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Prologue








     "Alliance Intelligence has discovered the Nazi officer in the message to be Feldmarschall Heinrich von Hausen, second-in-command for Reichmarschall von Jordsun."  Jarod still felt uncomfortable wearing the red burgundy uniform Dale had ordered him into.  Four gold stars hung on his left collar, testament to his rank as (Acting) Captain.


     Dale, looking at Jarod and the bridge crew through the viewscreen, nodded.  "Good, Captain Jarod.  All that is left is to find out where the Nazis have her.  You said the message came from here?"


     "All indications are that the signal was put out over the general interuniversal communications network, and came from a relay in STW-43.  Still, they could have piggybacked the signal on another."


     "I don't think so.  Those coordinates are only useful in this galaxy.  In all the others, it would indicate an extragalactic location."


     "Where are they in STW-43?"


     Dale turned away from the screen.  "It would be just outside the Fires of Frelois."


     "'Fires of Frelois'?"


     "Think of the Badlands in ST-3, just bigger."  Dale sighed.  "Any more news?"


     "Alliance Intelligence is launching an allout attempt to infiltrate the Nazi faction responsible for Andreys' kidnapping, sir," Garak answered for Jarod.


     "Anything else?"


     "Well," Garak and Jarod exchanged glances, "Captain Carrey and Constable Odo are also seeing into some help."








     The Epsilon star's light shined on the hull of the space station known as Babylon-5.  A task force of Alliance warships remained in close formation, as a squadron of Thunderbolt EA fighters soared by a Minbari Sharlin-class Warcruiser.


     Inside the massive station, Down Below was still a hub of illegal activity.  The dark underbelly of Babylon-5 was renowned for it's deprivations of law and decent society.


     Damn I hate this place, Garibaldi told himself.  Not a damned thing good about it.


     "Move it, Chief," a sinister voice growled behind him.


     "Yeah, yeah, I'm moving," Garibaldi glowered.  The barrel of a PPG stuck into his back, prompting him to do so.  The infamous Al "the Mal" Guerra stood behind him.  Lowlife thug.  I'm losing my edge if I can let guys like him get the drop on me.


     The two entered a room, Guerra closing the door behind him.  A figure sat in a chair in front of Garibaldi.  Dressed in a fancy Armani suit, he seemed out of place in Down Below.  "Ah, Chief Michael Garibaldi.  I take it you are here to inform me of your laws and regulations?  How considerate of you."  The man's thick German accent seemed to come straight from Berlin.


     "Well, I'll be damned."  Garibaldi let out a small laugh.  "Erich Kiesler, the famed arms dealer from JE-5.  Aren't you a regular sight?  What, you want to start selling your 20th century crap around here?  Sorry, we don't have any use for those, um, what do you call them, the ones that shoot down....."


     "You are referring to Stinger ground-to-air missiles, aren't you?"  Kiesler laughed at Garibaldi.  "Herr Garibaldi, you are quite a funny man."  Kiesler frowned.  "What is it you want from me, a humble businessman?"


     "Information.  I'm sure you've heard of the recent kidnapping of Captain Julia Andreys by the Fourth Reich."


     "Ah, yes, I did recall hearing something about that through one of my contacts.  Tragic occurence.  She was quite a lovely lady.  I'm sure my former countrymen will take care of her."


     "Look, don't play with me.  I've seen your record.  Alliance Intelligence and Soviet External Security know you're in deep with the Nazis.  The Soviets, I've heard, are out to get you.  And since they have been rather generous to B5 over the last year or so, I'm sure Captain Sheridan will be quick to turn you over.  Now give me the God damned info!"


     Kiesler pulled a PPG pistol out.  "You should watch your tongue, Herr Garibaldi.  It is rude to be so hostile to your host.  I detest rudeness."


     Click.  A pistol pointed to Kiesler's head.


     What the hell?!  Garibaldi squinted his eyes.  Who's carrying old bullet-style pistols around here?


     Kiesler grinned slightly.  "Ah, a Walther PPK.  I know of six men who wield such weapons.  Four are in prison, one is dead, and the other......"


     "I should be so lucky," came the answer in a British accent.


     "How are you today, Herr Bond?  I take it that this is not a social call?"


     "I want information."


     What now?  Who is this British guy?  More questions raged through Garibaldi's mind.


     "Do I look like a Yridian?!  I deal in weapons, not information!  Perhaps I should direct you to Barthana, a Yridian asso....."


     Kiesler slammed his hand down on a button, and before Garibaldi could do anything, the door flew open.  Guerra entered, PPG in hand....


     The newcomer pointed his gun at Guerra, and put a bullet in his forehead.  Turning his weapon back to Kiesler's head, he repeated himself.  "Give me my information."


     Garibaldi reached for Guerra's PPG.  I don't know who this guy is, but I need to find out where they're holding Andreys.


     "What is it you wish to know, Herr Bond?"


     "What happened to Captain Julia Andreys?"


     Garibaldi froze.  Why is this guy interested too?  Garibaldi opted to listen instead of reaching for the gun.


     "I do not....."  Upon hearing the gun cock, meaning a bullet was ready in the firing chamber, he swallowed.  "All I know is that Feldmarschall von Hausen recently sold me a vast number of disruptor rifles."


     "How many?"


     "Thousands.  Virtually his entire armory."


     "Why?"


     "I do not know."


     "Where were the goods picked up?"


     "Outside a system in STW-43.  The Frelois....."


     A PPG flashed, causing the back of Kiesler's head to explode from the impact of it's plasma.  Garibaldi dove toward Guerra's dead body, scooping up the PPG Guerra had been holding.


     A shot rang out, and a body fell to the floor.  Garibaldi stood to his feet, pointing his gun at the British man's face.  He found himself staring into the barrel of the man's gun.  It was a stalemate, their weapons hovering an inch from each others' face.


     "Who the hell are you?!"  Garibaldi's demand echoed in the room.


     "I was about to ask you the same," came the reply.


     "Yeah, well, I asked first."


     The British man didn't flinch.  "The name's Bond.  James Bond.  British Secret Service, JE-5.  Your turn."


     Garibaldi relaxed a little, but didn't drop his weapon.  "Michael Garibaldi, Chief of Security."


     The two lowered their guns.  "Why are you here?"


     "Constable Odo and Captain Carrey on DS9 asked me to try to get information on Andreys' kidnapping."


     "Did you hear where he said the sale took place?"


     "The Frelois system," Bond acknowledged.


     "Yeah.  We've got to get this information to Jarod on the Roddenberry.  Come on."


     Bond walked over to a drawer in Kiesler's cabinet, and took out several papers.  "Two birds with one stone," he told Garibaldi as he put the papers in his pocket.  "My superiors wanted me to retrieve Kiesler's inventory records."


     "Keep them."


     The two left.








     "AAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!!!!!!!!!!"


     Andreys' scream pierced Syrius' ears.  The so-called "breast probes" were being used again on the hapless hostage, channeling energy meant to inflict pain into Andreys' critical breast nerves.  Her screams continued, and Syrius curled her nose when she noticed Andreys was in so much pain she was wetting herself.  As usual, Hausen was enjoying watching Andreys writh and contort her body in pain that Syrius could not imagine.


     "She is doing quite well.  For all of the pain we have inflicted on her, she is withstanding Level 10 with typical responses to pain.  In twenty seconds, raise the pain level to 11."


