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Prologue








     "Sir, the Excalibur and the Rochester are critically damaged.  The Yorktown and Scharnhorst are preparing to bombard the planet!"


     The bridge of the T.F.S. Enterprise filled with the commotion of battle as Captain Carmen Ibanez watched, in horror, as the two capital ships began bombing Alpha Caer II.  "Picking up a communication from the Waterloo.  Fleet Marshal Beganis is speaking."


     "This is the Federal Fleet District Commander to renegade warships.  Stand down for court-martial or you will be destroyed.  Repeat, stand down or be destroyed."


     Ibanez swallowed.  "Send to Fleet Marshal Beganis.  From Captain Ibanez, T.F.S. Enterprise, to Federal Fleet Commander.  You are violating Colonial League space.  You must withdraw immediately, or be in violation of Federal law prohibiting military aggression against colony worlds."


     "The Federal Council does not recognize the Colonial League, and has ordered that all renegade colonies be subdued.  Captain Ibanez, you have been charged with treason and mutiny, and are hereby ordered to stand down for trial.  If you do not, you will be destroyed."


     Ibanez reviewed her options.  The ragtag force of defecting Federal ships she had found herself in command of were no match for the Assault Group attacking Alpha Caer II.  If they withdrew, yet another colony would fall back into the control of the out-of-control Federal military, but they could not hope to hold.  "Prepare to withdraw," she finally said to her pilot.  "Begin to initiate stardrive....."


     "Picking up ships coming in, Captain!  Alliance Valiant-class attack ships!"


     Ibanez's spirits lifted as the eight ship force decloaked and warned the Yorktown and Scharnhorst with pulse phaser fire.  A familiar voice came over the channel.  "This is Captain Zachary Carrey of D.S.S. Koenig to Federal Assault Group.  You are in violation of Alpha Caer space, and therefore have committed an infraction of Alliance Council Order 382-32FD, declaring the Colonial League an independent entity free of Terran Federation control.  You have five minutes to withdraw, or we will attack."


     "Sir, jump point...."


     A jump point opened, and ten White Stars emerged.  Another voice joined Carrey.  "This is Captain John Sheridan of Babylon-5 to Federal Assault Group.  The Alpha Caer system is under our protection.  You may leave peacefully, but any further attacks will be responded to with lethal force."


     "This is Fleet Marshal Beganis to Alliance and White Star ships.  We will not leave.  You are in violation of Terran Federation space, and will be destroyed if you do not leave immediately.  Remaining here can and will be taken as a hostile act against the Terran Federation."


     Ibanez watched with apprehension.  The odds were even, but who knew what Beganis had up his sleeve?  "Order all damage control teams to begin repairing our particle cannons.  And prepare a manual lock on the Waterloo."  Her weapons officer and engineering officer responded with nods.


     The tense standoff continued.  "Captain, the Waterloo has dispatched a tachyon signal to Earth, awaiting instructions and asking for reinforcements."


     Ibanez cursed under her breath.


     "Sir, picking up a jump point....."


     A rainbow-colored interuniversal jump point tore open the fabric of space, and Ibanez felt a grin come to her face.


     The Starship Roddenberry emerged, like a great angel of mercy having come to save the beleaguered people of Alpha Caer II.


     "This is Robert Dale to Fleet Marshal Beganis.  You are again ordered to leave the Alpha Caer system.  You have thirty seconds to respond.  That is all."


     The response was quick.  "If you do not leave Federal territory, you will be de....."


     "Oh, please....."  Ibanez suppressed a laugh at the thought of Dale's reaction to Beganis.  "I know you're probably a real extremist, Beganis, but look at it this way.  Our main weapon's energy output is in the Exawatt range.  Our organic bioarmor, reinforced by an inner skin of duranium-crystalline material with ablative capabilities, can take the firepower of your entire fleet without suffering so much as a scratch.  This is a state-of-the-art advanced command warship, the flagship of the Alliance Stellar Fleet.  You don't have a hope in hell of beating this ship.  Once again, I order you to return to Federal space."


     The Roddenberry moved alongside the Waterloo, locking it's port torpedo launchers onto the flagship.  A few moments of tension followed.  "Captain, picking up a power spike!"


     The Waterloo and it's twenty ship force went to FTL speed.


     A small celebration broke out on the bridge of the T.F.S. Enterprise.  Ibanez allowed herself a moment to breathe normally again.  "We've won.  They're gone...."


     Her XO sighed.  "But they'll be back, and next time, Sky Marshal Samuls will send an entire Assault Fleet."








     Personal Log: March 26, 2161 AST; Robert Allen Dale.  For two weeks, the Terran Federation's military has tightened it's grip on power following the ouster of President Dienes from office.  At least ten major colonies have broken away, and have formed the Colonial League.  Many Federal Fleet officers, including Captain Ibanez, have defected to the League's side.  The entire situation is ready to explode.


     Tensions between the Terran Federation and the Alliance have increased dramatically over the recent month.  The Alliance Council has denounced the Terran Federation's aggressive stance toward it's colonies, and proclaimed that the colonies fall under the Independent Colony Protection Act, and therefore are independent states that can choose their own government.  The Terran Federation has issued numerous threats to the Alliance, accusing us of subverting their government, and warning us to withdraw our support of the Colonial League.  In response, the Alliance High Command has transferred the Seventh Fleet and six Army divisions to STS-21, and placed all forces on Defcon 2.  I am also anticipating a full report from Alliance Intelligence about a deep cover agent they have in the Terran Federation command, code-named "Iceman".


     The war with the Dominion has quieted, as Coalition and Dominion officials have agreed to a temporary ceasefire for peace negotiations.  We find it unlikely the Dominion will acquiese to our one un-negotiable demand; plebiscites on each planet to decide whether they become independent or remain in the Dominion, the voting to be monitored by neutral Berjakian officials.  The Coalition is using the ceasefire for a chance to reorganize and recuperate from the heavy fighting on both fronts.  The ceasefire has also allowed the Alliance Stellar Fleet to organize a Fleet Group to move into STS-21 should hostilities open with the Terran Federation..


     "The Tenth Federal Fleet was recently ambushed in the Tyclonus Sector by rebel forces.  Apparently, they were flying Federation freighters refitted with Narn energy weapons."  Ibanez pointed toward a marked sector of space on the map table in the command room of the Roddenberry.  "They suffered some losses, including the battlecruiser Luetzow, but succeeded in forcing the rebels to halt their attacks."


     Dale's eyes scanned the map area of the border area between the Terran Federation, the Alliance, and the Colonial League, their sectors marked with the respective emblems of their organizations.  A nearby sector was also adorned with a red star, meaning it was possessed by the Soviet Planetary Democractic Union.  Several smaller icons represented military units.  "The Tyclonus Sector is a pretty strategic location.  Local nebulae would enable the Federal StarFleet to launch attacks on five League worlds and Soviet territory with little or no warning."


     "There are unconfirmed reports that the rebels were being led by a Soviet Kharkov-class battlecruiser."  Ibanez used the controls to highlight one of the Federal symbols in the Tyclonus Sector.  "The Federal High Command has already sent the First Attack Fleet to the sector, and our contacts within the local command believe that they will be launching a large scale raid on Soviet space next week."


     If there's anything Soviets hate more than Communists nowadays, it's Fascists, Dale said to himself.  He pointed to a sickle-and-hammer symbol in Soviet space.  "The Soviets recently deployed the Fourth Red Fleet to their space here, in order to give it's ships time to recuperate from it's involvement in the Battle of Alpha Paternis VI.  One hundred and sixty warships should be enough to deter any attack.  And if it doesn't, the Soviets will fight inch for bloody inch to hold off the Terran Federal forces."  Dale pointed toward another sector, closer to Alliance space.  "Why are there three Assault Groups stationed in the Lakos Sector?"


     Ibanez examined the intelligence data.  "That's strange.  Three Assault Groups aren't enough to attack any fortified Alliance or Soviet installation.  However......"  Ibanez pointed another sector right by it.  "Look here in Bravo Sector.  There are four Federal Assault Fleets positioned, but the Bravo Sector has been quiet.  Most of the colonies there are pro-military, and the ones that aren't are too small to be of importance.  There's no....."


     Dale noticed something interesting.  "Bravo and Lakos are both close enough to launch an allout invasion of League territory.  They would have enough frontline ships to take the colonies back before Alliance and Soviet forces could respond."


     "That.... that doesn't make sense."  Ibanez examined the intelligence data again.  "They're listed as Assault forces, but they don't have nearly enough planetary assault ships.  There are only ten divisions of Mobile Infantry, with two armored divisions and a mechanized division, assigned to these sectors.  They would need twice as many divisions to effectively take those colony worlds."


     "Then, what are they planning?"  Dale kept examining the map.  "They don't have the necessary invasion forces to take the colonies, their ship concentrations are in unimportant sectors, and the forces that would attack the Soviets aren't enough to effectively defeat them."


     "They're not going to invade."


     Dale and Ibanez turned to see Sheridan enter the command room.  In his hand he held a data crystal, which he handed to Dale.  "I had Marcus take a cloak-equipped White Star into Bravo Sector.  This is what he found."


     Dale placed the data crystal in a reading device, and stuck it into a display.  One of the main screens changed to show one of the planets of Bravo Sector, and in orbit, one of the Federal Fleets continued it's daily activities.  Dale could see assorted warships of the Terran Federation.  Mahan-class destroyers, Carthage-class medium cruisers, Liberator-class command ships, a Ranger-class fighter carrier, a few Yorktown-class assault ships......


     Ibanez gasped.  "Oh my God....."


     Sheridan pointed to three large ships that came on the display.  Dale fed their visual records into the computer.  "Computer, cross-check visual with available records on Terran Federation ship types."


     "Search complete," the computer answered.  "Displaying information."  A holographic representation of the warship appeared in front of them, together with the statistics on the vessel.  "Terran Federation Pearl Harbor-class warship.  Looks to be about 1.23 km long, crew of 2,000, carries two wings of space fighters.....  Computer, what classification does this belong under?"


     "Terran Federation Pearl Harbor-class vessel is designated as a planetary attack vessel."


     "Planetary attack?"


     "It has enough firepower to level all of Earth's cities within two hours," Ibanez replied.  "It's been equipped with nuclear warheads, the most advanced particle cannons by our technological standards, and delivery systems for it's biological weapons."


     "Biological weapons?"  Dale frowned.  "I was unaware that the Terran Federation had biological weapons."


     "We're not supposed to."  Ibanez took a seat.  "The Federal Council outlawed biological weapons after the military used them against civilian protestors on Proxima Centauri.  But when we began fighting the Arachnids....."


     "The Federal Council allowed the development of biological weapons to start again to fight them," Dale finished.  "Obviously, the military has been doing more than finding the ultimate bug spray."  He turned to the display again.


     Sheridan kneeled over the display.  "So, they're not going to subjugate the colonies.  They're going to eradicate them, as a warning to the others."


     "We can't let that happen."  Dale turned back.  "Captain Sheridan, can I count on the White Star Fleet?"


     "A detachment force of thirty White Stars is on the way," Sheridan answered.


     "Good.  I'll arrange for the Tenth Fleet Group to move in.  I want to catch the Terran Federation by surprise."  Dale turned off the ship display.  "This meeting, such as it was, is adjourned."


