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Author's Word








     This was actually the original premiere for Undiscovered Frontier, and the first episode I wrote.  However, when I decided to start posting the series on the Internet, I decided to write a real premiere, and make this the first episode of the first season.  So, here it is.


     Below is a list of people who helped inspire me.


     


     I would like to think my father for convincing me to forget a lame Star Trek spinoff and work on my own idea.  Otherwise, you probably wouldn't be reading this now.


     


     I would also like to thank my friend's mother for looking at my material and for providing an ear for my ideas.  Thanks alot, Mrs. B!


     


     My thanks go, in general, to our veterans, deceased and alive, and in particular, to both of my grandfathers.  Because of them, I have the right to write, (no pun intended).  My paternal grandfather, the late Jim Basil Garrett, was a World War II vet, and my maternal grandfather, Richard Warren Dease, who served in Korea during the war there.  Thanks!


     


     In a way, my thanks also go out to Peter David, who's work showed me that writing can be oodles of fun!





     Thanks to J. Michael Strazynski, for creating the best sci-fi series of this decade.  Babylon 5 has shown us all what the future can be like, if we work at it.


     


     To people like Franklin D. Roosevelt, Martin Luther King Jr., Dwight D. Eisenhower, Mother Teresa, Princess Diana, and Nelson Mandela.  May their private and public battles for what is right inspire us all.





     And, last, but not least, my thanks go out to Gene Roddenberry.  I may not agree with some of Star Trek's political views, but it was a great idea, one that has lasted a generation.  And he's the cause.  Because of Star Trek, Undiscovered Frontier can live.  Thanks, Mr. Roddenberry!


     There, it's over.  Now, let the story begin!











Prologue











     For one second I would like you to open your mind to infinity itself.  I want you to imagine infinite universes, and infinite possibilities.  If you can do this, you're halfway to understanding infinity itself.  Now, comes the big leap.  What if every thing we ever thought or dreamed of actually existed, somewhere?  And what if somebody found a way to travel to those places?  Now, truly, they could explore infinity.  Prepare yourself for your voyage...  into the Undiscovered Frontier....


     Remember, the possibilities are endless... 











    


     Ship's Log, Feburary 13, 2159, AST: D.S.S. Roddenberry.  Minister Robert Allen Dale recording.  We have received word that a Klingon important to Chancellor Gowron has been captured and imprisoned by the Dominion.  He is Lieutenant Commander Worf, of Starfleet.  Intelligence has confirmed that he is being held on an asteroid in Sector 3 of the Gamma Quadrant.  He is being held along with a Cardassian named Garak, and another human officer of Deep Space Nine.  We are en route to the asteroid to attempt a rescue.  Maybe we can convince them to join us, and turn their backs on those Federation fools, who have abandoned them.  Or maybe we'll have to return them.  Either way is fine by me.


     Dale lifted his head from the viewscreen, and heard a low beep.  He touched the response button on his desk.  "Dale here", he intoned.


     A young girl's voice came over the comm system.  "Robby, we've got a Jem'Hadar ship approaching us.  They've activated an anti-proton beam."


     Dale sighed.  He had been hoping to sneak to the prison, but his hopes were now dashed.  He got up and walked out of his office and onto the bridge.


     The main bridge of the Roddenberry was a standard layout.  The commander's chair in the middle, with two seats flanking them.  Behind and above the command chair was the Tactical station, where ship's weapons were handled.  Another secondary Tactical section was behind it, at the aft work stations.  In front of the chair was the helm and the operations console, (known as Ops), and then the viewscreen.  On it, stars whipped by at superspeed, indicating they were at warp speeds.  


     Dale walked up to the chair, where his close friend, Julia Andreys, was sitting.  She had the official rank of Commander, and was his XO on the ship.  She also was one of the most beautiful girls he had known, with flowing blonde hair, and it was well known that to cross her could mean physical pain, due to the fact that she was one of the stars of the girls track-and-field and basketball teams back in high school.  One thing he liked about her was that she not only knew she was sought after, but that she used that fact to her advantage.  She was the closest he had come to a true friend.  She looked up at him, and stood up.  "We're proceeding at Warp 9, and under cloak.  The Jem'Hadar are about two thousand kilometers from us, and have activated their weapons."


