Undiscovered Frontier #4


"Pawns, Bishops, Rooks, and Knights..."


by:


"Big" Steve








                                    


 


Author's Word








     Boy, we're gettin' goin', aren't we?  The next three episodes will all focus on the Star Trek universe, mostly because I'm going to finish introducing characters that will be either full time or minor characters.  This episode will also reinforce a critical part of this series' beginning: The Federation and the Alliance really don't like each other.  Their opinions on each other, reinforced by the spat between Dale and that bitch Nechayev last episode, have led to an unstable peace between the two powers.  In this episode, Dale once again confronts Nechayev, as well as "Admiral" Edward Jellicoe, (Barnes would call him a "f$&#ing bastard").  Still, having the ultra cool Mackenzie Calhoun fighting side by side with Commander Carrey does show some hope for Alliance-Federation relations.


     Thanks to Pete David for making the really cool "New Frontier" series.  The only problem with it?  The vast love triangles, longing desires, and uncountable sexual relationships are hard to keep up with.














Prologue


     





     "Enemy ships approaching!"


     "Evasive maneuvers!  Try to get to the border!"


     Si Cwan swore under his breath.  His followers had spirited him off Thallon, and aboard a military cruiser filled with supporters, just to be caught by the rebels as they tried to escape to the Secoran border.  As Si Cwan watched the screen, one of their escorting attack craft was engulfed in flames.  The rebel ships were growing larger.


     "We've crossed the border!"


     It was no good.  Another escort went up in flames.


     "Sir, they've crossed the border, and are locking on!"


     Just then, several ships appeared in front of them.  Many were Secoran patrol ships, but the largest one sent a pulse of elation through Si Cwan's heart.


     A voice came over the comm system.  "This is Captain Gerry'ga of the Democratic Starship Pearl Harbor.  You have violated Secoran space.  Please send a reply."


     "This is Si Cwan of the Thallonian Empire!  We are under attack by rebel forces, and wish to be granted asylum by your Alliance!  My people are being slaughtered as we speak!  Please assist us!"


     The Alliance officer turned his attention to their pursuers.  "This is Captain Gerry'ga of the Alliance.  I hearby use my authority to grant asylum to the ship you are pursuing.  If you do not turn around, I will be forced to open fire upon you."


     The rebel ships still approached Si Cwan's ship.  They opened fire, and two more escorts were destroyed.


     In response, the Pearl Harbor fired.  It's weapons lashed out and one of the rebel ships was ripped apart.  The others turned around.


     Si Cwan sent up a prayer of thanks to his gods.  "I wish to speak to your government as soon as possible."


    


     





     Ship's Log: April 12, 2159 AST; D.S.S. Roddenberry.  Minister Robert Allen Dale reporting.  We are currently in orbit over Home Earth.  A fallen alien nobleman has petitioned the Council to hear his plea for intervention in the sector of space his family once ruled.  This sector has major strategic value, and I believe that it is in our best interests to grant his request.  As a result, I have ordered ships to the border we share so that we are ready in the event of armed intervention.  


     Si Cwan stood in front of the Council of the Alliance of Democratic Nations, and spoke.  "I am Si Cwan, a nobleman from the former Thallonian Empire.  Our government has been destroyed by revolutionaries, intent on killing every man, woman, and child that was a part of the royal family, as well as our supporters.  My dedicated servants helped me to escape from these murderers.  I now ask you to not make their sacrifices be wasted.  We need an interstellar superpower to help us restore order."


     Patrick Henry, a representative of the United States from universe AR-12, raised his hand, and asked, "What would you have us do?"


     Si Cwan answered, "Send in enough ships to stop the brutal fighting that is occurring in our sector."


     Dale looked up and said, "The Federation has designated that sector of space 221-G."


     The Alliance Chancellor, Nicolas Mamatmas, asked, "How much manpower would be required?"


     Dale stood up, and walked to the front of the Council room.  When he got to the top, where all could see him, he pressed a button on the panel next to a large screen.  He then said, "Computer, open briefing program Dale-753."


     On the screen, a starmap appeared.  There were many small stars on it, one marked with a special color to show importance.  It was near the edge of the map.  Dale cleared his throat, then said, "This is Sector 221-G.  About ninety percent of the sector is Thallonian space,  The rest belongs to the Federation, as well as one of our new trade partners, the Secorans."  Dale pressed a small button, and a blue arrow appeared, pointing to the marked star at the edge.  "This is the home system of the Secoran Republic.  The Secoran home planet is rich in bericimite, a semi-metallic structure crucial to the construction of starship hulls.  Our current resources are only producing enough bericimite to keep our current rate of military buildup, which, due to the recent events in ST-3, is not adequate for our needs.  We have recently came into an agreement with the Secorans to sell our large surplus of natural gases, something they require for their very livelihood, for this precious substance."


     One of the councilmen raised his hand, and asked, "What does this have to do with Mister Cwan's request?"


     Dale pressed another button, and a star near the Secoran one lighted up.  "This is the Gerellan system.  For two centuries they have hated the Secorans, but over the last eighty years came under rule from Thallon.  The Thallonian rulers treated the Secorans like partners, but cracked down on the Gerellans.  The Gerellans have hated the Thallonians ever since, and are believed to be a primary supporter of the recent rebellion.  For their support, the new leaders of Thallon have given them a virtual fleet, and now they are believed to be preparing to re-start their plans to destroy the Secorans.  That would put us in a precarious position."  Dale pressed a button, and the marked areas disappeared.  A small flag of the Alliance appeared near the Secoran planet.  "This is the 46th Task Group, under the command of Lieutenant Commodore Gregory Exemer.  I recently ordered them to this position to protect our trade routes to Secor.  I suggest that we send two Task Forces, the 312th and the 345th, to replace them.  We will then have the 46th enter Thallonian space, and restore order.  This would include protecting refugees and merchants, stopping the races of the sector from killing each other off, and, most importantly, giving the Gerellans a show of force.  I have already met with the High Command, and we have named this movement 'Operation: Safety Net'."


