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Author's Word








     Yes, this involves Voyager's return to the Alpha Quadrant.  No, I don't give a shit if you like it or not.  I like the characters on Voyager: I hate the show's back drop.  The "lost in space" plot sucks!  I hate it!


     In fact, I hate it so bad that I rarely watch the damn show.  However, I know enough to say this: This episode comes between Kes' departure and the appearance of Seven of Nine.  That means that all you horny bastards will not have anything concerning her, (in case you thought I'd have Carrey do her, or something.)  So go take a cold shower, and calm down.  And, if you don't like the ending, you have two options.  For mature, reasonable dudes, (like Trekkers): e-mail me, using the link on the site.  For immature, obsessed jerks, (like Trekkies): direct your comments to the nearest wall.  Stay the f%$^ out of my way.  And grow up.











Prologue








      Janeway looked out at the viewscreen.  On it, She could see the enemy vessels incoming.  "Fire all weapons!  Try to get us to the nebula!"


     Paris was at the helm.  "I'm trying!  They keep cutting us off!"


     "Then let's play chicken.  Full speed ahead."  The Voyager lurched forward, and the enemy vessel veered away to avoid a collision.


     Tuvok was at the Tactical station.  "They are withdrawing.  They appear to be running low on ammunition."


     "Let's get to the nebula, then they can't detect us anymore."


     "Aye sir."

















     Ship's Log: March 18, 2159, AST: D.S.S. Roddenberry.  Minister Robert Allen Dale reporting.  We have traveled to Sector 893, which is at the farthest extent of Klingon space.  An experiment of epic proportions is about to be completed.  The Alliance's foremost scientists have possibly discovered a way to use universal jumpers to jump through space as well as universal fabrics, enabling us to jump throughout the galaxy of any universe.  As soon as this is verified, I will personally lead an Alliance force into the Delta Quadrant.  We have to watch ourselves, however, as two of the Federation's deadliest enemies inhabit this quadrant of space.  The Borg, and the Furies.


     On a lighter note, I'm pleased to report that Commander Jarod has adapted to his new duties.  He is of great asset to us.  The only foreseeable problem is that he has never been in a combat situation.


     Everyone watched on the viewscreen as the small runabout began to glow.  Then, in the blink of an eye, it disappeared.  If all went according to plan, the runabout would jump into the Delta Quadrant, and send out an interdimensional confirmation signal to reach them.


     After forty seconds of heart pounding suspense, the signal light began to glow on Jarod's console.  He pressed a button, and then called out, "Signal received and confirmed, sir."


     Dale turned to Worf.  "Are they ready?"


     Worf nodded his head.  "All ships report ready."


     "Is Carrey ready?"


     Worf checked his console again.  "The Koenig's warp core is warmed up, sir."


     "Inform the fleet to prepare to jump."  Dale smiled to himself.  Normally, new areas of space were explored by, at most, task forces.  To use a fleet for such a purpose was seen as wasteful, but everything had been quiet of late.  No recent Nazi attacks, and things were calm along the newly made Alliance-Dominion border.  Because of that, he was able to convince the High Command to support his assignment of a fleet to explore the Delta Quadrant.  They gave him the Tenth Fleet, veterans of the fabled "Elohsian Incident", in which they pushed back the Romulans from a new Alliance member, the Elohsians, who had formally been a Romulan protectorate.  The Tenth Fleet was commanded by Commodore Harold Nimitz, from Home Earth, who was a descendant of Admiral Chester Nimitz, the American World War II hero.


     "Fleet reports that jumpers are ready."


     "Activate jumpers."


     At that moment, the Roddenberry, as well as the other ships, engaged their jumpers.  Several red jump vortexes appeared, and the fleet flew into them.








     After they had arrived in the Delta Quadrant, the fleet quickly split up into ten wings, each assigned to one predesignated sector.  Dale looked at his tactical screen to see how the wings split up.  He himself had overall command, plus tactical command of Delta wing.  "Open Dock 1 doors."


     On the ship's Tactical section, a door on the top slid open.  Inside was a dock, where the Koenig was docked.


     "Doors open."


     Carrey's voice came over the comm link.  "Releasing docking clamps.  Engaging vertical thrusters."


     The Koenig lifted out of the dock.  A soon as it was clear, the helmsman activated the impulse engines, and it moved forward, and came in front of the Roddenberry.


