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Author's Word





     When this was originally conceived, it was a fast-paced one plot episode focusing on the crew of the Koenig.  However, when I looked back on it, I realized that it was not as good as it could have been.  Therefore, I've made some modifications to the main plot, and also added a secondary plot.  And, for those of you who read the premiere "A Time For Heroes" and wondered about the reference to a female named Cindy, who had been a part of Dale's previous life as a Kansas farmboy, then read on.  I reveal the truth of their relationship, and how it nearly ruined Dale when it came to relationships.


    








Prologue








    Spock looked on as the Romulan craft came at his ships.  He told the pilot to increase speed, and the border was in site.  Their sister ship was faring just as badly, and was nearly destroyed.  They crossed the border, but it did not deter their pursuers.  Spock, having to yell over the sound of another hit, told somebody to send out a distress signal.  If they were lucky, an Alliance ship would come to the rescue.


     The Alpha Quadrant depended on it.














     Ship's Log: May 12, 2159 AST; D.S.S. Koenig.  Commander Zachary Tyler Carrey reporting.  Due to increased activity along the Alliance-Romulan border, we have been sent to patrol a short area along the border, until another ship comes to relieve us.  We will remain uncloaked, and have had our sensor array refitted with better equipment, enabling us to increase both sensor efficiency and range.


     I'm getting tired of these stupid patrols.  We're supposed to be an escort vessel.  In a way, I wish that I hadn't accepted command of the Koenig.  It can be a pain in the neck.


     Carrey walked into the mess room, and ordered a soda from the replicator.  A glass with black liquid appeared, and he picked it up and sat down.  He began to take a drink, when his communicator beeped.  He pressed it, and Apley's voice began to speak.  "Sir, we're picking up some signal from the border.  We haven't translated it yet, but it appears to be a distress signal."


     Carrey sighed.  Why me?  Out load, he said, "Set course and engage at proper speed.  Go to Code Yellow."


     "Aye sir."


     Carrey stood up, and walked out of the mess room.  He made his way to the turbolift, and went up to the bridge.  When he walked in, he could see that Apley was at the helm, and Derbely at Operations.  At the weapons station was a newly-graduated young ensign, named Sherlily.  She was just at twenty-two, and Carrey tried to remind himself to ask her out.


     When he sat down, Apley turned and said, "Sir, our computers have translated the signal, and it appears to be a pair of scout ships, both Romulan.  They say they're under attack."


     "Go to Code Red, and engage cloaking device."


     "Yes sir."


     When he pressed the button to activate the cloaking device, a buzz sounded.  Apley turned and said, "Sir, the cloak is not engaging."


     Carrey pressed his communicator, and said, annoyed, "Bridge to Engineering, what the hell is going on?"


     "Commander, we had t' deactivate the cloak in order to get the bloody sensors to work.  I'm afraid that ye'll have t'do without."


     Carrey put his head in his hands, and wondered briefly what he had done to deserve this.  He then said, "Okay, we'll have to approach this differently.  Raise shields and prepare all weapons."


     "Aye sir."


     "ETA?"


     Apley checked his console.  "Three minutes."


     Carrey sat and mentally counted down the seconds.  He was definitely going to demand that the entire crew be given a rest.  When he got to 166 seconds, Apley suddenly lifted his head and yelled, "Sir!  I'm reading five small attack craft in the area!  They seem to attacking the two scouts."


     "What's their make?"


     "Romulan.  Gre'deriv-class."


     "Order them to leave Alliance space immediately, or we will be forced to open fire."


     "Yes sir."  Derbely pressed some of the buttons at her console.  She shook her head, and said, "They're not responding.  They are continuing their attack on the scouts."


     "As soon as we get in range, I want you to fire on them.  Bring the phasers low enough to avoid destroying them."


     "Aye sir.  Phasers at fifty percent.  Range in five seconds."


     "Fire at will!"


     The Koenig dropped out of warp, and fired.  The first ship it hit was knocked off course, and the second ship was ripped apart by the still-incredible force of the phaser blast.  The other three broke off their attack, and aimed their weapons at the Koenig.  Apley was a fast pilot, however, and he pulled the nose up, and the enemy missed.


     At the same moment, the first ship turned and fired at one of the scouts.  It's hull couldn't take the stress of the blast, and it was blown apart.


     Carrey saw it on the small tactical screen to his left, and yelled, "Try to force them off of the remaining scout.  Phasers on full!"


     Apley hit a button, and the Koenig angled on it's side, and cut off another attack on the last scout.  The bridge shook as they were hit by the Romulan disruptors.  They turned quickly and fired, destroying another enemy ship.


     They were hit again, and Carrey yelled out, "Damage report!"


     Derbely looked at her readings, and shouted, "Shields at seventy-three percent!  Minor damage to the primary thrusters!"


     Carrey frowned, and yelled, "No more Mister Nice Guy!  Lock and fire solar torpedoes!"


     Sherlily nodded in confirmation, and said, "Locking torpedoes now!"


     Three torpedoes flew out, and each found it's target.  A second later, Sherlily was confirming the destruction of the Romulan ships.


     Carrey leaned back, and said, "Hail that scout.  I want to know why the hell they're in our space, and why they were being attacked."


     Derbely nodded.  "Aye sir."


     A second later, Derbely turned back to him.  "They're coming on screen, sir."


     On the screen, a man with pointed ears appeared.  His brow was smooth, unlike many Vulcanoids, and he looked like a middle-aged human.


