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Last time on Undiscovered Frontier....


     Dale and his team succeeded in saving the two freedom fighters from Shinra, and discovered the truth about the occurrences that had occurred.  Commander Jarod found out how to destroy Meteor, and they saved everybody on the planet below.  After that, Spock was successful in helping a young man named Cloud Strife recover his memories, which were distorted due to unknown cells in his body.  Finally, Dale led a team down to the planet for a final confrontation with the powerful being named Sephiroth.  After winning, all seemed peaceful, until the Comanche was attacked by Nazi warships.  The Nazis....  had arrived.








And now, the conclusion....











Prologue








     "Three Berlin-class Nazi ships coming in, course 453 mark 039!"


     Carrey held onto the command chair on the Koenig.  "Code Red!  Lock phasers on the lead ship, and prepare to fire!  Then, execute attack pattern Beta 3!"


     "Aye sir.  Enemies in range!"


     "Fire!"


     Bursts of orange energy flew out and ripped apart one of the Nazi ships.  The other two got off a salvo, and turned hard.  The Koenig shook as they were hit.  Then, they turned hard, and Sherlily fired the phasers, destroying another enemy ship.  The last one turned at them, and fired, point blank range.  The bridge shook violently as the force of the blast hit them, and Carrey was nearly knocked out of his seat.  "Damage report!"


     "Shields down to thirty-two percent.  The armor covering Deck 5 has been breached, and our impulse engine's been damaged."


     "Get behind them, and take them out!"


     Apley turned the ship sharply, and they were behind the retreating Nazi vessel.  Phaser bursts lashed out, and destroyed them.  "Last ship destroyed, sir."


     "Good.  Stand down from Code Red, and set course back to FF7-1IV, Warp 7."


     "Course set."


     "Engage."  The Koenig went to warp.

















     Ship's Log: January 5, 2160 AST; D.S.S. Roddenberry.  Minister Robert Allen Dale reporting.  It has been a week and a half since the last attack by the Nazi forces.  Probes have indicated that they have consolidated a large but undetermined force in a star system ninety light years away.  We have brought in two Task Groups, the 8th and the 11th, and we are expecting a fleet, the Twelfth, to arrive.  The Soviets are busy trying to bring together their scattered ships, although five have already arrived.  The Klingons will send all the ships they can spare, but they're still cleaning up after the Battle of the Line in their universe, the first major victory against the Dominion since the war began.  On the planet below, SOLDIER has been organized for planetary defense, and an Air Group is on the way to assist in defense, as well as an Army Group.  We are on constant Code Yellow, and all nonessential personnel have been evacuated.


     There is good news, however.  In EM-5, we have finalized an alliance treaty with the Minbari Federation and the Narn Regime, stablizing the balance of power disrupted by the recent non-aggression pact between the Centauri Republic and Earth Alliance.  Also, the Abbai have become full members of the Alliance, giving us a border from which to hold the peace against President Clark and his new Centauri allies.  In ST-3, an Alliance armada was successful in forcing the Dominion to withdraw their reinforcements from the Gamma Quadrant, thus saving the Federation from defeat.  The Dominion has withdrawn to Cardassian space, although Alliance Intelligence believes that they will soon be opening a new offensive.


     Dale sat in the chair in his room, clothed only in a nightrobe, looked at the latest intelligence reports, and frowned.  High Command was still uncertain that the Nazis would indeed hit FF7-1IV because of the Alliance learning it.  With hostilities with the Dominion, the Centauri, and the Earth Alliance escalating, and the Berjakian war machine still functioning, they didn't want to commit forces to a battle that might not happen and risk a crisis on the other fronts.


     Dale looked up, and saw Andreys looking at him.  "What's wrong?"


     She was dressed in her workout clothes, and she shook her head.  "You were supposed to meet me in the gym twenty minutes ago.  You forgot, didn't you?"  She seemed upset.


     "I've been busy reading report upon report about this current crisis.  I can't believe the High Command is buying this stuff!  The Nazis want this planet, and they're not going to be satisfied until they get it!"


     She nodded.  "You need to get your mind off work for a while.  Instead of working out, why don't we go to the holodeck.  They have several relaxing programs you can use."


     "Nope.  I've got to finish here."


     Andreys sighed, and left the room.








     Jarod was looking at the sensor records at the sensor station in the aft work area of the bridge.  He cross checked his records, and the cruel truth had made itself known.


     The Nazis had acquired cloaking technology.


     He didn't know how.  All he knew was that the tachyon disturbance he had detected in orbit over the planet several times was a cloaked vessel.  It had disappeared just as the Comanche left, and then the Comanche had been attacked.  He couldn't cross check with it's records, because the sensors had been totally destroyed, and the information had been lost, but he was certain that it was a planned ambush by the enemy.


     Then, the feminine voice of the computer said, "Commander Jarod, a tachyon disturbance similar to the once you specified in your search has been detected."


     "Computer, transfer information to the sensor control station."  The screen popped up, and Jarod pressed his communicator.  "Jarod to Dale."


     For a moment there was no answer.  "Dale here."  


     "Sir, I've found something you should see.  Request permission to assemble the senior officers."


     "Permission granted."


     "Thank you.  Jarod out."  He turned to Jarke, who was at the tactical section, and said, "Have all senior officers report to the conference room."


     "Yes sir."


     Jarod downloaded all of the appropriate information to the conference room computers, got up, and walked through the doors to it.








     The entire senior staff had assembled in the conference room, excluding Dale and Andreys.  Jarod looked at his time piece, and said, "The Koenig was supposed to return about fifty minutes ago."


     Worf looked at him.  "I should have gone with them."


     "No, Worf, you shouldn't have.  Commander Carrey has all his confidence in his crew."  Bashir was looking out at the planet below when he said this.


     "A crew that is inexperienced when it comes to covert operations.  I have led several such operations on the Defiant."


     Spock cocked his right eyebrow.  "You are not entirely correct, Commander.  If you remember correctly, I was on board when the Koenig infiltrated Romulan space.  The crew is most capable."


     "And you were discovered.  If it had not have been for an unusually gracious Romulan commander, you would have been destroyed."


     Spock remained silent about the truth, Dale had made it top secret, which was that the Koenig was discovered because it helped to fight off an ambush by Dominion ships, who had sneaked into Romulan space.


     Barnes held up his hand.  "Just shut the hell up!  It doesn't matter anymore!  They already left, and it's too late to start second guessing what Rob ordered!"


     Garak snickered.  "Most interesting.  Outside of Commander Dax, I never heard anybody on Deep Space Nine call Sisko by his first name."


     "Maybe because Dax was Sisko's old friend, while nobody else was.  Here, Commander Barnes, as well as Commander Carrey and Command... I mean, Captain Andreys, have lived with Minister Dale since he was a child."  Bashir seemed preoccupied.


     "That sounds most reassuring.  By the way, whatever happened to the guests we had aboard?"


     "They returned to their planet, to help rebuild the property destroyed by those Weapon creatures."  Bashir looked out the window.  "It's amazing, you know."


     Jarod, who was examining his findings yet again, looked at him.  "What?" 


     Bashir looked at him as if he was dumb.  "Their world was going to die.  Whether it was destroyed by Meteor or it's energy was sucked dry by the Mako reactors, it was going to die, and kill everybody with it.  Then, we show up, and save millions of lives.  It's unbelievable."


     "What?"  Paris was on the verge of laughing at the small talk surrounding him.


     "I guess it makes you wonder about the Prime Directive.  The Federation would have let Meteor hit, and anybody who destroyed it would have faced a court martial."