     Dale watched as the Koenig came into view.  It was small, sleak, and conveyed a sense of power in it's movement.  Despite it's size, Dale knew it possessed the best phasers ever created.  "Set course for nebula designate D-256, Warp 8.  Also, I want constant sensor sweeps, to make sure we're not being watched."


     "Yes sir."  Ensign Empsy was at the conn.  "Course set."


     Dale smiled again, at the thought of the age-old order that ship captains made.  "Engage."


     Empsy touched her console again, and the viewscreen transformed into a view of stars whizzing by them.  "We are proceeding at Warp 8, sir.  Delta wing has matched our speed, and is following."


     "Good.  Have all ships go to Code Blue.  I also want everybody to be at battle readiness.  No use taking chances."


     "Yes sir."


     Dale let out a sigh.  "I'll be in my office if anything happens."  He got up to go to the office, when he turned.  "I want you to tell Commander Garak to report to me at once."


     "Aye sir."


     Dale went into his office, and sat down.  He began to read the reports that were on his desk.  They profoundly disturbed him.  According to the reports, the Dominion was moving more and more forces to Cardassia, and they were evidently trying to provoke both the Klingons and the Federation into a war.  It was obvious that the Dominion had a good grip on the strategic situation, because, should the Klingons declare war on the grounds of being aggressed, the Alliance was committed to joining them.  And the Alliance was expanding too fast to give them time to build their military sufficiently.  New members, new allies who needed military assistance, and merchants needed to be escorted were sucking a lot of manpower from the military, leaving them with only five operational fleets and about four army groups to wage war, plus two air divisions and three complete Marine divisions.  This was such a small force that no kind of offensive could be waged against any enemy, especially the Dominion.


     As he finished one report, Garak walked into the room.  He was wearing his uniform, which was silver, like Dale's.  He walked up to the desk, and put his hands behind his back.  "I believe you requested my presence?"


     "Yes.  I need to know everything you do about aliens from this quadrant."


     Garak let out a visible sigh.  "I'm afraid that my knowledge of this quadrant is very scanty.  All I know is that this is the only quadrant of space that the Obsidian Order has never been to.  We never learned anything about this area.  Our probes still haven't reached here yet.  The only known alien races from this quadrant are the Borg, and those Furies that the Federation is so worried about."


     Dale nodded.  "The Furies."  He lifted his head.  "I've already asked Worf to recalibrate their weapons to prevent their being absorbed."  He pointed to the door.  "You may leave, Mister Garak."


     He nodded.  "Thank you."  Then he turned and left.


     Dale pressed the button on his desk that activated his comm system.  "Dale to Barnes.  Teddo, you there?"


     "What the hell do you want?"


     "Do you think you can push it up to Warp 9.9 in a pinch?"


     "You're crazy!  There's no way in hell that I can push the damn engines that hard!"


     Dale winced at Barnes' language.  "Fine.  Just be ready in case we don't have a choice." 


     "Whatever."


     Dale went back to reading the reports, when his communicator sounded.  He pressed it.  "Dale here."


     "Sir, we're picking up something on the long range sensors.  It looks like a probe, Federation design."


     "So?  The Federation has sent plenty of probes to the Delta Quadrant."


     "Sir, this design is only three years old.  According to our records, it's a short range probe that Starfleet uses to search sectors of space."


     "I'm coming."  Dale walked out onto the bridge.  Jarod was at his station, as was Empsy, and Lieutenant Farren'da was in the command chair.  "Current status?"


     Farren'da stood, and walked up to him.  "The probe is sending out constant sensor sweeps.  The bandwidth is such as to indicate that they are searching for other vessels."


     Dale nodded.  "Where are the other bridge officers?"


     "Commander Andrews is currently overseeing the installation of a new docking collar in Dock 2, and Commander Worf is teaching his martial arts class."


     "Tell them both to report here at once."


     "Aye, sir."


     Farren'da left the bridge, and Dale settled into his chair.  "Put the probe on screen."  The screen flickered, and then the probe appeared.  It was about two meters long, and was black, nearly blending into the surrounding space.  Dale squinted his eyes, and said, "Federation starship probes normally have the starship's name on their sides.  Magnify the image."


     The screen changed again, and the probe grew larger.  On it's side, they could see writing.


     It read: U.S.S. Voyager.  NCC-47565.


