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     Pulse phaser cannon fire brought the crew of the Bloody Fang to attention.  Around them, a force of Allance warships came out of warp, phasers blazing.  "Launch the fighters!", their commander, Star Commodore Aliza, shouted.  "Ready weapons....."  The ship shook violently from a solar torpedo impact on their rear hull.


     "Solar sail damaged, sir!", one of her officers reported.


     "Freebirth!  If they want a fight, they will get one!  Load all missile launchers, autocannons, and Gauss cannons!  Charge the lasers and PPCs!"


     "Aff, Star Commodore!"


     "Picking up a hail from an enemy ship."


     "Let me speak to them."  Aliza looked into the holotank, a woman with a black combat uniform with red trim sitting in a seat.  "Identify yourself, stravag bitch!"


     "I am Captain Susan Ivanova, commander of the D.S.S. Ranger.  You've got two choices.  Stand down and surrender, or bend over so I can kick your ass all the way back to Strana Mechty!"


     "Khan Ward has charged me with the defense of Gunzberg.  I will not surrender it to the likes of you!"  Aliza snarled.


     Ivanova raised an eyebrow, essmingly amused.  "Fine with me.  Commander Ro, tell Carrey to come on in!"


     Aliza turned off the holotank.  "Aim all weapons at......"


     The Bloody Fang shook violently, the rear part tearing apart from the inside out as a jump point opened within the ship.  The D.S.S. Koenig emerged, phasers blazing.  Pulse phaser cannon barrages destroyed three aerospace fighters before a Binary could get out of the Koenig's way.  The Bloody Fang's power core went critical, blowing the rear half cleanly off.  The Ranger fired it's pulse phaser cannon batteries and a spread of solar torpedoes into the remaining half.  Ten seconds later, the Bloody Fang exploded, with most of it's fighter compliments and DropShips following it to oblivion.


     And within two hours, Gunzberg was once again free under the banner of the Free Rasalhague Republic.








     Ship's Log: September 26, 2160 AST; D.S.S. Roddenberry.  Captain Julia Andrea Andreys reporting.  We are within five hours of reaching Strana Mechty.  Warp probes have verified it's location to be in an area of space that Khan Kell referred to as the Kerensky Cluster.  Our goal is simple: negotiate an end to the Clan Crusade at the point of a gun, and maybe, just maybe, convince the Clans that there are bigger fish to fry.  Like the Dominion.


     "The question is," Dale pressed his palms to the table, "do we tell them the truth?"


     "What truth?"


     "About me.  About Schala, what we can do," Dale answered, pounding his right fist into his open left hand.  "I've hidden my Jedi abilities from practically everyone.  Not even Chancellor Mamatmas knows what I am capable of."


     "Why should we tell them?", Jarod asked.  "That's not for them to know."


     "The reason is, I might end up using my abilities anyway, to end this invasion," Dale answered.  "We went over the records provided by Anastasius Focht.  The Clans have a system of Trials that they use to determine legislation.  Even key decisions of state can be overturned if the opposing side wins a combat they call a 'Trial of Refusal'.  That is the key to beating the Clans and keeping them out."


     "That would be the best course of action," Data agreed.  "But we have a dilemma.  Surely the Clans will demand we meet them in ground combat, as it will be obvious to them that our supremacy in starship combat gives them no hope of victory."


     "That is why I will challenge all of the Crusader Khans to combat," Dale answered.


     Picard straightened in his chair.  "Are you sure that's wise?  The odds would be more than a dozen to one."


     "Believe me, Jean-Luc, the odds are distinctly in my favor.  But this is the reason I am wondering if we should tell Victor and the others of my Jedi talents.  Otherwise they will be very shocked to see me throwing things around with my mind and moving quicker than the human eye."


     "Whatever you do, you must read carefully," Picard advised.


     "I always tread carefully."








     "Please, I grow tired of your posturing."  The Dark Nazi turned from Theodore Kurita to the bound form of Omi Kurita, strapped to the wall.  Her bare back was marred by multiple burn marks from a plasma whip being weilded by one of the Dark Nazi's men.  He grabbed Omi's black hair, pulling her head back.  "Scream you wench.  If you wish this pain to end, scream and convince your loving father to surrender the Combine to us."


     "No, I cannot."


     The Dark Nazi scowled, then smashed Omi's forehead into the wall.  The blow knocked her unconscious, but to Theodore, the fear she was dead was enough to cause him to start toward the Dark Nazi.  The man stretched his hand forward, beginning to slowly choke Theodore.  "I don't think so.  Unfortunately for her, she is still alive.  Take them to their cell."  As if he had forgetten something, the Dark Nazi suddenly added, "But first, bring our ally in to meet them."


     "Yes, Fuehrer," one of his aides said.


     "You slime," Theodore rasped, rubbing his neck.  "You would torture an innocent woman instead of meeting the Combine on the battlefield."


     "Would you rather us do that?  We could easily annihilate the populations of every planet in the Combine.  In fact, our scientists have already developed a biogenic plague that could do the job quite well."  The Dark Nazi put a hand on Omi's head.  "Your daughter would make an excellent test subject."


     "lie!"  Theodore tried to move again, but was stopped by an invisible hand projected by the Dark Nazi.


     "Fuehrer, she is here."  The aide re-entered with an Oriental woman with short black hair and icey blue eyes.


     "You wished to see me, friend?"


     "Yes.  Tatsui, meet Theodore and Omi Kurita."


     Without blinking, the woman punched Theodore in the jaw.  "That was for my father," she hissed.


     "What about your father?"  Theodore rubbed his jaw.


     "My father was Yorinaga Kurita," Tatsui replied.  "He was ordered to kill himself just because he couldn't manage to hit Morgan Kell's 'Mech in one-on-one combat.  Your kind made a good man give up his life for platitudes."


     "Tatsi here will be the new Coordinator of the Combine," the Dark Nazi informed him.  "And our esteemed ally."


     "How can you be Yorinaga's daughter?"  Theodore swallowed, trying to reign his surprise in.


     "Yorinaga took to a young civilian woman on the world where he faced Morgan Kell.  He made love to her just before his fateful battle and execution.  My mother raised me to hate my father's family for forcing him to kill himself for their failures."


     "The old ways are gone," Theodore responded.  "Surely you must know that."


     "Wrong.  You've made some reforms, but not enough.  Our culture is still decadent, foolish, inferior."  Tatsui snarled.


     "You're wrong."  Theodore shook his head.  "Our ways are changing."


     "But not in the way they should be.  Tell me, Coordinator, what would happen if your son, or your grandson, or his son, were to decide to revert back to the old ways?  We both know what would happen."  Tatsui balled up her fist.  "I will change all that when I become Coordinator.  I will make the Combine a paradise."


     "Your ends might seem just, but your means are wrong."  Theodore pointed toward the Dark Nazi and his aide, a swastika emblem on the aide's upper arm.  "Look at them.  They are the most evil force to ever emerge from humanity, and yet you ally with them?  Do not make yourself into a fool, Tatsui."


     "Tell me, if the old ways are gone, why does your daughter not scream for you to stop her torture?  Why does she not plead for mercy?"


     "Because she does not wish to," Theodore answered.  "Omiko is a strong woman."


     "Wrong," Tatsui hissed.  "She does it because she was raised not to show such weakness.  She is tainted by your ways.  That's why you must all die, so I can begin the Kurita family anew."


     "Take them away," the Dark Nazi ordered his aide, who summoned guards who took Theodore and the unconscious Omi out of the room.  "And tell the bridge to set course for our Front Base, Warp 9.3."


     "Yes Fuehrer."


     A few moments later, the massive 2km long Heinrich Himmler went to warp.


     And a moment later, White Star 27, a.k.a. the Maria, followed it under cloak, dispatching a message out to the Roddenberry.








     "Coming up on Strana Mechty now, sir," Data informed Dale, who stepped onto the bridge with Victor and the others.  "There is one large ship in orbit, but it does not seem to be combat ready."


     "Good.  The instant that thing even begins moving it's weapons, hammer it.  Now, patch me through to the surface."  Dale put his hands behind his back.


     "Sir, I have you on a broadband audio transmission."


     "This is Robert Dale, Defense Minister for the Alliance of Democratic Nations and acting liasion of the InterUniversal Coalition.  You may have heard of our forces pushing you out of your Inner Sphere occupation zones.  We are here to discuss terms of peace with you."


     A few moments turned into several minutes.  "They're not going to answer," Victor said, frowning.


     A deep voice proved him wrong.  "I am Lincoln Osis, ilKhan of the Clans.  We will welcome you to discuss the current matter in the Hall of Khans."


     "I will be there shortly."  Dale ran his finger over his throat, prompting Data to terminate the connection.


     "How do you know they won't shoot us down?"


     "Who said we'd take a shuttle down?"  Dale grinned at the quizzical expressions that met him.  "I've got something else in mind."








     "No way in hell I'm stepping foot on that, that, thing."


     Kai stood away from the transporter pad, which Dale had stepped up on.  "I thought you trusted us?"


     "Maybe you, but not that.  I am not going to be disintegrated then reformed, no matter how safe it might seem."


     Dale sighed before stepping down from the pad and pressing his communicator.  "Bridge, arrange for a runabout to bring us down."


     "Yes sir."


     Dale stepped out the door.  "This way, gentlemen."








     The Hall of Khans was a large, massive room with a rising area of seats.  There were twenty spots reserved, although three were now vacant.  Each remaining area had a Clan logo, with two people seated by each other, obviously the Khans.  A man who seemed to be half-cybernetic was seated away from the others, and a large, incredibly large dark-skinned human stood at the head of them all.  Dale noticed Vlad growl at the presence of Phelan Kell, while Marthe Pryde took incredible interest in the appearance of Victor Steiner-Davion.  Before any of them could speak, Dale started his introduction.  "I am Robert Dale, Minister of Defense for the Alliance of Democratic Nations, and here representing the InterUniversal Coalition.  I have come for one reason, and one reason only: to tell you to back off and leave the Inner Sphere alone."


     Immediately laughter filled the room, with the exception of the Nova Cat Khans.  "Oh come on," one of the Khans, sitting behind a logo of a white creature, said, "do you expect us to just give up the Crusade to restore the Star League just because you tell us to?"


     "Well, there goes the diplomatic approach," Dale sighed.  "I'm not just telling you.  You don't have a choice in the matter.  As I speak, the Occupation Zones held by the Jade Falcons, the Wolves, and the Smoke Jaguars are being liberated by a joint Alliance-Star League force that has quite literally turned your rather impressive war machines into little pieces."


     Some murmurs filled the room.  Dale gently probed the minds of the Jaguar Khans outside of Osis, detecting their confusion and the previous knowledge that they had lost contact with over half of their worlds in the Inner Sphere.  Maintaining the initative, he continued, "On the ground, you are very impressive.  But in space, you are pitifully slow and incredibly lacking in manpower.  The Alliance fielded over a thousand of our starships just for this, and to tell the truth, that's just about five percent of our actual fleet."