     Dale sat in the chair, and she walked over to the helm, and asked the ensign there to move.  He did so politely, and left the bridge.  She sat down and began to read her console.  Dale looked at the viewscreen, and saw the small Jem'Hadar ship approaching.  Their weapon port was glowing, showing they were ready to fire.  Quickly Dale looked up at Zack Carrey, another friend of his, and the Chief of Security.  His official rank was Lieutenant Commander.  "Suggestions, anyone?"


     Zack looked at him.  "Well, we could run for it, but it's highly likely they would detect the shift in speed and match us."


     Andreys turned to him.  "One solar torpedo should take care of him."


     "What are the chances that we could be picked up by their defensive grids if we decloak?"


     Zack checked his readings.  "If we decloak for about three seconds, we should go unnoticed."


     "Very well.  Prepare a solar torpedo spread.  I want this to be a nice, even kill."


     "Yes sir."  Zack pressed some buttons on his console.  "Weapons ready."


     "Decloak and fire."


     As the Jem'Hadar ship watched, the Roddenberry quickly appeared out of nowhere.  Four torpedoes flew out of it's main torpedo launcher, and hit the Jem'Hadar ship.  The first one caused it's shields to buckle, and allowed the other three to pass through and rip apart the small vessel.  This occured in about two seconds.  By the time the third second had passed, the Roddenberry was once again cloaked in darkness.


     On the bridge, Dale shook his head in amazement.  Surely, he thought, the Dominion can field better ships than that.  Out loud he said, "Good, now resume course for the asteroid, at Warp 9.3"


     About thirty seconds after Andreys punched the command in, the comm system let off a beep.  "Barnes to bridge", a highly agitated voice sounded.


     Dale let out yet another sigh.  "Yes, Teddo?"


     "I just want to know one thing."


     "What?"


     "Why in the hell did you exceed Warp 9.1?!  I  told you that the engine couldn't take that kind of strain!"


     Andreys let out a snicker, and Zack started to chuckle.  That was good old Thomas for you.  Always questioning orders.


     Dale cleared his throat, trying to sound authoritive.  "We're losing time.  Chancellor Gowron would be extremely upset if Worf were to perish before we got there."


     Everybody, including Dale, expected the response.  "That's a load of bullshit!  You're just trying to show off, you dumb mother...."


     Before he could finish, Dale pressed a button and cut off the signal.  He didn't feel like hearing his tirade, and felt sorry for the poor engineers down there who couldn't cut off the sound with the touch of a button.  Looking at Andreys, he said, "ETA to the asteroid?"


     "About six minutes.  The closest ship is about two light years away.  We'll have about ten minutes to beam them off before they can respond."


     "Good.  Inform the transporter room to be ready to beam up all non-Dominion life signs.  And put them through the filter, to be sure we didn't get a changling."


     "Yes sir!"








     In the prison, Julian Bashir was practically pacing.  He wondered how Worf was doing, in the battle circle.  As he gripped his weapon he had taken from the Jem'Hadar guards, he looked over to the small chamber in which Garak was working constantly.  He went up to it and yelled, "Garak!  Are you done!"


     A voice came out.  "Doctor, I believe patience is in order.  This is not the easiest task I have undertaken."


     Suddenly, they heard footsteps, as about five Jem'Hadar guards walked up to the door.


     Dammit, Bashir thought.


     


     Worf stumbled to the ground again, and began creeping to the pillar to stay in the fight.  However, just before he could touch it, a boot came down on his hand.  He looked up to see the Jem'Hadar commander over him.  "It is over," he said.


     Worf was too weak to say anything, but he managed to mumble, "Never."  The Jem'Hadar heard him, however, and let his boot off of Worf's hand.  "I yield," he said.


     The Vorta commander looked at him in disbelief.  "You're winning.  Why do you yield?"


     "I cannot beat this Klingon.  I can only kill him, and that does not interest me anymore."


     The Vorta snorted in disgust.  "Fine, " he said, "kill them both."


     The Jem'Hadar guards opened fire, but while their shots vaporized their leader, their shots didn't hit Worf.  Instead, he was surrounded in light, and vanished.


