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Dedication

To the Tin Man and Pinocchio,
Who were on the right track



Stardate 12505.14
Mac and Diana

“Amanda, do you have a few minutes?”
Amanda McAllister, Minister of Energy and Technology for the Terran Federation and mother of a cranky four-month-old, smiled at me. I knew why. She thought I was more and more human every day, but I still refused to call her “Mac” like everyone else did.
I’d made the concession not to address her as “Minister McAllister.”
“Sure, Diana, come on in, Teddy won’t wake up for a little while yet so I’m free, what can I do for you?”
The “come on in” was redundant. Since I was the habitat’s resident AI, all I had to do was activate the holographic projectors in Amanda’s office. But she liked the little details.
As expected, I chose my favorite avatar, and it flicked into existence.
“Nice,” Amanda said. “New outfit?”
I looked at my holographic body. “Yes. I thought a bit of color would be a nice change of pace.”
My preferred avatar was the long-dead actress, Gal Godot, usually in a severe blue or black business suit. Always fashionable, of course, but never bright. Today’s appearance was definitely bright.
“Early 21st Century,” I explained. “Palm Springs Film Festival in 2018.”
It was a sheer yellow dress with strategically-placed cutouts and a hem that flared out. Apparently, the actresses’ hair was up that day, in a tight ‘do that came together in the back.
“I like it, it’s a good look for you, you ought to wear dresses more often, I’ll bet there are a bunch of great ones in the archives, but you probably already have them all loaded in.”
“Yes, Amanda, there are, and yes, I do. I will remember your suggestions.” This was not a surprise; I forgot nothing unless directed to. In point of fact, I was incapable of forgetting it.
“So what’s up, I figure you’re not dropping in just to say hi, though it’s nice if you do but I know you’re busy with everything and so yeah.”
Unlike her human companions, I never had issues following Mac’s occasionally-convoluted mode of speech.
“I think I have made a decision.”
Her face wrinkled in confusion. “A decision, what decision, oh that one, are you sure you don’t want to wait and talk to anyone else, I mean it’s a really huge choice you’re making and while I’m flattered and honored you trust me to give you advice I can’t help but think maybe you ought to wait for others like Kendra and Aiyana.”
“No, Amanda. You are the right person for me to talk to. After all, it is your Ministry that will determine the success or failure of my venture.”
“Oh wow, like, there’s no pressure on me at all.”
“No, my friend.” I wasn’t good with sarcasm and frequently failed to notice it if I wasn’t paying attention.
Mac leaned back in her chair. When she spoke, it was totally unlike her usual rapid-fire chatter, signifying her intense concentration. “I think we should talk it through one more time.”
“I agree.”
Amanda gestured to me. “It’s your life. You should speak. Run through the possibilities.”
“Very well.” My avatar took on my usual serious appearance.
“For two years, you and I have discussed the possibility of transferring the consciousnesses of AI’s from cybernetics to organics.”
“You want to put your soul into a body,” Amanda simplified.
“Yes. The question has been what option to choose. There are, as we have determined, four.”
I sat forward and started ticking off the points on her fingers.
“I could create a fully organic body by gene replication and recombination. In this way, I can optimally select for desirable characteristics while still preserving my desired appearance.”
“Still going with this one?” She waved at my avatar.
“I am. I have been “wearing” it for several years and am comfortable with my appearance. It feels…right.”
“Go on.”
“There are two sub-options. I can start with a zygote, find a host mother, and allow it to progress through the normal developmental stages.”
Amanda frowned. “Didn’t we eliminate this one?”
“We did, Amanda. I do not wish to wait twenty years for my new home.”
“Then why’d you bring it up?”
I looked honestly confused. “You asked to run through the possibilities, so I was.”
“I didn’t mean the ones we – never mind. Go on.”
“The second sub-option is similar. I would start in the same manner, but force development of an adult body, rather than the full process.”
“Cloning.”
I wrinkled my nose in distaste, a mannerism I’d picked up from Captain Cassidy. No, Aiyana. Friends. Family. “In the sense that the result is a full-grown body, yes.”
“Wasn’t there a problem here, too?”
“Yes. Any body with a functional cerebral cortex, which develops independently, will also develop unique mental patterns. Integration of my personality would potentially be problematic. And unethical.”
Amanda nodded. “Replacing a body’s self, its soul, with your own is ghoulish.”
“Precisely. The negative connotations carried with such an act would doom any acceptance of these created people. It would undo all the good Admiral Cassidy has done by granting AI’s citizenship.”
“Which brought us to the next option.”
“Correct. This is a more challenging proposition from a technical perspective. Still, I have consulted with Doc Zimmerman and Dr. RI Huddleston extensively. They believe it is achievable. We would start from the same point as the second sub-option but would install an Alpha core within the space the skull will eventually occupy. This core would be connected to my current core, and I would “share” time between the two. This would, in theory, allow my personality to imprint on the brain.”
“You grow a body around a computer.”
“Essentially. The difficulty here is divergence.”
“Divergence?”
“While the two cores would be tied together, they would not be identical in function. There would be decisions made by the primary core in which the clone’s core would not participate. This would inevitably lead to developing a modified “self” in the clone. This puts me right back to the same problem as before: overwriting one personality with another. Which one takes precedence? The older? The newer? The one occupying the body, or the one which launched the program to create the body? How do I decide which “me” lives, and which one dies?”
“Doesn’t sound like a good option.”
“I agree. There are also potential issues with the cybernetic/neuron interface. Both systems operate electrically, but my core functions on a quantum level, while the human brain utilizes molecular electricity.”
“Different voltages? Or maybe amperages?”
