, if that’s what you’re thinking,” Kieran retorted. “But it’s a good idea, I guess.”

The doctor deployed the stirrups on the biobed. “Cameron, put your feet in here. This will be a little uncomfortable in that you’ll feel pressure, but no pain. The nerve blocks will keep it from being unpleasant. After I inseminate you, I want you to lie here for the next half hour, and I’ll make sure the insemination was successful. Okay, here we go.” 

Cameron smiled up at Cassidy, and Cassidy kissed her forehead. “I love you, Cam,” she said tenderly. 

Kieran dressed herself and sat with her sisters while the procedure worked its magic. She watched the two women, thinking of her own pregnancy with Lenara Thompson. They talked softly, Cassidy trying to distract Cameron from the procedure itself. Then the wait for the results began. Finally Dr. Winfield returned and ran tricorder scans.

She smiled at the prospective parents. “You’ve got a nice looking embryo,” she said. “You’re pregnant.”

Kieran hugged Cassidy, then leaned down to kiss Cameron’s cheek. “Congratulations, both of you. I’m going to leave you alone to celebrate. I love you,” she added, holding Cassidy close and squeezing Cameron’s hand. 

As the commander walked away, the Thompsons hugged one another, holding tightly. “A baby, Cam. We’re having a baby,” Cassidy murmured. 


________________  

Seven of Nine laid the last tray of appetizers on the buffet table in the captain’s dining room, surveying the spread. 

“It looks lovely, and so do you,” Kathryn told her, smiling warmly at her wife. “They say pregnant women glow, and in your case, it’s true.”

Seven laughed. “Well, in Robbie’s case, it’s not. That poor woman has done nothing but vomit since she conceived. Kieran said her own pregnancy was just as bad.”

“I can’t imagine,” Kathryn shook her head. “Our Kieran, pregnant? If I hadn’t seen the photographs, I wouldn’t have believed her.”

“You finally had someone show them to you?” Seven asked, impressed with her wife.

“I did. Kieran, herself, in fact. I wanted to get a better grip on this multiple partner marriage concept, to understand it. Naomi seems happy, and I wanted to see how that’s possible. The pictures were simply stunning,” she admitted. 

Seven kissed her gently. “I am proud of you for being so open minded, darling. Now, the guests will be here soon, my Kathryn, and you aren’t dressed,” she tried to sound scolding. 

“Whose fault is that?” Kathryn laughed. “I’m going, I’m going,” she acquiesced, padding out of the mess in her bathrobe. 

The chime rang, and Seven went to answer it. Ro Laren stood in the corridor, nervously fingering the bottle of wine in her hands.

“Laren,” Seven greeted her happily. “Come in,” she ushered her inside, taking the bottle from her. 

“I didn’t know—it’s Bajoran spring wine,” she finished lamely, her dark eyes dulling. 

“It was a lovely gesture,” Seven assured her. “Please sit down. The other guests will be here shortly.”

Laren fidgeted in her chair, self-conscious and slightly clammy. She hadn’t been in a large group in years, and she never was good at making small talk. Somehow, she always said the wrong thing, offended someone, stepped on toes, and ended up flustered and stammering. She hated socializing, but she knew that it was a requirement for any ambassadorial ship to be well versed in the pleasantries of entertaining, and she approached the party as training for future missions. She sighed with relief when B'Elanna and Noah arrived. A familiar face was always a good thing at these sorts of functions. 

The party was soon buzzing, a happy, boisterous affair. Katie and Geejay made the rounds with the adults, and Kelsey fell asleep in Naomi’s lap. Kieran stuck close to Ro Laren, introducing her formally to Kieran’s family and friends. Robin made a point of seeking Laren out, wanting to connect with her in a non-therapeutic setting. Lenara brought Laren and B'Elanna up to speed on her work, explaining the experiments that would commence over the next few months. Laren was fascinated by the Trill, captivated by the enthusiasm she had for her research, and she couldn’t take her eyes off of the Trill’s vallette, which seemed to telegraph her every emotion in the waxing and waning coloration. Laren had never known a Trill before, and she was even more curious that Kieran had married into Lenara’s cultural customs. 

Even Kathryn sat with the newly instated Lieutenant, sharing a glass of wine and discussing the people at the party and their relationships. It was a lot to process, a lot of people to keep straight, Kathryn knew, especially since most of them were related by marriage or adoption to one another. 