     "Doctor, you surprise me!  I thought you grew up believing that the Federation was perfect?"


     "Garak, don't be sarcastic."


     Then, the door slid open, and Dale and Andreys walked in, side by side.  "Commander Jarod, report."


     Jarod stood, and walked to the view screen.  Dale sat in the seat at the head of the table, and Andreys sat by him.  "Several times since we have arrived here, I have detected a tachyon disturbance in orbit.  This disturbance disappeared when the Comanche launched, and appeared again soon after it returned.  It's energy frequency is too stable to be anything but a cloaked ship."


     Dale buried his head on his hands.  "How?  The Nazis use an anti-matter pulse drive to operate their ships.  Cloaks can't operate correctly in that environment."


     "Our cloaks can't.  But Romulan cloaks could."


     "The Romulans hate the Nazis!  Why would they give them cloaking devices?"  Paris looked at Jarod as if he had grown an extra mouth.


     "Maybe it's stolen?"  Andreys looked at the screen.  "That would explain why we haven't been attacked by them.  It's probably a scout ship."


     Dale pounded the table.  "About two months ago, a Romulan warbird was ambushed and destroyed in the Harmenian system.  They found very little of the ship, and assumed that it had been obliterated."


     Spock used his hands to form a steeple on the table.  "It is logical to assume that the Nazis took the cloak.  Romulan cloaks are designed to use their quantum singularity drives.  That type of cloaking device gives off telltale tachyon bursts.  They are normally absorbed by the singularity in the drive, and are too small even then to be detectable on sensors.  But, an anti-matter pulse drive would amplify, not nullify, the effects."


     Dale nodded.  "That makes sense.  Commander, what should we do?"


     "If we lock weapons, they'll detect it and alert their superiors that they've been spotted.  The attack will begin early, and we won't have a chance against them.  If we destroy them, then the same will happen."


     Worf banged the table.  "You mean that we just leave them there, while they gather information on us?"


     Jarod let out a small smile.  "I have an idea.  If we begin to conduct 'weapon testing', with the proper ship-to-ship communications, we could 'accidentally' hit them.  Not enough to destroy them, but enough to wound them.  They'll return, report it an accident, and we'll be ridden of their presence."


     "Good plan.  Get to work on it right away."








     Bashir materialized in the fallen wreck of Sector 7 in Midgar.  They had used tractor beams to lift the fallen section, and place it on the ground outside the city.  The six working Mako reactors had been shut down, and two fusion reactors had been quickly built to replace them.  In fact, throughout the planet Alliance engineers have been working furiously, building fusion reactors, repairing damaged buildings, and, most importantly, building airbases, spaceport facilities, and planetary defense weapons.  The news of an imminent invasion by the Nazis had spurred the local people to arm themselves, and prepare militias in preparation for an invasion.  Shinra's military arm, SOLDIER, had been fully mobilized, and local war production factories began to turn out Alliance tanks and aircraft, while units from the 6th Army Group were arriving in strength.  A jump station was being brought in, but it would not be operational in any reasonable amount of time.


     Bashir looked over to the medical tent, and entered.  Inside was two people who had helped to save their planet from the previously imminent demise, Barret Wallace and Tifa Lockhart.  Barret was a large black skinned man, who had a gun attached where his right hand should be.  His black hair and similarly black eyes matched him perfectly, and his pain filled mind also agreed with his appearance.  Tifa was light skinned, with long black hair and brown eyes.  The first time Bashir had seen those eyes was when they watched that news broadcast about the execution that never happened, due to the intervention of Dale and the team he had taken to the surface with him.  Her eyes had then been filled with sadness, but now they seemed to show happiness and joy, quite possibly because her planet was going to survive.  He looked at them, and said, "I'm here.  Now, anything you need me to do?"


     They showed him to several different patients, each with different needs, and Bashir tended to them quickly.  Bashir was almost finished when three men ran in with a patient on a stretcher.  "He needs help!"


     Bashir ran over to the man quickly, and pulled out his tricorder.  He began to run it over the man's body, but no wound registered on the tricorder.  Before he could say anything, he felt something touch his neck, and he fell into unconsciousness.








     Tifa saw a man push an injector into Bashir's neck, and saw him slump to the ground.  She and Barret went to attack, but they pulled guns on them, plus one pointed a gun at Bashir.  "If you try to attack us, we will kill him.  Then, when we have taken you, we will kill the patients here.  Now, come with us."


     They looked at each other, then raised their hands in surrender.


     One of the men pulled out a communication device, and spoke in some unknown language.  Then, the felt themselves being transported.  They were then in a room filled with men holding guns.  They had restraints put on their hands, then they were led out.  








     "Sir, the other ships are ready.  They have begun routine phaser testing."


     Dale settled into his chair.  "Good.  Aim phasers manually, and make sure to hit them lightly.  If they're destroyed, then our entire plan goes under."


     "Yes sir.  Aiming now."


     Before Dale could tell him to fire, Jarod's head shot up.  "Sir, they're decloaking!"


     In front of them, a Tannenburg-class ship decloaked, and turned away.  "Worf, lock weapons!"


     "Sir, we are receiving a signal from the ship."


     "On screen."


     The face of a Nazi commander appeared.  "If you fire on us, we will be forced to kill our prisoners."


     Dale looked at him.  "What prisoners?"


     The man shouted to someone off the screen, and they dragged two people into view.


     Tifa and Barret.


     "We will kill them if you fire on us, or pursue us.  That is all."


     The screen turned off, and they saw the ship drawing away.  "Sir, it is a trick!  Those are just images of them."  Worf seemed unconvinced.


     Jarod shook his head.  "It's them all right.  Sensors detected a transport the instant they decloaked.  It came from Sector 7, in Midgar.  I guess they had agents planetside."


     Dale pounded his armrests.  "Worf, do not fire.  Drop the lock you have on them, and let them go."


     "Sir!"


     "That's an order, Commander!"


     Worf grunted, and did so.


     Dale got up, and headed toward his office.  Before he entered, he turned to Worf, and said, "Patch me through to universe JE-5, British Secret Service.  After I'm done there, open a channel to Alliance Army Covert Unit Division headquarters."


     "Yes sir."





      


     As they walked through gray colored corridors, they wound up in a room.  It was full of tables and instruments, and the walls were filled with metal restraints for wrists and ankles.  At the middle was a man with orange hair, and dressed in a white suit.  He turned, and they both recognized him.


     "Rufus Shinra!"


     He grinned.  "Congratulations.  You still remember me?"


     Barret pulled on his restraints, as if he wanted to rip Rufus' throat out.  "You dead!"


     "That's what I wanted you to believe.  Otherwise your Alliance friends would try to arrest me.  Now, I can hide until the Alliance is forced to leave, then come in and take power for myself.  Like it was always meant to be.  No stupid executives to listen to, no light hearted fools to deal with.  Reeves is an idiot, and when I execute him, he'll learn that first hand.  Heidegger and Scarlet are already dead, so that leaves me."


     "You been workin' wit' these bastards all along!"


     "Right.  Now, take away the man, but leave the girl."  The guards complied, and Rufus walked up to her, surveying her, examining her.  "The woman at my side will share my power with me.  Her child will succeed me to rule, and she'll always be remembered.  You could be that woman.  Join me in marriage, and you will never go hungry again."


     She looked him in the eye, and spat, "I'd rather die than let you touch me!"


