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Author's Word








     The chain begins now.  This episode was not planned until the events of DS9's seventh season, upon which I decided that the Breen needed to be taught a lesson in manners.  A lesson the Alliance shall provide.


     As a certain character from my favorite Comedy Central show would say, "Kick ass!"








Prologue








     Dale turned quickly, and faced the white beast that was stalking him.  Pulling up the swevyra'lakesh Meridina had given him for training, he quickly deflected an incoming blow before his brain registered it, and then sliced the creature's arm off.  As the creature howled in pain, he finished it off by sticking the weapon into it's heart.


     "Excellent, Robert.  You are improving."


     The holodeck caused the creature's body and the steamy jungle disappeared.  Meridina stood in one corner, her own swevyra'lakesh in one hand, and a bottle of water in the other.  "You felt it, didn't you?"


     Dale took the water from her hand, and took the largest gulp he could.  Every muscle in his chest ached, and the scar on his left rib cage started to itch.  "It did feel different.  This time, it was as if my arms, my body, got a mind of it's own, and forced me to jump out of the way.  It also made me deflect the blow.  I've never felt like that before."


     "It was the swevyrase.  That is why I told you to trust your instincts, and not your thoughts.  You are finally learning that."


     Dale sat down.  It had been a month since he had agreed to training, and since then, each day he felt different.  As if he could act without thinking.  Almost as if an outside force was guiding him.  "Your skill with the swevyra'lakesh is already greater than my own," Meridina stated.  "Possibly as great as my master's."


     "I've always had a knack for being able to wield other weapons quickly.  Still, hand-to-hand combat's not my favorite...."  Dale grimaced as he realized that there was a muscle pull in his lower back.


     Meridina put her hand on the spot where his muscle was pulled.  Slowly, she rubbed the ache out.  "You should rest, Robert.  There is always tomorrow....."








     On the bridge, Andreys was checking the aft computer console for any new combat reports.  Things had become awfully quiet, despite the Dominion's sudden inclination to violate Alliance space whenever they wanted.  It was as if they were goading the Alliance into attacking, most likely to be able to act like the victims.


     Other than that, everything was still.  The Berjakians were at the negotiating table, due to their defeat at the Battle of Martes Prime, President Clark was still recovering from his defeats, the Centauri were re-grouping their forces after losing several skirmishes with Alliance and League forces.  It was as if there were no new conflicts.  Andreys loved it.


     "Captain, we're picking up a message from our consulate on Vulcan."


     "What is it?"


     Jarod turned to her, his face pale.


     "The Breen have attacked Earth, and destroyed the Alliance embassy in San Francisco."








     Personal Log: April 7, 2160 AST; Robert Allen Dale.  The last few weeks have been hectic.  As hostilites between the Alliance and the Dominion have begun to escalate, the Dominion War has become a non-stop combat engagement.  After the Battle of Dervis, the Dominion was quick to take advantage, having seized Bolarus and Benzar in two weeks' time.  However, Starfleet and the Klingons counterattacked, taking the Gentaka system in Cardassian space.  As I make this log entry, Federation/Klingon forces are fighting tooth and nail against the Dominion to keep the system.  Still, our military experts are not giving much hope to the Federation's survival chances.


     The Council is in upheavel over the Dominion incursions into Alliance space, but a few dissenters have been able to keep the Council from taking a more active approach to curbing the Dominion.  Today, I will be attending a Council session over the recent surprise attack by the Breen against the Federation's Earth, which not only led to the virtual destruction of San Francisco, but to the deaths of 10 Alliance citizens in our embassy, which was totally annihilated by the Breen attack.  Intelligence is not sure whether the attack on our embassy was just a random occurrence, or if it was intentional.  Most likely, rather the attack on the embassy was intentional or not, the Breen are probably about to form an alliance with the Dominion.  This Intelligence is sure of.


     If we find out the attack was intentional, it will mean war.


     Dale felt his molecules re-arranged as the transport was complete.  Nearby, a guard saluted, and he nodded in return.  "Sir, this way."