     Typical responses?!  She is wetting herself and screaming like never before!  Syrius turned away, unable to look at Andreys' torment.  In her heart, she swore vengeance against Hausen and his kind for their brutality.  They will know the true power of the Dark Side, I swear to it!








     "The Frelois system?"  Dale crossed his arms, looking at Jarod through the comm screen.  "That's where the coordinates are set."


     "Sir, we can be there in no time at all.  We'll move in and rescue her."


     Dale shook his head.  "No, you won't."  He sighed.  "I'll surrender myself to them."


     Four sets of eyes, plus Jarod's stared at Dale.  "Sir, you can't...."


     "I can.  Dale out."  He de-activated the signal, noticing the stares.  "I have to save her."


     "They'll torture you, and they probably won't release her.  You know that."  Lando emerged from the hyperdrive's manual control area.


     "Yes."  Dale stood up.  "After they take me, you can cloak the Falcon and follow the ship that takes me to their base.  When you know where it is, sneak in and rescue us, if I haven't already begun an escape."


     "It is risky."  Schala sat down next to him.  "Robert, I wish to help you.  Let me go with you."


     "I can't.  Luke will need you...."


     "Actually," Luke interrupted him, "I was thinking the same.  Let Schala go with you.  She can help you."


     "Schala," Dale took her by the arms, "if you go with me, they'll torture you.  You may even be raped.  Can you hold on?"


     "I know I can," Schala promised.


     Dale nodded.  "Then let's do this."








     Syrius entered the interrogation room again, finding Kroma and Hausen arguing over the continuing screams of agony coming from Andreys, who was being lashed by a metal-tipped whip in the corner.  "....killed my man!  I demand that you...."


     Kroma held up his hand.  "Darth Syrius has her own reasons, Hausen.  In fact, she can now answer them."  He turned to Syrius.  "You killed Renald, one of the Feldmarschall's guards.  Why?"


     "I warned his lackey Joachim that I would not tolerate rape," Syrius replied coldly, glaring at Hausen.  "Apparently, his men did not believe me.  Now they do."


     "What gave you the right?!  We are allies!"


     "Your men have no honor, Hausen," Syrius responded to the Nazi leader's protest.  "And they would be wise to develop such an idea if they wish to live."


     Hausen snarled, but held his tongue.  Angered, he turned his attention to the feeble Andreys, who was now hanging from her restraints, weakened by her pain to the extent that she could not even hold herself up.  "Ah, Fraulein, your body is weak.  What about your spirit?"


     Andreys barely had the strength to rasp, "Burn.... in.... hell....."


     "This is hell, Fraulein.  I am Satan's minion of pain, and you are the poor, innocent soul damned to suffer for eternity in my possession."  Hausen picked up the two agonizers that Andreys dreaded so much, and placed them on her breasts.  "Now, we continue our fun," he chuckled.  If I cannot let my men enjoy her, then I will at least know she is suffering excruciating pain.....


     The agonizers turned on, and Andreys howled from the pain.  No... please stop....  Her body contorting itself in agony, she gazed at the silent Syrius, standing beside Kroma, holding his hand.  Please.... help me!!!!  HELP ME!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!  The pain...  I cannot stand it.....  THE PAIN!!!!!!!!!!  Andreys continued to scream, praying to God, or whatever powerful deities that may exist, to help her.


     None came.


     Her screams brought a smile to Hausen, who whispered to Kroma, "It is beautiful, is it not?  An opera of pain.  Her torment is quite delicious."


     Kroma remained silent.  He stared into Andreys' eyes, and inside, his heart hardened itself.


     Syrius watched Andreys twist and turn, trying to escape the agony, and turned away, weeping.  This is intolerable!  How can they do this to an innocent girl?!  How can we ally ourselves with such sadistic butchers?!  WHY?!


     Syrius' ears buzzed in protest as Andreys' screaming rose to new levels.  It began to die off, as the pain to Andreys was so overwhelming she could not breathe enough to emit sound.  Tears came to her eyes as she gritted her teeth.  Robby!!!!  PLEASE SAVE ME!!!!!  PLEASE RESCUE ME!!!!!!!!  PLEASE!!!!!!!!!!!








     Dale's runabout came out of warp, a Nazi shuttle waiting for him.  The Fires of Frelois raged nearby, causing Dale to marvel at their ferocity.  They are worse than the Badlands......


     Dale and Schala stepped onto the transporter pad, Dale having already set the runabout to jump to FHI-8 in half an hour.  "Ready?"


     "I am ready for their worst," Schala vowed.


     "Computer, begin transport."


     The familiar ting of the transporter flowed through them, and they materialized on the Nazi shuttle.  Three Nazi guards pointed disruptor rifles at them.  The lead officer smiled at them, and turned away.  "This is Shuttle A to Guardian.  Destroy their runabout."


     Dale froze when an Imperial Star Destroyer slowed from hyperspeed and annihilated his runabout.  What the hell?!


     "Initiating jump drive."


     The shuttle, with the ISD behind it, entered a spatial jump point.


     Before it came out the other end, Dale and Schala were sprawled out on the floor, unconscious.








     Han and Luke watched the Star Destroyer and Nazi shuttle enter the jump point.  "Dammit, now we won't know where they went!"


     "The Frelois system," Luke said suddenly.


     "That's crazy!  The place is lifeless!  It's impossible to get in and out of without putting your neck on the line!"


     "Not with spatial jumps," Lando suddenly realized.  "Han, they can use their jump drives to jump three dimensionally as well as five dimensionally."


     "Oh yeah," Han remembered aloud.  "Then they're in the Frelois system.  Take your choice: the Death Gap, or the Fires."


     "Death Gap," Luke answered.


     "Fires," Lando disagreed.


     "What about you Chewie?"  He was answered by a roar.  "Death Gap it is!  Activate the cloaking device, and get ready for some tight flying!"








     Andreys opened her eyes.  She was almost totally immersed in a greenish liquid, save her head.  Her arms and legs were hooked into ports at the sides, those ports having wires that led out of the liquid.  "Wha...."  Her body felt somewhat better.  "What is this stuff?"


     Hausen emerged from the shadows.  "It is bacta, Fraulein.  It has a natural healing ability, and indeed, has repaired some of the damage to your nervous system.  However, it has one fault....."


     "Which is?"


     Hausen nodded to someone out of her line of sight.  Andreys screamed as electricity ran through her body.  She gasped for breath after it stopped.  "You see, Fraulein, bacta is much like water, in that it is a very good, how should I say, conductor of electricity.  The voltage we ran through you would have been enough to kill you after a short while, but the bacta keeps you alive by healing you."  Hausen's evil laugh filled the dark room.  "I am going to enjoy this.  We are taking notes on your body's reaction to the different voltage amounts as a model for future uses of bacta torture.  Now...."


     "Feldmarschall!!!"  One of Hausen's aides ran in.  "Darth Kroma requests your immediate presence in the main interrogation room.  And he also sent this woman down...."  The aide opened the door, and a table was rolled in, with an unconscious woman strapped to it.  Andreys thought she could see a lock of purple hair, meaning that it had to be Schala, but her delirium was beginning to set in, and she dismissed it.