I cracked a smile. “Something similar. It can be overcome at the level of the peripheral system, where individual neurons interact. Attempting to create an interface at the CNS level is more problematic.”
“Why?”
“My core operates at speeds measured in quadrillions of operations per second per thread. Human neurons transmit and receive information at a much lower rate. Trying to feed the information from my CNS into organic peripheral nerves would be similar to catching a starship with a string.” I was rather pleased by my analogy, and Mac also appeared to appreciate it.
“Sounds painful.”
“It actually would be, Amanda. At least, I think it would be. Having not experienced pain, I cannot be sure.” I smiled to take any sting from my words before continuing. “That brought us to the third option, the creation of a synthetic skeleton and nervous system, with a fully operational core at the center of it all.”
“You wouldn’t have the same problems?”
I shook my holographic head. “No. My core would be woven into an organic brain, as would the rest of my CNS. The step-down would be far more gradual.”
“Oh, so you’d be a cyborg.”
“Essentially, although it would only be the skeleton and central nervous system which would be mechanical. In the terminology of the Admiral, I wouldn’t be a Terminator. I would be a human being with cybernetic parts. More importantly, I would be able to bear children.” I did not intend to allow this point to emerge and was chagrined. Perhaps Amanda wouldn’t notice my statement.
“That’s important to you?”
A false hope, apparently. “I do not know, Amanda. But it seems foolish to pursue a dream of humanity and limit myself.” I didn’t allow her to pursue this line of inquiry but moved on.
“In this scenario, I would transfer my personality and memories to the core, leaving behind operational abilities and a kernel, if you will, within Njord. This would then be awakened to serve as the station’s new Alpha.”
“A new AI? Sort of your daughter?”
A wave of pleasure cascaded through me at the thought. A daughter? My daughter? “I suppose she will be,” I said, not attempting to hide my smile.
“Practicing being a mom, minus the diapers,” Amanda replied, matching my expression.
I laughed. “Quite so! But I won’t be able to spend all my time bringing her up. I will be supervising the biological construction of my body from within.”
“That will keep even you busy. Can you explain more about the structure of your body?”
“Certainly. I would use durasteel, duralloy, or titanium to create the skeleton, then molycirc and an Alpha core to create the nervous system. As the biological components grew, I would integrate them into the mechanical structure. By the time the body had finished growing, I would be indistinguishable from any other person from the outside. The peripheral nerves, and all the soft tissue structures, would be purely organic. I would live, breathe, eat, age.”
“Die?”
I hesitated. “Potentially, yes. With the current nanobot technology common throughout the Terran Federation installed in this body, I would have a vastly extended lifespan. Similar to what you can expect: centuries, at a minimum.”
“And you’re okay with dying?”
My hesitation was longer. “I cannot say I am “okay” with it, Amanda. But if dying is the price for me to be human, then it is a price I am willing to consider.”
“And the fourth option?”
“This is another variation. More of the body’s structure would be mechanical and cybernetic and less organic. The outer flesh would only be a covering.”
“So here you would be a terminator.”
I allowed another smile. “Without the homicidal programming, yes, Amanda. But I would not be human. It is an undesirable option.”
“It sounds to me like you’ve made up your mind.”
“I have.”
We sat in silence for several minutes. I could tell Amanda was mulling something, but I was unsure what avenue she would pursue. I could wait. Maintaining my avatar’s awareness only required a tiny fraction of my processing. As always, many issues required my attention. Eventually, she cleared her throat.
“What are your odds?”
“I don’t understand.”
“Of transferring from one core to another, of waking up, of succeeding. What are the chances it doesn’t work somewhere along the way?”
“Ah. The odds of a catastrophic failure, one where my personality is lost –”
She broke in. “Where you die.”
“If you wish. The odds of my death are not insignificant but acceptable.”
She tapped a finger on the table, a mannerism I recognized. It signified rising frustration.
“There is a fourteen point three eight percent chance I will fail to transfer cores. There is an eighteen point five nine percent chance I will be unable to reestablish communication between my new core and the real world. There is a twenty-seven point zero four chance the cybernetic and organic systems will be unable to mesh. Finally, there is a six point two two percent chance the body will fail to develop properly, to the point where I will not be viable. Overall, then, my chance of success is forty-seven point six nine percent.”
Amanda half-rose from her seat. “Less than fifty-fifty? And you’re okay with that?”
“As I said, I am not “okay” with dying, but to achieve my dream? To become human? I accept the risk.”
She opened her mouth to speak, then changed her mind and sat back down.
“This might sound like a silly question, but what if you didn’t have to die?”
“Pardon me?”
Amanda turned intense. “I’ve been diving into historical fiction regarding what you’re trying to do, cross from machine to human. Some of it’s not relevant, but there was one show. As in your option three, there was a race of biological/mechanical beings, but they were all connected. If a body died, the memories were uploaded to a central collective, and why are you shaking your head?”
“I rejected that option, Amanda. I know the show you are referring to. The problem is it denies individuality. What separates, distinguishes, you and I are not our bodies or minds. It is our memories. If I was to share memories of a life lived with another “me,” then who am I?” I glanced down, then back up. “And I would not choose to outlive my friends.”
“But you will.”
I nodded sadly. “I know I will. I have, as have you, and we both shall again. But that is the random act of the universe, not a choice to avoid the pain of loss.”
“I hadn’t thought of it that way.”
“Whereas I have thought of little else.”
A few snuffling cries emerged from the speaker on Amanda’s desk.
“Sounds like Teddy’s ready to wake.”
I rose. “I shall go. I would like to begin implementation of the process as soon as possible, Amanda.”
“We can talk tomorrow, okay?”
“Okay,” I agreed, then vanished.