     When they arrived at the Council Chambers, which was the meeting room for the House of Representatives in the United States before the unification of Earth under United Earth rule, the chambers were filled.  Along the upper balcony, the flags of each member nation were hung.  Above the main podium, on the upper platform, a large Alliance flag was displayed.  The black background, with a large torch of blue color and white flame, was shown prominently, with twenty stars circling it.  Most of the people in the room were human, except for the representatives from the Hidrans, Keloans, Abbai, Elohsians, and a few other races that had joined the Alliance.  At the upper platform in the front of the room, Chancellor Mamatmas stood, reviewing a padd.


     Dale stepped up to the platform.  When he had found an appropriate seat, Mamatmas began the proceeding.  "The 2nd Alliance Council is now in session.  To brief the Council on this crisis is Minister of Defense Robert Dale.  He now has the floor."


     Dale promptly stepped up to another podium.  "Gentlemen and women of the Council, fifteen hours ago, the city of San Francisco, on Earth in ST-3, was attacked by forces of the Breen Confederacy.  During the attack, Breen torpedoes hit the Alliance embassy building, killing ten Alliance citizens, including the daughter of Alliance Ambassador Parmika.  So far, Alliance Intelligence is unaware whether the attack on our embassy was a direct act of terrorism against the Alliance, or just a random attack during their bombardment of San Francisco.  However, Alliance Intelligence has found out that the Breen and the Dominion have been holding secret negotiations for at least two months.  We believe that the Dominion instigated the attack."


     A Councilwoman raised her hand, and Mamatmas answered, "Councilwoman Tetsler, you have the floor."


     "Minister, is it your belief that we should engage in hostilities with the Dominion?"


     Dale shook his head.  "As of now, there is no proof of the Dominion's probable duplicity.  We should not act unless we prove this."


     "What about the Breen?"


     "As we speak, Alliance Intelligence and Starfleet Intelligence are conducting an investigation into the attack.  After they have analyzed the damage to nearby buildings and firing patterns of the Breen attackers, we will be better able to analyze what happened."


     "Do we know the extent of the Breen intentions for the Alliance?  Have they mobilized...."


     





     The warm morning sun shined in Andrey's sunvisor protected eyes as she relaxed on the beach of the small tropical island named Tahiti.  Nearby, Bashir was reading an old book about the island, whistling.  "Julia, did you know that Tahiti was once ruled by France?  It says so right here!"


     She rolled her eyes.  "Yes, Julian, I know that.  For you, it may be ancient history, but for me, it was recent history."


     "Really?"  He went back to reading.


     Andreys closed her eyes, and went back to relaxing, until she felt a hand touch her on the stomach, and start creeping up.  "Julian......," she murmered, a threat evident in her voice.


     "What?"


     "This is not the place for that.  Get your hand off me right now, or I'll break it."


     "Sorry....."


     "Julia..."


     Andreys sighed.  "Julian, I came here to relax, not listen to your countless attempts to romatically sweep me off my feet.  You do that often enough on the ship."


     "I'm sorry.  It's just that, well....."


     "What?"


     Bashir seemed to be searching for words.  "It's our relationship.  Sure, it is quite passionate, and very physically gratifying, but there's something missing..."


     "Romance, right?"


     Bashir snapped his fingers.  "That's it!"


     "I feel the same way.  I just wish that..."


     "....we could have one night, just the two of us.  A candlelight dinner, a beautiful view....."


     "....and no communicator to interrupt," Andreys finished the fantasy, giggling.  "Sometimes I wish, just for one day, I could be a young girl again, with no responsibilities, no duties...."


     "I understand the feeling."  Bashir took her hand.  "How about this?  Tonight, we'll have a dinner in a small hotel room, just you, me, the candles, and all of our romantic desires present."


     "And our communicators?"


     "We'll 'accidentaly' place them under a mass of pillows."


     Andreys leaned back and smiled.  "Accepted, Julian."  Then she moved over to him, and kissed him.