     


     At the same time, Bashir was staring down the business end of a Jem'Hadar blaster.  His Romulan cohort had been vaporized by the Jem'Hadar, and now they targeted him.  But just as he saw the blaster open fire, he was enveloped in light, as was Garak, trapped in the small chamber he had been working in.  In fact, everybody who wasn't a Vorta or Jem'Hadar was beamed off. 


     At that same instant, Worf, Bashir, and Garak materialized on a transporter pad.  At first Bashir thought that Garak had finished his work and that they were on board the runabout, but then he saw the transporter operator at her console.  Her uniform had black near her neck, but below the black was a brownish color.  On the left side of her neck was a small, black star.


     What the hell?, Bashir thought.  As he looked over at Worf, he could see him start to fall to the ground.  He was bleeding from the mouth, and looked like he had been attacked by a mob.  Bashir immediately ran over to him, and said, "Worf!  Are you okay?"


     Worf coughed up some blood, and muttered, "I feel like a kar'thak has walked on me."


     Garak had also recovered from his initial shock, and saw Bashir's quizzical look at Worf's comment.  "It's a large animal known to wander the plains of Quo'nos," he stated.  "They are very much like your elephant."


     "Oh."  Bashir put his hand where he knew Worf's heart was.  "Your heart is beating like a piston."


     Garak then turned to the girl at the transporter pad, who had just asked for a medical team.  "I will assume that we are aboard an Alliance starship.  Am I correct?"


     The girl nodded.  "You are on board the Roddenberry."


     Bashir lifted his head and looked at her.  "Minister Dale's ship."


     The door then whooshed open, and a voice called out, "Precisely."  A young man, in his early twenties, walked in.  He was wearing a virtual replica of the transporter operator's uniform.  He had silver where she had brown, and where she had a star he had a long cluster of six stars, all gold.  He walked up to the pad.  "I am Robert Dale, Defense Minister of the Alliance of Democratic Nations.  I presume that you three are Lieutenant Commander Worf, Garak, and Doctor Julian Bashir."


     The door opened again, and several people with green on their uniforms, in place of the earlier mentioned brown and silver, entered.  They had a small stretcher with them, lifted by an anti-grav device.  One came up, and asked Worf, "Can you stand for a minute?"  Worf complied, and they put the stretcher beneath him.  He laid down on it, and they took him away.


     Bashir stepped down from the pad, as did Garak, who looked at Dale curiously.  "You are Dale?"


     Dale shook his head.


     Garak looked at him with an expression of surprise on his face.  "I was expecting someone at least ten years older."


     "I apologize for not meeting your expectations."  Dale brought one of hands from behind his back and extended it to shake Bashir's hand.  "I'll assume that you'll want to see how Commander Worf is.  All you have to do is walk about fifteen meters down the corridor to the med centre."


     Bashir and Garak began to exit the room when Garak turned around to face Dale again.  "Why did you risk your ship to rescue us?  We are not Alliance citizens, and we are not citizens of any of your allies?"


     Dale let out a small laugh.  "I'll explain it all in about five hours.  By then Mister Worf should be strong enough to come to our meeting room.  See you then."  Dale walked past them on his way out.  He passed by Bashir and Garak, and accidentally brushed his arm against Bashir.  Bashir took a mental note about how strong Dale's arm felt.  Dale started to walk down the corridor, and called out, "I'll be in engineering defusing a walking fusion bomb if you want to ask me something."  He then disappeared around a corner.


     Bashir looked at the transporter operator.  "A walking fusion bomb?"


     She giggled.  "I think he's referring to Commander Barnes.  He swears like a sailor and won't stop questioning orders.  I used to be an engineer, untill I served under him."


     Garak looked intrigued by her statements.  "What do you mean by that?"


     "He's extremely annoying, and keeps calling himself "cornholio", are some other name."


     "Interesting."  Garak turned to Bashir.  "Well, Doctor, let's go see how Worf is doing."





     Dale walked into engineering, and immediately encountered his target.  Barnes went up to him, and blew.  "Why in the hell did you go against my recommendations!  I told you that those new refits would have to be eased in, not f$^#ing pushed up to full on the first mission!"