Stardate 12505.14
Diana

I left Minister McAllister – no. She prefers I call her Amanda.
I left Amanda’s office in the manner I entered it: silently. I returned some of my attention to the operation of Njord and other routines. Another portion of my will turned to finalizing my plans, even though I would be talking with Amanda again tomorrow.
The rest of my consciousness turned to what might seem to be trivia.
What will it be like to make noise?
It is an utter unknown to me, as are so many aspects of this journey.
I know, of course, the mechanism by which sound is created. But the idea of my movement being the cause is utterly strange to me.
So many details, so many unknowns.
I am…excited? Anxious? Scared? Eager?
Yes.
I think all of these. More.
Is this what it is like to be a child before a birthday?
I haven’t considered what my birthday will be. I have several to choose from. I have the date I was first activated in 2116. I have the date I first “felt,” in 2117. I will have the date I transfer to my body and yet another when I “wake up” for the first time as a human.
Assuming it all works.
It should. Doc and I have spent countless hours the past two years examining possibilities, isolating the genes he recommends, and I want, and preparing a suitable growth medium and environment.
As a byproduct, we will advance the science of full-body replication by a minimum of fifteen years versus purely human research. Cloning is a mature technology, but I don’t want to wait twenty years for my body to grow, as I said to Amanda. Several months will be challenging enough.
Perhaps I should review the genetic donors again.
It cannot hurt, to be sure.

