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Author's Word





     Here's part two, which doubles as season finale.  This is where the crossover into FF7 gets hot and heavy, so hold onto your keyboards, it's gonna be a rockin' time!  And to those little bastards from Shinra, (as well as Sephiroth himself), Come get some!














Last time on Undiscovered Frontier......


     When the Leningrad defeats a Nazi warship, the Alliance learns of an impending invasion on a industrially developed world.  Not willing to let the Nazis acquire another planet, Dale takes the Roddenberry to the universe where this planet is.  However, he finds that a gigantic meteor is going to hit the planet, and that the planet is dominated by an evil, tyrannical corporation.  Now, Dale seeks to save two anti-Shinra "terrorists" from the jaws of death.  Meanwhile, Jarod is seeking a way to stop the meteor, before it is too late....





And now, the continuation....











Prologue








     Dale pulled the black suit over his uniform, and put a belt full of photon clips on his waist.  There was also a holster for a phaser.  He looked over, and saw everybody else in his team dressed the same way.  Barnes also had a tricorder, which he always brought.


     He looked to them, and said, "Is everybody ready?"  He was answered by nods.  Then, despite the stress of the situation, he grinned, and said confidently, "Well, let's go kick some ass."











     Ship's Log: Supplemental; D.S.S. Roddenberry.  Acting Captain Julia Andrea Andreys reporting.  We are in orbit over FF7-1IV.  Minister Dale is leading an insurgence unit to a military city on the planet, while Lieutenant Commander Jarod works on a way to stop Meteor from hitting it.  Commander Spock has taken command of the Koenig, because Commander Carrey is with Minister Dale.


     For the sakes of those on the planet below us, I hope that we can stop that thing.


     Andreys walked into her bedroom, having left Garak in command.  She took off her clothes, and after enjoying a nice shower, then went to curl up in bed.  Then, remembering what Robby had done, she took a gold star from one of her uniforms, and fit it on the one she would wear later, giving it four stars, for the rank of captain.  Then, she curled up in bed, and tried to get some sleep.


     It would not come.








     Meanwhile, Spock was settling into the command chair on the Koenig.  At the helm was Lieutenant Apley, while Sherlily was at weapons, and Derbely at operations.  "Have the doors opened yet?"


     Derbely checked her instruments.  "Yes sir."


     "Lieutenant Apley, activate vertical thrusters."


     "Aye sir."


     The Koenig rose out of the dock, and Apley started the impulse engines.  They settled into orbit over the planet below.  Spock looked to Derbely.  "Ensign, please keep sensors on maximum."


     "Yes sir!"








     Dale took his phaser, and shot the blue suited guard in the back.  He fell without any difficulty.  Dale motioned for the others to follow him, and they got closer to the doors that led to the execution chamber.  Dale could hear a woman talking, and came to a corner.  Then, he whispered to Barnes, "Teddo, there's too many in there to barge in.  Create a diversion."


     Barnes grinned.  "Should I give the bastards my B&B special?"


     "Go ahead."


     Barnes crept to the doors, and cleared his throat.  Then, he let lose.


     "I am cornholio!"


     Dale wanted to hit himself for letting Barnes do it, but it was too late.  A response came from inside the doors.  "Who is that?"


     Barnes, enjoying himself, continued.  "You suck!  You're a bitch!"


     Zack, who was busy snickering, said, "Ya.  What he said."


     That drew a response.


     "Guards, it's outside!  Get them!"


     Barnes moved away from the door, and guards busted through.  Then, Dale and Worf fired shots, and Zack got by them, and landed a ferocious kick on another.  Then, they heard a hiss of gas.


     Dale looked as everybody ran away, (especially after seeing Worf), and he saw the black man from the news broadcast.  He ran up to him, and yelled, "Where's your friend?!"


     He looked at Dale, and yelled back.  "Who the hell are you!?"


     "No time!  Now, where's your friend?"


     He pointed to a large, bolted door, and Dale ran up and tried to open it.


     Then, all hell broke lose.


     Klaxons sounded, and a voice said, "All hands to battle stations.  Weapon is approaching."


     Dale looked at Zack and Barnes, and yelled, "Keep reinforcements occupied!"  Then he reached for his phaser.  The black man came up by him.  "Name's Barret.  Now, what'yre ya doin'?"


     "Trying to save your ass.  Name's Robert.  Robert Dale."  Dale went to press the trigger, but then the base shook, and he could hear a scream for help coming from the inside of the chamber.


     "Barret!  Help!"


     He pounded on the door.  "Tifa!"


     Dale pointed his phaser, and fired.  The beam cut through the metal, and the door fell away.  Gas started to pour out.  "Stand back!"  He rushed in, and saw the girl from the news shackled to the chair.  She was wearing a white shirt, sleeveless, although it didn't cover her abdominable area.  He lifted the phaser, and cut the restraints off.  Then he helped her up, and got her out of the room.  He looked up and yelled, "Let's get the hell out of here!"  He gently put the girl on the ground, and hit his communicator.  "Dale to Roddenberry!  Beam us up, now!"


     "Sir, there's some sort of gamma radiation field near you.  Transporters can't penetrate it!"


     "Damn!"  Dale turned to Barret.  "Mister Barret, I hope that you have an alternative solution."


     A voice answered him.  "Follow me!"


     Barret looked at the source of the voice.  "You damn cat!  What'yre doin'!"


     Zack looked at Dale.  "Cat?"


     Dale shrugged, and ran toward the source of the voice.  Sure enough, it was a small cat on top of a white creature.  At first, Dale thought that it was some sort of advanced feline species that existed on this planet.  Then, Barnes looked at his tricorder.  "It's not real!  I'm picking up a small transmission wave coming from that thing."