     Andreys and Worf walked onto the bridge, and took up their normal stations.  Worf saw the name on the probe, and amazement filled his face.  "The Voyager," he gasped.


     Dale put his head on his chair's headrest.  "The Voyager.  So it's been here."


     Jarod shook his head.  "What's the Voyager?"


     Dale sighed.  "Two and a half years ago, Starfleet completed construction of the first of their new Intrepid-class starships.  They named it the Voyager.  On it's first mission, it disappeared in the Badlands, a sector of large plasma storms and well known as the base of operations for the Maquis." 


     "So they were somehow sent here, to the Delta Quadrant?"


     "Apparently so."  Dale looked up at Worf.  "Can you find where it's sending it's signal?"


     Worf looked at his instruments.  "It is using some kind of radiation blockage to prevent the signal from being followed."  He raised his head.  "I have seen this kind of signal deflection before.  It is commonly used by the Maquis."


     "Can you get through it?"


     "It is possible.  If Commander Jarod can modify the sensors to use a high frequency bandwidth, then I can use them to cut through the radiation."


     "Good, get it done.  I also want you to cloak.  They're looking for somebody, and I don't want that somebody to find us.  Alert every ship in the fleet to cloak as well."                                                        


     As Dale set back and waited, Jarod began to alter the sensors.  Within five minutes, he turned to Worf.  "Try it now."


     Worf began to use the augmented sensors to scan the probe.  After thirty seconds, Worf looked up.  "Sir, I have penetrated the radiation.  Apparently, the signal is being received in the nebula."


     Dale nodded.  Just then, Jarod's console began to emit a beep, and Jarod responded to it.  "Sir, we're picking up several extra warp signatures heading to the nebula."


     "On screen."


     The screen changed, and several ships appeared on the viewer.  Worf looked at them, and the blood drained from his face.  "The Furies," he gasped.


     Dale stood up immediately.  "Mister Worf, I want you to reconfigure the shields to deflect the fear weapons they use."


     "Right away."


     Dale turned to Jarod.  "Open a channel to the Koenig."


     "Yes sir."


     The main viewer changed, and the bridge of the Koenig appeared.  Commander Zack Carrey was sitting in the command chair.  "Koenig here," he responded.


     "Zack, I need you to head to the nebula while we muster our forces.  I'll have Mister Worf send you the appropriate information to modify your shields and weapons properly."


     "Yes sir."  Carrey then angled his head to face the lieutenant at the helm.  "Set course, maximum warp.  As soon as Commander Worf sends the information, use it.  Go to Code Red."


     "Aye sir!"  The lieutenant went to work.  In the background, klaxons sounded.


     "Good luck Zack."


     "We'll give those Furies hell."


     "I'm counting on that.  As soon as you get the Voyager free, get back here.  I'm bringing the fleet in as we speak."


     "Will do."


     Carrey disappeared from the screen, replaced by the Koenig.  It turned slightly, and disappeared, as it's cloaking device engaged.  Dale leaned back in his seat.  "Evacuate all non-essential personnel to the Tactical section.  If we need to, we'll separate it."


     "Aye, sir."








     As the Koenig approached the nebula, Carrey leaned back in his chair.  "Anything on sensors?"


     The lieutenant at the helm, Apley, replied, "No sir."  Then, a light appeared on his console.  "Sir, we've picked up a graviton beam inside the nebula.  It appears to be a tractor beam."


     "Can you put it on the viewer?"


     "Sorry, sir, but the nebula is producing too much interference.  We need to get closer."


     "Tell me when we get into range."


     "Aye sir."  As they watched, the nebula grew larger on the screen.  A swirling mass of red and blue gas and cosmic dust, it looked beautiful, but yet was dangerous.


     As they drew closer, the viewer's filter allowed them to see deeper into the nebula.  Normally, they wouldn't be able to detect anything in the nebula, but the nebula was unusually low on density, so they could use the viewer.  Slowly, they saw several ships come into view.


     The largest ships were sleek and black, and one was emitting a bluish beam.


     The other ship was the Voyager.  It was being dragged along by the tractor beam.


     Apley turned to Carrey.  "What should we do?"


     Carrey looked thoughtfully, then smiled, and said, "Lock phasers on the tractor beam's emitter.  As soon as we get in effective range, drop out of warp, decloak, and fire."


     "Aye sir!"








