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“He’s gone.”


There, she’d said it out loud.


She still didn’t believe it.  No matter what the concrete evidence showed her, she just couldn’t fathom it.  Her long, lonely life loomed out ahead of her, as the space beyond the viewscreen.  Kira piloted the runabout with robotic precision through the wormhole; the colors of the veteron nodes making her feel even emptier.


“I’ve lost everything.”  Kira hadn’t realized just what it had all meant, until it was gone.  The enormity of what had occurred on the Founders’ homeworld suddenly overwhelmed her, and she dropped her head onto her arms and sobbed uncontrollably.


The Comm chime beeped a few minutes later, causing her to sit up and wipe her face.  “Yes.” She said woodenly.


“This is Deep Space Nine, Colonel.  You are cleared for docking at Runabout Pad C.  Station out.”  The unfamiliar Bajoran officer’s voice made Kira smile sadly.  ~They must be replacing the Starfleet officers already.~  She remembered a time when the idea of Starfleet pulling out of the station would have been music to her ears, but over seven years she’d grown to think of them as her friends.  Sighing, she started the predocking sequence, anxious to be back on the station.


Upon returning to DS9, she headed directly to Ops, noting all of the unfamiliar faces she saw on her way.  ~Morn isn’t even in Quark’s.~ she thought with surprise, as she stepped onto the turbolift and headed for Ops.


Sisko was waiting in his office for her to arrive.  As she walked in, he saw her face and stood immediately, realizing in an instant that what he had heard was true.  Odo was gone, maybe for good.  Kira sat stiffly, steeling herself for the inevitable questions that Sisko was sure to ask her.  With a deep breath, she nodded and motioned for the captain to begin.


“It’s true, isn’t it? Odo has rejoined the Link?”  Ben tried to be completely impartial, but he knew that if Constable Odo were gone for good, he’d be as angry as Kira was sure to be.  The Colonel nodded, not trusting her speech.  He continued, “Is there anything I can do for you, Nerys? I’m going to be leaving in a week or two, but I’d like to help if I can.”  He wanted to breach the gap between them, if only for a moment.  He was still grieving over the death of Kasidy, but he wanted to try to help his friend if he could.  After all, he had almost expected that something would happen to his new wife; he had gone against the Prophets, and now he was paying for it.  He knew that they dictated his fate, as he was the Emissary to the Prophets, but he was angry at their belligerence.  The Colonel was hurting more than he was, and he knew that she needed his support, whether she admitted it or not.


Kira merely sat there, slightly shaking her head.  “No, sir, I’ll manage.”  She said softly.  Composing herself, she took another deep breath, and pushed all of her grief and rage down deep into herself,  something she had learned in the Resistance.  She stood up a little unsteadily, then straightened and pointed to Sisko’s desk.


“I see you’ve left your baseball.  Not taking it with you?”


Sisko glanced at the baseball, looking at all the signatures that adorned it, and then at the floor.  “I guess not, I won’t be needing it anymore.”  His face clouded as the memories flooded him, and he sat down again, wearily.  “Have you said goodbye to Dax and Bashir yet?”


“No, I haven’t.  I came right here when I docked.  Have they left yet?”  Kira was concerned that she might miss their departure.  The doctor had come to mean quite a lot to her, becoming a very unlikely friend.  He had almost single-handedly cured Odo and his people of the disease they suffered.  Odo had unknowingly been infected and he had spread it to the entire Link.  Dr. Bashir was the one to realize that Starfleet had not only created the Changeling’s disease, but also had actually infected Odo in order to eradicate the entire race!  Julian, with Miles’ help, had captured a member of Section 31 and managed to retrieve the knowledge that he needed to create a cure; for this, Kira was honored to have him as a friend.

 As for Ezri, even though Kira hadn’t gotten to know her very well, she would miss the part of her that was still Jadzia. As Sisko shook his head, she said, “I’ll have to locate them and wish them luck.”


Sisko nodded, “If you don’t mind, I’d like to see you first thing in the morning.  I have something very important to discuss with you,” he smiled, not caring that it felt more like a grimace.  “If you need anything, Nerys, please call me.”


Kira turned and left the office before the tears that threatened spilled down her face.  With a nod at the new officer manning the Ops station  (~my station~ she thought), she got into the turbolift and made her way to the Habitat ring.  She arrived at Ezri’s quarters, which were, ironically, right across the hall from where Jadzia’s had been.  When Kira buzzed the door, Julian’s voice answered.  “Enter.”  She walked into the room to see Julian and Ezri sitting at her table, eating.


“Oh, I’m sorry.” Kira exclaimed, “I’ll come back later.”  She turned to go.


“No, Nerys, wait!” Ezri had jumped up and run to the doorway.  Her pixie face was pinched with worry.  “No, come in, Nerys, please.”


Kira shook her head and put her hand up, “I’d rather not.”  Ezri’s pained look reminded Kira so much of Jadzia that she reached out and hugged her.  “It’s all right, Dax, I’m okay.”  She knew that Sisko had told her about Odo, and she also knew that Dax’s heart was the biggest thing about her.  Ezri was worried, and Kira didn’t really want anyone’s pity.  What she wanted was to get on with her life, and not think about it.


Ezri pulled back, face wet with tears.  “Kira, Julian and I are going to stay here on the station for a while longer.” Julian nodded and got up, coming over to the two women.


“You need your friends, Nerys.  We’ve both got some leave time, and we haven’t been reassigned yet.”  Julian put one arm around Ezri, and one around Kira.  “We love you, Kira.”  He said, his eyes filling with tears.


