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     This is the beginning of the "Dominion War Trilogy", a trio of eps that will see the Alliance and it's allies finally face off against the enemy you knew had to come, the Dominion.  Welcome...  to the start of the Great War.








Prologue





     The Badlands: a large area of space filled with plasma storms and plasma currents.  Mostly avoided by spacefaring vessels, the area had become a haven to smugglers, pirates, Maquis....


     The Dominion War, however, changed it to a haven for secret bases, as well as a highway for raids and sneak attacks.  In a war for survival, all resources, no matter how inhospitable and dangerous, had to be used.


     It was on the corner of the Badlands possessed by the Bajorans that the Alliance Marathon-class light cruiser Fort Sumpter patrolled, due to the Bajoran-Alliance affiliation treaty.  It's gray hull contrasted the bright orange of the nearby plasma storms, making it easily visible.  The ship itself followed standard Alliance/Federation ship design; a saucer hull for the primary hull, a standard neck to lead to the drive, which was shaped like any typical drive hull.  The only difference was the quad-nacelle design, which left a nacelle attached to every corner of the drive.


     On the bridge of this ship, Commander April Operson, a young, thirty year-old black-haired woman, watched the viewscreen from her command chair.  To her left, the Elohsian tactical officer and ship's first officer Mervik stood, monitoring the tactical readouts.  In front of her, the helm officer kept the Fort Sumpter outside the Badlands, while to her right, the operations/sensor officer maintained a full sensor sweep.  "No readings here, Commander."


     "Helm, plot course for patrol sector 3-B6, three quarters....."


     "Picking up four Jem'Hadar fighters coming out of the plasma storms!  They are arming weapons!"  Mervik's shout brought the bridge crew onto full alert.


     "Go to Code Red.  Send a communication to Starbase 823.  And open a channel to those Dominion ships."  The operations officer gave her a nod.  "This is Commander April Operson of the D.S.S. Fort Sumpter to Dominion ships.  You are violating Bajoran space.  Explain yourself."


     No response came.  "They aren't responding, Commander."


     "Their weapons are locked!  They're firing!"


     The Jem'Hadar fighters began firing away, slicing into the Fort Sumpter's shields.  The bridge rocked furiously.  "Shields down to sixty percent!"


     "Return fire!  Helm, get us out of here!"


     The light cruiser began to dodge the Dominion ships, while some of the phaser arrays began to blaze away at the Jem'Hadar warships.  One fighter received damage to it's starboard nacelle.  They continued to fire at the Fort Sumpter.


     The operations console exploded, and the operations officer fell back, dead.  An ensign ran over to replace the dead officer.  "Shields at twenty percent!  Damage to all decks!  Warp drive and jump drive offline!"


     Several more hits turned the bridge into an inferno.  Fire control systems began to extinguish flames on the bridge, and they were helpless to fight back.  "Hull breach on Deck 13!  Weapons offline!  Shields are gone!"  Mervik then  glanced at his screen again.  "Picking up a ship coming in on attack course!"


     Two Jem'Hadar fighters fell to the onslaught of a Federation Defiant-class ship, the Sao Paulo.  The remaining two retreated into the Badlands.


     "Sir, the Federation ship is calling for assistance.  They are extending their shields around us."


     Operson felt a gash on her forehead, obviously caused by a flying piece of debris.  "Ask them to beam me aboard.  I have to get a signal out to tell Commodore Hudson what happened!"








     In his abode, the Watcher nodded silently.  "The time is upon them....  The battle has begun...."





     Kosh listened to the cloaked being's telepathic call in his quarters, bearing with him the news of the Dominion's attack.  "And so it begins...."





     In the ether between universes, four beings stood and waited.  The cloaked being, Kosh's mentor, watched with interest.  "This will be his greatest test yet."


     "The tests are over, they are.  He is the One, he is," his small companion answered.


     "It is a test of character that I am interested in, old friend.  What say you, friend?"


     One of his companions nodded.  Underneath the hood, the headbone of a Minbari was mixed with the gray hair of a human.  "He will do fine.  This test is unnecessary."


     A nearby figure, an old man with Bajoran nose ridges, nodded in agreement.  "Yes, this is unnecessary.  Still, it will happen, just as I remember...."