     "Oh, what the hell.  Worf, Zack, watch our tails!"  Then, Dale slung the girl over his shoulder, she was light for her size, and headed out, with Barnes at his side and Barret and the weird cat-thing in front.  They ran out a door, and were outside, on some sort of street.  Dale looked over, and saw the ocean.


     And an incredibly huge creature.








     Spock nodded in confirmation of his orders, and then directed his attention to Apley.  "Lieutenant, set atmospheric entry course.  Ensign Sherlily, raise shields and ready phasers."


     He heard two confirmations, and watched as the Koenig dove into the atmosphere at an acceptable angle.  It went through the thermosphere with little problem, and came down to airplane height.  The ocean was below them, and it glowed red due to the light from Meteor.  Then, Derbely shouted, "Sir!  There's a strange radiation field coming from that outpost!"


     "Lieutenant, alter course.  Ensign, lock on and prepare to fire."








     Dale took the phaser in his free hand, and turned and fired.  One more guard went down.  Then, he ran to the lift that led to the upper levels.  Worf got on it, but Zack was still under fire from the guards, and couldn't leave his cover spot.


     Then, Barret lifted his right arm, and Dale realized that he had no right hand.  Instead, there was a gun hooked to his arm near the elbow.  He pointed it, and it started to fire, obviously due to connection to the nerves in the arm.  The enemy took cover from the bullets that came from the gun, and Zack sprinted to the lift.  Then, Barnes hit a button, and it rose to the next level.  They ran off it, and to the runway.


     Then, there was nothing.


     Barret turned to the cat-thing, and yelled, "It's a dead end!  What's goin' on!"


     Worf took the moment to put a new clip in his photon rifle, and then growled.  "We have been betrayed!"


     The cat-thing waved it's hands.  "No, let me explain."


     Then, a beam of light ran over their heads.  Dale turned to see the monster turning it's attention to them.  Then, a burst of orange fire landed near the creature, and Dale looked to the sky.  Before he could say anything, however, Zack yelled out, "Way to go Koenig!"


     The Koenig flew at the creature, claws spread, as if to say "Pick on somebody your own size!"  Then it let lose another burst of phaser fire, and struck the creature in the back.  It flew overhead, and the creature angrily fired an energy beam at her.  The Koenig's shields absorbed it, and she turned again, firing another burst.  The monster's head was blown clear off, and the body slid into the sea.


     Then, they heard propellers above them, and a large "airship" appeared above them.  The cat-thing pointed up, and said, "Here we go!"  He then jumped onto it.  Worf looked at Dale, and Dale leaped, catching the bottom of the deck, and lifting himself up.  He looked over to see a rope, and lowered it.  Worf climbed up, followed by Barnes, Zack, the girl, and Barret.  Then Dale turned to the cat-thing, and yelled, "Tell the pilot to bring us up!"


     "Sure thing.  And they call me Cait Sith!"


     "Whatever."  Dale turned to the girl and Barret.  "Now that things are a little calmer, let me introduce myself and my team.  I am Robert Dale, the blond haired guy is Commander Zachary Carrey, the carrot top is Lieutenant Commander Thomas Barnes, and the alien is Lieutenant Commander Worf, a Klingon.  What are your names?"


     The girl bowed and smiled.  "I'm Tifa Lockhart.  This is Barret Wallace."


     Dale turned to see his people walking through the doors leaving the deck.  "Nice to meet you, Miss Lockhart."


     Barret walked up to him.  "Where the hell are ya from?"


     Dale looked the man in the eyes.  "Are you sure you want to know?  You won't believe me."


     Both appeared interested.


     Dale sighed.  Then he pointed upward.  "That's were I came from.  Outer space."


     Now, both where shocked.


     He saw the looks on their faces, and motioned to the door.  "Let's go in.  I'll tell you everything when we get there."  They walked in front of them, and he followed.














     Dale looked through the window on the bridge, and turned.  "Now, let me explain everything you need to know.  We are from a different universe.  Our starships use universal jumpers to go to different universes.  We are from the Alliance of Democratic Nations.  We are here to fight our worst enemy: tyranny."


     Dale looked at his audience with honest eyes.  So far he had met the pilot, an engineer named Cid Highwind, a ninja girl named Yuffie Kisaragi, the sentient wolf who calls himself Red XIII, and the mysterious Vincent Valentine.  "So, what y're tellin' us, is that you want to help us."


     Dale took in a breath.   "Yes."


     Cid looked at him.  "You live in outer space!  What's it like?"


     Dale shrugged.  "We use artificial gravity, so we can walk normally.  Our environmental systems allow us to have any temperature we want, and other than that, everything's pretty much normal.  Anything else you want to know?"


     "Why have you come here?"


     Dale decided to tell the truth.  "Our worst enemy, the Nazis, stole our jumper technology from us.  They have decided to invade your planet, and we're here to stop them."


     A snicker came from the ninja girl.  "Why don't you just go home and leave this to us?"


     Dale walked up to her, his eyes on fire.  "Maybe you would like to experience their 'hospitality'.  You see, they don't like girls with your skin color.  They experiment on them.  One is an experiment about pain and humility.  It's quite harmful, to both a woman's health, and to her mind.  You see, they force a young woman to go topless, and shackle her to a table.  Then, they attach sensing devices to her head, and electrodes to her breasts, her arms, and her stomach.  Finally, they throw the switch.  Sometimes, after the experiment has been done, she will be gang raped on the very same table.  Maybe you would like that to happen to you?"