     Mamatmas stood at the main podium, and began.  "Today, this Council has heard evidence that the Breen Confederacy has committed an act of terrorism against the Alliance.  Minister Dale, what is the level of preparation the military is on right now for any form of conflict with the Breen?"


     "Three hours ago, the Second and Sixth Fleets moved into position near the Breen border, with the Fifth and Twelth Fleets in backup position, and we have three armies and two Marine divisions in the area, ready for rapid deployment.  The local commander, Lt. General Michael Hoffman of the Marine Corps, has already forumlated a plan to invade Breen space.  There is something else as well.  May I, Chancellor?"


     At Mamatmas' approval, Dale activated the main screen, showing a schematic of a weapon-like device.  "This is the schematic Alliance Intelligence recovered of a new Breen weapon, an energy dampening weapon.  With this weapon, they can disable any ship with one shot.  Two weeks ago, the Alliance Stellar Fleet Engineering Division worked out a countermeasure, and also a device that will restore power to any ship that is hit.  Without the advantage this weapon holds for the Breen, their threat is significantly reduced.  We estimate it would take, at most, five weeks to destroy the Breen war machine, if we assign 11% of our fleet to the war."


     "Thank you, Minister."  Mamatmas turned, and faced the Council.  "Now, to the vote.  How many of you vote to declare war on the Breen Confederacy?"


     Everyone stood.


     "The vote is unanimous.  I will make the annoucement immediately.  Thank you, representatives."








     Starbase 378 was an important key in the Alliance's plans for any military conflict with the Dominion.  Near the critical Gentaka system, currently the major battlefield between the Dominion and the "Federation Alliance", it was the focal point for any Alliance attack against the Dominion in the sector.


     Starbase 378 had been on Code Orange since the attack against the Alliance embassy on Earth, due to it's close proximity to Breen space.  The nearby interceptor squadrons of Valiant- and Predator II-class attack ships were on maximum alert.


     The Koenig was not a part of those forces


     In the Starbase's bar, Stop 378, Carrey considered the glass of tequila in his hand.  Nearby, Commander Scott was drinking down a glass of Scotch.  "Commander, have ye had the time t' talk to the lass?"


     "Karen avoids me.  Openly," Carrey sipped from the glass, unlike his usual tendency to gulp shots.  "I feel so... empty inside..."


     "It'll heal, Commander.  Another lass will come yer way."


     "Don't think so."


     Then the bartender activated the nearby screen, and yelled, "Yahoo!!!  We're going to war with those Breen bastards!"


     Every head along the bar shot up.  On the screen, Chancellor Mamatmas stood, the flag of the Alliance in the background behind him.  "The Breen Confederacy, through an act of cowardly terrorism, has initiated hostilites with the Alliance.  We can, and will, respond in full.  Therefore, with the unanimous approval of the Council, the Alliance of Democratic Nations is declaring war on the Breen Confederacy."


     At that moment, the starbase alarms went off.  "Code Red.  Repeat, Code Red.  All ship crews, return to your posts immediately.  All civilians, martial law is now in effect.  Please return to your quarters."


     Carrey put the glass down, and sighed.  "Commander Carrey, please report to Admiral Marken'sa's office," a voice added over the comm system.


     Scotty finished his last drink, and got up.  "I'll be seeing ye on the Koenig, Commander.  I've got t' install the new energy dampening protector field before we leave."


     "What makes you think we'll be seeing combat against the Breen?"


     "Call it 'engineer's intuition', Commander."








     Carrey entered the Keloan admiral's office, and stood at attention.  At the desk, an elderly Keloan man sat in a standard leather chair.  His face appeared worn and weathered, and his slanted ears had were wrinkled, with age.  "Commander, at ease."  Carrey relaxed.  "I take it that your engineer is installing the new equipment supplied by ASFED."


     "Commander Scott is doing so now, Admiral."


     "Good."  Marken'sa activated a large screen.  It showed a starmap, with Starbase 378, the Breen-Alliance border, and the nearby Gentaka system.  "Operation: Counterstrike is being planned as we speak.  We intend to hit the Breen before any possible Dominion intervention can strengthen their defenses.  However, we have received reports that the Breen, as a condition of their impending alliance with the Dominion, are attacking the Federation forces in Gentaka with their new energy dampening systems.  We must prevent them from shattering the Federation's defensive lines.  I'm sending you in, with two squadrons of Valiants and Predator IIs."