     "I am Ambassador Spock, of the Federation.  We request that you assist us."


     Carrey nodded, and said, "I'll send as many engineers as I can spare.  Do you have warp capability?"


     Spock looked back at one of the men, and he nodded.  Spock turned back.  "Yes, our warp drive is still on-line.  Our top speed is approximentaly Warp 6."


     "Helm, set course for Eloh, Warp 6.  Inform Mister Scott to make up a team of about five engineers to beam over."


     "Yes sir."


      Carrey turned back to the screen, and said, "As soon as they beam over, head toward Eloh.  They have a civilian drydock there that you could use for repairs.  After we get there, I would like you to explain to me what just happened."


     Spock nodded.  "That is acceptable."








     Carrey sat in the little room that served as a private discussion center, and watched as Spock came in.  He had never seen Spock in person, just heard of his tremendous reputation.  He stood and extended his hand in greeting.  "Nice to meet you, Ambassador."


     Spock took his hand, and said, "Likewise, Commander."


     They sat down, and Carrey picked up a padd.  He then said, "Ambassador, what were you doing on our side of the border?"


     Spock met his gaze, and answered, "We were attempting to make it to Eloh, in order to contact your government.  We were intercepted by a squadron of attack craft just as we reached your border.  We crossed, and transmitted a distress signal.  They followed, and then events occurred as you witnessed."


     Carrey wrote that down on the padd, then turned back to Spock.  "Why do you want to contact our government?"


     "That answer must remain confidential."


     Carrey promised to make it a classified record, and Spock began to tell his story.  "Our contacts within the Romulan government's inner circle have informed us of a dangerous feud between two factions within this circle.  One group favors joining with the Federation and the Klingons to form an anti-Dominion alliance.  The other favors aligning themselves with the Dominion against the Federation and the Klingons.  This faction also believes that, after the Dominion and the Romulan Empire conquer the Alpha Quadrant, they could try to conquer the Alliance as well."


     Spock paused so Carrey could finish putting his words down, then continued.  "The pro-Dominion group, known as the Dominionists, have sparked a political war with the Paxists, who want to fight the Dominion.  Already, there has been several minor assassinations on both sides."


     Carrey finished putting this down, then pressed a button on the padd, putting it into the computer.  "This file is to be classified at Ultra Top Secret.  Send to D.S.S. Roddenberry, Priority One."


     "Voice Authorization required."


     "Carrey-7653 Theta."


     "Passcode recognized.  File sent."


     Carrey got up and said, "I'll assume that you wish to see your former shipmate?"


     Spock cocked an eyebrow.  "I believe you are referring to Mister Scott."


     "Yes."


     "I happen to be interested in his interpretation of the events that led to his decision to join you."


     "You may go see him.  I'll see you when we arrive at Eloh."








     Ship's Log: May 12, 2159 AST; D.S.S. Roddenberry.  Minister Robert Allen Dale reporting.  The Roddenberry is currently en route to Alleria, in FHI-8, to meet with leaders of the Allerian Confederacy, who share a small border with us.  The Allerian government is struggling to cope with widespread corruption, intimidation, and incompetence.  Cronyism has also escalated another problem, the numerous pirate gangs that prowl civilian spaceways looking for transports to loot.  The Alliance Council has authorized me to negotiate with them on a number of important matters, including treaties on criminal extradition, trade, and most importantly, mutual defense.  The Allerian Confederacy is involved with an undeclared war against our mutual adversaries, the Berjakian Empire, and the Council and the High Command believe that it would be prudent to become allies against the Berjakian threat.


     Dale entered the shuttle bay, in time to see the transport runabout land.  In front of him, he could see Commander Worf, as well as the leading men of the 200 Marines on board the Roddenberry, Captain Alexander Somerson and Sergeant Major Michael Mare, (pronounced Ma-Ray).  The transport opened, and fifty men and women came out, and with military promptness, quickly formed a line, and came to attention.  Behind them, Lieutenant Paris jumped out, and went up to Dale.  Noticing stares from fifty-two gruff Marines, he quickly saluted, and Dale nodded.  "At ease, Lieutenant."  Paris dropped his hand, and stood up by Dale.  "So, how did it go?"  Beside him, Mare and Somerson began to visually inspect the column.


     "It took me five extra hours to get here because the starboard power conduit lost half of it's flow, and the entire way all I could hear were war stories, bad jokes, and very dirty encounters during shore leaves."


     Dale chuckled.  "Typical Marine behavior."  Upon noticing Paris' blank look, he added, "My cousin joined the Marine Corps when I was thirteen.  You might say that he was never the same.  Marines are excellent soldiers, but are even better party-throwers."


     Captain Somerson approached them.  "Sir, they are ready for inspection."


     Dale took a breath, and nodded.  "Talk to you later, Lieutenant."  He then walked to the column of soldiers, each at attention.  His hands behind his back, he visually examined each one.  A couple seemed old enough to be his father, and some appeared to have just left boot camp.  Nearing one young man around eighteen, with light skin, he asked, "Name?"


     "Sir, Private Second Class Alvin James, sir!"


     "Where are you from, Private?"


     "Sir, New York, United States, AR-12, sir!"


     "AR-12?"  Dale closely examined the cleanshaven private, and had trouble seeing him as an eighteenth century teen.  "And what are you looking to do here?"


     "Sir, to serve to the best of my ability, sir!"


