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Prologue











     Andreys felt her heart pound as she continued to run.  Where am I?!  Her surroundings were gray and bleak.....


     Suddenly something grabbed her arms, and held her against the wall.  She felt her clothing fall off, and watched with horror as her tormentor, Feldmarschall Hausen, stepped from the shadows.  "No one to protect you.  You are mine!"


     "You're dead!  You're...."  Andreys screamed as agonizers sent waves of pain through her body.


     "No Darth Syrius to save you.  Just you, and me."  Hausen put his hands on her bare chest, and brought his mouth up to hers......


     "NOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO!!!!!!!!!"


     Andrey jumped up, sweat covering her.  Her breathing slowed somewhat as she felt the smooth satin sheets of her bed on her hands.  It was all a dream.....


     A noise came from the living area of her quarters, followed by a thump and a curse.  Dale stumbled into her bedroom, wearing a bright orange pair of boxer shorts.  The skin grafts for his wound were still attached to his chest.  "Julie, are you okay?"


     She nodded slowly.  "It... it was another dream....."


     "Oh no...."  Dale sat down on the bed next to her.  "That same one?"


     "Something like it.  Hausen had caught me again, and was going to rape....."


     Dale held her close.  "Don't worry.  You're safe with me."


     "I know...."  She pointed at his shorts, and laughed.  "You've still got those things?"


     Dale rolled his eyes.  "Yes, I do.  They come in use now and then...."


     Andreys continued giggling.  "Why didn't you dump them back home?"


     "Sentimental value.  What, you don't like them?"


     "Well, I've always thought they made you look...."


     "Look idiotic?  Dumb?"


     "No."  Andreys grinned.  "I've always thought that they made you look sexy."


     "Really?"  Dale laughed with her.  "I thought you would not be so, well, nice...."


     "You assumed wrong," she replied, putting her lips to his.  They kissed, Andreys putting her hands on Dale's back, trying to hold him close.  When they stopped for a moment, she asked, "Robby, are you afraid?"


     "Afraid of what?"


     "Well, I've noticed that, excluding that one night when you slept by me, you've totally avoided my bed.  Are you afraid that we'll have sex?"


     "No, not really."  He held her shoulders, kissing her lightly on the neck.  "But, I'm not exactly in a rush.  Are you?"


      She giggled.  "Agreed.  Plenty of time for that later...."


      The two continued to kiss, the light of the Bajoran star shining in, the space station Deep Space Nine glistening in space nearby.








     Captain's Log: Stardate 53425.4.  The D.S.S. Roddenberry has arrived with the first Federation/Alliance-built starship, the Thor, a Prometheous-class advanced attack ship.  The crew of the Thor is on the station awaiting their new ship.  I am proud to note that my son has been assigned to command the Alliance Marine company assigned to the ship.


     "....and the captain of the Centauri cruiser Preleine has requested shore leave for his crew while his ship is repaired at Starbase 837."  Kira stood in front of Sisko's desk.  "Apparently the Preleine was involved in a skirmish with a Jem'Hadar attack squadron at Paternis.  Strange that the news accounts...."


     "I would not put too much faith on Centauri news reports, Major.  They are not known for their honesty."


     Kira rolled her eyes in response.  To Sisko's surprise, she smiled.  "So, how is Jake?"








     Carrey sat at Quark's bar, sipping on a synthehol.  Beside him, Scotty took in a glass of Scotch.  They watched as Ibanez tried her hand at Dabo.  "Aye, she is a beautiful lass, lad.  Ye were very, very lucky to land her."


     O'Brien sipped up a synthehol.  "Aye, that she is Commander Scott."  He raised his glass.  "To love?"


     "To love," the three agreed in unison.  Each took a drink.  "And speakin' of beautiful, would ye look at that?


     Carrey turned in the direction Scotty indicated, and saw Andreys enter the bar, wearing her uniform.  "Julie?  Are you okay?"


     She turned at the sound of his voice.  "Zack?"  She walked up to him, and seemed shocked when he gave her a hug.  "What the?"


     "I was so pissed when I found out those bastards had taken you prisoner.  What did they do to you?"


     "Don't you know that?"  She sat down next to them.  "They tortured me over and over.  That's all I can say."


     Carrey nodded, knowing not to push her, changed the subject.  "Thomas told me about the kiss."


     Andreys blushed slightly.  "Really?"


     "Yeah."  Carrey took a sip, noticing that Scotty and O'Brien were now talking about something else.  "I'm happy for the two of you.  Any idea of when you two will get married?"


     "Married?!"  She laughed.  "We haven't even considered that yet."


     "Well, aren't you two, well, um....."


     "If you want to know if we've had sex, no we haven't.  Robby's been busy helping me, as well as doing his job."


     "So you two are just, well, still friends?"


     "'Kissing friends' would be better.  And we might, one day, actually decide to get married.  But not now."