     "Wolfgang!"  Another of Hausen's officers emerged from the shadows.  "Take the new prisoner to an interrogation room."  Hausen took out a knife, and began cutting off the prisoner's robes.  "I want more data on our newest female-specified agonizers.  Use them on her for a few hours, then you and your men can do as you wish with her."


     The officer chuckled, and carted the hapless prisoner away.


     Hausen turned back to the person operating the panel.  "Continue testing for the next twenty minutes, then return her to her cell.  And, in the name of Hitler, do clean up her cell.  It stinks in there!"  Hausen left the room.


     Electricity surged through her body, causing Andreys to continue screaming.  A single thought, a single wish, ran through her mind.


     Kill me....  Let me die and get this over with.....  Robby's not coming....  I'm going to die here, naked, and alone......


     No child....


     Andreys thought she felt herself be yanked away from her body.  Am I dead?


     No.  And you will not die.  On my honor, you will be saved.  This I promise.


     The strange voice echoed in Andreys' ears.  Who are you?


     There is no name for me.  You must hold on, Julia.  Hold on, for a small bit longer.....


     Andreys could feel the pain returning, and realized she was returning to her body.  Please, tell me your name......


     Simply call me "Ben".  May the Force be with you, child.....


     The pain returned, full force, and Andreys began screaming again.  Within ten seconds, she had totally forgotten about the experience.








     "Ohhhhh......."


     Dale's eyes fluttered open, immediately blinded by a light in front of him.  The back of his skull throbbed with pain.  Don't tell me they're going......  Dale tested his arm muscles, and non-surprisingly found them restrained to something.  Oh woe is me, they're going to torture me......  He laughed to himself.  Thanks Qui.


     He began moving, causing him to realize he was strapped to a table.  The light disappeared, and when his vision cleared, he found himself staring at a young man in a black suit, and a Nazi officer.  "Feldmarschall von Hausen, I presume?"


     "Forget the 'von', Herr Dale.  I lost my title to that fool, von Jordsun."


     "Oh, poor baby."  Dale narrowed his eyes, glaring at Hausen.  "Where is Julie?"


     "Fraulein Andreys is alive and safe, although I must say she is not in pristine condition.  It took you long enough to respond to our surrender demand."


     "I'm sorry, but I was detained."


     Hausen grinned.  "Yes, you were with that purple-haired female.  Tell me, did you enjoy her?"


     "It wasn't like that."


     "Oh really?  I know I would enjoy spending a night in bed with that woman."


     "Enough of this," the black-suited man barked at Hausen.  "Robert Dale, I am Darth Kroma of the Imperial Crimson Guard."


     "Darth Kroma?  So, you're a Sith?"


     "Yes, and no."  Kroma started to stroll away.  "My companion, Darth Syrius, and I are going to reform the new Sith to be the Force defenders of the New Galactic Empire.  Our Pax Imperium will destroy the weakling New Republic and the foolish Imperials who still follow the banners of Palpatine and Thrawn.  We will bring a new Golden Age of peace and prosperity."


     "Take it up with Leia Organa and Luke Skywalker.  I have nothing to do with it."


     "On the contrary, you are the most powerful Jedi alive.  Not even Skywalker can match your power in the Force.  That is why I wanted to see you."  Kroma began strolling back, Hausen merely appearing bored.  "I want you to join my Pax Imperium.  You will lead a new Sith army to glory and honor, establishing a millennia-lasting peace in this galaxy.  Your name will be blessed by trillions for millennia, as a man who helped bring peace after a century of war."


     "I don't deal with anyone associated with the Nazis, Kroma.  And even then, freedom is the right of all sentient beings.  You don't have the right to enforce a peace on others that is based on murder and torture."


     Kroma frowned.  "You will change your mind, soon enough."


     Hausen cackled.  "Let us try to change your mind, Herr Dale."  He took the controls of the table, and pulled a lever.


     The table agonizers activated, hitting Dale with pain.  It hurt, but all Dale could do was laugh.  "Come one, Hausen, surely you can do better......."


     Hausen, believing it to be defiance, merely answered, "I hate to disappoint you, Herr Dale."


     Dale's pain increased dramatically.  He gasped from the pure ferocity of Hausen's action, which was to raise the level every other second.  "You will break, Herr Dale!  I will go down in the glorious history of the Reich as the man who broke Robert Dale!"


     "Never......."


     Kroma became unsettled.  "Hausen, stop!  You'll kill him!"


     "Nooo!!!!!  I must break him!!!!"


     "I need him!  The Pax Imperium....."


     As Kroma approached Hausen, one of Hausen's guards suddenly shot him with a disruptor.  Kroma turned, trying to use the Force against his enemies, but he quickly lost consciousness.  "Weak fool!  To think I made an alliance with you to help your precious Pax Imperium!  I was using you for the glory of the Fourth Reich!"  Hausen turned back to Dale, continuing to raise the power.  "Level 20, Herr Dale.  The pain should be unbearable."


     Dale was too busy concentrating.  Indeed, he knew that the pain would only get worse, thus he decided to begin the same technique Qui had taught him.  He allowed the pain to flow unimpeded through him, charging him with it's own agonizing energies.  His mind held itself together, holding back the worst part of the pain.


     "Impossible!!!!!"  Hausen continued raising the level.  "You will break!  You must break!!!!"


     "No...."  Dale smiled in his pain.  "I... am one.... with the Force...."  Dale felt energy surge through him, a feeling of power he had never felt before.  "I...  AM... THE FORCE!!!!!!"


     Hausen stared in disbelief as Dale opened his eyes.  They shined with a blue energy that defied imagination.  "No, it cannot....."


     Energy flowed from his hands, vaporizing his restraints, and then the agonizing table itself.  Dale landed on his feet.  His lightsaber, on a nearby instrument table, went ignored.  "YOUR TIME HAS COME", Dale's voice rumbled, like that of a powerful god.


     "No!  Please, I beg mercy...."  The powerful Nazi leader fell to his knees, pleading.


     "MERCY?!  YOU GIVE NO OTHERS MERCY!!!!"


     "No, please!!!  NOOOOOOOOO!!!!!!!!"


     With his newfound power, Dale smashed through Hausen's mind, filling it with the feelings of pain that his victims had felt.  Hausen's mind overloaded, as did his body.  He fell to the floor.


     His nearby guards saw Dale, and died of fear at the sight of him.


     For Dale, his power was over.  Just as quick as he had gained it, it left him.  His eyes lost their glow, his power having faded.  Dale, not believing what had just happened, stared at his hands, which were no longer glowing.  That must have been what Qui meant when he spoke of his enligthenment.....


     Dale noticed the unconscious body of Kroma, and deemed it necessary to leave him.  Reaching his hand out, Dale brought his lightsaber over with his normal Force telekinesis.  Activating the blade, he left to find Schala and Andreys.








     Luke motioned to Lando to keep going, using his Force power to send the Nazi troopers off with a distracting noise.  "The command room must be nearby, Luke," Lando said over his shoulder.  "Do you still feel that disturbance?"


     "No, it is gone."  Luke shook the cobwebs out of his mind.  For a minute or so, he had felt a massive disturbance in the Force.  Not even Palpatine had set off his senses like that.


     Lando pulled his blaster pistol out, and nailed a Stormtrooper twenty yards away with a pinpoint shot.  "Let's go.  If we can find an administrative map, we can find where they're holding Dale and Schala."








