
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          The Borg and the Doomsday Machine

        

        
        
          David Moore

        

        
          Published by David Moore, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE BORG AND THE DOOMSDAY MACHINE

    

    
      First edition. June 12, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 David Moore.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231022755

    

    
    
      Written by David Moore.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To every fan who saw more than ships and stars—who saw philosophy in the phasers, poetry in the warp trails, and humanity in the machine.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "We are the voice of many.But even many must learn to listen."— Fragment recovered from the memory core of Designation 7 of 13

      

    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Chapter 1: Echoes in the Nebula
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The silence of deep space was never truly silent—not to the Borg.

On the edge of the N’raka Nebula, a lone Borg scout cube glided through the magenta and teal clouds like a predator hunting in a cosmic reef. Sensor nodes pulsed green across its angular hull, scanning for biological and technological signatures. There was nothing. No resistance. No noise.

Just emptiness.

Within the ship, the Collective hummed in unity. Thousands of voices speaking as one. Calculations streamed without pause—surveillance, trajectory adjustments, nanite status. No waste. No individuality. No thought outside the hive.

Until something... interrupted.

An energy pulse.

It wasn’t a warp signature. It wasn’t communication. It wasn’t anything they had cataloged. It vibrated through subspace like the sound of a dying star—only sharper, deeper, stranger.

The cube halted.

::Anomaly detected.::

The signal repeated. Stronger. Focused. No modulation. No origin known.

Drones activated from regeneration alcoves. Their heads tilted slightly—an unconscious twitch. Somewhere deep within the data-streams of the Collective, curiosity rippled. Not emotion. Not fear. Curiosity—a flaw in the code, tolerated for its usefulness.

::Change course. Investigate.::

The cube pivoted and accelerated. As they approached the coordinates, the nebula thinned. The gas cleared like parting mist, unveiling a single star system choked in dust and debris.

Planets—gone.

Where five worlds had once danced around a yellow star, there was now only rubble. Asteroid fields twisted in slow motion, remnants of ecosystems reduced to grit. Metals melted and fused like bone beneath fire. There was no sign of war. No phasers. No torpedoes. No life.

The Borg recorded everything.

And then they saw it.

In the dark, looming ahead of the innermost debris ring, was a shape the Collective could not immediately categorize.

It was massive—twelve kilometers long at least. A tapered cone of solid neutronium, matte and featureless except for the hellish blue glow from its gaping maw. Its hull bore no seams. No visible propulsion. No language. No logic.

It floated. Silent. Hungrier than gravity.

A moment passed. Then another.

::Designation: Object Zero-One.::

The cube drew closer.

Drones began interfacing with long-range probes. Scans revealed no life, no shields, no reaction to approach. Yet the energy signature was vast—off the scale for a construct of its size. Power rivaling an active star.

Suddenly, the object moved.

Not fast. Not aggressive. Just a shift. A drift. But in that drift, the stars themselves seemed to tilt. It was heading toward the remains of the inner system—and toward the cube.

The Collective evaluated. No immediate threat.

They launched a sphere—smaller, expendable, equipped with enhanced scanning relays.

It reached the object within minutes.

And vanished.

No explosion. No impact. No signal.

Gone.

::Reassessment. Threat potential: High.::

The Borg hesitated.

It was rare. Their protocol was to assimilate—technology, species, culture, power. But this... thing. It refused to be understood.

And then the signal came again.

This time directly into their subspace relay.

Not words. Not language. Just a frequency—pure, piercing, like a scream made of mathematics.

Every drone paused.

A low whine built across the ship’s core processors. Logic began to fragment. A few drones collapsed, twitching as though overtaken by seizure. Others screamed—an abomination to the ears of the hive.

For the first time in decades, the Collective issued a single-word internal broadcast.

::Danger.::

On the cube’s bridge node, a single drone—designated 4 of 10, tertiary adjunct of unimatrix 7—looked up from its console. For a moment, its eyes flickered. Not green. Not white.

Blue.

It opened its mouth.

And spoke.

But the voice that emerged did not belong to the Collective.