     "This isn't boot camp, Private James.  I prefer the answers before the 'sir'.  Now," Dale straighted his neck, and peered into the blue eyes of the private, "what do you want out of your career?  A command of your own?  A commission, maybe?"


     "To serve with distinction, just like my father, sir!"


     "And he is?"


     "Lieutenant Daniel James, formally a staff officer under Benedict Arnold, sir!"   


     "Where is he stationed now?"


     Private James never flinched.  "Deceased, sir.  He was killed at Saratoga."


     Dale almost put his hand on the private's shoulder, but didn't.  Instead, he nodded, and answered, "Your father would be proud of you, private.  It's not easy to get posted on this ship.  Even the best Marines," he turned his head to each direction to observe all of the soldiers, "rarely ever get a posting such as this."  Dale then moved on, and faced another soldier.


     His heart began to pound.


     The woman in front of him had auburn hair, tightly held up in a bun.  She has bright blue eyes, and a fair complexion.  Her face had a look of grim determination on it.  Her uniform showed her physique well, and her legs were slightly muscular.  "Name?," he managed to get out.  His heart continued to pound.


     "Corporal Rebecca Harverson, sir!"


     Still trying to control his racing heart, Dale went on to the next question.  "Where are you from, Corporal?"


     "Kansas, United States, United Earth, sir!"


     "And what are you looking to do here?"


     "To serve to the best of my ability, sir!"


     Dale found himself having trouble keeping his control in place.  His heart continued to pound, and his blood rushed through his cardiovascular system.  "Your career goals, Corporal?"


     "I want a commission, sir.  My father was a major in the United Earth Marine Corps."


     "You want to be an officer, huh?  Why not head to Daytona to attend the Officer Training Center?"


     Harverson didn't miss a beat.  "I failed the entrance test, sir.  I have to wait three more years to apply again."


     Dale could tell what she was about to add.  "Or you can receive a battlefield promotion.  Well, Corporal, you may get your wish, one day."  Dale then took several steps back, and quickly composed himself.  "You were chosen for this post for you outstanding records, as well as your skills and courage.  We need good men and women like you here.  After all, this is the flagship of the Alliance Stellar Fleet, and represents the Alliance, and it's members, in the eyes of all who behold it.  Remember that when you conduct yourselves.  As for your mission here," Dale turned to Somerson.


     Somerson put his hands behind his back, and began to pace.  "You are here to provide additional security forces for the Commander-in-Chief's various meetings.  Although you are members of the Alliance Marine Corps, in security matters you will answering not to me, but to Lieutenant Commander Worf, head of ship's security, and the security officer on the C-in-C's staff.  In dealings with the Stellar Fleet crewmen on this ship, I trust that you will conduct yourselves as Marines.  Otherwise, you may end up in the brig, or even on your way to a new posting.  Only the best are chosen for this post, so make sure that you live up to your place."  Somerson stepped back.


     Worf stepped forward.  When the Marines didn't flinch or seem intimidated, Worf grunted with approval.  "Once every week, you will hold joint exercises with members of my security staff.  The exercises are held on holodeck 3 every Friday, starting at 0350.  If this time is unavailable due to duties involving the Minister's schedule, then a replacement time will be posted."  Worf began to inspect them.  "You will also be required to put in training time in the holodeck, as you may be called upon to participate in special operations.  You will log time with the M-20 Stealth Photon Rifle, as well as learn how to operate various shuttles, and equipment, such as the personal cloaking device, and various other necessary special ops gear.  Those whose performances are exemplary may be given command of a six man strike team."  Worf then turned around, and stood next to Dale and Somerson.


     "Your quarters are in the tactical section, deck T-6!," Mare barked.  "Get your gear, and follow me!"  The soldiers picked up their duffel bags, and marched out, with Mare in front of them.  Somerson followed.


     Dale chuckled, and led Worf and Paris out of the shuttle bay.  "And that, gentlemen, is what it's like to be a member of the Marine Corps."


     "I'd rather join the Klingon Imperial Navy," Paris quipped.


     "The Marines have a glorious and honorable history.  It is an honor to serve with them," Worf stated as they entered a turbolift.


     "My grandfather lost a brother on Iwo Jima.  Died saving his friends from a Japanese grenade.  Grandpa never let me forget."  Dale smiled at the memory.


     "About your grandfather."  Worf turned to face Dale.  "Did he fight?"


     "Served with the Seventh Army under General Patton in Sicily.  After a brief stint with General Clark's forces in Italy, he was transferred to an armored battalion that went ashore at Normandy in late June, 1944.  Served under Patton again during the days of Operation: Cobra.  His tank was the third to enter Bastogne when Patton relieved the city on December 26, 1944.  Came home in July of '45."  Worf nodded, impressed.  "And what about your grandfather, Commander?"


     "My grandfather was assigned to defend Captain Kirk and Doctor McCoy at their trial for the assassination of Gorkon.  He lost, but brought honor to our family with his actions.  He would later be present at the signing of the Khitomer Accords, and would then win a battle against Romulan forces on Kre'jas VI."


     Paris whistled, and Dale simply grinned.  "Impressive, Commander."  The turbolift opened, and they emerged on the bridge.  "ETA to Alleria?"


     "Thirty hours," Jarod answered from the command chair.  Then he added, "Sir, we just received a message from Commander Carrey, Priority One Ultra Top Secret."