     Dale leaped over the Nazi guards watching one of the interrogation rooms.  Landing, he swept the lightsaber through their feet, cutting them off.  The guards feel screaming in pain, their legs now ending in bloody stumps because of the severed feet.  Dale stabbed each in his turn, killing them.


     Inside, a shrill cry of agony filled his ears.  "Schala!"


     He bust down the door, finding Schala strapped to a table, with two paingivers attached to her breasts.  Three guards and an interrogator turned to face him.  "Kill him!"


     Dale swung his hand forward, knocking the guards down with Force telekinesis.  He ran up to the interrogator as the man went for his pistol, cutting his arm off.  The interrogator stared at Dale wide-eyed, blood flowing from his shoulder.  Dale stabbed him through the heart in a moment.


     "Come on, Schala."  Dale reached over and disengaged the paingivers.  He went to work taking off the straps on her wrists and ankles.  


     The instant both wrists were free, Schala sat up and grabbed him.  "I never doubted you, Robert!"


     "We need to find Julie."  Dale slid one of the uniforms off of a dead guard, and gave it to Schala, who was wearing nothing but her underwear.  "Get this on."








     Kroma sat up, his head pounding.  Lewa was right!  Curse the day I allied with the Fourth Reich!  His eyes opened, and he gasped.  The bodies of Hausen and his men were lying on the ground, and the torture equipment destroyed.


     Dale was gone.


     Kroma struggled to his feet.  What now?


     "Palo!!!"


     Kroma turned to see Syrius enter the room.  "Lewa?  What happened?"


     "I don't know!"  She ran up to him.  "They betrayed you, didn't they?  You had to kill them in self-defense."


     "No, I did not.  I have no idea how they died."  Kroma suddenly held his head.  "I... I feel them."


     Syrius concentrated.  "Yes, I feel a presence in the Force.  Three Jedi....."


     "Luke has come, Lewa.  The time of our revenge is at hand."


     "He shall pay for not helping Narvelis," Syrius agreed.








     Dale sliced through a wall of security guards, forcing them to fall back.  Schala raised her own, slicing through the blaster rifles the Nazi soldiers were wielding.  "Let's get to the control center!  Follow me!"


     Schala was too busy hacking away at Nazis to do anything but nod.


     Dale used his lightsaber to deflect some blaster bolts back to the soldiers who fired them, and stopped for a moment.  After a moment of concentration, he pointed toward a hall.  "This way!"


     Schala used her saber to deflect some incoming bolts of plasma energy, and leaped over to Dale.  The two took off down the hall, enemy fire blazing behind them.  "We should be almost there!"


     As they rounded the corner, they found themselves face to face with Luke and Lando.


     "Are you okay?!"


     "Couldn't be better," Dale answered witfully.  "But I think Schala could have been better off."


     "I am fine," she insisted.


     "Whatever," Lando said, exasperated.


     "Have you found the control room?"  They four ducked as a barrage of blaster fire came their way.


     "Not yet!"


     "We have to find it!"  Dale jumped up, deflecting several blaster shots with his saber.  He ran toward the opposite end of the corridor, dodging and blocking blaster file on the way.








     Syrius and Kroma found where Andreys was being held.  They quickly cleared up the room adjacent to her cell, knowing the final battle was at hand......








     "Captain," Spock turned from the sensor systems.  "We are approaching the Fires of Frelois."


     Jarod shifted in his seat.  It was uncomfortable for him to take the seat belonging to Andreys, a good friend.  "Raise shields.  Tom, ready?"


     "It'll be just like going through the Badlands back home," Paris remarked.


     "Full impulse!"


     The Roddenberry-A ventured into the ferocious plasma storms, searching for her captain.....








     Dale swung his lightsaber, knocking a Nazi officer off balance.  Lando took him out with a bolt from his blaster.  "Quick, find out where they're holding Julie!"


     "It's a good thing I brought along a friend," Luke said, swinging the bag off his back.  He opened it, allowing R2D2 out.  "Hurry, R2."


     The little droid answered with a series of blips and squeaks, and turned toward one of the data ports.  A small connection came out of it's body, and hooked into the moonbase's computer mainframe.  A map schematic appeared.  The map zoomed in, showing a room in the upper area of the base.  "There she is!"


     "Lando, Schala, stay here and guard R2 as he interfaces with the computers and tries to shut this place down."  Luke pulled his lightsaber back out.  "We'll be back when we can."








     "They are approaching, Palo," Syrius told her friend/lover.


     "Yes, I feel them also.  Our revenge is at hand."








     Dale picked up a disruptor pistol, and shot an approaching Imperial soldier.  "We're almost there!"


     Dale and Luke ran across the platform bridging the two halves of the moon base, the base's power core shining in the distance.  As they crossed it, they came under fire from a group of Imperial and Nazi soldiers on the other side.  "Get down!"  The jumped to the floor, blue streaks of energy flying overhead.


     "What now?  The lightsabers can't deflect disruptors."


     "Simple, Luke."  Dale held on to the disruptor pistol.  "It will make an excellent grenade, will it not?"


     Luke merely answered him with a shake of the head.


     Dale quickly set the disruptor to fire at the highest level, and fused the opening.  "Here it goes!"  He jumped up, and threw it at the soldiers.  They ignored it as it flew by, landing two feet away.  Dale reached out, and used Force telekinesis to activate the firing mechanism.


     The pistol exploded, throwing the enemy soldiers to their doom.  Flying out of the gravity field surrounding the platform/bridge and sides, they fell "downward" toward the power core, to an instant death.


     Running acrossed the platform, Dale and Luke found only one small hall, and one door.  "This must be it!"  Dale found the door locked, and sliced through it with his lightsaber.  The two entered.


     Standing in front of them, Darth Kroma and Darth Syrius were prepared for battle.  "So, Skywalker, you have come to save your friend."  Kroma turned his head slightly to Dale.  "How did you escape Hausen after his betrayal of the Pax Imperium?"


     Dale's answer seemed to echo.  "Where is she?"


     Kroma tipped his head toward a metal door on the opposite side of the room.  "She is there.  And there she shall stay."  Kroma's red lightsaber flashed into existance, followed by Syrius'.  "I will release her if you join the Pax Imperium, and kill Luke Skywalker."


     "Burn in hell," came Dale's reply.


     "Then, only two of us shall walk away, Jedi.  Skywalker, prepare to....."


     "No!"  Syrius approached Luke, who took a defensive stance.  "This battle is mine."


     "Kill him in the name of Narvelis.  And now, Dale, you are mine!"


     Syrius charged Luke, who sidestepped her blow.  His lightsaber came down for her elbow, but she deflected the blow with her saber.  She jumped backward, to the door, and went outside.


     Dale nodded at Luke, who chased after her, then turned back to Kroma.  "Forget this, Kroma.  Your Pax Imperium has already been betrayed by the Nazis.  End this madness!  Give me back my friend!!!!"


      "Ah, so you truly have a soft spot in your heart for her."  Kroma's grin grew evil.  "I shall let her know that before I throw her body into the Frelois star."


     "Oh no you don't," Dale warned him.  "Don't try that Dark Side crap on me.  I told Reinhelt, and I'll tell you; I am not joining evil!"


     "That is your decision.  And it shall cost you your life!"