     Mamatmas stood and asked, "What about the Federation?  They won't be happy, not with an entire task group stationed near their border in such a crucial area."


     Dale smiled.  "Chancellor, the Federation is too busy guarding their border with the Dominion to do anything about it.  Besides, their local members, the Danteri, are highly likely to send their own ships into the sector, with or without Federation support.  The Danteri and the Thallonians have hated each other for centuries." 


     Si Cwan also added his input.  "It is my belief that the Danteri are privately backing this rebellion.  If they can claim our space for themselves, they will be an intolerable threat to your Secoran friends, therefore being a threat to you."


     Mamatmas sat down, and said, "Thank you, Minister Dale.  You and Mister Si Cwan are dismissed.  We will inform you of our decision as soon as it is reached."  


     Dale and Si Cwan left the room, and as they walked toward the transporter room, Si Cwan asked Dale, "Do you think they will honor my request?"


     "It's highly probable.  We don't like seeing thousands die because of lack of initiative."  Dale walked up to the door to the transporter room.  "I'm sending Commander Carrey and the Koenig to join the 46th.  There is one task force, the 157th, that is almost entirely composed of Valiant-class ships.  I'll probably have him take command of it.  If you would like, I will send you with the Koenig, so you can give them information about the sector."


     "I would much rather go with you to the Federation station Deep Space Five, to attend the conference there."


     "If it suits you.  The Roddenberry is waiting for us."  They stepped up to the transporter pad, and were beamed up.





     When they got to the bridge, Andreys was in the command chair, Jarod at Ops, Ensign Empsy at the conn, and Worf at the Tactical station.  As Dale walked up to the command chair, Andreys switched seats, to the one on the right of the command chair.  Dale sat down, and Si Cwan sat down to his left.  "Is the Koeing ready?"


     "We are now opening dock doors."


     "Good.  When they get clear, set the jumper for ST-3, at the Kriosan Station."


     "Aye sir."


     


     Carrey settled in his command chair, with Lieutenant Creighton Apley at the helm.  There was a young lieutenant at the weapons console, and an ensign at the operations console.


     Apley turned his head and said, "Dock doors opening, sir."


     "Release docking clamps and prepare to engage vertical thrusters."


     "Yes sir."


     The door above their ship finished opening, and Carrey said, "Engage vertical thrusters now."


     The Koenig lifted out of the dock, and faced the stars.  Apley announced they had cleared the dock, and he then engaged the impulse engines, gradually increasing their speed.  They came out in front of the Roddenberry.


     On their viewscreen, they could see a golden vortex appear near the Roddenberry.  The ship turned, and entered the golden vortex, which closed a moment later.


     They finished watching this sight, then Carrey said, "Prepare our jumper for ST-3, Secoran Jump Station."


     "Aye sir."


     Five seconds later, Apley called out, "Jump ready."


     "Activate jumper."


     The Koenig stayed at it's current position for a second, then flew into the golden vortex that appeared.








     Ship's Log: April 14, 2159 AST; D.S.S. Roddenberry.  Minister Robert Allen Dale reporting.  We have arrived at Deep Space Five to attend a small conference being held, a meeting that will decide the fate of Sector 221-G.  I will be attending with Si Cwan, but I had Worf assign his top subordinate to head my security detachment, because I didn't want to deal with the reaction of his former commander, Captain Jean-Luc Picard.  I am still awaiting the Council's decision regarding Si Cwan's request.


     Dale sat and yawned silently.  For the last ten minutes he had listened to Si Cwan argue with the Starfleet attendees.  They included Captain Picard, his First Officer William T. Riker, and Admirals Nechayev and Jellicoe.  The two other attendees were the legendary Ambassador Spock, and Ryajjen, a government official for the Danteri.


     Jellicoe said something, and Si Cwan blew up.  "We were the Thallonian Empire, damn you!"


     Jellicoe met his anger with sarcasm.  "For somebody wanting help so badly, you would think you wouldn't act so rude."


     Just then, Commander Data of the Enterprise walked in, holding a text padd.  "This was sent over for Minister Dale," he said.


     Dale took it, thanked Data, and looked at the screen.  On it was a request for a password, a customary protection technique.  He entered the appropriate code, and the screen changed to text.  Dale read it, and smiled.  As he finished, he could hear Nechayev repeating the Federation's boring rhetoric.  He looked up, and said, "May I have everybody's attention for a moment?"


     Everybody turned to look at him.  "What would you like to say," Nechayev asked.


     Dale cleared his throat, for effect, and said, "The Council of the Alliance of Democratic Nations has decided to approve Si Cwan's request to restore order to his sector.  We will be sending the 46th Task Group into 221-G."


     Nechayev looked at him like he was a madman.  "You're don't have the right to do that!  Interfering in another society is against interstellar law!"


     "Admiral, I have one thing to say."  Dale stood, his eyes practically on fire.


     "What?"  She met his gaze.


     "Your precious interstellar law, as well as the Federation itself, can go to hell!"


     Jellicoe stood up, and also met Dale's face.  "We won't allow you to just invade a whole sector!"


     "Two things, Admiral.  One, most importantly, you're not in the position to do anything about it!  If you fire on an Alliance ship, it will mean war!  And the Federation cannot take on the Alliance, the Klingons, and quite possibly the Dominion.  Mess with us, and the Federation is dust!  Besides, the Council has authorized our Task Group to only offer humanitarian assistance, plus stop the constant fighting!  We are not seeking to conquer the sector, just to make it a working order again!"


     With this Dale turned to the door.  "I have nothing else to add.  I'll be leaving now."  He and Si Cwan left.


     Spock raised an eyebrow, and said, "Intriguing."