     Sheridan led the way as the trio walked out.  Sheridan and Dale went their own ways, but Ibanez noticed Carrey was waiting for her in a turbolift he was keeping open.  She ran into his waiting arms, the two kissing fiercely as the turbolift began moving.  "Carmen, thank God you're alive," Carrey finally said when they stopped.


     "I didn't think I would be.  It's a good thing you showed up.  But, aren't you supposed to be on Deep Space Nine?"


     "Not as much anymore.  Admiral Ross has moved on to command all Federation forces in the Gamma Quadrant, Martok is now commanding an entire front against the Dominion, and Captain Sisko is still running DS9.  The Koenig is still stationed there, but...."  Carrey sighed.  "Who cares?  What's been happening with you?"


     "A lot.  The Enterprise was nearby when Solarian Colony declared it's independence, and I was ordered to blockade the planet and bombard it's cities until they surrendered.  Instead, with the full support of my crew, we mutinied.  We've been on the run since."  Ibanez leaned against the turbolift wall.  "Half of our forces in the area are either rebels, rebel sympathizers, or filled with rebel crews.  That's why the Federal Command is sending for ships from the Core Sectors.  Most of those are staunchly loyal to the military, and are anti-colonist."


     "We're going to stop them."  The turbolift stopped, and they got out.  Carrey led her down the corridor.  "How is your friend?"


     "Johnny?"  Ibanez frowned.  "He's still in the AQZ, cleaning up the Bugs.  Your fleet really made short work of them."


     Carrey laughed.  During the short period when the Alliance and Terran Federation were friendly, the Alliance Fourth Fleet had entered the AQZ, and laid waste to the Arachnid homeworld of Klendathu.  Wasp warheads were beamed deep into the caverns of the planet, annihilating over 99% of the Bug population in the first assault.  Or, at least that was the official line....  "That we did.  Still, too bad we couldn't borrow that Death Star......"


     They entered the door to Carrey's temporary quarters, laughing.  The door slid closed, as Carrey and Ibanez began kissing again.  During a brief pause, Carrey said, "Computer, lock door," and returned to his current task of slipping Ibanez's clothing off.








     Dale sat in his office, going over the intelligence reports.  They're going to eradicate the colonies, but why?  They must know that the Alliance will not stand for it, and it could lead to a coalition war against them.  They don't have a hope of defeating us.....


     Or do they?  Dale's stomach started to sicken as he considered the possibilities.  Is there anyway possible that the Terran Federation military got their hands on advanced technology?  That would explain their recent aggression.


     A small beep filled the office, prompting Dale to press the communication button on his new (replicated) mahogany desk.  "Yes?"


     "There is a signal coming in for you, sir.  It is Odo from Deep Space Nine."


     "Put him in here, Spock."


     The changeling security chief appeared on his monitor screen.  "What is it, Odo?"


     "I take it that you are currently in position in STS-21?"


     "Yes.  We're figuring out what the Terran Federation's out-of-control military is going to do next."


     "Then I have some information for you, Minister."  Odo tapped several buttons on his console.  "I am re-encoding this signal every five seconds."  Odo watched as Dale responded by setting up his side of the communication channel.  "One of my contacts in the Tal'Shiar recently sent me a report he had received from a field agent on station in Thallonian space.  According to this field agent, a group of Thallonian arms smugglers were recently discovered peddling Terran Federation projectile weapons to Gerellan insurgents."


     "Alliance Intelligence has suspected for some time that Sector 221-G was becoming a hotspot for arms smugglers, but how did they get their greedy hands on Terran Federation weaponry?"


     "That is the question of the hour."  Dale watched as Odo shifted position.  "By the way, did you hear about the recent confrontation between Nazi renegade forces and the U.S.S. Excalibur?"


     "The report is probably buried somewhere around here," Dale replied wryly.


     "According to a source I have in Starfleet Intelligence, Captain Calhoun discovered the Nazi forces engaging in a transaction with arms smugglers, the same ones selling Terran Federation equipment."


     Something came to Dale's mind.  "Could it be?  I mean, the Terran Federation military is fascist to the core, but would they willingly ally themselves with the Fourth Reich?"  Dale's mind raced as he put it together.  "It would all make sense.  Having the Fourth Reich as allies would enable the Terran Federation to blackmail the Alliance into withdrawing from the independent colony worlds.  And the Nazis would probably be given a foothold in Terran Federation space."  The pieces of the puzzle fell in place.


     Odo merely nodded, showing he had already come to that conclusion.  "Minister, that entire galaxy is in danger of being overrun.  But I did not just call to give bad news.  A mutual associate of ours is currently en route to bring you information I gleaned from my man in the Orion Syndicate, containing details of a Fourth Reich base somewhere in the Tyclonus Sector of STS-21.  The courier's arrival on a Soviet Zhukov-class transport has already been coordinated with Garak as to avoid suspicion.  I would suggest you use this information wisely.  Good luck."  The screen turned off, and slid back into it's culvert.


     Dale pressed his communicator.  "Dale to Garak."


     "Garak here, sir.  I take it that Odo has informed you of the details?"


     "That he did.  Where is that Zhukov transport?"


     "It just crossed the border into League space."


     "And just who is coming?"








     "Okay, watch it....  Watch it......."  Andreys grabbed the weight bar from Schala, and set it down.  "One hundred pounds.  You're improving."


     "If you say so."  Schala rubbed her sweaty forehead.  She had never been one for physical exercise, but Dale had insisted she begin weight training.  Using the Force, and your lightsaber, will not always be enough, Schala.  Sometimes, you will need to overpower your enemy with pure strength.  And there is not one woman on this ship better able to train you for this than Julie.  "My arms are aching."


     "Good.  If they didn't, I'd be worried."  Andreys began removing weights from the bar.  "I want to get you up to one hundred twenty five pounds by the end of next week."


     Schala rubbed her aching shoulder.  "I apologize if I seem weak, but I am unaccustomed to physical labor, even exercise."


     Andreys laughed.  "I used to be the same way.  But when I began training in the martial arts, I decided to start exercising as well."  She placed her hand on Schala's bare shoulder.  "Still, you look uncomfortable in that sports bra."


     "I... have never worn such a small, tight garment.  Such clothing was terribly inappropriate in my home."


     "It's not to be worn in public."  Andreys spied a couple of male officers looking at them from the other side of the gym, lust filling their eyes.  "It's tight because it absorbs the sweat.  Still, there have been occasions...."


     "Occasions?"


     Andreys sat down, giggling.  "When I was in high school, I used to go to parties wearing these things just to make every male present go insane trying to bed me.  Of course, I stopped when I accidentally drew the attention of my close friend's boyfriend."  Andreys laughed again, watching the two men continue to stare.  "And speaking of that, look over there."


     Schala turned her head and saw the men.  "Why are they staring at us?"


     "Probably because they want to have sex with us," Andreys answered, giggling.


     "'Sex'?  What is 'sex'?"


     Andreys stared at Schala for a moment.  "You've never heard of sex?"  Schala shook her head.  "Do you know what married men and women do?  To have children?"


     "Um, yes....."


     "That's having sex."


     Schala nodded, understanding.  "You mean...  they desire me physically?"  "Sex" had never been a word that those of Zeal had placed with physical activities between men and women.


     "Of course they do."  Andreys flashed them a quick, seductive smile.  "Walking around sweaty, wearing nothing but shorts and a sports bra, make some men think you're sexy.  You're no different."


     "Really....."  Schala had never seen a man physically desire her; such feelings would have brought her mother's wrath upon the unfortunate male.  Being a "commoner" had definately opened her up to new experiences.


     "Schala," Andreys got a strange look on her face, "have you ever been with a man?"


     "No, I haven't.  I wasn't allowed."


     "Well, I'll warn you now.  There are some men, ladies' men, that are out to just have sex with you.  They're the ones who'll break your heart.  You'll have to be careful......"  Andreys frowned as she saw a man enter the gym.  "And speaking of charmers, there's the king of all ladies' men....."


     "Excuse me, Captain, would you know where the good Minister is?"  The man's accent seemed different to Schala.


     "You should try his office, Mister Bond."  Andreys crossed her arms.  "Anything else?"


     "Who's the beautiful young lady?"  Bond pointed at Schala, who blushed.  "Nice hair color.  Artificial, or natural?"


     Andreys noticed the gleam in his eyes, and got defensive.  "She's not for you, Bond.  I suggest you not push the issue."


     "There's nothing wrong with being friendly....."


     Andreys grabbed his hand, and twisted it in such a way it immobilized Bond, bringing him to his knees.  "Do you have a hearing impediment?"


     "Not at all," Bond gasped, cringing with pain.


     Andreys let go.  "Next time, it won't be your fingers," she warned him.


     "I'll take that into consideration."  Bond held his hand tenderly, trying to rub the ache out of them.


     "You had better.  Come on, Schala, let's go clean up."  Andreys stalked away, catlike, while Bond watched.


     Schala followed her, but looked back at Bond for a moment.  The two made eye contact, but she broke it as she entered the shower room.








     The soft sunlight from the Alpha Caer star shined on their bed as Carrey and Ibanez held each other close, kissing.  "Zack, I missed you....."


     Carrey chuckled.  "I wonder why," he answered as he pressed his lips against her neck.


     She responded with her own laugh.  "Well, not only do I enjoy your company, it's also that I've never had such a passionate lo....."


     A beep filled the bedroom.  "Don't answer it," Ibanez moaned as Carrey got off of her and reached for his communicator.


     "I really don't have a choice."  He grabbed it, activating it by his touch.  "Carrey here."


     "Zack, get up to the conference room ASAP."  Dale's order prompted Ibanez to moan again, as Carrey put his hand on his head.  "And bring Captain Ibanez with you.  Dale out."


     Carrey got up, slipping on his boxer shorts.  "Come on, Carmen, this might be important."


     Ibanez slid out from under the covers, searching for her clothing.  "I wonder what came up," she said as she put on her uniform's undershirt.


     Carrey finished putting on his trousers.  "Who knows?"  He bent over to pick up his shirt, and grabbed his lower back.  "Ohhh....."  He grimaced.


     Ibanez reached over, placing her hand on the spot.  "What happened?  Did you pull a muscle?"


     "Suffice to say that I will no longer be playing tennis with Major Kira," he groaned.


     "So you've been spending time with Major Kira?"  Ibanez reached down and picked up his shirt.  "Anything I should know about?"


     Carrey rolled his eyes.  "Nothing, Carmen.  Nerys is just a friend.  We've had some pretty rough times."


     "Like what?"


     "Like being stranded on a planet in freezing temperatures."  Carrey saw her crossed arms.  "Carmen," he said as he put a hand on her cheek, "nothing happened between me and Nerys, okay?"


     "Okay."  She reached over and kissed him gently.  "We'd better hurry, or we're going to get an earful."


     "Then let's get going."  Fully dressed, the two walked out.








     Dale was waiting for them as they entered the conference room, adjacent to the bridge.  Larger than that on the original Roddenberry, it contained a long meeting table with built-in displays, a holographic projector, and a starmap on a smaller scale to that in the command room.  "Nice to see you two get here on time.  Zack, I'm sure you remember..."


     "James?"  Carrey extended his hand to Bond.  "Good to see you again."


     "I'd rather not.  Captain Andreys was not in the best of moods today."  Bond was still nursing his injured hand.


     "Sometimes she needs to lighten up," Carrey agreed, noticing the smirk on Dale's face.


     "Haven't we met before?"  Bond looked at Ibanez, in such a way that Carrey put his hand on her posterior to non-verbally warn Bond off.  Observing this, Bond's examination of her changed it's outlook.