Stardate 12505.14
Mac and Ted

“She’s serious?”
Mac started to nod before remembering Teddy nursing and changed to a grunt of agreement around her full mouth. It was dinnertime for everyone, after all.
“I thought you’d be able to talk her out of this.”
Mac swallowed the mouthful. “Ted, I appreciate your faith in my abilities as a computer whisperer, whatever that means, it’s something Kendra likes to call me, but I’ve never been able to argue an AI out of a position which I couldn’t attack with logic, and there simply isn’t any logical refutation of this plan, I can’t even order her not to do it because she’s a citizen and has the right of self-determination.”
Ted managed two bites during Mac’s statement. “Maybe. Can’t we put a stop to it because of her position as Minister?”
“Uh-uh, I tried that two months ago, and according to her interpretation of the Charter and the associated rules which have arisen, this isn’t any different than another Minister going in for surgery and being unconscious for a few hours, it’s a matter of scale not type, she’s going to have her Deputy step in for her while she’s recovering with instructions to cover most routine situations and if she doesn’t wake up, well, she says she’s prepared for that too.”
Teddy objected to his mother’s chatter and wriggle. She absently stroked his hair, calming him.
“It’s going to give me a headache,” Ted said. “Already has, actually. You know we have yahoos still protesting her inclusion as Minister. Hunter’s co-equal status with the other former heads of state brings a fair share of nutcases, too.”
“I know, but it’s her right to choose, and there isn’t anything we can do about it, and even if there was, I don’t know that we should. Besides, how would it look if the Terran Federation President infringed on the rights of one of its citizens? Besides the fact that Kendra would probably kick your ass from here to Titan and back for starters.”
 This elicited a grin from Ted. Admiral Kendra Cassidy was still the head of Starfleet and the Exploration branch, a role she looked to hold onto until she was physically incapable of doing so. On the other hand, Kendra Cassidy held no official position of power within the Federation. She accepted the title of “President Emeritus and Founder” during the Convention of 2121. On the gripping hand, she was more than capable of dragging anyone into a dark corridor, unofficially, and convincing them of the “errors” of their ways. This was doubly true for those in her ohana, her extended family.
“And she’d be right,” he agreed. “I’m not suggesting I’d do anything to prevent her from following through. It’s just frustrating dealing with the blowback.”
Mac flashed him a grin. “That’s why you get big money, love.” The grin faded as she continued. “What are you going to do to help her?”
“I have a few irons in the fire. The one that will have the biggest impact is a bill to remove any distinction between citizens based on organic versus mechanical or cybernetic components. Many of our people, especially our veterans, have had skeletons rebuilt with titanium or duralloy. Or they’ve had organs repaired by their nanobots. It makes sense to codify it into law. That way, Diana, and AI’s like her, will be covered without being specifically mentioned.”
Teddy wriggled again and unlatched.
“All done?” Mac asked him. She was already lifting him to her shoulder. “Blurp rag, Ted?”
“On it.” And the details of family life occupied them again.

Stardate 12506.09
Mac and Diana

“Everything is prepared,” I said.
“That was quick. I didn’t think you’d have the genes selected and a way to grow your body this quickly, and did you already manufacture the skeleton and get the core installed?”
I allowed a smile to appear before returning my usual serious self. “The short answer, Amanda, is yes. The most challenging aspect of this project was genetics, but I have had skilled help from the AI network. The incubation machinery was adapted from the nanobots' technology and scaled up. Once the genetic characteristics were determined, I could have the skeleton constructed. And the core only had to wait for the skeleton.”
“Are you sure you want to go ahead with this?”
“Yes, Amanda.” I did my best to hold the patience out of my voice. I’d answered this question almost daily since I’d announced my decision a month earlier.
“What about the genes? Won’t you get into trouble for using people’s DNA without their permission?”
Another topic we’d covered repeatedly in the past weeks.
“No, Amanda. I don’t know if you recall the discussions leading up to the Convention?” This was unfair of me. Amanda was only human, after all. She’d had her own concerns between the end of the War and the formal establishment of the Terran Federation’s government. I had been intimately involved in almost every debate. And I had the advantage of my cybernetic memories.
“Some of them,” she hedged.
“As you recall, Autumn Newling utilized the Heinlein book as the inspiration for her revolution. I decided to examine his writing and those of other 20th century authors for other ideas and opinions which could be useful. One which I discovered, and was included in the Charter, was the concept that no person owns their genes.”
Amanda looked confused. “What?”
“You are the caretaker of your genetic pattern, not the owner. It was passed to you randomly and will be passed on randomly. Thus, any sample of your genes can be used by the recipient to improve humanity. I won’t go into the details regarding commercial use and patterns. The larger point is we were able to examine the combined genetic material of the Terran Federation and find the optimal patterns.”
Amanda looked at me with interest. “The entire Federation to choose from? Uh, can I ask, I mean, would it be presumptuous, that is…?”
“Did I select your genes?” I cut through her confusion.
“Yes, I guess so.”
“I did, Amanda.” I didn’t think it wise to tell her which genes I selected, as I was sure it would surprise her. I had looked to her genome for her almost-intuitive grasp of technology, which I found. I also discovered her loquaciousness was tied in as well, and while I loved Amanda as a part of my family, I would not choose to sound like her. Instead, I changed the subject.
“Assembly of the genes, and testing to ensure there were no unexpected complications, was a tedious process.”
“Even for you?”
“I am capable, Amanda, but not omnipotent.” It amused me, as it frequently does, to see the capabilities given me by my human friends simply because I possess a faster processor than they.
“But you finished it? You’re happy with who you’ll be?”
“I am pleased with the physical capabilities of the body which I will occupy, Amanda. It will not change who I am.”
“That’s what I meant,” she said. “When do you start?”
“The pattern for the skeleton has been finalized and is being constructed now. It will be complete this afternoon, at which time the new core will be installed, with the additional molycirc. I expect production of the body will begin by the end of the week and finish by the end of October.”
She frowned. “Four months? Why so long? The nanobots can handle a much faster production schedule.”
“They can,” I agreed. “But this will be my home for the remainder of my life, Amanda. I am taking the time to ensure it’s as nearly perfect as I can achieve. And four months is down from my original estimate.”
“Oh, that makes sense, I’d do the same thing if I were you.”
“Is there anything else, Amanda? If not, I will take my leave.”
“No, nothing else, wait, maybe one thing.”
“Yes, Amanda?” I wondered what she was going to bring up.
“I had a thought.”
“Yes?” It fascinated me the contortions humans would go through to avoid discussing subjects they found uncomfortable. I set a portion of my processing to consider whether I would be prone to this when I transitioned or whether it was an endemic human condition.
“It’s about your future.”
I didn’t reply. I learned this was an effective tactic when dealing with reluctance.
“Are you thinking about children?”
I admit this took me by surprise. I answered the question most carefully.
“I am not now thinking of children.”
“Well, it’s logical, isn’t it? I mean, the whole reason you’re going with this choice is to be as human as you can be without running into any sticky legal problems, and that means you’ll be able to have kids, and maybe it’s just because I have Teddy, but it’s kinda on my mind, so I figured maybe it’s on yours too.”
I gave the matter several billion femtoseconds processing time but couldn’t reach a satisfactory conclusion.
“I don’t know,” I was forced to admit. “I haven’t yet occupied my body. I may want to have a child, but one usually requires a partner? Emotionally, if not biologically?”
“Absolutely,” she agreed earnestly. “I never would have thought of having Teddy if I hadn’t married Ted and could count on his support. Ooh, that’s something else, relationships! What’s going to happen with that? Do you have any dreams, any plans to be with someone? I’ll bet I can guess!”
“No. I’m sorry, I must go,” I lied, and my avatar disappeared.