     Ship's Log: April 23, 2159 AST; D.S.S. Koenig.  Commander Zachary Tyler Carrey reporting.  For one week, we have been patrolling subsector 4 of Sector 221-G.  So far, we have not been involved in anything major, just a few minor run-ins with pirates.  The minimal damage we received was quickly repaired.  Alliance Intelligence has informed us that Starfleet is sending their own starship, the Excalibur.  We anticipate no problems from them, but I've ordered the entire task force, numbering twelve starships, to keep an eye open.


     According to reports, the 34th and 103rd Task Forces have been involved in heavy fighting with the Gerellans.  At least five ships have received major damage, and were sent to a secure station for repair.  We'd better stay alert, because the word has been spread that a Gerellan squadron has been roaming the area, looking for ships to loot.


     Carrey sat in his quarters, enjoying himself by reading the news reports from home.  He stood up, and nearly hit his head on the ceiling at the top of the bunk he used.  He cursed, and went to activate his view screen when his communicator beeped.  He pressed it, and said, "Carrey here."


     Apley's voice came over the communicator.  "We're picking up weapons fire about half a light year from here."


     Carrey groaned.  "Set course, and go to Code Red.  I'll be right there."


     He left his quarters, and came out into the corridor.  He quickly made his way to the bridge, since it was on the same deck.


     He walked up to his command chair, and said, "Report?"


     Apley, who was at the helm, his usual spot, said, "It looks like three Gerellian raiders.  They're attacking a transport."


     "When will we be in range?"


     "Fifteen seconds."


     "Engage cloaking device.  I don't want them to see us coming."


     "Aye sir."


     The lights dimmed around them, as power was routed to the cloaking device.  Carrey then said, "Drop out of warp, and prepare to raise shields."


     "Yes sir."


     As they looked out, they could see three sleek brown vessels, and a much smaller brownish red ship, which had burns covering it's hull.  The three attackers fired on the transport, and it shuddered from the impact.


     A small light appeared on the operations console.  Ensign Karen Derbely was there,  and she said, "Sir, the transport is sending out a distress signal."  Then, her face was filled with shock.  "Sir, there's another craft out there!"


     On the screen, they could see a small shuttle drop out of warp and fire it's phasers at the Gerellans.  The shot was absorbed harmlessly by their shields, and they turned their wrath on the small shuttle.


     Apley immediately recognized it.  "Sir, it's a Federation shuttle!"


     "Magnify."


     The screen changed, and the shuttle was larger.  On the side, they could see it's name, which was blackened out by paint.  Above the real name, a name was written in black paint.


     The name was Romaine.


     One of the Gerellan ships hit it in the side, and it's shields flickered.  The other two turned their attention back to the transport.


     Carrey felt his anger rise.  "Decloak now!  Fire all weapons!"


     The Koenig dropped it's cloak of invisibility, and let the Gerellans have it.  It's phasers lashed out at them, and one ship was engulfed in flames.


     The ship attacking the Romaine continued it's assault, and the other ship turned it's attention to the Koenig.


     On the bridge, Carrey called out, "Status of the shuttlecraft!?"


     "She won't take another hit, sir!"


     "Lower shields, and beam off her pilot."


     "Sir, the other ship...!"


     "This thing's got an armor plate like an armadillo!  Get him off, now!"     


     "Yes sir."





     Montgomery Scott, ye must be daft ta believe ye could make a wee bit of difference!


     This was the thought going through Scotty's brain as he felt another beam of energy hit his shuttle.


     The computer voice droned, "Warning.  Warp core stabilization field is unstable.  Breach in fifteen seconds."


     As Scotty began to plot a course to ram the enemy ships, he saw a small, compact vessel decloak, and rip apart one of the Gerellan vessels with it's phasers.  For one second, he wished he could see the engine of the little gut-puncher of a ship he had seen, but the wish was gone in a second.  As he heard the computer count down his last ten seconds of life, he thought of his old shipmates, the ones he would be seeing shortly, if he was lucky.


     As the computer said, "One," he felt the familiar tingle of a transporter.  For an instant he saw the explosion of his shuttle, then he materialized in a transporter room.  A woman, in her thirties, was manning what was obviously the transporter operating panel.  "Where am I?", is all he could think to say.  Then the ship shook.  "You're on the D.S.S. Koenig.  Welcome aboard.  Now go take cover," the woman announced.








     "Damage report!"


     "They've pierced our armor!  Rear weapons array is off-line!  Engineering reports that Lieutenant Erring has suffered a plasma burn, and has been sent to the clinic."


     Damn, our chief engineer is out, Carrey thought.  "Raise shields!  Lock solar torpedoes and fire!"


     Three white sparks flew out of the Koenig, and collided with one of the Gerellan ships.  It fell apart in a bright explosion of white flame.


     "Sir, the last Gerellan ship is turning to flee!"


     "Target their engines!  Phasers at seventy percent!"


     "Aye sir!"


     More phaser bolts flew out, and the enemy ship began to slow down.


     "Sir, we've scored a direct hit on their warp engines!  They're slowing down to sub-impulse speeds."


     "Tell them to surrender."


     "Yes sir."


     After a second, the Gerellan ship turned around, and headed straight for them.  A voice began to speak.  "Alliance aggressors, surrender your ship now or feel the wrath of the Gerellan armada."


     Carrey laughed.  "Why should I surrender my ship when your so badly damaged?"


     The answer presented itself.


     Suddenly, Apley yelled, "We've got eight Gerellan warships coming in!  They have raised shields and are preparing weapons!"


     "Send a message to the other ships!"


     Derbely tried to follow her orders, but then called out, "Sir, they're jamming!"


     "Damn!"


     The voice came over again.  "Will you spare your crew and surrender?"


     Carrey had only one answer.


     "Kiss my ass!  We will not surrender, to you or anybody else!"


     "Then perish!"


     Then, just as the last ship went to fire, a phaser beam hit it amidships.  It rolled end over end in space.


