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     This is the beginning of a new year for the UF crew.  Much has happened, and now, we really kick this thing into overdrive!  R U E?!


      If you're e, give me a hell yeah!!!!!!  Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh yeeeeeeeeeeeeeaaaaaaaaaahhhhhhhhh!!!!














Prologue








     Personal Log: January 12, 2161 AST; Robert Allen Dale.  It has been two months since the Battle of Layrsko.  The loss of the Roddenberry has been a critical one, although it was, in the end, a good thing.  The Alliance and the New Galactic Republic have already signed several treaties regarding settlement of their galaxy, and the exchange of resources and technological information.  Although we do not have the resources nor the time to totally revamp our fleet with Republic weapons, we have been able to make some headway in a new faster-than-light method of propulsion better than either warp drive, hyperspace travel, or hyperspeed engines.


     For the crew, it has been a hard two months.  Some have already moved on to new positions.  Lieutenant Paris and his wife have been on shore leave for over a month.  Thomas is currently holding a position as chief dockmaster at the Apollo Shipyards at Beta Galacta.  Jarod is on duty with the ASFDD, working on perfecting our newest interphasic weaponry, and a way for normal starships to mass-produce quantum torpedoes.  Meridina, Doctor Bashir, Julie, Garak, and Spock are still with me, on Headquarters Station.


     I am concerned about Julie.  She has done little in these past two months but eat, sleep, do paperwork, stall the numerous attempts to give her a new command, and exercise.  She is nothing but the shell of the Julia Andreys I knew, and loved.


     Dale entered one of the many private exercise rooms on the large Headquarters Station space station in orbit around Home Earth.  While a starship might have one or two exercise rooms, and a starbase around five to six, the massive Headquarters Station had thirty of them.  Of course, the damn thing is how big?  Ten miles top to bottom, and at least seven side-to-side?  A crew and staff of a million people?  Not even the Federation, known for their rather large starbases, had built such a large station.


     Dale looked around.  The room was seemingly empty, meaning he would have the place all to himself.  Happy with that, he started to examine one of the machines available.


     "Unhhh!"


     Dale heard a grunt, and ran through the maze of machines.  "What is it?!"


     He found Andreys laying back on a bench press, trying to lift a bar with what seemed to be at least three hundred pounds on it.  She was fighting a losing battle, as the bar grew ever closer to her chest.  Dale ran up and grabbed the bar.  Grunting, he put it back in place.  "Julie, what the hell are you doing?!"


     "I can lift it!!!!"


     "No, you can't."  Dale put his hand on her arm to hold her back, and was not fully surprised that she didn't have the strength.  Her arm felt tense, the muscle having been exercised to the point of cramping.  "My God, how long have you been doing this to yourself?"


     "I do look better, don't I?"  She got up, and seemed to have trouble standing.  Her gray sports bra was soaked with sweat, and her blond hair, caught up in a bun, was tangled and messy.


     "You look like you just ran a marathon while carrying a bus."  He sat down next to her.  "You have to...."


     "Robby, don't," she warned him, her eyes now cold and filled with fury.  "I wasn't strong enough.  If my body had been strong enough, the baby would have survived...."


     "You and I both know that's not....."


     "But I hadn't been working out like I used to.  I was too busy with Julian.  Having dinner, making love, taking walks along holographic beaches in the holodeck.  And because of that...."  She started crying.  "My baby died...."  She put her head on Dale's shoulder, tears flowing.


     "No, no Julie.  It wouldn't have mattered how strong you were, how physically fit you were...."


     "No, I...."


     "Julie!"  He grabbed her sweaty arms.  "Listen to me!  The bulkhead cut right through your tissue into the uterus, killing the baby.  You're lucky you can still have a baby.  Don't let this destroy you from within."


     "My baby......"  She continued to sob, as Dale tried comforting her.








     "And so Gul Rakar said to me, 'Elim, you are, as the humans say, a sight for sore eyes'.  And I answered, 'I am honored, for I cannot say the same of you!'"


     Garak and Bashir continued laughing, eating lunch in one of the resturants on Headquarters Station.  "I take it that Rakar was not the only Cardassian you had the displeasure of meeting again while on Cardassia."


     "If it weren't for the fact that it was my first assignment as the Minister's Cardassian attachè officer, I probably would have lost my diplomatic posture and given them all a significant piece of my mind."  Garak smiled sarcastically at the thought.  "I imagine that you have been offered new posts?"


     "Of course.  Each Presidential-class starship commander, as well as the commanders of every Enterprise-class starship except Captain Kirk himself, has initiated personal contact with me, offering me the position of Chief Medical Officer under their commands.  I have been offered a teaching position at each medical academy and university in the Alliance and Federation, not to mention a gracious offer from Ambassador Delenn herself to teach medical courses at the Ranger Training Center in Tuzanor on Minbar."


     "And?"


     "I turned them all down."


     Garak chuckled.  "Doctor, you are the embodiment of optimism.  Do you really think Dale will be taking a new ship anytime in the near future?"


     Bashir laughed, and nodded.  "Of course.  With the invasion of the Gamma Quadrant coming up, he'll want to be in the thick of things."


     "He can merely take command of one of the other Presidential-class ships for such a mission.  Surely you...."


     "That's not his style.  He wants a ship for himself.  A ship, and a crew, who know him personally."


     Garak stared at Bashir for a moment, then broke out laughing.  "Doctor," he said, seemingly unable to stop laughing, "that is probably the best diagnosis you have made today.  Of course he's going to get a new ship.  The question is: When?"


     "Soon, hopefully."


     Garak smiled for a moment, then swallowed.  "How has Captain Andreys been?"


     Bashir shrugged.  "I wouldn't know."


     Garak stared at him, shocked.  "Well, you're her....."


     "Not anymore."  