     A shout filled the bar.  "Dabo!!!!!"  Ibanez was ecstatic as she swept in her winnings.


     Carrey watched, taking another sip.  "Well I'll be damned."


     "I take it the both of you are still sleeping together?"


     "Yep."  Carrey got up to help Ibanez with her winnings, while Andreys watched with a smile on her face.








     Dale walked through the corridors of Deep Space Nine, heading back toward the airlock to the Roddenberry, thinking about him and Andreys.  Am I really that scared of getting physically involved with her?  I mean, we love each other, and there are times I think about trying.....


      "AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!"


     A scream filled the hall.  Dale broke out into a run toward the origin of the voice.  He came around the corner, and for a moment saw three men holding Lieutenant Teegin, the Starfleet counselor on the station, against the wall.  His hand reached for his lightsaber.....


     Every Force-related sense in his head went off, and he tried to turn.  Before he completed his turn, he had fallen to the ground, unconscious.








     Ezri watched with horror as her assailants dragged the body of Dale away.  "What.... what are you doing....."


     One of the men, a cleanshaven human with angry eyes, sneered.  "We've got 'im.  Now, what should we do with you, girlie?"  He ran the tip of his knife along her skin, touching her spots.  "Maybe I should just slit yer throat."  Ezri was frozen with fear as he softly ran the blade across her throat, noticing he was delighting in his sadistic cruelty.  "Then again, maybe I should...."


     "Hey, Charlie, lemme see."  Another human, younger, grabbed her thigh.  "Oh, I never done me a Trill bitch before.  Whaddya say, Charlie?  Can I have a taste?"


     "You can have 'er, Sammy my boy.  I'll hold her down....."


     Ezri screeched with terror as Charlie cut her Starfleet uniform off.








     What the hell was that?!  Jake heard Ezri scream, and drew his standard issue photon pistol from his uniform belt.  Checking to make sure it had a charge clip, he sprinted away, following Ezri's voice.  A pair of bloodcurdling screams followed sadistic laughter, the sort that sent chills down your spine.  "Alrighty, Sammy, now it's my turn!"


     "Are ya sure, Charlie?  I mean, we're supposed ta be at the airlock....."


     "To hell with Claude!  He leaves us, I'll hunt his ass down and stick my knife through his throat!"


     Jake turned the crorner, his photon pistol at the ready.  The sight in front of him caused him to freeze for a moment.


     Ezri was laying on the floor, the torn remnants of her uniform curled around parts of her nude body.  Her crying went unabated as one of two men got on top of her and held her down.


     "Get off her!"  Jake's anger was enflamed when he realized that they were raping her.


     "Get the leatherneck, Sammy!"  The man on top of Ezri yelled.  His companion reached for a weapon, but Jake shot him dead first.  "God dammit, stupid Marine bozo...."  He pulled a Yridian blaster out of his jacket, and fired it at Jake.  Jake grimaced as the beam sliced into his side, missing his main body.  Forcing the pain out, he returned fire, blowing half the man's head off with photon charges.


     Jake limped over to Ezri, falling to his knees.  Never been shot before....  His wound had been thankfully cauterized by the beam, but it still hurt like hell.  "Ezri, are you okay?"


     "Jake," she sobbed, grabbing hold of his uniform and putting her head on his chest.  Her tears soaked into his uniform.  "Jake...."  She began crying again.


     Jake held her close, putting his arms around her in an attempt to comfort her.  Reaching to his arm, he pressed his communicator.  "Corporal Sisko to Constable Odo, I need a security team and medical team to Section C of the docking ring, stat."


     "Jake?  What happened."


     "Sir," Jake drew in a breath, "Ezri's been raped."


     A moment passed.  "We're on our way."








     Sisko watched Pulaski attend to Jake's blaster wound, while a nurse cleaned up Ezri.  "Who was responsible for this?"


     Odo handed Sisko a padd with the pictures of the two dead men on it.  "Charles Kenser and Samuel Kiler.  Your standard thugs for hire.  Normally they work with Lay'ros Yu'roa and his group."


     "Yu'roa?  The Orion pirate?  What would he want?"


     "They took him," Ezri murmured.


     Everyone turned to face her.  "They took who?"


     "Captain Sisko," the door opened, and Andreys entered.  "Minister Dale's missing.  Have you seen him?"


     Sisko and Odo exchanged glances.








     "Uhhhhhh......"


     "Ah, he's wakin' up."


     Dale's eyes opened.  "What the hell?"


     A green face looked down on them.  "Relax, cause you're not gettin' away from us."


     "Hey, Lay'ros, we're approachin' the rendezvous point."


     "Come out of warp.  Your time with us is almost over, boy."


     Dale tried to move his arms, but they were bound to a table he was laying on.  "Who are you?"


     "That's for me to know, and you not to find out."


     "And you kidnapped me for what reason?"  Dale tried to think, to concentrate.  Maybe I can keep him occupied long enough to.....