     "What?"  Dale went right for his office, and sat at his desk.  "Computer, display Priority One message."


     "Authorization code required."


     "Authorization code Dale 4753 Gamma.  Display message on display."


     Writing appeared on his screen, and he examined it.  "What the hell...."  He slammed his desk intercom.  "Dale to bridge, get me a secure channel to Admiral Zhirkovsky's office, right now!" 








     Ship's Log: May 13, 2159 AST; D.S.S. Koenig.  Commander Zachary Tyler Carrey reporting.  We have returned to Eloh to repair our damage, and to await further instructions on Ambassador Spock's information.


     Carrey was laying on his bunk, when he heard a beep, and realized it was his communicator.  He reached over and pressed the button on it, and heard Apley say, "Sir, we have a communique from Minister Dale."


     "Patch it through."


     When he finished reading it, he almost went back to sleep.  Instead, he pressed his communicator.  "Carrey to engineering."


     "Engineering here."


     "How long until we finish repairs?"


     "About an hour, sir."


     "Okay.  I need you to disconnect the sensor upgrade, so that it doesn't suck as much power."


     "Yes sir."


     The connection terminated, and Carrey pressed his communicator again.  "Carrey to Bridge."


     "Apley here, sir."


     "I'm going to get some sleep.  If anything comes up, let me know."


     "Yes sir."


     Carrey heard the chirp confirming the closing of the channel, and he laid back and went to sleep.








     Scotty was taking a half-hour break, when somebody he hadn't seen in nearly two years walked in.


     Spock walked up to him, and said, "Good day, Mister Scott."


     Scotty looked up at him, and let out a grin.  "Ye sure do know how t' make an entrance.  Will ye sit down for a drink?"


     Spock sat in a seat, and looked at the root beer that Scotty held in his hand.  "I thought you only liked Scottish whiskey?"


     Scotty shook his head.  "Not when I'm on duty.  Regulations."


     Spock merely raised his eyebrow.


     Scotty downed what was left of his root beer, and said, "I'm sure that ye're goin' to ask me how I came into my current post."


     Spock made eye contact with him.  "I must admit that it sounds interesting."


     "Well, it started like this...."








     Dale entered the lounge, and took a seat at the bar.  Scanning the crowd, he saw that there as a large number of security personnel, and some of the new Marines assigned to the ship.  The four waiters and two waitresses were running around, trying to fill orders.  Albert, Hargert's apprentice, (and nephew, so Dale had heard), was trying to organize the orders.  Hargert himself was filling a glass of Irish ale for an Irish engineering officer.  After he was done, Hargert approached him.  "And what would you like, Robert?"


     Normally, the civilians on the ship, including the lounge personnel, referred to him as "Minister" or "sir".  However, his relationship with the wizened German lounge host had been casual for years.  "Synthehol, with a touch of tequila."


     "Ah, and what has gone wrong today?  Still thinking of Commander Andreys?"


     Dale shook his head.  "Nope.  Not today."


     "Ah, now this is interesting.  It seems as if every time you begin to truly think of her, you always order the exact thing."  Hargert took a glass of synthehol, and slipped a half-shot of tequila into the glass, then mixed it.  "I have considered putting this on the menu as the 'Love Pain Drink'.  The only people who order them are people who wish to forget their love troubles."  He put the glass in front of him.  "So, if it is not about Commander Andreys, then who?  You can tell me, ja?"


     Dale took a drink.  "Nothing much.  Just had a feeling today.  I saw a woman, who seemed to be the most beautiful...."


     A glass crashed to the ground, and a crowd gathered around two groups of men.  One group wore security uniforms, the other duty uniforms indicating they were Marines.  They faced each other down, and a fight seemed close to breaking out.  As Dale approached, he could hear them jawing off.  Then, as he neared them, he saw Corporal Harverson jump in front of her friend, and hold him back.  He tried to push her out of the way, and she grabbed his arm and twisted it.  He fell, in pain, and the others backed off.  The security officers then started to laugh, and this brought the Marines coming back at them.  Before a fight could break out, Dale got to the middle of the group.  "What the hell is going on here?!"


     "Typical jarheads, sir.  We were just talking, when they started to get all huffy.  They...."


     One of the Marines cut off the security officer.  "They wre talking trash about the 56th Marine Infantry Battalion, my former unit!"


     "The 56th was, and still is, filled with idiots.  You should have seen them on New Prussia, back during the war."


     "I did, Lieutenant," Dale responded.  "The Marines who died there all received the Medal of Valor.  How many high-rated medals do you have?  Huh?"  He was answered by a bewildered expression.  "I'll take that as a 'none'."  He looked at both groups.  "Consider this a learning experience, gentlemen.  Next time, it'll be an experience you contemplate in the brig."  The two groups separated.  Dale walked over to Harverson, and asked, "Good job, Corporal.  That took some quick thinking."


     "I did what was necessary, sir."  She had drawn to full attention.


     "At ease, Corporal.  This is casual.  May I call you Rebecca?"


     "If... if you want, sir."  She seemed stunned at his behavior toward her.  "Why me?"


     Dale took a seat at a table, and she followed.  "You ever met Swamp Rat?"


     "Who's...."  Her memory came in.  "You mean Sergeant Reynolds?  How did you...."