     "Sir, another ship has dropped out of warp!  It's a Starfleet vessel, Ambassador-class!"


     On the screen, a ship came into view.  It was standard Federation design, but had a cyndrical look to it.


     Over the comm link, they could hear a new voice come in.  "This is Captain Mackenzie Calhoun of the Federation starship Excalibur.  You will withdraw immediately, or we will be forced to use lethal force."


     "This is not your affair!"


     "I'm making it my affair.  You attacked a helpless transport, then a Federation shuttle.  Withdraw immediately, or I will enjoy blowing your sorry ass out of space."


     "Our warp drive is disabled!"


     "Your eight friends can tow you home."


     "We outnumber you!"


     Calhoun laughed.  "So?  My sensors show an Alliance task force bearing down on your throats.  So I suggest you get the hell out of here, because they tend to get cranky when you try to blow up one of their ships."


     Instead of answering, the last Gerellan ship went to attack the Excalibur.  A few energy bolts hit the Excalibur's shields, but did no damage.


     "Lock and fire phasers."


     "Aye sir."


     Just as the Gerellan ship went to fire, the Koenig's phasers lashed out and blew it apart.


     On the Excalibur's bridge, Calhoun sat and grinned.  Behind him, Kebron looked at him and asked, "Shall I lock weapons on the Alliance ship?"


     "No.  I don't need that task force to get mad at me, either.  Instead, I want you to hail them."


     "Aye sir."








     "Sir, the Excalibur is hailing."


     "On screen."


     On the screen, the Excalibur's bridge appeared.  On it they could see a man in his forties in the command chair, and to his right was a blond haired woman around the same age.  At the conn was a thirty-something human male, with freckles (?!), and the Ops station was inhabited by a young girl.  At the Tactical station was a Brikar, a large stone humanoid that no doubt could give Goliath himself a good hand-to-hand fight.


     Carrey leaned back in his chair.  "I'm Commander Zachary Carrey, Democratic Starship Koenig.  Thanks for the assist."


     The man in the middle leaned in his chair, as well, and introduced himself.  "I'm Captain Mackenzie Calhoun, of the Federation Starship Excalibur.  And your welcome."  He grinned.  "Since I see your task force coming in, I think I'll make myself scarce."


     "If we see you in trouble, we'll come in as well.  Koeing out."  Carrey pressed a button, and the image disappeared.


     On the screen, they could see the Excalibur turn and go to warp.


     Carrey immediately stood up and went toward the exit.  "I'm going to go see that shuttle pilot."


     "We'll hold out until you get back, sir."


     





     Scotty walked into the Koenig's engineering area, and marveled at what he saw.  At his side was Carrey, who had decided to show Scotty the ship.


     Scotty walked up to the main status screen, and looked at it.  "It canne be possible!"


     Carrey walked up behind him, and asked, "What?"


     Scotty turned and looked at him.  "This engine is far too powerful t' be in a ship o' this size!"


     "We use a different power system in this class.  Most of the spare power goes to the weapons."


     "I'd never seen a starship like this one before!  It's engine is too big, all of the power's in the weapon systems, yer sensor array's a bloody joke, yer communications array's a radio transmitter..."


     "She's small, fast, and packs one hell of a punch.  That's what she's intended for."


     He pointed to the warp core.  "She's all yours know.  The engines, that is."


     "I canne believe my ears.  Ye want me t'be your chief engineer?"


     "I've heard of you, Captain Scott.  You're the greatest engineer Starfleet ever had, and that means that you're probably one of the greatest engineers ever to have lived.  In any universe."


     Scotty grinned.  "I'd be honored, Commander..."


     "Zachary Carrey.  If you wish, you can call me Zack.  I hate formalities."


     "I think I'll stick with Commander."


     "Fine with me.  Right now I'll make you acting chief engineer of the Koenig, with the rank of acting Lieutenant Commander.  When we get back to our main base, I'll ask for you to be allowed full status."


     "What'd ye want me t'do?"


     "Fix up the damage we incurred rescuing you.  You have ten hours."


     Scotty laughed.  "Ten hours!  I can do it in five."


     "I'll be expecting that."








     Ship's Log: April 25, 2159 AST; D.S.S. Roddenberry.  Minister Robert Allen Dale reporting.  We have arrived at Secor to monitor Operation: Safety Net.  So far, everything has been going quietly, although we've had a few "run-ins" with the Gerellans and the mysterious Redeemers.  Both of these alien races have attacked Alliance starships, for differing reasons.  As a result, the Eighth Fleet has been called in to conduct military operations against Redeemer and Gerellan bases.  Operation: Preventive Force will be implemented within the next week.  On a sour note, the Federation has dispatched seventy starships to the Thallonian-Federation border, possibly as an intervention force, or maybe just saber-rattling.


     The last forty eight hours have seen a sixty percent increase in Danteri military communications and activity along the Thallonian and Secoran borders.  Alliance Intelligence and ASFID believe they have confirmed Si Cwan's worst fears: the Danteri are supporting this revolution.  If this is true, and the Federation does nothing to rein them in, it may lead to a Federation-Alliance conflict that will envelop the entire quadrant.


     Dale wiped his forehead with a towel, and stood up from the weight machine he had been using.  After hearing it beep, he reached over to his communicator and pressed it.  "Dale here."


     "Sir, we are receiving a signal from the Koenig.  It's Commander Carrey."


     Dale walked up to the screen in the gymnasium, and said, "Patch him in here."


     Carrey appeared on the screen, sitting in his quarters.  "So, what's going on?," Dale asked.


     "We've encountered that Federation starship, the Excalibur."


     "Any shots fired?"  Dale's concern was visible.


     "Only at the Gerellans.  We were being pursued by a squadron when they entered the fray.  The Excalibur's commander is a real firebrand.  Threatened to 'blow their sorry asses out of space'.  I like the guy."