Kira nodded, “I understand, and I appreciate your concern.” She drew a shaky breath, and continued, “Please stay, but not for me.  Enjoy your leave, be together.  I need to be alone for awhile, and I don’t think I’d be good company for you.”  She turned to leave, then stopped and turned back.  “I am very happy for you both.  You belong together, after all this time.”  She managed a small smile and hugged them.  “I’ll talk to you before you leave, okay?”  She then left, but not before both Ezri and Julian noticed the stoic façade around Nerys begin to crumble.  Julian turned to Ezri,


“She needs us more than she realizes, we’ll stay anyway.”  Ezri nodded, and they went back to the table, dinner nearly forgotten.


Kira made it to her quarters before the tears came full force.  Kicking off her boots, she ran to her bedroom and fell on the bed, sobbing. “How am I going to live without you, Odo?” she cried over and over, to no one.  Afterwards, she slept fitfully, dreams filled with loneliness.


She woke up earlier than her alarm, and the first thing she did was lay her hand in the place where Odo had always slept.  He’d had a special mattress made, with a hollow on one side, where he could safely revert to his liquid state during sleep and not end up on the floor.  When her hand found the empty space, she awoke fully and sighed.  He would  never lie with her again, safe in his special place.  She forced herself to rise, shower, and dress in her uniform.  Technically, she wasn’t required to wear it, as she was still on leave, but it was comfortable and familiar ~unlike so much else on this station.~ .


Sisko wasn’t in his office when she arrived, but his door was open, so she sat and waited.  He arrived after a few minutes, carrying a Padd, and sat behind the desk.


“How are you today, Colonel?” he asked.  His eyes were red and tired looking, and he hadn’t shaved.  


“About as well as can be expected, sir.  And you?” she asked, knowing full well that he was as weary and depressed as she was. 


“Well, Colonel…Nerys…actually I’m okay.  I guess I’ve learned a thing or two about pushing down that grief and anger.”  A knowing look told Kira that she wasn’t fooling him with her ‘everything’s fine’ routine.  She smiled slightly and nodded.


“So, what did you want to see me about?” Kira figured they should get down to business, or else they’d both break down.


Sisko passed her the PADD he’d brought in with him.  She read the first part aloud. “From: Admiral William Ross.  To: Captain Benjamin Sisko.”  She stopped and looked up, “Should I be reading this?” she asked.


“Yes, yes, go ahead, finish it, Kira.”


She read the information silently, her face remaining impassive, until she reached a certain part, then her eyes widened, and she stopped again. “They want me to take control of the station?” she asked incredulously.


“Yes.  It was my idea, months ago.”  Sisko said, obviously confident of his decision.  “Admiral Ross didn’t go for it at first, but after your successful mission with Legate Damar, he was convinced that you’d be perfect.”  He sat up straight and regarded her with seriousness. “Are you up to it, Colonel?  I’ll completely understand if you’d rather go back to Bajor,  if you don’t feel that it’s the best thing for you.”  His tone suggested that he thought it would be just the thing she needed.


Kira thought for a moment.  ~Do I want to stay here, with all of the memories?  Will I be able to run this station effectively?~  Suddenly, a small voice that sounded very well known spoke up in her head. ‘What else do you have, Nerys?  Where would you go? Back to Bajor, to wallow in your grief for the rest of your life? That’s not the Kira Nerys I know!~  she realized with a cold tremor that the voice was Odo’s.  He’d always had the most faith in her, always known that she could do whatever she set her mind to.  But now, he wasn’t even here to be at her side to offer his opinions.  All she had was his memories, and his words in her head.  She knew that she couldn’t forever succumb to her anger at his leaving; but she needed some time to heal…away from the station, and the memories.


Sisko was looking at her quizzically, waiting for her answer.  She decided that, voice or no voice; she’d make her own decisions.


“Captain, I’d like to say yes, but you understand, it’s all a bit sudden.”  She saw his face open to her; he must have realized that she would say that.  He stood, nodding.


“Of course, Colonel, I completely understand.  Starfleet has informed me that I may stay here for another month, if necessary.  I guess they figured you’d need some leave.” He picked up the baseball and rolled it across the desk at Kira. “ I’d like you to keep this… as a gesture of my faith in you.  I’m sure you’ll make the best decision for everyone.”


Kira also stood, shifting the baseball into her other hand so that she could shake Ben’s.  “I’m flattered, sir. “  She sat back down, still a bit tired from her ordeals.  “I think I could use some time on Bajor.  I will probably be gone for a few weeks.”  At this, Sisko nodded.  She continued, “I won’t let you down, Captain.  I’ll be back, don’t worry.”  For a split second, Ben could see the Kira fire blaze in her eyes, before the light paled once again.  He walked around the desk and enveloped his first officer in a hug.


“I understand, Nerys.  Take as much time as you need.  I’ll be here when you get back, and if you need me while you’re gone, there’s always subspace.”


Kira was a bit taken aback by the hug, but she responded in kind.  In the seven years that she’d served under Sisko, she’d known him to be honest, generous, and friendly; she knew that he meant every word he said, and his feelings were sincere.  “Thank you, Ben.  I’m grateful that the Prophets brought us together.”  She also meant every word; to her, Sisko was still the Emissary to the Prophets, and that mattered a great deal.  


 For the rest of that day, Kira sat in her office, studying screen after screen of Starfleet Intelligence reports, Security logs, and various Commanders’ reports.  She requested as much information as Sisko had access to, concerning the running of the station; she had no idea it involved so much red tape.