     "What are the rules of engagement concerning the Dominion, Admiral?"


     "Fire only if fired upon.  Otherwise, ignore them.  Concentrate on the the Breen.  If we wipe out their attack, the Dominion may lose interest in an alliance with them.  If this happens, the Breen will beg for peace."


     "When do we leave?"


     Marken'sa pressed a small button, and a Federation symbol appeared.  "This is a task force of reinforcements for the Gentaka system, coming in from DS9.  Captain Sisko is commanding them from the Defiant.  Your job will be to support them.  Not against the Dominion, but against the Breen.  If they are hit by the energy dampening weapon, you can use the device installed on your ships to break their dampening fields, although you must do it within two minutes of the initial disruption, or the ships will require a full re-start on their warp cores.  The Federation force will enter the Gentaka system in three hours.  You need to be close to them by then."


     "Sir, you should send another squadron of interceptors to go out in front of us.  The Koenig is one of the fastest Valiants out there, but even she will have a tough time making it there in three hours."


     "Do your best, Commander.  Dismissed."








     Carrey stepped onto the bridge of the Koenig, where the bridge crew were already waiting.  After he took the command chair, he pressed the button to open the comm channel to Engineering.  "Scotty, do you have that device in yet?"


     "Aye, Commander.  Ye have all the protection against those Breen energy weapons ye'll need."


     "Thank you, Scotty."  On the screen, the spacedock doors opened to reveal open space.  When they came through them, Apley brought them into the lead formation of the eighteen fast attack ships he would be commanding.  "Are we ready?"


     "All ships report ready, sir.  Protection fields are operational, and warp drives are configured for sustained high warp."


     "Very well then.  All ships, engage cloaking devices.  Bring us into the fight, Lieutenant."


     A moment after shimmering out of sight, the attack force jumped to warp.








     Dale collapsed into his bed, and put the sheet over him.  As he began to fall asleep, he thought of something, and activated his communicator.  "Dale to bridge, where is Captain Andreys?"


     "Still on leave," came the reply.  Dale recognized it as Kirk's voice.


     "Captain Kirk?  I take it that you've been assigned the night shift?"


     "I have to start somewhere."


     "Hell of a place to start.  Still, if Captain Andreys returns, I need to speak with her in the morning."


     "I'll make sure to notify her.  Kirk out."


     Dale put his bed back on his pillow.  I hope Julie's having a good time with Bashir.  If anyone needs a night of uninterrupted passion around here, it's her....


     Or me..., he added bitterly to the thought.  He ran his hand over the part of the bed where Harverson used to sleep.  Then, without further thought, he fell asleep.








     Pain.....


     "What?"  Dale felt groggy as the strange voice penetrated his sleep.


     Hope.....


     "Who is it?"


     Love.....


     Dale opened his eyes, and was staring at the ceiling of his quarters.  Something was wavery in his vision.  Am I having a dream?


     He felt something nearby, and turned to see the bare back of what was obviously a woman.  This is a dream.  That's Harverson, and it's a dream about the past.  Gently, Dale turned the woman's body around....


     And stared into the face of Meridina.


     What the hell?!


     Evil.....


     Dale's surroundings changed.  In front of him, the face of the hated Reinhelt, the man who caused the cruel, brutal death of Harverson, smirked.  In his hands, a swevyra'lakesh glistened.  "It is time for us to end this, Herr Dale...."


     Dale found his swevyra'lakesh in his hand, and gripped it.  Reinhelt came down with his, and Dale blocked the attack.  Dale then used his superior leverage to force Reinhelt back, and he stumbled, falling to the ground defenseless.  Dale put the blade's tip to his throat.


     Mercy.....


     The strange voice made him pause from the killing stroke.  Nearby, the figure of Meridina stood by him.


     Light.....  You must fight for the power of Light, not of Darkness.....