     "Not that I know of," Ibanez replied, giving Carrey a quick glance for touching her butt.  "Captain Carmen Ibanez, T.F.S. Enterprise."


     "The name's Bond.  James Bond.  British Secret Service, JE-5."


     "I take it you've had enough time for introductions," Dale interrupted, glaring at Carrey.  "Now, Commander Bond, do you have the data?"


     "Right here."  Bond put his hand in his jacket, and drew out an isolinear rod.


     "Thank you."


     The door opened, admitting Spock, Garak, and Sheridan.  "What is this supposed to be about?"


     "It seems, John, that the Terran Federation military isn't as stupid as we've been led to believe."  Dale sat down, placing the data rod in the computer.  "Computer, access data rod.  Place Map Area A-4, STS-21, on starmap."  The starmap activated, showing the nearby sectors.  Soviet, League, Alliance, and Terran space was displayed like they were in the control room.  "Computer, load navigational data from data rod onto starmap."  One of the systems in the Tyclonus Sector lit up.  "The Crost system.  Formerly home to a Terran Federation colony founded by Mormon separatist Elias Crost, they were wiped out by Arachnid invaders before being taken back by the Terran Federation.  They've kept a military base there since."


     "The Tyclonus Sector is not an effective place to launch....."


     "We're not concerned with the Tyclonus Sector for that reason, John."  Dale stood.  "Due to some information recently passed on to me, I have come to believe that the Terran Federation military has aligned itself, at least in part, with the Fourth Reich."


     The room quieted.  Carrey and Ibanez exchanged looks, Garak merely continued to stare at the display, Spock raised an eyebrow, and Sheridan sighed.  "If I may, sir, but our military despises nazism.  Why would they ally themselves with the Fourth Reich?"


     "Good question, Captain Ibanez.  What I'm about to tell you must not leave this room."  Everyone nodded.  "Through contacts we have connected to the Fourth Reich, Alliance Intelligence has learned of a very important development."  Dale leaned over the table.  "The Fourth Reich is at war."


     "With who?"


     "With itself, Captain Carrey."


     "What?!"


     Spock raised another eyebrow.  "The entire nature of nazism, and of their genetically created soldiers, is unwavering loyalty to their Fuehrer.  Why would they fight a civil war?"


     "That is unknown as of now.  Some believe a group of their officers wish to 're-evaluate' their ideology, and maybe even attempt peace with the Alliance.  Others believe that it is their true Fuehrer trying to ensure that the apparent leader, Reichsmarschall Joachim von Jordsun, does not get too much power.  Whatever the reasons, the Fourth Reich is more dangerous than ever before.  One or more faction may seek to reunite them by opening a new campaign of aggression and conquest."


     "The Terran Federation is a logical target," Spock stated.  "They are technologically weaker, and politically and militarily divided.  They are not in a position to give substantial resistance."


     "Then why would they ally with our military?"


     "Simple, Captain," Sheridan answered, himself beginning to see the entire picture.  "It's the oldest trick in the book: divide and conquer.  By supporting your military, they will be encouraging a civil war, which will leave you weakened and unable to resist in the slightest amount to a takeover.  They just don't want to conquer: they want you so weak and helpless that you actually welcome them."


     "A Clausewitzian victory is far more valuable than a Hitlerian one.  The Fourth Reich knows this lesson all too well."  Dale began manipulating the controls, bringing up a three dimensional display of the Crost system.  "The Crost system has eight planets.  Crost IV and Crost VI are the only planets that can support life.  Crost IV is aquatic, with less landmass than Australia, while Crost VI is an M-Class planet.  According to the details retrieved by Odo, the base is on Crost VI."


     "Well, what are we going to do about it?"


     Dale zoomed the starmap back out.  "The Alliance forces are needed to defend the colonies.  When this meeting is finished, I will be dispatching a message to Admiral Yuri Vaslasov of the Fourth Red Fleet, asking for his assistance in launching a full scale raid.  If he accepts, we'll move in and wipe them out.  If he does not...."


     "It'll just be us," Carrey finished for him.


     "Exactly.  Now, we will need to approach from the solar north to take advantage of the Crost star's gravity well in masking our warp signatures.  Spock, if you have any suggestions......"








     The world of Gamma Celre III was a lush, green world, filled with natural resources useful to both the Alliance and the Terran Federation.  Knowing this, the inhabitants of Gamma Celre III had decided on remaining neutral in the going-ons of their galaxy, content to stand by and maintain open relations with both sides of the dispute.


     That was no longer an option.


     That morning, without any warning, Terran Federation Mobile Infantry moved in and occupied the Gamma Celre III capital city of Landerson City.  After rounding up the colony leaders and replacing the government with a military authority, they quickly solidifed their grip on the colony world.


     Everything is falling apart, Rico mumbled to himself.  He stood on the roof of one of the government buildings in Landerson City, watching the empty streets below.  Military police were everywhere, rounding up suspected League sympathizers and colonials daring to walk the streets without legitimate permits.  The coup against President Dienes, the termination of the treaty with the Alliance, the military invasions of colonies to prevent defection to the Colonial League.  The words of Lieutenant Jarke, so fresh in his mind after all these months, still echoed.  Could it be?  Has the military become the Terran Federation's harbringer of destruction?


     "Lieutenant!"


     Rico's thoughts were shattered by the call of one of his subordinates, Corporal Langston.  Langston was a black female trooper, whom Rico knew to be absolutely dependable in a firefight.  "Yes Corporal?"  Rico answered her customary salute with one of his own.


     "Sir, you might want to see this.  It's a list of all former officers wanted by the Federal Command for mutiny."


     Rico took the viewer, and read on down the list.  Jurkowski, el-Buruq, Henders.......  How many of our officer corps is defecting?  "So many....."


     "Worse yet, sir, is a report Colonel Berus received from Fleet Marshal Beganis."  Langston swallowed.  "It's happened, sir.  The attack on Alpha Caer was called off.  The Alliance showed up with over a dozen warships, including a new warship never seen before.  Damn sucker's larger than a Pearl Harbor."


     Rico gasped as he continued reading the list.  Ibanez, Carmen.  "Carmen defected?"


     "Took the whole Enterprise with her, too."


     Rico looked back to the info by her name.  Last known position: Alpha Caer II.  "What the hell?"


     If encountered, execute immediately.


     Langston understood his gaze.  "Yep, that's right, Lieutenant.  Federal Command's pulling out all the stops.  They've declared that all executive officers who defect are to be executed by firing squad upon capture.  No trial, no possibility of defense.  They want them dead."


     Rico threw the viewer to the ground, with a satisfying smash.  "This can't be happening.  Why are they doing this?"


     "Sir, if I may be blunt, you yourself used to say 'orders are orders'."


     Rico flexed his hand.  "That was different.  We all took an oath to defend the Terran Federation from all enemies, foreign and domestic.  The military has become that enemy."  Langston hid her shock at his statement.  "Look at it, Corporal.  The founders of the Federal Council, the military, our entire society, built it upon what they believed to be the most important facets of human freedom.  Sure, one had to serve in the military for the right to vote or run for public office, but even civilians had the right of free speech, the right to assemble and petition grievances.  Now, the military has stripped them of even those rights.  This has to stop."


     "Sir, do you realize what you're saying?"


     "Yes."


     "Well," Langston betrayed no emotion, "where do we start?"


     "Assemble the Roughnecks."  Rico clutched his rifle.  "It's time to put a stop to this."








     "I wonder where Johnny is......."


     Carrey looked up from his lunch to view Ibanez's face, shining in the light of his quarters.  The two had gotten into casual clothing, Ibanez wearing a black tank top with gray shorts, and Carrey wearing a white T-shirt with blue boxer shorts.  "You yourself said he was off fighting what's left of the Arachnids."


     "I know.  I just have the feeling that......."


     "Captain Ibanez, you have a message coming from Gamma Celre III.  It's from a Lieutenant John Rico."


     "Johnny?  Please put it in here."  Ibanez got up while Carrey activated the viewscreen on the wall.  Rico appeared, in full uniform, with a rifle slung over his back.  "Johnny?  Are you okay?"


     "Carmen?!  Carmen, we need your he...."  Static broke in.  "They're jam.....  Gamma Ce..... taken over....  Fighting back.....  need assistance......  or we...... be executed."  Ibanez and Carrey could do nothing as the signal went out completely.  Carrey slammed his hand on his communicator.  "Carrey to bridge, what happened?!"


     "Jamming, Captain," Spock replied through the comm system.


     "Ah hell.  Tell Rob something big came up."  Carrey began slipping on his uniform as Ibanez beat him to the punch.  "And where the hell is Bond?"


     "He is currently awaiting transport to a transport vessel to take him back to his homeworld."


     "Stall him.  I need to ask him something."


     The two barged out of Carrey's quarters, and raced to the nearby transporter room.  Inside, Bond was standing on the transporter pad, with Schala and a transporter operator watching.  "James, we need your help."


     "I'm all ears."


     The situation was quickly explained.  "We're going to need someone talented in infiltration and tactical espionage.  That's you."


     Bond gave one of his customary grins.  "I've always wanted to stick my neck out on the line in a backwater universe such as this.  Present company excepted, of course...."  Ibanez's chuckle let him know that no offense was taken.


     "I want to go too," Schala said.


     "Um, I don't think......"


     Carrey was too late, as Schala had already jumped up on the transporter pad.  "We'd better hurry.  And don't worry, I can take care of myself."


     "I'm sure you can," Carrey mumbled, noticing the lightsaber hilt hanging from her waist.  The purple robes did not flatter her figure as much as a uniform would, and Carrey was quite certain he was not the only male in the room interested in that figure.  "Time to go."  The four stood in formation on the transporter pad, and beamed over to the Koenig.








     Dale sat down at the lounge bar, next to Andreys, who was sipping away at a Keloan s'nurga.  "How can you drink those things?"


     "Because I like them."  Andreys took a full swig.  "I take it this isn't a social call."


     "We're moving in on the Crost system.  The Terran Federation may be allying itself with the Fourth Reich, and we have to put a stop to that."  Dale noticed no emotion coming from Andreys.  He picked up the bottle before she could, and took a sniff.  "Keloan s'nurga, all right."  He turned his head to her.  "With the distinct flavor of what I think is tequila.  Trying to get drunk again?"


     "How else will the pain go away, Robby?"  She appeared sober, but even a little alcohol could have a devastating effect on her mind.  "It's been five months.  Five months since I was a proud mother, or at least a proud soon-to-be-mother.  I was going to have a baby."  She started sobbing.  "And in one instant, that was shattered.  It was all shattered.  My hopes of motherhood, a stable relationship......"


     Dale sighed.  "Both of our love lives have been hell."  Despite himself, he took a short sip.  The alcohol burned it's way down his throat.  "By the way, what happened in the gym with Bond?"


     Andreys took another sip.  "I felt like I was being sized up."


     "What did you expect?  This is James Bond we're talking about here, not Thomas Barnes or Spock."


     "It was more than that."  Andreys handed him the bottle.  "I liked it.  Having another man look at me that way.  I normally hate being seen as merely a sexy woman, and not who I am.  I'm the ship's sex symbol, don't bother trying to dispel that, and even though it makes me uncomfortable, I've gotten used to it.  But, there's somebody new vying for that position....."


     Dale nodded, understanding.  "Schala."