     "Then observe, we will...."








     Dale, Bashir, and Garak were sitting in the lounge having lunch.  "I find it interesting that you have such a point of view, Minister," Garak started, after taking a bite of his meal.  "Marsik's works are among the best on Telphos Prime, and yet you act as if they are..."


     "Garak, while 'Tetlina's Wrath' was rather good, most of his novels and plays were subpar.  I prefer Grekna's 'The Great War' over Marsik's 'Calgar's Flames'."  Dale was eating a plate of vegetables and beef.


     "A human with taste for such a Cardassian masterpiece.  Doctor, I believe you were wrong."


     Bashir chuckled after taking a drink from his glass.  "I still say that it's unlikely a human could appreciate such Cardassian works."


     "Minister, have you no appreciation for humanity's works?"


     Dale swallowed his food, and then answered Garak's question.  "Of course.  Yevgeny Toshiksky's 'Vladivostok's Nuclear Winter' is a very good novel, especially about the Corporation Wars.  And you have the works of Isaac Asimov, a greatly appreciated author of science fiction."


     "Toshiksky was an incredible work, even for a human.  The way he describes the destruction of a nuclear attack, for instance.  Devoting five pages to the matter was very thorough, especially for a human author."


     Bashir nodded, and asked Dale, "I haven't seen Commander Jarod all day.  What's he doing?"


     "Jarod's busy with the installment of a new weapon system he designed.  We're going to run field tests to see if it's of any use to Alliance capital ships.  If the supply request of sixty thousand quantum microtorpedoes that came across my desk yesterday is any indication...."


     Dale's communicator beeped.  "Dale here."


     "Sir, we're getting a signal from Commodore Hudson, Priority One."


     "I'll be right there."  Dale stood up, saying, "Sorry, but I'd better take this."


     Leaving them to their lunch, Dale rushed to a nearby turbolift, and went straight for the bridge.  When he arrived there, he moved across the bridge toward the conference room.  "Worf, patch it in to the conference room."


     Worf nodded.  "Yes sir."


     Dale walked into the conference room, and Hudson appeared on the screen.  "Sir, I have something to report."


     "What?"  Already, Dale's mind ran the possibilities.


     "One of my patrol cruisers, the Fort Sumpter, was just attacked near the Badlands by Dominion vessels.  It would have been destroyed, if not for a passing Federation starship."


     Dale felt an excitement build within him.  "The Dominion did this?"


     "Yes sir.  They attacked without provocation."


     Dale began to think, fast.  "Hold on, Hudson.  I'm going to be talking to the High Command about this...."








     The planet of New Haven was a peaceful one.  Founded by a Minbari religious order, it had become a haven for several different groups, including religious ones, escaping persecution, all of different races.  Tsen'kethi unificationists, a group of Cardassians who had converted to the human religion Christianity,  with a group of anti-Dominion Cardassians, Native Americans who escaped the slaughter on Dorvan V, human telepaths from EM-5....


     All of these groups made New Haven a prospering colony.  They were officially an independent colony, although the Alliance, Minbari, and Narn had all agreed to defend the colony.  As such, there was a small brigade of 250 Alliance Marines on the planet, as well as three Minbari Warcruisers and a Narn heavy cruiser in orbit.


     It was a bright day on the side of the world that had so far been inhabited.  A young Cardassian boy, Merlak, looked up into the sunlit sky, which was a distinct blue tint due to the blue star that their planet orbited.  Nearby, a telepath from Earth in EM-5, a beautiful girl his age named Diane, kneeled over and checked a food plant they had put together.  Diane had no parents; they had been killed escaping from the Psi Corps.  An Alliance cruiser found their derelict craft on the border, with her inside barely alive.  They then found her a home on New Haven: Merlak's home.


     "Merlak, what is that in the sky?"  Diane had started to look upward.


     "Let me see."  Merlak checked again.  He gasped, and yelled, "Mother!"


     His mother, a Cardassian woman raised in a labor camp on Bajor by her father, stepped out, and yelled, "Merlak, what is it?!"


     "There's an explosion in the sky!"


     His mother looked up, and saw it.  "Rekor!  Rekor!!"  She was calling for his father.


     Rekor stepped out from the home.  "What is it?"