     "This is nonsense," Brandon Howell protested.  "You must obviously be faking this."


     "Then tell me, Khan, how did I get here so soon after the attacks began?  And why would I make such an incredible claim without backing it up?  You must have heard about how my ship just appeared in orbit, without jumping in."  Dale's expression hardened.  "I am quite capable of turning Strana Mechty into an uninhabitable rock within ten minutes, if you want an example of our firepower."


     "You would not!"  Each and every Khan in the room glared at him.  Lincoln Osis rose to his full height, as if to intimidate him.


     "You're scared of me, aren't you?  You don't like things you don't understand."  Dale crossed his arms.  "Tell me, Lincoln Osis, do you think you can defeat me in hand-to-hand combat?"


     "Quite easily," the ilKhan answered with a grin.  "Any Elemental could."


     "Well, how about we try to equalize this?"  Dale returned Osis's grin with a grin of his own.  "I'll take you, and every other Crusader Khan in the building, on in a hand-to-hand confrontation."


     There was more laughter from the assembled, once again with the eerie exception of the Nova Cats.  "Are you insane?!", Phelan hissed in Dale's ear.


     "Watch and learn, Khan Kell," Dale answered.  "Well, what do you say?  You win, I give you the Joan of Arc, the newest Presidential-class superdreadnought in the Alliance fleet, complete with working examples of our phasers, fusion cannons, warp drive, impulse drive, interuniversal jump drive, duranium/crystalline alloy armor, and plenty of other technological goodies that will enable you to make yourselves a threat to us.  I win, you leave the Inner Sphere alone.  You could still ask politely if you can move back, but otherwise you leave them alone."


     "You are a fool, but who am I to turn up such a lucrative opportunity for the Clans?"  Lincoln Osis cracked his knuckles.  "Since you issued the challenge and chose how we fight, I will choose the location.  Right here, right now.  All Crusader Khans of able body are invited to join this fight."


     Vlad Ward was the first to stand, followed by the Jade Falcons, his own saKhan, and the Khans for the Blood Spirits and Smoke Jaguars.  "Oh come on," Dale laughed, "there must be more of you!"  With that final goad, he brought out the Khans from the Burrocks, the Star Adders, the Hell's Horses, and the Fire Mandrills, and the Ice Hellions.  "Now we're talking.  You can, if you want, use hand weapons or even your laser pistols."


     "Did he hit his head last night?", Kai whispered to Andreys.


     She just smiled and shook her head.  "I feel really sorry for those Khans right now."


     The Khans all took off their uniforms, revealing underclothing.  Marthe Pryde and her subordinate both brandished pistols, and soon six other Khans did the same.  Most were in their thirties or forties, although Vlad and Marthe were likely in their twenties from their youthful appearance.  Finally, Lincoln Osis cracked his knuckles again and said, "Are you ready to give us your ship yet?"


     "Your confidence is your undoing, ilKhan Osis," Dale answered.  "But I am ready to embarrass you, if you want to know."


     "Let this Trial of Possession begin, then."  Osis immediately charged Dale.


     In a blur, Dale whipped his lightsaber out and leapt high into the air.  He landed on the Ice Hellion Khans, taking them both down.  He whirled around and immediately deflected a series of blasts from three of the other Khans with the lightsaber.  Each blast was returned to it's owner.  He leapt again, barely avoiding Vlad Ward's tackle, and came down again on top of the Smoke Jaguars.  Osis charged him again, and all Dale did was stretch his hand out.  Osis flew backward with incredible force, causing a crack in the wall where he impacted about twelve feet away.


     "Stravag!!!"  Marthe and Samantha Clees both opened fire with their laser pistols.  The streaks of light were deflected by Dale's lightsaber, each scorching the wall, and one beam barely avoiding Nova Cat Khan Severen Leroux.  Dale whirled around, slicing Blood Spirit Khan Karianna Schmidt's arm off with the lightsaber, then throwing her backward with Force telekinesis.  He turned back to Marthe Pryde and Samantha Clees, who were both holding their weapons at him.  "Tell me, what do you think you're going to do with those?  Shoot me?"  Just as they fired, he leapt in the air again, causing them to hit Marialle Radick and take her out of the fight.  Dale landed again behind them, and threw them away with a wave of Force telekinesis.  He watched as all the other Khans who could still move grouped together.  Grinning, he turned the lightsaber off and threw it aside.  "Come on, I thought you would be tougher than that!  Aren't you supposed to be genetically superior warriors?"  Dale sneered.  "I've fought Nazis who are better warriors."


     Each Crusader Khan howled in rage, and seeing he had thrown away his lightsaber, lunged toward him.  Dale swept his arm toward them, causing a massive bolt of blue energy to fly out and slam each and every Khan into the nearest wall.  "Ready to say uncle?"


     Dale's senses went off.  Instinctively he reached over and recovered his lightsaber with telekinesis.  In the same flawless move, he turned it on and twisted around.  The lightsaber cut cleanly through Vladimir Ward's waist, slicing him in half.  Both halves of his body fell lifelessly to the floor.  Dale took in a breath, turning off the lightsaber.  "Fool."


     Lincoln Osis slammed into Dale before he could move, sending him sprawling.  He reached down and lifted him off the floor, his face contorted with rage.  "What are you?!", he shouted.  "In Kerensky's name, what kind of demon are you?!"


     Dale didn't answer.  Instead he concentreated and tore into Lincoln Osis's mind.  Ignoring Osis's own thoughts, he began telepathically inserting images into Osis's mind.  Images of the Dominion bombardment of Metchik, the relief forces removing charred corpses from rubble, the mass executions of civilians on Betazed, and the horrific treatment of prisoners in the infamous Dorvan V prison camp.  Osis blinked, as if he could not believe what he were seeing.  Dale began showing him visuals of the casualty lists, the billions who had given their lives to save the Alpha and Gamma Quadrants.  The starmaps showing the vast scope of the greatest war in history.  He showed Osis his own guilt in causing the war, and the determination to crush the Dominion nevertheless to stop it from ever happening again.  Osis let him go, stumbling backward.  "What.... what..... who are these.....  what is the Dominion?"


     Dale closed his eyes to concentrate, and sent the same telepathic images to each Khan in the room.  After ten seconds he stopped, rubbing his head and noticing the trickle of blood coming down his nose, which he contemptuously wiped off.  "I believe I have given you your answer, ilKhan."


     "This is intolerable," Osis growled.  "They have murdered millions, they make the vile Usurper seem pale in comparison.  They have defiled so many....."  Osis clenched his fists.  "How?!  How can we stop this plague?!"


     "By joining us, ilKhan," Dale answered.  He turned to the assembled Khans.  "I have shown you the scope of the great war my Alliance is fighting.  I have shown you the deeds of our enemies, the brutality, the callous disregard for life that the Dominion has for other lifeforms.  Billions have sacrificed themselves to save so many.  Can you still justify your war on the Inner Sphere despite this?  Can you appoint yourselves the recreators of an organization that has already been resurrected, with our help, when you know of a greater evil that runs contrary to the very tenets of human civilization?  You wish to know what I am?"  Dale opened his hands toward them.  "There are so many things you do not know of, so many secrets reality has.  In my life, I have traveled to dozens of universes, I have met many different people, and I have seen so many sights.  I have been to a world where a small group of people can never die because of the metaphasic radiation of their planet's rings.  I have been to a galaxy where a civilization that has existed for millennia still thrives.  I have met beings different from anything you have imagined, beings like the Vorlons, who are not even humanoid, but magnificant beings of energy."  Dale tried to add to his words with a smile.  "I have even allowed myself to love a woman who was not human, a woman who taught me how to use a gift I never knew I had.  Her people believed that it is an extension of one's own life force.  An ancient order known as the Jedi believe that it is an energy field that binds reality, which they only know as the Force.  This weapon is one of their weapons.  Even though she is gone, this woman has left me a legacy I can never thank her enough for.  You may be alien in culture, but you are still human, and within you there is a power to help change things.  In space we are better than you, but on the ground, where many of our people have died, you are superior.  I ask you, do you want to make the difference?  Can we rely on you to help us destroy a cancer that has murdered so many?"


     Severen Leroux stood.  "This man, he has come to us today to try to stop us from destroying ourselves, and to give us a chance to make up for our misguided endeavor to restore the Star League.  The Clans of Kerensky have forever stood as the shield of humanity.  Now, we have been asked to join in a fight that could very well save or spell doom for humanity, and all of the ideals that we have cherished for so long.  The Nova Cats move that we accept his offer of alliance, and move immediately to assist in the war against the Dominion."


     "The Ghost Bears agree.  We will, if you will kindly give us the material, begin mobilizing our forces immediately to assist you in combat."


     Dale nodded, allowing himself a small smile.  "I will see to that upon my return to my ship.  Thank you for listening to reason."


     Andreys felt her communicator begin to vibrate slightly, the chirp not sounding because of the silent mode she had activated for it, and answered.  After Jarod finished speaking, she motioned to Dale to come over.  "Robby, we have a problem.  Jarod just got a signal from a White Star.  They're here."


     "Who is here?"


     Dale didn't need his telepathy to know the answer, due to the look on Andreys' face.  "The Fourth Reich," he grumbled angrily.








     "Who are these people again?"


     "The Fourth Reich is from NZI-7, a universe where Hitler won the Second World War.  They had become space-faring in a similar matter as the Federation from ST-3, although they never made contact with alien races.  Four years ago, the Alliance, the Klingons, and the Tholian Assembly defeated the Nazis in a war.  Before the war ended, however, the Nazis got a lucky break by ambushing an Alliance transport, from which they recovered an interuniversal jump drive.  They built enough to help their fleet escape before we won the war, and since then they've been a thorn in our side."


     "Just great," Phelan said, rolling his eyes.  "Any more goof ups you want to let us in on."


     "Nope."  Dale entered the conference room.  "Well, Jarod, what are they up to this time?"


     "We don't know," Jarod answered, getting up from his chair.  Barnes, Worf, and Bashir were all seated in the room, with Data and Andreys following Dale and the others in.  "White Star 27 is shadowing them right now.  They are en route to a location about 45 light-years beyond the Lyran Periphery border.  A planet named The Rack, according to the ComStar records we were given."


     "The Rack?  Those are one of the worlds held by Hopper Morrison and his pirate band."


     "Friends of your's?"


     Victor snorted at Andreys' question.  "Anything but.  They've terrorized the Lyran border for over a decade.  Morrison is a sadistical butcher with a reputation for executing prisoners in the most gruesome form that his people can imagine.  My sister even put a price on his head."