Finally, she had had enough, and she turned off her Comm screen and sat back, rubbing her eyes.  It had been a particularly trying day, and she couldn’t wait to get out of the office and change into her civilian clothing.  She got up and left OPS, but instead of heading to her quarters, she found herself in Quark’s.  Just as she sat down, Broik appeared as if on cue with a glass of spring wine.  She took it gratefully and drank deeply.


“You looked like you could use that one.” Quark approached Kira, bottle in hand.   

“I saw you coming. Refill?” He asked, holding the bottle up; at Kira’s nod he poured her another glass.


“Thanks, Quark.” She looked around at the nearly empty bar.  “Business doesn’t look good, what’s the matter?” she asked, raising an eyebrow.


“Well, if you must know, most of my customers have gone on to other establishments.  It just isn’t the same anymore, if you know what I mean.” He was trying to say what was on his mind, without upsetting the Colonel. “I miss him too, Kira.  Although that stays between you and me, if you don’t mind.”  He put the bottle of wine down in front of Kira, picked up another glass, and poured it for himself.  He poured wine into the glass and held it up.  “To the Constable.  May he never forget Deep Space Nine.”  He shrugged and drained his glass.  


Kira nodded and drank.  Her eyes filled with tears, and she didn’t hide them.  ~Prophets, will I ever stop crying?~ she thought angrily.  ~I bet he’s not even thinking about me, there on his planet, in his Link~   She held the glass out for Quark to refill it again.  He saw the tears, and instantly felt sorry for bringing Odo’s name up.  She obviously needed time to heal.


“Kira, I’m sorry.  I meant no disrespect.” His unexpected concern touched Kira and she tried to swipe away the tears.


“No, it’s okay, Quark.  I know you two were friends, as much as you might have denied it.  I’ll be all right, I guess.  I just get so angry, knowing that he’s alive and yet it’s like he’s dead.”  She put the glass down, and got up. “I’m going to my quarters.  Thanks for the wine, Quark.”  Without another word, she turned to leave the bar.  Suddenly, she sneezed.  Again.  And again.  And again.  After the fourth sneeze, she turned to notice that everyone’s eyes were on her.  She snorted in her best ‘Odo’ fashion, and left the bar.


She got in the turbolift, mind reeling.  ~It can’t be.  It just can’t be.  Odo and I couldn’t…I remember him telling me….~ When the turbolift stopped, she went straight to Ezri’s quarters and buzzed the door.  Ezri answered,  smiling at the sight of her friend.


“Kira! Hi! How are you? Come on in! It’s good to see you.” Ezri’s face lit up and she motioned for Kira to sit down.  


“Hi Ezri, is Julian here?” Kira asked, sitting on the couch.


“No, he’s in his quarters.  Why? What’s wrong?” her look was serious. “Are you okay?” 


“Well……” Kira wondered if she should even be worried. “I just need to see him.  I’d rather not say why just yet, okay?” 


“Sure. Do you want to come for dinner when you’re done? I meant to call you, but I figured you’d be busy, running the station and all.” She winked and smiled broadly.


“Yeah, Ez, sure I would.” Kira got up, still wondering about the possibility of her actually being pregnant.  “I’ll call you when I get back to my quarters, okay?” she left and headed to Julian’s quarters.


He answered his door, surprised to see her.  “Hello, Colonel, what can I do for you?”


“Well, this is probably just me being paranoid, Doctor, but I need for you to test me.”


He frowned at her.  “Test you? For what?”


“I sneezed.  Not once, but FOUR times.  In Quark’s.  Is it possible that I could be sick, or something?”she shuddered at the very thought.


With this, Julian smiled widely.  “Ahh, yes.  That test.” His smile grew wider and wider.  Kira looked at him, and realized that he knew exactly what was going on.  She grabbed him by the collar and pushed him up against the wall.


“Julian Bashir, you better tell me what you know before I hurt you!” she growled.  He put his hands up in protest, and she let go of him.  Choking, he straightened his shirt and motioned for her to sit down.


“Okay, Colonel.  I’ll tell you straight out.” He took a deep breath, wondering if this news would make her mad, or happy.  He decided to just let the cat out of the bag.  “You’re pregnant.  I don’t even need to test you.  Odo made me promise to tell you what happened, but not until you actually started sneezing.” He continued quickly, before Kira could react to the first part.  “He came to me, right before he left for the Link.  He wanted me to find a way that a humanoid and a Changeling could reproduce.  I had just begun perfecting the cure to the disease, and Odo was spending a lot of time in the Infirmary.  He began to tell me how much he loved you, and how much he was going to miss you when he had to return to the Founders’ planet.  I had to help him, because we both thought that having a child might help the two of you to heal the wounds that the war had left behind.”  He decided to risk bodily injury and sit down next to Kira, who had begun crying again.  She looked at him, questioningly, and he continued. 

 “He and I discovered a way that some of his substance could merge with a humanoid’s cell, effectively “linking” with the cell.  He morphed his substance to form a sperm cell, with his own unique kind of DNA, to fuse with an egg, and create a human/changeling hybrid.  He thought that if he told you his plans, you would disagree, but if it was a surprise, you would think of it as a gift.”  Julian looked at Kira, hoping that this discovery wouldn’t damage the friendship that they had; but if it was necessary, he would accept defeat gracefully.  He really thought that this child could be the peace offering that the Alpha Quadrant needed, although he’d never say it aloud.  He stood up and paced the room, waiting for Kira’s reaction.