     "There's a battle in orbit!"


     Rekor glimpsed upward, and the slight color drained out of his face.  "Oh Lord....  Merlak, Diane, Lekri, to the shelter!"  Rekor then began to run toward the bell tower at the nearby Cardassian Christian church.


     The three ran with him, but went to the side of the church where the shelter opening was.  Rekor ran to the bell tower, and activated the loud speaker as he began to ring the bell.  "Everyone, to shelter!!  We're under attack!!!"


     His proclamation brought the entire village to panic.  Out of every home, people ran toward the church that was their shelter.  Most were Cardassian, although there was a few humans, all Native Americans, a family of Tsen'kethi, and a family of Narn refugees from the conquered colony of Mreks III.  Fifty in all, they comprised the population of the small village.


     Upon entering the shelter, the villagers waited for Rekor to enter.  A few moments later, he came through the door.


     And fell, with the impact from a Jem'Hadar weapon planted on his back.


     Two Jem'Hadar entered, and raised their weapons.  "First, we have found civilians.  What should we do?"  The one who spoke was talking with a communicator.


     "The Founder's orders are clear; Kill everyone."


     "I shall do so."  


     The Jem'Hadar raised their weapons, one of them pointed at Diane.  Merlak jumped at the Jem'Hadar, yelling, "Don't touch her!!!!"  The Jem'Hadar pushed Merlak away, and ran him through with the bayonet on his rifle.  Merlak fell to the ground, bleeding heavily from a stab wound in his chest.


     Diane yelled, "Nooooo!!!!!!!!!!!!," and then concentrated.  She turned to the Jem'Hadar, her face full of hatred.  "First Dad and Mom, now him?!  I will not let you harm the people I love!"  Her powers, rated at P12 by the Psi Corps, enabled her to grip the Jem'Hadar with her mind.  They stood there, stunned.  One of the Cardassian grabbed one of their rifles, and shot one.


     A hit rocked the church above them, causing the room to shake.  Diane lost her concentration, and the other Jem'Hadar was freed from her mental attack.  He raised his weapon at her.....


     And fell to the ground, with a Minbari warrior standing behind him holding a hand-blade.  "We must leave.  The main shelter in the capital is the only one strong enough to withstand the Dominion bombardment.  I have two runabouts to take you to the capital.  We must hurry."


     The elder Native American, Eaglewing, stood.  "Everyone, we must go now!"  The ground rocked again.


     Diane held Merlak's head in her arms.  "You're going to be okay, Merlak.  I'm still going to take you to see the Statue of Liberty....."


     Merlak coughed up some blood.  "Hold me, Diane...."  He brought his head up, and gave her a small kiss on the lips.  Then his head fell, and he was dead.


     "Merlak!!!"  Diane began weeping.


     Lekri was also crying, but she took Diane by the arms, and said, "Come, Diane, we must leave here.  We can't let them be forgotten."


     And in her mind, Lekri added, We must be sure that the Dominion pays the price for this!








     Captain's Log: Stardate 51933.4.  The Defiant is responding to a distress signal from the independent religious colony of New Haven.  We are unsure on who is attacking the colony, but we have our suspicions.


     Sisko entered the bridge on the Defiant, and asked, "Range to New Haven?"


     Dax was at the helm.  "Coming up on New Haven now."


     "On screen."


     The screen changed to show the planet.  Four Dominion battlecruisers were in orbit, firing on the planet's surface.  The debris from a Narn cruiser and two Minbari Warcruisers were floating nearby.


     Away from the battlecruisers, a heavily damaged Minbari Warcruiser fought off three Jem'Hadar fighters.  "Decloak, and get rid of those fighters!"


     The Defiant disengaged it's cloaking device, and destroyed two Dominion fighters in one blast.  The third turned away, but Taylor caught it with a quantum torpedo, destroying it.


     "Benjamin, we're not enough to take on four Jem'Hadar battlecruisers."


     "We might not have to," O'Brien called from the operations station.  "Picking up jump points!"


     Five jump points opened in orbit, and six Minbari Warcruisers jumped out, firing.  Their fusion cannons sliced into the Jem'Hadar ships' shields.  One was destroyed, and the others began to fight back, breaking free, and starting to head toward clear space.