     Dale laughed.  "A Starfleet captain said that?  Must have a Kirk complex."


     "I don't know about Kirk, but he's certainly a confident guy.  Name's Mackenzie Calhoun.  From his looks, I'd say he was an alien, despite his human name."  Carrey then turned grim.  "Rob, we visited a world near this sector.  The entire population had nearly died out before we could render aid."


     Dale nearly choked on his next words.  "An entire world?  How?"


     "It's those Redeemers.  They infected the entire planet.  If we didn't have the antidote that the Hartford recovered from a Redeemer transport, they all would have died."


     "Thanks, Zack.  You've got a few days left on your patrol.  I'll see you when you're ordered back.  Roddenberry out."  Carrey's image disappeared.








     As Dale stepped onto the bridge, Jarod turned and said, "Long range probes have detected a large force of Federation starships proceeding through Sector 221-H at top speed.  They appear to be heading to rendezvous with the Danteri forces near the Secoran-Danteri border."


     "Oh hell."  Dale continued to his office.  "Get me in contact with the High Command."


     "Doing so now."








     An hour later, Andreys relieved Jarod, and took a seat.  A moment later, a flurry of jump points opened in front of them.  Several Alliance starships jumped in.  "Ships coming in.  They are entering combat formation."


     Dale emerged from his office, and answered Andreys' oncoming question.  "There's the Ninth Fleet, one of our top Battle Fleets, as you well know.  If Starfleet wants a show of force, they're going to get one.  Set course for the Secoran-Danteri border, Warp 7."


     Paris messed with his controls for a moment.  "Course set."


     "Engage."


    


     


     Dale looked up as Garak and Si Cwan entered his office.  "Commander, Mister Cwan, please have a seat."  They took separate chairs.  "I've received a disturbing report about a race which calls themselves 'the Redeemers'.  Si Cwan, I need information about them."


     Si Cwan moved in his seat.  "These Redeemers live on the planet Tulaan IV.  They are fanatics, well over the edge of zealotry.  We enjoyed good relations with them for centuries, but with the Thallonian Empire now gone...."


     "They're expanding."  Garak had stated the obvious.


     "Obviously.  Please continue, Si Cwan."


     "They believe in a god named Xant, and will do anything to further their religion, known as Xantism.  They force other races and cultures to accept their religion, slaughtering those who refuse until they surrender and agree.  Their ships are very powerful, possibly up to Federation standards.  And that's not the worst part."  Si Cwan tapped his fingers on the table.  "Every planet has it's own High Priest.  Should the High Priest be killed in an uprising against the Redeemers, a virus inside his body is released.  Within hours, the entire population is gone."


     Dale and Garak exchanged glances.  Turning back to Si Cwan, Dale asked, "They have been very hostile toward our ships.  Any idea why?"


     "The Redeemers kept peace with my government because they saw no reason to fight with us.  However, your Alliance may be scaring them.  Your presence in this sector threatens their ability to expand, and may lead some of their worlds to revolt."


     Dale sighed.  "It has already happened."  Dale turned his monitor around, and on it were piles of dead bodies.  Even Garak seemed ill at the slaughter.  "This is Alpha Carinthe.  Tired of being forced to worship Xant, they rose up, and killed their high priest, obviously oblivious to the virus' presence.  On a planet of 600 million, only 800,000 were alive when a ship from our task group arrived with an antidote we secured from a Redeemer transport.  Now, I ask you to share your full knowledge of their tactics, ship placement, and military outposts and bases with ASFID.  We must put a stop to this.  Hopefully, if Operation: Preventive Force is successful, then we will succeed in forcing them to curb their aggression."


     Si Cwan nodded, and they left the office.  As they entered the bridge, Andreys got out of her chair and said, "We're getting a hail from the Pearl Harbor.  They wish to talk to Mister Si Cwan."


     Dale turned to Si Cwan, who shrugged.  "Put them on."


     On the screen, the first officer of the Pearl Harbor appeared.  "Is Si Cwan there?"


     "I am present," Si Cwan announced.


     "I have someone who wishes to talk to you."


     He motioned to someone off the screen, and the image changed to a young Thallonian woman laying on a biobed.  Si Cwan stared in shock.  "Kally!"


     "Brother!"


     A medical officer appeared on the screen.  She was a Kriosian, noticeable by her sheet white skin.  "She has suffered from severe malnutrition, but should be fine.  They found her on board a science ship, being held by several of her people.  We've got their leader in the brig."


     "And who would this man be?"  Si Cwan's eyes narrowed.


     "A man by the name of Zoran."


     "Curse that name!  Do yourself and myself a favor, and throw him out an airlock.  It would be a waste of material to try this man in a court of law."


     Dale exchanged a curious glance with Worf, then turned back to the screen.  Transfer this signal into the conference room."  He gesture toward it, and Si Cwan left immediately for the room.  "Wonder what that was about." 











     "Sir, we're picking up a distress signal, coming from the Thallonian home world."


     "How far away are we?"


     "Half a light year."  Apley ran his fingers over the helm, and said, "At Warp 9 we can make it in thirty minutes."


     Carrey let out a sigh.  Probably another stupid transport that got itself in a bind.  "Set course and engage."


     "Yes sir."


     A voice came over the intercom.  "Are ye daft, lad?  Ye people get a distress signal, an' all ye do is take a leisurely walk over t' help."


     "Warp 9 is the fastest this ship will go, if we want the power to fight the people we're supposed to."


     "You can push her up to Warp 9.2, an' I'll give ye my personal guarantee that we'll have the power we need t' fight these bloody pirates."


     "Okay, Mister Scott."  Carrey turned to Apley.  "Increase speed to Warp 9.2"  


     "Warp 9.2 it is, sir."


     "Commander, why don't ye call me Scotty?  I miss that."


     Carrey let out a small chuckle.  "Okay, Scotty." 