When Kit Wildman joined the two women, Laren did an obvious double take. There was a strange familiarity about Kit she couldn’t quite put her finger on. Kit explained how she ended up in Kieran and Naomi’s family, joking with Laren about Kathryn being her grandmother.

“Wait,” Laren chuckled at Kit’s jibes at the captain, “you’re Kathryn and Seven’s grand- daughter—but you’re older than Naomi?” she couldn’t get her mind around the concept. 

Kit nodded. “Thanks to a Restidian bacteria, yeah.” 

Laren shook her head. “I’ll never remember all these names,” she grinned ruefully. “Captain, your family is huge,” she said, overwhelmed. “That woman—she looks just like Kieran, but I know she only had one sister, and she died.”

Kathryn laughed. “There’s a story you’ll never believe,” she promised, launching into the tale of two dimensions. 

Laren met Naomi last, awed by her beauty and by the fact that she was technically seventeen years old. Naomi had been carrying Hannah all evening, and finally went off to put her down for the night. Laren marveled at the variety of species in the room—Ktarian, Klingon, Trill, Borg, Human, and Bajoran. Before the meal was even served, she had three separate invitations to dinner from interested party-goers. 

During dinner, Kathryn tapped her glass to quiet the room. “Seven and I have some news,” she addressed the crowd. “Seven—do you want to tell them why we invited them here?” Her eyes sparkled as she put the Borg on the spot. 

Seven smiled smoothly, however. “Congratulate us. Kathryn and I are having our fourth child,” she announced. 

Everyone called out their congratulations. Kieran leaned over and whispered something in Cassidy’s ear, and Cassidy nodded. She inclined her head toward Cameron, and Cameron smiled, also nodding. “While we’re on the subject,” Kieran said over the din, “Cameron has something to say.”

Cameron was blushing furiously, but looked steadily at Cassidy. “Cassidy and I are having a baby, too,” she said softly. “We found out today.”

Robin jumped up and grabbed her friend, hugging her fiercely. “Cam, you never even told me you were thinking about it,” she scolded. “Our daughters can grow up together,” she enthused. “All three of them,” she grinned at Seven. 

Kathryn smiled at them. “Congratulations, ladies,” she said sincerely. “Kieran? Can you place a subspace message to Admiral Paris? I think I need a much bigger ship,” she laughed. 

_____________ 


Lenara Wildman monitored the modified Tesla coils, double checking their positioning. She began to generate a negative energy field. “Seven,” she called over her shoulder, “is the Aurora in place?”

“Lieutenant Wildman is standing by,” Seven confirmed. 

“Kit,” Lenara tapped her comm badge. “Start the exotic matter generators. I want your warp engines on standby, so if anything goes wrong you can punch out of there.”

“Course laid in, and warp engines on stand-by,” Kit assured her. “I’m starting the infusion.”

“Naomi?” Lenara queried.

“Exotic matter stream is steady and uniform at all generator outputs. Quantum foam is stabilizing at the macro level.”

“There’s the aperture,” Kit breathed over the subspace channel. “Oh, Lenara, it’s beautiful.”

Lenara turned to Jenny Wildman. “Launch the probe. Kieran, have you got the telemetry?”

“I’m on it. Probe is away, and the corridor is holding. Probe is transmitting.”

Lenara watched the Tesla coils intently. “Robbie?”

“Gravitational redshift is well within tolerance,” Robin supplied. “You did it, honey,” she laughed proudly. 

“Probe is at the exit point,” Kieran reported. “Telemetry is coming in. I’m verifying. Emily, can you confirm?”

Emily Wildman smiled. “It’s definitely the Beta Quadrant, Mom,” she advised Lenara. “Stellar data checks out. I’ve got verifiable constellations by the freighter load.”

Kit whooped over the hailing frequency. “It’s stable, Lenara.”

Kathryn Janeway stood off to the side, watching history in the making, smiling. Sato would be immortal for this accomplishment, and with it, her intrepid crew. “Congratulations, Doctor,” she said to Lenara. 

Lenara flushed with relief. “The corridor is holding,” she reported. “It really is stable. It’s small, but it’s a wormhole,” she announced. 

A cheer rang out in the laboratory, and the Captain made a ship-wide announcement of congratulations. 

Lenara had tears in her eyes. “It worked. And nobody got hurt,” she murmured. 

Her wives enfolded her in supportive arms, clinging to her. “Should we shut it down, or just gape at it some more?” Kieran quipped. 