     Then, another jump point opened, and two ships came through.  One Sisko recognized from intelligence reports as an Earth Alliance Omega-class destroyer, but he noticed there was something different about it.  There was no rotating section, and instead, it had warp nacelles attached to the stable center.  There was a torpedo launcher on all four sides, and cannons on both sides of the head.  The name read: Alexander.


     The Alexander fired, and Sisko realized that they were packing pulse phaser cannons, larger than those on the Defiant.  Large bursts of phaser energy slammed into a battle cruiser, and ripped up parts of the hull.  The other ship, a small multi-colored ship with engine nacelles and a cannon on the nose, began to strafe another battlecruiser.  "Bring us in with the ship, old man.  And open hailing frequencies."


     O'Brien turned from his seat.  "What the bloody hell?!  Captain, that ship's armor is organic!"


     "What?"


     "They're sending a signal to the Dominion ships, Captain."


     The man who appeared on the screen was wearing a dark blue uniform with a gray patch near the upper left corner of the chest.  "This is Captain John Sheridan, commander of Babylon-5 and the White Star, to Dominion raiding party.  You have attacked a neutral colony under our protection, without provocation or reason.  If you do not withdraw at once, you will be destroyed.  Repeat, withdraw, or be destroyed."


     Dax nodded at Sisko, who added, "This is Captain Benjamin Sisko of Deep Space Nine to Dominion warships.  Withdraw immediately.  This is not a Federation colony, but we will protect it.  If you do not leave immediately, we will attack."


     A moment later, O'Brien turned.  "Sir, Sheridan's closed the channel to each ship but ours.  It think he wants to talk."


     "Captain Sisko," Sheridan began, "I need you to help us take out their flag vessel.  The Alexander and our Minbari ships will give us fire support."


     "I agree.  Dax, take us in."


     The White Star and Defiant came up beside each other, and began firing on the Dominion flag vessel.  The Alexander gave them firing support, while the Minbari cruisers went after the other battlecruisers.  The White Star battered the battlecruiser with fire from it's pulsar weapons and main cannon, while the Defiant pounded it with it's phaser cannons.


     As the hull of the battlecruiser raced across the screen, Sisko felt a surge of adrenaline as they opened hull breaches along the battlecruiser's hull.  After they finished the pass, open space greeted them.  "Dax, fire all aft port thrusters!  Bring us back around!"


     At the exact same moment, the Defiant and White Star turned 180 degrees in space, and faced the battlecruiser again.  Both ships opened up with all of their firepower, and slammed the battlecruiser, ripping up it's forward section.  Then the Alexander finished it off with fire from it's phaser cannons.


     The other Jem'Hadar battlecruisers, outnumbered and outgunned, went to warp.








     The entire crew watched from different monitors and viewscreens throughout the ship as ANN gave it's report.  "Casualties on New Haven are estimated at 4,000 dead, out of a colony of 20,000.  The Dominion has claimed that New Haven was the secret location of a resistance base for Native American guerrilla fighters on Dorvan V, and that the recent attack by the D.S.S. Enterprise upon Cardassian ships forced them to respond.  So far, the Alliance High Command has put Alliance forces in ST-3 on Defcon 1, and the Council is meeting to discuss how to respond to the Dominion aggression."


     Dale watched from his office, and then heard his communicator beep.  "Dale here."


     "Sir, Ambassador Delenn has asked that you come to Babylon-5 immediately."


     Dale sighed.  "Yes, I will.  Set jump drive and engage."








     The diplomatic conference room on B5 was filled with tension.  When Dale entered, he found Delenn, Sheridan, G'Kar, Londo, with the Minbari Satai Neroon and a Narn general in the room as well.  "Minister Dale!  It is good to see you again."


     Dale didn't trust Londo as far as he could throw him.  "The last time we met, you were ready to kill me, remember?"


     Londo shrugged.  "Bah, that was politics.  I am in no mood for that today."  Londo's accent was as thick as ever.


     Dale sighed, and then shook hands with G'Kar.  "Ambassador, it's been a while."


     "It has been.  I am happy to see you are well."


     Dale considered G'Kar for a minute.  He seemed different.