     The fear in her eyes satisfied him.


     "Maybe you blind, are you'd know that this planet is dead anyway!"


     He turned to Barret.  "You mean Meteor?  My science officer aboard the Roddenberry is trying to find a way to stop it."  He turned to Tifa.  "Do you have anything you want to do?"


     She nodded.  "Find Cloud."


     "Who is Cloud?"


     Dale saw depression enter her eyes.  "He may be our only key to this entire situation."


     Dale nodded.  "Where do you think he is?"


     Red XIII let out a animal growl, and said, "Grandpa told me that the Lifestream erupts in the Southern Ocean, near Mideel."


     Dale had one question in mind, then asked another.  "Who's at the conn?"  Then he caught himself.  "I mean, where's the pilot."


     A young man waved.  "I'm right here."


     Dale nodded.  "Set course for Mideel, Warp 9 point...."  He caught himself again.  "Full speed."


     "Doing it now sir."


     Dale smiled.  "Engage."


     He felt the airship move to a new heading, and then settle again.  He turned, and was hoping to find a command chair, but found none.  Then he turned to Cid, who seemed to know about this ship.  "What's her name?"


     "She's named after me.  She's the Highwind."  Cid smiled with pride.  The same pride Dale had toward the Roddenberry.


     Then, Barnes' voice filled the bridge.  "Who in the hell built this piece of crap!  This thing shouldn't be able to get off the ground, much less fly!"


     Dale saw Cid turn red, and he was quite sure that fireworks would soon ignite.  Before they did, he hit his communicator, and said, "Dale to Roddenberry, send down Doctor Bashir.  Use my communicator as a coordinates finder."


     "Yes sir."


     Then, for the second time that day, all hell broke lose.    








     Andreys turned in bed, her body, and sheets, drenched in sweat.  She then shot up, and was panting.  Her dreams were coming again.  She had several she didn't like.  This is one, in which she saw her dear friend, Robby, dying a horrific death.  She tried to calm herself, but it didn't seem to work.


     Then, her communicator beeped.


     She got out of the bed, wearing nothing at all except a pair of underwear, and touched her communicator.  "Bridge to Andreys."  It was Garak.


     She touched it.  "Andreys here."


     "I'm sorry to wake you, but Minister Dale has asked that you send down Doctor Bashir at once.  Plus, it's your shift."


     "I'll be right up, Commander."  She got out of bed, and used a towel to dry herself off.  Then, she found her uniform, with four stars, and put it on.  She took a deep breath to compose herself, the left her room.








     "Commander Barnes, if you get into one more argument today, then you will spend the next two months maintaining waste extraction!"  Dale was red in the face, and he stared down Barnes.  "Is that clear!?"


     "Ya."


     "Good!  Now, get your ass to the operations room and be ready to beam up!"


     Barnes walked away, sulking.  Then Dale turned to the pilot.  "ETA?"


     "Five minutes, sir."


     "Thank you."


     Then, he saw a swirl of light appear next to him, and the form of Doctor Julian Bashir appeared next to him.  "Thank you for coming, Doctor."


     Bashir looked at the people on the bridge, and smiled.  "I'm Doctor Julian Bashir."


     Quickly Dale introduced them to him, and then asked, "What did you bring, Doctor?"


     "Standard medkit."


     "Good.  We should be touching down now."  He was answered by a low "thud".  He turned to the people on the bridge.  "Tifa, Doctor Bashir, and Zack, you're with me."


     They went down to the deck, and climbed down the rope ladder leading to the ground.  After they had climbed down, it was but a short walk through the jungle to the small town named Mideel.  As they entered the town, Zack looked over at Tifa, and said, "So, do you want to spend the evening with me."  Before she could react, Dale turned and scowled at him.  "I take it back," Zack said quickly, and he received a nod from Dale.  Bashir let out a snicker.


     When they entered the town, they were mostly ignored.  Then, they heard someone say, "Poor pokey headed kid.  How's he been doin'?"


     Another man said, "Doc doesn't give him much hope for a recovery.  It's amazing that he survived the week."


     Dale then saw Tifa run up and start inquiring the men as to the location of the "pokey headed kid".  When they pointed to the building in the distance, she ran toward it, with Dale, Bashir, and Zack following.


     When they got inside, they could see what the man had meant.  Tifa ran to a young, blond haired man in a wheelchair.  His head was bobbing about in different directions, and he was speaking gibberish.  His blue eyes glowed, as if they had been charged with some strange energy.  A man with a small mustache came in to the patient room, and bowed his head.  "Mako poisoning.  Worst case I've ever seen."


     Bashir brought out his tricorder.  "He's been exposed to high amounts of energy for a prolonged period of time.  I have the proper treatment facilities back in the med centre.  Can I take him?"


     The clinic doctor looked at him.  "Absolutely not!  He's my patient, and I'll treat him the proper way!"


     Bashir looked the man in the eyes.  "I have the equipment to cure him!  Isn't that more important!?"


     "You think that I'm going to let Shinra experiment with him?"


     "I'm not with Shinra."


     Dale went up to him.  "Doctor, if you come with us, will you be satisfied?"


     The doctor slowly nodded.


     Dale pressed his communicator.  "Dale to Roddenberry.  Six to beam up, my location."  Then, they were enveloped in light.








     Dale walked onto the bridge, followed by Zack and Tifa.  "Julie, give me a report."


     She got out of the chair.  "Commander Jarod is still working on how to destroy Meteor.  Spock has docked the Koenig, and is currently asleep."