     Bashir seemed to be hiding his true feelings from the somewhat nosy Garak, who opted to not press the matter.  "It is a sorrow to my heart that you lost your child, Julian.  And I also feel sorrow for Cap...  for Julia."  Garak's condolences were, at least as Bashir was concerned, sincere.


     The two seemed to stop for a few moments.  "Well, as I was saying," Garak finally broke the silence, "Rakar and I spent three hours arguing over......."








     Personal Log: Janurary 12, 2161 AST; Zachary Tyler Carrey.  Today, for the first time in four months, Jake will return to Deep Space Nine, his unit having been assigned to the station to prepare for the invasion of the Gamma Quadrant.  Captain Sisko and I have already arranged for him to be available in a welcoming party at Quark's.


     I can't stop thinking about Julie and the others.  The loss of the Roddenberry was a big one, and Julie losing her baby is probably the one thing in the last few months that struck me so deeply.  Everyone on the Koenig and on Deep Space Nine has sent condolences of one form or another.  It leaves me wondering about where they will go next.  I wish I was there, to help Julie through this.....


     Quark's Place was filled with a festive air as Jake walked in, wearing the off-duty wear of the Alliance Marine Corps.  Upon his entrance, Apley and Derbely released a banner from the second level that read "Welcome home, Jake!"  Confetti fell from the ceiling as everyone yelled, "Hi Jake!!!"  The surprised Jake Sisko stood as Captain Sisko and Carrey walked up, the command crews of both their respective commands following.  "Good to see you again, son!"  Sisko hugged Jake, tears flowing from his eyes.  Being able to hold his son, alive, in one piece was overwhelming for the battle-hardened Starfleet war hero.


     "How's it been, Jake."  Carrey took a peek at the stripes along Jake's shoulder.  "Or should I say Corporal?"


     Jake blushed.  "Ah, it's nothing."


     "Hell yeah it's something.  C'mon, let's go get a drink.  Don't you want a drink, Ben?"


     "Fine with me," Sisko answered, starting to chuckle through his tears.


     "Anyone else?!"


     "Aye, everyone gets a glass of Scotch, on me!  Get yeself over here before I run out!"  Scotty's shout filled the bar.


     Carrey beat most there, and filled a glass, giving it to Jake.  Within a minute, everyone had their own glass.  "To Corporal Jake Sisko, the finest damned Marine to ever step foot on DS9!!!"


     "To Jake!"  A toast was raised, much to Jake's embarrassment.


     Afterward, everyone gave Jake a welcome, and went on their way, mostly to the holosuites.  "Here, Jake, a gift from Doctor Bashir.  It's a holoprogram."  Carrey handed him a small data rod.  "Now, sit down and tell me and your dad about Dorvan V."  Carrey had read the reports of the atrocities in the prison camp commited by the Dominion.  He knew Jake probably needed a form of release.


     "Well, after our briefing, the 369th landed six miles away from Mt. Little Peak, a small hill overlooking the Native American settlement and the prison camp.  We were ordered to take the hill, and destroy the Dominion anti-transporter shield generator preventing a direct attack on the camp.  I was in Company Bravo, and we were ordered to support Company Alpha in the actual run up the hill.  We marched for around two hours, then we...."  Jake took a moment to call up his memories correctly.  "We came under fire from Dominion artillery emplacements on top of the hill.  Captain Walker called in air support, and under the cover of one of the squadrons of the 256th Marine Air Wing, we set up at the base of the hill.  Then...."


     "Let it come, Jake.  Let it come," Sisko told him, also understanding the importance of Jake releasing his feelings of it.


     "The word was spread that the Dominion was rounding up the prisoners in the camp to be marched to a landing site, from which they would be shot dead before the Vorta and his staff evacuated.  We knew we had to hurry, but when Captain Walker gave the order, we came under heavy fire."  Jake choked back tears.  "There was this girl in my company.  Alicia was her name, Alicia Smith, I believe.  She was, well, beautiful.  Her face was like a star, always glowing, always trying to be friendly..  Well, I looked over, and I found her staring at me.  She had been hit by a direct blast to the chest, and as she lay there dying, she tried to take my hand.  I... I..."  Jake swallowed, tears now forming.   "I would have, but we were ordered to charge the next Jem'Hadar defensive position.  I had to leave her there to die...."  Jake swallowed again, Carrey and Sisko not interrupting.  "We made our way up the hill, meter by bloody meter.  Finally, after two hours of bloody battle, Bravo made it to the top.  I helped set charges to the generator, and after it was destroyed, we raised the flag on the mountain top."  Jake finally smiled.  "After the battle, we heard that the prisoners saw the Alliance flag raised on top of the hill, and staged a revolt.  They probably saved the 265th a lot of blood...."


     Carrey patted Jake on the back.  "You haven't been in for six months, and you're already a war hero!  Impressive....."


     "I'm proud of you, Jake," Sisko told him.  "You did well."


     Jake nodded slowly, then remembered something.  "This is the Order of Valor medal everyone in the 369th got."  He took a piece of metal out of his pocket.  It was a blue star with the Marine Corps emblem in the middle, with words along the top and bottom: This is to those who performed their duties with exemplary and selfless service.  Those who wear it are the heroes of the Alliance.  "I never realized how much these things meant, until now....."


     "Jake, war is hell.  But sometimes, you have to grit your teeth and face the devil himself."  Carrey stood.  "Now, let's go try out this program.  I've heard it does a real good job recreating a Las Vegas lounge, complete with it's own lounge lizard!"  He was smiling.


     Jake shrugged, and allowed himself a smile as well.  "Let's go!"








     Andreys followed Meridina into one of the recreation rooms.  "What is this do'mek'lakrs you're talking about?"