     "Can we dispense with this nonsense, and get to the matter at hand?"  Neroon seemed moody.  "Minister, many of our warriors at New Haven died protecting the colony.  My people want to strike back!"


     Dale glanced nervously at Delenn.  "Delenn, what is going on here?  If the Minbari are going to declare war, then why haven't they already?"


     "Some of the Grey Council wish for assurances that the Alliance will support an attack, if not with your military, then with your supply lines."


     "You want us to allow you to use our space to supply your forward positions.  That shouldn't be a problem, considering our military affiliation treaty."


     "Do not try to cover this over, Minister," Neroon threatened menacingly.  "We know that your government has refused to take action against the Dominion.  They might withdraw the treaty, without your support."


     Dale found himself under a withering glare from Neroon, a glare he returned.  "I will support any action the Minbari take.  However, why are the Narn and the Centauri here?"


     "Because our people also suffered on New Haven."  G'Kar did not look toward Londo when he said, "There were Narn colonists on the planet, as well as a group of Centauri."


     "They may have been misguided fools who wished for peace and brotherhood with the Narn, but they are still Centauri, and we must demand retribution for the attack."


     "Ambassador, the Centauri are not allowed to use interuniversal travel for military...."


     "In exchange for agreeing with our request to be allowed to send our ships along with the Narn and Minbari, we will withdraw from all disputed territories along our border with the League of Non-Aligned Worlds, cancel our trade agreements with the Earth Alliance, and recognize Babylon-5 and the other independent human colonies as sovereign states."


     Everyone in the room looked at Londo as if he had grown a third ear.  "Ambassador, I thought that Emperor Cartagia and Lord Refa were opposed...."


     "They are both gone.  They were holding a meeting on board Refa's personal shuttle when a devoted Centauri patriot killed himself and them to save the Centuari Republic from a madman and an arrogant power-hungry official who wished to rule our people with an iron fist.  Our new Regent has assured me that all of our conditions will be met, if you agree to the deal."


     The entire room was silent.  Dale broke it by saying, "Ambassador, I will have to clear it with the Council.  Can you have the proper treaty papers drawn up in three hours?"


     Londo nodded.  "My assistant will begin to process them immediately."  With that, he left.


     The Narn general murmered to G'Kar, "That was unexpected."


     "Yes, Uncle, you are correct.  I never expected the Centauri to be willing to fight side by side with us."


     Dale sat down, frustrated.  "If only I could get the Council to lose it's fear of confronting the Dominion."


     "How is your public doing in relation to the recent attack?"


     "They're furious",came Dale's answer to Sheridan.  "ANN and some of our other networks are going crazy over this.  Today alone there have been twenty demonstrations on Home Earth alone.  Well over a hundred if you count our other member nations.  People are demanding we strike back.  The Council is in chaos.  Some of the members want to strike back, others of our more pacifist nations want to seek a diplomatic solution, and most are just trying to make heads or tails of the matter.  Chancellor Mamatmas is wasting all of his energy trying to keep order in the Council chambers."


     "Will the Alliance join the war?"


     "I don't know, Delenn.  The attack on the Fort Sumpter was unprovoked in every rulebook of military engagement, but some of our anti-war elements are saying that we caused the attack because of the Enterprise's fight with the Cardassians a week ago.  They're insisting that we exhaust every diplomatic option before we even consider a fight."


     "And what do you support," G'Kar asked.


     "To be perfectly honest, I want to strike back.  Hard.  The Alliance has stood by and let them commit atrocities for too long.  Only the pacifist elements of our government have prevented us from going to war earlier than this.  We are in the perfect position to hit the Dominion, and hit them hard."


     "It is frustrating."  Delenn took a seat on one of the chairs.  "Your government consistantly declares itself on the side of freedom and justice, yet when the greatest enemy to that cause nears victory in a war, your government continues to refuse to join the fight.  The Dominion has spotted this weakness, and is using it to their own advantage."


     "Some of our more foolish politicians, such as the Pax party, have underrated the Dominion's strength.  They're making the mistake I once made."  Dale sighed.  "I must return to the Roddenberry.  The Council must be informed of Londo's offer."








     Andreys picked up the basketball, and put it in the hoop before Bashir could get his feet off the ground.  "Too slow, Julian."