     "You'll find out, soon enou....."


     The ship rocked with a hit to it's hull, sending the Orion flying and jostling Dale in his restraints.  "What the hell....."


     Dale thought he could hear a transporter beam in the distance, and weapons fire.  "Damn them, we've been betrayed!"  The Orion pulled an Orion disruptor out, and left the room.


     Dale struggled against his restraints, trying to get free.  His head whipped around at an almost frantic pace, trying to find his lightsaber.  More weapon fire came from outside the room, followed by shouts of fear.  A few screams followed, then nothing.


     The lights went out next.  What the hell?  Why are they taking the lights out?  Another scream, that of the Orion captor, followed.  I guess that answers my question.


     The darkness was broken by the approach of a slight whirring sound.  Dale could feel the presence of several people entering the room.  The whirring grew.....


     "Who the hell are you?!"


     A red beam of light nearly blinded Dale.  A moment later, he lost consciousness.








     "One of my deputies found this near Dock 4," Odo entered Sisko's office, where Sisko, Andreys, Taylor, and Carrey were seated.  In Odo's hand was an Alliance communicator.  "I checked the scheduling.  An Orion freighter listed to one of Yu'roa's dummy companies was docked there until 1856 hours, just before Jake contacted me.  Their course takes them toward open space."


     "No reason for a freighter to go out that for," Carrey remarked.


     "When can the Defiant be ready, Mister Taylor?"


     "Give me three hours, sir."


     "Three hours?  Why so long?"  Sisko's tone was full of surprise and a hint of disappointment.


     "Chief O'Brien is running a system-level diagnostic on the warp coolant system.  The warp core is offline."


     Sisko sighed, and turned to Carrey, who shook his head.  "Sorry, Ben.  Scotty's busy re-aligning our power distrubution system.  We're offline for at least five hours."


     "Three hours," Sisko growled, tossing his baseball in his hands.  "Get the crew ready, Mister Taylor."








     Jake sat down by Ezri, who was wearing a medical gown.  "Ezri, are you going to be okay?"


     She didn't respond.  She continued to stare off into space, mumbling incoherently.


     "Ezri, I'm sorry for what they did to you.  But they're both gone.  They won't hurt you again."


     Ezri began crying again.  "What did I do to them?  I did nothing to anger them....."  She put her head on Jake's shoulder.


     "They did it to be mean, Ezri.  They didn't need a reason.  But it's okay now."


     "I can still feel their hands on me.  I can feel them grabbing me, groping me, touching me all over.  I can't get the feeling off...."


     Jake held her close as she continued crying on his shoulder.








     Captain's Log: Stardate 53045.6.  We are continuing our exploration of Sector 912 on the other end of the Bajoran Wormhole.


     "Slowing from warp, Captain Janeway."


     The U.S.S Voyager slowed to impulse speeds as they entered one of the systems in the sector.  Janeway eased herself in the command chair.  "Begin sensor sweep, Mister Kim."


     "Aye Captain.  Beginning sensor sweep."


     "Captain, picking up three ships in orbit over the third planet."  Elar Dakar, the Cardassian tactical officer, looked up from the tactical station.


     "Put them on screen, Mister Dakar."


     The screen flashed, and the entire bridge crew gasped.


     Three ships, two massive ones dwarfing Voyager, and the other around the same size, appeared on the screen.


     Their shapes were easily identifiable.


     They were Borg cubes.


     "The small Borg cube is arming weapons and approaching.  Picking up hail, Captain.  Audio only."


     Janeway was barely able to nod.


     We are the Borg.  You will lower your shields and surrender your ship.  We will add your biological and technological distinctiveness to our own.  Your culture will adapt to service us.  Resistance is futile.


     "Ensign Sulu, get us the hell out of here!  Set course for Deep Space Nine and engage at maximum warp."


     Ensign Misuki Sulu, great-grandaughter of Hikaru Sulu, answered, "Aye ma'am."


     The Voyager retreated, the small Borg cube in hot pursuit.








     Sisko and Andreys entered Ops.  "Ben," Dax called from the sensor station, "picking up two ships approaching.  The lead ship is the Voyager.  The other....."  Dax's face turned ghost white.  Even her spots seemed to be paralyzed with fear.


     "What is it, old man?"


     "Benjamin, it's the Borg."


     Sisko and Andreys exchanged glances, after which Andreys slammed her hand on her communicator.  "Andreys to Roddenberry, emergency transport to the bridge!"  She disappeared in a pillar of light.


     Sisko went straight for the middle of Ops.  "Battlestations!"








     "Code Red!"


     Andreys half-sat, half-flopped into her chair as klaxons went off around her.  Worf was at tactical, and Jarod was moving toward ops.  "Borg cube is approaching.  It appears to be a small scout, 200 meters on all dimensions."