     "Exactly."


     Dale took a sip.  "So you're jealous."


     "No, it's not that.  Schala told me today she was a virgin.  And she's more than just a virgin.  She is sexual innocence incarnate, just like I was.  Until Phillip Terrace came along....."


     Bastard, Dale thought for a moment, before clearing his thoughts.  He remembered seeing the little punk getting nailed to the turf by Carrey and himself.  It was the least the two could do for the betrayal of a friend's trust.  "And in Bond, you see Phil Terrace."


     "A bit.  He's certainly a ladies' man, and a very successful one at that.  I don't want Schala getting hurt by him."


     Dale took the last sip for himself, and slammed the bottle on the bar.  "I think I know what the problem is," he proclaimed.


     "What is the problem, Doctor Sigmund Dale?"  Andreys smiled at her sarcastic reply.


     "Your maternal instincts.  You lost the baby, but those instincts are still there.  You've practically adopted Schala, although whether it is as a daughter or a little sister I have yet to determine."  Dale hiccuped, and looked at the bottle again.  Okay, I am definately feeling intoxicated......  "Julie, what did you put in this thing?"


     "It was in that bottle over there," Andreys pointed to a small bottle about two feet away.


     Dale reached out for it, and read the label.  "Julie, you just sipped 100 proof vodka up."


     "Vodka?"  Andreys flung her hair out of her face.  "No wonder I feel lightheaded."


     "I... I think I'm drunk," Dale realized aloud.  Looking at her face, he added, "And I think you're really drunk."


     "Better than when you guzzle bloodwine at those Klingon functions you attend.  I remember when you returned from one party, grabbed Lieutenant Aysto, and kissed her!  The medical centre had to pump you full of intoxicants just to dry you up in time for the actual conference."


     "A day later, she sent me a boquet of flowers, and asked me out to dinner.  Sadly, I had to decline."  He chuckled.  The communicator beeped, and he snarled as he pressed it.  "Dale here."


     "Sir, the Koenig just went to warp.  Captain Carrey said something urgent came up."


     Dale had trouble thinking through the alcohol running rampant in his body.  "Did anything happen before they left."


     "Captain Ibanez received a message from a Lieutenant John Rico."


     Rico....  "Something big must be happening.  Tell them to report in when they're finished.  Dale out."  Dale stumbled off the stool.  "Damn I'm drunk.  C'mon Julie, let's....."  He turned to see she had passed out on the bar.  "Ah hell......."








     The D.S.S Koenig sped through space at maximum warp.  Carrey sat on the bridge, Ibanez not moving from his side, urging the ship onward with his mind.  "Scotty, got anything more for me?"


     "I cannae keep this up but a wee bit longer, Cap'n!  The poor lass'll fly apart!"


     "I trust she'll stay in order with the best damned engineer in the fleet at the controls, Scotty.  Carrey out."  Sorry Thomas, but you're no match for Montgomery Scott.  Carrey chuckled at the thought of Barnes hearing his own best friend refute his status as best engineer in the fleet.  "ETA to Gamma Celre system?"


     Apley turned his chair away from the helm.  "One hour, ten minutes, Captain."


     "When we arrive, cloak immediately.  We don't need a Terran Federation warship coming out of nowhere and making life difficult."


     "Yes, Captain," Derbely answered from operations.  Carrey gave her no more than a passing glance.  Rumors around the ship had surfaced that she and Apley were engaged, but that mattered little to Carrey.  He had moved on.


     For a moment, he looked back at the tactical station.  A young woman, barely 5'5", and probably weighing no more than 150 lbs., sat at the console.  Carrey smiled with fond memories when he thought of her.  Carrie Sherlily, age: 19, rank: Warrant Officer (Officer-in-Training), the little sister of the dearly departed April Sherlily.  "Little" Carrie had been given the position by Carrey, who understood April's love of her dear sister.  "Okay back there Sherlily?"


     "Yes sir," came the meek answer.  


     She's so shy.  Reminds me of April when she first came on board as an Ensign......


     Best not to think of April at a time like this.....  Carrey pushed the death of his former tactical officer deep into the recesses of his mind.








     Dale stumbled into Andreys' quarters, hald carrying and half dragging the inebriated Andreys in.  The door swished close behind him.  "Okay Julie, time for bed."  He stumbled on her bed, placed her on her back.         


     Her eyes fluttered open.  "How romantic, carrying me to bed half drunk.  If I didn't know better, I'd think you were trying to take advantage of me."


     "My daddy used to tell me not to have sex while drunk.  'It's not worth it, Robert.  You'll forget the entire damned thing anyway', he used to say."  Dale just laid on the soft bed, trying to regain his senses.


     "Your dad was a smart man."  Andreys placed her hand on his shoulder.  "Very smart."  She drew herself up, and kissed his cheek.  Turning his head with her hand, she followed up with a kiss to his lips, a drunken act.


     Dale answered by getting up.  "Get some sleep.  We're leaving tomorrow, but I'll be damned if I know where and why....."  He stumbled out of her bedroom.  "Must be the damned alcohol.  Never been this drunk in a couple of years......"  He left her quarters, Andreys already asleep.








    "Coming out of warp in the Gamma Celre system, Captain," Apley said from the helm.  "Activating cloak."  The lights dimmed as the ship's power was diverted to the cloaking device.


     "Take us to Gamma Celre III, three quarters impulse."


     "Only three quarters?"


     Carrey detected the hint of anxiety in Ibanez's voice.  "Any faster, and the cloak might be subjected to power flucations, making us detectable."


     The small, powerful ship accelerated toward the third planet in the system, hidden from view.  Derbely turned from her console.  "Captain, we just got a coded message from Alliance Intelligence."


     "I'll take it in what passes for my office," Carrey answered.  He got up and walked through the door leading to the small, cramped "office" that was little more than a small room with a metal table and three chairs.  A small monitor was on the desk, and a larger one on the wall.  "Computer, display message, authorization code Carrey Gamma Sierra Four."


     "Authorization code recognized.  Loading message."


     On the screen, Carrey saw a Keloan female, middle-aged, with dark-gray hair and a serious demeanor.  "Captain Carrey, this is Sreals'ma, Alliance Intelligence chief of STS-21.  You are currently en route to Gamma Celre III.  Should you beam onto the planet, try to make contact with Agent Iceman, a deep cover operative with critical information concerning the recent reports of Nazi activity in the Tyclonus Sector.  That is all."  The image disappeared.


     Like hell I'm going to be Alliance Intelligence's lackey.  Carrey remembered bitterly his experience with AI.  Still, maybe this "Iceman" can give some important info.








     Schala was momentarily disorientated when the lights dimmed.  Remembering some of the exercises Dale had subjected her to, she concentrated, allowing her to "see" with her mind, despite the darkness.  Walking softly through the corridors, she tried to find a way to her quarters.  Which deck was I supposed to go to?  Not wanting to enter a critical area, she remained in the corridor.


     "In case you're wondering, the ship's cloaking device has been activated," came a voice around the corner.


     "You?  Mister Bond?"


     "Call me James."  He stepped out of the shadows near an active light.  "I take it you are quite confused."


     "A little.  I have never...."


     "Trust no one."


     "What?"


     "Trust no one.  First rule of survival."  Bond approached her.


     "You cannot distrust everyone.  There must be someone whom you can trust."


     "I've seen agents who trusted others.  Most came back in body bags."


     "I am not merely a young woman who looks pretty and has delusions, Mister Bond."  Schala took a breath, and began concentrating.  "Have you never heard of the Force?"


     "Superstitous nonsense," Bond scoffed.  "And even if I believed in it, you are hardly an expert.  Such as that pathetic attempt at a mindprobe you're attempting right now."


     Schala gasped.  "You... you can block....."


     "You don't need telepathic abilities to detect mindprobes.  It's simply a matter of mental discipline.  I have it; you don't."


     "But...."


     "When you're all alone, surrounded by people out to kill you, all you have is your instincts, your wit, and your weapon.  Nothing else.  No 'Force', no telepathy, nothing, but what's up here."  Bond pointed to his head.


     The two gazed into each others' eyes for a few moment.  Schala realized that he was correct, as every attempt to bore into his mind was deflected by intensive mental discipline that she could not hope to summon.  Dale might be able to shatter this mindwall, but I'm not powerful enough.......  Schala's own self-recrimination began to build.  I was unable to protect Janus and the others, and now I lack the power to delve into the mind of a normal human being.  Am I worth nothing?  Her self-esteem crumbling, she turned away from Bond.


     "Oh, and," he put a hand on her shoulder, "one thing you need to do is throw Andreys off your back.  You have the right to make your own decisions, not the ones others wish you to make."


     "I... I have never known....  independence.  My choices were always made for me by others."  She turned to him.  "I never had the courage to take my own path."


     He clasped her hand.  "Then this is the time to start."


     Schala brought her head up, and softly kissed his lips.  The sensation was new and thrilling.


     They stopped for a moment.  Bond allowed himself a slight smile, and asked, "By the way, what were you before you came here?"


     "I was a princess of the Kingdom of Zeal."


     "Really...."  He chuckled.  "I've never kissed royalty before."


     "Then this is the time to start, James," she replied, smiling, brushing her lips against his again.


     "Touchè."


     They began kissing again.  Schala felt the old cage around her begin to crumble......


     Klaxons sounded, accompanied by Carrey's voice.  "All hands to battlestations.  Code Red.  All hands to battlestations."








     "Three Terran Federation Mahan-class destroyers in orbit, Captain," Sherlily reported from the tactical station.  "Their weapons are currently on standby."


     "Is there any way we can beam down without them noticing?"


     Carrey looked to Derbely, who shook her head.  "No way, sir."


     "Very well."  Carrey held onto his chair arms.  "We'll do this the hard way.  Lock phasers and torpedoes on weapons, engines, and communication systems.  Our aim is to cripple, not destroy."


     "Yes Captain.  Locking weapons now."


     "Apley, get us in position for a strafing run on the three destroyers."


     "Yes Captain."  Apley maneuvered the Koenig into a position above Gamma Celre III's arctic region.  "In position now."


     "Begin run now.  Decloak and fire."


     The Koenig raced toward the three destroyers, formed in a line formation that would prove disasterous.  The Koenig's pulse phasers slammed into the first ship, hitting many of it's critical systems.  A solar torpedo smashed it's engineering area, crippling the warship.  The Koenig's smaller phasers made short work of the communications antenna.


     The next warship's automated interceptor weapons opened fire, but proved ineffective against the Koenig's shields.  More phaser fire followed, removing their weapons.  Sherlily fired a torpedo which hit the power core almost immediately as they whizzed by.  The communications antenna was knocked off by a small burst of phaser fire to it's base.


     The third warship's crew had been given the most time to react, and they did so by turning away sharply.  Coming over the top of the ship, Sherlily raked it with the pulse phasers, inflicting heavy hull damage.  They came out in front of the destroyer.  "Sir, picking up a power spike!  They're charging their particle cannon!"


     "Stop impulse engines.  Fire all lower aft thrusters."  The Koenig "rose" from their previous position, a blue beam of particle energy edging their shields.  "Shields holding at eighty percent."


     "Carmen, most Terran Federation weaponry can't dent our shields with one shot.  What is with these particle cannons?"


     Ibanez shrugged.  "They started equipping them on our warships a few months ago.  They are supposed to run off the ship's power core, but I've found that they're too risky in a firefight.  You have to divert almost all of your power to firing them."