     Bashir leaned up against the basketball hoop's pole, panting.  Andreys hadn't even broken a sweat yet.  "Whatever you.... say......"  He gasped between breaths.


     "What's wrong, lover boy, can't keep up with me?"


     Bashir ignored Andreys' taunt.  "Oh, I could keep with you in another way."  He smiled, and kissed her.


     "Julian, what did I say about acting romantic on the basketball court?"


     Bashir put his hand on her hip, and then began to mooch her on the neck.  "Remind me....."


     He then gasped with pain as she grabbed his hand and twisted it.  "This enough reminder?"


     "Ah...  Yes, I remember...."


     "Good.  Next time I have to remind you, I'll grab something else and twist it."  Andreys released his hand, and he held it tenderly as he winced.  She picked up the basketball, and put it in a bag, which she then put it a storage locker on one side of the court.  "C'mon, Julian, let's go see about that hand."


     She walked out, and Bashir shook his head as he followed her, his hand still aching.  That is the sexiest woman I've met, as well as the strongest.  He shook his head as he added, Love can be dangerous.....








     Dale boarded the turbolift to go to his quarters, and found Meridina standing in it, dressed in her uniform.  "Meridina, how are you doing?"


     "Robert, I must apologize about last week.  My actions were a gross betrayal of the teacher-student bond we shared."


     Dale had seen it coming.  Gersallians were very sensitive about sexual relations, and if she thought her actions were improper, she would immediately apologize the next time she saw him.


     Considering the fact she's been avoiding me for the last week, she must feel real bad about this.....


     "Meridina, you don't have to apologize."


     She started to weep.  "Yes, I do.  I have dishonored my family, myself, and you.  I must...."


     He grabbed her arms.  "Meridina, you didn't dishonor anyone.  I slept with you because I wanted to.  You did not cause it, I did."


     "Robert, you do not understand.  My farisa powers enable me to transmit impulses into others' minds.  That is why..."


     "Meridina, it doesn't matter.  You have done me a great favor."


     Meridina stopped her self-scathing tirade.  "What?"


     Dale took a breath, the continued.  "After Rebecca died, I was unsure of my future.  I was afraid to love again, because I might lose the person I loved.  But when you came along, you showed me that even if I did lose the person later on, it was the present that mattered.  The love you share with someone will far outlive the pain of their loss.  Because of you, my heart can love again.  I can never thank you enough."


     Meridina started to smile.  "Robert, I never knew...."


     "Meridina, there's something I need to tell you."


     "Robert, I love you...."


     They began to kiss.  After about ten seconds, the turbolift doors opened, and Dale looked over, as did Meridina, both gawking at the sight in front of them.


     Andreys and Bashir were positioned against the wall, locked in a very physical kiss.  The faint traces of sweat on both of them indicated they had come from the gymnasium, probably the basketball court.  Bashir put his hand inside Andreys' tube top, and ran his hand along, well, Dale was sure that if any other man put his hand there, that hand would be broken ten seconds later.  


     They were so enamored with their own pleasure, they hadn't noticed that the turbolift had opened.  "Julie, Julian, are you two enjoying yourselves?"


     Dale found their reaction amusing.


     Andreys pushed Bashir off, and looked at Dale wide-eyed.  "Um, Robby, I, um, didn't see you there..."  She tried to laugh, but was clearly so embarrassed that the effort was difficult.


     "Were you planning to get on this turbolift?"  Meridina, despite her normal control and the Gersallian tendency to frown on acts of sexuality outside of the bedroom, seemed amused as well.


     Bashir had recovered, and started to stutter, "Um, well, we were, um, planning to go to the, um...."


     "We were going to the med center," Andreys finished for him.  Then she grabbed him by the arm, and dragged him in as Dale and Meridina stepped off.  "See you later, Robby..."


     "Same with you, Julie..."  The door closed.


     And Dale could swear that he heard a slap on the cheek as the door closed.








     Dale sat in his chair as Mamatmas appeared.  "Robert, how are you?"  The Chancellor seemed fatigued.


     "Doing fine.  Has the Council examined the offer by Ambassador Mollari of the Centauri Republic?"


     "Yes, they have.  It has been approved by a vote of 52-3.  The Abbai representative was not present."


     "No need to tell me.  The Pax party councilmembers opposed the vote?"