     "Well, I think that explains the destination."  Dale sat down.  "Do we have any more information?"


     Jarod nodded.  "The Nazis have a new toy.  Think of an Aryan-class that's about 300 meters longer than this ship.  They've identified at least fifteen super disruptor batteries, and countless other disruptor cannons, on the thing.  And even one very large port that looks like it's a superlaser assembly."


     "How the hell did they build something of that size?", Andreys asked in confusion.


     "Probably one of the fruits of their short-lived alliance with the Imperial Remnant," Dale sighed.  "Who knows how many toys they got from the Imperials?"


     "Captain Montoya of White Star 27 identified the markings on the ship, which has been named the Henrich Himmler.  He also noted it's position.  Prior to going to warp, it was located roughly 2 AUs outside of Tharkad's solar system."


     "Tharkad?"  Dale leaned forward.  "What in the hell were they doing there?"


     "Maybe they went to have tea with Katrina," Phelan suggested sarcastically.


     "They'd deserve each other."


     "Sir, there's more."  Jarod took in a breath.  "A DropShip scheduled to hook up with a Combine JumpShip in Tharkad never arrived."


     "The passengers?"


     "We're not sure.  They never said.  But, well, the Soviets at Luthien managed to pick up a piece of a transmission to the DCMS's leadership that was sent from this JumpShip.  They decrypted it and Field Marshall Kanolev sent it to you immediately.  It states that the passengers of the missing DropShip were Theodore and Omi Kurita, plus their bodyguards."


     The color literally drained from Victor's face.  Phelan gripped the arms of his chair, and Kai merely looked over at Victor with a worried expression of his own.  Hohiro merely became cold, emotionless.


     "They took them."  Dale stood up, needing to move to begin thinking.  "God dammit, they took them.  Why?!"


     "Wait, maybe, maybe they just had some engine trouble and were a little late," Kai began to suggest.


     "They've have sent a distress signal, or one of the Coalition ships at Tharkad would have detected them on scanners."  Dale shook his head.  "Damn them.  What are they up to?"


     "We have to stop them."  Victor got on his feet.  "Can you help?"


     "Of course."  Dale turned.  "I'll have Montoya monitor them and see if he finds any surprises waiting for us at The Rack."


     "Robby," Andreys put a hand on his shoulder, "you don't think they're going to......"


     "Going to what?!"  Victor took a step forward, prompting Phelan to stand up as if to restrain his cousin.


     "No, they....."  Dale shook his head before resting it against the wall.


     "What?!  What are they going to do?!"


     Andreys cleared her throat, memories returning and prompting some tears.  "Exactly what they did to me."


     "That would be?!"


     Dale sighed.  "Torture."


     "Torture?!"


     "Yes, torture!"  Dale turned, his fists clenched.  "They're not very hospitable hosts, you know.  When they want something from someone, they'll torture them for it.  Or, if necessary, torture someone else."  Dale suddenly came upon an idea.  "Christ, that's it...."  Before he could be interrupted, Dale continued with his thought.  "The Nazis, they don't just conquer.  They prefer getting supporters in a victim's government to help them take over.  They did it with Rufus Shinra in FF-7, then when they tried to take over the Terran Federation, and now......"  Dale knew that his expression was paling as well, "they'll do it to the Combine.  And with the Coordinator of the Combine in their grasp, they can make him give them control."


     "My father would never give in to them!", Hohiro shouted in anger.


     "If they were torturing Omi, don't you think he would...."


     "We have to stop them!"  Victor allowed all pretense of control to slip away, getting in Dale's face.  "Take us to The Rack now!  We have to get her back!"


     "Dammit, we don't know the capabilities of the Himmler.  And I don't have the ships I'd need to pull it off in the face of Nazi resistance!"


     "I can't let them hurt her!"


     "Listen, Victor, even if they are torturing her as leverage against Theodore, they won't do to her what they did to Julie.  They tortured her for information, for sport even.  But treating Omi that brutally will only cause Theodore to refuse them in utter disgust and anger.  No, they'll be more careful with her, and that, that gives us time."


     "We don't have the time!  Please, I...."


     I know you love her, Victor, Dale said to him telepathically in an attempt to calm him down.  I know what it is like to see the woman I love mistreated by those monsters.  I lost a woman I cared for deeply, and our unborn child, to their sadism, and nearly lost Julie.  But rushing in without knowing anything about what they've got could get us killed, and trust me, that will do nothing for Omi but assure that her death will be very long, very painful, and very brutal.  Do you want that?!


     "You said something about needing ships."  Phelan pointed out the window.  "What about that?"


     All eyes looked out the window.  In orbit over Strana Mechty was the massive McKenna's Pride, the centuries old McKenna-class battleship that had served as the flagships of both Aleksandr and Nicholas Kerensky.  Barnes laughed.  "Are you kidding?  That old hunk-of-junk is too slow to be a match for a 


f$(#ing Berlin-class light cruiser, much less a f$#(ing Nazi superdreadnought."


     "But her weapons are nearly comparable to your's," Phelan retorted.  "Besides, aren't you the engineer?  You could reverse engineer your inertia-dampening systems on the thing, maybe even put a shield system on her."


     "Sure, give me a drydock and a week or so," Barnes groaned, rolling his eyes.


     "Well, Teddo," Dale began, noticing Barnes' expression turn red upon the use of the old and extremely hated childhood nickname, "if you can't do it, I can ask Zack to bring Scotty here."


     Barnes took a deep breath, as if to get his temper under control.  "Give me 48 hours, full schematics, two engineering teams, and as many Clan engineers as you can find me."


     "Make that 36 hours, and you have a deal."


     "Then let me get to work."


     "Jarod, get Zack and Susan in on this.  Spock, get in contact with ASFID and see if they can spare a Star Shadow to reconnitor that area, see how much we've got against us.  Julie, it's up to you to get everyone ready for combat.  Worf, I want all Star Marine teams on standby.  Let's do this, people."








     Andreys shifted in the bed, noticing that Dale was turned on his stomach and staring out the window at the stars.  "Something wrong?"  She got up beside him.


     "Sometimes I wonder if I am damned to fight the Nazis, for the rest of my life."  Dale turned his head to face her, putting a hand on her cheek.  "After everything they did to me, to Rebecca, to you, and it still seems we can't put an end to them."


     "We will one day.  Have a little faith."


     "I want to.  I feel for her, you know.  Omi, she's not military, she never asked to be put in the middle of this.  She won't be ready for what they might do to her."


     "I know."


     "Nobility, I've always hated it.  The idea that power comes from your blood and not your deeds.  But," Dale sighed, "nobles have to pay their own price.  And one of those, apparently, is the inability to be with those they love.  Meridina told me that two souls can be destined to be with each other for eternity.  She, at the time, felt we would be."


     "Really?"  Andreys kissed him on the cheek.  "What about me?"


     Dale laughed, shaking his head.  "No, it was not to be.  Those beings, those Controllers, they caused me to fall in love with her for some reason I haven't found out about.  The soul I'm thinking of is you, Julie."  He moved closer and began kissing her.  "I love you, and I don't understand why I couldn't tell you before.... before....."


     "Before they hurt me."  Andreys tried to restrain the memories, but partially failed.  "But that's behind us, right?  Can we move on?"


     "I hope so."  Dale sighed.  "And I hope the others will have the opportunity to......"








     The Ranger and Koenig both came into close formation with the Roddenberry, while the newly arrived U.S.S. Defiant and D.S.S. Kelley were helping the Clan Ghost Bear ships Ursa Major and White Fang burn in from the system's jump points.  As well, engineering teams from all of the ships, combined with many Clan technicians, were working feverishly to refit the McKenna's Pride with the systems it would need to keep up with the impending foe.  In the conference room on the Roddenberry, Sisko, Carrey, and Ivanova had joined them, with saKhan Aletha Kabrinski and ilKhan Lincoln Osis also in attendance.  "The Ghost Bear ships will serve to deploy troops to land on The Rack, and the fighter cover necessary to thwart anything the Extractors can put up.  The Defiant and the Koenig will keep them safe from any Nazi ships that try to hit them.  While this is happening, the Roddenberry will deploy Star Marine units and our own fighter squadrons to help fight off whatever we find there."


     "And the rest of the ships will be used to fight whatever warships they may have in the area.  A wise plan.  But how will we know where to look on the planet?"


     "I've ordered an Alliance intel ship to scan The Rack and find out where the Nazis are likely hiding.  Just as much, with White Star 27 shadowing the Himmler, we can find out exactly where they land.  This will help when we land your forces to take control."


     "How do we know they will not kill the prisoners when we attack?"


     "They won't have the chance, ilKhan.  That's what our Star Marines are for.  They'll infiltrate the place and make sure the Kuritas are safe."


     "How odd that the Ghost Bears are assisting a family we particularly despise," Kabrinski said.


     "There are a great many odd things about what's going on, saKhan," Dale answered.  "I'm sure the Narn and Centauri said the same thing when they became allies against the Dominion."


     "The key is to get there and take control of the planet's immediate area.  We don't know how many reinforcements they might call in."


     "I agree, Ben.  Field Marshall Kanolev is sending as many ships as the Red Starfleet can spare, and I've got Admiral Daresy to dispatch the Constitution, the William Stilson and her new battle group, and the Excalibur, but I'm not sure when they'll get here.  We have to be ready to take on everything they throw at us."  Dale stood.  "We're allies now, and it's time to prove it.  Let's go show the Nazis that we're not going to take their crap anymore."








     "You are a fool, Coordinator.  A very proud fool."


     For the first time, Omi screamed, Theodore forced to watch as they channeled electricity through her nearly nude body.  "You are filth!  You are less than filth!"


     "Please, Coordinator, flattery will get you nowhere."  The Dark Nazi sighed.  "You know, I knew a young woman like her once.  Very beautiful girl.  I was forced to watch as inhuman monsters tortured her to death.  I swore revenge.  Unfortunately, your Alliance allies didn't take too kindly to the idea of summary execution for those responsible.  If not for the Fourth Reich, I would never have the chance to get the revenge I crave."  He walked up to her.  "You are screaming.  That is a step in the right direction."


     "Fuehrer, we have arrived at the base.  King Morrison is waiting to see you."


     "Morrison?  The pirate butcher?"  Theodore scowled.  "Your kind deserve each other."


     "Hopper Morrison may be a cruel, sadistic butcher, but he does have a planet well out of range of the Inner Sphere, thus allowing us to have a staging area for our operations.  Of course, in return we have promised him his own fleet."  The Dark Nazi cackled.  "Although I doubt he will have much use for it.  Now, will you end your daughter's suffering and sign the agreement?"


     "No.  I will have your head displayed in Imperial City when this is over."