     "She's right, sir," Derbely said.  "Their power systems are in a state of recharge."


     "Apley, bring us back around.  Get their power core this time, Sherlily."


     "Aye sir."


     "I will this time, sir."  Carrey realized that this was Carrie Sherlily's first time in combat.  I wonder if she's afraid she'll go the way of her sister........


     The Koenig twirled around, and again bore down on the last ship.  This time, Apley came from the underside, while Sherlily began to hammer away with the pulse phasers.  Explosions flowered along the destroyer's battleship gray hull as they continued toward it.  Sherlily released a solar torpedo, which proceeded to slam into the ship's power core.  Instead of crippling it, however, the feedback rippled through the ship, which exploded eight seconds later.


     The bridge shook slightly as the shockwave hit them.  "Shields still holding at seventy three percent, Captain.  Enemy has been dispatched."


     "What about those other destroyers?"


     "One is venting oxygen, with their crew apparently rushing to the life pods.  The other is adrift."


     "Captain...."


     "What is it, Derbely?"  Carrey turned his chair to face her, as she continued working at her console.


     "That ship...."  She turned toward him.  "They sent out a distress signal before we got them."


     "What?!"


     "It should take thirteen hours for the message to reach their local command base.  After that....."


     "They'll have a fleet breathing down our necks."  Carrey slammed his fist on the console.  "Well, no use crying over spilled milk.  Let's get going.  Get Bond and... what's her name again?"


     "Schala," Ibanez offered.


     "Schala, that's it.  Get Bond and Schala to the transporter room ASAP.  We're going down."








     "Sir, detecting a ship coming into the system."  Sherlily's voice seemed weak from the anxiety.


     Apley focused himself on the viewscreen, having taken the command chair and given the helm to Ensign Muwambe, a young Kenyan officer.  "Identify them."


     "Doing so now," Derbely replied, running the ship's silhouette and appearance through the computers.  "Terran Federation Resolution-class battlecruiser, the Ramillies."


     "Is she on the list of confirmed defections?"


     "No Lieutenant."


     Apley considered calling on Carrey, but did not want to break radio silence.  "Cloak the ship.  Bring us into a polar orbit.  We'll lay low as long as we can."








     Dale's eyes flew open as his communicator began beeping.  "Dammit......"  Still feeling the aftereffects of his accidental encounter with vodka, he grabbed it and said, "Dale here."


     "Sir, we just a report in from Alliance Intelligence, forwarded directly from Agent Iceman.  A Terran Federation task force, believed to be hostile, is approaching Gamma Celre III."


     "Any nearby ships that can deal with it?"�     "Only Alliance or allied ship close enough is the R.S.S. Volgograd, Kharkov-class.  She's on patrol in the Malei system, and can be there in three hours."


     "Any others?"


     "The D.S.S. Institute is on the Alliance border, acting as flagship for the 23rd Task Group.  She can be on site in five hours.  And there is also the 67th Interceptor Squadron based at New Lebanon.  At max warp, they can get there with the Institute."


     "Get the Institute and 67th moving.  And send a message to the captain of the Volgograd, asking for their assistance."


     "Are you certain they will assist?"


     "If the Volgograd's captain is anything like most Soviet officers I know, he's literally praying to get into combat with the Terran Federation.  The Soviets, democratic or communist, are not known for their love of fascists.  Send it along."


     "Yes sir.  Worf out."


     Dale put his communicator back on the nightstand, and soon fell asleep again.








     Carrey, Bond, Ibanez, and Schala materialized in what appeared to be the main government building.  Bullet holes covered many of the walls, with bodies of civilians and MI troopers lying everywhere.  "Looks like some heavy combat came through here."


     "Ace?"  Ibanez knelt by one of the troopers, with almost white blond hair.  A bullet hole sat prominently on his forehead.  "This was one of Johnny's friends.  He must have been killed in the......"


     "Not quite."  Bond knelt down beside her.  "He was executed, point-blank range, by a handgun."  He pointed toward the bullet hole.


     "They executed him?  Without a general court-martial?  That..."


     "It is legal," Ibanez cut Carrey off.  "Execute on sight orders are supposed to be issued should a military unit mutiny.  And even then, it takes the consent of the Sky Marshal and a two third majority of the Federal Council."


     "Well, I don't see the Sky Marshal opposing it, and the Federal Council is in no position to refuse the military."  Carrey helped Ibanez to her feet, while Bond slid the dead trooper's eyes close.  "Bond, go try to find their command center.  We'll continue searching for Rico."


     Bond nodded, and ran off after bringing his photon rifle to a ready position.  Carrey lifted his own.  "Where to next?"


     "I recommend we go up," came a voice behind them.


     The trio turned.  An MI trooper, a black female, stood before them.  "Who are you?"


     "Corporal Langston.  If you want to save Lieutenant Rico, you'd better hurry.  They're awaiting permission from Colonel Berus to execute him and the other Roughnecks they captured."


     "Any idea where they're at right now?"


     "We'll check the roof first.  That way."  Langston dashed down a corridor, taking point.


     The rest followed her.  Carrey made sure his photon rifle was ready for firing, should they run into a patrol.  A few questions came to mind about Langston while he followed.  Who is she?  How did she evade capture?  If they have to wait for execution orders for the others, why did they kill Ace?  As they came to "T" in the path, Carrey asked, "How were they able to capture Rico and the others?  Why didn't they just execute them like they did that poor guy back there?"


     "Well, as for question 1......."  She swirled around, pointing her rifle at Ibanez.  "I made sure they knew the weakness in his defense perimeter."


     "You bitch......"  Ibanez glared at Langston.


     "And as for question 2, they didn't kill Ace.  I did.  He never saw it coming, you'll be happy to know.  I knew I had to be the one to make contact with you, and not him.  Now......"  She lifted the rifle so it pointed at Ibanez's head.  "Drop your weapons, now."  Reluctantly, they did so.  "Raise your hands."  Once again, they reluctantly followed their captor's orders.  "You are now prisoners of the Terran Federation.  As for you, Captain Ibanez, the Federal Command has ordered your immediate execution.  Farewell."  She began to pull the trigger.....


     Click.


     Langston turned her head for a moment, and stared down the barrel of a Walther PPK.


     "Drop the gun, Corporal."  Bond's voice was cold and emotionless.


     "I can't," she answered, but she had lost her aim on Ibanez, as well as the tactical advantage.


     "You will, or I will drop you," Bond responded, with the same cool voice.


     "You won't kill me.  You need me to lead you to the prisoners.  Besides, you don't have the balls."


     "It won't make any difference to me if I kill you."


     Langston swallowed, facing Death incarnate in the guise of James Bond.  "I am a soldier.  I'm merely following orders."


     "So am I."  Bond pulled the trigger.


     Langston fell dead to the floor, a bullet hole in the right side of her skull.


     Bond holstered his PPK, and unslung the photon rifle over his left shoulder.  For a moment, he considered Langston's dead body.


     "Did you have to kill her in cold blood?!"  Schala stared at him, occasionally switching her gaze to Langston.


     "You cannot hesitate to pull the trigger," Bond answered.  He looked to Carrey, who was picking up his photon rifle.  "We should check the roof."


     "That's where Lang....."


     "The best liars are the ones who use truth to their advantage.  Besides....."  Bond took an MI trooper personal radio from his pocket.  "I overheard two patrolmen discussing the matter with the firing squad above."


     Carrey allowed himself a grin.  "You constantly surprise me, James.  Let's go.  I'll take point."  Carrey raised his rifle, and turned right, following a sign to the staircase.  Ibanez followed.


     Schala stared at Bond for another moment, and continued onward, Bond taking up the rear.








    "Captain, we are receiving a message from the D.S.S. Roddenberry."


    "Let me see it, Sergy," Captain Dubronev of the R.S.S. Volgograd said.  His first officer handed him a small computer printout, (the Red Starfleet maintained tradition by using replicated paper for reports and messages), which he read closely.  "To Captain of R.S.S. Volgograd, urgent.  Terran Federation force is approaching Gamma Celre III.  Force is believed to be hostile, repeat, force believed to be hostile.  Request your immediate departure for Gamma Celre to assist D.S.S Koenig in stopping Terran Federation force."  Dubronev grinned, and turned to his tactical officer.  "You hear that, Yuri?  Finally, we get to face the fascist scourge, just as our grandfathers did."


     "As the Americans would say, 'let's go kick some ass'."


     "By the way, who commands this D.S.S. Koenig?  And what is it?"


     His operations officer accessed the computer.  "The D.S.S. Koenig is a Valiant-class attack ship under the command of Captain Zachary T. Carrey."


     "Ah, Carrey.  My cousin flew a mission with him a few months ago.  This will be fun."  Dubronev plopped into the command chair.  "Set course for Gamma Celre, and engage at maximum warp.  And Sergy, talk to the engineers about getting up to Warp 9.86."


 





     Carrey fired, mowing down three MI troopers with photon charges.  They fell downward, causing him to trip over them as he continued up the stairwell.  "We're almost to the roof!"


     No more guards opposed them as they came to the top of the stairwell.  In addition to Bond, Schala, and Ibanez, they had recruited five Roughnecks along the way, and anticipated getting many more after freeing the captives.


     "We're here!"  Carrey lifted his hand, and began counting down.  Four.... three.... two.... one.....  Carrey's boot slammed into the door, breaking the flimsy lock and swinging it wide open.


     The roof was crowded.  Five bodies of executed troopers were stacked in one corner, with a makeshift pole for the firing squad holding another soldier.  Behind the firing squad, being guarded by more troopers, sat thirty tied-up soldiers, Rico among them.


     Just as Carrey emerged, the squad opened fire, killing the soldier tied to the pole.  Carrey responded with a quick burst of fire from his own photon rifle, taking down two soldiers.  He quickly found cover as bullets came flying toward him.


     Ibanez and the five Roughnecks emerged next, Carrey giving them cover fire.  They quickly found cover with him behind a heater.


     Schala exited the door, drawing her lightsaber and activating it.  The purple energy blade caused the troops to stop for a moment, having never seen such a weapon.  Schala used the distraction wisely, vaulting herself over the firing squad, and cutting their rifles in half with the saber.  Two troopers opened fire, point-blank, but nothing happened to her.  Without a word, she swung the lightsaber at their knees, slicing through the flesh and bone with ease.  The troopers fell screaming, the bloody stumps of their legs pouring blood on the rooftop.


     The prisoners used this distraction to their advantage.  Rico shouted, "Now!!!!", and they jumped up, plowing into their guards.  A couple guards opened fire on their fellows, switching sides.


     The melee continued.  Five Roughnecks were mowed down by armed guards, who themselves came under fire from Carrey, Ibanez, and Bond.  Rico himself took off, his wrists still bound, toward their position.  "Carmen!  Carmen!!!!"


     "Johnny, behind you!!!!!"  Ibanez jumped out from behind the heater.


     Rico turned, and immediately took five bullets to the chest.  He fell to the ground.


     "Johnny!!!!!!!!!"  Ibanez's shout filled the air.  She raised her rifle and fired, hitting the trooper responsible for shooting Rico.  A bullet lodged itself into her left shoulder, but she didn't flinch.  Another one found her right side, and she still refused to fall.  She continued firing, but finally, a bullet found her left knee, and she crumbled to the ground.


     "Carmen!!!!!"  Carrey jumped from behind the heater, photon rifle blazing.