     Zack turned toward the turbolift again.  "See ya.  I'm going to make sure the Koenig's okay."


     He left the bridge, and Dale sat down in the command chair.  Andreys sat in her seat by him.  Dale looked up and saw Tifa looking out at the stars, as if she had never seen them.  Dale got back up, and walked up by her.  "Inspiring, isn't it?"


     She looked at him, her brown eyes not even twinkling.  "I guess so."


     Dale looked at her.  "Why don't you go get some rest.  My quarters are on Deck 3, Room 3-1.  Just go to the door, say your name, and the computer will open the door."


     She nodded.  "Thank you."


     When she left the bridge, Dale turned to the man at the Tactical section, Lieutenant Jarke.  "Lieutenant, tell Commanders Worf and Barnes to beam up.  Two people can come with them."


     The black-skinned man nodded.








     Dale watched as four figures materialized in front of him.  He recognized Worf and Barnes immediately, and saw the other two were Barret Wallace and Cid Highwind.  Barret just stepped down, while Cid was looking around, in amazement.  "We're in outer space?"


     Dale nodded.  "If you wish to see the stars, then go to the lounge, at the front of the ship.  Teddo, will you take him?"


     Barnes glowered.  "Ya, I will, Rob."  Then they left.


     Dale turned to Worf.  "Commander, go get some rest.  Mister Barret, would you like to rest?"


     He was grumbling.  "I guess so."


     "Okay.  We have some spare quarters on Deck Four, room 4-23.  Just go there and announce your name.  It'll automatically open the doors, and only you can order it locked or opened, outside reasonable security overrides."


     "Thanks.  I'll go snag some shuteye."


     "See you later."


     Barret walked out, and Dale followed him.  He made his way to the med centre, and walked in.  Bashir was watching over who was apparently Cloud.  The doctor from the surface was looking around, amazed at what he saw.  Dale walked up to Bashir, and asked, "How is it going, Doctor?"


     Bashir shook his head.  "I've purged the energy from his body, but I'm detecting cells in his body which are not human."


     Dale looked at him.  "He's human?"


     Bashir nodded.  "Yes.  His DNA is human.  However, these cells are not.  And, for some reason, he won't wake up.  He's in a coma."


     "Maybe Spock or Lieutenant Winters can help."


     Bashir nodded.  "They're both asleep.  If you want to use them, then I suggest you give them a full sleep."


     Dale nodded.  "That's something I need right now.  I'll be in my quarters."


     Dale went to leave when Bashir asked, "Where's that girl?  Tifa, I believe."


     Dale turned back to him.  "She's sleeping in my quarters."  Seeing Bashir's face, he quickly added, "She needed some rest.  I'll sleep on my couch."  He then left Bashir, who was still chuckling.








     When Dale entered his room, he didn't see Tifa anywhere, so he assumed she was in bed, and he went and took a quick shower.  When he was finished, he came out, dressed in his boxer shorts, ready to sleep.


     Then, the next thing he knew was a being pulled onto his bed, and on top of somebody he saw was Tifa.  She was totally nude, and seemed to be enticing Dale into loving her.  He was too stunned, however, and she put her lips to his, and tried to kiss him.  He quickly broke free, and looked at her with wide eyes.  "Slow down!  Wait a...."


     She quickly pulled him back down, and kissed him again.  He struggled to break free, as her nails dug into his back.  He finally overpowered her, and got up.  "What in the hell are you doing!"


     She came up by him.  "Don't you want me?  Isn't that why you told me to go to your quarters?"


     He shook his head.  "I though you could use a nice bed.  I didn't know you would try to seduce me!"


     She seemed hurt.  "Don't you find me attractive?"


     He took her arms, which seemed rock solid.  "Yes, I do.  But there's a difference between being attracted to someone and wanting to have sex with them!"


     She fell back on the bed, making no effort to cover her body.  "Why don't you?  You would never want to love me?"


     He looked at her.  "My body wants it, but that's typical.  I was raised to believe that sex was just an add-on for love.  You're nice, but I don't have any love for you.  I care for you like a human being."  Then he saw her eyes.  "It's him.  The one in the med centre.  Cloud, it's him, isn't it?  You love him, but can't express it, so you're seeking to find someone else do be with to quiet the longing in your soul for him."


     She seemed frustrated.  "No!  It's... it's... I've never been with a man before!"


     He nodded.  "You're a virgin, and you want to end it.  I've heard that before."


     She put her hands on his shoulders.  "Have you ever loved somebody before?"


     Images flashed in his mind.  "Yes, two women."


     "Whatever happened to them?"


     "One's dead.  The other..."


     Tifa noticed it, and said, "I know.  I lost my entire family to Shinra."  She hugged him, and he turned.  Then she grabbed again, but this time his hand snaked over and took a small hypospray on the small table by his bed.  He stuck it to her neck, and she gently faded into sleep.  He covered her with the sheets, and then realized his back was cut in some spots.  Throwing a shirt on, he grabbed his uniform and went to the med centre.





     Cid looked at the pulsating warp core, and marveled.  Barnes was busy looking at the power readouts, and then barked an order at a young engineer's mate who was doing something to do something else.  He then saw Cid's amazed look, and laughed.  "Ya, that's the thing that runs this giant ass-kicking starship.  Like it?"


     "This is cool.  I never, in my whole life, imagined I could see something like this."


     Barnes knocked him on the back.  "Sorry about those insults I made earlier.  Sometimes I get too used to this twenty-fourth century technology."


     "That's fine.  Compared to your Roddenberry, the Highwind's nothin' but a bucket of bolts."