     Kroma charged Dale, who met the enraged Sith head on.  Their lightsabers clashed, a buzz sounding in the air.  Dale lunged at him, Kroma moving swiftly to stop the attack.  Kroma reached out with the power of the Dark Side, but Dale deflected his Force power with his own abilities, then using the advantage to swing at Kroma.  He missed, but the very tip of his lightsaber grazed Kroma's left arm, melting the flesh there.  The melted flesh quickly re-solidifed, but it left his arm disfigured.  Kroma gasped in pain.  "Very good, Dale.  Now face this!"


     Kroma struck out with Force lightning, but Dale met it with his own bolt of "pure" Force energy.  The enlightenment Qui spoke of.....  It has opened new avenues of power....  Not even Luke could strike out with Force energy!  "It is in your best interest to leave this a lightsaber duel, Kroma," Dale warned.


     "So that is how you destroyed Hausen.  You are far more powerful than I believed."  Kroma responded by turning to the door to Andreys' chamber, and began Force choking her, or so Dale felt  "Then I will kill your friend!"


     "Noooo!!!!!!!"  Dale threw another bolt of Force energy, sending Kroma flying.  Kroma landed, dazed.  "This is between us, Kroma!"


     "That it is, Dale."  Kroma jumped up, his lightsaber again clashing with Dale's.  "Let us end this!"


     "Fine by me!"  Dale swung his lightsaber, striking Kroma's in a blur of light.  Kroma returned with a lunge,  which Dale forced back.  Dale swung his saber low, at Kroma's knees, and was blocked at the last moment.  The two continued to battle, back and forth, both not using their Force power.  Dale realized that not only was Kroma fearful of him, but that this was the way Sith and Jedi were supposed to face anyway.  No Force choking, Force pushing, Force lightning.....  A clean, fair battle of power, strength, and wit.  Even the Sith have honor, Dale realized mentally.  It makes me wonder why they even bothered to ally with the Nazis in the first place!!!!  Dale leaped to avoid a blow to his left leg, coming down by the wall.  Kroma ran up, pushing his lightsaber against Dale's, and the tip of it closer to Dale's throat.  "I will defeat you, and form the greatest empire in the history of all life!"








     "You betrayed me," Syrius shouted at Luke, pushing him ever farther along the platform in the central shaft.  "You betrayed me, you betrayed Palo, you betrayed Narvelis, you even betrayed your own damned Republic!"


     "No, I did not," Luke responded forcibly.  He deflected each of her attacks.  "The Jedi are neutral, Lewa.  Don't you realize that there were more important things at stake?"


     "More important than the stake of a world!  You let the Trethi and their corrupt allies on the Senate ruin my home!  You let them kill millions!  You let them get away!  It's all your fault!!!!!"  Syrius' rage grew into a burning inferno.


     "Lewa, I brought the Trethi and their allies to justice!  The senators responsible are imprisoned, and the Trethi are isolated and despised throughout the galaxy!  The people of Narvelis have been vindicated!"


     "Liar!"  Syrius kept swinging at Luke.  "You lie!!!!!"


     "No Lewa!  I am telling you the truth!!!!"  Luke deflected her blows, not attacking in the slightest.  "Please, stop this!  Lewa, it is not too late!  We know.... we know of a Force master who can test you, and bring you away from the Dark Side!"


     "You will die!  The dead of Narvelis will be avenged!  Your corrupt Republic will be replaced by a glorious Pax Imperium!!!!"  Syrius forced Luke to the other side of the platform, which was mangled from battle.  A prominent sharp edge stood out, threatening to impale either of them.


     "Lewa, please!"


     "Do not call me Lewa!!!!!"  Syrius' anger was to the point of crying as she battered at Luke's defense, her anger increasing her power tenfold.  "You do not have the right to call me Lewa!!!!"


     Luke, wisely, remained quiet.








     Lando shot another trooper entering the command room, while Schala held another force back with her lightsaber.  A few scattered limbs, and some bodies, were strewn around the deck.  "C'mon, R2!"  Lando looked back at his droid companion.


     R2 responded with a series of bleeps.  Suddenly, a computer voice echoed through the room and adjoining corridors, Self destruct mechanism activated.  R2 began bleeping rapidly, unable to do anything.  An electrical surge traveled through it's connection, forcing it to withdraw itself from the computer.


     Lando grabbed one of the communicators he had.  "Han, where the hell are you?!"


     "Trying to stay alive, that's where!  I've got about fifty TIEs on my tail!  Chewie, get back there and man one of the cannons!"  A roar filled the channel.


     Schala gathered her wits, surprised by the flashing red lights.  "We have to get them!"


     "We don't have time!  Han," Lando brought the communicator close to his face, "get us the hell out of here!"


     "I'm trying, I'm trying!!!!"


     Twenty seconds later, as Imperial Stormtroopers finally re-entered the command center, Lando, Schala, and R2D2 were snatched away by the Millennium Falcon's transporters.








     Kroma grimaced as Dale's lightsaber ran across his knee.  Dale held back, waiting for the next blow.  Kroma responded with a bloodcurdling yell, flying at Dale.  Dale reached his lightsaber up to deflect the attack, but he miscalculated his move, allowing Kroma's lightsaber to run across his chest.  "AGH!!!!!"  He dropped to one knee, his upper chest on fire, but was fast on his feet when Kroma moved in again.....








     Lando ran to the cockpit.  "Han!  Luke and Dale were heading to a position in the main shaft!  We've got to get to them!"


     "Hold on to your seats!"


     The Falcon twirled gracefully in space, Chewbacca blasting away at attacking TIEs with one of the blaster cannons on the sides.  Pulling of a brilliant evasive maneuver, Han brought the Falcon into the moonbase main shaft, TIEs pursuing.....








     "Lewa, you have to stop!"  Luke dodged another decapitation blow.  "Please!  I don't want to have to kill you!"


     "Be quiet!"  Syrius' rage was unstoppable.  She forced Luke against the wall, pushing her lightsaber toward his heart.  "Now, to destroy your heart, just as you destroyed mine!"


     Without an option, Luke kicked her away.  Syrius backpedaled....


     .....right into the sharp debris sticking out of the wall.


     The dark metal of the edge appeared through her stomach.  She stared down at it, and looked back at Luke wide-eyed.  I'm going to die, she realized.  I'm dying.....


     "No!  Lewa!!!!"  Luke ran up to her, retracting his lightsaber blade.  He took her hand, trying to find a way to get her body off of the edge.  "What have I....."


     Syrius, her rage at last calmed by the imminence of her death, actually smiled at Luke's face.  "Luke, I'm... I'm sorry......  I didn't mean to harm anyone......"


     "Lewa, don't speak.  Conserve....."


     "No......"  Syrius put her hand on Luke's face.  "You... are as handsome... as always....."  She coughed, Death wrapping her cold fingers around Syrius' heart.


     "Lewa, I should not have treated you....."  Luke used his lightsaber to cut the edge off the wall shard, and removed her.  Blood began pouring on the floor, and on his clothing.


     "You did... what was right....  I was young, foolish, and very in love.  And.... I still.... am....."  She used all of her will to lift her head up, her lips making contact with Luke's.  They kissed, for but a moment, and she dropped her head back again, out of strength.  Her thoughts went to Palo/Kroma, still in the throes of the Dark Side she had now renounced.  "Remember me kindly, my love....  Good.... bye....."