     "Your choice.  Continue."  He cackled as Omi struggled against her tritanium restraints.  "Does it hurt?  Why don't you beg your father to end your suffering?  Or perhaps I should myself?  With a thought I could close off your windpipe, or maybe your carotid artery....."


     "Nah, let her suffer."  Hopper Morrison appeared through the door, cackling.  "You have a pretty good setup here, boy."


     "I'm sure our interrogators will be pleased to here your praise of their work.  Now, is our facility ready?"


     "More than ready.  And I've got an entire company of my best MechWarriors protecting the place.  So," Morrison approached Omi, who was still squriming.  "What are you gonna do with the girl?"


     "That is for me to know," the Dark Nazi snapped.


     "I thought you said you'd be bringing back a bodyguard or two for my boys to deal with."


     "There were complications."


     "Well, when you're done with the lady, we'd like a crack at her."


     Theodore snarled at Morrison, while the Dark Nazi merely laughed.  "We shall see, Hopper.  Give our guest a rest, please."


     "Ja Fuehrer," his subordinate answered, turning the power back to minimal.  Omi stopped squirming, merely hanging against the restraints.  Hopper Morrison smiled evilly, putting a hand on her chin and lifting her head.  "Come on, you could do more to her than this."


     "The point is not to kill her, you fool, but to make her father realize the necessity to sign the agreement I have so carefully crafted for him."


     "I will not sign!"


     "Let me have her for an hour," Morrison growled, sneering, "and he'll be begging for you to let him sign.  In fact, let me bring her to my bedroom, heh heh heh....."  He pinched Omi's breast, causing her to spit on his face.  He returned the favor by hitting her with a right hook, breaking her nose and splitting her lip.


     "That will not be necessary," the Dark Nazi answered.  "I have no desire for you to rape her before torturing her to death."


     "I take back everything I said about you," Morrison grumbled.  "You're too soft....."


     Frowning, the Dark Nazi brought his index finger and thumb closer.  Morrison grabbed his throat, choking.  "Shut up, Morrison, or I will find a new partner.  Do you understand?"


     Morrison shook his head quickly, trying to breathe.  The Dark Nazi let go, allowing Morrison to regain his breath.  "Now get out of here."  Morrison scowled, slinking out of the room.  "Come, Coordinator, I will try to reason with you one final time.  I do not wish to have to put some of our more painful instruments to use on your daughter, but I will do what I must to secure your cooperation."  Two guards flanked Theodore, leading him out of the door.  The Dark Nazi briefly looked at Omi before closing the door.  "Enjoy your break, for I am sure your father will condemn you to more pain because of his pride."


     "I am ready," Omi gasped.


     "That I highly doubt."  The door closed, leaving Omi in darkness to contemplate her fate.








     Troi wasn't sure what she was going to say, but the instant she saw Victor staring out of the window in the crew lounge, watching the orb named Strana Mechty twirl slowly beneath them, she knew she had to say something.  "How are you doing?"


     "Fine, thank you very much," he answered coldly, not turning away.


     "Really?  You seem rather detached."


     "Please, do not go mucking around in my head," came another statement.  "I've had enough telepathy for one day."


     "I'm not a telepath," Troi said to him.  "I'm only empathic."


     "What's the difference?"


     "The difference?  I cannot read your mind, but I can detect your state of mind.  And your's has the kind of troubled feel that can turn an entire room cold."


     "Does it matter?"


     "Tell me, what has happened between you and Omi Kurita?"


     "Please, do not go into that subject right now.  I don't feel like it."


     "You should talk....."


     "I said not now!"


     Troi leaned back in her seat, partially stunned by his emotional response.  "You're not the only one who has fallen in love with someone out of their grasp, you know."


     "I don't care right now."  Victor turned his gaze back outside the window.


     "Don't care about what?"


     "Ma'am, I am getting very tired of this game.  Please do not push the subject any further."


     "Listen to me," Troi implored him, leaning forward.  "You want Omi back.  But pining here will not do anything for her, or for you."


     "What else am I supposed to do?"


     "Something constructive would be nice.  Something to get your mind off of what you're thinking about right now."


     Victor chuckled, almost as if he found her amusing.  "Just what am I thinking about?"


     "About what they might be doing to her.  And I also think you're wondering why you haven't been had the courage to follow your heart."


     "Follow my heart?  I have a duty to my people, and if that means staying away from Omi, then that's what I have to do."


     "No, that's not it."  Troi put a hand on the table.  "If you truly love her, if you want to be with her, then you have to take a chance."


     "The people of my realm will never hear for it."


     "Give them a chance, Victor," Troi said, finally raising her voice enough to hammer the point home.  "If your people respect you as much as you think they do, give them that chance.  Let them show their support or their opposition.  Explain why you're doing what you're doing.  Tell them how much you love her.  Let everyone know.  If you let this stay cooped up in your heart, it will kill you."


     "It's a moot point.  Omi might be dead.  Or we might fail."


     "Have some faith."  Troi stood up.  "That's all I have to say.  If you can't bring yourself to do what you know is necessary, perhaps you should just let Omi go and remain alone."  She stomped off.  Just as she went through the door, she sighed, "He's undecided."


     "You did your best," Kai replied.  "If only Victor would wake up."


     "The important thing is to get her back, in one piece."


     "That is our job."  Kai rubbed his knuckle.  "And we'll do it."








     "So, are you angry at your father yet?"


     Omi's solitude was disturbed by Tatsui Kurita, who locked the door behind her.  "You look terrible.  Now you see why I have done what I have."


     "What you have done is wrong, Tatsui," Omi answered.  "You think of these people as your friends, yet they will surely betray you."


     "I think not.  Their leader and I, we see eye to eye.  We both understand each others' need for revenge.  He wants revenge against those who murdered the girl he loved, and I want revenge for my father's needless death."  Tatsui shook her head.  "How does it feel to be humiliated, Omi?  To be degraded like you have.  Strung up to a wall, tortured, and left to hang there without anything on outside of a pitiful little loincloth?  I pity you."


     "Then why do you let them do this?"


     "Because of your father.  Omi, make your father understand what you're going through.  Convince him to let me take over the Combine.  I can lead our people into a new golden era of peace and prosperity."


     "You will be nothing but a puppet," Omi reminded Tatsui.  "They will control you."


     "Maybe a little.  But it will be a small price to pay to bring peace to the people of the Combine.  And liberation, liberation from the dated ideals that force you to endure such harsh conditions over foolish ideals  like family honor."


     "I endure these things because I choose to.  My father has nothing to do with it.  If you were not blinded by your hate, you would have seen the changes he has made to the Combine."


     "They are not enough."  Tatsui frowned.  "Omi, if you're correct about the changes, show me a sign of those changes."


     Omi swallowed.  "A sign of change?  There is a sign of change.  My brother's friendship with Victor Steiner-Davion and Kai Allard-Liao, two people who would be our enemies if not for change."


     "An alliance of convenience due to the Clans.  I want more."


     "Then you have this: I am in love with Victor Steiner-Davion."


     Tatsui laughed in her face.  "What do you take me for?!  An idiot?"


     "It is true.  I love him."


     "Then why do you not admit this to the others?  Why do you not tell him?"


     "Victor knows."


     "Has he made love to you yet then?"


     "No."


     "Then what good is it to love him?!"  Tatsui shook her head.  "Let me guess, he is afraid of dishonoring you, right?"


     "That has nothing to do with it.  Victor's work with the Star League needs his people's support.  If he asks for my hand in marraige, then his people will think he's betraying them to my father."  Omi swallowed.  "I love him too much to ask that of him."


     "Bah!"  Tatsui shook her head.  "You're all fools.  All you've done is reassure me of what I'm doing.  I really do pity you, Omi.  Your own idiotic need to save face for your father is going to earn you pain you never thought possible."  Tatsui slammed the door behind her.  All Omi could do was watch her leave, then bow her head in silence and pray that somewhere, a god existed that would help her and her father.








     "The Whisper just reported in," Dale began, having re-assembled the other commanders.  "They've located a heavily fortified Nazi base on The Rack, and apparently Hopper Morrison has a company of BattleMechs protecting the place."


     "A company isn't much, and Morrison only has Star League vintage machines or Succession War era 'Mechs."  Phelan cracked his knuckles.  "We have enough might to paste them."


     "Well, there is a problem."  Dale zoomed in on the base.  "There is a shield dome protecting the base from orbital bombardment or transports.  We'll need someone to go in and take out the shield generator here."  Dale pressed a button to mark the generator.  "There are two ways under the dome.  One is a small 'valley' in the hills outside of the base.  Unfortunately, that is where they've got their 'Mechs stationed.  The second is a deep river canyon which is protected by missile and laser emplacements.  It would be virtually impossible for any of your aerospace fighters to get through it, but our fighters could."


     "We only have three atmosphere capable fighters on board, though," Andreys moaned.  "We haven't had the new StarViper-Ds show up yet.  We only have those three StarViper-Cs."


     "Well, if we have three good pilots that can handle it, we'll have a better chance of getting that thing down without nuking the entire area.  Lieutenant Commander McCray, of course.  And we'll have to find two others."


     "I'll volunteer," Carrey offered.  "And Carmen is one hell of a pilot too."


     "Anyone have any other suggestions?"  When none were given, he nodded.  "Very well, we'll let Zack and Carmen fly the other two.  What about hitting their 'Mech company at the same time?"


     "We'll send in an Assault Trinary," Phelan answered.  "I'll take it down, if it's okay with Khan Aletha?"


     "It is fine with me," the Ghost Bear Khan replied.


     "I'll go too," Kai offered.


     "What about you two?"  Dale turned to Victor and Hohiro.


     They exchanged looks.  "We'd rather go down with the Star Marines.  To make sure Omi is fine."


     "Your choice.  Have Lieutenant Jarke show you the equipment you'll be using when we're finished.  Is this settled then?"  Dale was answered by nods.  "They're almost done modifying the McKenna's Pride.  When they finish, we jump for The Rack.  Everyone needs to be ready."








     "I was hoping it would not come to this, Coordinator Kurita."  The Dark Nazi stood, with Tatsui Kurita and Hopper Morrison each on one side.  In front of them, Omi was stretched out on a table.  "So far, your daughter's pain has been managable.  Not severe enough to cause permenant injury.  This will change all that.  This machine will not only dislocate her joints, but will attack critical nerve centers in her body, such as her various pressure points, the toes, the fingers, nipples, and on."  The Dark Nazi stepped up to the machine's controls.  "Will you sign the treaty?"


     "No?"


     "Theodore, do not be a fool!"  Tatsui grabbed his arm.  "Is your daughter not precious to you?  Do you not love her?"