Kira sat there, completely drained of emotion.  Odo had thought that little of her that he wouldn’t share his plans with her?  They had discussed children, and when Odo had told her that it was impossible for them to have their own, she accepted that fact.  She had even thought about adopting Bajoran orphans, when the war was over; but when Odo left, she put that thought out of her head.  Now she was going to have her own baby, and Odo wouldn’t even be here to help her raise it!  Frowning, she stood.  

“Thank you, Julian, for your honesty.  I’m not sure exactly how I feel about the fact that you two did all of this behind my back, but I guess it’s over and done now.”  With a grimace, she sneezed twice.  “Now if you’ll excuse me, I guess I have a lot of preparations to make.”  She stormed out of the room, and back to her quarters, mind reeling with the events of the past week.

Four days later
“Prophets, what does a person have to do to get anything to grow in this soil?” Nerys asked herself aloud, as she dug the spade in the unforgiving ground.  She had been here for three days, and she couldn’t get this garden started.  As if to illustrate her point, her shovel struck yet another rock. She threw the implement down in frustration.  “That’s it! I give up!”  she said angrily, picked the rock up, found the nearest tree and flung the rock at it in rage.  

“Now, child, don’t take your anger out on the trees!” a hearty voice called from the house.  The owner of the voice came to the door and scrutinized Nerys carefully. “My word, Nerys, you’re sweating and filthy! Come in here and get some water!”  

“I’m coming in a minute, Aunt Nehla.” Nerys had taken refuge at her aunt’s home for awhile.  She appeared at the house, much to the surprise of Nehla; they were the only family either of them had left, and they rarely saw each other.  Kira hadn’t told her much about what drove her to leave the station, but she did tell her about the Captain’s offer.  She wasn’t about to tell her about the baby, and luckily she hadn’t been sneezing too much.  ~The last thing I need to tell her is that I’m pregnant.~ Kira thought, remembering what her aunt had said when Kira told her about Yoshi.  ~She didn’t leave me alone for four months!~  No, it was best to wait awhile to tell her that news.  She shook the dirt off of her clothes and walked into the house, mind full of conflict.  

“Okay Nerys, time to come clean.” Nehla pointed at a chair, indicating that Nerys should sit, and sat at the table across from her.  “I know you’re not just preoccupied with a job offer.”  The older woman looked, acted, and sounded quite a bit like Nerys; she was a strong woman, small in stature, with long red hair tied in a bun at the base of her neck.  She walked with a slight limp, due to an injury during the Cardassian Occupation.  She was a sculptor, and her work was scattered throughout the house and yard, giving the property an odd jumbled look.

Kira sighed and sat down at the table.  “What are you talking about?  I’m just tired and I can’t seem to get all the rocks out of the garden.” She tried to act innocent, but Nehla saw through her disguise---as she always did.

“Don’t lie to me, Kira Nerys, I don’t buy your story.  The Kira Nerys I know would have made her decision on the spot; yes or no, what’s the problem? No, no, there’s something else that’s dulled your senses…” she leaned in and took Kira’s hand, “Was it a man?” she asked quietly.  

Kira jumped up from the table, shocking the other woman. “You know, I’m a little tired of people talking about me as if I’ve suddenly become another person!!” She started pacing angrily, emphasizing her words with forceful smacks of her fist into her other hand  “A man wouldn’t have made me so …a man wouldn’t have left me behind, to be alone….with a baby!!…”  Her words began to trail off as the tears came again.  She sat back down, shaking with her sobs.  “Nehla, what am I going to do? He’s gone….how will I get by?  I can’t even contact him…he’s just..gone.”  she put her head down on her arms and cried broken-heartedly.

  Nehla gathered her niece into her arms and soothed her as if she were a child.  “Shh, Nerys…it’s all right..I’m here.  No one will leave you alone.” She patted Nerys’ back, calming her, wondering just who this man could be, to upset Kira this much.  “Now, why did he leave, dear?” she asked.

Kira sat up and wiped her face, her sobs quieting to sniffles.  “Oh, Nehla, it’s such a long story.”  She proceeded to tell her aunt all the events leading up to her and Odo’s very first kiss on the Promenade.  Then she told her about her involvement in the Cardassian resistance, Odo’s illness, cure, and his departure to the Founders’ homeworld.  By the time she had finished, the sun had set.  “Do you see what I’m going through, Nehla? Now I find out that he and Doctor Bashir had done all of this behind my back?  He got me pregnant without even asking my opinion about it!  That just makes me so…..furious!” she got up to get a glass of water, and sneezed.  

“Kira, how can you think of this new life and be mad!?  He left behind something that you can carry with you forever!” Nehla got up and went to her niece.  “He allowed your love to continue in a way that no one else could!”  she hugged Kira close, wishing she knew what to say to make the pain go away; but she knew that only Nerys could make that happen.  She tried to play on Kira’s maternal instinct.  “You need to think of someone other than yourself, my dear.”  She placed her hand on Kira’s as yet unchanged abdomen.  “Now tell me.  Are you going to let this Odo ruin your child’s future, too?”  she turned Kira’s face up to her, causing Nerys to smile, just slightly.  “Now, there’s the Kira Nerys I know!”


Kira put her hand over Nehla’s and stood quietly, imagining what was happening.  By the time she had taken Yoshi into her womb, he’d been a lot more developed;  she’d not had the opportunity to experience his growth from a single cell.  After a few moments, she looked at her aunt and smiled, “I guess I’m going to be a mother, aren’t I?” she asked, as if the notion had only just occurred to her.