“We devour the stars. We are the children of annihilation. You will not assimilate us. You will become our fuel.”

The lights dimmed. The ship shook.

Outside, the Doomsday Machine opened wider.

And began to feed.
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​Chapter 2: Organic Silence
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The Borg cube was dying.

Not in the usual way. Not from battle damage or system failure. This was something else. Something... deeper.

Half the ship’s lights had dimmed to bloodless green. Power flickered as secondary nodes went offline without cause. Within the walls of the vessel, conduits sparked and groaned. The hum of perfection had been replaced by something far more primitive: static, whirring, the sound of systems trying to scream.

The drones did not understand.

That, in itself, was an anomaly.

The Collective relied on understanding. On clarity. On purpose. Yet when they analyzed the signal from Object Zero-One, it made no sense. There was no logic to its waveform, no structure to its modulation. It wasn’t language, not even noise—it was a virus without code, a message without sender.

But it did something.

In Drone Bay Six, twenty-three units lay motionless. Not regenerating. Not terminated. Not... present. Their bodies twitched spasmodically, as if their neural nodes were cycling between life and death at thousands of pulses per second.

4 of 10 still stood among them, staring at the wall.

He had not moved in nine minutes. Not blinked. Not interfaced.

Just stared.

Then, with jarring suddenness, his eyes flickered back to green. He turned, without command, and walked from the chamber.

Elsewhere in the ship, two data-nodes debated sub-vocally across the neural link.

::Retreat advised. Threat unknown. Cubes in vicinity: none. Collective support: unavailable.::

::Assimilation must proceed. Object represents unmatched power source. Failure to attempt assimilation contradicts protocol.::

::Survival probability: 0.013%.::

::Adaptation probability: 42%.::

::Override command required. Suggest escalation to Queen.::

The decision to escalate was rare. The Queen did not micromanage routine contacts or minor anomalies. But this... this was not routine. This was a force that left planets hollow. That silenced drones. That turned Borg protocols into madness.

The signal went out.

A direct link was opened to the outer edge of the Delta Quadrant.

And the Queen answered.

Her voice echoed through the cube like a whisper of static shaped into silk.

"You are damaged."

The node trembled.

"You encountered something you could not control."

The silence on the line was filled with the ache of broken order.

"Tell me what you saw."

The Collective began uploading the data. All of it: the signal, the readings, the anomalies, the drone’s strange utterance, the disappearance of the sphere, the deaths, the silence.

The Queen was silent for a long moment.

Then she said only two words.

"Send another."
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It arrived within the hour. A second cube, triple-reinforced, accompanied by two smaller spheres flanking it like mechanical vultures. Unlike the scout cube, this one was armed—charged with transphasic torpedoes and multidimensional shielding. These were not observers.

They were hunters.

The Doomsday Machine remained where it had been—drifting serenely among the remains of the dead system, pulsing with cold light. It had not reacted to the previous cube’s destruction. Had not pursued. Had not responded.

It didn’t need to.

As the new cube approached, its sensors scanned the husk of the first vessel. It was still intact—sort of. Half melted. Warped. Eaten from within. As though the ship had suffered from consumption.

No signs of survivors.

No active drones.

Just organic silence.

The Queen watched through a million eyes.

The second cube launched boarding drones toward the shell of the old one. Each was cloaked in adaptive armor and equipped with anti-neural stabilizers. Their goal: retrieve any remaining data. Find the source of corruption.

They entered the ruined vessel.

What they found stopped them cold.

The drones inside were still standing.

Not dead. Not moving. Just... watching.

Their heads turned in eerie unison toward the new arrivals.

Then one of them spoke, its voice a perfect synthesis of every drone present.

"There is no Collective. Only hunger. Only silence. Only the end."

Transmission ended.

And the Doomsday Machine began to move again.
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​Chapter 3: Object Zero-One
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Designation was the first step to assimilation.

The Collective could not tolerate the undefined. That which was unnamed could not be catalogued, studied, or improved. It was chaos. The Borg did not fear chaos—fear itself was irrelevant—but they did find it inefficient.
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