     Theodore swallowed.  "I love Omiko with all my heart.  I would give anything to her that she desired.  I would even give her hand in marraige to the man she truly loves, without asking anything of him, because it would bring her happiness.  There is nothing I would do to harm her.  But what you are asking me to do, I cannot do.  For one, I do not trust you, and I am quite certain you would hand Omiko over to Morrison and his butchers the instant I signed such a treaty.  Also, I cannot allow your evil to spread.  If she dies from this, it will be on your heads, and I swear to you by all that is just and righteous in this universe, I will see justice done.  I will see your heads displayed on pikes in Imperial City, to let all of the Combine know the sacrifice that Omi gave for them.  I will see your precious Reich crushed."


     The Dark Nazi frowned, placing his hand on the lever to turn on the machine.  "I think not, Coord....."


     "Mein Fuehrer!!!!"  A Nazi soldier ran in.  "There are jump points opening in system!!!!  We are detecting multiple contacts!!!"


     "Put them on the viewer!!!"  The Dark Nazi looked at a monitor on the wall, which activated to show the orbital space around The Rack.  Rainbow-colored jump point vortexes closed, with a small squadron of warships emerging.  Three were of MWB-32 make, while two more were either Alliance Valiant-class ships or Federation Defiant-class.  There was an extra Alliance Liberty-class battlecruiser, and an Enterprise-class ship.  The Dark Nazi snarled when he recognized the massive Roddenberry leading the fleet, already beginning to launch fighters.  "Dale," he hissed.  "Recall the Himmler and it's escorts!", he ordered the soldier.


     "Omiko!  Help has come!", Theodore shouted to his daughter, trying to boost her spirits.


     The Dark Nazi turned and threw Theodore away with the power of the Dark Side.  "Fool!  They are too late for your precious Omiko!"  With that he threw the level to near the top.  Omi's immediate response was a bloodcurdling scream as the agonizers came alive, delivering what amounted to neurological fire to her nervous systems.  Nearly silent rotors activated, pulling her legs and arms like the infamous torture machine of the planet they were on.  Theodore scrambled to his feet, but before he could run toward her guards grabbed him.  "No!!!"








     "Launching fighters now!", Worf reported.  "Ursa Major and White Fang are deploying fighters and DropShips!"


     "Keep an eye out for the Himmler!"  Dale watched the gray rock that was The Rack twirl on the monitor.  "Watch for surface defense guns while you're at it!"


     "Sending launch order to Lieutenant Commander McCray and the others now, sir," Data reported.  "Wait, sir!  I have detected a force of fifteen Nazi warships inbound at Warp 9.374!  They will be in weapons range in approximentally fifteen minutes!"


     "Robby?  Robby, is something...."


     Lyta drew in a breath.  "I feel something....."


     Schala nodded in agreement.  "I feel it too."


     "There is someone down there, someone with incredible Force power," Dale said softly.  "Tell Zack to hurry his ass up!  We need that shield taken down, and taken down now!"








     Carrey felt the familiar buzz of nearly sonic speed as his StarViper dropped to 200 feet above the river canyon floor.  "Stay sharp now!  We have to get under that dome and hit that shield generator!  Prepare to slow to 400 KmPH on my mark!"


     "Oxygen masks on!"


     Carrey looked to his right at Sasha McCray, the saucy former Marine Corps aviator turned starfighter pilot with short black hair and a hardass attitude.  "You heard her Carmen!"  He watched the canyon's defense systems try to lock on and fail due to their speed.


     "I haven't done this since I was in the Academy," Ibanez laughed.


     "Eyes front, Barbie Doll," McCray barked.  "We're reaching shield dome perimeter in five, four, three, two, one!"  Overhead, a blue shield dome went by.  "Climb!"


     Carrey pulled back on the stick, lifting his fighter out of the canyon.  Missiles flied by as the SRM and LRM batteries along the canyon wall tryed to hit them.  "Woohoo!"


     "I've got the shield generator up ahead, one o'clock!  I'll have a weapons lock in twenty seconds!"


     "Bogey at nine o'clock," McCray shouted.  "I've got a Ratzi Focke-Wulf 2K at nine o'clock!"


     "It's all your's, Commander," Carrey ordered.  "Carmen, stay on target.  I've got your six."


     "Roger that Captain," McCray answered, breaking off.  "But I don't have room to dogfight with that damned shield dome!"


     "Do your best, Sasha.  Carmen, pick it up!  We've gotta get that shield down!"


     "I'm entering range!"  Ibanez watched her missile targeting system crosshairs turn to red over the shield dome structure.  "Firing now!"  A pair of missiles left the launcher under her fuselage.  They hit the shield dome generator, exploding but not having the destructive effect she had intended.  "Damn, the thing's armored!"


     "Hit it with everything you've got!"


     "Switching to quantum interceptor cannons."  Ibanez flipped a switch, then lined up her crosshairs on the target.  She pulled the trigger on her flightstick, causing multiple blue-white sparks to begin firing.  They started tearing through the structure, damaging it.  She flew over the generator.  "Damn, I'll have to make another pass!"


     "Don't bother!  I've got a shot!"  Carrey fired a pair of his own missiles.  The missiles tore into the generator, and destroyed it.  "The shield is down!  This is Striker One to Roddenberry, the shield dome is down!"


     "Good going Zack.  You can break off now."


     "Nah.  The Nazis have a squadron of FW 2Ks down here.  I want some kills.  Carmen, you're on my wing.  Let's go get some Ratzis!"  Carrey pulled up to gain altitude.  "We've got three Focke-Wulf's ahead.  They're outside their weapon range, but inside our's.  Locking missiles on Bogey 2!"


     "I've got Bogey 3!"


     "Fox One!"  Carrey fired another missile.  It streaked through the air, twisting and striking the Nazi fighter on the wing, blowing it clearly off.  The fighter spiraled downward into the ground.  "Gotcha!"


     "Dammit, he spoofed my missile," Ibanez cursed, watching the Nazi ace pull away from her missile.  "He's mine!"


     "I've got the last one!"  Carrey put his shields to full, allowing him to take the disruptor beam that his opponent fired without damage.  This allowed him to draw within pulse phaser cannon range.  The enemy fighter pulled up, prompting Carrey to do the same.  Don't be stupid, Nazi boy.  Those things can't handle as many Gs as a StarViper can.  I've got the inertial dampners, you don't!  Finally the Nazi fighter seemed to level off, allowing Carrey put him squarely in his sights.  "Eat this!"  His pulse phaser cannons fired away, bursts of phaser energy tearing through the Nazi Focke-Wulf 2000 and bringing it down.


     "See you later asshole," McCray hissed, watching the charred remains of her target plummet to the ground.


     "There are more Nazi fighters taking off, Zack," Ibanez said, finishing off her target and returning to stable flight.  "They're going after the Clan DropShips!"


     "This is Striker One to Clan DropShips, hold steady.  The calvary is on the way!"  Carrey went to maximum throttle, going to supersonic speeds to catch up to his opponents.








     "Jarod, you're in command.  The instant we beam down, put up the shields and hold out against that ship."


     "Julie!"  Dale turned from the turbolift door.  "Julie, you have to stay....."


     "I'm going," she replied defiantly.  "Now hurry up."


     Without time, Dale followed her into the turbolift, where Victor, Hohiro, Lyta, and Schala were already waiting.  "Deck 3."  The turbolift went down a couple of levels, where they got off.  They broke into a jog on the way to the transporter room, where Jarke and the Star Marines waited.  Jarke handed Andreys, Victor, and Hohiro photon rifles, PCDs, and PFFs, then offered a set to Dale, Lyta, and Schala, who refused them.  "I don't need those.  Let's get down there."


     Without a word, they all stepped on the large transporter pad.  "Sure you want to do this, Victor?  You've never been beamed before, remember?"


     "If it helps get Omi back, I don't give a damn."


     "And you Hohiro?"


     "I do not fear this thing.  Now let's hurry up!"


     Dale nodded.  "Energize."


     The familiar tingling of the transporter effect filled his body, and a few moments later they reappeared in a corridor.  "Full life form sweep," Dale ordered.  "And keep an eye on their power.  If they have an active interrogation room, it'll be sucking juice from the power grid."


     "Yes sir!  Squad 1, take point!  Squad 2, cover the rear!  Squad 3, stand ready!  Let's move it!"  Jarke brought his photon rifle into a ready position and followed the five Star Marines of Squad 1 down the corridor.


     "Lyta, Schala, Julie, follow them and help them out."  Dale took off his uniform jacket, revealing his Jedi robe.  "I've got some business to attend to."


     "What business?"


     "There is someone here, Julie.  I recognize this presence.  It's the same Dark Jedi who attacked me on that Drakh cruiser a month ago.  He's here, and I aim to find him."  He gave Andreys a kiss.  "Hurry up and help the others."


     "Good luck Robby."


     "Good luck to you too."  With that, Dale went off in another direction.


     "Let's catch up to the others."  Andreys held up her photon rifle, and led Lyta and Schala away.








     The Dark Nazi turned away from the Kuritas and Hopper Morrison.  "Morrison, the girl is your's.  I have something to attend to....."  With that, he left the room.








     "The Nazi superdreadnought is coming out of warp with her escorts!  Reading two Bismarck-class, one Stalingrad-class, four Sedan-class, four Berlin-class, and three Tannenburg-class ships!"  Worf held on to the main tactical board as the Himmler fired one of it's super disruptor batteries, six large disruptor beams slamming into the Roddenberry's shields.


     Jarod held on, Picard sitting beside him acting as his unofficial advisor.  "Tom, bring us on our side.  Prepare for full broadside."


     "Sir, should we not...."


     Data's console began beeping wildly.  "Picking up power surge from Nazi superdreadnought.  They are firing their superlaser assembly."


     The port on the front began flowing, then fired a massive green beam.  The green beam cut into the Ursa Major, destroying the 1.1km Nightlord-class battleship in one shot.  "Dammit!"  Jarod watched the explosion exhaust itself in the vacuum of space.  "Can we fire the anti-hypermatter cannon on that thing?!"


     "That is not recommended, sir," Data answered.  "The Nazi ship is projecting a field of metaphasic particles around itself.  Any use of interphasic weaponry would result in an overload of the weapon systems on the ship that fires."


     "Damn."  Jarod sat back in his chair.  "We'll have to do this without the interphasic weapons, then.  Concentrate fire on the escorts first, so we can bring that McKenna's weapons to bear!"


     The space battle turned into a melee.  The Kelley went nose to nose with the Stalingrad-class ship, tearing through it with it's massive pulse phaser cannon batteries.  It turned those batteries to one of the Bismarck-class battleships, firing on it as well.  The White Fang and McKenna's Pride focused their firepower on an incoming Nazi Sedan-class ship.  The Koenig and Defiant took to hammering the Nazi cruisers and scouts, while the Ranger joined in on attacking the ships protecting the Himmler.  The flash of a neutron cannon brought the death of one of the Tannenburg-class raider/scouts as White Star 27 joined the fray.  "Estimate ten minutes until the Nazi superdreadnought powers up for another superlaser blast," Data reported.