     "Bloody hell," Bond muttered under his breath.  "Cover us," he ordered the five Roughnecks, after which he jumped out after Carrey, letting lose a spray of photon suppression fire to keep the enemy from firing back.  "Are you crazy?!"


     "We've got to protect Carmen and Rico!"  Carrey ran toward the two fallen friends, rifle still in combat position.


     "Whatever you say, Captain," Bond replied.  He pulled out a pair of tuxedo cufflinks, and ran under cover fire to one of the small air conditioning structures the enemy was using as cover.  He attached one of the cufflinks to it, and ran onto another cover, where he repeated the process.  Finally, he ran back to Carrey.


     "What the hell are you doing?!"


     Bond raised the cuff of his left sleeve, revealing his watch.  "A little gift from Q."


     "Huh?"


     Bond pressed one of the buttons on the watch, and two explosions threw everyone to the ground.  The two air conditioning structures had been destroyed, and the few surviving soldiers dropped their weapons when they realized they were outnumbered.  Carrey couldn't help but grin when he looked at Bond.  "You just come prepared for everything, don't you?"


     Bond smirked.  "You never know when you may need to deal with an explosive situation," he remarked.


     Carrey nodded in agreement, then went over to Ibanez, who was struggling to get to her feet.  "Carmen, are you okay?"


     Ibanez ignored him, instead trekking dutifully on to Rico, who was laying still on the roof.  One of the Roughnecks tried to hold him up.  "Lieutenant, sir, are you okay?!"


     Rico's eyes fluttered open, and he gazed in Ibanez's face.  "Carmen.....  you came......"


     "I promised....."


     "Thanks......"  Rico grabbed on to the soldier holding him up.  "Private Conway, I hereby award you a battlefield promotion to Second Lieutenant.  Keep the Roughnecks fighting, Conway."


     "Yes sir!"


     "Carmen, everyone, keep up the fight.  Stop the..... military.....  We... were... wrong.....  Restore civilians to..... their rightful..... place.....  Restore.... dem....."  Rico's head dropped backward, his eyes still open in an empty stare.


     Bond put his hand on Rico's neck.  "He's gone."


     "Johnny!!!!!"  Ibanez began weeping on Rico's shoulder.  "I promised to protect you, and I failed.  I failed....."


     "Carmen, stop.  Don't do this to yourself."  Carrey put his arm around her.  "There was nothing that could be done.  You tried....  You tried...."


     "But.....  I'm all alone now.....  Everyone I used to know is gone."


     Not necessarily, Carmen.


     Ibanez looked toward the roof door.  "Carl?!"


     Carl stood at the entrance to the roof, his uniform coat fluttering in the wind.  "Are you surprised to see me, Carmen?"  He walked toward them.  "I suppose you would be, since we cut off the Enterprise to sensitive traffic weeks ago."


     "Carmen, who is this guy?"  Carrey held his photon rifle in a ready position, not willing to trust him.


     "He used to go to school with me and Johnny.  He holds psychic powers."


     "Actually," Carl corrected her, "the Alliance has designated me a telepath.  They say I rate around a P-12 on the telepath scale used by Earth Alliance in EM-5."


     "How would the Alliance be able to rate your psi-powers, Carl?"


     Bond extended a hand toward him, surprising everyone.  "A pleasure, Iceman."


     Carrey's head whirled to Bond.  "He's Agent Iceman?!"


     "How did you know?," Carl asked Bond, as calm and collected as he had been before.


     "Odo's contact in Alliance Intelligence told us that Iceman was a high-ranking Terran Federation officer with telepathic abilities."  Bond's hand was still extended, and Carl extended his own.  "The name's Bond.  James Bond."


     "A pleasure, Mister Bond.  Or should I say Commander Bond?  Or perhaps 007?"  Carl's grin grew.  "I have my own contacts in Alliance Intelligence.  How is life in the British Secret Service in JE-5?  Or, at least when you're not acting under the supervision of Alliance Intelligence?"


     "Touchè, Iceman."


     "Okay, let me get this straight."  Carrey pointed to Carl.  "You're Agent Iceman, the deep cover operative who has been feeding Alliance Intelligence critical information ever since the coup against President Dienes?"


     "Correct."


     "Then why didn't you help Rico?"


     "I did all I could.  I sabotaged the communications system, and kept it down long enough for Rico to get his defenses set up.  I didn't anticipate Corporal Langston's betrayal until it was too late."  Carl helped Ibanez to her feet, slinging her left arm over his shoulder to support her.  "We must hurry.  The T.F.S. Ramillies is coming in, with orders to destroy every major city on this planet.  And that's......"


     "How do we stop them?"


     "Reinforcements are on the way, but your ship will have to delay them until they arrive."


     "And the information on the Tyclonus Sector?"


     Carl handed him an isolinear chip.  "This contains the exact schematics to the base on Crost VI.  The Nazi faction allied with our military wants to reform the Fourth Reich under the leadership of one Feldmarshall Dietrich von Heldseich, and has offered a treaty of alliance to the Terran Federation military."


     "Thanks.  Let's go."  Carrey pressed his communicator.  "Carrey to Koenig, five to beam up."  Carrey, Carl, and the other three of Carrey's party were whisked away by transporters a few moments later.


     The newly promoted Second Lieutenant Conway lifted his rifle.  "This one's for the Lieutenant!  C'mon, Roughnecks, who are we?!"


     "Rico's Roughnecks, sir!!!!!"


     "Let's go get the bastards who did this to our friends!"  With the exception of a small guard to ID and arrange the bodies, as well as care for the wounded, the rest of the depleted unit ran back into the stairwell.








     "The Ramillies is fifteen minutes away from firing position, sir.  Orders?"


     "They know we're here, so there's no use cloaking."  Carrey took his chair.  "Code Red."  Klaxons sounded.  "Send the contents of this isolinear chip to the Roddenberry."  Carrey slipped the chip into a data recorder on one of his chair panels, and Derbely loaded the information and sent it on it's way.  "Bring us around for an attack run on the Ramillies.  We've got to hold them off until reinforcements arrive."


     "Yes sir.  Coming about now."


     The Koenig sped toward the Ramillies, charging the larger warship.  "We're coming into firing range.  Their particle cannon is charging."  Derbely turned her chair.  "Captain, they are sending a surrender demand."


     "Tell them to go to hell."


     "Sending 'go to hell', sir," Derbely responded, giggling.  Laughs broke out on the bridge, drowning out the klaxons that Carrey turned off a moment later.


     "They are firing the particle cannon."  A burst of blue energy flew by them.  "They are recharging."


     "Let's take advantage of this.  Sherlily, shove a solar torpedo up their ass.  Or better yet, shove it into that particle cannon."


     "Aye sir."


     As per order, Sherlily fired a single solar torpedo, which raced through space.  It would have hit the particle cannon headon, but a last minute burst of interceptor fire struck the torpedo, causing a premature explosion.  "Damage to their hull.  The particle cannon is no longer charging."


     "Let's take advantage of this nice situation.  Begin strafing run.  And ready for a strike on their power....."


     "Captain!"  Derbely whirled her chair around.  "Seven Terran Federation warships inbound!"


     "Class?!"


     "Two Mahan-class destroyers, three Carthage-class cruisers, a Yorktown-class assault ship, and a Pearl Harbor-class planetary attack ship."


     "Oh hell....."  Carrey groaned.  They were in no way a match for the TF force bearing down on them.  "Let's finish off this one, and try to find a way to get them.  Cloak the ship after you finish off that ship."  At his order, Sherlily fired several more torpedoes, which crippled the mighty battlecruiser.








     Dale felt the detoxicants continue their work of flushing the alcohol out of his system as he stepped onto the bridge of the Roddenberry.  On the viewscreen, seven Valiant-class attack ships from the 57th Task Force and ten White Star-class ships from Sheridan's forces maintained formation.


     The operation was to be quick and simple.  Their force would travel, via warp, to a position just outside the Crost system, where they would rendezvous with two wings of the Fourth Red Fleet and a cruiser squadron from the Seventh Fleet, after which they would launch an allout attack on the Crost system.  The base would be destroyed from orbit, with the 23rd and 45th Alliance Army Divisions, arriving via hypserspace with a force of fifteen White Stars, landing afterward to secure the system, which would be split between the Alliance and the Soviets to provide a frontal base to launch a counteroffensive against Terran Federation forces should they begin attacking independent colony worlds.


     Or so it went in theory.


     "Sir," Worf was standing at his usual post, the tactical station, "we are receiving a message from the Koenig.  It is labeled 'Iceman'."


     "Put the information in the message on the tactical screen."  Dale reviewed the incoming data as it displayed on the small tactical viewer to his right.  "Well, there are eighty Terran and Nazi warships waiting for us at Crost, so let's not disappoint them.  Set course and engage, Warp 9.4."


     "Yes sir."








     "Terran warships are about to enter orbit, Captain."


     Carrey's mind raced as he watched the seven ships prepare for a devastating orbital bombardment.  "We have no choice.  Decloak and fire on those destroyers."


     The Koenig rippled into view, phaser cannons firing away.  The hulls of the two destroyers were blown away by the bombardment, and the ships themselves were destroyed by solar torpedoes.  Continuing the attack run, Apley brought them by the Yorktown-class assault ship, which they continued to pound with phaser fire.


     The large Pearl Harbor-class attack ship responded by firing a spread of nuclear missiles.  Apley veered the ship out of the way, causing the missiles to slam into one of the cruisers, destroying it.


     Another missile left the Yorktown assault ship, and exploded near the Koenig.  The ship was shaken by the impact.  "Just what are they packing on those nukes?"  Derbely turned for a moment, confused.  "They knocked our shields to sixty percent!"


     "Those are special 'Bugkillers', nukes with a 350 megaton warhead.  They used those things to mop up Klendathu after we annihilated the Arachnids' underground lairs."  Carrey whistled.  "Give them a gift of our own.  Solar torpedoes, full spread!"


     "Ships coming in, sir!  Eight Predator II-class interceptors!"


     The eight Predator II-class ships raced in, phasers firing.  They strafed the last two cruisers, heavily damaging both.  They turned their attention to the Yorktown-class warship, which they hit with a full spread of solar torpedoes.  The heavy armor on the warship held the assault, barely, and several pieces were blown away by a subsequent strafing run by the interceptor warships.


     "Captain, that Pearl Harbor is reloading their missile launchers!  Their port particle cannons are charging!"


     "Come about, and....."


     "One more ship coming in!  Soviet, Kharkov-class!"


     The 623 meter long battlecruiser dropped out of warp near the Pearl Harbor.  It was shaped like an Alliance Vicksburg, with the exception of having the three nacelles parallel to each other instead of in a triangular formation.  "They are firing!"


     The Volgograd hammered the Pearl Harbor with a full broadside of it's phasers.  The phaser energy sliced through the large warship, causing massive internal damage.  The Volgograd followed up with a spread of solar torpedoes, which destroyed the port cannons of the Pearl Harbor.


     "Captain, the Institute is dropping out of warp!"


     Carrey leaned back in his chair.  "I think our reinforcements have arrived, people."


     A large Presidential-class superdreadnought came out of warp, positioning herself between the remaining two TF capital ships.  She unleashed an MPTS attack on both ships, ripping both apart.


     The remaining two cruisers, having seen the situation turned against them, began broadcasting their surrender.  "Cap'n," Scotty said from Engineering, "ye should feel lucky those ships were able t' get here.  Their engines are close to explodin'!"