     "Swamp Rat's served on this ship for two years, Rebecca.  I've gotten to know him quite well.  Calls me 'Big Boss Man'."  Dale noticed her surprise.  "There's nothing in the military rules book that forbids me from being casual with the men and women under my command.  Unlike some of my fellows, I tend to think of people like you as real, flesh-and-blood living things, not figures to move on a chessboard."


     "Thank you, sir, for being friendly to me, but I....."


     Dale sighed for a moment, and then said, "My first name is Robert, middle name is Allen.  I'm 6'4", and weigh 243 pounds.  I was born at the San Francisco Naval Hospital to Judith and Michael Dale, on approximentally June 5, 2136 AST.  I had a sister, Susan.  I have played football and baseball in high school, and was a moderately recruited running back before the events occured to my being here.  I exercise at least once a day, usually lifting weights, and spend time learning martial arts from Commander Andreys and Commander Worf.  My favorite color is teal, I like to read my grandfather's war diary in my spare time, and I don't have any love interests at this time.  Now your turn."


     She seemed stunned for a moment.  "My first name is Rebecca, and my middle name is Martha.  I'm 5'11", and weigh 221 pounds.  I was born on Mars, near Syria Planum, to Michelle and Nathaniel Harverson.  I have three brothers, two in the Marine Corps.  I never played sports when I was younger.  I spend most of the day writing to my parents and my brothers, and the rest I use to eat, sleep, and clean my bunk.  My favorite color is olive, I don't have a hobby for my spare time, and I used to have a boyfriend, Harold, who transferred to the Stellar Fleet.  He was posted as an engineer's mate on the Krellan."  She took a deep breath, and waited.


     Dale reached his hand forward.  "Nice to meet you, Rebecca.  Now, about dinner?"


     "Dinner?  You want to have dinner with me?"


     "Why not?"  Dale folded his hands.  "Every Saturday, I join the senior crew for a dinner in the conference room.  Nearly every day, I join Commander Garak and Doctor Bashir for lunch.  Normally, I spend my off time with Commander Andreys, or any of the others I consider friends, which is practically everyone on this ship.  So why can't I offer you dinner?"


     "Um, I... I don't know."  Harverson still seemed to be scared.


     Dale took her hands.  "Let me put it this way.  As of now, you're off duty.  I'm off duty too.  That means we have no ranks, and no formalities.  We're just two people, sitting here, having just met each other, and I'm asking you out to dinner.  Now do you understand?"


     She nodded, and then got up.  "When do you want me to be back here.  1900 hours?"


     "Try 2030.  I've got to finish up some work."  He got up, and went to leave.  "See you then."


     Still a little confused, Harverson thought about getting up, when someone sat down across from her.  She recognized her as Commander Andreys.  Before she could salute, Andreys waived her off.  "That's okay, Miss....?"


     "Harverson.  Corporal Rebecca Harverson."


     Andreys put her arms on the table, and leaned forward.  "I could tell that Ro...., I mean, Robert, was interested in you."


     Harverson couldn't speak.  Andreys noticed her shocked expression.  "I... I... I had no...."  She looked at Andreys.  "I mean, I didn't know."


     Andreys shook her head.  "That's okay.  I just wanted to say...."  Andreys took in a breath, trying to think of the words.  "What do you feel toward him?"


     Harverson shrugged.  "I thought he seemed a little charming, in his own sort of way.  And he's attractive.  But I just brushed it off.  I never realized that he...."  She looked into Andreys' face.  "You're not upset with me, are you?  Do you have feelings for him?"


     Andreys shook her head.  "That's not it."  She turned to one of the waiters near the table, and said, "Can you get me a drink?"  The waiter nodded, and went toward the bar.  Turning back to Harverson, she continued.  "I don't think he's ever felt love before.  I mean...."


     "He's a v...."


     "No, he's not."  Andreys took in a breath.  "What I'm about to tell you is a secret that he has kept for years from the people on this ship.  The only people who know about it are me, Commander Barnes, and Commander Carrey.  Please keep it this way.  It would embarrass him to know that someone else knew about it."


     "You can trust me, Commander."


     "Good."  Andreys sighed.  "About five years ago, we were all students at the same school.  Robert was a top-rated athlete for the football team, and was well known, although he preferred the opposite.  Unfortunately, with school publicity came school celebrity status, and he found himself on the hit list of every man-seeking girl on campus.  One of them was Cindy Masters."  Andreys darkened at the memory of her former schoolmate.  "To put it mildly, she liked sleeping with as many of the boys she could find and seduce.  As a member of the cheerleader squad, she was close to Robert, and soon sought to add him to her list of conquests.  After trying her normal routines, she became impatient when Robert refused to have anything to do with her.  One night, at a party at her friend's house, she and Robert went into a bedroom, and, well, you know...."  Andreys was answered by a nod.  "The next day at school she was bragging to everyone that she had finally gotten him to sleep with her.  However, Robert told me, his other friends, and his family that he didn't want to.  He said that the things he was feeling prior and during his tryst with her had convinced him that she had spiked his drink, or food, with some sort of aphrodisiac.  Most of our schoolmates thought that he was just embarrassed to admit that he was with her, but I believed him, as did Carrey, Barnes, and his parents."


     "How did you know she had poisoned him like that?"


     "The two of us shared the last class of the day, chemistry.  At the time, we were studying on various chemicals used by humans for various purposes.  Our teacher kept a supply of these chemicals in his office, including a very powerful male aphrodisiac, 'guaranteed to make any man sleep with any woman who offered', as he quoted to us.  The day of the party, a full dose was missing from his supply."  Andreys felt herself start to get angry at the memory.  "There was nothing we could do about it, unfortunately, but ever since, Robert has been unable to forgive himself for falling into that trap."