     "Because I didn't think that six minutes would hurt."


     "Well, guess what?  It did hurt them.  We can barely go at Warp 6 now!"


     Dale sighed.  "Sorry Teddo.  But, we got what we came for.  I've already sent word for Gowron to be notified of our successful rescue."  Dale looked at the warp core, which was pulsating with energy, in blue color.  "So, how's the jumper?"


     "Give me three minutes."


     "Good.  Because I want to get the hell out of this quadrant as soon as possible."  Dale turned around, and nearly ran into Garak, who had just entered engineering.  Dale looked at him.  "What the..."


     Barnes came up.  "Who the hell are you?"


     "My name is Garak.  You just rescued me."


     "Well, I sure as hell didn't give you permission to come into engineering.  Now get the hell out of here, you damned Cardassian bastard."


     Garak cackled at Barnes' statements.  "You could probably teach Chief O'Brien some lessons about swearing.  Now I'll be leaving.  I just wanted to ask some questions."


     Dale nodded.  "Fire away."


     "Thank you."  Garak looked at the angry Barnes, who stomped off.  "I just want to know how you intend to sneak back to the..."


     Suddenly klaxons sounded, and red lights appeared around them.  Andreys' voice came over the comm.  "Code Red, all hands to battle stations.  Repeat, Code Red.  Dominion ships approaching."


     Dale turned back to Barnes.  "Get that jumper ready!"  Dale turned to Garak.  "Get to the med centre!  Now!"  Garak nodded and ran off.





     Dale walked onto the bridge.  Andreys got out of the command chair and walked to the helm.  Zack was at the Tactical station, and a lieutenant at the secondary station.  Dale walked up and sat in his chair.  "How many ships?"


     Zack looked at his readings.  "A battleship and about four fighters.  It'll be difficult, but we should be able to beat them."


     "Have they seen through the cloak?"


     Zack looked at his console again.  "I can't be sure.  I think they're just looking for us."


     Then, the Ops console began to emit a low beep.  A young ensign named Empsy was at the station.  She looked at a screen, then yelled, "Sir!  The cloak is losing power!"


     Dale practically hit his comm button.  "Bridge to engineering!  Teddo, what the hell is going on!"


     "The safety engagers have activated, and shut down all minor systems.  Including the cloak."


     Dale smashed his fist on his chair arm.  "Damn!"  He collected himself, then said, "Lock weapons on the lead Jem'Hadar fighter, and fire when they're in range."


     Zack pressed some buttons, and nodded his head.  On the screen the five ships drew closer, and their weapon ports started to glow.  "100,000 kilometers...  eighty thousand... sixty thousand...  In range!"


     "Fire weapons!"


     On the screen, phasers and torpedoes flew out and smashed into the lead Jem'Hadar ship.  It was blown apart by the explosion.  The others broke out of formation, and fired.  They were too busy evading to fire accurately, but a few bolts of energy hit the Roddenberry.  The ship shook from the impact on it's shields.


     Dale held on to the arms of his chair.  "Damage report!"


     Empsy looked at her readings.  "Shields at eighty percent, and holding.  They've broken formation, and we have a hole to pass through."


     Dale nodded.  "It's risky, but let's do it.  Full speed!  Prepare all aft weaponry to fire on the remaining ships!"


     The Roddenberry lurched forward, and flew right by the Jem'Hadar.  They turned to pursue, but then torpedoes flew out of the rear of the Roddenberry.  One more Jem'Hadar ship went up in flames.  Another stopped, it's weapons damaged.  A second later, the front of the ship was rocked with an explosion.  The front flew off, and the fighter began to drift.


     Dale let out a sigh.  "Is the jumper ready?"


     Andreys nodded her head.  "Jump ready.  Destination?"


     "Take us to Home Earth, now."


      In front of the Roddenberry, a large golden vortex appeared.  They slowed out of warp, and then entered the vortex.


     On the bridge, gold streaks flew by them, and after a burst of rainbow color, normal space reappeared.  Dale got out of his chair.  "Current position?"


     Andreys checked her instruments.  "We're in Sector 7."


     "Good.  Set course for Earth, as fast as you can go."  Dale went up to the turbolift.  "I'll be seeing how our guests are doing."  He entered, and the door closed.