     "Captain, a message from the R.S.S. Volgograd on all frequencies."


     A brash Russian voice filled the bridge.  "Ah, Comrade Captain, I take it that we have arrived on time?"


     "Correct, Captain....."


     "Dubronev, Comrade Captain.  Captain Alexi Dubronev, Red Starship Volgograd.  Comrade Dale sends his regards."


     "This is Lieutenant Commodore Abrams of the Institute to Koenig and Volgograd.  Good job Captains Carrey and Dubronev.  I'm sure the TF will rue this day."


     "That they will, Comrade Abrams.  Our fleets are preparing to smash the fascist scourge and their vile Nazi allies.  Today is a great day for the Alliance and the USDP!"


     "Well, gentlemen, let's not miss the festivities."  Carrey turned to Derbely.  "Karen, can you triangulate a spatial jump right for the Crost system."


     "I'm on it, sir," Derbely answered with a smile.








     The force of sixty four Alliance, Soviet, and White Star ships were poised to hit the Crost system.  "All ships report ready, sir," Worf reported from tactical.  "All weapons online."


     "Then let's not keep them waiting, Worf.  All ships, move in."


     The ships went to warp for a few minutes, entering the Crost system and heading for Crost VI at about Warp 1.4.  The ships came out of warp about 1,340,000 km away from the planet.  "Fourth Reich and Terran Federation warships are arming weapons and raising shields."


     "Worf, are we lined up for a blast from the A/HM cannon?"


     "Negative.  The blast would hit the planet with a force in the gigaton range, causing massive damage to the global biosphere and geosystems."


     "Then we'll do this the old fashioned way.  Worf, lock neutron torpedoes on their lead ships.  It's time to let the Nazis know just how powerful our new ship is."


     "Torpedoes locked, sir.  Quantum interceptors and quantum torpedo cannons are online and being loaded.  Readying phasers."


     "Fire when ready.  Red wing 1, hit their left flank.  Red wing 2, right flank.  Cruiser squadron, take anvil position.  Attack squadron, take hammer position.  Jarod, launch all fighters."  The Roddenberry's StarRaptors launched, while the warships moved into position.


     "Sir, TF carriers are launching fighters.  They have a 3-to-1 numerical superiority."


     "I'm sure our pilots will love the target practice," Dale joked.  "Paris, increase engines to full impulse.  All ships, attack."


     Phaser fire lit space up as the ships launched their attacks.  A TF Liberator-class command vessel succumbed to the barrage, as did a pair of Nazi Sedan-class cruisers.  The White Star ships moved in, strafing the capital Nazi warships while the two Soviet wings smashed through their flanks.  The Reich ships   were able to absorb some punishment through their shields, but the unshielded, undergunned TF ships searched frantically for a way to survive.


     The Roddenberry plunged into the melee, it's powerful densiona shields taking hit after hit without trouble.  The quantum interceptors and torpedo cannons lit space up with a fast barrage of fire.








     "Captain Carrey," Abrams said, a grin obviously on the officer's face had Carrey been able to see it, "we'll stay here and guard Gamma Celre III.  I've got a cruiser squadron with the Salerno and Resolution on the way to their nearby base to raise a little hell, so things will be pretty calm around here for a while."


     "I've got us a jump coorindate set.  Margin of error is .5 light years."


     Carrey smiled at Derbely's announcement.  "Well, let's get going.  Jump!"


     A red jump point tore open space.......








     "Jump point forming!"  A green jump point ripped up nearby space, the gravitational force destroying a Nazi Aryan-class dreadnought.  Two ships, the Koenig and the Soviet Kharkov-class battlecruiser Volgograd, emerged.


     Dale pressed a button on his chair panel to open a channel to the Koenig.  "Zack, I take it Gamma Celre is safe?"


     "Yep!  The Institute and that interceptor squad are staying behind in case another force of TF ships show up for a fight."


     The Roddenberry emerged from the fleet, heading toward the planet.  "Paris, turn us around."  The Roddenberry turned immediately, still flying backward for a moment until the thrusters could compensate for the large ship's inertia.  "Order all ships to clear out!"  Eighty seconds later, Dale noticed the ships were in safe range again.  "Fire A/HM cannon, full power, max dispersion."


     Blinding energy built up for a moment on the Roddenberry's underside, then surged forward in a massive blast.  Every TF ship in the fleet was annihilated by the blast, as were most of the Nazi ones.  Five ships survived, all with heavy damage, having been lucky enough to be on the outer parts of the blast.  One turned and entered a jump point, while the others made futile attempts to ram other ships.  They were destroyed by the overwhelming firepower of the Allied fleet before they were able to make contact.


     Clapping filled the bridge.  Dale pressed his comm button.  "Send the signal to Marcus to move in with the troop transports."


     Three jump points opened, as fifteen White Stars, two Vandegrift-class troop transports, and over seventy smaller landing craft emerged.  Half of the landing craft went straight for Crost VI, with cover fire coming from the Volgograd and some of the White Stars.


     Dale allowed himself a small grin.  "Call in our fighters.  This one's in the bag."


     "Picking up signal, sir.  It's the Koenig."


     "Put them on."  Carrey appeared on the screen.  "How was Gamma Celre III?"


     "They're probably done mopping up the MI by now.  And if not, I'm sure Abrams will help them to finish."


     "I take it Rico was pretty happy to see....."


     "Rico's dead, Rob."


     Dale frowned.  "How?"


     "Took five bullets to the chest during a firefight."


     "How is Ibanez taking it?"


     "Pretty badly.  Carmen's down in the clinic.  She took three hits trying to get to Rico after he went down.  None are serious, although Doctor Bashir may have to do some fancy surgery on her knee."


     "Get her ready for transport.  I'll alert Bashir."








     Dale walked into the waiting room, not alerting Carrey and Carl/Iceman to his presence.  "How is it going?"


     They turned from the window they had been looking through.  "He got the bullet out of her knee.  The regenerators are at work now repairing her kneecap."


     "And the other wounds?"


     "None of them inflicted any critical damage to her body.  They've got them out."


     "Good."  Dale extended his hand toward Carl.  "Agent Iceman, I was unaware you were so close to them."


     "I used to be closer."  He turned back toward the window.  "Hopefully, this will all be over soon, and the sacrifices of people like Johnny can be appreciated."


     "I agree.  We are receiving some good news.  The Fourth Red Fleet just smashed a Federal Assault Fleet trying to counterattack against Alpha Caer, and the Seventh Fleet is mounting raids against forward bases.  More and more ships and MI units are defecting every hour.  The Terran Federation military is on it's last legs."


     "What about Earth?"


     "Alliance High Command is meeting with members of Stavka and the Colonial League Defense Command right now to discuss a military operation to liberate Earth within the month.  The 5th Star Marine Battalion is already on it's way to Earth to organize a resistance movement, and begin guerrilla operations."  Dale looked through the window, watching as Bashir began removing the bullet from Ibanez's shoulder.  "I'm sorry for Rico.  He was a good man."


     "We used to be a quartet.  Me, Carmen, Johnny, and Diz.  Diz bought it on Planet P fighting the Bugs, now Rico's gone....  Which of us is next?"


     "If I'm right, we'll have to wait at least seventy years to find out."  Dale laughed at his joke, but the laugh seemed empty.  "I've arranged for Rico's body to be brought here.  The funeral will be at 0800 tomorrow, formal.  Make sure you've got a uniform.  I expect both of you will be there?"


     "Naturally," Carrey answered.  Carl remained silent, watching his friend being operated on.


     Dale went to walk out when he remembered something.  "Zack, where is Schala?"


     "She's with James right now."


     "Oh....."  Dale grinned as he exited the door.  "I'll go arrange for a security detail to protect Bond for the tenure of his stay here."


     "Protect Bond?  From who?"


     "From Julie, because she'll kill him when she finds out."  The door swished close.


     Carrey looked at Carl for a moment, then started laughing.








     "Bond!!!!!!!!!"


     Andreys' angry shout filled the corridor as she confronted the British agent, Schala in his arms.  "Not again," he moaned as she stomped toward them.


     "Let me handle this, James," Schala replied softly.  She withdrew from his grasp, taking up a position between him and Andreys.


     "Bond, I told you to......"  If looks could kill, Andreys would have incinerated him on the spot.


     "Julia, go away!!!"


     Andreys stopped, her mouth gaping open in shock as Schala put her hands on her sides and frowned.  "Schala, I...."


     "If I want to be with him, that is my choice, not yours.  I am not your daughter nor your little sister.  I may do as I wish without interference from you!"


     "Schala, you're just going to get hurt," Andreys warned her.


     "Then I will have to deal with it.  Not you, me."


     Andreys tried to think of something else, but couldn't as she watched Schala and Bond enter her quarters.  A small chirp sounded as the lock was activated.  Maybe Robby was right.  I'm starting to act like a mother hen.








     Carrey guided the antigrav chair into his quarters.  Ibanez was slouched in it, thoroughly upset Bashir would not let her walk.  "Dammit, my leg feels fine!  Let me off of this thing!"


     "I will....."  He brought it up to the bed, and turned it off.  "Now I'm going to pick you up and put you on the bed.  Julian has you on strict bedrest for the next two days."


     "I wonder," she said as he lifted her and placed her on the bed, "if Bashir actually ordered that, or if you're trying to keep me here just for yourself."


     "Hmm, sounds tempting....."  Carrey took off his uniform, and got into the bed beside her.  "Would this be yet another charming attempt at seduction by me aimed at you?"


     "If it is, it's a waste," she answered.  A small grin appeared on her face.  "You don't need to seduce me."


     Carrey kissed her softly on the lips.  "I know....."








     "Oh James......"


     Bond continued to softly kiss Schala as the two wound themselves up in her bedsheets.  Having never even gotten close to the level of physical contact she was now experiencing, Schala let herself enjoy every moment as the two embraced each other, kissing and touching.  "I have no words for this......  Being alone, naked, in a bed with a man is something I have never done....."


     "That's what I like about interuniversal travel; new experiences at every possible corner," he replied as the two kissed again.�     They continued to roll around her bed, their lips never losing contact.  A short beeping sound came to Schala's attention as she felt Bond lift his left hand from her lower back and hold it over her head.  "What is it, James?"


     Bond read the message flashing on his watch: 007, urgent.  Critical situation in Nigeria.  Report to MI6 Headquarters ASAP.  Moneypenny.  "An agent must always remain watchful of the world situation, Schala."  The watch continued to beep, but instead of answering, Bond took the watch off and threw it on the nightstand.  "Now, I think we need to go over a few things......."


     "What things?"


     "I'm glad you asked."  Bond pulled the sheet away as the two once again embraced, kissing again.








     The Roddenberry forward torpedo room was larger than those on most vessels, to enable more crewmembers to load the multiple launchers with the different variants of solar and/or neutron torpedoes that might be ordered by the bridge.  At the moment, however, the launchers were offline, save one, and the torpedoes had been cleared out.  Along the central torpedo launcher's loading conveyor, an honor guard of surviving Roughnecks and Alliance security officers had gathered.  An empty torpedo acted as a coffin, containing the body of the late Lieutenant Johnny Rico, sat on the conveyor, a Terran Federation flag draped over the coffin.  At the head, of the conveyor, Dale stood in full dress uniform.  To his left, Carl and Carrey, also in dress uniform, stood by Ibanez, who was still confined to the antigrav chair.  Other assorted crew members were at various positions to pay their last respects.