     "Disengaging docking clamps," Paris said, as the mammoth Roddenberry moved away from Deep Space Nine.


     "They're coming out of warp," Jarod reported.


     "Worf, ready A/HM cannon.  Open a channel to the Voyager."


     "Channel open."


     "Captain Janeway, this is Captain Andreys on the Roddenberry.  We'll cover you......"








     Dale was sweating as he opened his eyes.  Damn it's hot.  Who turned up the heat?


     "You are awake," a female voice filled his ears.


     Dale felt the table he was strapped too begin tilting vertically.  He was in the middle of a Borg command area for one of their cubes, a display showing the status of what appeared to be three separate cubes.  He stared at one of the displays, which showed the Roddenberry charging it's cannon.  "An interesting warship.  Bio-organic hull, interphasic shielding, an interphasic power source."


     The cannon fired, causing the screen to dissolve into static.  "I bet that hurt.  One shot and you're dead," Dale jeered.


     "It is nothing to us."  From above, the impartial torso, head, and shoulders of what could only be the Borg Queen lowered into a waiting body.  "Your weapon is like all others.  We will adapt to it."


     "Oh, and I suppose Species 8472 was nothing, then.  They blew your ass across the stars."


     "A mere setback.  Eventually we would have adapted."


     "You're pretty overconfident, aren't you?"


     "Weapon analyzed.  Non-frequency specific," the Borg mainframe intoned, it's bass voice echoing in the chamber.


     "Begin analyzing weapon," the Queen ordered the mainframe.


     "Weapon utilizes interphasic power source.  Calculating countermeasures."


     Dale watched the Borg Queen approach him, her smile straight from the face of Satan.  "Nothing can stop the Borg Collective.  Not Jean-Luc Picard, nor Species 8472, not even you, Robert Dale.  All will be assimilated."  She put a cold hand on Dale's chest, and began to trace the scar line he still had.  "Yet, you need not become a mere Borg drone.  You are one of the proud few who will be given an offer from me for virtual immortality.  If you become my equal number, the Borg King, if you will, then we will spend eternity together, assimilating newer races into the Collective."


     "And if I refuse?"


     "Come now, you cannot think of that."  She put her hand on his cheek.  "You are intelligent, strong of will, a prime human example of masculine strength and male sexuality.  I have always looked for a person like you to be my consort."


     "Really...."  Dale looked by her shoulder, and saw his lightsaber sitting on a nearby table.  For such a galactic threat, the Borg must be the dumbest force to ever exist.  I've seen Nazi admirals witb better sense!


     "Yes....."  The Borg Queen pushed her lips against Dale's in a kiss.


     Dale felt like puking.  Ignoring the kiss, (and doing his best to act aroused), he concentrated his power on his leg restraints, using Force telekinesis to free himself after a few seconds of effort.  He kicked her away, freed his wrists in the next instant, and reached his hand out to the lightsaber, which flew into his grasp.  He leaped over the Borg Queen, and sliced a drone in half.


     "Restrain him!!!!"  The Queen ran away as Dale cut up two more drones in a flash of green light and energy.


     Two nearby drones turned toward him, and fired their weapons.  Dale deflected them with the lightsaber, causing the bolts to hit other drones.  In one slash, he cut both in half along the waist.  Noticing the increasing number of Borg drones coming toward him, he leaped to one of the upper levels, and took off running.  He found himself confronted by a drone as he turned a corner.  Before he could attack, the drone stuck the whirring device on it's left arm in Dale's right side.  "Urgh!!!!"  Dale decapitated the drone, then fell to one knee, blood pouring out of his wound.  He could feel Borg nanoprobes entering his body, beginning to do their work of assimilation.  He concentrated through the pain, using his mental command of the Force to hold back the probes, and destroy them.  Unfortunately, the bleeding would not stop, as the Borg assimilation weapon had been laced with an anti-clotting agent.  I have to do something fast, or I'll bleed to death.....  Can't use a shred off my trousers, because they're not the right material.  I need to....  Dale picked up his lightsaber, and sighed.  This is gonna hurt like hell.....  He brought the lightsaber blade closer and closer to his pouring wound.......


     Dale's howl of pain echoed through the corridors of the Borg cube, accompanied by a sizzling sound.......








     "There are two more fully-sized Borg cubes out there," Sisko turned from the window, Carrey, Janeway, and Andreys all standing in the office.  "The only plausible target in this area is Bajor.  Can we stop them?"


     "Interphasic weaponry, and most EM-5 weapons, are all non-frequency specific.  They can't adapt to them, so I sent an emergency signal to Babylon-5 for assistance." Andreys offered.  "And our main cannon has annihilated Imperial Star Destroyers before.  It will at least inflict heavy damage."


     "Then we make our stand here?"  Sisko was tossing his ball up and down.  


     "There is no where else to make a stand, Captain Sisko.  We encountered the Borg in the Delta Quadrant," Janeway answered.  "They will not stop at Bajor.  They will continue moving, probably into Cardassia."