     "It is a method of muscle relaxment used by master Gersallian wise men," Meridina explained as she walked up to a flat bench with leather straps at both ends.  "Frequently, their muscles become so tightened by their meditations that they begin to cramp.  When this occurs, the wise man orders one of his swevyrase-trained assistants to strap him to a bench, making the muscles taunt, and then use their swevyra powers to loosen the muscles."


     "You actually stretch a person out?"  Andreys suddenly sounded apprehensive.


     "Somewhat."  Meridina nodded in understanding.  "But not that badly.  This is not like the human torture instrument known as 'the rack'.  You are only stretched enough to make your muscles taunt, and lessen their resistance to manipulation."


     "And this will get rid of my muscle cramps?"


     "I am certain it will."


     "Okay......"  Andreys unwrapped the towel covering her torso, got on the bench, and laid on her stomach.  "I hope you know what you're doing...."  She put her wrists in the straps.


     Meridina put the other straps on her ankles, and began to stretch out Andreys' body.  Andreys groaned.  "Oww....  That hurts, yet it feels rather good....."


     "It is the forced loosening of your muscles.  There..."  Meridina stopped, and placed her hands on Andreys' back.  She concentrated, and began using her swevyra abilities to manipulate Andreys' muscles into loosening even farther.


     Andreys began moaning.  "Oh.....  I haven't felt this good in weeks."


     "Are you two enjoying yourselves?"


     Dale's voice filled the room, and Andreys felt two hands touch her back.  "Good job, Meridina.  She's been working herself to death."


     "Robby, go away," Andreys moaned aloud.  "I'm enjoy this."


     "Well, if you say so...."  Dale winked at Meridina, and also began to concentrate, bringing another groan of pleasure from Andreys.  "I guess one is...."


     "Point made.  Stay."


     Dale laughed.








     Dale's office on Headquarters Station was far more spacious than the one he had on the Roddenberry.


     He hated it.


     It just didn't have the same feel as the office on the Roddenberry.  That military office had become a part of him, while this one was just another large civilian office of comfort.  The chairs were too plush, the desk too polished....  it just didn't feel right.


     "Maybe I'm just set in my ways," he sighed.  Now what?  Will I begin talking to myself over every little thing?�     "Sir," came the voice of his young female secretary, (Secretary!, Dale moaned mentally), "there is someone here to see you."


     "Well, who is it?"


     "He says his name is Luke Skywalker."


     "Send him in."  Dale stood up as the Jedi Knight entered his office.  "Luke, how are you?"


     "I... am doing well."  Luke looked around the office.  "I see you have also been doing well."


     "Not as much as I would like."  Dale offered him a seat.  "So, what brought you here?  You're not just checking up on me, are you?"


     "No.  Leia has sent me to ask you a favor.  We need one of your aerospace carriers."


     Dale crossed his arms, surprised.  "Why?"








     "He wants a what?!"


     Dale merely stood quiet as Causewell stared at him.  The other High Command members remained silent, as did Luke, who stood in the corner observing.  "We've already lost one major capital ship in combat with the Empire.  Why should we risk another one?  Why can't the Republic send in a ship?"


     "Because the Empire can see them coming.  The spatial jumping abilities our jump drives give us would enable us to jump right on top of them.  Besides," Dale began walking up to the main display screen, "the Republic will be sending their elite fighters, Rogue Squadron, in anyway.  They need our backup."


     "Our fighters have never encountered Imperial fighters before.  We can't afford another..."


     "I assure you," Luke said, "the Empire's escorts are mere TIE Space Superiority fighters.  They have no shields, few weapons, and are generally low-grade.  They are no match for your fighters."


     "He only needs one Saratoga-class ship.  The Saratoga herself just completed repairs after her run in with Dominion raiders last month, and has been upgraded with the newest, most powerful anti-fighter defenses.  It would take no time at all to install a densiona generator into it's shield systems to give it maximum protection against Imperial energy weapons.  And, to top it off, the Saratoga's fighter units have been re-formed with the newer XFA-27B StarViper fighters, making her the most deadly aerospace carrier we have."


     "There is still the problem of the Saratoga's Group Leader.  Lieutenant Commander Al-Masqu was killed in the last engagement, as were the Wing Leaders under his command.  He was the best fighter pilot in the Alliance."


     "Second best, General Korsefsky."  Dale sat down.  "There is one more."


     "Captain Zachary Carrey," Daresy answered for Dale.  "He's the one with the highest flight scores, and also has logged combat time."


     "Not recently," Korsefsky protested.  "It's been almost seventeen months since he was last in a fighter combat situation.  He's a good combat officer, but does not have the experience....."


     "Neither did I, General, when I flew one of the most important combat missions in Republic history," Luke interrupted.  "He is an expert pilot, and will help tremendously."


     "He still needs Wing Leaders.  There are no available pilots in the Alliance suitable for...."


     "There are, Matthew."  Dale leaned forward.  "A large number of pilots from our allies have also been trained in the piloting of the StarViper."  Dale activated one of his panels, and five faces appeared on the displays.  "From the Soviet Planetary Union, we have Major Nikolai Sorvensky, a crack fighter pilot, formerly from the Red Air Force, now a pilot for the Alliance Stellar Fleet Starfighter Division.  We also have the Bajoran Lieutenant Commander Ro Laren, a former Starfleet officer and Maquis leader.  She is serving as tactical officer on the Excalibur, but since the Excalibur is currently in spacedock being equipped with a full densiona shielding system, she is available for fighter duty.  There is Neval, a Minbari fighter pilot from the Fire Wings clan, now serving as a Ranger, currently finishing training on Sheffield in advanced fighter tactics.  And we also have Markesl, a Gersallian starfighter pilot now instructing fighter/starship tactics courses on Home Earth at the Stellar Fleet Academy."


     "And who else?"