Nehla laughed and hugged her, “Yes, child, I believe that’s an understatement!”  they moved back to the table and sat.  “So, what now?”

“I’m not sure.  What am I going to do?  Should I take the job?  Should I go against my word and drag Odo, kicking and screaming, from his planet?”  When Kira had said her farewell to Odo, he had made her promise not to return to the Founders’ planet, to accept his decision and go on with her life.  How could she do that now?  “I really need to tell Sisko, right? Although I have no idea exactly what to tell him,” she chuckled sarcastically, “’Hey Ben, remember how miserable I was when I was pregnant with Yoshi? Well, guess what?’” she shook her head, “No, I can’t.  I’ll just tell him I can’t take the job.  I’ll tell him it’s just too much, I can’t run the station and raise a child.  He’ll just have to find someone else.  I’ll even help him.”  She nodded.  “Yeah, that sounds reasonable.”  She looked at Nehla, who was shaking her head.  “What is it?”

“Child, listen to yourself.  Give up a wonderful job that you love, that you’re perfect for?  To do what? Play in the soil here on the farm? No, you should go back there, take that job, and do it as well as you are able.   When it’s time for you to give birth, you should be able to find a replacement, a temporary one, to take over for you.  But that station is yours, you earned it, and the Prophets wouldn’t let you have it if they thought you were unworthy.”  Although it had been years since she’d visited a shrine or talked to a Vedek, Nehla’s trust and faith in the Prophets was unwavering.  Like most Bajorans, her faith was what helped her through both occupations, and it never left her wanting.  She took Kira’s hands in hers.  “The Emissary himself fought for you.  Would the Prophets have let him name you if you were not worthy?  Think about that, child, before you make your decision.”  She left Kira to ponder her words.


Another week went by before Kira returned to the station.  She wanted to make absolutely sure she was making the right decisions; also, she wanted to pray for her baby’s health at the Kendis shrine.  The bond between a mother and her unborn child was very special, and the Bajoran faith had certain prayers for mothers and their babies, even in the womb.  When she was certain she’d be ready for the challenges ahead, she said her goodbyes to Nehla, and promised to visit her soon.  She called the station, sending for the shuttle that would take her back to the only home she’d known for seven years.  She loved the station, despite the pain that returning would cause; she had to make a life for herself, and not run from the past.  Odo taught her never to run, always to face her troubles, and she was determined to do just that.

Julian Bashir met her at the airlock.  “Nerys! I’m so glad you’re back!”  He enveloped her in a brotherly hug.  She hugged back, happy that someone was glad to see her.  “Now, how are you? Any sneezing?”  As if in answer to his question, Kira sneezed four times.  He beamed at her, “All right, that answers that! How are you feeling?”  He began to lead her to the Infirmary, before she stopped him.

“Julian, I can take care of myself, remember? Yes, I’m fine.  Yes, the baby is fine.  I’d like to get settled and see Captain Sisko.  Besides”, she pointed to the new doctor hard at work in the Infirmary; “you’re not the doctor here anymore.”  She chuckled at his sad expression.  “Thank you for being so concerned, and don’t worry, I’m not mad at you anymore, okay?”   She smiled at Julian, then turned and walked away, anxious to get to OPS.

Ben was in his office, awaiting Kira’s return.  When she entered the office, he beamed and held out his hand.  “Welcome back, Colonel! How are you?” they shook hands and sat down.  “Julian and Ezri stayed here with me, until they were sure you were coming back.  We’ve missed you, Nerys.” Sisko’s face showed his concern for her situation.

“I’m doing better.” Kira wasn’t sure how to approach the matter of her pregnancy, so she decided to just jump right in.  “I’ve got something to tell you, and I want you to just listen until I’m done, okay?” Sisko nodded, a little uncertainly.  “Here goes.  Before I went to Bajor, I had reason to stop in the Infirmary…I started sneezing in Quarks, and you can just imagine what I was thinking.  Well, Julian informed me that Odo and he had been working on a solid/changeling method of, well, linking, reproducing, that sort of thing.” Suddenly, the speech she had so carefully written on the shuttle just vanished, leaving her stumbling over her words.  She continued, much to the relief of Ben, who’d been staring at her, slack jawed.  “Well, to put it simply….I’m pregnant with Odo’s baby.  I’m not sure how, and I’m not sure why, but there it is.  I’m going to have the first solid/changeling child.” She chuckled with a hint of pain, “Yeah, he got me pregnant and then left.” She got up and began pacing, trying to explain it all at once. “I wasn’t happy about it, of course, but I’ve decided to keep the baby.  I’ve also decided to take the job of Commander of the station.  I hope that you still want me to do it, because I’m ready.” She stopped and faced the Captain.  “I won’t let you down, sir.  I will train someone to take my place temporarily when I deliver, but I want this position.  I want the Founders to know that I’m not just running and hiding.” The last sentence was punctuated with a series of sneezes.

Ben Sisko sat thinking for a short while, then he rose and came around the desk, “Well, Colonel, I guess you’d better sit at your desk, then, haven’t you?”  he smiled and shook Nerys’ hand again.  “I’m sure you’ll be fine.  And may I say congratulations……if that’s appropriate.” He wasn’t sure how to broach the topic of Kira’s baby.  “Is Julian keeping his eye on you?”