     On the Voyager's bridge, Janeway sat in her chair, accepting defeat.  The Furies had come back with a sensor device, and found them.  They were now locked in their tractor beam, and were being dragged away, to be tortured and killed.


     As she turned to Torres, who was at her engineering station, she said, "Is the warp core on line?"


     She checked her readings, and nodded in confirmation.


     "Prepare to overload the core.  We'll try to take as many as possible with us."


     Just then, Kim called out, "Captain!  I'm detecting a ship decloaking!"


     On the Voyager's viewer, a small ship wavered into sight, and bright red bursts flew out at the Furies.





     The Koenig decloaked, and fired.  It's phasers impacted with the intended target, and the beam disappeared.  Several explosions came out of the ship, and it blew apart due to them.


     On the bridge of the Koenig, Carrey watched with satisfaction.  He turned to the ensign manning the weapons console.  "Good shot.  Try to give the Voyager room to get out of here."


     "Aye sir."


     The ship suddenly shook violently as they were hit by a Fury energy beam.  Carrey nearly fell out of his chair.  "Damage report!"


     "Sir, shields barely holding at thirty percent!  Impulse engines are down, and I am switching to main thrusters!"


     Apley yelled out, "Sir, a Fury vessel is trying to cut off the Voyager!"


     "Fire phasers!  Try to force them off!"


     


     On the Voyager's bridge, Tuvok, in his calm, Vulcan tone, said, "Captain, the Furies' tractor beam is off-line.  We're free."


     She turned to Paris.  "Get us the hell out of here."


     "Trying to, sir."  He pressed the buttons on his console, trying to guide them out.  "Sir, a Fury vessel is trying to cut us..."


     Before he could complete the sentence, the Fury ship exploded in a bright light.  Through the debris, they could see their mysterious benefactor soaring through it.  They then heard a beep coming from the operations console.  Kim pressed a button.  On the screen, a young man, with blond hair and in his early twenties, appeared.  Behind him, there was smoke, and damage control teams holding fire extinguishers.  "This is Commander Zachary Carrey, commanding officer of the Democratic Starship Koenig.  I would suggest that we get the hell out of here, before these bastards from hell get reinforcements."


     Janeway let out a grin.  "I concur, Commander."  Turning her attention to Paris, she said, "Follow them out of the nebula."


     "Aye sir.  Following their course."  They watched as the Koenig went to warp.  "Going to Warp 7, now."  The Voyager leapt into warp speed.








     "Sir, we're getting a signal from the Koenig."


     Dale let out a sigh of relief.  "Thank God.  On screen."


     On the screen, The bridge of the Koenig appeared, and they could see Carrey in his chair.  In the  background, they could see damage control teams running around, and could hear officers barking out orders.  "Rob, we've suffered a bad hit on our impulse engines.  I'm afraid we won't be much use in a straight-on fight."


     "Prepare to dock.  Did you find Voyager?"


     "Yes.  They're following us, but I'm afraid they won't be much use either.  They took some heavy hits."


     Under his breath, Dale muttered, "Damn."  Out loud, he said, "Look's like we'll have to come up with another plan."  He turned and looked at everybody.  "Suggestions?"


     Andrews shrugged.  "Maybe we can evacuate the Voyager?"


     Dale shook his head.  "Not enough time.  Plus, we'd have to lower our shields, and expose ourselves to the Furies' fear weapon."


     Jarod turned his chair.  "Maybe we can bring them into our jump field range, then activate the jump, and take them back to the Alpha Quadrant."


     Dale's face brightened  up.  "Can we do it?"


     Jarod turned back to his console, and pressed some of the buttons.  "I would recommend putting them between the tactical and the drive sections.  That way there is no chance of them not being in the field."


     "Fine.  Send a signal, describing our plan to them."


     





     As Janeway strolled the bridge, Tuvok and Chakotay were locked into an argument.  "I do not believe it is logical to trust the Alliance.  It is well known that they have a severe hatred of the Federation, and Starfleet."


     Chakotay laughed.  "They pity the Federation.  I should know, because I talked to some of their officers a few years ago."


     Tuvok cocked an eyebrow.  "When was that?"


     "When I made a brief 'excursion' to Kelos.  I was supposed to go to buy supplies, but I was actually there to meet with Admiral Alexander Zukowsky."


     "The head of the Alliance Stellar Fleet Intelligence Division?"