     Understanding, Dale withdrew the weapon.  The figure of Meridina approached him.  "Who are you?  What do you want?"


     "Who am I?  What do I want?  I'm, well, I'm......"  Dale understood the philosophical meaning of the questions, and found that he couldn't answer them.  "I don't know."


     "You must know who you are....  You are the Chosen One of legend....."


     Dale shook his head, his mind hazy.  "Chosen One....?"


     The figure stood in front of him.  "Clear your mind.  Use the power within you to fight for Light.  You must not give in to the Darkness...."


     Dale realized that the solitary figure was not actually Meridina, but an embodiment that came from his mind.  What does this dream mean?


     "I love you, Robert Dale....."


     With that, the figure kissed him.  It was a deeply satisfying kiss, and he eagerly returned it.....


     Suddenly he found himself sitting up in his quarters.  A quick look to his side found that no one was beside him.  My God that was a mysterious dream.....








     Several decks down, Meridina awoke with a start.  Her entire body, unclothed under the sheets of her bed, glistened with sweat.  She quickly got off the bed, and kneeled on her swevyra rug, the small square piece of fabric that she used for meditations and prayers.  As she kneeled and considered the vision in her sleep, her heart started to slow.  She did not mind being naked, as most Gersallians slept like that, because they viewed sleep as a time to bare yourself to reality and rest, for who knew what dreams may come during the rest.


     As she realized the vision she had was not just a vision, but an extension of her powers as a farisa and swevyrase knight, she began to calm even faster.  Normally, if a Gersallian was exposed to what humans called "sexual fantasies", it was a great shame that must be meditated over, to ensure that the dreamer remained proper.  However, if that dream was an extension of one's power as a farisa or swevyrase knight, it was considered an omen of good fortune, mostly welcomed by the younger, unmarried people.


     After another minute of thought, she returned to her bed.








     Carrey felt adrenaline start to pump through his blood as they neared the Gentaka system.  "Sensors indicate that the Breen are engaging the Federation and Klingon reinforcements.  There appears to be a force of twenty Dominion warships waiting on the outskirts of the system."


     "Sir, the Breen are firing their weapons!  Eight Federation starships disabled."  Derbely turned.  "The Defiant has been hit by the weapon."


     Carrey felt a cool anger begin to rise within him.  "Code Red.  All hands to battlestations.  Lock that diffusion device on the Defiant, and prepare to fire!"


     "In range, sir!"


     "Koenig to all ships, fire!  Repeat, fire at all Breen warships!"








     Sisko's anger and surprise grew as he watched the Defiant lose it's power.  "What the hell?!  Chief?"


     "All systems going offline!  Here they come!"


     Then, on their flickering screen, Sisko thought he could see something decloaking.  A moment later, power returned.  On the screen, Alliance warships began to decloak and fire their weapons at the Breen.  "How did they do that?"


     "Some form of tetryon pulse from their jump drives.  Their shields are also operating on an entirely different wavelength."  On the screen, a Breen warship fired it's energy dampening weapon at a Predator II, and nothing happened.  "It's protecting them!"


     "The Alliance just turned the tide of this battle.  Lock all weapons on the Breen and fire!"


     "Sir, picking up a hail!"  Nog turned from the tactical station.  "It's Commander Carrey, from the Koenig."


     "On screen!"


     Carrey appeared on the screen.  "Captain, have your forces provide us fire support.  We're going for their command ship!"


     "We're joining you.  Mister Nog, send the support order through.  And take us in!"


     The Koenig and Defiant came up side-by-side, with the rest of Carrey's attack force staying behind them.  The two sister ships fired their pulse phasers at every Breen ship to cross their paths.  Behind them, the Federation and Klingon ships fired torpedoes in a support role.  The Breen fought frantically to force them off of their attack, but to no avail.  The Alliance attack force split up into three sections, and thrust themselves through the Breen line.


     On the screen, Sisko watched the large Breen command ship come closer.  "Lock quantum torpedoes, and fire on my mark!"


     "Torpedoes locked," came the response from Taylor's console.