“Yes, he practically smuggled me into the Infirmary when I arrived.  I had to remind him that he’s not the Chief Medical Officer anymore!” Kira laughed. “He’ll be hard to shake, I’m sure!  But he means well, and he is a great doctor, just don’t tell him I said so!”

The two spent the rest of the afternoon going over policies, rules, and other trivial things.  Kira had run the station in Sisko’s absence more than once, so she was basically ready to take over.  Sisko was again reminded how much he respected the Colonel, and how much he’d come to see her as a family member.   He grew sad, thinking that he’d have to leave the station soon, but at least he knew he was leaving it in good hands.  They finished their business and parted, promising that they’d keep in touch after Sisko left.

Kira spent the next two days being poked and prodded by Doctor Bashir, who’d schemed his way into the Infirmary, despite the fact that he didn’t belong there anymore.  He’d talked the new doctor into letting him run all kinds of tests on Nerys, and now he fussed over her like a mother.  “Nerys, now I want you to read this list of possible problems involving Changeling and Solid tissue.  I want you to contact me in the event of ANY emergency.”  He was pacing back and forth.  “Maybe I should stay here, until you give birth anyway.”  Kira glared at him from the biobed.  “Then again, I’m sure you’ll be fine.” He giggled nervously.

“Julian, you know that if you don’t go to Earth with Ezri, she’ll kill you.” ~And so will I~ Kira added silently.  She’d had about enough of his coddling. “I’m fine.  Julian, if I promise to call you on an emergency channel the SECOND that anything happens, will you let me go home now?  I’m tired, and I’m to go on duty in four hours.”  She got up from the biobed, and straightened her tunic.  “See? I’m fine.  Goodbye Julian.” She came up and placed a gentle kiss on the doctor’s cheek.  “Thank you for everything.  Really.  You are a good friend.” She smiled radiantly, causing the doctor to blush profusely.  “Tell Ezri I’ll see her before you leave.”  With that, she left the Infirmary and went to her quarters to rest before her shift.

The next few months passed without incident.  Kira took over the station, kept it running, and managed to create a dependable staff from the officers sent from the Bajoran Militia, including her first officer, Major Aylim Kara, who would take over for her when she had her baby.  This young Major reminded Kira of herself, and in her opinion was the most logical choice to take over.  Kira tried to instill the same values in Aylim that she learned while serving under Sisko, and the two of them became very friendly, sometimes getting together over a drink at Quark’s.

 She also tried to get over her grief as best she could by spending time with friends she had made, and talking to Ezri and Julian on subspace.  They were getting married on Earth, and had invited her to the festivities.  She took a few days and went there to spend time with the happy couple.  It made her happy to see her friends so content in their lives, although it caused her a bit of pain to think of her lonely quarters on the station.  Ben Sisko kept in touch too, calling her from New Orleans when he visited his father.  He’d been stationed on the USS Jondalar, and was able to get to Earth more frequently than before.  He proved to be a good sounding board when Kira had problems on DS9, and a good friend as well; talk almost always wandered from work to include Kasidy, Odo, and Kira’s unborn baby.  She knew that she had a unique bunch of friends, and was glad of their support.

After three months of relative peace and quiet, things began to change.  Every few weeks, Julian called from Earth to “examine” Kira; she’d run a tricorder over her abdomen, and upload the information to him.  He’d then analyze it, and let her know what was going on.  She’d finally accepted his offer to help, realizing that nothing she could say would dissuade him; he felt that it was his duty to help her.  Usually, once he’d gotten the medical data from her, they’d chat lightheartedly about the station, the baby, and other things before saying their goodbyes.  This time, however, after reading his results, Julian frowned.

“Kira, how long has the baby been moving?” he asked.

Kira thought a moment before answering, “Let’s see…about two weeks, I think.  Why?” her blood began to run cold.

Julian scratched his head, “Well, for one thing, it’s movements indicate that it’s much more developed than most babies are at this age.  Also, it seems to be…shifting its shape…I think.”  He paused, looking up at Kira’s face.  “Now, now, I see no reason to be so worried.  I’m sure everything’s fine.”  He shrugged, and smiled, “Not that I would know..frankly, the whole thing still stumps me.”

Kira chuckled, still a bit nervously, “Thanks, Doctor.  Your bedside manner is so comforting.”

The sarcasm was completely lost on the human.  “Well, Nerys, that’s good to know.  Thank you!”  He paused a moment.  “Do you want to see the baby?” he asked cautiously, not knowing how Kira would react.  Kira just nodded, not really knowing what to expect.  She’d seen small holoimages of Kirayoshi when he was in her womb, but she’d known what to look for then.  She had no idea what a part solid-part Changeling baby would look like.

“Okay, here goes.” Julian downloaded an image to Kira’s viewscreen.  She gasped in surprise, tears welling in her eyes.  What she saw was a small, vaguely baby shaped golden mass, shifting from one shape to another, slowly and languidly, as if it was unsure of the process involved.  For a moment it shaped small arms and legs, then what could have been wings.  In response to her change of emotion, the tiny fetus formed a perfect face and frowned.

“Oh, Odo…” she whispered as she stared in fascination at the baby that would tie Solid and Changeling together.  “Julian, it’s just beautiful…thank you…” her voice trailed off as she watched the screen.  As if to mirror her wonder, the baby’s frown relaxed, and it continued it’s exploratory shifting.  She chuckled, “Your moods change with mine, eh, little one?” she spoke softly.  Suddenly, she felt as if she were being watched, and looked up at Bashir’s slightly embarrassed face.  He’d begun to feel a bit uncomfortable watching Kira, but he didn’t want to ruin her moment.