     Sisko nodded.  "I've sent out a general alert.  We......"


     "Captain," Kira's voice came through the intercom, "Picking up jump points forming."


     The four captains walked out to Ops.  "Put them on screen."


     The screen flashed, and several rainbow jump points were opening in space.  Minbari, Centauri, Narn, and White Star ships exited.  Accompanying them were several Drazi Sunhawk-class cruisers, with Brakiri, Vree, and Gaim warships following.  In formation with some White Stars was the D.S.S. Defiant, newly grafted White Star bioarmor shining on it's hull, and a neutron cannon mounted on it's bow, just above the deflector dish.  "Picking up a hail, Captain," Dax reported.


     "On screen."  Sisko put his hands behind his back.  "Ambassador Delenn, an honor."


     "The honor is mine, Captain.  Captain Andreys, I received your signal about these 'Borg'.  We have come to help you."


     "Thank you, Ambassador.  But, I must ask, why are those other ships here?"


     "Those belong to members of the League of Non-Aligned Worlds.  The League ambassadors insisted that they accompany us, as a show of support for the Alliance war effort against the Dominion."


     "I wonder what made them so generous", Andreys whispered to Sisko, who hid a grin.


     Out loud, Sisko said with as great a tone of respect as he could muster, "Once again, we thank you, Ambassador."


     Andreys' communicator beeped.  "Andreys here."


     It was Worf.  "Captain, our long range sensors have picked up two contacts approaching at Warp 9.5.  They are on a direct course for Bajor.  Jarod has confirmed that they are fully sized Borg battle cubes."


     All eyes seemed to turn to Sisko.  "It looks like Armageddon is on the way.  Let's get in position."








    The stench of burnt flesh still wavered in Dale's nostrils as he continued to sneak through the Borg cube, trying to find a way out.  His wound still stung from the superficial contact it had with his lightsaber blade.  Fortunately, it had worked: a patch of charred flesh marked his wound where he had cauterized it with the saber.


     He could hear some Borg drones nearby, and made a distraction noise in the other direction.  They lumbered off in the direction of his Force distraction.  The good part is that the ENTIRE crew will go toward the sources of my distractions, instead of the few who hear it.  Damn I love Borg stupidity.


     Dale turned a corner, and found himself on the upper level in the Borg command center.  He ducked behind a corner, watched the Queen observe her ships.  What are they doing?  And how the hell can I get off of this thing?!


     He watched the screen change to show the ships coming out of warp.  A planet Dale recognized as Bajor spinned slowly in the distance.  They're attacking Bajor?!


     And in front of the Borg, a fleet awaited.......








     "If the cannon is unable to destroy them, the Bajoran, Federation, Alliance, and White Star ships will engage the first Borg cube, and the League, Minbari, Narn, and Centauri ships will engage the second cube."  Sisko's voice was tense over the communications system as Andreys and the Roddenberry bridge crew listened.


     "The Voyager is in position with Beta Wing, sir," Worf reported from tactical.  "Defiant and Koenig are joining Tactical Squadron 1.  Starbase 837 reports that all ships have been cleared.  Starbase 987 has already dispatched all available ships to come through the wormhole and assist."


     "Set up DKZ.  Prepare to fire main cannon.  Andreys to Engineering."


     "Barnes here.  We're ready to rock and roll down here.  Heh heh heh, the Borg suck, heh heh heh....."


     "Knock it off, Thomas.  Just keep an eye on the interphasic generator."


     "Will do!  Flux levels are normal, interphasic conducer matrix is in proper alignment with the power output regulators, and power flow systems are at 100% capacity!"


     "I'll take it all the technobabble means 'We're ready'."


     "Hell yeah!"


     "Message coming from the Borg cubes, Captain!"  On the screen, the gigantic cubes came near....


     A mechanical male voice filled the bridge.....


     We are the Borg.  You will lower your shields and surrender your ships.  We will add your biological and technological distinctiveness to our own.  Your culture will adapt to service us.  Resistance is futile.


     "Worf, fire the cannon."


     Worf complied.


     Yellow energy began building, forming, at the front of the cannon on the saucer underbelly.  A few moments later, it surged forward, hitting the Borg cube.


     Worf jumped backward as his console began shooting sparks.  The lights dimmed, the klaxons began fading in and out, the screen turned off, everything was losing power.  "Andreys to Engineering, what the hell is...?!"


     "The Borg are using some form of metaphasic particle burst and piggybacking it along the weapon beam!  The metaphasic particles are destablizing the interphasic generator!!!!"


     "Turn the damn thing off!"


     "Disengaging now!  Re-establishing main power systems via warp core!"


     The lights turned back on, and the screen re-activated.


     All hell had broken loose.