     Harverson nodded sympathetically.  "I fully understand."  Then the waiter returned with Andreys' drink.  While Andreys took the first drink, she added, "If I were to have a, um, relationship with him, would you object?"


     "What do you mean?"


     "Would you be opposed to a relationship between us?"


     Andreys shook her head.  "No, I wouldn't."


     Harverson smiled.  "Thank you, sir."  Then she got up, and left.








     "... and that was that."


     Scotty leaned back in his seat, looking at Spock.  "Now, I'm chief engineer of a starship.  A little one, yes, but a starship nevertheless."


     "Interesting story."  Spock went to get up.  "Excuse me, Mister Scott, but I must attend to some of my students.  They are in the med centre receiving medical care."


     Scotty looked at the time display on his communicator.  "I'd better get back t' engineering.  Commander Carrey ordered us t' disconnect that bloody sensor array."


     Spock bowed, and said, "Good day, Mister Scott."








     Ship's Log: May 13, 2159 AST; D.S.S. Koenig.  Commander Zachary Tyler Carrey reporting.  We have finished repairs, and I am going to tell the crew of our next mission.  Only Ambassador Spock knows of our assignment, because he will be an important key to it's success.


     Carrey walked onto the bridge, and saw everybody at their stations.  Spock was sitting at the communications console, with a neutral expression on his face.


     Carrey sat in his chair, and said, "Attention all hands.  Our next mission is a volunteer assignment, so if anybody wishes to get off, you may do so know."


     Nobody responded.


     Carrey smiled, and said, "Mister Apley, take her out."


     Apley complied, and the Koenig began to leave the dock.  The doors were open in front of them, and they flew out.  The Koenig's hull reflected the sunlight from the Elohsian sun, like an eagle soaring in the sky, a symbol of freedom, as it began to fly out of the station's range.  When they were far enough away, Carrey gave the order, and Apley brought the ship into warp.  It soared away, faster then light.


     Carrey moved in his chair, and began to inform the crew of their orders.  "We have been temporarily assigned to the Alliance Stellar Fleet Intelligence Division.  We have been ordered to enter Romulan space, cloaked, and make all speed to the planet named Kre'le, a Romulan colony planet, and the headquarters to a pro-Dominion Romulan faction.  Once there, we are to intercept all signals that they send out, and try to find out where their next strike is.  If we can get the adequate information, we might find a way to embarrass them sufficiently to have them fall out of favor.  This will save the Alpha Quadrant from what could be a Romulan-Dominion alliance."


     He then turned to Apley, and said, "Engage cloak.  Set course, bearing 364 mark 013, at Warp 7."


     "Course set."


     "Engage."


     The Koenig changed it's course, and disappeared.








     As they crossed the border, they almost bumped into a Romulan patrol craft.  Apley altered course for a second, and they flew by them, undetected.  Carrey sat in his chair, and whistled.  He normally didn't whistle, but he was bored beyond belief.  Spock was busy examining the communications console.  Carrey thought about going to the mess hall to get a snack, but then his prayers were answered.


     Derbely was at her usual station at ops, and she called out, "Sir, I'm detecting ten attack craft, all on an intercept course."


     At first, Carrey dismissed this.  "Ensign, they're probably on some sort of patrol."  But then, a bit of caution entered his mind, and he turned to Apley.  "Alter course, fifteen degrees at down angle."


     Apley did so, and Derbely was shaking her head.  "They've altered course.  They're still on intercept."


     Damn those Romulan bastards, though Carrey.  "Go to Code Red.  If they go to fire, I want you to evade, and get them.  We've got to destroy them quickly."  Carrey though a minute, then added, "Lock torpedoes.  If they go to fire, I want you to blow them apart."


     "Aye sir", came the answer from Sherlily.


     The next thirty seconds passed, and they looked on, hoping that the Romulans hadn't notice them.


     That hope was dashed.


     The lead ship let lose a beam of disruptor fire, and Apley evaded it.  He hit the decloak button, and nearly a second later Sherlily pressed the fire button.  Six torpedoes flew out, and each found their targets.  There were six explosions, and they were down to four enemies.


     The Romulans broke formation, and tried to escape, but it was to no avail.  Sherlily fired at them, and the rest were destroyed.


     Carrey told Apley to activate the cloak, then yelled, "How in the hell did they detect us through the cloak?"


     Scotty came over the intercom, with his Scottish accent sounding.  "The cloak is lettin' out a small energy pulse, and we're tryin' to fix the bloody thing.  It'll take about an hour."       


     "Get on it right away.  Carrey out."


     The channel was cut, and Carrey turned back to Apley.  "Reset course for Kre'le, Warp 7.5"


     "Aye sir."








     Dale walked through the door to the lounge, and saw Harverson sitting at the bar, wearing an olive-colored dress.  It was cut just below her shoulders, with straps over them, and flowed down to above her ankles.  Dale looked down at his casual buttoned shirt and jeans, and approached her.  "That's.... real nice clothing.  You really own that?"


     She nodded, sipping on a drink.  "My mother gave it to me before I left home.  She told me that if I met anyone I liked, to 'sweep them off their feet' by wearing this."  She giggled for a moment.  "I suppose that she was always like that."