     In the med centre, Worf began to sit up, but then a nurse came running in.  "No!  You musn't get up yet!"


     She went to push him back onto the bed, but Dale, who had just entered, motioned for her to stop.  Worf got on his feet, and at first looked like he was going to fall, but then his legs adjusted to the additional weight, and he stood up straight.  "I believe you said something about explaining everything to us?"


     Dale nodded.  "Fine.  Get your Cardassian friend and meet me up in the meeting room in about thirty minutes.  I'll be in engineering again if you need me."


     When Dale started to leave, Bashir stopped him with a question.  "Why does your engineer call himself "cornholio"?


     Dale started to laugh again.  "He liked these two cartoon characters on TV back when we were still in high school.  Their names were Beavis and Butthead, but I always referred to them as the 'Dumbass Duo'.  That's where he got it from."  He walked out.








     Barnes was in engineering, cussing out a power hookup when Dale entered.  "You damned piece of crap!", he yelled.


     Dale came up behind him.  "How's it going, Commander?"


     "Oh, no.  You're getting serious."


     "Yes, I am.  Why did the cloak shut down like that?"


     "Simple.  When you went to Code Red, the weapons activated.  It overloaded a weak power regulator, and the computer began shutting down minor systems, like the holodecks, the replicators, and the cloak."


     "Oh."  Dale looked around and then said, "How long till it's fixed?"


     "About five hours."


     "Good."  Dale then started to smile.  "You just went three sentences without swearing."


     Barnes had a look of fake shock on his face.  "You mean I just went three entire damned sentences without saying one f&^*&# cuss word?"


     Everybody within earshot started to giggle and snicker.





     Dale walked onto the bridge, and saw Bashir, Worf, and Garak staring at the viewscreen.  As he walked up to them, he could see what they were staring at.  Andreys got out of the chair, and came up to him.  "We are perparing to dock at Headquarters Station."


     On the screen, they could see Earth on the left side of the screen.  In front of them was a gigantic space station.  The core was round, with rectangular shapes on the top and bottom.  Four "arms" came out of the middle, in an "X" shape.  At the ends were small holes, for torpedo launchers.


     All around them, small ships were whizzing by, going to various destinations.  A few starships were orbiting the Earth, and more were flying out of and into the HQ station.


     Dale went up to stand by Andreys.  "Have we been cleared for docking yet?"


     As if to answer his question, a voice came over the comm link.  "You are cleared to use Dock 23.  Welcome home, Roddenberry."


     The ensign at the helm touched a few buttons, and they began to approach the bottom of the station.  A large door opened in the rectangular area, and they headed right for it.  As they approached, they could see a starship beginning to depart from a dock right by their's.  When they began to enter the dock, they could see the interior.  It was filled with lights, as well as windows looking at the dock.  There was a small hallway sticking out of the dock, and at the end was a door, where it would connect with the ship's side docking door.


     Bashir was gasping in awe of the site he saw.  Worf was busy examining the tactical station, and Garak was standing by the door to the meeting door.  He turned back to everybody, and said, "I believe that you said something about explaining yourself to us?"


     Dale nodded.  "Yes.  Go in and take a seat.  I'll be right there."  After he said this, Worf, Bashir, and Garak walked into the room.  Dale went up and touched the button on his chair to activate the ship's PA system.  "Ladies and gentlemen," he began, "I'd like to thank you for another job well done.  We accomplished our mission, and showed the Dominion who's boss.  As a reward for your great effort, I've decided that everybody will be granted two days shore leave.  I'll expect to see you all at exactly 1200 hours on Feburary 15.  That is all."  He then turned to the bridge officers.  "Well, you heard me.  Go have some fun."


     Almost immedietaly all of the junior officers of the crew went for the turbolifts.  Andreys walked up to him.  "What are you going to do?"


     "I'm going to answer our guests' questions.  What about you?"


     She shrugged.  "Two days isn't much.  I guess I'll go to a nice beach somewhere and get a tan."


     Zack walked up to her and whispered, "I wouldn't mind seeing your tan line, if you'll let me."