     Dale looked at the records.  "Terran Federation Captain Carmen Ibanez.  She is considered one of the top pilots in their fleet.  Although she specializes in starship piloting, she also performed very well in a recent wargame piloting an XFA-27, taking down three of our best pilots flying the improved XFA-27B."


     Daresy thought for a moment, then answered, "What is this target again?  The...."


     "The Death Star, Chief Admiral," Luke answered.  "It is a large moonbase with a superlaser of terrifying power, capable of destroying a planet."


     "A planetkiller," Richards mumbled.


     "How do you hope to defeat it?"


     "It is still under construction, in deep space where the Empire believes it cannot be observed.  There is a tunnel leading to it's central power core.  If we destroy the power core, it will annihilate the Death Star."


     "It is a risky operation, but we must undertake it.  If the Empire completes this planetkiller, it will be able to once again threaten the New Republic.  And there is the possibility that another jumpgate exists in their universe."


     "Which would explain how the Dominion got their hands on an Imperial Star Destroyer."  Daresy sighed.  "I say that we should go with it."


     "I agree," Richards added.


     Korsofsky and Causewell both agreed, and Dale said, "Then we should begin to assemble these pilots to lead the mission.  Good luck to us all."


     The conference room began to empty, but Dale held Daresy back.  "How is Project: Solaris coming?"


     Daresy allowed himself a grin.  "Nicely.  The first two ships will be ready to fly in the next few days."


     "Good.  Now, I want something from you......"








     Carrey stood near the door to Sisko's office, Sisko standing by him.  Inside, Jake was talking with a Starfleet counselor officer, a sweet-looking young Trill woman with short black hair and a stature to match.  "Since when did we get a counselor?"


     "Since yesterday, when Admiral Hosagi informed me that, with the end of the war in the Alpha Quadrant, Starfleet needed to concentrate on helping those individuals with emotional trauma caused by the fighting.  So, my entire crew has it's own counselor now."  Sisko frowned.  "I wish I could be in there with them.  Jake is my son.  I should know what's best for him."


     "Hell, I agree with you.  As did my dad."  Carrey laughed a little.  "When I was seventeen, the school wanted me to attend private counseling sessions.  My dad's answer to the school guidance counselor was, 'Over my dead body.  He's a normal boy, and there's nothing abnormal about that.  Take your counseling and shove it up your ass.'"


     Sisko chuckled.  "What was the problem?"


     "To be honest, they were supposedly 'concerned' over my sex life.  Actually, it's because I had just slept with the principal's daughter."  Carrey began laughing.


     Sisko did too.  "Reminds me of when I fell in love with my teacher's daughter.  Nothing like that happened, of course.  But it did annoy the hell out of my teacher."


     The two continued to laugh, and Carrey asked, "So, who's the beauty?"


     "Lieutenant j.g. Ezri Teegin.  She's not joined, like Jadzia, if that's what you're wondering."


     "She's cute," Carrey said, admiring her through the door window.


     Sisko chuckled.  "So, you've found your next conquest."


     "Nope.  I said she's cute, not sexy.  Of course, it's a matter of opinion...."


     "Sir," Kira walked up, "we just got a message from the Alliance High Command.  They want Captain Carrey to report to Headquarters Station, ASAP."


     Carrey and Sisko exchanged glances.








     "So, we're going to jump right by this moon-sized planetkiller, and wipe out all resistance as the Republic's Rogue Squadron flies in and takes the thing out?"  Carrey laughed sarcastically.  "Piece of cake."


     Dale sighed, and turned, looking at the six people seated.  "You are the best pilots available for this mission.  Will you take it, or not?"


     "Hell yeah," Carrey answered.


     "As Comrade Carrey stated, 'Hell yeah'", the Russian pilot Sorvensky added.  He was young, brash, and impudent.  A good match for Zack, Dale thought wryly.


     "I'm in," Ro Laren agreed.


     "It is our destiny," Markesl said.  The elder Gersallian pilot was the oldest of the gathered.


     "In Valen's name," Neval answered.


     All eyes turned to Ibanez, who sat for a moment, then said, "You saved my life.  Agreed."


     "The Saratoga leaves in six hours.  You will jump to a Republic world in the Galactic Core, then lock onto an interuniversal signal from the X-Wings in Rogue Squadron to jump to the target.  You will each command one of the five wings, and Zack will be Group Leader.  Good luck."


     Dale watched as they filed out of the room, and wished he could be going with them.  Maybe if I had been there....  If I had stayed on the Roddenberry, Julie's baby would still be alive......


     "That is a foolish thought."


     Dale, startled, turned and found himself face to face with the cloaked being known as the Controller.  "What do you mean?"


     "It would have made no difference if you had been present or not.  You cannot doubt your actions after you have done them."


     "And why the hell not?"


     "Because," the Controller answered, "your mind must focus on the task at hand.  You cannot focus on other things."


     "Yes, this 'war' against the Darkness."  Dale crossed his arms.  "Don't you even care about what happened to her?  She lost her child!  Do you not feel her pain?!"


     "Yes, I feel her pain."


     "Then why do I have to 'focus on the task at hand'?  Why can't I grieve with Julie?  Why can't I be there for her?"


     The Controller stood silent for a moment.  "Come," he finally said.


     "Where?"


     "Through here."  The Controller raised a hand, and a white portal appeared.  "Come with me."


     Dale hesitated for a second, and followed him through.


     When he stepped through, he examined his surroundings.  He was in a room in a house, looking like any normal American house of the late twentieth century.  Beside him, the Controller stood.  "Where are we?," Dale asked.


     "Watch," the Controller replied.


     Suddenly a sharp cry came to Dale's ears, and he turned.  Watching, horrified at the sight, he saw a human male, in his thirties, beating a small child senseless.  A young woman watched, terrified, from the couch.  Blow after blow hit the little girl, who's shrieks grew lower and lower.