     "Y'know, I could give you a new engine.  A little bit of antimatter, and some regenerating dilithium crystals, and the Highwind could fly around the world in no time at all.  And no refueling for about three years."








     "Ow!"


     Dale sat on the biobed, while Bashir ran his tissue regenerator over the cuts in his back.  "How did you get these?"


     "Close encounter of the seductive kind."


     Bashir laughed.  "Well, that's not bad.  Just how did she try to seduce you?  Was it noticeable?"


     Dale let out a very Odo-like "Hnh!", then said, "She pulled me to the bed, stark naked, and then put her lips on mine before I can do anything.  I'd say that was pretty damned noticeable!"


     "I guess it is.  Did you accept?"


     "I talked sense into her."


     "Did it work?"


     "It did when I gave her a dose of that sleeping aid you gave me."


     Then his communicator beeped.  He pressed it, and watched Bashir cackling.  "Jarod to Dale.  Sir, I may have found a way to stop Meteor!"


     Dale let out a breath.  "I'll be right there."  He put his undershirt back on, put on his uniform, and left sickbay.








     Dale looked on as Andreys, Jarod, Worf, Barret, and Barnes were at the table.  "Mister Jarod, please tell us how you expect to stop this thing."


     Jarod got up, and pressed a button.  A cross section of the gigantic Meteor appeared.  "The outside of Meteor is composed of light materials.  We can cut through this part with our phasers.  The outer core is extremely dense, but if we align a Wasp missile's warhead with the right explosion frequency, then we create a hole to the inner core, which is highly unstable.  A simple solar torpedo spread would probably destroy the core, blowing the thing apart inside out."


     "Finally!  Somebody wit' a brain!"


     Dale looked at Worf.  "Commander, realign the missiles we have on board to meet this frequency, then be ready to fire as soon as we're ready.  Everybody is dismissed."  Dale walked out to the bridge, and sat down at his station.  Paris was at the conn, and his wife was at ops.  Worf replaced Jarke at the tactical station, and Garak stood from the command chair, where Dale sat.  Andreys sat in his right hand chair, and Barret took up the other.  Jarod replaced Empsy at ops.  Dale looked to the view screen, and said, "Lieutenant Paris, set an intercept course for Meteor, full impulse."


     "Course set, sir."


     "Engage."


     The Roddenberry slid out of orbit, and headed toward the gigantic Meteor that was in front of them.  Worf looked up form his console, and said, "Missiles realigned.  Launchers 1, 2, and 3 are ready to fire."


     "Good.  Tie phaser control to ops.  Commander Jarod, try to give us as large a firing window as possible."


     "Yes sir.  In range... now."


     "Fire."


     A phaser beam lashed out and cut off part of Meteor, and underneath the red exterior was a silver interior.


     Jarod shook his head.  "No good, sir.  It's pulling the fragments back in."


     "Commander Worf, set a torpedo spread to explode between Meteor and the cut off fragments."


     "Torpedoes set."


     "Fire."


     Eight white sparks flew out, and exploded right by the fragments.  Those not destroyed by the explosion were blown away, as the force was greater than the gravity pull.  Now, they could get a clear shot at the outer core.  "Lieutenant, maneuver us to a position facing the hole."


     "Aye sir."


     They started to move, and glided into place.  They could see the open hole in Meteor's skin.  "Mister Worf, fire at will."


     A long streak of fire flew in front of them, and struck the Meteor.  Part of the interior was blown away, and another impact was made... and another... and another.


     Finally, after ten missiles had hit, Jarod yelled, "Hold your fire!  It's open!"


     They could see the inside of Meteor, which was sparkling white with energy.  "Worf, give it everything you've got!  Paris, lay in a course away from here, speed is optional.  Do it, now!"


     Twenty-four individual solar torpedoes flew into the core, and blew up.  Added with several phaser beams, it caused Meteor to begin to destabilize.  Then, Paris pressed the activation button, and the Roddenberry bolted off.  Then, Meteor was destroyed.








     At first, there was great celebration in Midgar.  Then, rumbling was heard, as a large creature appeared out of nowhere.  It attacked Midgar, and although it died because of the fearsome weapon that was in Midgar, it succeeded in killing the president of Shinra Inc., and chaos has gripped the once great company.


     Dale read the report, and hit his chair's armrest.  The situation was just ripe for a hostile takeover, exactly what the Nazis wanted.


     Then, Jarod looked at him.  "Sir, you might be interested to know that the energy discharge also destroyed a large, unidentified energy field in the north.  There's some sort of crater in the middle."


     Barret nodded.  "Ya!  That's were Sephiroth is!"


     "Jarod, is there some way we can stop the pulse he's emitting?  Otherwise, he'll just summon another object to hit here."


     "I'll work on it."


     Then, Dale's communicator beeped.  "Bashir to Bridge."


     "Dale here."


     "Sir, Spock and Winters are both here.  They say they need someone who has a connection with the boy."


     Dale looked at Barret.  "Mister Barret?"


     "Try Tifa.  They grew up together."


     "Okay.  I'll go get her.  She's asleep right now."


     Then, Jarod saw his communication light come on.  He pressed it, and they heard the voice of the cat-thing, Cait Sith.  "I've got some bad news for you!  Everything's gone crazy!  Scarlet and Heideggar have gone ballistic, and Hojo's going to fire the Sister Ray again!"


     Dale turned to Barret.  "Who?"


     "Damned Shinra people, that's who!  We gotta stop 'em!"


     Dale turned to Worf.  "Commander, don't we have a Hudson-class attack runabout on board?"


     "Main shuttlebay.  It's the Volga."