     Energy beams of red, orange, green, yellow, and blue color streaked back and forth between the Borg and their adversaries.  Quantum and solar torpedoes were fired by Alliance, Federation, and Bajoran ships toward the Borg, exploding on the hulls of the two cubes, one of which had suffered moderate damage from the Roddenberry's failed cannon firing.  The fleets separated, Delenn's forces pounding one cube, and Andreys' and Sisko's forces the other.  The Thor went into multi-vector assault mode, it's three parts slamming the Borg cube with firepower greater than any other Federation ship and most Alliance ships.  Behind it, the Defiant, Koenig, and several White Star ships strafed the Borg cube.  One White Star got a nacelle blown off, and spiraled out of control into the Borg cube.


     On board the Minbari Valen-class flagship Branmer, Satai Neroon led the main Minbari force.  "Moon Shield Fleet, attempt to outflank the cube.  All ships, place weapons on continuous fire."


     A hit rocked his ship.  "Satai, our weapons are not penetrating the Borg cube.  They seem to be emitting a strange pulse that destablizes our weapon fire before it hits....."  His aide stood nearby, accessing the status of the battle.


     "Fire the interphasic weapons, then.  The humans failed to stop them, but we Minbari shall succeed....."








     "The Branmer is firing their interphasic fusion cannons, Captain!"


     "Dammit!  Jarod, tell Neroon to stop!  Tell him....."


     The Branmer fired, it's interphasic fusion cannons slicing into the Borg ship, and metaphasic particles came right back into the Branmer.  Explosions flared along the Branmer's hull as the feedback blew it's cannons apart.  "The Branmer is losing life support.  They've been crippled."


     "Give them...."


     "Getting a signal from Neroon, Captain," Jarod said as he continued organizing the battle reports coming from their ships.


     "Satai, let us cover you until you can get out of range," Andreys asked him.


     "Captain Andreys, Minbari warriors do not run from combat.  Engine room, divert all power to engines....."


     "Satai...."


     "RAMMING SPEED!!!!!!!!"  Neroon's deathbed cry filled the bridge.


     The crippled Branmer sprang back to life, charging the Borg cube it was fighting.  A few bolts of energy crashed into the Branmer, but it did not stop.


     In the ultimate act of Minbari fighting spirit, the Branmer slammed into the Borg cube.  It fell apart, causing it's fusion reactors to go critical and explode.  Unprepared for the attack, the Borg cube lost a sizable chunk of it's mass to the destruction of the Branmer.


     Taking advantage of the damage to the cube, Delenn's fleet poured all their firepower in.  The innards of the Borg cube flew out in explosion after explosion.  After ten seconds, the cube exploded, taking a Centauri Vorchan and Minbari Sharlin with it.


     A brief moment of celebration pervaded the bridge, but was interrupted by a series of hits on their hull, having penetrated their shields.  "Captain," Worf growled at tactical, "the Borg are trying to use nanoprobes to destroy our bioarmor!  The bioarmor is dying in some areas, and their weapons are penetrating our hull!"


     At that moment, three Borg drones beamed onto the bridge.  They raised their arms and advanced toward Andreys.  Paris grabbed the phaser attached to his console, and fired, frying one of the Borg.  He fired on the other, but encountered a shield.


     Jarod grabbed his photon pistol, and fired it, nailing the middle drone.  He fired on the last, and it went down too.  "They can't adapt to kinetic energy!  Everyone, get a photon rifle!"


     Three more drones materialized on the bridge, and were taken down in a crossfire set up by Jarod, Worf, and Paris.  The bridge shook with fury as the Borg cube began firing on them again.  "They are targeting our power systems. The warp core....."








     "Stop!"


     Dale jumped down to the main deck of the Borg command center, the Queen turning to face him.  "Don't destroy that ship!"


     "You can't stop me."  The Queen cackled triumphantly.  "They will be destroyed, and Bajor will be the first planet of this quadrant to be assimilated into the Collective."


     "And if I agree to be with you?"


     The Queen's evil smile grew.  "I might be persuaded to let them go.  Your choice, Dale."


     Dale turned his lightsaber off.  "Then I have no choice."  He slowly walked up to her, not presenting any threat in his movement.  "I will join you."


     "Of your own free will?"


     Dale swallowed, his wound stinging worse than ever.  "Of my own free will."


     "I knew you would see the wisdom of joining me.  We shall rule together, my consort."


     Knowing it would be expected of him, but repulsed by the very idea, Dale put his lips to hers in a kiss.  Her lips felt cold, without life or emotion, unlike the loves he had held in the past, who were full of life and warmth.  He gazed into the Queen's eyes, and was hardened by the pure evil that exhuded from them.  His finger moved to the activation mechanism on the lightsaber......


     The green blade flashed into existance, and pierced her machine-created psuedoflesh.  She stared at him wide-eyed, her triumph snatched away from her.  "How... how could you...."