     Syrius died in Luke's arms.


     "No.....  Lewa....."  He held her close, tears running down his face.  Her blood covered his hands, and drenched his clothing.


     A moment later, the Falcon flew by, and he was transported away with Syrius' body still in his arms.








     "The Pax Imperium shall rule eternally!"  Kroma took another swing at Dale.  The two both now sported injuries.  Kroma's left arm and right knee were badly injured from being grazed by Dale's lightsaber, and Dale's chest had received a new wound to go with the scar down his left rib cage, a reminder of another long ago life-or-death struggle.  Kroma had gone mad, his mind snapping under his inability to convert or kill Dale.  "We will crush your pitiful Alliance!"


     "You won't be crushing anything.  This base will be destroyed, and with it your dreams of galactic conquest."  Dale deflected another blow, and struck back with his own.


     Kroma blocked it, enraged at Dale's defiance.  "I will kill you!!!!!  But before I do, I will cripple you, and make you watch as I cut off the lovely head of your eternal love, Julia Andreys!"


     What's he babbling about?!  Dale pushed his thoughts of Andreys out of his head.  Kroma was trying to use them against him, and Dale couldn't allow himself to lose.


     Kroma had worn down, and now broke the non-Force rules of the duel.  He struck out with Force lightning, which Dale stopped with a Force shield of his own making.  "Kroma, don't do this!"


     "You will die!!!!!!!!"  Kroma leapt toward him, aiming to slice off Dale's head.....


     Dale moved to the side, leaving his lightsaber in Kroma's path.  Kroma flew right through it, slicing himself in half.


     He was dead before he hit the floor.


     Dale wiped his forehead of the sweat he had received from the strenuous battle.  Farewell, Darth Kroma.  Say "Hi" to Hitler and Reinhelt for me in hell.  Dale ventured through the metal door, and gasped when he entered.  Those bastards...........


     Andreys was on her knees, her arms held up by a single rope tied around her wrists.  Her left eye was swollen shut, her nose badly broken, her lip swollen, and her hair in a tangle, a small part of it singed.  Her arms had burn marks, bruises, and cuts on them, as did her breasts, stomach, shoulders, and neck.  Dale had trouble identifying any area on her front torso not touched by the blemishes of pain.  Her legs had their own burn marks, each signifying a pain electrode, while a spot on her dirty bikini bottom indicated she had wetted herself.  This was further indicated by the fact that the cell stank from the smell of the urine.  Dale walked up to her, and noticed her back.  It was beaten raw, bloodied from the use of a normal metal-tipped whip, and accompanied with burn marks and cuts.


     Her right eye opened, and despite her condition and the obvious pain she was in, she smiled.  "Robby....  you came....."


     "Damned right I did.  Couldn't let these bastards do this to you without a fight!"  He used his lightsaber to cut the rope binding her wrists, causing her to fall into his waiting arm.


     "They.... they did their best......  But I never gave up hope......"  Andreys was limp as Dale swung her left arm over his bare shoulder.  "I know you would come....  I knew you would save me......"


     Dale got to his feet.  Andreys' arms felt like rocks, her muscles wound up.  Even moving her brought a grimace from her now-bruised complexion.  "My God, how could they do this to you?"


     "They wanted information.... on the Roddenberry....."  She began crying on his shoulder, the tears rolling down his skin causing a tingling sensation.  "They did so much to me.  They put these agonizers on me...  They were specially designed for women, the Nazi said.  When he activated them, my body felt like it was on fire, centered around my breas..."


     "Shh, don't talk.  Rest, Julie," Dale told her, carrying her out into the room where he had confronted Kroma.  The two halves of his body still sat on the floor, Dale ignoring them and the large pool of blood.  He instead went toward the door.


     "The men would beat me.... and beat me," she continued.  "One tried to rape me, but the woman named Syrius killed him to defend me."


     "About the only good thing she did."


     "Hausen offered to kill me.  But I said no, despite the pain.  I knew you would come.....  I knew you would not abandon me......"  Andreys was too weak, otherwise she would have hugged him.


     "It's okay.  I'm here now...."  Dale felt his heart rage against the deprivations commited against her.  These bastards deserve to get locked in a room full of angry Klingons and Narn, Dale said mentally.  And throw away the key, he added.


     The door opened, and he ventured out to the bridge platform to the other end of the main shaft.  As he went to walk over the platform, Andreys let out an inaudible gasp of fear.  Dale looked up.....


     Hausen stood before him.  The Nazi leader's face was hallow, worn by the intense Force attack Dale had hit him with.  His widened eyes burned with an insanity and fury that scared even Dale.  The disruptor pistol in his hand shook, his nervous system damaged by Dale's earlier attack.  "You... you will die....  I will kill you both....."


     "It's over, Hausen."  Dale used his head to point to the power core, now glowing brighter than ever.  "This place is going up.  Your plan is ruined."


     "I care not!  I will break you!!!!  DIE!!!!!!!!!"  Hausen pulled the trigger of his disruptor pistol.  A loud whine filled Dale's ears.  That fool!  The setting is too high!  It's going to explode!!!!!!


      "No!  I cannot....."  The disruptor pistol exploded, ripping Hausen's body apart.  His body parts flew everywhere, most winding up outside the grav field around the bridge.


      Dale turned his back toward the explosion, trying to protect Andreys.  He gritted his teeth with pain as a shard of debris imbedded itself in his back, fortunately missing all of his vital organs and his spine.  Blood began pouring down his back as he stood.


      "Robby, look......"  Andreys would have pointed if she had the strength, but Dale understood what she was referring to.


      Hausen's exploding disruptor had blown the bridge away.  A large gap now separated the two sides.


     Dale cursed under his breath.  I could possibly make the jump myself, but not while carrying Julie....


     "Leave me," Andreys gasped.  "Save yourself.... let me die."


     "I am not leaving you.  Not this time!  We either survive together, or die together!"  Dale held her close, almost weeping over the state of misery she appeared to be in.


     "Robby......"  Andreys actually gave a full smile, the truth shining in her soul as never before.  "Robby...."


     "What?"


     It came out.


     "Robby, I love you......."


     Dale stared into her shining teal eyes, unable to believe his ears.  Julie.... loves me?  She LOVES me!!!!!  After years of anxiety over her, he finally knew the truth.  "Julie.... I... I love you too....."


     Swept up in the moment of truth, he kissed her.  She weakly pressed her lips against his.....


     An explosion reached their ears, the power core's shielding dropping.  A massive wall of flame flew toward them, engulfing all it touched.


     They ignored it.  All that mattered was the moment.  The kiss, and all it symbolized.  Their two souls had finally found the truth they had so painfully searched for.  Death reached her hand toward them, but they did not care.  They would die, but they would die together, the truth finally free.


     And as they continued this fateful kiss, they did not hear the sound of the Falcon whizzing by, ahead of the wall of flame.  They did not feel the heat, the baking of their skin as the wall of flame grew ever closer, Death finally reaching.....


     They didn't even feel the Millennium Falcon's transporter snatch them away from Death before she could grasp.








     The Frelois Moonbase was dying.


     Hundreds of small life pods and shuttles of Nazi and Imperial make were flying away from the moonbase, their occupants trying desperately to survive the base's destruction.  The large, prominent Imperial swastika symbol, created to show the new alliance between Darth Kroma's "Pax Imperium" and the Fourth Reich, was destroyed by several hull explosions, as power systems and ammunition storage lockers were ignited by the destruction.