“Really, Julian.  Thank you.” She smiled through her tears, trying to swipe at them.  “I, um, need to go now…to be alone.  But I really appreciate this, Julian.  I’ll talk to you soon, okay?”  she turned off her viewscreen and sat back, hands laced over her rounded belly, thinking of Odo.  That night, the tears came more slowly, and dried much quicker than usual.   Suddenly, Kira felt like she really had something, or someone, to live for.

A ripple in the Link…movement not known.  There is a young one, out there. A piece of the newly cured link shifted imperceptibly.  The part that was Odo found himself possessing individual thought.  A baby changeling? Could it be? The sensation faded, leaving no trace.

After the first contact with the baby, Kira found herself relaxing, if not for her own health, but for the baby’s sake.  When it’s movements grew stronger, she’d try to relax, breathing deeply, and moving a bit more slowly; usually when her famous temper flared, the baby’s movements changed erratically.  Her crew saw the difference in the Colonel, and smiled; they were relieved to see her happy again.   


She had started to make preparations for the child, much to her own surprise.  She had obviously never had to plan for a baby, yet it seemed perfectly natural.  She obtained a hover cradle, special mobiles, and other necessities.  She had also replicated a few of the apparatuses that Odo had put in his old quarters, to shapeshift on; Kira felt that helping the child learn the “how’s” of shapeshifting was important.  It was on one of these evenings that she felt, almost ~heard~, the baby’s presence.  She sat on the couch, cradling her body, and listened, not with her ears, but with her pagh.


“What is it, little one?” She whispered softly, “What are you telling me?”  she rocked in place, ‘listening’ to the mental images.  She heard a faint song, almost like a lullaby, and she realized that it was coming from inside her head.  She responded to it by humming aloud, a tune that soothed her brothers when they were babies.  She hummed a tune, and the baby would repeat it, not audibly, but mentally.  After a few minutes of this, Kira was simply enraptured.  This baby could not only sense her moods, but could also communicate with her!  Still marveling, she began to tell the baby all about Odo.


“Yes, little one, your daddy gave you to me as his last gift.”  Tears ran unbidden down her face as she told of how she had met Odo, how he had fallen in love with her, and how she had finally understood how much she loved him. She spoke to her unborn child for hours, until she fell asleep, curled up around her belly, faint smile on her face.  


After that night,  Nerys ‘sang’ to her baby every chance she got, repeating Bajoran lullabies and stories for hours.  Sometimes, the baby’s vocalizations would turn sad, almost pleading, and that was when Kira missed Odo the most.  She would cry, and the baby would sound even more sorrowful.  She almost felt that the baby missed Odo as much as she did, if not more, as it would never meet him. During those times, she felt most alone, wondering how she would get along without him, her rock, her pagh-mate.


There it is again.  A singing, of new life.  The link rolled, faint surges along its surface. The part that had been Odo resurfaced again, only for a moment. Could it be? Nerys…can you hear me? Before plunging again into the mass.

She thought, once or twice, of telling Doctor Bashir about this amazing mental communication, but felt a bit foolish.  What if she had been imagining it? What if she was just a lonely woman, conjuring up tales? “No, tiena, “ she said to the baby, “I’m keeping this between you and me.”  She said thoughtfully.  She did spend more time in the temple, praying for the safety and health of, not only herself and the baby, but Odo.  She hoped that he could somehow convince that sea of goo that solids and Changelings could be at peace with each other.  As if in agreement, the baby moved decisively around, causing Kira to smile.  “You think so, too, little one?  Maybe it’ll be up to us to do that.”  She laughed.


After five months, Kira began training her first officer in earnest, anticipating the birth.  As far as Doctor Bashir could tell, the Changeling/Solid hybrid was as fully formed as it could be, although on that he wasn’t precise.  Kira knew it wouldn’t be long.  She hadn’t gotten as big as she did while carrying Yoshi, but the baby’s movements and shapeshifting had become more insistent and definitive.  It seemed to be anxious to be out in the world, and Kira was excited about its arrival.  Her words became more encouraging, as if she were coaxing the child out of its tiny space.


One evening, while having her evening meal, Kira received a faint tremor in her consciousness.  She stopped, fork halfway to her mouth, and actually heard a baby crying.  Not in her brain, or her pagh, but an actual noise.  She put the forkful of hasperat down, and rose, crossing to the couch and sitting down. 

“What is it, tiny one?” she asked aloud.  “Is it time yet?”  All she could hear was the crying, mournfully, painfully.  Tears began to fall slowly down her face, and she couldn’t stop them.  She became frightened.  She rocked on the couch, arms wrapped around her body, weeping as if her heart had broken, listening to the crying child inside her.  After awhile, the baby’s  crying ceased, as did Nerys’, and she felt as empty as she had when Odo had left her for the Great Link.


Who is that? Crying? So sad…could it be? Odo suddenly surfaced from the Link, crying, “NERYS!” before being pulled under once again by the waves.


Nerys’ head jerked up at the distinct sound of someone calling her name.  “Odo?” she whispered.  “Odo?”  The baby had stopped moving at the sound of its father calling it’s mother’s name.  Kira noticed the baby’s stillness, and began to speak softly to it, trying to soothe it, but to no avail.  The baby would not communicate with her again.  She called Doctor Bashir on Earth.


“Kira? What’s wrong?” he saw her tear stained face and became instantly worried.