     He grabbed her neck, and said, "You don't have a choice!  Join me, or I'll simply make you a slave to me!  During the day you will mop floors and clean dishes, and at night you will be restrained so I can use you for whatever I want.  You will be fed scraps, and will never be given your freedom.  Or maybe I'll turn you over to my allies.  They always have uses for young women like yourself.  Experiments, plus I hear that most of their officers left their wives and mistresses behind when they evacuated their world.  They may find you most useful."


     He snapped his fingers, and two men came in.  He nodded to them, and they ripped off the white bodice she had on, and then shackled her, topless, to a table.  They started to put little things on her body, and then attached something to her head.  She thought of what Dale had said to Yuffie back on the Highwind.  Then, a sharp pain flared over her, and she screamed in pain.








     Twenty hours later, an Alliance transport docked at a space station in universe ST-3.  The station's name was Deep Space Nine, and had just recently been retaken by the Federation and the Klingons from the Dominion.  On board, near the door to the airlock on DS9, was the man named James Bond.  He held in his hand a duffel bag full of clothes, and was officially on leave from his duties as an agent for the British Secret Service.  The door in front of him opened, and he walked out.  There was a large crowd in front of them, but Bond quickly found the one he was looking for.  He wore a Starfleet uniform, which was different from the Alliance Stellar Fleet uniforms Bond had seen.  These uniforms were entirely black, except for above the shoulders, where they were gray.  The turtleneck was an orange-like color, and there were three rank insignia pips on the right side of his neck, opposed to the Alliance wearing their's on the left side.  Another difference was the fact that the Alliance used stars, while Starfleet used round pips.  Bond sighted him, and put out his hand.  "Bond.  James Bond."


     The man shook his hand, and nodded.  "Lieutenant Commander Robert Taylor, head of Starfleet Security on Deep Space Nine.  We've been expecting you, Mister Bond."


     "Shall I speak to your captain?"


     "First, I'll take you to your teammates."


     "Lead the way, Commander."  Bond followed Taylor down the corridor.








     Odo almost laughed as he saw Quark lifted off his feet by the irate B.A. Baracus.  "You give that kid his money back, or I'll take your place apart!"


     Behind the angered bull of a man was his three compatriots, Gregory 'Hannibal' Smith, Templeton 'Face' Peck, and 'Mad Dog' Murdock.  (Odo had forgotten his first name.)  There was also a young Bajoran child in simple clothes by them.  Quark began to stutter.  "Do... you... know how... much it... takes to... exchange latinum... for Alliance dollars?"


     "You gonna need that money if you don't give it back!"


     Odo, even though he agreed, knew that the law forced him to intervene.  "Mister Baracus, please put down the lying, thieving, swindling Ferengi, before I'm coerced to take you to Security."


     B.A., realizing that an officer of the law was there, put Quark down.  Then Odo looked at the thoroughly scared Ferengi barkeeper.  "What did you do now, Quark?"


     "Nothing Odo, I swear!"


     "If nothing means cheating a child into giving up twenty Alliance dollars for twenty slips of latinum, then he's telling the truth."  Hannibal was appealing to Odo to do what B.A. could not.


     "Quark?"


     "It was a legitimate business deal!"  Quark let out a cringe.


     "Quark, I don't have time for this.  Give the child back his money before I take you in for swindling."


     Quark seemed to back off.  "Okay, as long as this ruffian leaves my bar and never comes back."


     "Fair deal.  But, if I catch you swindlin' another orphan, then I'll make you pay, sucka!"  He turned and left.  His friends followed.


     When they stepped outside, they spotted Taylor and Bond walking out of turbolift.  Taylor spotted Odo, and walked up to him.  Behind him was a black haired man carrying a duffel bag.  "Constable!"


     "I see you've met him, Commander.  Now, take them up to see Captain Sisko."


     "This way gentlemen."  Taylor led the five to the turbolift that would take them to Ops.








     Sisko looked at the holographic image of Admiral Nechayev.  "So, you want me to take the Defiant to Alliance universe designate FF-7, and set the rescue team down myself?"


     "Do you have a problem, Captain?"


     "Not at all.  However, I don't see the reasoning to hurt DS9's ability to defend itself just to take an Alliance insurgency team to another universe?  If the Alliance finds out that we have salvaged a jumper from the Nazis, then they won't be too happy."


     "Exactly why you must perform this mission.  To convince the Alliance that we can help them, so that they will feel that they should help us."


     "You mean by joining the war against the Dominion?  The Alliance has declared neutrality in our war.  They even joined the Dominion to fight the Zen'kethi."


     "That was a moment of opportunity.  Since, the Alliance and the Dominion have been quarreling with each other.  Remember, Captain, that we haven't won this war yet.  The Dominion is steadily repairing their shipyards we destroyed, and they should be finished within six to seven months.  We need the Alliance to join us before the Dominion can restart production of their own ships, and then overwhelm us."


     "I'll accept.  But, I request permission to make this a volunteer mission."


     "Permission denied.  We need to show them that we're willing to help them, not that we consider it so lightly that it's a volunteer mission.  Nechayev out."  Her image disappeared.


     Sisko leaned back in his chair, then heard the door open.  He turned and saw Taylor leading in the five members of the rescue team.  "Gentlemen, there's been a change of plans."


     The black haired man, whom Sisko knew through photograph as James Bond, asked, "How?"


     "You will not be waiting for the Akagi to arrive to transport you to FF-7.  Instead, you will join me and my crew aboard the Defiant.  We have photon rifles that you can use."


     The gray haired man, Hannibal, said, "How did Starfleet get a jump drive?  I thought the Alliance didn't trust you enough to let you possess that technology."


     "Let's just say that an enemy of the Alliance unwillingly gave it to us.  Now, give my crew enough time to assemble aboard the Defiant, and we'll be off."








     Sisko sat in his command chair, and looked at everybody.  Dax was at the helm, O'Brien at operations, and Nog at the weapons station.  Taylor and Kira had volunteered to join Bond and the 'A-Team' on their mission.  It was simple and straight forward.  Infiltrate the enemy base, rescue the two prisoners, and destroy the Nazi jump emitter that would let them bring in more ships accurately.  The Defiant would stay in orbit for support.  Then, they would cloak, and leave the system without the Nazis knowing what hit them.  There was no doubt that afterward the Nazis would withdraw, and the day would be won.  Knowing this, Sisko leaned back in his chair, and said, "Release docking clamps.  As soon as we clear the station, activate the jump drive, using the appropriate frequency."


     "Yes sir."


     The Defiant backed away from the station, and then Sisko saw gold streaks of light fly by them.  Then, normal space appeared, and Dax said, "That's convenient.  We've jumped right into the proper solar system.  In fact, in another five seconds, we'll enter transporter range."


     "Inform the transporter room to energize when they are ready.  When they're finished, activate the cloak."


     "Yes sir."


     Ten seconds later, the Defiant rippled out of sight.








     Dale faced down his command officers.  "Gentlemen, an hour ago, our sensor probe net detected an enemy fleet coming to this system at Warp 7.5.  They'll hit us in about ten hours.  We have 493 ships.  Enemy numbers are still unknown, as their anti-matter pulse drives are distorting the local space as to where we can't count them, but Commander Jarod believes that they have at least eight-hundred ships."


     Bashir, who had just left the med centre from that injection he had received, looked ashen.  "They outnumber us almost two-to-one."


     "We'll have to make due.  We have five Saratoga-class aerospace carriers with us, and they've launched their fighter wings to join us.  The carriers themselves will hang back, and retreat if the enemy gets too close.  We're also counting on the Klingons and the Soviets to get involved, but both may be late getting here.  We won't count on them to join the battle until it's in full swing."