     Just after "me" left his mouth, Andreys grabbed him by the neck and flipped him on his back.  She had an agitated look on her face.  "You try to do this again," she began, "and I'll make it where you'll never have children.  Got it?"


     He nodded in compliance.


     She let him go, and walked away.  Dale heard her mutter, "Perverted pig", under her breath.


     At the same time, Zack was getting up off of the floor.  Dale went up to him and said, "Try that again, and I'll assign you to kitchen detail.  She doesn't want to be your girl, so go find someone else.  You have two days to satisfy your raging hormones.  See you later."  Zack nodded and went to the turbolift.


     As Dale went to the meeting room door, the computer chimed in.  "Docking clamps secured.  Disengaging thrusters."  Dale nodded, and left the vacant bridge behind.


     As he walked into the meeting room, he found Bashir, Worf, and Garak standing by the windows watching as people walked through the acess hallway on the door.  "Enjoying your view, gentlemen?"


     They turned and saw him standing there, looking at them.  Bashir coughed, and Worf grumbled, "It's about time."  They took seats at the table.


     Dale went to the head seat, and sat down.  "Let me start out by saying that our rescue was because of Chancellor Gowron's personal request."


     Bashir frowned.  "Gowron?"


     Worf turned his head around.  "Why?  He personally told me that I was no longer of consequence to him."


     Dale nodded.  "Yes, I know.  He now understands why you didn't join him.  And he feels shameful about his conduct toward you."  Dale then snickered, and added, "I must say that I am the one who originally convinced him of his error."


     Worf merely let out a small grunt.  Garak, however, looked intrigued.  "So he asked you to save Worf's life, and you went yourself?  You could have sent a fleet."


     "I came myself, because I'm not afraid of the Dominion.  They should know that now."


     Bashir looked puzzled.  "You're a government official.  Why are you risking your neck?"


     "Because I like to do things myself.  Any more questions?"


     "Many, many more.  However, I will save them for another time."


      Bashir then gazed at a plaque on the far wall.  "And what is that?"


     Dale looked at it.  "That celebrates the official surrender of the Earth Nazi government, on July 4, 2157, the day which marked our first year of existance.  The surrender was signed on this very table."


     Worf looked at the plaque.  "The Great Democratic War."


     "Yes."


     Bashir softly chuckled.  "The 'great' war in which you beat up on a less-advanced twenty-second century Earth for kicks."


     Dale thumped his hand on the table.  "Doctor, I know what the Federation has said about the war, and they're wrong.  The 'Third Reich' attacked us first, killing around twenty-one thousand Alliance Stellar Fleet officers and crewmembers, practically the entire Fourth Fleet.  We merely returned the favor," Dale turned to Worf, "with a little assistance from the Klingon Empire."


     "You know," Garak began as he examined the bronze plaque, "some say that the Klingon involvment in the war led to their aggressive stance against Cardassia and the Federation."


     Dale shrugged.  "Maybe.  Or maybe it proved to the Klingons that they didn't have to follow the Federation anymore.  Maybe it showed them that a new power had emerged."  Dale then changed the subject.  "I'm sure that your Dominion captors told you of the new Cardassian-Dominion alliance?"  He was answered by nods.  "This new alliance threatens to sink the Alpha Quadrant into conflict.  A conflict the Federation may not win."


     For the first time, Worf asked another question.  "What have my people done about the alliance?"


     Dale's expression hardened.  "The Klingon Empire has been kicked out of the colonies they seized sixteen months ago, and Maquis bases in the DMZ are falling one by one.  Gul Dukat has announced that all former Cardassian territories will be reclaimed," his expression grew even darker, "including Bajor, DS9, and the wormhole."  He leaned back.  "Currently, the Third and Fifth Fleets are racing to DS9 to join a fleet of Federation, Klingon, and Romulan ships preparing for a fight with the Dominion.  And, since several systems near Kelos were once Cardassian, we are dispatching nearly five hundred more starships to the border."


     Bashir and Worf digested the information, while Garak asked, "Is there anything else you would like to say?"


     Dale drooped his head, then raised it again.  "There is one question I have for you."


     "What," Bashir asked.


     "Would you join us?"


     His words left Worf and Bashir shocked.  Garak didn't seem to be surprised.  "What?!"