     Apley finished inputting the new speed, and said, "New ETA is ten minutes."


     Then, all hell broke lose.


     A non-commissioned Keloan officer named Ferryre'fa was the operations station, and he yelled, "Sir, we're picking up ten ships heading toward Thallon!  Their weapons are armed and they have raised shields!"


     Carrey immediately jumped up in his seat, fully alert.  "Who are they?!"


     "I'm trying to find out!"


     "Go to Code Red!  Engage cloaking device, and prepare to fire as soon as we decloak!"


     "Aye sir!"  Around them, red lights appeared, and klaxons sounded.


     The Keloan yelled, "Sir, they're Danteri models!"


     "The Danteri?  What in the hell are they doing here?"


     After five minutes, Apley yelled, "Sir, I'm picking up the Excalibur!  She's in orbit, and I'm detecting major transporter activity!"


     Carrey looked at the screen, bewildered.  Then the reality of the situation hit him.  "They're evacuating Thallon!?"


     Apley got the same look that Carrey had.  "Why would they do that?," Carrey asked aloud.


     Apley looked at his console, and yelled, "Sir, I'm reading a second ship going out to confront the Danteri!"


     "Can you make it out?"


     "It's a Xenexian vessel.  Their shields are up, and their weapons are warming up!"


     Jerryre'fa looked at his upper screen, and said, "Sir, I'm picking up a comm channel between the Xenexian ship and the Excalibur."


     "Can you patch into it?"


     "I think so."


     They suddenly heard a voice immediately recognizable as Calhoun's come in.  "D'dnai, don't be a fool!"


     Another voice came in.  "M'k'n'zy, I was a part of this!  I must stop the Danteri, before it's too late!"


     "You're no match for them!  D'dnai, brother!  Stop!"


     D'dnai didn't have a chance.


     One of the Danteri ships opened fire, and the channel ended abruptly.


     "Damage to the Xenexian ship?"


     "It's down for the count.  Their shields are at fifteen percent.  They've dropped out of warp, and are attempting to evade.  Their communications array has been destroyed."


     "Alter course.  Send a message for the task force to come in.  Hell, invite the entire task group!"


     "Yes sir!"


     "Scotty?"


     "Here, Commander."


     "Give me all you can."


     "I'll give it my best shot!"


     "Good.  Carrey out."  He turned back to Apley.  "ETA?"


     "Ten seconds."


     "Lock torpedoes on as many different ships as possible.  Fire as soon as we decloak.  I also want you to prepare for some real crazy maneuvering."


     "Yes sir." Ensign April Sherlily was at the weapons station.  "I've locked onto five different ships.  Any more, and we would risk overloading the targeting mechanism."


     "We're in range now!", Apley yelled.


     "Decloak and fire!"


     The Koenig rippled into eyesight, and torpedoes flew out, flying at the Danteri ships.  Three were hit in their engine cores, and were blown apart.  The other two felt the impact on their shields, and one began to suffer explosions throughout it's hull, as it suffered a hit on a power regulator.  Before the Danteri crew could do anything, the ship was ripped apart.


     The six survivors went to fire on the Koenig, but Apley had engaged the warp drive again, and they disappeared.  The enemy's disruptor fire flew through space.


     Then, the Koenig came right back in, and fired at the ship they had previously hit.  It's already damaged shields couldn't stand up to the phaser fire, and it exploded in a bright flower of flame.  The Koenig banked hard to evade one of the Danteri ship's fire, and hit another ship with heavy phaser fire.  The Danteri cruiser was hit in it's weapons port, just as it was firing, and it exploded.


     Six down, four to go.


     Then, the Koenig was rocked by a disruptor hit.  Sparks flew from the operations console, and Jerryre'fa fell to the floor.  He had burns on his chest and on both arms.


     Apley held on to the helm, and yelled, "Sir, shields holding at seventy percent!"


     Carrey got up and hit his communicator.  "Medical emergency on the bridge!"  He then came up behind Apley and said, "Take the operations console, and I'll take the helm!"


     "Aye sir."  Apley got out, and Carrey sat in the chair.  He immediately pressed the sequence to cause the Koenig to go to warp.  As this occurred, Carrey yelled out, "Fire aft torpedoes!  And transfer all available power to the rear shields and the engine!"


     His sensor screen showed two torpedoes fly out of their rear launcher, and hit one of the Danteri ships.  It remained in position for a second, then exploded in a bright flower of flame.


     Apley swept away some debris on his console, and yelled, "Sir, the calvary has arrived!"


     Carrey looked at his sensors again, and could see the small blip that was the Excalibur fly in at maximum warp speed.


     Then he saw something else.


     "Oh my God..."


     Behind the Excalibur was a gigantic bird of fire.  It was flying right after the Excalibur, despite her crew's efforts to the contrary.


     "Fire a phaser burst across that thing's beak.  Draw it's attention to us."


     "Aye sir."


     Two bursts of energy flew out and went right by the bird's beak.  It turned and headed toward them.  Carrey's hands flew across the helm, and they reversed direction, and fled at warp speed.


     Apley looked at his readouts, and yelled, "Sir, it's gaining!"


     Carrey hit the communicator, (he thought he would cause a bruise with the force of the blow,) and yelled, "Scotty!  I need everything she's got!"


     The reply came through.  "I'm trying t' give ye all I can!  I can't squeeze but a wee bit more out of the engines!"


     "Every little bit helps!"


     He felt the boost in speed as the Koenig tried to outrun the giant cosmic bird behind it.  "We're at Warp 9.5!", he announced to the crew.


     "It's still gaining!  It will intercept in fifteen seconds!"  Apley was frantic at the operations station.


     "Prepare to fire aft...."  Carrey suddenly thought of something.  "Prepare yourselves to pull some G's!"  He then hit what amounted to the Koenig's brake, and the Koenig dropped out of warp, abruptly.