     Filled with rage, Dale grabbed his lightsaber from his belt, extended the green energy blade, and leapt over to the abuser.  "Leave her alone!!!!"  He brought his saber down in a quick decapitation blow.


     The blade passed right through the man's neck, and nothing happened.


     "You cannot stop this chain of events.  We are out of phase with them," the Controller informed him.


     "Let me save her!"  Dale turned away as the bully finally got off the now-battered girl, lying still on the floor, a pool of her blood staining the carpet.


     "I cannot...."


     "Do it, you cold-hearted bastard!!!!!!"


     The Controller's eyes flashed with rage, and streaks of lightning seemed to eminate from his fingertips and eyes.  "Do you not think I wish to save her?!!!!"  He conducted a quick show of angry pyrotechnics that made Dale step back.  "I am bound by the rules of my order.  This event cannot be interfered with!"


     "Then why did you save me and the others from Palpatine?!"


     "Because we were ordained to do so!!!!"  The Controller started to calm down.  "There are rules I must abide by, young man.  Sometimes I must step back and allow things to happen that I would rather prevent.  I and my fellows were allowed to save you.  We are not allowed to save her.  However....."


     "What?"  Dale watched the Controller walk over to the little girl, who lay petrified, possibly delusional with pain.


     The Controller kneeled by her, and passed his hand over her eyes, causing her to look up.  I am here, he told her telepathically, Dale able to hear his message.


     "It....  I'm scared.....  Please don't let him....."  The little girl's voice was a bare whisper.


     Worry not, little one.  No more harm will come to you.


     "It hurts......  It.... hurts.....," the girl whimpered.  Looking at her bruised, bloodied face, Dale could see the once pretty features of the child, barely five.  Her blond hair was now soaked with sweat mingled with her own blood.  Her eyes were swollen, almost entirely closed off.  Her lip was cracked, her nose broken, and her misery at such a level Dale could feel it.  For a moment, Dale looked over and noticed her attacker yelling at the other woman, obviously the mother, about the girl being "a little brat" who "deserved her punishment".  His heart once again filled with rage, and Dale could almost feel himself begin to hate him.


     It will all be over soon, child.  Hurt no more......  The Controller took the little girl's hand, and held it as if it were more precious to him than life itself.  Dale saw the little girl's pain-filled expression lessen somewhat, and realized the Controller was blocking the pain she was suffering, taking it upon himself.


     "I'm getting.... sleepy.....  He'll punish me......  for..... sleeping....."  Dale panicked when he felt the girl's life begin to slip away.


     He will not bother you, little one.  At long last, the time has come for you to rest.  Rest......


     The girl laid her head on the floor, and died.


     Dale narrowed his eyes as a bright light seemed to eminate from her broken body.  The Controller touched it, and closed his eyes.  Dale, through the blinding light, thought he saw a tear come down the mystical being's face.  Then, the light became as a star, causing Dale to turn away.  Finally, the light was gone, leaving the Controller standing, alone, by the little girl's dead body.


     Her abuser got out of his chair, and yelled at her corpse, then proceeding to kick it when he did not get a response.  Dale's mind raged.  Have you no honor?!  Can you not even let her poor, broken body rest in peace?!


     "He will get his justice."  The Controller watched as the mother knelt down, felt the girl's neck, and began crying when no pulse answered her.  


     The man kicked her in the chest, and picked up the little girl's body like a sack of potatoes.  "Let's go throw her in the river," he ordered her, and Dale snarled as he carried the body out.


     "As you can see, I have a heart.  Seeing innocent people such as that little girl die, and being unable to stop it, is a horror only one of my order can imagine.  We are not Q, Organians, Bajoran Prophets, or any other of those races who can do as they wish.  We are given our power to uphold a code of conduct that is not fair to mortal beings, but must be followed for the good of all."


     Dale stood for a moment, looking at the pool of blood where the little girl, of such a tender age, had died.  Yet another life lost...  Yet another future destroyed.....  "I'm... sorry for judging you," he finally apologized.


     "It... is excused.  Now let us leave this place of sorrow."  They re-appeared in the meeting room.  "Remember this well, for you cannot save them all."  The Controller disappeared, leaving Dale to his thoughts.








     Carrey walked into the crew mess on the Saratoga, looking for a place to sit and relax until they departed.  Finding a nice spot in one corner of the dining area, he sat, and looked out the window at the vast spacedock.  Small transports flew by, like schools of fish in a vast sea.


     "Mind if I sit here?"


     Carrey turned.  Ibanez stood next to the other chair on the table, and asked again, "Mind if I sit here?"


     "No, go ahead, Captain."


     "Call me Carmen."  She sat down, a tray of food in her hands.  "You seem lonely."


     "Not really.  I'm just here, waiting for the time to pass."  He laughed.  "I'm always putting my skin on the line."


     "Well, aren't we all?  I mean, there is a war going on."  She took a bite.  "Are you missing someone?  A loved one?"


     "Nope.  I'm not involved with anyone, right now."  The pain of losing Derbely briefly reappeared, but Carrey squelched it.  "What about you?"


     "No one right now."  She took another bite.  "I used to be with Johnny Rico, but we split up some time ago.  We decided that it wouldn't work.  He was MI, I was Fleet, and the different services just weren't compatible."


     "Sorry to hear that."  Carrey eyed her for a moment, then said, "So, you're a pilot."


     "Yes, but I started as a starship pilot, not a fighter pilot.  But I have received training as due to the new treaty between the Alliance and the Terran Federation."


     "I hope you're ready."


     "Of course I am.  And considered that you haven't been in a fighter combat situation in quite a while, you shouldn't talk."


     "Touchè," he answered.


     "Now, if you will excuse me...."  She finished her lunch, and stood up.  "I really must be going now."


     Carrey watched her go, and thought, Damn, what a woman!