     "I'm going down.  Mister Barret, would you like to join me?"


     "You damned straight!"


     "Okay.  Whoever's on the channel, we're coming right down!"  He turned to Worf.  "Have Lieutenant Paris report to the shuttlebay."  Dale ran to the turbolift, with Barret on his heels.  They got in, and Dale said, "Deck 3!"  He turned to Barret.  "Let me wake up Tifa first, so she can get to the med centre to help Bashir."  The turbolift stopped, and the door opened.  They ran out, and turned a corner to arrive at Dale's quarters.  Barret stayed outside, while Dale ran in and found her on the bed, were he had left her.  He went up, and shook her.  "Wake up.  They need you in the med centre."


     She sat up, still unclothed.  "Why?"


     "I don't know.  All I do know is that they asked for someone who knew Cloud personally, and Barret said it was you."


     "Okay, I'll go.  What's going on?  Why are you in a hurry?"


     "Something's going on, that's all.  I'll see you when I get back."


     He turned to run out, but she said, "Wait a minute!"


     He turned back, and asked, "What?"


     "Thank you.  You did more than you'll ever know."


     Dale nodded, and ran out.  He and Barret made their way to the shuttle bay, and Paris was there waiting for them.  They boarded the Volga through it's side door, and each took seats.  The Volga was a new class of attack runabout.  It was equipped with Type 2-X phasers, and carried six solar torpedoes, as well as thirty small microtorpedoes.  The nacelles stuck out from the sides, parallel to the median of the ship.


     The door in front of them opened, and Paris engaged the impulse engines.  They passed through the small forcefield, and were in normal space.  Then they angled toward the planet below, and Dale started to run sensor scans of the area.








     Tifa walked into the med centre, and Bashir turned to see her.  Spock and Lieutenant Talia Winters were there as well.  "Miss Lockhart, your friend is currently trying to find out the true meaning of himself.  He needs help.  You can provide it."


     "How?"


     "I shall mind-meld with you and him, and you will meet him in my mind."


     Winters stepped up.  "And I'll add my telepathic powers to help you."


     "Okay, when do we start?"


     "Whenever you are ready."


     Tifa sat down by Cloud, with Spock facing them.  He put his hand, arranged properly, to Cloud's face, and said, "Cloud Strife, your mind to mine."  Then he did the same with the other hand to Tifa, and said, "Tifa Lockhart, your mind to mine."  Then, Winters put her hands on Spock's hands, and added her telepathic powers to his.








     Dale looked through the cockpit window to see the giant city of Midgar.  He could see where one of the sections had fallen through, crushing the people below it as well.  And, an incredibly huge gun was suspended to support structures on the city ground.  That thing would make Gerald Bull as jealous as hell, Dale thought.  And, at the front, was a manual control system where Hojo was currently trying to fire the gun again, which would no doubt be absorbed by Sephiroth, making him unstoppable.  "Bring us in, Lieutenant."


     "Aye sir."


     The Volga came closer, and closer to the gun.  


     Dale leaned back, and said, "Face the control area.  Let's take this bastard out."


     Paris did so, and Dale could see a black haired man at the controls.  


     Dale launched a microtorpedo, and it hit the controls, blowing up everything, including the man himself.  He sighed, and said, "Take us back to the Roddenberry, full speed."


     "Aye sir."








     Tifa found herself in a strange misty area, and then she saw a figure in the distance.  As she ran up to it, she could see that it was Cloud.  Then, Spock appeared by her.  "You must help your friend to regain himself.  Take him through your memories together."


     As she watched, the scene changed to show the gates of their hometown, Nibelheim.  When she saw his memory of the event, she corrected him, and said, "You were never at Nibelheim, Cloud.  Somebody else came."


     Then, she watched as he showed the memory of their last goodbye before Cloud had left for Midgar to join SOLDIER.  Realizing it wasn't enough, she saw the scene change to almost thirteen years before.  It was the time her mother had died, and the old wound now stung, as if salt had been rubbed in it.  Then she witnessed the accident that had occurred, and the blame Cloud was given for circumstances beyond his control.  It was then that she realized why Cloud had gone to SOLDIER in the first place.  He wanted to impress her.


     Then, Spock reappeared.  "It appears that the strange cells that were injected into his body created a false memory within his mind.  You must help him destroy this memory if you ever hope for him to find himself."


     Then, a memory flash occurred, and they were in the reactor room where she had been left, injured, after Sephiroth had slashed her.  Then, she saw the figure of the black-haired soldier come in, and go to take on Sephiroth.  He was knocked out of the room, but then a new figure ran in.  Dressed in a blue suit, it was Cloud!


     Spock looked on, and said, "This is the true memory.  As you can see, he was with you.  He defeated the one you call Sephiroth, and saved your life."


     Then, the same yellow-haired figure that she knew as Cloud appeared, and looked up.  "Tifa?  Where am I?"


     Spock looked at her.  "We must end the meld now.  My own powers are fading, and Lieutenant Winters is likewise weakening."  He then let their minds flow back to their bodies.








     Dale looked to the opening door to the conference room, and saw Spock, Tifa, and Cloud enter the room.  "Commander Spock, I see that you have succeeded in waking him up.  You're just in time."


     The blond headed person Dale knew as Cloud Strife walked up to him.  "What's going on?"


     Dale looked at him.  "We're going in after Sephiroth.  He's a menace, and must be stopped, at all costs."


     Cloud nodded.  "He wiped out my hometown.  I've got a score to settle."


     "Don't worry, Mister Strife.  We'll get that bastard.  Right now, I'm conducting a briefing with my senior officers.  If you will please sit down, we will continue."  Dale turned back to Jarod.  "As you were saying, Commander?"