     Chakotay nodded.  "I agreed to accept the Alliance's offer of 'covert assistance', in exchange for information we normally received from our operatives in Cardassian space."


     Kim looked puzzled.  "What do you mean by 'covert assistance'."


     "Let's put it this way.  Tuvok, do you remember that last meal you ate with us before our last mission as Maquis?"


     Tuvok nodded.


     "You wouldn't have eaten that if I hadn't agreed to Zukowsky's deal."


     "So, the Alliance was giving the Maquis critical supplies."  Janeway joined the conversation.


     "That's correct.  In exchange, we told them everything we heard about the Cardassians."


     "What, precisely, did you tell them?"


     "Everything from the smallest rumor to troop movements."


     "How did the Alliance get by our patrols?"  Kim was obviously getting more curious by the second.


     "They were cloaked.  Their ships would rendezvous with ours, we would exchange the information and supplies, and they would leave."


     Janeway smiled.  "If we get back, I'll have to tell Starfleet that one."


     "It won't do you any good.  The Federation will send the Alliance a warning to stop violating the DMZ, the Alliance will tell the Federation to go to hell, and that'll be that."


     Kim's panel started to beep, and he looked at the readings.  "We've got five Fury vessels on our tail.  They will intercept in ten minutes!"


     Everybody got in their proper place, and Janeway yelled, "Red Alert!  Open a channel to the Koenig!"


     "Channel opened."


     The screen once again showed Commander Carrey.  "Commander, I hope you have a very good plan up your sleeve."


     "Don't worry a bit.  Just come to a full stop, right now."


     Janeway looked puzzled for a moment, then said, "All stop."


     The two ships dropped out of warp, and came to a full stop.  In front of them was empty space.


     Janeway was about to ask why they stopped when the answer presented itself.


     In front of them, the largest starship Janeway had ever seen appeared out of nowhere.


     One thought went through her mind.


     That is one hell of a ship.  Twenty-seven hells, to be exact.


     Kim looked just as stunned as her.  "That has got to be a Presidential-class ship."


     Paris looked at it.  "I heard that those ships could rip a Galaxy-class starship to pieces."


     Torres laughed.  "That thing could probably blow a Borg ship to hell."


     As they watched, the Koenig glided to the top of the ship, and disappeared.  Kim's console started to let of that incessant beep, signaling that they were being hailed.


     "Signal coming in from that ship.  Shall I put it on screen?"


     "Yes."


     The viewscreen changed to show the bridge of the other starship.  In the command chair sat a young man, with dark brown hair, and at his side was an equally young woman, with flowing blond hair.


     The man in the command chair stood up.  "I am Robert Dale, Minister of Defense for the Alliance of Democratic Nations, and commander of the Democratic Starship Roddenberry."


     "Captain Kathryn Janeway, of the Federation Starship Voyager."


     "Captain, if you wish to see your home again, I need you to maneuver your ship to the following position relative to us."


     As soon as he said this, a graphic image appeared on their viewer.  On it, they could see an image of Voyager, inside the small void between the top area of the ship, and the drive section.


     She looked at Paris.  "Can you do this?"


     "I'll try."


     Going back to her seat, she sat down and said, "We are maneuvering now."


     "Good.  As soon as you're in position, we're going to make a jump."


     





     Just after the screen changed from the Voyager's bridge to the stars, Dale turned to Worf.  "Status?"


     Carrey walked onto the bridge, but then Worf yelled, "Sir, Fury vessels coming in at Warp 7!  I am reading five!"  He turned to Carrey.  "Take the secondary Tactical console!"


     "You betcha', Worf!"  Carrey slid into the appropriate seat.


     Dale adjusted himself in his seat.  "Raise shields and prepare solar torpedoes!"  Dale turned to Jarod.  "How long until Voyager is in our jump field range?!"


     "She's almost in our field range!  We'll have to hold on about two more minutes!"


     "Fine.  Lock weapons and prepare to fire."  Dale looked to Worf.  "Are the shields properly tuned?"


     "Yes sir.  Fury vessels in range in thirty seconds."


     "Inform Delta wing to raise their shields, with your modifications, and prepare to fire."


     Worf did as ordered, then confirmed the order.


     "Range to target?"


     "Ten... nine... eight.... seven... six..."  Worf was counting down the seconds.  "three... two... one... in firing range!"