     The main shaft was littered with panicked shuttle pilots trying to escape death.  Some ran into each other, and others failed to escape the growing wall of flame.  That wall of flame erupted through the end of the shaft.


     "YAHOO!!!!!!!"


     The Millennium Falcon emerged from the flame, like a phoenix reborn from the ashes.  Soaring away from the wreck, the Falcon turned toward the outer edge of the system.


     The moonbase exploded, a spherical shockwave destroying many shuttles and escape pods.  The Falcon, however, was fast enough to get out of range.


     Dale stumbled into the back of the Falcon, Andreys still in his arms.  A makeshift bed was ready, and Dale placed her on it, and sat down next to her to put his lightsaber on the floor.  Andreys noticed the debris in his back, and gasped.  "Robby, does it...."


     "It'll be okay.  If I remove it, it'll hurt like hell, and cause some more bleeding."  He turned onto the bed, holding himself over her.  "So, it's finally happened....."


     "I remember as a young girl, hearing about love for the first time.  Whenever I would think about the boy I wanted, it would be you, Robby.  I think I've always loved you.  But I was too scared to admit it.  Then Phillip, and Marshal, and Julian....."


     "I understand perfectly."  He sighed, putting a hand on her bruised cheek.  "I always loved you.  Always.  But I was afraid to let myself know it.  I was afraid that you would....."


     "....hate you?  Never.  But I was afraid you would dismiss my love, and leave me hurt.  So I buried it.  Deep, inside my heart, until they started torturing me.  When I realized that you were my only hope, I felt my love return like...."


     The ship shook violently, causing Dale to fall off the bed.  He howled in pain as the shard was pushed deeper into his back by impacting with the bed frame, it's edge grazing a rib.  He got up, pain flooding him, and ran to the cockpit.  "What the hell?!"


     On the screen, a 9km long warship sat ominously between them and the Frelois Death Gap.  "It's an Imperial Vengeance-class SSD.  It seems like it's a refitted version."


     "Can we get by it?"  Dale looked at Han.


     "Are you crazy?!  That thing would chew us up if we got within fifty kilometers!  And they're too close to the gap opening for us to go around!"


     A force of TIE Defenders fly by, strafing them.  Chewbacca roared as Lando checked instrumentation.  "Deflectors failing!  We can't take much....."


     Several small neutron cannon beams sliced through the TIEs.  "Look, those are StarRaptors!"  Schala pointed out the window at the starfighters as they took up defensive formations around the Millennium Falcon.


     "Well I'll be damned........"  Dale pointed toward the other end of the Vengeance SSD.  "Look!"








     "Imperial Vengeance-class SSD is locking forward TL weapons!"


     "Shields holding at ninety-five percent!"  Worf lifted his head to make eye contact with Jarod.  "Captain, we are outgunned...."


     "Tom, full impulse, strafing run.  Bring us right toward their bridge."  Jarod leaned forward in the chair, his first battle in command at hand.  "Load neutron torpedoes, and bring the interphasic generator and A/HM cannon online!"


     "Doing so now."  Worf looked up again.  "Sir, what are you doing?"


     "Using a wasp to kill a spider."  Jarod's answer perplexed Worf, but he followed orders.


     The Roddenberry flew above the VSSD, strafing it with interphasic fusion cannons and pulse phaser cannon fire.  Neutron torpedoes lashed out, exploding inside the hull and destroying TL emplacements.  They raced by the tower, destroying the sensor globes with neutron torpedoes.  They soared past the massive warship, and turned immediately.  More neutron torpedoes found the shield generator.


     Jarod felt a surge of excitement as Worf said, "Cannon ready, Captain!"


     "Fire!"


     The A/HM cannon charged, and a blinding blast of yellow energy slammed through the VSSD's shielding and armor.  The blast continued through the hull, leaving a long hole in the middle of the massive flagship.  Explosions covered it's surface as the blast pierced the power core.


     The Roddenberry flew away at full impulse as the VSSD was destroyed by it's own power supply.








     Andreys stared at the ceiling of the med center, finally resting for the first time in almost a week.  A week of pure hell for her had ended with her finding the love she always knew she had, but could never know.


     Dale stood over her, wearing one of Bashir's medical gowns.  "How's it feel to be home, Julie?"


     "Wonderful," she answered, noticing he was holding her hand.  Her left eye was now healed, as was her broken nose and the bruises on her face.  Her nervous system still had much work on it.  "Julian.... he told me....."


     "One of the more unfortunate side-effects of their use of those specialized devices was that you will be unable to nurse any children, should you have them.  The agonizers placed on your nipples destroyed your mammary glands."  Dale sighed.  "Julie, I'm sorry I didn't come sooner than I....."


     "Shush......"  She put a finger on Dale's mouth.  "You came, and that's what's important."  She put a hand behind his back, noticing that the shard that had become embedded was gone.  "Julian removed that thing?"


     "Yeah.  Hurt like a bitch."


     She chuckled.  "You are so brave, taking that for me.  How could I ever repay you?"


     "Well, resting would be one thing.  Julian has you on light duty for the next month, and has strictly recommended that I do the same."


     She leaned her head back.  "It all seems like a nightmare, a really bad nightmare....."


     "But it wasn't."  Dale softly stroked her fingers.  "What they did to you, Julie, was beyond cruelty.  There is no word strong enough to describe what they were trying to do to you.  'Sadistic' is a woeful understatement."


     "I know.  But I survived it, and now, I...."


     "Sir," Jarod, still wearing the uniform and insignia of an acting captain, entered the med center.  "We have arrived at Rkel."


     "Good."  Dale stood.  "I'll be going down in a shuttle."


     "The Saxton is waiting for you in Shuttlebay 4."


     "Very good, Captain."  Dale snapped his fingers.  "I forgot.  Since Captain Andreys has been recovered, you will be reverting back to Lieutenant Commander.  Are you against this demotion?"


     "Not at all."


     "How did I know he would say that?"  Dale winked at Andreys, and walked out of the med center.








     The Rkelian jungle was still hot and moist as Dale stepped out of the Saxton's airlock door.  The Rkelians attending to Qui's mansion landing pad rushed to check the shuttle as Dale entered the mansion.  He immediately made his way through the grandiose tan halls to the central hall.  There, he found Qui looking out a window.  "I have returned, Master Qui."


     "So you have."  Qui turned.  "I see I am no longer alone.  You now understand the Force far better than even the best Jedi."


     "I think I do."  Dale approached him.  "How did I discover this?"


     "You were being tortured at the moment of enlightenment?"  Dale nodded, causing Qui to turn away again.  "Then it was the same way I learned; through pain."


     "Pain?  That is the key?"


     "Yes.  In your pain, your mind reached out and latched itself onto the Force.  You are now longer merely a user of the Force.  You can now channel the Force yourself, bending it to your will.  You are a conduit of the Force."


     Dale followed him as he paced around the central hall.  "But, how do I...."


     "It took me several centuries to fully master the abilities at my disposal.  You will not live long enough to do the same."  Qui continued his slow, steady pace.  "I see you have passed the Test of Love.  You have found your soulmate.  That is good."


     "Yes, I found her," Dale answered with a smile.  "Master Qui, how did you become a conduit of the Force?"