     Everybody felt like they were going to fly into the screen as the Koenig's inertial dampners tried to absorb the stress that they were put through by their sudden brake.  The bird flew out in front of them, and disappeared.  Apley turned, his face drained of color, apparently sick from the high G brake.


     Because of the helm in front of him, Carrey didn't feel as sick.  "You're welcome."  He pressed the appropriate button sequence, and they entered warp, heading back toward the Excalibur.


     Apley got up in his seat, and turned to see Carrey.  "I'm reading weapons fire."


     Carrey pressed his communicator.  "Scotty, I hope we have some left over power to fight with."


     "The engines are pretty drained, but I'll see what I can do."


     "Thanks.  Mister Apley, target the Danteri ships, and prepare to fire.  Tom, send a surrender demand to the Danteri."


     "Sending."  Apley pressed the proper sequence, then said, "Sir, they're refusing to surrender.  And they're retreating."


     Carrey thought for a moment about pursuing them, then realized that his engines probably couldn't take the strain.


     "Is the Excalibur following them?"


     "No sir.  They're staying still.  And they're hailing."


     "On screen."


     "Once again, the bridge of the Excalibur appeared on their screen.  Calhoun was sitting in his normal spot, and said, while smiling, "Nice to see you again, Commander.  I take it that your ship is in need of a tune up.  I've got one hell of an engineer that would be willing to help you get yourselves back up and running."


     "I'll take him."


     "Burgoyne's a Hermat."


     "I've never met one.  This'll be interesting."


     "I'll send hir over right away.  Calhoun out."





     On the Excalibur's bridge, Calhoun pressed his comm badge, and said, "Burgoyne, I've got an Alliance Valiant-class ship that needs your magical touch applied."


     A laugh sounded.  "My wand is awaiting, sir."


     Calhoun laughed as well, and ended the exchange.  Shelby turned to him.  "Sir, we could use this opportunity to try to find out..."


     "I'm not going to have Burgoyne try to combine work with espionage.  Besides...", Calhoun looked at the Koenig on the screen, "...they're good guys, too.  They just don't realize that we're on their side.  Oh well..."








     "Federation and Danteri ships are approaching the border."  Jarod then added,  "They have stopped three kilometers inside Danteri space."


     Dale took a deep breath.  "All ships, Code Yellow.  Come within three kilometers of the border, enter Beta formation, and come to a full stop."  On the screen, he could see the Federation and Danteri starships in combat formation.  "Locate their flagship, and hail them."


     "I'm on it," Jarod replied.  "Their flagship is the U.S.S. Sovereign.  They're coming on screen now."


     On the screen, Admiral Nechayev appeared.  "Minister, you have violated your own Council's decree relating to the use of military force in this sector.  We demand that your forces withdraw."


     "On the contrary, Admiral.  Operation: Preventive Force is a requirement to the successful completion of Safety Net.  If we allow the Gerellans and Redeemers to attack our ships and innocent civilian vessels without opposition, it would be tantamount to fighting a war with our hands tied.  We have offered to both hostiles the possibility of a negotiated settlement, but all they care about is pillaging and conquering.  We are within our rights to protect our ships, and our allies."  Dale then stood.  "Besides, how can you judge us?  Your Danteri members are nothing but scum.  The Danteri are guilty of war crimes on half a dozen worlds.  And yet you allow them to drag you into this sector for their own profit."  Dale allowed a momentary pause, then continued.  "The Alliance's stance is clear: The Danteri are not to gain a foothold in this sector.  If we must use force to accomplish this, then we will."


     "Minister, I have one hundred and forty of the best Federation and Danteri starships behind me.  We outnumber you.  The Federation Council has authorized me to use whatever means necessary to remove your ships.  Even if it means attacking your bases in Secoran space."


     "You would launch a military operation on neutral space?!"  Dale seemed outraged.  "Admiral, if you even try to do this, it can, and will, be seen as an act of war upon the Alliance."  Dale turned to Jarod.  "Commander, send them file 473423-F."  He turned back to Nechayev.  "The file I am sending you, Admiral, is a basic outline of Operation: Trumpet, a military operation that would be implemented in the event of a Federation-Alliance conflict.  Read the casualties, especially on the Federation side.  Read the projections for various invasions and offensives into your space.  Read the multiple outcomes of intervention from the Klingons, the Romulans, the Tholians, and especially the Dominion.  Because, even in the best case scenario for the Federation, defeat would come for Starfleet in twenty six months.  Twenty six months of bloodshed and war.  Millions could die.  The Federation would be devastated, broken, and occupied."  Dale stressed the last part.


     Nechayev responded by cutting the channel.  For a few moments, tension gathered on the bridge of the Roddenberry.  "Robby," Andreys asked, "will we really be going to war with the Federation?"


     "God knows I hope not."  Dale sat down, and wiped his brow.  "Damn those arrogant fools!  Why can't they see that this is not worth fighting a conflict over!?"


     Worf slowly raised his head.  "Sir, intership communication is increasing."  Worf peeked at his readings again, and frowned.  "They are locking weapons, and preparing to fire."


     God help us, Dale thought.  Out loud, he shouted, "All ships, Code Red!  Lock phasers and torpedoes on all Danteri ships!  If we can get rid of their presence, then maybe....."


     "Sir, one Federation Sovereign-class ship approaching.  It's the Enterprise!"


     On the screen, the Enterprise came between the two fleets.  "Sir, Captain Picard is requesting a three-way communication with you and Admiral Nechayev."


     "Put it on."


     The screen split into two halves, one showing Picard's face, the other Nechayev.  "Admiral, Minister, we're being played against each other."


     "Whatever do you mean, Captain?"


