I spend hours in the shower. I use the shampoo she used, the body wash she favored. It’s the only way to fill my senses with her now.

I suppose I was an experiment for her, part of her exploration of her humanity. While she was gathering data, I was losing myself in her. I never thought about the cold, hard metal in her being, the remnants of Borg technology invading her soul. I saw a woman in love. A woman in love with me.

She told me she was not, and I tried to listen. But how can one believe words that are incongruent with actions? Naked, writhing in my hands, blue eyes devouring every touch I lavished upon her, hands encompassing, she was more than willing, many times over. She was anything but detached when she was asking for my mouth between her legs, far from aloof as I spent hour upon hour kissing her shoulders, cradling her lovely flesh against my own. 

For months, she was my lover; when I asked what it meant to her, she said she needed to learn things from me, to understand intimacy, to differentiate love and sex. She never seemed like a student, though there was a girlish element to her affections, when she would giggle and say, blushing, “I’ve taken a lover.” Once the crew was on shore leave, and without a thought of who might be nearby, she grabbed my uniform in one hand, pulling me into her kiss, leaving me breathless and stunned. “I’ve wanted to do that all day,” she told me, her voice deeper than the blue of her eyes. There were love notes and whispered intimacies and nervous moments of being anxious to see one another. There was greed and passion and abject lust as she broke my will to resist anything, taking me repeatedly, glorying in the power she so clearly held over me. She told me she loves my breasts. 

After so many things shared, it seemed a given that we were together, until she decided we were not. The experiment, it seemed, was over. She never once told me she was in love with me, so why would I not believe her unequivocal denial? Yet I did not, and her sudden indifference has shattered me. 

She tells me what we shared is against her religion. I never knew she had a religion. She carefully explains, in superior Borg tones, that the Omega particle, which only exists in perfect balance and harmony, is the embodiment of her spiritual beliefs. Women, she says, cannot be in any sort of permanent romantic relationship together because they are too similar, and hence, they do not, as a unit, create balance and harmony. Men and women do. Women cannot reproduce one with another. Therefore, to love a woman is futile and illogical. It defies the natural order of things. To love me as I love her would be pointless, in her view of the world. 

I stand beneath the pulsing water until my skin is raw, smelling the fragrance that was in her hair, on her body. I can say nothing to change her perspective, do nothing to reach through that cold Borg exterior to the heart that beats within. The memory of her is torture. The absence of her is unbearable. 