     "All ships, fire at will!"


     A flurry of phaser and torpedo fire lashed out and hit the enemy ships.  One exploded from the ferocity of the attack.  The others veered off, after getting off a counter-attack.


     The bridge shook as the shields took a hit.  "Status?," Dale asked.


     "The Ulm and the Sedan report minor damage to their shields.  Our shields are at eighty-six percent."


     "Order all ships to try to keep them off of us.  As soon as we jump, they are to leave as well."


     "Aye sir."


     The other Alliance ships leapt forward, and began to pepper the Furies with weapons fire.  Whenever the Furies tried to break through to the Roddenberry, an Alliance ship would cut them off.


     "How long until the Voyager is in range?"


     "Thirty seconds."


     As they watched, the Furies exchanged shots with the Alliance ships.  Another Fury vessel exploded, but at the same time a Fury vessel hit a Valiant-class starship with their energy weapon, and it began to falter.  The lights on the ship flickered, as it lost power.


     "Sir, the Sioux has lost main power, and their weapons are down."


     "Order them to get clear."


     Jarod suddenly yelled out, "Sir!  Fury vessel heading right for us!  Their weapons are locking on!"


     "Fire on them!  Get them to break off!"


     Just as Dale said this, the Sioux suddenly roared back to life.  Without weapons, they lunged right for the Fury vessel.


     Just as the Fury ship went to fire, the Sioux rammed it in the rear.  Both ships were enveloped in flames as the Sioux's warp core breached, and exploded.


     At that same moment, Jarod yelled out, "They're in our jump field range!"


     "Activate jumper!  Take us back to the Alpha Quadrant!"


     The Roddenberry and the Voyager entered the subsequent jump vortex.








     Ship's Log, March 18, 2159 AST: D.S.S. Roddenberry.  Minister Robert Allan Dale reporting.  We have successfully jumped back to the Alpha Quadrant with the Voyager, and are en route to escorting them home.  I am sorry to report the loss of the D.S.S. Sioux, which was destroyed with all hands.  However, the Tenth Fleet engaged and destroyed a Fury fleet, with no ship losses on our side.  Commodore Nimitz also made contact with a race known as the Talaxians, and they are considering a proposal to become an Alliance protectorate.


     Dale was in his office, looking over reports, when the door chime sounded.


     "Come in."


     The door opened, and Captain Janeway entered.  She stood at attention, with her heads clasped behind her back.


     "You're Starfleet, so I don't require you to come in at attention.  So, at ease."


     Janeway sat in a chair in his office.  "I would like to thank you for saving us back there."


     Dale looked up.  "We were just doing our job."


     Janeway looked down.  "How many of your officers died on that kamikaze ship?"


     Dale bowed his head too.  "The Sioux.  Had a crew of about forty.  Commander Eliezer Keller was in command."  He paused.  "He was a good man.  You'd expect something like that from him."  Dale cleared his throat.  "We also lost the Ulm.  She was destroyed right after we jumped out, but most of the crew survived, because they got to the escape pods in time."


     Janeway lifted her head up.  "What's going to happen now?"


     Dale stood.  "I've talked to one of your admirals.  Admiral Nechayev said that they were sending the Hood to the Alliance-Federation border to pick you up."  He gave her a look that made her practically feel the "but" in his head.


     "What else is there?"


     Dale sighed.  "Every one of the Maquis in your crew is going to be arrested, and tried.  They will probably be convicted."


     Janeway frowned.  "We wouldn't have made it without them."


     "Yes, but Starfleet is afraid that letting them go will upset their relations with the Dominion."


     Janeway nodded.  "Yes, I heard of the Dominion's takeover of Cardassia."


     "Yes, it was quite a shock to everyone."  Dale swallowed.  "I'm afraid that your Maquis don't have anything to go home to."


     "What do you mean by that?"


     Dale looked up, and steeled himself from the news.  "They were obliterated by the Dominion.  Those who were not captured were killed.  In fact, the Maquis, in a sense, don't even exist anymore."


     "They're going to take it hard."


     "Yes, but they'll have to accept it."





  


     "What!"


     The Maquis crew of the Voyager stood on her bridge, and were visibly shocked.  Torres was red in the face, and Chakotay was livid.


     Janeway shrugged.  "I'm sorry.  I will, of course, file a complaint with Starfleet, and put in a good word with the courts, but..."