    Dale sat down.  "Parents can be annoying at times.  My father used to invite us out into the corn field just to show us how to examine each stalk to see if it was healthy.  He thought that it would teach us patience.  One time, my sister...." 


    





     Carrey strolled through the door to the bridge.  He had taken a small nap, and now was ready to watch as they entered orbit over Kre'le.  As soon as they were in position, Carrey told Derbely to begin to intercept all communications.


     Then the rug fell out from under them.


     Derbely turned and said, "Sir, we're not picking up any transmissions from the planet's surface."


     Spock cocked his eyebrow.  "That is not logical.  This is one of the largest political outposts of the Romulan Empire."


     Carrey leaned in one direction, and then said, "Ambassador, the Romulans are not a people who could be logical."  He sighed.  "Still, maybe they've had something happen to their transmitter.  Full scan, but be discreet."


     "Yes sir."


     Derbely's hands glided over her console, and then she turned to face them again.  "Sir, I'm not picking up any life signs on the planet."


     Carrey looked at the screen, and the yellow tinted planet on it.  "Did they evacuate?"


    "I am picking up several ion trails leaving the planet."


     Carrey felt like falling asleep.  Instead, he turned to Apley.  "Lieutenant, set course to follow those trails.  I want to find out just what the hell they're doing."


     Apley nodded, and pressed some of the buttons on the helm.  The Koenig turned and flew off into the night.


     For ten minutes, all Carrey did was stare at the screen.  Then, a beep sounded on the operations console.  Derbely turned to face it, and the color left her face.


     Carrey looked at her.  "What's wrong, Ensign?"


     She turned to look at them.  "I'm picking up five Romulan warbirds.  They're on the same course as the ion trails.  I'm reading heavy sensor activity."


     Carrey turned to Spock.  "What do you make of it?"


     Spock thought for a moment, then answered, "I suppose that whatever happened occurred without the knowledge of the legitimate Romulan government."


     Carrey nodded.  Then, Derbely yelled out, "Sir!  I'm picking up ten ships decloaking!"  She looked at the readouts, and yelled out, "They're Dominion vessels!  They've locked weapons on the warbirds!"


     In that split second, Carrey had to make a decision.  He could help the Romulans, but they might get mad about the intrusion into their space.  But, if they didn't help the Romulans, it might give the Dominionists the opportunity to take power.


     About 1.5 seconds later, he yelled, "Code Red!  Lock weapons and prepare to decloak on my mark.  Scotty, I need everything you can give me!"


     Scotty's voice said, "I'll give ye all I can.  Just don't tax the engines to hard."


     "Okay.  Decloak, raise shields, and fire."








     On the Romulan warship Taraner, Commander Ene'lek sat in his command chair.  He ordered his gunner to target the Dominion vessels, but they beat him to the punch.  Their ship rocked from the force of the blasts.  They returned fire, but their shots were badly aimed.  As Ene'lek was about to ask for the condition of the other vessels in their group, his sensor operator yelled out, "New ship decloaking!  It's an Alliance vessel, Valiant-class!  They're firing on the Dominion."


     On their screen, they could see a small vessel appear, and it's weapons fire tore apart one of the small fighter vessels.


     "Evasive maneuvers.  Try to take them out as soon as possible."  Ene'lek watched as the Dominion vessels fired again.








     "One enemy ship destroyed!"


     Sherlily's shout was welcome news to Carrey.  "Lock torpedoes and fire."


     After a few seconds, a torpedo flew out and hit another ship.  It began to falter, it's shields gone, and Sherlily finished it off with the phasers.


     Then, the ship shook violently, and one of the console sparked.  Apley immediately tried to get them clear, but they were hit again, and everybody had to hold on to stop themselves from being thrown to the floor.


     Smoke appeared in the aft, and Carrey yelled out, "Damage report!"


     Apley checked his console, then said, "Shields at thirty percent!  We've got a plasma leak on deck 4!  All aft weapons are out!"


     "Evasive Pattern Theta!  Fire whenever you get an opening!"


     "Aye sir!"


     The Koenig began to twist and turn in space.  The enemy kept firing, but they were missing every time.  Suddenly Apley executed a loop, and they were behind the Dominion ships.  Sherlily opened fire, and one of the Dominion ships was hit in their engine, and it blew apart.


     Carrey looked at the tactical screen, and saw one of the Romulans go up in flames.  He yelled, "Try to keep them off the Romulans!"


     "Aye sir."


     Apley jerked the ship over, and almost hit a Dominion vessel.  Sherlily fired at point-blank range, and the Dominion ship was totally destroyed.


     Then, the bridge shook again, and the science station exploded.  Apley looked again at his damage screen, and yelled, "Sir, we've lost our impulse engines!  Switching to thrusters!  Shields are unstable, at five percent!"


     They were hit again, and everything went dark.  Only the lights of the panels illuminated the bridge.  Apley yelled out again.  "Shields are gone!  We've lost warp power, as well as our weapons!"


     Carrey couldn't help his next statement.  "Damn!"


     Apley tried to twist them out of the enemy fire, but they were hit again.  "We can't survive another hit!"


     Then, everything stopped.


     Out of nowhere, three more warbirds came in, disruptors blazing.  The Dominion ships, seeing that they were outnumbered and outgunned, turned and fled at warp speed.  Six of the warbirds gave chase, but the Taraner stayed behind.  On the Koenig's bridge, Spock looked at the communications panel, and saw a light blinking.  "I believe we're being hailed."