     "We've got ten minutes to get that metaphasic field down!  Data, scan the surface to look for the emitter array!  And be quick about it!"


     "Aye sir," Data replied.








     "Let her go!"  Theodore struggled against the guards holding him back.


     "Why should we?"  Morrison laughed.  "You know, this is funny.  I have the Coordinator of the Draconis Combine here, at my mercy.  I could ask for anything I want."


     "Don't be a fool!  Tatsui, reason with him!  These Nazis, they're going to betray you!  Both of you!"


     "I care little for your wild claims," Tatsui snarled.


     "You know, I find your daughter's pain delicious.  She actually looks quite," Morrison smiled evilly, "sexually attractive when she's like that.  Let's see what happens if we turn up the heat...."  Morrison slid the  lever up, increasing the power being sent into the machines.  Omi stopped screaming, unable to breathe because of the constriction in her diaphragm.


     "Tatsui, stop him!  If you love your father's memory, save Omi!"


     "Make me want to, Theodore.  Give me the Dragon's Throne."


     "I don't think so!"  Morrison drew a gun.  "We're going to play a little game, Coordinator.  It's called 'Watch the poor young woman suffocate'!"


     "You scum!  If I had my katana....."


     "Keep them busy," Tatsui ordered him, "while I go off and see what our friend is doing."  She walked out the door.


     "Ooh, all these buttons.  Here's an interesting one."  Morrison cackled.  "How about we cause your daughter's brain to fry?  That sound good to you?  Fried brain a la Omi Kurita?"


     The door flew open, Jarke leading his Star Marines into the room.  The guards holding back Theodore Kurita let him go, going for their weapons.  Theodore jumped out of the way as the Star Marines opened fire, killing both guards.  Hohiro and Victor entered next.  "Omi!!!!"


     Jarke walked to the controls for the agonizer machine.  Morrison went to draw his gun, but was unable to get to it in time before Jarke got up close.  "There are times I'd like to take people like you and break every bone in your body," the large man growled.  "But I'd rather see you dragged in front of a war crimes tribunal."  Jarke punched Morrison, sending him flying.  He grabbed the lever and pulled it down to the off position.


     Victor was the first to get to Omi, trying to get her wrists freed.  Hohiro almost ripped the ankle restraints off before undoing her left hand.  Victor finished her right and picked her up.  "What did they do to you?"


     "Nothing.  Nothing that could harm me."  Omi felt limp in his arms.  "But, I cannot move."


     "When we get her back up to the Roddenberry, I'm sure Doctor Bashir will take good care of her."


     "Ha!"  Morrison struggled to his feet.  "What are you gonna do, drag me in front of some stupid court?  You don't frighten me, you yellow....."


     Almost out of respect, Victor handed Omi's limp body to her father.  He kissed her lightly on the lips, then turned to Morrison.  "You know that my sister has a price on your head?"


     "So?  None of you have the balls to collect!"  Morrison laughed histerically.  "You have a thing for that girl, don't you?  I find her pretty attractice too.  I mean, she's got a nice ass, some real good tits.  I even got a hand on 'em, just for fun.  Bitch spit at me, so I broke her nose for it.  Gotta keep these women in line...."  Morrison merely laughed again when Victor pulled out the phaser that he had been given.  "What are you gonna do with that, huh?  You know what I did to her?  That Nazi, he just put her on medium fry.  Me, I turned her up.  I thought she looked hot, being stretched out like that y'know.  Yeah, ha ha ha!"  Morrison chuckled at Victor's expression.  "You really feel for that girl?  A Davion loving a Kurita?  Damn, hell just froze over didn't it?!"


     Victor shrugged, seeming eerily calm.  "Well, you're about to find out."  He pressed the trigger.  The phaser fired, an orange beam striking Morrison and barely giving him a moment to register his fate before the phaser's effect took his body apart at the molecular level.


     "His death was took quick," Hohiro lamented.


     "Well, it was better than having him brag to a court about what he did to Omi."


     The door opened again, this time admitting Tatsui Kurita wielding a disruptor rifle.  She fired at one of the Star Marines, taking him down before the others could react.  "No!  I will not be denied rule of the Combine!"


     "Tatsui, listen to reason!  Your allies, they are gone!  Morrison is dead!"  Theodore tried to approach her, but all she did was hold the weapon toward him.


     "Yo, we got some contacts coming from the other way!  A couple dozen or more."


     "You are trapped here," Tatsui gloated.  "You are all my prisoners."


     "What the blazin' hell?  Those contacts are goin' down fast!  Down to a dozen, no, eight, wait, two.  And they're gone!"


     The other Star Marines lifted their weapons toward Tatsui, who slinked back toward the door.  Suddenly the door flew open, Schala, Lyta, and Andreys coming through.  "We took down some pirates and Nazis, but they've got more coming."  Andreys reloaded her empty photon rifle with a new charge clip.  "There's a nice place to set up a crossfire."


     "I won't let any of you leave here!  Not until he gives me the Combine!"


     "The Combine will never be your's, you bitch," Hohiro growled, picking up the rifle he had been given.


     "Put down that gun and fight me like a man," Tatsui challenged him, putting her rifle on the ground.


     "Hohiro, we do not have time for this!"


     Hohiro ignored his father, moving toward Tatsui.  Tatsui deflected his first blow, delivering a flurry of blows to his stomach then finishing up with a punishing roundhouse kick that send Hohiro sprawling.  Jarke looked out the door and began firing.  "We've got some company outside.  Just shoot the bitch and let's go!"


     "If you shoot me, Omi and Theodore die," Tatsui threatened, lifting her disruptor rifle back up and pointing the barrel at them.  "This weapon is powerful enough to vaporize them both in the same shot."


     "You want someone to fight," Andreys started, throwing her rifle to Theodore, "you fight me."


     "Captain!"


     "Schala, Lyta, go with them and help them out, then find Robby.  Jarke, I'm trusting you to get them to beamout, or if something happens topside, to one of the Nazi jumpdrive-carrying shuttles."  Andreys took off her uniform jacket and trousers, down to her typical blue shorts and white tank top shirt.


     "Yes ma'am!  Squad 1, watch the others.  Squads 2 and 3, lay out covering fire so we can get out!  Move!  Move!  Move!"  Jarke fired another burst of photon fire out the door, the Marines of Squad 1 getting out with the Kuritas, Victor, Lyta, and Schala, while Squads 2 and 3 helped Jarke give covering fire before getting out themselves.


     "You think you're that good, don't you?"  Tatsui took off her own jacket, stripping down to the tight sports bra-like garment she wore underneath.  "You should remember that when I snap your neck!"


     Andreys eased into a defensive stance.  "Then stop gabbing and start hitting."


     Tatsui snarled, and leapt into the air for a flying kick.  Andreys rolled under her, and caught her when she came down with kick to the knee.  Tatsui stumbled, allowing Andreys to get to her feet before the enraged woman came at her again.  The first pair of kicks and punches were blocked, but Tatsui managed to connect with a kick that hit Andreys in the stomach and sent her flying back.  Without a word, Andreys got to her feet, blocking a couple more attacks before landing a punch on Tatsui's shoulder blade.  She followed up by jumping into the air a couple feet and delivering a kick that sent Tatsui back into the agonizer table.  Tatsui rolled back onto her feet, re-adopting a fighting stance and moving in again to attack.  She was more careful this time, not attacking with the same aggressiveness as before.  Her blows were blocked one by one, but this time when Andreys went to hit again, she brought her leg up in a roundhouse kick that hit Andreys in the jaw and sent her to the ground.  Andreys tried to get up, but Tatsui kicked her again, causing her to fall onto her back.  Tatsui put her foot on Andreys' throat, but before she could try to gloat Andreys brought her leg up and hit Tatsui in the back.  Tatsui lost her footing, crashing to the floor.  Andreys jumped to her feet at the same time as Tatsui, and quickly grabbed the initative.  She threw several punches at Tatsui, connecting a couple of times on her stomach before bringing her leg up and knocking Tatsui back with a kick to the chest.  She leapt again just as Tatsui began to recover, both feet connecting with Tatsui and sending her flying back into and then over the table.  Andreys landed on her back, leaping back up just as Tatsui got up.  Tatsui jumped on top of the table and leapt off, catching Andreys before she could react.  Both crashed to the floor.  Andreys got up first, and just as Tatsui went to get up she kicked her in the chin.  Tatsui flew into another table.  She grabbed one of the scalpel-like objects on the table, grinning evilly as she advanced on Andreys with the weapon.  "Bad move, girl."


     "Come and get me with the damned thing, then," Andreys hissed.








     Dale strolled into what looked to be a large chamber, with a dome roof on top that could open to the outside.  "I was wondering where I would find you."


     The Dark Nazi stood at the other end of the room, his unactivated lightsaber hilt in his hand.  "So you seek death?"


     "No more than you seek it by coming here to confront me.  Tell me, if you're not from STW-43, how did you get trained in the Dark Side?"


     "That is for me to know," the Dark Nazi suddenly grinned evilly, "and for you to find out.  Even if you manage to defeat me, you will not defeat us.  We grow stronger with each passing day."


     "I will defeat you.  The Reich is struggling against itself.  Only the greater threat of the Dominion prevents me from having you hunted down and exterminated."


     "Perhaps."  The Dark Nazi laughed. "Or maybe, just maybe, we're leading you on."


     "I've considered that.  But seeing just how uncoordinated your activities have been, I'm sure you're just bluffing."


     "Then look into my mind, and find out for yourself."


     "So you can attack my mind while my back is turned?  I think not."  Dale took a standard fighting stance, turning on his lightsaber.  "Are you going to talk all day, or are you going to settle this?"


     "You are eager to die."  The Dark Nazi flipped on his lightsaber as well, and went at Dale.  Dale blocked his attacks, blue striking red as the two began their fight in earnest.








     "We have five minutes before that thing fires again."  Jarod watched the last heavy Nazi warship explode under a dozen NPPC blasts from the McKenna's Pride.  "Data, have you located the emitter array?!"


     "Yes.  It is protected by a secondary layer of shields, with four heavy disruptor batteries surrounding it."


     "What about neutron torpedoes?"


     "No can do, Tom.  The metaphasic particle field protects that SOB from them as well."  Jarod thought for a moment.  "Could we overwhelm their shields and hit the array?"


     "Considering the regenerative nature of reverse-engineered Imperial shielding that they are employing, I would think not.  At most, we could overload their particle shield, but their heavy disruptor cannons could easily stop any solar or quantum torpedo we fire."


     "It's a start!  Focus firepower on that section of their shields!"