     Dale watched through a window as the Saratoga pulled out of spacedock, and entered a jump point of it's creation.  Beside him, Andreys stood.  "I wish them good luck."


     "Me too, Julie."


     An aide entered.  "Sir, Commander Barnes wishes to speak with you."


     "Put him on the main viewscreen."  Barnes appeared on a large monitor on one wall of the large meeting room.  A reddish beard was now forming on his chin, and he seemed to be far more healthier than Dale had known.  "Thomas?  How are things going?"


     "Rob, I have the biggest f$#&ing surprise for you.  Can I meet you in Sector 4, outside the Alpha Maxa system?"


     "Why, sure."  Dale began to get suspicious.  "What's going on?  Is Project: Solaris....."


     "Even better."  Barnes laughed.  "I've been working nonstop for a week to get this baby battle ready.  The Solaris herself is still being fitted with some of her weapons, but the other ship is......."


     Dale felt a surge of excitement and anxiety overcome him.  "She's ready to fly?!"


     "Well, let me put it this way," Barnes said, still smiling.  "The Empire's gonna shit their pants when they see this baby."








     Carrey entered the flight deck of the Saratoga, heading toward the newer one-man XFA-27B StarVipers.  Standing near one column of fighters were the others.  "Are you guys ready to get out there and win this?"


     "Let's do it," Ibanez agreed.


     "In Valen's name...."


     The pilots climbed up into their cockpits, and Carrey led his fighter first to the elevator to the launch deck.  After the normal sequence, his fighter launched, going through the now-pressurized launch deck through a forcefield into space.  He glided into a close formation with the Saratoga.  "Carrey to Ibanez, you've got my six.  Everyone, get ready......"








     Deep in interplanetary space, a large moon structure sat as a symbol to the technological and industrial capacity of a galactic civilization.  Known to all as the Death Star, this silent sphere held the power to annihilate entire planets.  Whomever controls such power, controls the galaxy.


     If one could see it, they would see it's massive structure, still partially completed, and stare in awe.


     They would also see red and green bursts of energy fire.


     The Republic fighter squadron known as "Rogue Squadron", the best pilots in the short history of the New Republic, were endeavoring to stop the behemoth planetkiller.  With them flew the Millennium Falcon, a ship with it's own legendary history.  It had killed a Death Star before, and so it endeavored to kill another one.  


     "Commander Skywalker, you've got a TIE on you!"


     Luke weaved his X-Wing, attempting to throw off the TIE trailing him.  A blast of green fire flew by him, some hitting his shields.  "I can't shake him!  Lando, Han, are you okay?!"


     "Don't worry, Luke, the Falcon's holding up.  For now, that is.  These densiona shields are really giving us some durability here."  Han seemed to be stunned for a moment.  "Got something new on my...."


     Luke grimaced as he had continued trouble shaking the TIE pilot behind him.  For a moment, he considered trying to use the Force......


     "YEEHAW!!!!!!  YI YI YI YI YI YI!!!!!!!!!!"


     Several pulses of phaser cannon fire pounded the unshielded TIE, and blew it away.  "Here we are, Commander Skywalker!"  Carrey's StarViper flew behind Luke's X-Wing, and pounded another TIE into space debris.  "Let's do it!"


     "Okay.  Wedge, you take the rest of Rogue Squadron and hold off those fighters.  Kasan, stay on my wing.  Han, let's go in."


     "Follow us, Luke."  Han laughed.  "So, Lando, ready to do this again?"


     "Don't remind me," came the wry response.


     "Ibanez, get on my wing.  Gamma Squadron 1, come in close formation, and prepare for attack run.  All other fighters, cover us!"


     Seven StarVipers joined the Millennium Falcon and two X-Wings, racing along the surface of the Death Star.  "The shaft is up ahead.  Get ready for some tight flying!"


     A raised structure came into view, and Carrey flipped his StarViper away from the Death Star's surface, and flew into the shaft.  His mind raced as he tried to keep the fighter stable, and avoid flying into the wall.  His sensors helped him plot his course, but his warning time wasn't very.......


     A blip appeared on one screen, and Carrey heard Kasan yell, "We've got TIEs entering the shaft!!!"


     "We can't let them stop us.  Imperial reinforcements are already en route," Luke answered.


     "Let me handle it!"  Carrey fired his aft port thrusters, and turned around.  The TIEs appeared on his firing screen, and two blue targeting reticules appeared over them, indicating he had a target lock.  Carrey fired two quantum missiles, which streaked through the shaft and destroyed the TIEs.  He turned his fighter around again, and sped onward, soon catching up to the others.  "TIEs are down!"


     "Great job, Captain."


     Carrey turned his attention back to his piloting.  "Locking onto power source coming on my sensors.  I think we're......"


     A few moments later, they entered a vast chamber in the core of the Death Star.  A massive power core sat in the middle.  "Lock weapons on power regulators."  Carrey and Ibanez fired their quantum missiles, and Luke and Kasan Moor fired a quick spread of proton torpedoes.  The power regulator went up in flames.  "It's all yours, Han.  Everyone, let's go!"  Carrey fired his port aft thrusters again, and shot back into the shaft at the highest safe speed he could attain.  After about twenty seconds, Carrey noticed a massive power surge appear on his sensors.  "It's gone up!  Let's move it!"


     One eye always on the growing explosion entering the shaft right behind the Millennium Falcon, Carrey piloted his fighter through the long shaft, using the fighter's forward sensors to plot out the course ahead of him.  Finally, he came up to the end of the shaft, and his fighter shot out, followed by the others.


     With the explosive shockwave right behind it, the Millennium Falcon emerged from the shaft, barely escaping a fiery fate.  "Everyone, get away from it!"


     All of the fighters, Republic, Alliance, and most of the Imperials, turned away from the massive Death Star, which exploded several seconds later.  Some unshielded TIEs were destroyed by the explosion, but everything else got away.  "Carrey to Gamma Squadron 1, check in."