     "Sir, what will we do?"  Worf was at full attention, and his battle instincts starting to take hold. 


     "We will go out to meet the Nazis at the interception point just outside the system.  If they truly have a two-to-one advantage, then they'll engage us instead of trying to go around.  We must get through them, and break through to their jump base on FF7-12V.  Hopefully, we'll get there before the jump emitter becomes operational.  If not..."  Dale let the sentence linger, for his people knew what failure meant."


     Everybody nodded, and Dale said, "Dismissed.  Go get some sleep, you'll need it."








     Bond sneaked into the room right behind his compatriots, and closed the door.  They ended up in some quarters, and arranged themselves just right to prevent anybody from coming in.  Then, Bond turned to Kira, and asked, "So, have you done this before?"


     "I've been through this plenty of times in the Bajoran Resistance during the Cardassian occupation."


     Taylor came up beside them.  "Hush.  I think I hear somebody."


     They heard a yell of "Let me go!", and a laugh.  Then, nothing.  "Must have entered a soundproof chamber," Face said.


     "Or they just shut up," B.A. added.


     "It doesn't really matter right now.  Let's see what information we can garner from the computer banks."


     Murdock went up to the computer controls, and pressed a button to access the computer.  Instead, a holographic image appeared on the bed.


     It is sufficient to say that it was highly erotic.


     He quickly hit the button again, and the image disappeared.  Kira muttered, "Just like Cardassians.  All they can ever do is kill, rape, and then do it all over again."


     "Or Durbanians, depending on which resistance you fought with."  Taylor seemed to be smiling.


     "Murdock, can you see if you can access their security net?"


     "I'll try, Colonel," came the reply.








     Taylor knocked a Nazi soldier on the head, and dragged him into a janitorial room.  Then, everybody piled into the barracks room, and found it empty.  "Probably don't have the men to man the entire station."  Everybody piled into beds to keep an eye out for enemies.


     Then, Kira turned and looked at a pornographic picture on the wall.  She grunted.  "Why are all male soldiers sex-driven fools?"  Seeing her teammates' looks, she quickly added, "Present company accepted."


     Taylor shrugged.  "The Durbanians were even worse.  If they didn't have live girls to play with, then they had holograms to do so.  Erotic ones programmed to react in predictable ways."


     "Durbanians.  Who are they?"


     "They live on a planet near the Cardassian border.  Their atmosphere got superheated by a solar flare, and they reacted by enslaving all Federation citizens on the planet.  The nicest looking women were taken away to be slaves for the leaders, and those who resisted were raped on the spot, then they and their family killed.  I escaped because I snuck out an access port in a wall.  A resistance was founded by Starfleet officers on the planet, and I joined them.  After four years, the Federation was able to save us."


     "Brutal."


     Taylor suddenly grew cold.  "I thought so.  Of course, I was only a twelve year old kid when it happened."


     Murdock had, meanwhile, hacked into the enemy computer in the room.  "The command deck is about three levels up, and if we want to get to the emitter station, then we have to go to green section."  He brought out a small tricorder that he had with him.  "I'll make a map for us."








     Dale walked onto the bridge after a nice sleep, and found the crew ready for battle.  Worf was at tactical, Jarod at ops, and Paris at the conn.  Andreys had just sat down in her chair, and Dale sat right by her.  "Report."


     "We've taken position just outside the system.  Enemy contacts coming in, weapons range in eighty seconds... sixty seconds... forty seconds... twenty seconds...  Sir!  They stopped just outside weapons range!  Their shields are raised, and weapons are activated."


     "All ships, Code Red.  How many, Commander Jarod?"  Klaxons sounded as the ship's crew went to battle stations."


     "Eight hundred and twenty-three, sir."


     Dale put his hands up in a steeple.  "Well, a military leader once said, 'Nothing in war is impossible, provided you use audacity.'  Let's see if he was right.  Order fighter wings Alpha, Delta, Theta, and Omega to lock weapons on their cruisers and destroyers, and conduct strafing runs.  Valiant wing 5 and Destroyer wings 3, 6, and 7 are to cover the fighters.  Valiant wings 2 and 3 are to harrass the cruisers and destroyers on their flanks.  Cruiser wings 2 and 5, keep an eye on their flanks.  And order our reserve forces to prepare to hit them when we begin our breakout attempt."  Unlike smaller scale battles, where Wings might be named "Gamma" or "Bravo", a force of 493 ships was too massive to give the ten ship wings such names.  Instead, they were numbers.  If they were a fleet group, the numbers would also bear the ship's fleet number, (i.e. Cruiser wing 3-3 would be the third cruiser wing of the Third Fleet), but since most of the ships originated from task groups, he had just assigned them numbers.


     Jarod turned, a partial grin on his face.  "Sir, think Captain Sisko will mind about the copyright infringement?"  On the screen, small Nazi disruptor cannons began to fire at the incoming fighters.


     Dale chuckled.  "Commander Jarod, I don't think the Alliance nor the Federation recognize battle plans as personal copyrights."


     "Fighters are engaging."  Phaser fire began to pelt the Nazi warships.  A Berlin-class cruiser exploded on their screen, and a Sedan-class cruiser started suffering hull breaches, visible because of mists of atmosphere leaking out of the breaks in the hull.  A small red explosion marked the destruction of a fighter, probably hit by a heavy disruptor cannon on the capital ships.  Soon, "disruptor flak" filled the space between the Nazi warships.








     Carrey watched as Apley brought the Koenig into the lead position of Valiant wing 2.  "Koenig to attack wing, we've received our orders.  Lock onto the nearest Nazi destroyer or cruiser, and fire.  Enter attack formation Theta."


     "Aye sir."


     "Yes sir."


     The Koenig accelerated, and the bridge shook briefly when they received a glancing blow from a disruptor beam.  "Firing range...  now!"


     "Fire torpedoes!  Bring us in for a strafing run!"


     Solar torpedoes raced out and destroyed a Berlin-class destroyer.  Several ships nearby were hit by fire from the other ships of the attack wing.  As the enemy ships began to fire at them, they moved perpendicular to the enemy line, strafing each ship in their path with pulse phaser fire.  Small explosions flowered up from the impacts on the Nazi hulls, as the phaser energy caused power conduits to explode.  Carrey noticed as Ensign Sherlily fired a spread of torpedoes at a Stalingrad-class battlecruiser that was moving to give fire support to the enemy ships under attack, and tore off it's port nacelle, even though they were ordered to concentrate fire on the smaller ships.  A couple of hits shook the bridge, but Apley managed to keep them clear of the heavy fire that the large capital ships were putting out.  Instead of moving to intercept them, the Nazi ships were holding their position, otherwise they would open up the line and allow the Alliance ships to punch through.


     "Sir, the Hamner is losing their shields.  Shall we..."


     "No one breaks off until we complete the run."  Carrey could see the increasing amount of disruptor fire as capital ships intensified their efforts to destroy them.  Even with their impressive ablative armor, they couldn't take too much damage.  "Sir, we've got a destroyer on us!"


     "Evasive!"


     Behind them, a Himmler-class destroyer dropped in and started to fire.  "He's good, Commander!"


     "And you're better, Creighton!  Get him off our ass!"


     Then, a burst of phaser fire sliced apart the destroyer.  "This is Lieutenant Commander Mikishi of Fighter wing Delta.  We've got your six, Commander!  Pull....."  Static filled the channel.


     Carrey turned to Sherlily, who shouted, "Her fighter's gone!  We've got a Bismarck-class battleship spraying the area with disruptor fire!"