“Julian, the baby isn’t moving.” She felt the need to explain the unusual link she’d formed with the child, but the need to make sure it was alright overrode any explanations.  “Can you scan me and make sure everything’s alright?”  ~Prophets, please help me.  Please help.~


Prophets, please help….help…help… Finally, Odo was able to disentangle himself, and lay panting on the shore, feeling as the pull of the Link fought for dominance with the need to be with Nerys.   All he needed to hear was Nerys’ voice to decide which one had the stronger hold on him.  Odo became a golden flying ship, and disappeared towards the wormhole.


Julian frowned at the data on his terminal.  “Well, Kira, it looks as though your baby is prepared to enter the world.  I’m not sure how I know this, but I do know that it appears to be resting…perhaps for the birth.  I’ll leave now for the station, okay?”  he smiled.  “I’m sure it will be alright, Nerys.  Ezri will come with me and keep you company.  I’m calling the Doctor there, to tell him what’s going on.  Will you be alright until I get there?”  Kira nodded, numb at the multitude of emotions that she was experiencing, and barely heard the doctor’s words.  “Just relax, Kira.  You remember what this was like, right?  Just lie down, breathe, and chant if you’d like.  I’ll be there as soon as I can.”  He ended the transmission.


“Yeah, lie down, relax, sure…” Nerys grumbled.  She still had no idea just what she had heard…could it have been Odo’s voice??  How could she hear that? He was on the other side of the wormhole, immersed in the Great Link…how could he??  She shook her head and went to prepare for the birth, still thinking about Odo and the sound of his voice.   She put in a quick call to her Aunt Nehla, telling her to get ready for some company, as she had planned to spend the three months after the baby’s birth at her house in Dakhur.  Her aunt beamed at her, and wished her Prophet’s luck, before signing off, leaving Nerys to wait alone, still murmuring soothing words to the now quiet child.


The link is broken? The one who saved us has gone…to the Solid.  The Link roiled, angry waves lapped at the empty shore.  Now he has exiled himself…to the Solid…solid…the words faded forever.  Odo, flying toward his Nerys, felt the tug of the link ease, then disappear altogether.  Part of him that was Founder sighed in sadness, but the “solid” part of him sang with happiness.  He flew faster, into the wormhole, toward his family…his Link.


“Colonel?” Kira’s comm channel sang to her from the living room.  She slowly rolled off of the bed, and went to her badge, “Yes, Colonel Kira here.”  


“Colonel, the wormhole has just opened, but nothing came out.  I’m scanning the area, and I’m finding a strange trail of vapor leading out of it, reaching to the station.” Major Aylim’s voice was hesitant.  “What should we do?”


Upon hearing the words ‘vapor trail’, Kira’s head spun.  ~Could it be…Odo?~  The baby’s movements began once again, earnestly.  It wanted out, now.  She gasped, and fell to the floor.  She lost consciousness, and knew no more.


Odo had come onto the station as mist and flowed under Kira’s door.  He found her inattentive form slumped onto the floor.  “Nerys!” He called, rushing toward her.  As he came to her, she awoke long enough to say, “Odo, baby…”  before falling comatose once again.  Odo picked her up and carried her to the bedroom, placing her gently down on the blankets.  He lay his hand on her belly and felt the baby.


“I heard you crying, little one…Daddy’s here.” He said softly, then liquified around Kira, cradling her, and coaxing the baby out of the darkness.


Julian Bashir rang Kira’s bell frantically.  While on his way to DS9, he tried to call her, but got no answer, and now he feared some terrible tragedy.  He was shocked when Odo answered the door.


“Constable?”  he said unbelievably.  “What the heck are you doing here? Is Kira alright?” 


Odo nodded calmly, holding a finger up. “Shh….both mother and baby are fine.  Sorry, doctor, but Kiyal just couldn’t wait for you, and she came out all by herself.” He smiled a very un-Odo-like smile, and ushered the astonished doctor in.


“Julian?” came an exhausted voice from the bedroom as he wandered in.  Kira sat upright, swathed in blankets, cradling a small form with a shock of red hair.  “Took you long enough, Doctor.” She chuckled.  As he approached the bed, he peeked at the bundle, and smiled widely to see that the baby was indeed fine and healthy.


“I guess you didn’t need me after all, Colonel?” he said with a hint of embarrassment.


Odo spoke up, “No, sorry, doctor, she just needed me, right A’leal?” he looked lovingly at his new family.  Kira smiled tenderly at him and said “That’s right.” She turned to Julian, “ Doctor, I’ll talk to you in the morning.  Major Aylim has arranged quarters for you and Ezri, to stay for awhile and visit, but right now I need to be alone with my family.”  


Once Odo had led the still baffled doctor out, he came back in and sat next to Nerys on the bed.  “How are you?” 


“I’m fine, but I have one question.” She narrowed her eyes at him.  “How did you know to come home when you did?” she looked down at Kiyal, who stared with wonder at her parents.


“I guess the baby knew when I needed to be here, and called for me…other than that I don’t know.  When the ripples in the Link began to sound like you, I started to listen.”  He put his arm around Nerys.  “The baby must have known how to speak to me without words.” 


Kira nodded, “We have been doing that for months…I just didn’t know that you could hear us too.”  She frowned, “What about the Link?  Don’t they need you?” she didn’t know whether to be angry at Odo’s absence or just grateful that he was back.  His next statement would make up her mind forever.


“The link is no longer paradise.”  Odo felt that part of him that was “Founder” fading away into oblivion.  “This is.” He said while placing his hand on top of Kiyal’s tiny red head. “This is my paradise.”

The end.
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