     "Gamma 1 here.  I got out," Ibanez answered.


     "Gamma 3 here."


     "Gamma 4 present and accounted for!"


     "Gamma 5 reporting in."


     Carrey felt his heart flutter.  "What about Gamma 2?"


     "I'm sorry," came the voice of Kasan Moor.  "She didn't make it."


     Carrey pounded his fist on his cockpit control panel.  Dammit....  She was so young.....


     "Um, people, we've got a problem!!!"


     Carrey looked out the window, and gasped.


     Six Imperial Star Destroyers came out of hyperspeed, and launched their fighters.  "All wings, combat formation!  Alpha Wing, take a run on that lead Star Destroyer!  Gamma Wing, we'll give them cover!  All other wings, take on their fighters!"


     The battle became a fighter-to-fighter melee, with the Imperials taking occasional potshots at the fighters.  Carrey watched as Gamma 13 went up in flames, followed by Alpha 6.  "Neval!  Break off!  Their shields aren't...."


     Nearby, the Saratoga's quantum interceptors trained on the Star Destroyer, and pummeled the smaller ship.  "There is a hole in their particle shields!  I can make an attack run....."


     "Neval, break off dammit!!!!  You can't....."


     Neval's fighter was clipped by a TIE, and began to spiral out of control, heading toward the Star Destroyer's shields.  "Farewell, Captain.  Entil'zha veni!!!!  In Valen's name!!!!!"


     Neval's fighter crashed into the Star Destroyer bridge, destroying it.  The massive warship, out of control, turned sharply and plowed into another Star Destroyer.  The two exploded with a massive fury, taking out many TIEs, as well as two StarVipers, with them.


     Carrey sighed.  So much death.....  Why?


     "We can't hold them off forever!"  Ibanez's shout was verified when a couple of light turbolaser blasts broke through the Saratoga's weakened shields, and blew off some hull plating.


     "We're going to have to......."  Carrey noticed something appear on his sensors.  "Jump point forming!"


     An interuniversal jump point formed by one of the Star Destroyers, the gravitational forces blowing away it's shields and crippling it.  Carrey stared as a massive starship, slightly longer than a Star Destroyer, and almost as wide at the Star Destroyer's widest part, emerged.  Several blue-colored sparks flew from the launcher situated below it's sleek, angled hull, and passed through a Star Destroyer's hull with no effort, like it wasn't there.  They disappeared, but then an explosion went off near the ship's power core, destroying it.  "What the hell?!"


     The massive starship turned in space toward another target, giving Carrey a good look at it.  It was long, shaped like the Sovereign and Enterprise-class ships Carrey had seen.  The saucer seemed to not have one angled surface, and it's connection to the drive was almost seamless, the two flowing together without a visible neck.  Massive ports adorned the sides of the drive, as did four long nacelles, each the length of a Sovereign-class starship, which were arranged in a trapezoid pattern, two being slightly higher than the drive, the other two being aligned with it.  The entire ship, which had obvious Alliance markings, seemed to embody power, it's hull a sharp golden color indicating what his sensors confirmed: Vorlon bio-armor.


     Carrey took a look at the name, and couldn't help but grin.  "Well I'll be damned......," he said aloud.


     The name read: D.S.S. Roddenberry DCC-1966-A.








     The mighty Solaris-class starship faced down another of the wedge-shaped Imperial Star Destroyers, as Dale watched from the command chair.  Behind him and to his left, Worf stood at the tactical station.  "Neutron torpedoes are locked onto enemy shield generators.  Ready to fire."


     "Fire."


     Another spread of five neutron torpedoes left the Roddenberry's forward torpedo launcher.  De-phasing themselves, the torpedoes passed easily through the Star Destroyer's powerful shields, and into it's hull.  Coming up on the main shield generators, they returned to their normal phase and exploded, gutting the entire area, and knocking down the shields.  "Lieutenant Paris," Dale said, turning his attention to Paris, at the conn in front of him, with Jarod beside him at ops, "bring us up beside them.  Worf, prepare for a full broadside."


     The Roddenberry came along side.  "Lock all port torpedo cannons and phasers.  Fire!"


     Dozens of quantum torpedoes, joined by fifty phaser beams, slammed into the Star Destroyer.  The intense onslaught broke the ship apart, destroying it.


     The remaining two Star Destroyers, with their fighter detachments, turned to the Roddenberry, focusing their fire on it's shields.  The immensely powerful densiona shields took the hits in stride, and returned fire with interphasic fusion cannons, disrupting the Star Destroyers' shields.  "Fire forward pulse phaser cannons!"  Several massive bursts of phaser fire, enough to envelope a White Star in energy, slammed into one of the Star Destroyers, blowing away it's armored hull and ripping it apart.  Worf concentrated his fire on the bridge tower, which exploded after two seconds of bombardment from the large Type 7-X pulse phaser cannons.  Worf followed up with more neutron torpedoes, which passed through the ship and destroyed the power core, causing the ship to explode.


     "Sir, their fighters significantly outnumber our own.  Twenty Alliance fighters have been destroyed.  Permission to launch our fighters."


     "Launch all fighters."


     The ports alongside the Roddenberry's drive opened, and sixty advanced XB-30 StarRaptors emerged.  They were the size of XFA-27s, with two-man crews, advanced densiona shields, White Star-like semi-organic armor, and the newest phaser weapons and MKIII quantum missiles.  The fighters pounced on the TIEs, destroying several.  "Enemy fighters are returning to the Star Destroyer.  They're about to go to hyperspeed," Jarod reported.


     "They won't get away.  Dale to Engineering.  Thomas, activate the interphasic generator."