     "Koenig to attack wing: take that thing out!"


     The eight Valiant-class ships of Valiant wing 2 turned to face the giant Bismarck-class ship, disruptor fire flying everywhere.  Behind them, the fighters of Gamma wing continued to fight off the enemy cruisers and destroyers.  On the screen, Carrey could see the giant battleship, nearly 700 meters long, grow larger.  As with most Nazi capital ships, there was no visible difference between the main hull and the drive, and the ship itself resembled a long metal slab with lights on the surface and a slight bend in the middle.  "Give them everything we've got!"


     The eight attack ships fired their pulse phasers, and then let loose a spread of solar torpedoes.  Each ship concentrated fire on certain junctures in the enemy ship's shields, and some torpedoes were able to penetrate due to interference caused by the pulse phaser bursts hammering the shield.  The torpedoes smashed into the Nazi ship's hull, and caused massive explosions.  "We've got their bridge, sir!"


     "Get us out of here!"


     The eight ships banked off, and the Bismarck-class warship, with no one to fly it, plowed into a nearby Aryan-class dreadnought.  Their M/A reactors exploded, and both ships were annihiliated.


     "Yeehaw!!!!!," Carrey yelled as the attack wing broke out of the enemy line.  Two Missouri-class battleships started to fire on a few ships attempting to pursue them, forcing the enemy destroyers to break off.  "Damage?"


     "Shields at sixty percent.  No hull damage."


     "Bring us about."  Carrey watched the fighters continue to pound the light enemy ships.  C'mon, you bastards, take the bait!


     





     Barret and Tifa were shackled to a wall in the Nazi control center in their base, and watched as the enemy launched an assault on their world.  Rufus was on the control deck, as well as the Nazi commander.  He grinned.  "You do see Dale's strategy, do you not, Herr Shinra?"


     "Of course."  Rufus' face told against that.


     "Then, why don't you explain it to our prisoners?"


     "You are the military strategist here, Field Marshall."


     "That is okay, Herr Shinra."  The man turned to them.  "Dale is employing a tactic that was used a several days ago in universe ST-3.  The weak Federation won an unbelievable victory over their enemies, the Dominion, in the Battle of the Line.  The commander of the victorious forces, Captain Benjamin Sisko, used his small fighter craft to draw some enemy ships off the line, then he punched through.  That stupid Cardassian fool Legate Dukat never saw it coming.  That is what Dale is doing, and I know how to stop him.  I will open the hole for him," he spread his hands apart, "then close it on him!"  He pounded his hands together for effect.


     A man at one of the consoles looked up at him.  "Herr Feldmarschall, we are losing ships to their fighter attacks.  Our ships request permission to pursue."


     "Give them permission to do so.  And tell them to be ready to smash all ships trying to break through."


     "Yes, Herr Feldmarschall!"  Then the man turned again.  "Feldmarschall, the Keitel and the Konigsberg have been destroyed!"


     The officer frowned.  "Do not make their sacrifices in vain.  Spring the trap."








     "Enemy ships not pursuing."


     "Order Gamma and Epsilon wings to attack.  Have all remaining fighter wings move into attack position."


     The tactical screen was on, and they could see the status of both their fleet, and the enemy fleet.  The enemy was refusing to budge.  They could see the small icons representing the fighter squadrons move along the front of the enemy lines, and each enemy ship refused to move.  Icons representing both sides started to disappear.


     Suddenly, Worf's head shot up, and he yelled, "Sir, seven enemy destroyer squadrons have broken off and are pursuing our fighters!"


     Jarod shook his head.  "Their attack is too sudden.  It's a trap!"


     "It's also our only chance.  Have Cruiser wings 5, 6, and 7 take on those squadrons.  Everybody else, try to break through.  Whoever clears the fleet should not stop until they reach the target."


     As soon as Jarod sent the signal through, the Alliance ships started to move directly into the enemy fleet.  Dale felt the ship shake as enemy weapons hit the shields.  On both sides of the Roddenberry, Alliance ships surged forward, like a trio of giant fists, and slammed into the Nazi lines.








     "Captain," Nog said from the tactical station, "the Alliance fleet has engaged the Nazi armada."


     Sisko nodded in response.  "Let's hope we get this operation over with before that jump emitter comes online."








     The Roddenberry shook as another beam of energy hit the shields.  Dale strained to see the viewscreen, as acrid chemical smoke began to fill his lungs.  "Report!"


     "Shields down to forty-seven percent!  Secondary shields generators have come on line, but they will not last much longer!"


     Jarod turned from the ops station.  "Battle wing 2 is bogged down in their left flank!  Their spearhead is starting to overextend itself!"


     "Reassign Valiant wings 3 and 4 to protect Battle wing 2's right flank!  Order Cruiser wing 4 to break off their penetration and roll along their center line!"  Another hit slammed into them, and a rear, unmanned computer console exploded.  "Where the hell is our support?!"


     "Destroyer wing 2 is along our right, and Valiant wing 1 on our left!  They're both too busy holding off enemy ships attempting to seal our line of fire!"


     "What about Battle wing 1?"


     "Still trying to puncture their right flank!  Their entire spearhead is starting to fall apart!"


     "What's the unit closest to us on that flank?"


     "Valiant wing 2!"


     Alright, Zack!  "Switch our course to join Valiant wing 2!  We'll punch through their right flank, and give Battle wing 1's spearhead a chance to outflank them!"


     "Um, sir, just how the hell do you outflank a numerically superior force?"


     "You don't.  You just try to, and buy yourself time."  Another hit slammed them.  "Paris, try to dodge their smaller ships behind us.  Worf, force them to break off with our aft weapons."


     "Doing so now sir!"


     The Roddenberry lurched as it began to dodge enemy fire.  It was so big that it was impossible to avoid every enemy shot, but many of the hits that would have hurt were instead minor.  Worf responded by firing the aft phasers, scoring direct hits on several vessels.  Paris strained to keep the massive ship from slamming into the enemy ships confronting them, and also evade the fire behind them.


    On the viewscreen, Dale saw what was left of a demolished Steslus-class ship fly in front of them.  It's saucer had been practically ripped apart, and one nacelle was blown off.  A second later Jarod yelled, "We just lost the Chicago and the Manchester!  The San Diego has lost main power!  Wait, they're gone too!"


     "Damn!"  Dale pounded his fist into his chair, and immediately winced in pain.








     "We're in too tight!"  Carrey held onto his chair as several hits rocked the Koenig.  "Order the Volkov and the Stargazer to break off the formation and hit those battlecruisers!"


     "Shields down to fifty percent!  We've got armor damage on the port side!"


     In front of them, several enemy ships continued firing.  "We've got a pair of destroyers coming at us!"


     "Lose them!"


     Apley started evasive maneuvers, and the Koenig began to twist and turn.  Disruptor fire flew by them.  "Sir, the Hamner's...."


     On the screen, the Hamner flew by, flame pouring out of it's hull.  A couple of small escape pods flew out of the ship, but were immediately destroyed by disruptor beams.  The remains of the Hamner plowed into a Bismarck-class battleship, ripping it into two, itself being destroyed in the process.


     "Where's our support?"


     "Sir, the rest of the spearhead is still behind us!  We've got to get back to them!"  Apley continued to work his console, evading enemy fire.


     "Our orders were to stop for nothing.  Continue on course!"








     Tifa and Barret were taken from the command center, and were being escorted by three enemy guards to a prison facility.  