     Then, the Maquis crew members went to leave the bridge, when Tuvok walked in with a full detail of Starfleet security officers, armed with phaser rifles.  "You are under arrest."


     Just then, the communications panel began to beep, and Janeway walked over to it and pressed the response button.  On the viewscreen, The Roddenberry's bridge appeared, with Dale in his command seat.


     He smiled, and said, "Well, I see you're following your orders from Starfleet, like good little soldiers."


     "What do you want?"  Janeway looked exasperated, probably due to the betrayal she was forced to make.


     Chakotay looked to the viewscreen.  "We were made Alliance citizens by Admiral Zukowsky!  Why are you letting us be arrested by the Federation!"


     "I'm not."  Dale turned to Worf.  "Mister Worf, target the Voyager's engines and shield generators.  Prepare a boarding party, armed with PFFs and photon rifles."


    "Yes sir."


    Dale turned back to face the screen.  "You are to release our citizens aboard your ship right away.  Failure to do so will coerce me to order your capture."


     At first Janeway was feeling angry at the threat, then saw Dale's expression and realized that he was giving her a third alternative.


     Tuvok went to walk toward the tactical station, as if to prepare their defenses, when Janeway stopped him.  "We find ourselves with no choice but to agree.  I will release them immediately, and their belongings will be beamed over within the hour."


     "Thank you."  Dale pressed a button on his chair, and said, "Bridge to transporter room, lock onto the appropriate life signs on their bridge, and energize."








     Dale watched as the Hood and the Voyager went to warp, and disappeared.  He turned to see somebody new come onto the bridge.


     Lieutenant Thomas Paris walked up to him, wearing his new Alliance uniform.  He saluted, and said, "Lieutenant Paris reporting for duty, sir."


     Dale nodded his head, his customary return of a salute, and extended his hand.  Paris shook it, and Dale said, "I wasn't aware that you were posted here."


     "Admiral Redding said he would send over the paperwork as soon as possible."


     "That's fine with me.  Take your post, Lieutenant."  Paris walked up to the conn, and Empsy stood up.  She smiled, and whispered to him,  "Meet me in the lounge as soon as your shift is over.  I'd like to get to know you a little better."


     "I'll be there," he whispered back.


     She left the bridge, and Paris took the conn.  "Ready for orders, sir."


     Dale sat down.  "Set course for Kelos, at Warp 7."


     "Course set, sir."


     "Engage."


     "Aye sir."


     With that, the Roddenberry leaped off into warp speed.











Epilogue





     Dale was in his office when his comm beeped.  He pressed the button on his desk, and Andreys's voice came over.  "Robby, we've got a message coming in from Starfleet.  It's Admiral Nechayev."


     One word through Dale's mind.  Damn.  He said, "Put it in here."


     On his screen, a woman around her forties appeared.  She was wearing the red-colored uniform of a Starfleet admiral.  She immediately got to the point.  "Minister, I must protest your actions.  Giving the Maquis asylum is a breach of interstellar law, as well as a violation of the Agran Treaty.  The Federation can..."


     Before she could finish, Dale blew up and yelled, "The Federation can kiss my ass!"  Nechayev was stunned for a minute, and Dale continued.  "We did not sign the Agran Treaty, and we have constantly refused to adhere to your precious 'interstellar law'.  We can at least say that we didn't betray our citizens by giving up territory to expansionist enemies.  You can quote every single word I've said to your Council.  Our official position stands.  We do not recognize your government as an ally, so we don't give a damn what you think!"


     Nechayev regained her voice, and shot back, "We are a peace loving organization, and do anything to bring peace to our quadrant!  We do not fight wars just to depose a small ruler from his throne, we respect it!"


     "That proves my point!  Your holier-than-thou Federation is nothing but a bunch of spineless pacifists who refuse to accept reality.  You always try to buy peace, but the price is frequently too high!  You have to earn peace, by showing that you're strong enough to fight back!  You also throw support to dictatorships who give you what you want!  You won't fight for the ideals you claim to serve!  The Federation is worthless!  If the Dominion doesn't destroy you, the Romulans will!  Goodbye!"  He cut off the signal, and leaned back, smiling.  Stupid Federation dumbasses, he thought.  He got up, and headed to his quarters for a nice sleep.     














     Next is "In The New Frontier".  See ya!