     "Doing so now.  Power output at point 6 Exawatts.... 1 Exawatt.....  3 Exawatts....... 6 Exawatts.....  10


f$*#ing Exawatts!!!!  Still rising!!!!"


     "Worf, divert all power from the interphasic generator to the anti-hypermatter cannon."


     "Yes sir."  Worf began entering commands, and the large cannon emplacement on the underside of the Roddenberry's saucer began to glow with accumulating energy.  The bright yellow glow became blinding....


     A massive beam of energy slammed into the now-retreating Star Destroyer a few moments before it went to hyperspeed.  The shields and hull of the warship were punctured like paper walls by the intense energy blast coming from the Roddenberry.  Whole sections of the ship, with it's crew, were vaporized as the blast cut right through the warship.


     When the blast stopped, Dale couldn't help but stare at the sight.  A fair sized hole had been punched through the Star Destroyer, with the remains of it's internal support structure visible in areas the beam did not touch.  The massive warship, it's power core destroyed, exploded a few moments later.








     The hanger deck of the Saratoga was a massive celebration as Carrey leapt out of his cockpit.  Behind them, the remaining X-Wings of Rogue Squadron were landing, as were the last few StarVipers of Beta Wing.


     Running toward the cente of attention, Carrey found a glass of vodka shoved into his hand by Sorvensky.  "Come, Comrade, let us party!"  At Sorvensky's prodding, Carrey downed the vodka in one gulp.  For a moment he gasped from the strong alcohol content of the vodka.


     "Zack!"


     Ibanez ran up, and they hugged each other.  "Damn you're happy to see me," Carrey noted.


     "Well, we are partners," Ibanez answered, a smile on her face.  "And we did just survive a suicide mission."


     Carrey laughed.  "That we did."


     "So, ready to go party?"


     Carrey, unable to stop himself, kissed her.  It was a soft kiss, with some passion, and it started to excite him.  After pulling away, he meekly explained, "Sorry, I, um, don't know what came...."


     "Save it for later."  Ibanez kissed him.








     "My God!!!!!  This thing is huge!!!!!!"


     Carrey's startled shout filled the vast engine room in the middle of the Roddenberry's drive section.  A large chamber, it spanned four decks, being one hundred meters across and two hundred meters long.  A normal-sized warp core was placed in the frontal area of the room, but in the middle-rear part, a massive structure, glowing with red and green energy, dominated the room.  "What the hell is that?!"


     "That", Dale went to respond to Ibanez's question, "is the interphasic generator core."


     "How did we.....?"


     "With a little luck, combined with records from the Dargsla base back home, the recently found Dargsla homeworld, and some help from the Vorlons."


     "The thought of anything this size wasting Star Destroyers is something that, quite frankly, scares the hell out of me."


     Dale laughed.








     That night, Dale tried out his new bed, in the new quarters.  Most of his possessions were still at Headquarters Station, their next stop, so until then the quarters were sparse.


     Meridina's head rested on his chest.  "You seem.... better, Robert.  Your spirit is improved, and..."


     "I can feel it, Meridina."  Dale sighed.  "Finally, after these few months, everything is right."


     "Yes.  I feel it too...."  She kissed him passionately, as he put his arms around her.








     "Julia!  Wait up!"


     Andreys held open the door to the maglev turbolift to let Bashir in.  "Where to, Julian?"


     "Deck 12, Section 4."  The turbolift door closed, and the lift began moving forward through the ship.  An uneasy silence filled the lift.  "So, I see you've been working out," Bashir finally said, to break the silence.


     "Yes," she answered, not even turning.


     Bashir lost his patience.  "Dammit, Julia, that was my child too!  I didn't ask for you to lose the baby.  I....."


     Andreys began crying.  "I'm.... sorry...."  She put a hand on her mouth to hold back the sobs.  "I.... I was... bitter.....  Julian, I....."


     "That's okay....."  Bashir sighed, as she put her head on his shoulder.  "Julia, I....."


     "I was so wrong......"


     "Julia, I would like to remain your friend, but......"  Bashir felt a heavy weight come upon his heart.  "I think we need to stop having a romantic relationship.  It would bring back too many bad memories...."


     "I agree," Andreys moaned through her crying.


     "But.... why?"


     "Julian, don't be offended or hurt, but I think we were never meant to be together."  Andreys suppressed the memories of her dead child to speak clearly.  "When we first got together, I was lonely, looking for someone who could love me, even if it were just physical love and not emotional.  And you fit the bill perfectly.  You were handsome, charming, witty....  I felt like a schoolgirl again in some ways.  But it was not the love I see when I look at Robby and Meridina.  Their love is on a higher level, and that is the love I yearn for.  And we will never have that, Julian.  I... was wrong to keep you."


     Bashir nodded, and went to say something when the turbolift doors opened.  "I will see you later, Julia," Bashir told her as he stepped out.  The door closed as he walked away, leaving Andreys to her thoughts.











Epilogue








     Present in the ether between universes, the Controller and Kosh "stood", for want of a better word.  "They have a long, hard road, Kosh.  I feel for them."


     "Suffering and pain are the seeds of joy and happiness," Kosh answered.


     "True, my friend.  And their seeds of suffering and pain will be large indeed."  The Controller smiled for a moment, and observed....


     Dale and Meridina, her head resting on his chest as they both slept......


     Andreys, laying in her bed weeping over the tragic loss of her baby.....


     Barnes, still hard at work keeping his ship running......


     Jarod, with Tom and Laura Paris, laughing in the new lounge, with Albert standing nearby.....


     Worf, practicing with his bat'leth in a holodeck.....


     Garak, Bashir, and Spock, debating philosophy, literature, and logic....


     Carrey and Ibanez, in his quarters, their bodies caught in a cyclone of sweat and passion.....


     The Roddenberry-A, it's golden hull shining in the light of a nearby star, continued on course......








     