     "You heard me.  Would you agree to leave Starfleet and serve on this ship?"


     His question left the two Starfleet officers silenced.  Garak began to smile.  "I don't think I've ever seen anyone look like that before.  It's quite humorous."  Garak turned to Dale.  "Do you need a tailor on this ship."


     Dale shook his head.  "No.  I do, however, need an intelligence advisor."


     "I would love to."


     Bashir seemed to come out of his initial shock.  "You expect us to just abandon the Federation and Starfleet, and leave our loved ones behind?"


     Garak laughed.  "What loved ones?  May I remind you, Doctor, that you have no loved ones.  Your parents are in prison, Leeta is engaged to Rom, and there is nobody you can even think of calling family on Deep Space Nine.  Dax broke off her relationship with Worf to pursue that new Starfleet security chief,  he has been dishonored by his own race, and his own son won't have anything to do with him."


     Worf seemed unconvinced.  "We still have our oath to Starfleet."


     Dale chuckled.  "Starfleet Command is nothing but a bunch of fools.  Mister Worf, did they give you any sort of thanks for turning your back on your own people?  Did they?"


     Worf slowly shook his head.  Bashir turned to him.  "Worf, are you even considering joining them?"  Worf only gave him a blank stare.


     "Doctor, Commander," Dale began, "We are the best hope for the Federation's survival.  The Dominion is simply too powerful for them.  Starfleet doesn't have the military capabilities to fight them.  Only we can take on the Dominion toe-to-toe.  With the Klingons, as well as our allies in different universes, we should be powerful enough to take them on.  The Federation needs us, even if they don't want to admit it.  If we become allies with the Federation, and we defeat the Dominion, I'll do everything in my power to get you back in Starfleet, if you so desire."  Dale looked them both in the eye, waiting for a reaction.


     Bashir flinched first.  "What would we do?"


     Dale leaned back in his chair.  "You, Doctor, would be our Chief Medical Officer, while Worf would replace Commander Carrey as Chief of Security.  Zack is getting on Commander Andreys' nerves, so I think it would be best if I gave him a position that would keep them as far apart as possible."


     Worf and Bashir pondered Dale's offer for a minute.  Then Worf said, "When would we begin?"


     Dale sighed.  "Give me three hours to draw up the appropriate documents, and I'll have your uniforms and quarters waiting for you."


     Bashir and Worf looked at each other again.  Finally, Bashir said, "We accept."


     "Fine.  Worf, go to the bridge to look it over, and you, Doctor, should go down to the medical centre to look everything over, and meet your staff.  See you in three hours, gentlemen."





     Dale walked back into his office, and began to order enlistment documents to be drawn up.  He then went ot his viewscreen.  "Computer, activate interdimensional channel to Chancellor Gowron."


     There was buzzing sounds, then a Klingon appeared on the screen.  His face was round, and his deep green eyes looked like daggers.  He grinned.  "Minister, I would like to commend you on a job well done."


     Dale bowed his head.  "Thank you, Chancellor.  What's going on at DS9?"


     "The Dominion fleet never left Cardassian space.  They were trying to use a changeling infiltrator to destroy the system, and cripple our fleets."  Gowron grinned.  "Captain Sisko would like to thank you for sending ships to defend the wormhole.  It was your ships that discovered the Dominion's trick.  Captain Sisko hopes that this event will lead to better relations between the Federation and the Alliance."


     "And what about the Klingon Empire?"


     Gowron leaned back in the chair he was sitting in.  Dale noticed that it was the bridge of his flagship.  "The Federation-Klingon alliance has been resigned, as a further defense against the Dominion."


     "Well, that's some good news."


     Gowron then focused on the screen.  "Did Worf accept your offer?"


     "Yes.  Within three hours he should be a member of the Alliance Stellar Fleet."


     "Good.  I will ask the Council to reinstate his house."


     "I'm sure he will appreciate the gesture.  And, I know I will."


     "Yes.  Good day, Minister.  Q'Pla."


     "Q'Pla, Chancellor."  Dale pressed a button to terminate the link.





     Three hours later, Dale met with Bashir, Worf, and Garak.  "I have quarters for you.  You are on Deck 6.  Worf is in room 39, Doctor, you are in 55, and you, Garak, are in 102."