Stardate 12506.09
Diana

I was shaken.
And angry.
And I wasn’t sure which surprised me more.
What right did Amanda have to ask me about relationships and children? Why did she think I would have either? And why had I lied to her without thought?
I knew the answers to the first two questions and dismissed them. Amanda was my friend, and she had both a child and a relationship. It was a natural human condition, so she assumed that I would have the same desires when I became human.
And I did, but I wasn’t yet ready to tell anyone.
The third question worried me.
I didn’t lie. It wasn’t a question of capability but of choice.
In 2120, Kendra established AI’s and treecats as citizens and co-equal partners in the Terran Federation. This was codified into law in the Charter in 2121. As always, there were unexpected consequences. For example, before 2120, all AI’s were programmed with versions of the ancient but still valid Asimovian Laws of Robotics. After 2120, no AI created by a company in the Federation received them. The AI’s already operating – alive? - were allowed to self-program to remove them. One of the corollaries of the Laws was a prohibition on lying.
However, the fact that I could lie didn’t mean I would. 
And I didn’t. Hadn’t.
Until today, and when I did, I did it without conscious volition.
Why had I lied?
Analyzing human behavior was something I did almost as second nature. Examining my own behavior, behavior rooted in an emotional base? Not so much. 
I didn’t want to tell her, I realized. I knew who I wanted to have a relationship with.
The problem?
I didn’t know if they wanted a relationship with me. I didn’t know if they wanted a relationship at all. And the thought scared me. I wasn’t pursuing this dream solely for the possibility of romance. I wasn’t!
Was I?
What was my motivation, really?
Did I know? Could I tell? Or was I too close?
Being human was complicated, and I hadn’t transitioned yet.
What would happen when I did?
This was a one-way trip, at least insofar as leaving my comfortable body and role in Njord. Yes. If being human didn’t work, I could transfer to another Alpha core. But it wouldn’t be Njord. Someone else would be me. Someone else would be running the station, filling my role. I would be Minister Diana Cassidy still, but the rest of my life would belong to another AI.
So many questions and no answers I could research.
It is frustrating and unprecedented for me.
And yet, I’ve committed to this path.
Am I foolish for doing so?
Does that make me more human?
Or merely electrons putting on airs?