     The Roddenberry and Ranger both opened up with solar torpedoes and pulse phaser cannons, hammering the area of shielding that Data had indicated.  The Kelley focused it's firepower there as well, and White Star 27 broke off from attacking one of the remaining cruisers to hit with it's own weapons.  "A small hole is forming in the particle shielding," Data reported.  "We could attempt a....."


     A disruptor beam clipped White Star 27's starboard nacelle, causing it to begin to spiral uncontrollably toward the Himmler.  "Montoya, break off!"


     "Too late!", came the answer.  "Entil'zha veni!  In Valen's name!"


    The White Star crashed into the emitter array, both being destroyed in the resulting explosion.  The metaphasic field around the ship collapsed.  "Field is gone, Commander!"


     "Tell everyone to clear out!"  Jarod turned to Worf.  "Worf, divert power to the cannon now!"


     "Diverting power now!"


     "Fire!"


     The cannon began glowing, lighting up the nearby hull before a massive beam tore through the Himmler, striking the solar ionization reactor at it's core.  The Himmler began coming apart from the inside out, resulting in a catastrophic explosion that wiped out the remaining Nazi cruisers that had tried to stop the White Star and damaged both the Ranger and the Kelley.  Cheering broke out on the bridge.  "Send a message down to the surface.  Tell them to....."


     "Sir, that Sedan, what the hell is it...."


     The Nazi medium cruiser that had bypassed them turned it's disruptors to the surface of the planet, and fired one volley.  Quickly the Koenig and Defiant leapt upon it, finishing off the damaged vessel before it could fire again.  "What did it do?!"


     "It hit the regulators on the fusion reactor powering their base, sir!  It's going to go critical!!!!"








     The first hit knocked Dale and the Dark Nazi to the ground.  "What the hell?!"


     "My men are following their orders."  The Dark Nazi smirked as he got to his feet.  "Somehow your ship destroyed the Himmler, and now they will level this place to the...."


     A piece of the building's structure tore off the dome above them due to the tremors from the disruptor hits, landing on the Dark Nazi and knocking him out cold.  Dale ran over to him.  He knew the man was still alive, so he made the decision to bring him up with him.  "Luke should know what to do with you."  He reached for his communicator.  "Dale to Roddenberry, two to beam up into sickbay."


     Another chunk of the dome was ripped off by a subsequent ammo explosion from one of the base's armories, but before it could crush them both, they were snatched away by the transporter.








     "Urgh!"  Andreys kicked Tatsui away from her, then touched the area on her right arm where Tatsui had left a deep cut with the scalpel she was wielding.


     Tatsui took a moment to regain her balance, then rushed at Andreys again.  Andreys rolled away from her, bringing her arm up just in time to stop Tatsu from digging the scalpel in her shoulder.  She chopped Tatsui in the stomach with her free arm, then wheeled around and delivered a roundhouse kick to her neck.  Tatsui fell over, starting to get up.  "Put that thing down," Andreys said to her.  "You might hurt yourself."  Andreys went over to try to wrench it from her grasp.


     Tatsui suddenly reached out and plunged the scalpel into Andrey's right thigh.  Andreys yelped, falling over and grabbing the wound.  She tried to get up, but the scalpel had gone deep, and her damaged muscle refused to move.  Tatsui kicked her in the stomach, causing her to roll on her side, then knelt over her, murder in her icey blue eyes.  "You were good," Tatsui admitted.  "But not good enough.  Let's see how well you talk when you drown in your own blood."  She brought scalpel close to Andreys' throat.  Instinctively, Andreys brought her uninjured leg up, knocking Tatsui off balance.  Instead of getting her throat, Tatsui accidentally drove the scalpel in Andreys' left shoulder.  Andreys screeched, but had the sense of mind to punch Tatsui with her good arm and knock her off.  Andreys struggled to her feet, unable to fully use her left arm.  Tatsui came back at her again, her face contorted with rage.  She aimed for Andreys' heart as she lunged again.  Andreys dropped to the floor to avoid her, allowing her to fall over the agonizer table.  Andreys got back to her feet, noticing that Tatsui had accidentally jabbed herself in the stomach with the scalpel.  "I told you that you would hurt yourself," Andreys rasped.


     Tatsui ripped the scalpel out, letting the blood flow freely.  "I grow tired of playing with you!"  She jumped over the table, crashing into Andreys' and knocking her down.  "Let's see what color your heart is!"  She jabbed Andreys' in the chest near where her heart would be.  Andreys screamed, grabbing Tatsui's scalpel hand.  "I always wanted to be surgeon.  Now hold still!"  Using her free hand, Tatsui hit Andreys with a hard left hook, causing her grip on the scalpel to slacken.  Tatsui ripped the scalpel out of Andreys' chest, preparing to bring it back down on her.


     The sound of a photon rifle discharge interrupted them.  A white spark slammed into Tatsui's chest, throwing her backward into the agonizer table.  The snap that sounded when her head came down on the edge of the table was all that Andreys needed to know that her neck was broken.  Andreys tried to get to her feet, blood running down her tank top and her left arm from where Tatsui had stabbed her.


     "Here, use this."  Victor picked up the uniform jacket she had discarded.  He held it against her chest wound.  "We've got to get out of here.  Someone knocked out the fusion reactors and they're about to go critical."


     "I can't move," Andreys groaned.  "Go, save yourself."


     "Are you kidding?"  Victor threw the photon rifle aside and put her right arm over his neck.  "You helped save Omi.  I think the least I could do is save you."


     "Did Jarke, did he give you a communicator?"


     "No."


     "Dammit.  That bitch broke mine."  She sighed.  "Looks like we're stuck here."


     "No, you're not."  Jarke emerged from the smoke of one of the armory explosions.  "Jarke to Roddenberry, three to beam up!"


     A terrible explosion blew out their ear drums, and they turned to see an expanding wall of flame moving rapidly toward them.  Fortunately for them, the Roddenberry's transporter won the race.








     The Roddenberry was racing at warp speed toward Luthien.  A group of people have gathered in sickbay, where the injured Star Marine, Andreys, and Omi were all recuperating.  Apart from them, the Dark Nazi was restrained to a bed, sedated.  Bashir went over to Omi and her family first.  "She'll be fine," he assured them.  "She didn't go through a lot, not compared to what they put Julia through.  Within a week or so, she should be one hundred percent."


     "Can our doctors finish caring for her?"


     "Yes Coordinator.  Although I'm still running her bloodwork and other tests for illnesses she may have contracted during her imprisonment, all she needs is plenty of liquids, some nutrition, and everything will be perfectly all right."


     "Thank you, Doctor," Hohiro said respectfully.


     "No thanks are required.  Now, on to you...."  Bashir stood over Andreys, who was still feeling the cut areas where Bashir's assistant had repaired her wounds with a tissue regenerator.  "You look like you got in a fight with a blender."


     "No smartass remarks, Julian," Andreys snapped.  "Just let me know when I can go."


     "You can go now.  I'm sure Robert is waiting for you."


     "I am, but that's an entirely different matter," Dale said from behind them, having entered the door.


     "Where is Victor?  I wanted to thank him for saving my bacon like that."


     "Sleeping," Dale answered.  "With Omi safe and the job done, I had him go take a rest.  Bashir, how long will those sedatives keep him out?"


     Bashir laughed.  "Give it eight or so hours.  Speaking of sleep, I think we should clear this area of sickbay, and let Miss Kurita have some rest of her own.  She's been through quite an ordeal."


     "Let them have a few more minutes with her," Dale replied.  "She could have been killed by Morrison."


     "I really think she should get some sleep," Bashir insisted.


     "If you...."


     The door slid open, and both Troi and Picard came in.  "I came to see if....."


     "See if what, Captain?"  Dale noticed that each had set their eyes on the sedated Dark Nazi, and subsequently froze.


     "Mon Dieu.  How did he get here?"


     "My God, it's....."  Troi got close to him, but was stopped by the larger-than-normal forcefield.


     "It's the Dark Jedi who's been fighting with the Nazis.  How do you know him?"


     "It's Wesley," Picard answered him.  "It's Beverly's son Wesley!"


     "Are you sure?"


     "I helped him get into Starfleet Academy.  I should know him."


     Dale scratched his chin.  "Well, things are certainly getting interesting."


     His communicator beeped.  Dale rolled his eyes before pressing it.  "Dale here.  Now what?"


     Data was on the other end.  "Sir, I have been analyzing the computer core we recovered from one of the adrift Nazi warships, trying to recover data that could be utilized by Alliance and Starfleet Intelligence.  I have discovered how the Nazis were able to abduct the Kuritas without being detected by the scanning....."


     "Can this wait, Data?"


     "If you wish to act on this, we must change course within fifteen minutes to get to Tharkad before the official report on the battle at The Rack is released."


     "Then tell me now."  The Kuritas drew a little closer, as did Andreys and Picard.


     "According to their computer records, the Nazis had someone working for them in the highest level of Lyran government, who arranged for a test to be run on the system's scanners during the time that the Nazis abducted the Kuritas, thus leaving a gap in their scanning......"


     "Data, just tell me who it was."


     "Archon Katrina Steiner."


     Theodore's fists clenched, while Hohiro frowned.  Picard and Dale exchanged glances.  "Looks like Victor isn't going to get as much sleep as I hoped.  We have to get there before the report goes out and Katrina can fabricate a story or find a subordinate to pin it on.  Data, go to maximum warp."


     "Aye sir."


     "Minister, if you don't mind," Troi pulled up a chair, "I'd like to be here with Wesley.  To see if I can sense his thoughts and find out why he's like this now?"


     "Sorry, but Wesley is under sedation.  He's a powerful Dark Side user, albeit an apprentice.  He won't be waking up."


     "You said something about people who go to this 'Dark Side' due to feelings of intense rage.  What could prompt Wesley to get such feelings of hate and rage?"


     "I think.... I think I know."


     Picard, Troi, and Dale all turned to Omi.  "While they were holding me, the woman, Tatsui, she told me that he wanted revenge, revenge for the murder of a young girl he was in love with."


     "He told me that he was forced to watch a girl tortured and murdered," Theodore added.  "Perhaps this is the girl he was in love with?"


     "It makes sense," Picard said.  "Wesley was living with The Traveler on Dorvan V."


     "The site of one of the cruelest Dominion prison camps in the entire Alpha Quadrant," Dale said through clenched teeth.  "Bastards....."


     "What are you going to do with him?"


     "I've sent a message to Luke Skywalker on Coruscant, asking him to take Wesley to his Jedi Academy, and see if they can get him under control.  I don't have a lot of hope, though."  Dale frowned.  "Only a very few Force-users have ever gone to the Dark Side and come back.  And most of those, like Anakin Skywalker, didn't live very long afterward.  But since Luke was one of those who did so and survived, I'm hoping he can do it."


     "Is there any way that Beverly can speak to him?"  Troi looked back at Wesley for a moment.  "She's his mother.  She has the right to know we have him, and maybe she can help him."