     "Of course.  The dissenting side has already released their view on the treaty, calling it 'a covert attempt to bring the Alliance into the war without the approval of the Council'.  They're already slinging mud your way, Robert."


     "They've done it before, and I'm sure they'll do it again.  The important thing is that the treaty passed.  Without the Centauri, the Earth Alliance is now isolated.  They have few friends in the League, and now none of the powers support them.  And with the Centauri supporting the independence of the anti-Clark colonies, they have another leg to stand on.  And with the Centauri, Narn, and Minbari all agreeing to fight the Dominion, it might give the Federation Alliance some more time to rebuild their forces."  Then Dale thought of something.  "What is the Council going to do about the attacks on the Fort Sumpter and New Haven?"


     "We're deadlocked.  I can't even get a vote through on the matter.  The entire Council is trying to gauge the support of their respective nations before even considering a vote.  It could be a while."


     "We all do what we can.  Anything else you want to tell me, Chancellor?"


     "That's all.  Take care of yourself out there, Robert."  The channel deactivated, and Dale sighed.  "Computer, send a message to Ambassador Londo Mollari on Babylon-5."


     "Please state content of message."


     "Tell him that the Council agreed to the treaty."


     "Sending now...."


     Dale heard his communicator beep, and pressed it.  "Dale here."


     "Sir," Worf began, "the Dominion has launched a new offensive against the Federation.  They have invaded the Alpha Centauri, Andor, and Tellar systems, and appear to be close to taking all three systems."


     Dale slammed a padd onto his desk.  "God dammit!!!"








     Captain's Log: Stardate 51934.3.  We have returned to Deep Space Nine from New Haven, which has been secured by the Minbari Federation.  We have returned to ill news; the Dominion has launched an offensive into the very heart of the Federation.  If something doesn't happen soon, the Federation will fall...


     With a heavy heart, Sisko stood his watch on Ops as he thought about Dominion forces winning yet another victory against the Federation.  We have to do something.  We have....


     "Sir, picking up interuniversal jump points."


     "How many?"


     "Can't count them!"  O'Brien's yell from his station seemed nervous.


     "On screen."


     Sisko gasped.


     All around DS9, jump points opened, and a massive fleet of Narn, Minbari, and Centauri warships jumped out.  "Picking up a hail, from the Minbari Flagship Valen."


     Kira stared at her screen.  "There must be seven hundred warships out there!"


     "Put it on."


     The screen flashed, and a Minbari man appeared.  "Greetings, Captain Sisko of Deep Space Nine.  I am Satai Rathenn of the Minbari Federation.  It is an honor to speak to the man who helped save the colony of New Haven."


     "I do what I can.  Satai, may I ask what's going on?"


     "I apologize, Captain, for not informing you before we jumped.  Our three peoples were all harmed by the unprovoked Dominion attack on New Haven.  As a result, our three governments have agreed to issue a joint declaration of war.  As such, we are now allies."


     "I thank you, Satai, on behalf of the Federation.  But what are you doing here?"


     "We wish to use Deep Space Nine as a command post, if it is not too troublesome.  If you agree to do so, we will leave a quarter of our fleet to your defense."


     "And where will the rest be?"


     Underneath his Minbari control, Sisko thought he could see a grin.


     "We will be avenging the dead on New Haven."








     Cardassia was a hot world.  That is why Cardassians prefer heat to coolness.


     This was no different for Legate Damar.  The leader of the Cardassian Union, successor to the deceased Gul Dukat, killed by an Alliance border patrol after he escaped from the Federation, he had led his people through the turmoil of war with their hated enemies.


     Still, inside, Damar knew that Cardassia had lost too.


     He hid this feeling when he entered the command room.  As they normally were, Weyoun and the Founder, as Damar had been forced to call her, were waiting for him.  "How was your stay at the hospital, Damar?  Pleasant, I hope?"


     "A tumor on my stomach is not a pleasurable experience.  Fortunately, the Cardassian medical staff was very careful in removing it."


     "As they are with all their patients."  Weyoun stepped away from the large starmap.  "Our offensive was launched earlier this morning.  The Federation's forces are already in retreat."