     For the first time since Dale had met him, the aged Force Master frowned.  "Centuries ago, when I was a young Jedi, the planet of Tretha began attacking neighboring systems.  The Galactic Senate ordered several Jedi Knights to restore order, and they did so.  Unfortunately, Trethi Jedi in league with the remains of the feared Sith trapped the Knights, killing most, and choosing one, a teenage Padawan named Kon-Mai Ki, to make an example of.  They tortured him for weeks, using his cries of pain to embarrass the Galactic Republic and Jedi Council.  I was a young Knight, and my former trainer told me a startling secret: Kon-Mai Ki was my brother.  Alone, against orders, I went to Tretha to save Kon-Mai Ki, and succeeded in infiltrating their prison.  I found Kon-Mai Ki in a wretched state, trying to meditate while strapped to a heater.  I rescued him, but his life on this plane was over."


     "Kon-Mai Ki died?"


     "No."  Qui closed his eyes.  "A group of superbeings calling themselves 'the Controllers' had observed his suffering, and deemed him worthy of their order.  The Controllers then told me that I would have a part to play in an ancient prophecy about the 'Chosen One', as they called him."  Qui noticed with satisfaction as Dale stared at him.  "My pain came before their arrival.  Kon-Mai was before me, dying in my arms.  After I told him that I was his brother, he smiled at me, and closed his eyes.  I could not help myself, and I cried out.  My pain was great.  That was when....."


     "You felt your enlightenment, right?"


     "Yes.  The Controllers granted me a long life so I could fulfill my part in the prophecy.  Now......"  Qui put his hands on Dale's shoulders.  "My time has come, young one.  I have lived long, and well, but the time has come for me to leave this mortal plane, and truly become one with the Force.  Keep my lessons with you, and learn to love as well as live."


     Qui suddenly began to shine with a bright blue hue.  Dale stumbled backward, trying to prevent himself from being blinded by the bright light coming from Qui's body.  Farewell..........


     When Dale looked back, Qui was gone.








     Dale watched solemnly as the body of Lewa Larys, the former Darth Syrius, was enveloped in flames.  Luke stood nearby, throwing to the ground the wooden stick he had used to start the fire.  I never got to thank her for protecting Julie.....  Dale gazed toward the sky, and thought he could see the tiny golden spot that was the Roddenberry, orbiting the planet of Rkel.


     Schala observed.  "What is this?  Why is Luke burning her body?"


     "It is the Jedi custom to cremate dead Jedi.  I'm not sure why, though."  Dale stepped up beside Luke, and put a hand on his shoulder.  "Anything wrong?"


     "I loved her," Luke finally admitted to himself.  "I was too afraid of what might happen if I admitted it, so I buried deep inside me.  When Narvelis was attacked, I desperately wanted to help her get the justice she so badly wanted.  But Leia warned me not to get the Jedi involved.  Too many political rivals might try to exploit the carnage to seize power of the Republic.  I finally got the proof needed to arrest those senators involved in the attack, but by then, Lewa and her friend Palo had already gone over to the Dark Side of the Force, and left Coruscant."


     "She made the decision herself, Luke.  You could not do it for her."  Dale watched the flames covering Syrius' body dance in the wind.  "I will be returning to the Roddenberry.  We're having a party to celebrate Julie's safe return."


     "Farewell, Robert," Luke replied, not even turning away from Syrius' funeral pyre.


     Dale turned, and went with Schala to the transport site.  Luke felt tears come down his face, wondering what might have been had he stopped the Trethi in the first place.  Would Lewa and I have fallen in love?  Would we have married?  Would we have had children?


     "She died honorably."


     "Who is there?"  Luke turned to see a large figure emerge from the shadows.  "Ah, it is you, Commander......"


     "I am Worf, son of Mogh."  Worf watched the flames consume Syrius' body.  "The captain told me what she did for her.  Her acts proved her honor."


     "If only it were so simple."


     "For a Klingon, her life and death would equal that of an honorable warrior.  She lived according to her code, and died in battle, a glorious death."


     Luke sighed.  "It was not glorious.  She was impaled on a piece of debris.  What's so glorious about that, huh?"


     Worf laughed.  "True.  A truly glorious death would have been to die at your blade.  But she died fighting, and that is what matters."


     Luke shook his head.  "Your race is very strange.  I can't even comprehend what it is you believe in truly."


     Worf smiled.  "Good."








     The lounge erupted in cheers as Dale brought Andreys in.  She was dressed in a medical dropsuit, sitting on an antigrav chair.  "They all missed you, Julie," Dale told her.


     "You're f$&#ing right!"


     "Here, here!"


     "Right on!"


     "Agreed."  Even Spock's voice had a hint of emotion in it.


     Dale pulled her up to the bar, and picked up a small glass of wine.  "A toast, to friendship, to this ship, and to her crew."  He raised his glass.


     The assembled crew raised their glasses in unison, agreeing.  The toast was completed in a moment.  Dale put his glass down.  "Now, before tonight's festivities begin, I have to do something very important."  He kneeled down by Andreys, put his hand on her cheek, and kissed her.


     As they kissed, the crew applauded.








Epilogue


Five Days Later.....











     Dale pushed Andreys into her quarters, stood by as she took a bath, and helped her into bed.  "There you go," he said as he put her on the bed.


     "Maybe I should get tortured every month, just to get pampered by you," she said, giggling.  Her health had improved over her week in the med center.  The swelling from her many wounds was gone, her body had recovered from the use of Nazi metal and plasma whips, and she no longer shook from temporary nerve damage.  Of course, the damage had been done to her body and her mind, and she would always remember the pain and humiliation of torture.


     "Sounds appealing."  Dale leaned over and kissed her.  "Now, if you need anything, I'll be on the couch."


     "No, you won't."  Andreys grabbed him by the arm, trying to pull him down.  "Are you afraid I'll try to seduce you?"


     Dale laughed nervously, "No, I'm afraid you won't try to seduce me."


     "Well, don't worry about that......"  She kissed him again, putting her arms around his neck.


     "Um, don't you think we're going a little fast.........."


     "Shut up and get on the bed," she scolded him, unbuttoning his shirt.


     "Whatever......."


     "Wait, Robby...."  Andreys removed his shirt, and pointed at a long mark on his chest, which looked like charred skin.  "How did you?"


     "Darth Kroma's little present."  Dale noticed her expression of horror.  "Don't worry.  Doctor Bashir has been giving me treatments.  I'm going to get a skin graft to repair the damaged tissue."


     Andreys ran her hand along the mark, and began crying.  "I... I'm so.... sorry........"  She buried her face in her pillow.  "I should have done something.  Because I allowed myself to get tortured...."


     "It's not your fault, Julie."  Dale made her turn her head, tears covering her eyes.  Such beauty....  Why did I never allow myself to love her the way I know I do?  "You didn't ask to be captured and tortured with a brutality beyond all human comprehension."


     "I never knew how much you meant to me, until I was hanging there, pain shooting through my body, and with no hope of escape.  Then I realized......  I realized I loved you."


     Dale nodded, holding her close.  "I'm sorry I didn't come sooner."


     "Robby, hold me close.  That's all I want....."


     Dale complied, putting his arms around her as she got comfortable.  Within a minute, she was sound asleep.  Dale followed her into slumber.