     Dale went to open his mouth, closed it to think, then answered, "I can see if it can be arranged.  But I can't make any promises.  Now, if you excuse me, I have to go wake Victor up.  We'll be at Tharkad in a little over two hours, and I want him to be ready."


     "Ready for what?"


     Dale allowed himself a sly smile.  "Ready to help me give his sister a nice little asskicking."








     Katrina's staff parted like the Red Sea as Dale and Victor strode through the office area to Katrina's main office.  One of her guards stepped in front of them.  "I cannot let you pass, neither of you.  The Archon is....."


     "We have something important to discuss with her," Victor told the guard.


     "I'm sorry, the Archon explicity stated...."


     "You have urgent news for the Archon," Dale said.


     "You have urgent news for the Archon," the guard repeated.


     "The Archon will not be pleased if I do not let you see her."


     "The Archon will not be pleased if I do not let you see her," the guard repeated again.


     "I will let you by."


     "I will let you by."


     Victer leaned over and whispered, "Another gift of your's?"


     "Jedi mind trick," Dale answered Victor as the guard opened the door.  "Only works on the weak-willed."


     "Damn, there goes my hope that you could make my sister bark in front of everyone."


     "Nah, we don't need that to know she's a bitch," Dale snickered.


     "Archon, these....."


     A curse came from the office, in German.  Dale didn't give the guard time to think again, instead barging in with Victor.  Inside, Katrina was speaking with Nondi Steiner and Tormano Liao.  "What's the meaning of this?  You just can't...."


     "Archon," Dale began, smiling at the thought of her reaction, "you are in a very deep pile of shit right now."


     "What do you mean by that?"  Katrina tried to control her anger, and did not completely succeed.


     "About six hours ago, we took out a Fourth Reich base on The Rack.  The Fourth Reich, if you did not know, is a power we defeated a few years ago that stole an interuniversal jump drive from us and have since been a very irritating thorn in our side."


     "While you were out there, did you manage to kill Hopper Morrison?  If you did, I'd like to offer you the reward money I put on his head," Katrina laughed.


     "I killed him myself," Victor answered his sister, frowning.  "You see, sister dear, these Nazis, they kidnapped Theodore and Omi Kurita, right out of this system I might add, during a period when someone, namely you, had the system's scanning grid down for 'testing'.  Strange that my own inquiries found that no tests were performed."


     "The Nazis, they wanted control of the Combine.  They wanted Theodore to sign it over.  When they refused," Dale's expression hardened, "they tortured Omi in an attempt to persuade him to agree.  Before they could do too much damage, they were rescued.  But, I haven't even gotten to the good part yet."  Dale cleared his throat, trying to put a smile on.  "You see, we recovered a computer core from one of their ships, which revealed just who they have been in contact with."  Dale drew closer to Katrina's rapidly paling face.  "You."


     "Ha!"  Nondi Steiner laughed.  "The people won't believe it.  They'll think it's a trick, a trick meant to bring Victor back as their ruler."


     "Maybe, maybe not.  But here comes the really good part.  You see, Archon, you are going to feel so sorry for what you 'accidentally' caused in relation to the Kuritas that you will step down and let Victor return to power.  Maybe even encourage him to marry Omi as a symbol of Inner Sphere solidarity, and all that political doubletalk.  Victor will be nice, maybe even let you administer the worlds that were recently liberated from the Jade Falcons, but your days of political power will be over."


     "Don't!", Nondi shouted to Katrina, standing.  She got in Dale's face.  "The Lyran people don't want that Davion half-breed and his Kuritan whore!  Katrina is the only hope for........"


     "Katrina is a liar who helped kill her own mother," Dale retorted angrily.  The color poured out of Katrina's face while Nondi turned red.  "That's right."  He turned to Katrina.  I can see in your mind, Katherine.  I knew from the first night I met you that you killed your mother.  Don't try to hide it, because you can't anymore.  "Besides, Marshall, what will the Lyran people think when we release our evidence?  What will they think when the Alliance cuts them off from the technological advancement and prosperity that the Inner Sphere will benefit from?  Do you think they'll be happy?!  And most importantly, what happens when Theodore decides to avenge his daughter's suffering by dragging Katrina in front of a tribunal in chains?  Or when I make a recommendation that she be tried?  The Lyran people just won freedom from the Clans, and they will not like it if they end up on the losing side because of Katrina's pride and ambition.  Archon, do you know what happened to the last government official we convicted for collusion with the Nazis?  He was sentenced to life in prison, and promptly had his throat slit by his fellow prisoners.  Do you want to go to prison?"  Dale rose to his full height.  "Your reign is over.  Like it or not, Victor will once again rule the united Federated Commonwealth, and if you try one thing to stop him, I will have you eaten for lunch, got it?"


     Katrina pursed her lip, then nodded.


     "Good.  Now get working on your press release, when you will apologize to the Lyran people for foolishly listening to the man who called you up and offered you our tech if you would turn the scanning grid off.  In fact," Dale handed her a printout, "here's what should be in it.  Feel free to personalize it.  I'm sure Garak won't mind."


     Dale's communicator beeped.  Dale rolled his eyes, turning away from them and bringing the communicator up to his mouth.  "Dale here.  I'm a little busy right now....."


     "Sir," it was Bashir, "there is something you must see.  ASAP."








     "What is this?"


     A small crowd had gathered in Bashir's office in sickbay.  A holographic representation of what seemed to be a cell was hovering over his desk.  "I finished the testing on the blood I took from the Kuritas," Bashir began, "and found this.  It is a virus."


     "Virus?"  Dale felt the mental states of all in attendence take a turn for the worst.  "What kind of virus?"


     "I'm still studying it's effects.  Both Theodore and Omi Kurita have the virus.  I believe that they are carriers."


     "Is the virus airborne?"


     "Yes."


     "Oh hell....."  Dale lowered himself in the chair.  "Everyone on board has been infected, then."


     "Not quite.  The virus is airborne, but only to a small range.  People in close proximity to the Kuritas are the only ones who risk infection."


     "Well, that's myself, Captain Picard, Troi, you, Victor, Hohiro, Kai, and Phelan.  And the entire team that went down to rescue them."  Dale put a hand on his forehead.


     "What will this virus do to us?"  For everything she had gone through, Omi seemed to be taking it well.


     "That is the question.  The virus was created with a genetic key, so that it would begin acting on a subject only if their DNA is of the proper sequence.  It has been altered, though, to look for specific DNA."


     "Well, that's a relief."  Andreys sighed.  "Only people who the Nazis have on record are at risk."


     "We have to keep this virus away from people in NZI-7.  They're under the most threat."


     "Doctor, if Omi and Theodore are only carriers, then does that mean it won't affect them directly?"


     "I'm afraid it will, Prince Victor."  Bashir sighed.  "The virus has already begun attacking their genetic structure.  Although the damage is not detectable now, within the month the effects will become apparent, although I'm not sure what effects.  Unfortunately, I do not see either of you living past six months, give or take a month due to age, physical stamina, and other factors."


     On the verge of tears, Victor put his arms around Omi, who simply put her head on his shoulder.  Theodore put a hand on her other shoulder, trying to contain his shock.  "Can you find a cure?"


     "Not with this version," Bashir answered.  "I would need the original copy of the virus, the non-altered one, before I could even hope to synthesize a countermeasure."


     In contrast to his stoic relatives, Hohiro seemed to be on the breaking point.  "Doctor, surely there is something that can be done?"


     Data asked, "Doctor Bashir, what about the work that Doctor Anton Melekios at Sheffield University has been doing?  The work on genetic restructuring treatments?  Perhaps that can counteract the virus."


     "Melekios' work is only supposed to be applicable to those born with genetic defects.  Still, I suppose we could ask him.  He is definately more qualified in that field than I am."


     "And Doctor Pulaski on Deep Space Nine is also one of the leading Federation experts on genetic studies," Jarod added.  "Deep Space Nine has a state-of-the-art expanded medical facility and Starfleet's control over it's communications systems can allow us to keep this virus under wraps."


     "But we risk exposing more people to the virus," Andreys complained.  "And what if it mutates?"


     "The virus was specifically created to attack certain people.  The probability of it mutating is less than point 1 percent," Data calculated.


     "Our options are too limited."  Picard frowned.  "Doctor Bashir, is there anything else?  And can I bring Beverly in on this?  She is one of the most experienced doctors in Starfleet."


     "Feel free to.  The more help I have, the better.  If you don't mind, I'd also like to bring Doctor Stephen Franklin from Babylon-5 onto our team.  He discovered the cure to the virus that nearly exterminated the Markabs, and is one of the most experienced doctors around.  And Doctor McCoy from the Enterprise as well."


     "And what about Picard's first question?  Is there anything else about this virus?  Something that we could use?"  Dale finally decided to stand again.


     "I found something peculiar.  The virus's makeup would make it want to seek out something with an extra gene than other humanoid life forms."


     "Explain further, Doctor."


     "Well, pretty much all humanoid species, humans, Klingons, Minbari, Tresalians, even Wookiees and Mon Calamari from STW-43, have a set amount of genes.  That's why some of these species are genetically compatible.  But whatever race this virus was set for has an extra gene.  Considering that the virus was still able to latch on to Omi and Theodore's DNA despite their being human, this is extraordinary.  It could mean that the virus originally afflicted mutated humans.  Genetic mutation is perhaps the only explaination for it."


     "Maybe, just maybe, that's a start," Dale sighed.  "Well, no time to waste.  Captain Picard, would you be so kind as to ask Riker to get the Enterprise to DS9.  Doctor, you get Franklin and McCoy to DS9.  I'll arrange for Sisko to be waiting for us."  Dale turned to Theodore and Omi.  "Coordinator, I would ask that you and your daughter accompany us to DS9.  It may be the only way we have of saving you."


     "Yes, we will."  Theodore turned to Hohiro.  "I am sorry to be putting this upon you so soon, Hohiro, but for now, you must ascend the Dragon's Throne."


     "I will, father.  And I will not rest until I see the Reich crushed for what they've done," Hohiro vowed.


     "I want to come with you, if just to be with Omi for a little while longer," Victor asked.  "We.... have some things to talk about."


     "Be glad to have you.  And you, Khan Kell and Kai?"


     "I have to get back to Arc-Royal," Phelan answered.  "With Vlad dead, the Crusaders in the Wolf Clan are falling apart, and I may be able to convince them to come to the Inner Sphere with us.  Besides, I have someone of my own to look after."


     "I have a wife and two kids to get back to," Kai added.  "Best of luck to you, Victor.  Best of luck to you all."


     "Data, go arrange for them to be taken back to their respective worlds.  Then after you have a shuttle pick them up, set the jump drive to DS9."  Dale rubbed his fists together.  "We have business to attend to...."








To Be Continued......