Lenara gazed up at her, laughing. “I think we’ve proven the technique. Now we have to get clearance through Starfleet for something larger and more permanent. I’d like to keep it open and monitor the surrounding space, but I didn’t get clearance for that. And I’d like to find a way to do the exotic matter infusion from long range, so no one has to get near the wormhole. Robbie, let’s close it,” she said softly. “Kit,” she hailed her daughter, “shut down the exotic matter stream and come home,” she said gratefully. “Captain, I recommend you raise the shields as soon as Kit is in the launch bay.”

“Janeway to the bridge. Confirm the Aurora and raise the shields.” 

“Aurora is berthed and the shields are up,” Ro Laren advised from the bridge. 

Robin went back to her controls, starting a disturbance in the gravitational redshift. “The corridor is collapsing.  Here comes the backwash,” she warned. 

The energy of the wormhole snapping shut rocked the ship only slightly. Starfleet was already hailing the Sato, clamoring for details and data. Lenara Kahn Wildman had accomplished what her entire life’s work was meant to achieve. Emily Wildman hugged her mother, saying “Now I have to write a post-script for the biography.”

Lenara kissed her daughter’s cheek. “Sweetie, this deserves a book of its own. And I want you to write it,” she confirmed. It was as close to bragging as Lenara ever got. 

“I think we need to celebrate,” Kieran called out to the assembled crowd. “Let’s head for the Transwarp.”

Naomi slipped up beside her wife. “You had them plan this ahead of time, right?”

Kieran grinned. “Hell yeah,” she laughed. “I knew Nara was going to pull it off. I’ve known since I was sixteen.”

______________

The four Wildwomen retired to their quarters, keyed up and exuberant over Lenara’s success. Lenara had tried all evening to diffuse the praise, crediting Seven and Jenny and Naomi and everyone who had helped. She was already planning the longest byline in history for the Intergalactic Journal of Astrometrics Quarterly. The celebration at Transwarp and been long and rowdy, and various members of the crew stopped by as the celebration progressed to offer their congratulations. 

Kathryn had rewarded their efforts with a day of leave, which was good since they didn’t get home until well after midnight. They collapsed together in exhaustion in Kieran’s bed, reliving the day, planning the next wave of experiments. They made love together, as they often did now, and slept entwined with one another. 

______________

The Captain’s Christmas Party was a ship-wide event, and really, a mirror of the Captain’s Ball. Kathryn scheduled the two parties six months apart, so that bi-annually, the entire crew had a chance to interact and recreate. Kathryn was sorry she had not been able to obtain approval to go to Earth for the holidays, but the situation along the Cardassian border was simply too volatile, and Sato was the best-armed ship in the fleet. Sagan wouldn’t launch for another week, and then they would take to opposite end of the border for patrol purposes. 

For the party, the engineering crew turned three adjacent holodecks into one large one, and the largest space-born ballroom was created in the three decks. It was a formal occasion, and tables of crewmen gathered in groups comprised of their friends and families, exchanging gifts and wishes for the season. 

Kathryn Janeway addressed the entire assembly, proposing toasts and thanking them for another year of hard work, conveying wishes for the new year, congratulating the various departments on the ship for their accomplishments. When the formalities had concluded Kathryn grinned at her crew.

“On a personal note,” she told them, “I have a special gift I’d like to bestow upon my first officer,” she announced.

Kieran’s heart nearly failed. She knew Kathryn was up to no good. 

“Acting under the authority of Admiral Brand, I have decided to retire Commander Wildman’s statue,” she stated.

Kieran cheered loudly. “Wooohoooo!”

The crew murmured its sincere disappointment, with a few shouts protesting the move. 

Kathryn smirked. “Are you saying you enjoy my favorite hobby, too?” she asked. A general cheer arose over the party-goers. “Well, then,” she directed her remarks to Kieran, “Kato, I regret to inform you that in deference to crew morale, the statue stays. I am authorizing the formation of a statue decorating committee, to plan and select outfits for the next several months, as I have quite frankly run out of ideas for abusing the monument.” Kathryn raised a glass of champagne. “Everyone enjoy the party. Merry Christmas,” she concluded her speech.

She came down from the raised platform, smiling wickedly at Kieran, who was giving her a scathing scowl. “I don’t know how, Kathryn,” Kieran said darkly, “but somehow, someday, I am going to get even. It might not be today, or next week—hell, it might be after you’re a stuffy-assed admiral rotting at HQ—but know it is coming,” she threatened.

Kathryn stood on tiptoes to kiss her cheek. “Bring it on, honey,” she challenged her. “Do your worst.”