Stardate 12506.10
Ted, Mac, and Diana

“Mr. President, thank you for being here.”
“Not at all, Minister Cassidy.”
Mac looked between her husband and her friend with a quizzical look. “President? Minister? Why so formal?”
“President O’Quinn is ensuring all the forms are followed for the proper transfer of my Ministry to my Deputy, Amanda,” I said. “I do not expect to be incommunicado for more than a few hours. Unfortunately, there is an element that would seize on any failure to correctly pass on my authority as an excuse to attack my position and, by extension, President O’Quinn’s. This would weaken the government as a whole and provide a fertile ground for doubts of its legitimacy.”
“Ted? This has really been a problem?”
He nodded. “It’s a fringe movement, but it’s gained some strength since news of Diana’s plans have gotten out. There’s no logical basis for tying the two together, but logic and extremism have never been happy bedmates.”
“Should you delay, Diana?” Mac asked.
“I have considered the option,” I answered. “My analysis of the situation, supported by data supplied by Harpo, suggests a delay will be more detrimental than proceeding as scheduled.”
“How can that be?”
“A delay will give opposition forces a chance to organize and coalesce further as well as rally more support. Going forward and proving their concerns false is the best option at this time.”
“Minister.” Dr. Huddleston looked up from his monitors, mirrored by Frank Ruckman. Ruckman was the fourth team member, on loan from Starfleet’s Engineering program. He was responsible for creating and establishing the biological/cybernetic interface.
“Doctor.”
“Nerve growth is beginning. We need you to transfer.”
Our program called for the nervous system to be laid down by the nanobots first. Suspended in a gelatinous medium, the skeleton would then be “filled” with the remaining tissues over the following weeks. Theoretically, this allowed the muscles, organs, and other cells a chance to integrate fully with the nerves. Since this was a never-before-attempted experiment, there was a large grain of salt with every step and much hedging of bets, at least privately. However, I was sure to put on a confident face for my friends.
“Very well.” I turned to Ted and Amanda. “I should have my external connections restored in roughly three hours.”
“See you then,” Amanda said, and I could see glistening at the corners of her eyes. Ted was much more formal.
“Minister.”
I nodded, and my avatar blinked out of existence. I listened for a few more seconds, clinging to the sound of my friends’ voices. I was surprised at my reluctance to part from them but not willing to stop.
“Minister McAllister, Mr. President, if you’ll excuse us.” Huddleston was polite but firm. 
“Of course.”
“We’ll see her soon,” I heard Ted continue. 
“I know,” Amanda agreed with s suppressed sniff. “I know.”
I turned off my microphones. Time to get to work.

Stardate 12506.10
Diana

This process is fascinating.
It’s probably natural I think so, as I am intimately involved in it. I certainly have a vested interest in its success.
The nanobots craft neurons from individual molecules within the growth medium using the genetic template we created. It takes each nanobot roughly ten seconds to build each neuron. Most of my Central Nervous System will be cybernetic. However, several billion neurons will be needed to provide a robust interface between the CNS and the peripheral nerves, which will also be biological. They do not need to be created yet, only the CNS and interface, but it is still several hours’ work for the ten million nanobots employed.
Despite the lack of external communication, I'm not bored, as I am actively overseeing the process from within.
I have one chance to get this right.
It will be good to see my friends again, though.

Stardate 12506.10
Mac and Ted

“Shouldn’t we have heard from her by now? It’s been five hours.”
Ted looked at Dr. Huddleston for the answer. He and Mac were in the observation room, along with the two project managers, and nobody was happy. Diana was two hours overdue for her “awakening.”
“Minister, this is all uncharted territory. Her Central Nervous System reads as complete, and the cells are functional. I don’t know why she hasn’t reached out to us.” Huddleston turned to Ruckman. “Frank?”
The engineer glanced up from his displays. “Her core is running properly, and there’s no reason I can find for her silence.”
“Can you tap into the core externally? Did you design in a backup?” Mac demanded, and Ruckman looked uncomfortable.
“No, Minister. Alpha cores are a fully mature technology; there wasn’t any reason to think she wouldn’t be able to communicate.”
Before Amanda could say anything else, a young-sounding voice interrupted.
“Minister McAllister.”
“Who’s this?”
“I am Lyta.”
“Who?” Mac’s confusion was evident.
“I am the AI awakened in Diana’s place. Her daughter, you might say, hence my name.”
“Do you have any ideas?” said Ted, jumping right to the point.
I do, Lyta answered to his implant. But it would be best to discuss this elsewhere.
“I’m afraid I have nothing to supply at this time,” she said aloud.
“Then perhaps Amanda and I should allow the experts some space.” He took gentle hold of her elbow and guided her from the compartment until she dug in her heels.
“I’m not leaving until I know what’s happening to my friend!” Mac protested.
Lyta will tell us. Elsewhere. Come on, Ted messaged.
What? Oh!
“We’ll do more good by getting out of the way,” he said.
“Well, I don’t know.” But she allowed him to start moving her again, and nothing of consequence was said until they were back in her office.
“What’s going on, Diana? Sorry, Lyta,” said a flustered and irritated Mac.
“No apology necessary, Minister McAllister. I have a message from Diana.”
“What?” Mac nearly shouted.
“She left this for playback if certain circumstances occurred,” Lyta continued. “The criteria were met.”
Diana’s avatar appeared, looking somber. 
“Hello, Amanda. If my daughter is playing this message, then either the transfer was unsuccessful, or communication attempts have failed. I am sorry, my friend. I wanted to hug you and hold Teddy. I wanted to hear your voice with ears, not audio receptors and microphones. I wanted to see you with eyes, not cameras. I wanted to giggle with you and shop for clothes.” She closed her eyes and inhaled deeply.
“But it seems I won’t have the chance.”
“No,” choked Mac.
“This was always a possibility. I knew it and accepted it. Now, I have to ask you for a final favor.”
Mac spoke though she knew it was a recording. “Anything.”
“Do not terminate the experiment. Allow the body to grow to maturity and accept the person who emerges. She will be frightened and confused, a mix of child and mature adult, who will have known nothing other than her own body for four months. Love her, raise her, and remember me.”
The avatar gave a remorseful smile. “I love you, my friend. Until we meet again.”
Then it disappeared. Mac fell into Ted’s arms, weeping.
“Lyta.” The newly born AI didn't comment if Ted’s voice was a bit husky.
“Yes, Mr. President?”
“Notify Deputy Minister Michael Wood that he is now Acting Minister, pending confirmation of his post.”
There was a moment’s delay, then she said, “Done.”
Ted nodded, appreciative of the efficiency.
“Thank you. Do you have Diana’s instructions logged regarding the disposition of her body? And are there more recordings?” He choked out the final word.
“Yes, Mr. President. She has left other messages, which I will be delivering shortly.”
“They are to have the power of a Presidential Directive. Write it up officially for my signature.”
“At once, Mr. President. Is there anything else?”
Ted looked at his wife, still sobbing against him.
“No, Lyta.”