     Dale cleared his throat.  Ibanez and Carl had requested that he give the eulogy, as there was no one else available that seemed suitable.  Public speaking, sheesh.  My grandpa would go crazy.  "We are gathered here today to honor the passing of Jonathon Rico, First Lieutenant.  His life was unbearably short, lasting barely twenty years.  I will confess that I did not know him as well as I now wish I did.  We met briefly, two opposite positions on the spectrum of ideology and politics, but in him I found a kindred spirit.  He fought and strove to be a citizen of his nation.  And he was a true citizen of that nation, not because he served in their military as decreed by their government, but instead because he understood the foundation of all that is loved and cherished, the basic dignity and freedom of man.  He truly performed a soldier's duty, the duty to protect his nation honorably and nobly from all enemies, foreign and domestic.  He fought the foreign enemy in the Arachnid threat, and when the time came, knew the domestic enemy as well: the military itself.  A military that stripped away the dignity and freedom of his fellow man, one that he had formerly followed obedientely.  And he made the right choice: He took a stand, a firm and decisive stand, for all that he felt was dear.  It cost him his life, but in death he has still served honorably, in a way that shall never be forgotten.  For his sacrifice will always be remembered and cherished by those who knew him, and those who will proceed him.  In death, he has passed the torch," Dale, for a moment, took a look at 2nd Lieutenant Conway, at the head of the honor guard led by Lieutenant Jarke, "to his successors, a torch of honor, integrity, and all that is good in the will of man.  That is how I will remember Johnny Rico, that is how his friends will remember him, and that is how history will remember him.  Let us now commit his body to the deep of space, with all remembering what he did for his fellow citizens."


     "Load torpedo launcher," Worf barked in his low voice.  A few technicians obeyed, and the conveyor activated.


     The empty torpedo, Rico's body inside, began to slowly creep toward the launcher.  The wail of Scottish bagpipes filled the launch room, and Dale allowed himself a peek at the performer.  Scotty is a wonderful bagpiper, Dale thought to himself.


     Following the familiar tune of the bagpipes, the attendees began to sing an old hymn.  "Amazing grace, how sweet the sound, that saved a wretch like me.  I once was lost, but now I'm found; 'twas blind, but now I see....."  The tune continued as the members of the honor guard, as the torpedo coffin passed, raised their rifles in attention.  Two members of the honor guard picked up the flag as the coffin slid by, into the torpedo launcher.  Dale nodded to Worf, who growled, "Fire."


     The lights on the launcher indicated that the torpedo had been launched, and Jarke followed by barking an order to the honor guard.  "Ready!"  They raised their rifles.  "Fire!"  They fired, the bullets being caught by a forcefield set up near the roof.  "Reload!"  They brought their rifles down, and to a man, reloaded.  "Ready!"  They raised the rifles again.  "Fire!"  Another round of shots filled the room, and more bullets gathered at the roof, suspended by the forcefield.  "Reload!"  Dale turned briefly to Ibanez and Carl, the latter working with Carrey to support the weeping former, his mind dwelling on his own loss.  You selfish bastard.  They've lost two friends, and you're busy moping over your own lost friends.  Get over it!  "Ready!"  The honor guard moved their rifles in position for the last shot.  "Fire!"  The final volley of bullets joined the others near the roof.  "Hold!"


     Dale took a breath, all eyes on him, (save the honor guard, which was looking straight ahead at attention).  "From the stars we came, to the stars we return, for all of time."  Thank you John.  I'll make sure to give you the credit for that little saying.


     "Burial company dismissed!"


     Everyone began to file out.  Dale took the time to shake Scotty's hand for his performance, then moved on to Carrey, Ibanez, and Carl.  "Let me once again give my condolences.  I'm sure the camaraderie between you three was tremendous."


     "Thank you."  Ibanez held back more tears, while Carrey guided her out of the launch room.


     "So, Iceman," Dale turned his attention to the deep cover agent, "what will you be doing next?"


     "The Terran Resistance needs a leader.  Someone with the necessary background to help them survive the Federal Command until you move on Earth."


     "Someone like you?"


     "Something like that."  Carl extended a hand.  "It was good to see you, and good to know that Carmen was safe.  She and I are all we have to each other now, I guess."


     "I don't think so," Dale corrected him.  "Everyone on this ship and the Koenig is with you."  Dale folded his arms.  "Besides, is there any truth to the rumors I'm hearing of the League asking Carmen to be their ambassador to Bajor?"


     "What about that?"


     "Well, she would most likely take up residence either on Bajor or Deep Space Nine.  It would allow her to spend a hell of a lot more time with Zack."


     "It would, wouldn't it?"  Carl seemed to be suppressing a smile.


     "Did you arrange for it?"


      He raised his hands.  "What do you think?"  The two exchanged a quick laugh.  "Seriously, don't let Carmen in on your suspicions.  She needs someone to support her.  Zack seems to be the best way to go for now."


     "Agreed.  Good luck Iceman."


     "Call me Carl."


     "I will, if you call me Rob."


     "Fine, Rob."


     "Excellent, Carl."


     The two began laughing again.








     Andreys entered the gym women's dressing room to find Schala, dressing in her workout clothing.  "Where is Bond?  I was thinking you two would spend the morning together, after not turning up at the funeral service."


     "He was called away this morning," Schala answered, fastening her sports bra on.  "We could not make it for the funeral service.  We overslept."


     "So, the two of you spent hours last night having sex?"


     "Yes," Schala answered, a straight face betraying her feelings toward it.


     Andreys sighed, as she took off her uniform top, and began unfastening her bra.  "You sound like it's nothing."


     Schala tied her shoes, her feet still uncomfortable in the closed spaces of the shoes.  "We desired each other.  It was fun, pleasureable, and that was that."


     Andreys slipped her sports bra on.  "Schala, I understand that before last night you were a virgin, but I don't think you understand the gravity of what happened."


     "'What happened'?"


     "Schala, he could have gotten you pregnant.  I doubt the legendary ladies' man James Bond uses a condom.  Hell, Spock called him a 'walking statistical abnormality' for his ability to have sex with so many women and not impregnate any of them."


     "Actually, he couldn't give me a child."


     "Why not?  Are you sterile?"


     "Of course not."  Schala emerged from the exercise room, Andreys following her.  "Women of Zeal are able to chose when they want to be able to have children.  If they do not, the body does not perform the necessary processes for conception to take place."


     "You have control over your ovulations, huh?"  Andreys opened the door to the weight room.


     "Correct."


     Andreys nodded.  After a few moments, she finally broke down.  "Schala, I apologize for trying to run your life.  I've been somewhat of a mother hen recently."


     "Because you lost your child?"


     A figurative knife lodged itself in Andreys' heart.  Holding back tears, she nodded.  "I want to be friends with you, but you are free to do what you want, okay?"  She extended her hand.


     "Agreed."  They shook.


     Andreys looked over her shoulder as she began to prepare a shoulder press machine.  A pair of rather athletic young men were watching them.  "Well what do you know?"  Andreys pointed them out to Schala.  "We have an audience.  Want to put their hormones into overdrive?"


     "How?"


     "Begin working out.  Trust me, nothing turns on a guy more than seeing a woman work out."  Andreys winked, causing the two to giggle.








     Carrey helped Ibanez into the spa, located on Deck 5 in the Recreation center of the Roddenberry.  Damn, this ship is fully loaded!  "Haven't taken a bath in years," he said to her out loud.  He got in beside her.  "I suppose we should be thankful this is a big spa."


     "Why was it Doctor Bashir wanted me in this thing?"


     "You are to do nothing but rest, relax, and enjoy yourself.  A spa lets you do all of the above."  He put his arms around her.  "I've always wanted to do this with you, anyway."


     "Really?"  She ran her hand along his cheek.  "Zack, you seem to always be using your natural charm and magnetism to attract me.  Why do you put up such a good effort when you know you don't need it?"


     "Old habits prove hard to break, Carmen....."  Carrey gently kissed her neck.


     "Oh, stop it."  Ibanez sighed.  "Zack, I don't know what to say...  But I'm ashamed whenever we touch, whenever we kiss.  I feel like I'm betraying him......"


     "Carmen, you and Johnny agreed to break up.  It was a dual choice.  He knew full well that a beautiful, sexy, charming, seductive woman like you would end up with someone else."


     "Oh, stop flattering me....."


     "I try, darling, I try......"  Carrey put his arms around her and kissed her again.


     "Zack, I don't call this resting and relaxing activity...."


     "No, but it's sure as hell enjoyable......"


     The two stopped, and began laughing so hard their sides hurt.














Epilogue











     Dale stared out the window in the lounge, watching the stars.  The events of the last few months left him almost breathless.  Our encounter with Palpatine, the loss of Julie's baby and the original Roddenberry, my engagement to Meridina and her subsequent disappearance on Layrsko, the revelation that I had been mentally coerced into loving her, the sudden appearance of Schala in my life.....  It seems like this is all leading up to something big, and I mean BIG, in capital letters.


     "You mind if I sit with you, Robby?"


     Dale looked up to see Andreys, dressed in a simple white blouse and blue knee-length skirt, standing nearby.  "Go ahead, if you don't mind me acting like a statue."


     "I don't care if you act like a statue.  That's your favorite occupation.  Staring off into space, doing nothing at all......"


     Dale rolled his eyes.  "Point taken.  I think too hard.  Sue me."


     "How much you got for me to take in a lawsuit?"


     The two laughed.  "It always goes this way, doesn't it Julie?"  Dale put his hands on the table.  "We sit together, begin talking, and end up wisecracking about ourselves.  I'm always the statue, cold and emotionless, and you're....."


     "And I'm the sexually frustrated, mentally scarred, emotionally unstable girl who needs to lighten up, and forget the past."  Andreys pointed at him.  "That was what you were going to say, wasn't it?"  When he shook his head to deny it, she crowed in triumph. "Robby, you know you were."


     "Stop it, or I'll take you to school," he joked.


     "On the court?!  You couldn't stop me with a bulldozer!  They didn't call me 'Fancy J. Andreys' for nothing!"


     "You were the 'female Larry Bird'.  And I was the bulldozer."


     "Football, bah, a musclehead sport."


     "A helluva lot tougher than basketball."


     "You want to know tough?!"  Andreys began laughing.  "We'll settle this the old-fashioned way.  I'll bring Schala, and you bring whoever you can scrounge up to challange us!  Tomorrow, 1700 hours!"


     "We'll be there."


     "And bring a bag to put over your head when I leave my shoeprints on it!"


     "You may try, but you won't succeed," he laughed.


     "Zack is better than you, and the most he did was start on the JV team in his senior year!"  Andreys' retort filled the lounge.


     "Reminds me of someone who signed up for the girl's weightlifting team and wussed out because she couldn't measure up in the power lift!"


     "I can still leave you in the dust!"


     Their boasting continued to get louder, as everyone occupant in the lounge turned their attention to them.  Soon, they were also involved in the loud debate, and within ten minutes, teams had been drawn up.


     After the shouting had subsided and everyone had retired to the gym to begin practicing, Dale walked up to Spock.  "Commander Spock, what are you doing?"


     "That was a most unusual event."


     "And what will you be doing tomorrow for the big game?"


     Spock raised an eyebrow.  "I believe Commander Jarod has drafted me for your team, Minister."


     "Good.  Let's go start practicing."


     Spock raised an eyebrow.  "Fascinating."