     "Thank you.  What are our ranks?"


     "Your Starfleet rank.  To Mister Garak I've given the appropriate rank of Commander."


     They turned to go to their rooms when Dale motioned to Worf to come to him.  "Commander Worf, I've spoken with Gowron.  He will be trying to reinstate your house, because you joined us."


     Worf turned and nodded.  "Thank you, Minister.  Now I will go write a letter of explanation to Captain Sisko."








     Three hours later, on Deep Space Nine in universe ST-3, Captain Sisko was reading a maintenance report when he heard the comm beep.  "Sisko here."


     Major Kira came over the comm link.  "Sir, we just recieved a message routed through Bajor.  It's from Worf."


     "Put it through."


     On Sisko's screen, text appeared.  It read: To Captain Sisko, Deep Space Nine.  Captain, I feel compelled to report that I am resigning from Starfleet, and am joining the Alliance Stellar Fleet.  Doctor Bashir has joined me, as has Garak.  The reasons for my decision are very complex, but I feel that, through this, I will be able to, in the long run, help the Federation.  The Federation does not have the military capabilities to fight the Dominion, and will surely fall without support from the Alliance.  I will be attempting to convince as many as possible to make peace with the Federation, so we can stand together against the Dominion.  I apologize if you see me as a traitor, but I am doing what is best for everyone.  Sincerely, Worf.


     Sisko slowly absorbed the news, and then pressed his comm badge.  "Sisko to Ops, patch a signal to Starfleet Command, ASAP."








     About five hours later, Dale was in a special office on HQ Station.  He heard a comm beep.  "Sir," the communications director said, "we have an interdimensional message coming through from Benjiman Sisko."


     "Patch it through."


     On his screen, Sisko appeared.  "Minister, I have called officially to demand the extradition of Commander Worf and Doctor Bashir for charges of treason."


     "And I must refuse this extradition."


     Sisko responded with a smile.  "Now, that that's out of the way, I'd like to thank you for rescuing them.  I'd much rather have them in the Alliance instead of the Dominion."


     "You're welcome, Captain."








     Two days later, everybody was on the bridge.  "I'd like to welcome Doctor Bashir and Lieutenant Commander Worf.  They will be serving with us for now."


     Dale then went up to Zack.  "Zack, I'm officially promoting you to a full Commander.  For now on, you will command the Koenig."


     "Thanks."


     Barnes, meanwhile, was under an aft workstation, and then the panel flickered.  "You God damn piece of shit!  Stop being a bastard and work correctly, or I'll rewire your ass!"


     Everyone laughed.











Epilogue





     The command crew, with their new members, ventured into the lounge to celebrate.  "Now, Mister Worf, we have a custom in our security force," Dale began, "All new members are besieged by jokes from the security force, as part of the initation.  I wouldn't be surprised if they....."


     Worf sat on a stool offered to him by Carrey, and immediately jumped up, startled and appearingly in pain.  A high-pitched squeal erupted from below the bar's overhang.  Dale, not amused, reached down and retrieved the object.


     A tribble.


     The local security officers started to howl with laughter, Carrey and Barnes joining them.  Worf growled with anger.


     Fearing that his new security chief would go on a homicidal rampage, Dale then handed the tribble to the lounge host, Hargert, and faced down the security officers.  "Attention!," he barked.  As one, they all stood at attention.  "Now, who's God damned idea was it to pull off a stunt like that on a superior officer!"  They flinched again.  "I want names!  Otherwise, I'm going to ask Sergeant Mare to conduct training exercises with the security squads again!"


     At the mention of the top Marine NCO on the Roddenberry, the officers all pointed at Carrey, who started shaking his head.  "Hey, wait a minute!"


     Dale turned to Carrey, and allowed a smile on his face, a smile like that of a predator who had cornered his prey.  "Zack, I'm sure that you thought it was mighty funny to pull that on Worf, and since it was supposed to be a harmless joke, I'll let you go.  But, if you ever do something like this again, I'll let Julie and Worf take turns kicking your ass around this ship!!!"


     Carrey blanched as everyone in the lounge, excluding Dale and Worf, started to laugh.