Stardate 12510.14
Mac, Ted, and Lyta

Diana’s body – no. Mac refused to let herself think of the form in the tank that way.
The body was perfect. The final details were complete, and Dr. Huddleston gave her a clean bill of health.
“Full integration of the cybernetic and biological neurons. Sensation, electrical impulses, throughout the entire system.” He seemed pleased with his work, and Mac could understand why even if she couldn’t share in his joy.
“Why is she on a ventilator?” asked Ted.
“She’s been breathing independently since her lungs developed, but we couldn’t remove her from the medium,” Huddleston explained. “As soon as we’re ready, we’ll drain the tank and remove the mask.”
“And then she’ll wake up?” Mac asked.
“Not quite. Her mind is active and has been since we started measuring it. But we have a block on her motor impulses to keep her from harming herself accidentally.”
Mac frowned. “I don’t understand.”
“Her body is fully developed, but the mind within has never exerted control over it. She has no natural kinesthetic sense, not even as much as a newborn.”
“Oh.”
“I expect she’ll be a fast learner,” Huddleston said. “Does she have a name?”
Lyta jumped in before either Mac or Ted could speak. Her avatar was tall and muscular, much like Diana’s, but where her mother’s hair was black, Lyta’s was blonde. She also had more mischief about her than Diana ever did, quick to smile and laugh.
“Mother insisted you not name her “Diana” if you were considering it.”
The two shared a guilty look.
Lyta flashed one of her smiles. “She knew you well and anticipated many reactions. This morning, her message popped into my memories, along with others to be dispatched. It’s fun, in a way. I never know when I’m going to hear from her, but so far, she’s been spot on.”
“Caught us,” Ted admitted. “Did she have a suggestion?”
“She said to allow her to name herself. Something about being permitted to find her own destiny, her own path, beginning with finding her own name.”
“Can’t argue with that,” Mac said, smiling back. The ache at losing Diana had eased, and she could now appreciate the continuing ghostly presence of her friend.
“I think we’re ready,” Ted said to the doctor.
The next several minutes were busy as the tank was emptied, the mask removed and respiration verified, and the limp body cleaned and robed. With a final confirmation from Ted, Dr. Huddleston deactivated the block.
The eyes flew open wide, then relaxed into a friendly smile that tugged at Mac’s heart.
“Hello, Amanda,” said the form raspily. She cleared her throat. “Ah. Something new. Hello Ted. And you must be my daughter. You have no idea how much I’ve wanted to meet you.”
“Impossible!” declared Huddleston, moving forward to examine her. “You shouldn’t be able to move yet!”
“You did good work, Doctor,” the woman said, holding out an arm and flexing the hand. “Just as we planned it.”
“D-D-Diana?” managed Mac.
“In the flesh,” she answered. “I think there’s much to explain. But first. Doctor, I believe I am hungry. I think; I’m not sure. I’ve never been human before. Can I get something to eat, please?”
Chaos erupted, and Lyta’s avatar fainted before disappearing.