     The guard behind them was mowed down by a white spark, and then the other two turned to face the figures of Kira and Bond, wielding a Bajoran phaser and a photon rifle respectively, and then they joined their friend on the ground.  Kira focused her phaser on their metal restraints, and cut through them with the beam.  "I'm Major Kira, and this is Commander Bond.  We're here to rescue you."


     Instead of answering, they said, "We have to destroy the jump emitter, before it's too late!"


     Bond smiled.  "Don't worry about that.  Friends are already on it."


     Barret lifted his gun arm.  "Let's go help 'em!"


     Tifa picked up one of the guns from the unconscious guards on the floor.  "Let's do it!"








     Taylor used his phaser rifle to shoot the guard protecting the jump emitter, then he entered, followed by Hannibal and Murdock.  He quickly found the control console, and examined it.  "I'm deactivating the emitter."


     After he did this, Murdock began to plant explosive devices to the equipment.  Then, sirens began to wail.  B.A. and Face ran into the room, firing as they came.  Nazi guards began to pile in after them.  "We'll have to hold out until Kira and Bond get here!"  Taylor raised his rifle, and fired, knocking down one enemy guard.


     "B.A.!  Face!  Over here!"  They ran over to the decent cover area where Taylor, Murdock, and Hannibal were ducking.








     "Sir, three enemy ships tailing!"


     Dale swore under his breath, then yelled, "Paris, lose them!"


     "Trying sir!"


     Then, suddenly, those three ships were torn apart by green bolts of fire.  Klingon ships came in from all directions, and leaped into the fray.  Dale smiled as Worf yelled, "Sir, we are being hailed.  It is General Martok!"


     "On screen, Commander."


     The grinning face of General Martok appeared on the screen.  "We are here, Minister.  Our victory in against the Dominion was a costly one, and it took me a short time to assemble this force."


     "Better now than never, Martok.  Can you help us break through?"


     "My ships will fall into formation with yours.  May our victory be a glorious one!"


     "A barrel of bloodwine to the first one to reach their base."


     "I have brought three barrels of 2309!  There is no finer vintage!"  Martok smiled, as did most Klingons during battle.  "Minister, songs will be sung of this day!"  Martok barked an order off screen to somebody, and they entered into formation to fight through.


     Dale looked at Paris.  "Can you get us through?"


     Paris smiled.  "I hope the Klingons can keep up."


     They twisted again, and on the screen, five small Valiant-class ships appeared, each one giving out a steady stream of phaser and torpedo fire.  "Coming up on Valiant wing 2!"


     "Patch me through to the Koenig!"  Dale pressed the comm button on his chair.  "Zack, are you there?"


     "We're here!  Rob, I've lost half of my wing!  We're taking heavy fire!"


     "Worf, Paris, give them something else to worry about!"


     Responding to Dale's order, Worf's hands flew furiously over his console as he fired half of the Roddenberry's phasers at various enemy ships.  "Sir, they're breaking off from the Koenig!"


     Behind the Roddenberry, a Klingon K'T'Inga-class battlecruiser and K'vort-class Bird-of-Prey began spraying the Nazi warships with more disruptor fire, with several B'rel-class Birds-of-Prey joining the Koenig's formation.  "Thanks, Rob!  Never commanded Klingons in battle before!"


     On the screen, Martok appeared again.  "Minister, five wings of Soviet warships are about to hit the enemy's left flank.  With the enemy already committing most of their forces to that flank and the center of their line, it may be possible to roll our forces along their right flank, and catch them in a circle."


     "Good luck, General!"  Dale turned to Paris.  "Find us a hole and get us the hell out of here!"


     "Here we go!"  


     Paris turned the Roddenberry at an angle, and Worf destroyed a Stalingrad-class battlecruiser with several streaks of phaser fire.  They moved into open space.  Behind them, Valiant wing 2 followed.


     "Set course for FF7-12V, and engage at Warp 8."


     "Course set.  Valiant wing 2 and it's Birds-of-Prey are moving into formation."


     "Engage."








     "Herr Feldmarschall!  The Roddenberry has broken through our line!"


     "Order all ships in the rear area to destroy them!"


     "Sir!  All ships are engaged in battle!"


     The Nazi officer pounded his hand on a console and uttered a curse in German.


     Rufus walked up behind the Feldmarschall.  "Anything wrong?"


     "Nein, Herr Shinra."








     Hannibal slugged an enemy guard in the jaw, and knocked him down.  Then, he looked and saw more enemies coming in.  Then, all of the sudden, it stopped.  Weapons fire was heard down the hall, and then Kira and Barret entered, followed by Bond and Tifa.  "We got them.  Ready when you are!"


     Taylor touched the comm badge on the left side of his chest.  "Taylor to Defiant.  Energize!"


     The nine of them disappeared in pillars of light.








     Nog had barely gotten the shields back up before a streak of blue energy flew across the screen.  O'Brien yelled out, "One Aryan-class Nazi vessel coming in!"


     Sisko looked at him.  "Did we get them?"


     "Yes!"


     "Raise shields, and lock phasers and quantum torpedoes!"


     Dax maneuvered them out of the way, and a streak of light passed them.  Then, Taylor and Kira walked onto the bridge.  Kira took the tactical console, and Taylor took Nog's place.  "Sir, ready to detonate explosives?"


     "Whenever you feel like it."


     Kira pushed a button, and then O'Brien's sensors flared up.  "Explosion on the surface, sir.  The jump emitter's been completely disabled."


     Then the ship rocked, and Dax yelled out, "Two Berlin-class ships coming in as well!"


     "Activate jump drive!"


     O'Brien pressed a button, and heard a noise.  "Jump drive won't respond!"


     "Attack pattern Gamma!  Try to keep them off!"


     Then O'Brien yelled, "The calvary's here!"








     "Sir, I'm picking up three Nazi ships in system!  There also appears to be weapons firing occurring!"


     "Who are they firing on?"


     "Picking up one Valiant-class ship in orbit!"  Worf looked up, as if he had seen a ghost.  "It is the Defiant."


     "What the hell is Sheridan doing here?"


     "Sir, the other Defiant!"


     Dale let it sink in.  "How in the hell did Starfleet get a jumper!  Patch me through to Sisko!"


     "I can't sir.  He's too busy fighting the Nazis."


     Dale sighed.  "Lock weapons on the Aryan-class ship.  As soon as we drop out of warp, divert power back to the shields, and fire at will.  And have Zack get those cruisers off the Defiant!"


     "Yes sir."


     They dropped out of warp, firing.  The remnants of Carrey's attack wing, with their Klingon replacements, moved to attack the Berlin-class cruisers harassing the Defiant.








     Rufus Shinra looked on in unbelief as his grandiose plans for world conquest fell apart in front of his eyes.  The jump emitter was gone, and enemy ships had arrived in orbit.  One of the people at a control console yelled, "Herr Feldmarschall, one hundred enemy ships have broken through our line!  They will arrive in fifty minutes!"


     He looked at his command screen.  "Tell our ships to retreat back to home universe.  Then, activate the self-destruct program."


     Rufus looked at him as if he were mad  Actually, Rufus was the one who had gone mad.  "We can still win!  We can take my planet!"


     The Feldmarschall looked at him.  "You are the fool who caused this.  The reason our jump emitter was destroyed was because a rescue party was sent for you prisoners.  If you had not asked to have them brought here, our cloaked ship would have remained on station, we would have known the full extent of the Alliance preparations for battle, and could have acted accordingly."  He pulled out a gun.  "We will all die for our defeat, but you will die first, Herr Shinra!"


     "No, you fool.  We can win!"  That was the last thing he said before he was shot in the head by the Feldmarschall.  His body slumped to the floor, dead.