     "I believe that a subspace pulse from our deflector dish will do the job.  The problem is, we have to have a solid lock on his position in order to make it a perfect hit."  Jarod put a small device on the table.  "Attach this to him, and it will magnify the pulse.  There's one problem."


     "What?"


     Jarod looked at him.  "Whoever is in the area will die from it.  There's no hope for them if they get hit."


     Dale nodded.  "It's worth the risk.  This is a volunteer mission.  I'll need at least four people to accompany me."


     Instantly Cloud stood.  "I'm going."


     "Me too!"  Tifa was standing as well.


     "I'm goin' as well!"  Barret joined them.


     Worf got up.  "I shall join you."


     Dale saw others going to volunteer, and he held his hand up.  "I've got four.  The rest of you, wait for our signal.  Let's go.  We'll meet in the main shuttlebay on the Volga."








     Dale sat in the pilot's seat, and Worf took the seat by him.  The other three were behind them.  "Bay doors opening.  Activating thrusters."  The Volga lifted out of the dock, and slid away.  Once again, they set course for the planet below, but this time were heading to the northern crater.  "Picking up energy readings eminating from the crater, sir."


     "I'm setting us down as far as she'll go."  They nearly reached the bottom, and Dale landed the Volga on a ledge.  They got out, and headed down the side of the crater.  Before they got out, Dale entered a last command in the computer.








     Andreys looked at the viewscreen, and the view of Lieutenant Commander Larner, commander of the Comanche.  "Sir, request permission to launch.  We want to go out on a sector patrol."


     She nodded.  "Permission granted.  Mister Jarod, open Dock 2 doors."


     The Valiant-class Comanche lifted out of the dock, and flew off at warp speeds.  Andreys sighed.


     "Sir, picking up some sort of tachyon disturbance in orbit.  No, wait.  It's disappeared."


     She shrugged.  "Probably nothing."








     "I won't let go!"


     Dale's arm was strung over the side of the ledge, holding Tifa up from a quick death on the rocks below.  Worf came right over, and thrust his arm down as well.  Together, they brought her up.  Then, they continued on their trek down the crater.  Then, as they neared what seemed to be the bottom, Dale looked down and saw a large green pool of liquid.  "There's water down here?"


     "No.  It's the Lifestream that runs under the planet.  That's what Mako energy sucks away."


     Dale nodded.  Then the ground beneath them trembled, and Dale saw a figure come up from the crater.  He had silver hair, and eyes that burned with blue fire.  "Sephiroth, I presume?"


     He answered by bringing a rock slide down around them.  "You are the ones who destroyed the Meteor!  Prepare to perish for your interference!"


     Dale could practically hear the voice of Nechayev saying, "I told you so!"


     Worf answered by yelling, "It is a good day to die!", and giving Sephiroth a barrage from his photon gun.  Sephiroth took them in stride, and launched a beam at Worf.  He jumped out of the way, and the beam missed.


     Dale handed the device Jarod had given them to Cloud, and said, "I'll distract him.  You get that on him."  Then, he turned to Sephiroth.  "Hey, you!  Idiot!"


     Sephiroth looked at him.  "What do you want, feeble being?"


     Dale took of the combat suit shirt he had on, and his chest was bare.  The sword scar was visible on his flesh.  "Come and fight me like a man!  None of this magic bullshit!  Just you and me!"


     Sephiroth came to the ground, and appeared just like Dale.  Then he lunged, and threw a punch.  Dale side stepped him, and responded with a kick of his own.  Sephiroth seemed barely fazed by it, and he kicked Dale in the chest, knocking him into the rock wall behind him.  Then he drew his giant sword, and appeared ready to cut Dale in half.


     Then, a large, thick sword came between them.  Cloud looked directly into Sephiroth's face.  "This is between you and me.  Take me, if you dare!"  They began to duel, and Dale realized that Cloud was stalling.  The device was attached to his sword, and he began to try to run Sephiroth through.  He wouldn't be able to succeed without help, but once again teamwork set in.  Sephiroth was in a position to slash Cloud, but Tifa threw a rock, and it confused him long enough for Cloud to get his bearings and stop the attack.  Then, Barret began to fire from his arm gun, and the bullets landed near Sephiroth's feet, rattling him.  Then, Worf took out his blade, and blocked Sephiroth for a moment.


     Long enough for Cloud to stick his sword into him, along with the device.


     Dale hit his communicator.  "Computer, activate program Dale-6!  Passcode Dale Gamma 2!"


     Down through the crater came the runabout Volga.  It's side door opened, and Dale, Barret, and Tifa jumped in.  Dale got in the pilot's seat, and brought it in close to the three combatants.  "Get in!"


     Cloud jumped in, and Worf followed.  Then, Dale hit the signal button, and yelled, "Dale to Roddenberry!  Activate pulse!"


     Then, he pressed the button to raise the shields, and they flew out of the crater.  A blue colored wave of energy entered it, and, at the bottom, Sephiroth screeched in pain as his powerful being was ripped apart, and he disappeared.


     Worf looked at Dale.  "Good job, sir."


     "Thank you, Mister Worf."  He turned to Barret.  "Well, were do you want to go?"


     "The cat told me my daughter's in Kalm.  Take me there."


     "Setting course, and engaging at full throttle."








     Captain Sisko's heart froze as he noticed the large force of Dominion warships pouring out of the wormhole.  "We're too late......"


     Dax turned from the conn.  "There's about seventeen hundred ships there.  About fifty more coming out every second."