     In response to Nechayev's question, Picard motioned to someone off screen.  "Mister Data is sending a report given to us by Captain Mackenzie Calhoun of the U.S.S. Excalibur and Commander Zachary Carrey of the D.S.S. Koenig.  Thallon has been destroyed by a strange form of cosmic creature, but not before the Danteri attempted a take over.  They showed us records of the Danteri attacking a Xenexian diplomatic ship.  If not for the Koenig and the Excalibur, the Danteri might have seized the people fleeing Thallon."


     "Incredible."


     "It gets worse.  The Danteri have been playing the Federation and the Alliance against each other.  Through the new government of Thallon, they are supplying the Gerellans with weapons and raw ship-building materials to destabilize the sector, knowing that the Alliance will send in ships to stop them.  Then they complain to the Federation Council, and convince Starfleet to send ships in to stop the Alliance operations."


     Dale turned to Worf.  "Commander, lock weapons on the Danteri ships.  Ignore the Federation starships."


     Nechayev canceled the communication.  "The Starfleet vessels are locking weapons on the Danteri ships," Worf reported.  "The Danteri are ejecting their weapon cores."


     Jarod turned in his seat.  "Looks like we've avoided war."


     Dale's response drew blank expressions from the bridge crew.  "For today, at least."








     Calhoun and Burgoyne entered the transporter room on the Koenig, with Carrey behind them.  "I take it that you're here for the duration?"  Carrey motioned for the transporter operator to begin entering coordinates.  "We'll probably be leaving soon."


     "Starfleet sent us here to explore this sector, and to help keep the peace.  Even with the current level of hostility between the Federation and Alliance, I think I can help your forces here accomplish that mission.  And to hell with the bureaucrats."


     Carrey and Calhoun laughed.  "Well, I'll be seeing you around, Calhoun.  Maybe I'll come back to this sector.  Take care of yourself."  After they stepped onto the pad, Carrey turned o the transporter operator and said, "Energize."  Calhoun and Burgoyne disappeared in two swirls of light.








     Carrey watched as the Excalibur turned and went to warp.  He turned to Apley, who was in his proper position at the helm.  "Well, it's been one hell of an assignment."


     Apley nodded his head in agreement.


     Derbely was once again at the operations console, and she said, "Sir, we've got a message coming in from the Roddenberry."


     "Put it through."


     Dale's voice sounded throughout the bridge.  "I want you to rendezvous with us at the Secoran Jump Station.  What would be your ETA?"


     Carrey looked at Apley, who answered, "About twenty-five hours, sir."


     "See you in one day, Zack.  Dale out."  The channel was cut.


     Carrey leaned back in his chair, and said, "Set course for the Secoran Jump Station, Warp 8."


     "Course plotted and laid in."


     "Engage."


     Apley pressed a button, and they leapt off into warp speed.


     








Epilogue





     Dale stood at the window looking in at the Koenig.  At his side was Scotty, who had put on an engineer's suit in favor over the customary uniform.  He turned to face Scotty, and said, "Well, Mister Scott, have you decided to stay on with us?"


     Scotty grinned, and said, "Of course I'll stay on with ye!  I have nae felt this useful since I was on the Enterprise herself!"


     Dale grinned as well, then said, "Welcome aboard, Commander Scott."


     Then Dale realized he hadn't addressed him correctly.


     "Or should I say Scotty?"


     "That's about fine."


     "Good.  Because I need a miracle worker around here."


     Their eyes met for just a second.  Then Scotty said, "Thank ye.  I look forward to performing many a miracle for ye!"


     "Just watch out for Commander Barnes.  He's a good engineer, but competition can prove unhealthy for the competitor, especially if you're in the med center awaiting reconstructive eardrum surgery."


     The two of them laughed.  Then Dale's communicator beeped, and he raised his arm and tapped it.  "Dale here."


     "Sir, we are picking up a subspace signal originating from 221-G.  Your may want to see it."


     "Patch it in here, Worf."


     On the screen, a Redeemer appeared.  "To all followers of Xant, we beseech you to aid us in spreading Xant's holy word, and to crush the Alliance of infidels and charlatans.  This holy war will pave the way for Xant's great return, marked by the bird of fire that devoured the homeworld of the unbelieving Thallonians.  We shall win this war for his great glory!"


     Dale's emotions soured.  "Oh hell."








     The Alliance-Redeemer War would devastate Sector 221-G.  Although the Redeemers quickly found themselves on the defensive, with planets under their control revolting in practically every system, they fought with as much ferocity as their Alliance enemies.  Soon, Redeemer ships would bring death to many worlds in the sector, using their virus to kill billions of sentients in their "holy" cause, despite the best efforts of the Alliance.  Only the antidote would save several races from extinction.  Eventually, in August of 2159, a fleet of Alliance, Minbari, Secoran, Gerellan, Xenexian, and Thallonian ships attacked Tulaan IV, forcing a surrender.  Several moderate Redeemer clerics took power, while most of the hard-liners would commit suicide.  The remaining hard-liners, as well as some of the Redeemer military leaders, would be arrested as war criminals.  The war crimes trials against these criminals, held on the planet Minbar, would shock several universes with stories of Redeemer savagery.  The war crime tribunal would find all but one of the defendants guilty on the charges.  Half would be executed, and the other half would receive stiff imprisonment sentences.  In October of 2159, the Alliance Council would pass the Sector 221-G Recovery Act, pumping millions of Alliance credits into the struggling economies of the worlds of this sector.  Eventually, the sector would reunify under the leadership of the Thallonian leader Si Cwan, who established the Thallonian Confederacy on the planet Nelkar.


     The crew of the U.S.S. Excalibur would go on to discover many of the sector's wonders, and Captain Calhoun would personally stop the infighting on many planets.  The Excalibur itself would come under the fire of the Redeemers, and, in the end, provided Starfleet with a witness to the attack on Tulaan IV, as well as the Xenex Accords, as Captain Calhoun and Commander Shelby represented the Federation in the far-reaching accords, which ended the Alliance-Redeemer War, and marked the beginning of the Thallonian and Secoran-led Thallonian Confederacy.