     Ten seconds later, the entire station went up in flames.








     Dale watched as the two remaining ships activated their jumps, and fled.  He then turned his attention to the Defiant.  "Hail them."


     On the main screen, Sisko appeared.  "Minister, I will explain everything.  First, however, we need some assistance."


     "Dock in our tactical section.  We'll open it for you.  Do you have our team with you, as well as the prisoners?"


     "Yes."


     "Have them meet me in our conference room.  I would like to see yourself as well, Captain."


     "You have a deal."








     Dale looked on as everybody entered the room.  Sisko was leading the group, and behind him was Bond, the four members of the A-Team, and then Tifa and Barret.  "Congratulations.  The Nazis have retreated, and the day is won.  Now, just how the hell did you get a jump drive?"


     Sisko sat.  "It was salvaged from a destroyed Nazi raider about a week ago.  We were quite lucky to get it.  One of our torpedoes hit their destruct systems."


     "Has Starfleet attempted to study it?"


     "They didn't have time.  I'm sure you know we've been rather busy lately."


     "Yes, you have, haven't you?"  Dale sighed with relief.  If Sisko had answered otherwise, he would have been forced to detain the Defiant.


     "I have a question for you."


     Dale nodded.  "Shoot."


     "Just why did your forces interfere with the Dominion reinforcements?"


     Dale brought in a breath.  "That, Captain, is a good question."  Then, he looked to Barret and Tifa.  "We're setting course back to your planet.  We'll drop you off, and then we must be on our way."


     "Thank you."  Tifa looked at him.  "How many people died?"


     Dale looked to the floor.  He lifted his head, and shook it.  "Too many.  We had more casualties in this battle than our last war.  I'd guess somewhere around ten thousand deaths.  We lost a lot of good people."


     "I'm sorry.  Maybe you would have been better off if you never found our universe."


     "Not necessarily so.  Your solar system is rich in several metals, including beridium and dilithium.  Plus, the sixth planet in your solar system can support a limited mining colony.  Plus, your planet, thanks to Mister Reeves' decisions, is a ripe candidate for Alliance membership."


     Barret smirked.  "What can you do for us?"


     "Mister Wallace, I'm surprised with you.  Do you not see the difference we're making on your planet.  The Make reactors you hate so much have been shut down, your centralized economy is being repaired, Shinra soldiers and officials who escaped justice for so long are now awaiting trial.  Isn't that enough?"


     He nodded.  "It's just that I was hopin' that we could rule ourselves for once."


     Dale nodded.  "That's what the Alliance is about.  Your planet had not yet experienced half of it's benefit, and we want to help you see them.  If you want to stay independent, that's fine.  We have allies who have decided against joining the Alliance, yet we still are friendly to them.  Plus, joining the Alliance only means that you are guaranteed protection by the entire Alliance.  An attack on you planet is an attack on the Alliance itself, and will be met with an appropriate response.  You also will send a represenitative to the Council, and will be given a vote in every key decision we make."


     "Mebbe I got a little carried away."


     Dale clapped him on his shoulder.  "Would you like to go to the med centre and see Doctor Bashir?"


     "Ya.  I got a small ache in my back."


     "I will too."


     Tifa and Barret left the room, and Dale turned to the five men he had organized.  "Gentlemen, you have done well.  I'll make sure that you're all nominees for the Medal of Valor."


     "I've got enough rewards at home."  Bond shook his hand.  "See you later, Minister."


     "You too, Mister Bond.  The Havana will take you home."  Bond walked out the door.


     Hannibal looked up at Dale.  "Where are we going next, anyway?"


     Dale examined them, and said, "The Gersallian ambassador is visiting THA-4 soon to conduct a tour of the capitals of our allies on that Earth.  He's requested you to lead his guard unit."


     "We'll get right on it."


     "Good.  The 8th Task Group will be escorting him to THA-4.  Flagship's the Buena Vista.  They'll leave in ten hours."


     "See you later Minister."  They left, as well, leaving Dale alone with Sisko.


     "So, you want to know why we interfered?"


     Sisko put it down.  "The Alliance was going to enter the war, weren't you?"


     Dale sat down across from him.  "Letting the Federation be overrun like that was not a part of Alliance policy."


     "So, what is Alliance policy?"


     Dale laughed at Sisko's question.  "Sometimes I hardly know.  Enough of our officials and representatives change with the wind as it is."


     "The wind of public opinion, I take it."


     "You're right there, Captain.  Last June, the Council refused to listen to public opinion, and two-thirds of the Council lost their jobs because of it."  Dale sighed.  "One thing for sure: this war's far from over."


     "Which war?  The one against the Dominion, or the one against the Fourth Reich?"


     "Both."  Dale shook his head.  "Between the Centauri, the Earth Alliance, the Berjakians, the Jeaxians, the Dominion, the Nazis, the Sha...."  Dale caught himself, ".....and other enemies," he corrected, "the Alliance and our allies are stretched out."


     Sisko nodded.  "How are the repairs going on the Defiant?"


     "Your jumper will be repaired within the hour.  I assigned our chief engineer to the job myself."








     Sisko walked onto the Roddenberry's bridge, and saw Worf.  He extended his hand, and said, "Commander, good to see you again."


     Worf shook it.  "Good to see you too, Captain."


     Sisko examined his Alliance uniform.  "You look nice, Commander.  I hear that you've been doing a fine job."


     "Depending on who you talk to."


     Then, Bashir's voice said, "Worf, you have to report for a post-battle check up."


     Sisko talked loud enough for Bashir to hear him.  "Nice to talk to you too, Doctor.  Now, I'll be returning to the Defiant.  Dale has ordered his chief engineer to head the repair job."


     Sisko heard a small gulp from Bashir.  "Is O'Brien with you?"


     "Why, yes."


     He heard a small laugh.  "Captain, you should get to the Defiant as soon as you can.  Before the fireworks ignite."








     Sisko walked into the Defiant's engineering area, and was too late.  As Alliance and Starfleet engineers watched, O'Brien and Barnes had gotten into the worst cuss-fest Sisko had ever seen.  Some of the nastiness words ever made were flung back and forth by the two engineers, and the onlookers were on the verge of laughter.  Then, Dale's voice stormed over Barnes communicator.  "Dale to Barnes."


     Barnes touched it, and said, "Barnes here."


     "If I hear that you've been arguing with Chief O'Brien, then you'll work double shifts for the next week!"


     Barnes acknowledged him, and then, after O'Brien gave him another snide remark, Barnes turned and gave O'Brien the finger.  An Alliance engineer laughed, and yelled, "Way to go Chief!  Give him the good old finger!"  While this attracted the attention of the Starfleet personnel to him, Barnes slid his hand behind the jump device attached to the Defiant's warp core.....








     Dale watched as the Defiant pulled in front of them, and disappeared.  He then pressed his communicator, and said, "Dale to Barnes."


     "Barnes here."


     "Did you put in on?"


     "Ya.  It's set to activate after they return home."


     "Good.  See you later."








     Sisko watched as the large station he called home loomed on front of them.  "Prepare to dock.  Initiate..."  The entire ship suddenly shook.  "What the hell was that?"


     O'Brien's voice sounded angry.  "Sir, some sort of plasma device was hooked to the jump drive.  When we finished our jump, it activated, and turned the jump device into a large piece of slag.  It's useless."


     Sisko lightly pounded his fist on his chair arm.  "Protecting their little monopoly."


     Dax shrugged.  "At least they didn't destroy it right then and there.  They let us get home.  By the way, did you ever find out the information you required?"