     O'Brien shook his head sorrowfully.  "We're dead."  Then, as the rest of the crew allowed the imminent defeat of the Federation to sink in, O'Brien noticed something on his screens.  "Sir, I am detecting a large amount of tachyon buildup coming in."


     "Cloaked ships?"  Maybe the Romulans are going to try to stop the Dominion, Sisko thought.


     "Yes."  O'Brien whistled.  "There are a hell of a lot of cloaked ships.  They're flooding subspace with tachyon disturbances."  Then O'Brien shot up in his chair.  "Sir, they're decloaking!  They're Alliance ships!"


     "How many?"


     O'Brien seemed speechless for a moment.  "At least three thousand."


     On the screen, Sisko could see Alliance starships as far as his eye could see.  Hundreds of Valiants, Predators, Lithgons.......


     He could also notice five extremely long warships, Saratoga-class carriers, with small fighters streaming out of them.  Nearby, several smaller ships, Hermes-class escort carriers, also began to launch fighters.  Twenty Presidential-class superdreadnoughts, about half of the existing ships of their class, spearheaded formations of Missouri- and Repulse-class battleships.  "My God...."


     "Sir, the Alliance warships are locking weapons on the Dominion force!"  Ensign Nog turned from the tactical operations station.


     "Sir, they're going into combat formation.  Picking up a hail!"


     On the speakers, a voice came in.  "This is Fleet Admiral Richard Hastings of the Alliance Stellar Fleet.  To all Dominion ships: Withdraw and return to the Gamma Quadrant.  Repeat, withdraw and return to the Gamma Quadrant.  If you want to attack the Federation, you'll have to come through us.  And that will be an act of war."


     Sisko grinned.  "I have a feeling that the largest battle of this war is about to begin."  The mood of the entire crew lightened as the Defiant moved behind the Alliance armada.


     For several moments of tension, the Defiant crew watched as the two mammoth forces moved close.


     "Sir, they're retreating!"


     On the viewscreen, the Dominion ships turned sharply, and soared into the wormhole.  "They're beginning to evacuate Deep Space Nine, Captain."  O'Brien turned, grinning.  "We won!"


     Sisko allowed a small grin, and then frowned again.  "For today, at least."








     Ship's Log: December 24, 2159 AST; D.S.S. Roddenberry.  Minister Robert Allen Dale reporting.  The planet below is safe, and we have opened diplomatic dialogue with what remains of government on the planet.  I've talked with the last remaining Shinra executive, Reeves.  He was the one controlling the cat body named Cait Sith, and is a reformist.  He has agreed to help bring about a democratic government.  Meanwhile, Hargert has invited us all to a Christmas party in the lounge.  Word is, he actually got somebody to play Santa Claus for the children aboard.  I can't wait to see who it is.


     Dale heard "Santa" talking to Barret's adopted daughter Marlene, and with the Scottish accent, he knew it had to be Scotty.  He was busy playing with the children, and Dale could see the Christmas tree that was being put up.  All that remained was the star.  Dale turned to Hargert behind him.  "Who's doing the tree?"


     "You will not believe your eyes, Minster."


     Dale watched as Worf put the star on top of the tree, and the children pranced around in delight.


     Andreys was there, but instead of wearing a uniform, she had on a nice dress, which made her look beautiful.  Everybody in the senior staff of officers was there, and Dale looked at them.  "What should we sing?"


     A large number of songs were mentioned, but Dale decided to take the recommendations of Andreys.  Hymn books were passed to all, and the appropriate page number was given.


     Then, Dale walked to the front, and signaled for everybody to start singing.  He started as well.


     "Oh, come all ye faithful, joyful and triumphant!  Oh come ye, oh come ye to Bethlehem!  Come and behold him, born the king of angels!  Oh come let us adore him, oh come let us adore him, oh come let us adore him, Christ the Lord!"


     Dale looked around, and saw even their guests singing.  Barret, who had trouble holding the book with one hand, was singing just as loudly as the rest.  Even Worf had joined in, and that was a miracle unto itself!  Dale smiled, and felt blessed to have friends and officers of such caliber.  He did, after all, have the best crew in the Alliance, or so he thought.  He thought of all the people who had joined them.  Worf, Bashir, Garak, Jarod, Paris, Spock, Scotty, and the rest.  He felt all his burdens fall away, and sent a prayer of thanks.


     Then, his mind focused on singing.  'Tis a merry Christmas indeed.








     Five hours later, Dale walked to the bridge, and looked at the crew there.  Jarod came up, and said, "Sir, I need to talk to you about something."


     "What?"


     Before he could answer, Menkos, who was at the tactical station, shouted, "Sir, the Comanche is coming in!"


     Dale looked at the screen, and saw weapon burns all over it.  One nacelle seemed to be damaged, and it looked badly hurt.  "Sir, they're hailing."


     "On screen."


     Larner appeared on the screen.  The bridge behind him was filled with smoke, and he was bleeding on his face.  "Sir, we've been ambushed!  The Nazis, they're here!  They're here!"


     Dale's heart froze.








     It was the end of the year 2159, and the cloak of darkness had fallen.  A war raged in the stars, a war that would decide the fate of an entire galaxy.  The forces of tyranny and of freedom continued their massive struggle, a great battle to surpass all other battles.  A battle that would soon be joined....


     It is said that, in every time of crisis, heroes emerge to lead the struggle for justice.  And this is the beginning of the greatest crisis of all.....


     And, as the saying comes true, heroes will emerge to confront the Darkness.......


     The journey through the Undiscovered Frontier continues.....








To Be Concluded....