     "Put it on the screen."


     On the screen, they saw a Romulan commander seated in his command chair.  "I am Commander Ene'lek, of the Romulan warship Taraner.  Why have you violated our space?"


     Carrey identified himself, and explained what his mission was.


     Ene'lek folded his arms against his chest.  "I probably should take you prisoner, for violating our space, but your distraction saved us from the Dominionists.  Due to their treachery, they will be forced out of our government.  You are the cause, and therefore I will let you go."


     Carrey nodded, and said, "Thank you, Commander.  I shall tell my superiors of your generosity."


     "You should leave now."


     Carrey pressed his communicator, and asked Scotty about the engines.


     "It'll take me about six hours to fix the bloody thing.  It was shot up pretty badly."


     Ene'lek heard this, and said, "I shall tow you then.  It will take about ten hours to reach your border."


     "Thank you again, Commander."








     Dale and Harverson entered his quarters, laughing.  "And then, Dad picked up the shovel, and cleared the hay out of the porch.  I saw my life pass before my eyes when he came at me."


     She sat down on the couch, still laughing.  "Then what?"


     "He made me help feed and clean the pigs for the next month!  When I got back in school, every part of me smelled like pig and mud!"  They continued to laugh for another ten seconds.  "Those were the days."


     "Where is your family?  I'd love to...."


     Dale's expression soured.  "They died in a car wreck, every one of them, on the way back from a visit to my sister's friend's house.  I was with Julie that night, having dinner.  When I found out, I...."


     Harverson took his hand.  "I'm sorry, Robert.  I'm sorry."  She smiled.  "I would like to thank you for tonight.  I haven't had this much fun since before I enlisted."


     Dale moved over close to her.  "I'm sorry for that."  He sighed.  "Well, we've got another day to get to know each other better before duty calls.  How do you want to spend that time?"


     Harverson shrugged.  "I don't know.  Maybe we should get a little more acquainted?"


     Their eyes met.  A moment later, they kissed.








     Ship's Log: May 15, 2159 AST; D.S.S. Koenig.  Commander Zachary Tyler Carrey reporting.  After being towed to the border, we were able to get our warp drive operational again, and have just arrived at the Elohsian station.  Scotty says that it could take up to ten weeks to repair all the damage.  As a result, we have left the Koenig at the station, and have been offered transportation to the Roddenberry by the captain of the Jacksonville, a Steslus-class starship.  We have boarded her, and will rendezous with the Roddenberry in three days, when Rob returns to Home Earth for his bi-monthly report to the Council.  When we get there, I'm going to give him an earful.


     Carrey, Spock, and Scotty watched as the Koenig was towed into the drydock.  Carrey felt a pang of guilt for not staying with her, but the Elohsian station had one of the best drydock repair crews in the Alliance.  A second later, Captain Bodayo's voice came over Carrey's communicator.  "We are departing now."


     "Thank you for telling us, Captain."


     Just as they went to exit the observation lounge, Bodayo's voice was heard again.  "We are receiving an interdimensional message from Minister Dale.  Would you like me to patch it through?"


     "Yes."


     There was a screen on one end of the lounge.  Dale appeared on it, and said, "Carrey, who's there with you?"


     "Scotty, as well as Ambassador Spock."


     "Spock?  What's he doing there?  I thought he had his unificationists to watch over."


     "They no longer require my presence.  The Paxists have taken control of the government, and ordered that my students will be free to do what they wish."


     "I'll assume that you want to be with the Alliance?"


     "I heard that you need somebody to be an ambassador to Vulcan.  I thought it logical to inquire about the post."


     "We've already found somebody for that post.  I would not mind for you to be one of my advisors, however."


     "An advisor?"


     "Of course, Mister Spock.  I don't do too well when it comes to diplomacy.  I need a diplomatic advisor to help me out."


     "I believe there is some logic in your request.  I will take it under consideration."


     "Good.  And now, we have to get down to business.  Zack, I've read your report.  And I think you made the right decision.  You just saved the Alpha Quadrant from a long and hard war."


     "Thank you.  The only negative is the current state of the Koenig."


     "Don't worry.  She'll fly again.  Just give it time."


     Dale brought in a breath.  "Well, that's it for now.  I'll see you in a few days."








                                                                     








Epilogue








     Dale watched the screen as the Jacksonville turned and went to warp.  Worf was at his station, and he said, "The Council just sent a message for you to come down."


     "I'll be right there."


     As he went to enter the turbolift, Spock walked out, with his new uniform on.  It had silver on it, symbolizing that he was an officer of the government.  "Good day, Minister."


     Dale extended his hand, and Spock put out his hand as well.  They shook, and Dale said, "Come, Commander.  I have a meeting to get to."


     Spock entered the turbolift with him, and they descended.  Before they got to the deck they wanted, Spock said, "Minister, I was intrigued by the language you used on DS5.  Do you always use such words?"


     Dale laughed.  "No, only when I want to get my point across."


     Spock cocked an eyebrow.  "It does not seem logical to use profanity to make a point."


     "Who said I was logical?"


     Spock merely gave him a blank look.  Then he added, "Your carefree attitude reminds me of another man I served with, long ago."


     Dale turned to face Spock.  "Thank you for the complement, Commander Spock."


     "I believe that I shall find this current position most fascinating."


     Dale's eyes twinkled as he added, "Just one more story to tell....."