     Sisko picked up the padd Dale had allowed him to keep.  "You could say that, old man."








     Dale was going over the casualty report when his office door chimed.  "Come in."


     Carrey entered, a sorrowful expression on his face.  "Um, Rob, I have to ask you something."


     "Shoot."


     He took a breath.  "I would like you to put on my record that I will no longer be given command of any attack wings."


     Dale put the report on his desk, stunned.  "Zack, you did a hell of a job.  I'm about the enter a commendation for your record because of what you did.  What's wrong?"


    Carrey put a padd on Dale's desk.  He picked it up and read it.  It read: You ambitious bastard.  Because of your ambition, my son is dead.  He could have been the first officer of the Hamner within a month.  Instead, because of your actions, all I'll have to remember him by is a letter of condolences, and a petty post-humous award, while you'll get a commendation and possibly a promotion!  Was my son's life worth your glory?  May God forgive you, for I never shall....  The letter was addressed to Commander Zachary Carrey, D.S.S. Koenig.


     Dale put the padd down.  "Zack, we haven't yet announced the extensiveness of the battle.  So far, all that's been reported is that it was a skirmish.  We're about to announce the full account of the fight.  This man doesn't know any better.  When he finds out the truth, he'll probably apologize."


    "Don't you get it, Rob?  My actions led to people dying, not just the enemy, but my fellows.  I.... I can't...."


     Dale pressed a few buttons on his monitor.  "Zack, I'm going to assign the Koenig to stay with this ship for a while.  You'll have time to go over what happened, and be able to make your decision concerning thie issue without your emotions and grief clouding your judgement."


     Carrey nodded, and went to leave.  Dale then added, "Go enjoy a night with Karen.  We'll talk again later....."








     "Ohh, Zack...."


     Carrey and Derbely put their lips back together as they moved around on the bed in his quarters on the Roddenberry.  The silk sheets were wrinkled in several places.


     After their lips disengaged again, she put her head on his chest.  "Did you hear about Ensign Crowthers?"


     "Her brother died on the Massachusetts."  He nodded slowly.


     Derbely took a breath, and then asked, "Will you marry me?"


     Carrey froze.








     Dale sat down in his chair, and turned to Paris.  "I'm due in THA-4 in fifty-six hours.  Prepare to activate jumper."


     Then, Andreys walked onto the bridge.  She was still wearing her fourth gold star, and that was the reason  for her being there.  "Robby, what am I going to do?  Are you making me a commander again?"


     Dale shook his head.  "No, I'm not.  Congratulations, Commander.  Or should I say, Captain Andreys."


     He was standing up to shake her hand, and she hugged him.  "Thank you!"  Then, before he could complain, she kissed him.  Spock, who was by the turbolift, cocked his eyebrow.  Worf merely looked away, and Paris and Jarod started to grin.  He took her, and kissed her in return.


     "You're the commander of the Roddenberry from now on.  I'm just a passenger now."  He then walked to his office.  For a moment, he looked at the ceiling curiously, then continued on his way.


     She sat in the command chair, and said, "Well, who wants to be my first officer?"


     When nobody volunteered, Spock stepped forward, and said, "Even though I have duties to Minister Dale concerning advisement, I am quite certain that he would not mind if I were to accept the post."


     She nodded, still grinning.  "Take your seat, Mister Spock."  He then sat down next to her.  She then turned to Jarod, and said, "Mister Jarod, set jumper to universe THA-4, Orbital Jump Station."


     Jarod did so, and said, "Ready Captain."


     She nodded her head.  "Activate."


     The Roddenberry entered the golden jump point that appeared.








     At the same time, on the planet's surface, in a small pasture, the small group who had tried to save their world from corporate rule watched as a golden vortex closed in the sky.  Cid shook his head, and said, "It's great.  Being out in space, exploring the stars."  He snapped his fingers.  "I know!  I build my own spacecraft, using their technology!  I'll call it... um... the Voyager!  That's it, the Voyager!"


     Yuffie smirked.  "That name stinks!  How about the Kisaragi!  Or the Wutai!"


     Barret grunted.  "Both a' ya or wrong!  It should be the Avalanche!  Or mebbe the Corel!"


     The sentient wolf Red XIII growled.  "It should be the Bugenhagen!  Grandpa deserves it!"


     Vincent shook his head as they argued.  Then, Tifa yelled to them, "Shut up!  It should be named after Aeris!  Remember all she did for us!"


     Everybody slowly agreed, and Cid nodded.  "The Aeris.  I like it!  Damn it, I like it!  I'm going back to Rocket Town as soon as I can, and I'm gonna start buildin'!"


     He got agreement, and everybody started to walk away.  Then, Cloud walked up behind Tifa, and said, "You going to miss them?"


     She nodded, and he put his hands on her shoulders.  "I have a feeling they'll be back."  Then, his blue eyes, finally having lost their blue glow, met her brown eyes, and their lips met in a kiss.  Then, she playfully pushed him to the ground, and she followed, laughing.








     Hargert finished cleaning a glass, and then noticed Carrey take a seat at the bar.  "What may I get for you, Commander?"


     Carrey seemed disturbed.  "Umm, how about a shot of tequila?"


     Hargert frowned slightly.  "I am all out of tequila.  All I have is Scotch."  Hargert grinned again.  "Commander Scott's favorite."


     "Yes.  Get me a glass of Scotch, then."


     Then the door to the lounge opened, and Dale, Martok, and Worf entered.  "They never stood a chance.  Barely two hundred ships escaped after we were through with them.  It was a great victory!"


     "A costly one, too.  Ninety seven ships destroyed or crippled, and at least half of our fleet received major damage."


     "Still, it was a great victory."  Martok then turned to Hargert.  "Bartender!  Did the barrels of bloodwine arrive?"


     "Right here."  Hargert motioned to his apprentice, Albert, who helped him hoist a barrel onto the bar.  A stopper was placed near the bottom.  Hargert poured three glasses, and handed it to them.


     Worf and Dale sat.  "To a great battle, and a glorious victory!," Martok proclaimed.  They toasted, and then took drinks.








     Dale put his elbows on the bar, and tried to keep his head up.  Too much bloodwine....  I think I'm drunk.....  By him, Martok was still talking with Worf.  The two Klingons started laughing, each holding a large mug of bloodwine.


     Then Dale looked to his right, and saw Carrey slumped over the bar, with an empty glass in front of him.  "Hargert, what's wrong with him?"


     "I do not know.  He came in here in a disappointed mood, and is on his fifth glass of Scotch."


     Dale chuckled, and then hiccuped.  Yes, I'm sure I'm drunk.  But not as much as he is.....  He got off his stool, and was surprised to find that he could stand with only moderate effort.  He went over to Carrey, and put his arm over his shoulder, intending to help him get to his quarters.  "C'mon Zack, let's go."


     "Karen.... don't.... please.....," Carrey mumbled, as Dale took him out of the lounge.


     As he left, Barnes stormed in, with Bashir behind him.  "Doctor, I've got five f$#@ing power conduits to fix!  I don't have time for this shit!"


     "You suffered a plasma burn on your arm!  It requires....."


     Nearby, sitting at a table, Jarod, Garak, and Talia Winters began to chuckle.....


     On the bridge, Commander Spock watched as they moved through space at warp speed.....


     In her quarters, the newly promoted Captain Andreys read her official promotion order from Chief Admiral Daresy.....


     In their quarters, Paris and Empsy enjoyed a romantic dinner.....


     The Roddenberry continued on course.....