     "Your kind is the worst threat to everything I believe in.  I don't care if you'll come back, because if you do, we'll defeat you again.  You can adapt to us, but we'll adapt ourselves.  If Species 8472 can stop you, we can stop you, and we will stop you."


     "Resistance.... is.... fu....."


     The Queen's head was sliced in half by Dale's lightsaber.


     Everywhere around him, drones trembled and fell to the floor, deactivating.  The Borg mainframe shut down, sparks flying from it's screen.  Dale winced as some of the sparks singed his bare shoulders and back.  Everything went dark.


     Oh shit.....








     "Captain..."  Jarod turned, an expression of surprise on his face.  "The Borg cube, it's shutting down!"


     "What?!"  Andreys watched with utter shock as the Borg cube deactivated itself.


     "Captain, I am picking up a life sign from the cube.  It is human."  Worf stared at the screen as well.


     "Beam it over, into a stasis field."


     "Yes sir."


     "Captain, I think we should put some distance between ourselves and that cube," Jarod warned.  "It's going up!"


     "You heard him, Tom."


     The fleet retreated from the Borg cube, which exploded a few moments later.  Andreys fell into her chair, a feeling of relief falling over her.  Her communicator beeped, and she chuckled a little as she pressed it.  "Andreys here."


     "Julie," Dale's voice echoed through the bridge, "would you mind letting me out of this stasis field?  I have a burn Doctor Bashir will be enthused to look over."


     "You heard the man.  Beam him straight to the medical center."








     "Where the hell have you been?!"


     "It seems the Borg Queen still wants a human opposite at her side, and my name popped up."  Dale, on the beckoning motion from Bashir, sat up so the small burns on his back could be examined.  "The people who took me, whoever they were, were betrayed by the Borg and killed, although I don't think they knew they were working with the Borg in the first place."


     "Would you hold still?!"  Bashir brought out his tissue regenerator, set it to the proper setting for healing burns, and began "patching up" Dale's back.


     Dale rolled his eyes, drawing a giggle from Andreys.  "Well, I suppose the Borg Queen will learn her lesson one day."


     "I doubt it.  The Borg are too stupid and too dense to learn anything aside from how much it hurts to get their asses kicked on a yearly basis.  And the hardest damn part...."  He watched Andreys smile, her teal eyes shining in the med center light.  "The hardest part was kissing her."


     "You do what you have to do, Robby.  Still, how did you manage to kiss her?  I mean, how could you pretend to want to?"


     Dale chuckled.  "I pretended it was you."


     "How so clever of you, Robby."  They smiled at each other, and kissed.


     Bashir watched, and "accidentally" rubbed his hand along Dale's cauterized wound.  Dale let out a yelp, and glared at Bashir.  "Sorry, that was an accident," Bashir lied.


     "Yeah, I'm sure."  Dale laid back down.  "Now, what the hell do I do about this thing?"


     Bashir picked up a medical tricorder, and began running it over.  "Well, you certainly did some damage to your body here.  The flesh is so badly charred that I'll have to remove it.  And the blood vessels underneath will have to be regenerated.  It'll take a couple of hours."


     Dale groaned.








     "A quarter of our fleet was destroyed or crippled, and nearly every ship received some damage."  Andreys watched Sisko give the general battle report to her and Delenn in a three-way ship communication.  "I regret to inform you, Ambassador, that there were no survivors from the Branmer.  My condolences for the lost crew."


     "I... understand, Captain Sisko.  Neroon was one of our greatest warriors.  While we were not friends, I will mourn his loss, for all Minbari have lost a great leader."  Delenn choked back tears.  "We will be departing for Babylon-5 soon.  There have been several recent attacks against League races, and they need assistance to fight this new threat."


     No wonder they were willing to help the Alliance, Andreys realized.  They want our help.  "Tell Susan I said hello, would you, Ambassador?"


     "I will do just that, Captain.  Entil'zha veni, in Valen's name"  Delenn disappeared, causing Sisko's image to fill the screen.


     "Captain, what is the status of your ship?  I see you took some damage."


     "We have EVA crews fixing the hull damage right now.  Fortunately the bioarmor was able to adapt to the Borg nanoprobes and destroy them, and is growing back as we speak.  And Commander Barnes assures me our interphasic generator will be repaired within a week.  And the Defiant?"


     "We took heavy damage to our port nacelle.  Chief O'Brien is in a snit trying to get the proper replacement parts.  Unfortunately, the nearest Federation supply depot is short of many of our needed parts."


     "I'll pull some strings with the commander at Starbase 837 and get you the supplies you need.  Have the Chief send me his request list ASAP."


     Sisko grinned.  "Thank you, Captain.  Oh, and...." He leaned forward.  "Congratulations, I hear, are in order."


     "Congratulations for what?"


     "Why, for your new relationship, of course."


     "Oh, that."  Andreys laughed a little.  "Nothing's going on, Captain."