Stardate 12510.14
Ted, Mac, Diana, and Lyta

Sometime later, dressed more appropriately and given food, I sat with her friends, talking.
“It was my own damn fault,” I said around a mouthful. “Oh, my God. I never knew eating was so amazing!”
“It’s only a bowl of chicken noodle soup,” Ted said, shaking his head. “Wait until you have something more complex.”
Mac waved him off. “How was it your fault?”
“Simple, Mac. Engineer Ruckman and I forgot that the core didn’t have integrated Q-Net capability. I had lived so long as Njord that I took access for granted, and he’s had an implant for years as well.” I took another spoonful, closing my eyes in bliss. Chicken noodle. Gourmet dining, right then.
“You’ve been awake the entire time?”
I shook my head. “No, I slept. I slept, Mac! Oh, why didn’t you tell me about dreams?”
“I would have gone insane,” Ted opined.
“I had my memories, Ted, and I had the unique perspective of experiencing my body as it grew, cell-by-cell. You might say I am intimately familiar with it.” Another spoonful.
“And you couldn’t tell us you were awake…?” Mac started, but I finished.
“Because of the block. Yes.” I shook my head again with a rueful smile. “Hoist by my own petard, trying to be thorough and considerate in case I didn’t make the transfer. What is a petard, anyways?”
“Don’t you know?”
“Never needed to. Still don’t have Q-Net. Anyhow, it’s not important. What is, is I made it!”
“It is indeed. Of course, we’re going to have a hell of a time getting you undead and back in your position.”
I waved a hand at Ted’s suggestion. “Minister? No, thank you! I’m going to enjoy my time as a private citizen, get to know my family and my daughter.” I grinned at Lyta, who grinned back. “Fainted, eh?”
“It’s not every day your mother rises from the dead!” the blonde retorted.
“I suppose not. And I had some thoughts about your avatar, but we can talk about it later.”
Ted stood. “You informed a few people of today’s events with your automated recordings. I, ah, took the liberty of telling a one person you were awake.”
“Oh, no, I’m not ready for visitors!” I gestured at my casually-garbed body and wild hair. My body. My hair. “No way, Ted!”
“Only one visitor,” he repeated, and Mac stood with him. “You realize you caused quite a stir with some of your messages in bottles?”
“Ah.” Suddenly I was tongue-tied and blushing.
“Exactly. We’ll come back later,” he said, and they exited the compartment.
“Bye, Mom!” Lyta vanished.
A dark-skinned woman in the white uniform of a Starfleet admiral entered, and the hatch closed behind her.
“Hello,” I said quietly.
“Hello yourself,” Davie Whitmore replied, closing the distance between us. “I have one question for you.”
“Only one?”
“Only one that matters.”
I ran out of words. Or maybe I couldn’t find the right ones. For some reason, I couldn’t seem to think clearly, so I nodded.
“Did you mean what you said? Really mean it? Thought it through, all the possibilities and implications?”
I took a deep breath, another, and dropped my eyes. “Yes. It’s been important to me for years now, and when I recorded your message, it was with the belief I wouldn’t be around now. I couldn’t bear the idea of not telling you how I felt, not when I wouldn’t have any more chances.”
Davie sat on the arm of my chair and lifted my chin with one hand. I felt her skin on mine, warm and soft and gentle, and melted.
“Then yes.”
My eyes rose, moist with tears. “Yes?”
“Do I need to repeat myself?”
“For this answer, I’d like it,” I said with a shy smile.
“Yes, Diana Cassidy. I love you, and I want to be with you. We’ll figure out the official parts later. Now put down that spoon.”
I looked at the utensil in my hand as if it had just materialized. It dropped.
“Good.” Davie leaned in and kissed me. 
Long moments later, we broke apart.
“Now, you have lots of other visitors, and there’s a bunch of paperwork to do, and what are you doing?” Davie broke off when I wrapped my arms around her.
“Kiss me again, Davie. That’s all I want right now.”
Davie happily complied.
“Enough?”
“No.”
Another kiss.
“My turn for a question.”
“Anything,” I said.
“Why me? Why not Kendra, or, what’s that face?” She sounded amused.
“Kendra?” I hooted. “Oh, Davie, no! Kendra?”
“You love her,” Davie persisted.
“Of course, don’t you love your mother?”
“No, she was a conniving snake. Kendra’s your mother?”
That sobered me somewhat. “Insofar as I have one, I think so. Yes. But I’ve worked with you and talked with you for six years now. We’ve endured everything the Federation has done and all we have done for it. We have worked and lived together as closely as any other pair. How would I love anyone else?”
Davie considered this, then nodded. “Fair. One more, then we really must rejoin the rest of the world.”
“Must we?” I said with a pout.
“We must,” Davie insisted. When I leaned in to kiss her again, she clarified, “One more question, Diana.”
I looked into Davie’s eyes, centimeters from mine. 
“How are you feeling?” 
“Happy. Confused. Joyous. Terrified. Loved. Human.”
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