     "Regrettably," the Founder spoke from her desk, "we were unsuccessful in destroying the religious colony on New Haven.  These 'Minbari' interrupted our attack.  They are more tenacious than we previously believed."


     "We should have gathered more intelligence on their capabilities before we attacked.  Still," Damar knew he had to tread carefully, "perhaps it was a waste of manpower and resources to attack a ill-defended colony with a small population and little strategic value."


     "Are you disagreeing with the Founder's decision?!"  Weyoun's voice trembled with fury.


     "No, I am merely considering our mistake."  Damar saw the Founder relax, which was an indication that she was not offended.  "What is our plan......"


     A Cardassian aide ran into the room, shouting, "Legate!  Founder!  Our forward base at Tendril Prime is under attack!"


     "What?!"  Weyoun seemed amazed at the aide's words.  "The Federation and Klingons don't have the strength to move out of the Gentaka system!"


     "It isn't the Federation or Klingons!  They appeared out of nowhere!  They don't even have warp drives!"


     The Founder stood and barked, "Patch us through to the observation systems on Tendril Prime."


     The aide did so, and on the screen, several blue vortexes appeared in space.  Each ship that flew out of them came out firing.  The Founder recognized the Minbari and Narn warships from the film of the battle at New Haven, while the third appeared to be a different race.


     One ship in the middle of the attack was a Minbari ship, but appeared to be a new design.  There were two warp nacelles on each side of the center, and what appeared to be torpedo launchers near the ship's front weapon.  Without effort, it ripped up a Jem'Hadar battlecruiser with a blast from it's main cannon.


     "Founder, what do we do?"


     Damar clinched his jaw.  "The Cardassian Eighth Order is on that planet!  We must save them!"


     "No."


     Damar could barely contain his fury and surprise at the Founder's order.  "What?!"


     "We will withdraw from the facilities bordering Bajoran space, which is where they are attacking from, to prepare a counteroffensive.  It will be the job of the Cardassians to hold them off as long as possible.  Your forces will fight to the last man."


     "Why?  Why not dispatch the Jem'Hadar to fight them off while my forces...."


     "Your forces?!  They are the forces of the Dominion!"


     Weyoun's interruption forced Damar to correct himself.  "I apologize.  We should allow the Cardassian forces to withdraw, and let the Jem'Hadar hold the line."


     "No.  The Jem'Hadar will be needed for our next attack."


     "Which will be?"  Damar was still furious at his people being used as cannon fodder.


     The Founder took her seat.  "The Alliance is allowing these races to attack us.  We cannot ignore this."


     Damar dreaded her next words.


     "We are going to attack the Alliance colony on Metchik.  Maybe this will teach them not to interfere with the Dominion...."








     Dale sat on his couch, watching the ANN report.  He tied the nightrobe to close it.  "Currently, the united Minbari-Narn-Centauri fleet is wreaking havoc on the Dominion border worlds.  With their joint declaration of war, it is unknown whether they will change the tide of the battle against the Dominion, which is close to an attack on Earth in ST-3.  This is Mary Sterberg, signing off..."  The report ended.


     The door chime sounded, and Dale replied, "Come on in."


     Meridina entered, and Dale forced himself not to gawk.  It was just like the one she wore during the victory celebration after the fight with the Shadows, but was higher on the legs, and was cut low on the chest, showing a part of her cleavage.  "Meridina, where did you get that dress?"


     "It was given to me by a lieutenant in the engineering department.  She told me that it would make me look better than I normally did.  Of course, I am not excited about the parts of my body that are easily visible, but...."


     "It's okay, Meridina...."  He invited her to take a seat by him.  "I'm sorry I'm dressed like this....."


     "You look fine, Robert.  You said that you wished to spend the night with me again?"


     "Of course.  Meridina, I've fallen in love with you.  I learned the hard way with Rebecca that you have to spend every possible moment with the people you love, because tomorrow is not promised.  And I wish to spend as much time as possible with you."


     Meridina put her head on his shoulder for a moment.  "Robert, I am proud to have been able to teach you the ways of my people, and it makes me feel special that you have chosen me as the woman you love.  I thank you for this honor."


     He turned his head, and their eyes met.  "Meridina, you don't need to thank me....."


     Their kiss was as heartfelt and as passionate as one Dale had ever given.