     Sisko seemed confused.  "Well, I heard from....."


     "This ship has the worst rumor mill in the fleet.  Nothing has happened between Robby and me.  A few kisses, that's all.  He's been staying with me to help me care for my wounds."


     "Wounds?"  Sisko nodded in recollection.  "Yes, Zack told me about that.  If I ever find the bastards...."


     "They're all dead, Captain.  Don't worry about it."  Andreys sighed, trying to push her traumatic experience away from her mind.  "I have other things to get to now, so I'll have to talk to you later.  Andreys out."  Sisko disappeared from the screen.


     The memories of her torture returning, Andreys put her head in her hands and began crying.








     Carrey held Ibanez close, the two kissing and twirling around in their bed on DS9.  After a few moments, Carrey stopped and took a break.  "Damn, it's been a long time since I felt so good."  He chuckled, and put his arms around her.


     "Zack, there's something I need to tell you."  Ibanez laid down by him, kissing him for a moment.


     "What, Carmen?"  Carrey began to kiss her neck.


     "Zack...  I'm pregnant."


     "What?!"  Carrey, almost unable to believe himself, grabbed her arms and stared wide-eyed at her.  "You're pregnant?!"


     Ibanez nodded, smiling.


     Carrey kissed her again.  "This... I can't believe....  We're going to have a baby?!  We're going to have a baby!!!"  He pushed his lips against hers in a fierce kiss full of emotion.


     "Would you calm down?"  Ibanez began giggling as Carrey put his ear to her belly, as if trying to hear the baby inside.


     "This... this is such good news."  Carrey swallowed.  "Carmen, there's been something I've been wanting to tell you...."  Carrey ripped open his dresser drawer, Ibanez holding the sheet up over her chest as she sat up and watched, still giggling.  "I spent half my yearly pension getting this from Quark.  The damn leech tried to extort me, but Odo stopped him."  After throwing a few articles of clothing around, he pulled out a small black box, which he opened to reveal a diamond ring.  "Carmen, will you marry me?"


     Ibanez held the box in her hand, tears flowing down her face.  "Of course I'll marry you!"


     They embraced, and began kissing again.








     Sisko entered his quarters, and found Jake and Ezri on the couch.  Ezri had fallen asleep laying on the couch, her head resting on Jake's lap.  "Jake, what's...."


     Jake put a finger on his mouth.  "She just fell asleep," he said softly.


     "I see," Sisko's voice had a slight rumble to it as he sat down in a nearby chair.


     "She cried herself to sleep, asking 'Why did they rape me?' over and over again.  I...."  Jake softly stroked Ezri's dark hair, almost paternal in his manner.


     "It'll take her some time to recover Jake," Sisko whispered, trying not to wake her.


     "Wrong, dad.  She will never recover from this," Jake corrected him.  "I look back at the men who did this to her, and think about shooting them dead the way I did....."


     "We all have to do the necessary thing, Jake.  I'm sorry if you feel bad about killing them...."


     "Dad, if I had it to do over again, I would have shot them both in the crotch and not the head."  Jake rested his hand on Ezri's head, and closed his eyes.


     Sisko walked into his bedroom, a part of him weeping over the growth Jake had been forced through.  He's gone through so much.  April's death, his experiences on Dorvan V.....  And now this......














Epilogue











     Dale walked into Andreys' quarters, and found her crying on her bed.  "Julie, what's wrong?"


     "I can still feel them, Robby," she weeped, soaking her pillow with tears.  "I can feel their hands touching me, groping me, grabbing me.  I can feel their plasma whips, their agonizers....  It still hurts...."


     Dale laid down next to her, and put his arms around her in a supportive gesture.  "It's all over, Julie.  They won't do that again to you.  I won't let them."


     "What happened to that girl on Deep Space Nine, when they raped her, it brought it all back...."  She turned to him, tears running down her face.  "One of them tried to rape me, Robby.  But that woman stopped him....  She killed him...."


     "Yes, I know.  Darth Syrius wouldn't let them rape you.  I've always felt indebted to her for that...."


     "But, why couldn't anyone have been there to stop them before they raped Ezri?"


     "I should have stopped them, but I didn't.  I let them catch me by surprise."  Dale sighed.  "It's my fault."


     "No, Robby...."  She put a hand on Dale's shoulder.  "Robby, if you hadn't been taken, you wouldn't have fought the Borg Queen, and you wouldn't have saved us in the end."


     "I guess you're right...."  Dale put his lips to hers and kissed her gently for a few minutes.  "Well, I'll be going back to my usual place on the couch."


     He went to get up, but Andreys held him down.  "You either go back to your quarters, or sleep here."  He went to protest, but she cut him off.  "You have no choice."


     "You realize everyone thinks we're having sex?"


     "Let them gossip all they want.  All I need to do is kiss you to know we love each other."  And she did just that.....


     After they finished kissing, they went to sleep.