     "Fire!"


     The Koenig and Defiant fired their torpedoes simultaneously, and broke off.  The torpedoes collided with several important junctions on the asymmetrical Breen ship, and blew it in half.


     Watching these events from the safety of a Jem'Hadar battlecruiser, Weyoun and the female Founder scowled.  "Founder, Thot Gor was on that ship.  Shall we take over and attack?"


     The Founder considered her options.  "No.  Now is not the time for war with the Alliance.  Let them fight the Breen all they want.  Order our forces en route to Breen space to change course and return to Dominion territory.  As for now, let us forget taking the Gentaka system.  We should instead concentrate on an offensive, not a defensive.  Are our forces ready to invade Betazed?"


     "Within a week."


     "Good.  With the Federation defeated, the Alpha Quadrant will soon be ours."








     Carrey leaned back as Sisko reappeared on the screen.  "Thank you Commander.  I owe you one."


     "I'm sure you'll save my ass one of these days, Captain," Carrey replied.


     Both men laughed.


     "An honor fighting alongside you, Commander.  Hopefully, we'll do it again.  Sisko out."  Sisko disappeared from the screen, which instead allowed them to view the debris of the Breen attack force.


     "Take us back home, Creighton."


     "Aye sir."


     As the attack force went to warp, Carrey played Sisko's last words in his mind again.


     Hopefully, we'll do it again.


     And the end that both men knew existed.


     Against the Dominion....








     On the Breen-Alliance border, two hundred and thirty Alliance warships moved into formation.  In front of them, a force of two hundred and thirty-three Breen ships maintained rigid formation.


     On board the Missouri-class battleship Prince of Wales, Commodore Samuel Phillips watched the Breen force grow larger on his screen.  "Attack wings 1 and 2, begin attacking.  Cruiser wing 2, watch their back."  His British accent was proper, and fit right in on a ship named Prince of Wales.


     "Sir, Lieutenant Commodore von Heslinken's forces are ready."


     "Order them to attack the Breen flank."


     At that order, eighty starships of his force hit the enemy flank.  The rest of his ships remained stationary.  "Sir, they are charging!"


     The Breen ships lunged forward, and attacked.  Weapon fire hit several vessels, and the Prince of Wales and it's force returned fire.  A few Breen ships buckled under the flurry of torpedoes, and exploded.  Then a Marathon-class light cruiser exploded.


     In front of them, a Lithgon-class strike cruiser moved in front of a Breen cruiser, and smashed it with phaser fire.  It returned fire with the energy dampening weapon.  Nothing happened, as the ship had proper protection.


     Then it exploded with the fury of a warp core breach.


     "What the bloody hell?!  What happened to that ship?!"


     "Sir, I don't know!"  The operations officer was examining the sensor readings frantically.  "There does not seem to be a reason....."


     The Prince of Wales exploded from it's own warp core breach, as the Breen ships moved through the debris.








     Dale listened to the grim report from Fleet Admiral Hastings.  "According to Lieutenant Commodore von Heslinken, the Breen energy dampening weapons are now blowing up ships left and right.  I've contacted Commander B'lanna Torres, head of the engineering team responsible for the research for our countermeasures, but she is still trying to explain what is happening.  If we don't do something soon, the Breen might invade Alliance space."


     "Damn them.  What units are in position to join the ships returning from the failed attack?"


     "The Tenth Fleet is en route from Eloh, but might not arrive for a few days.  We've got fifty ships already here."


     "It'll have to do.  I'll garner all of the ships I can here.  Dale out."  Hastings disappeared, and Dale picked up his communicator, activating it in the same movement.  "Dale to bridge."


     "Kirk here."


     "Captain, go to Code Red.  Get Captain Andreys and Doctor Bashir up here immediately."








     Andreys awoke with a start when her communicator went off.  "What the....?"  She pressed it.  "Andreys here."


     "Captain, we're moving out.  You've got to return immediately."


     "On my way."  Andreys put the communicator on her arm, and threw on her bikini.  "Julian, get up!"


     Bashir began to stir.  "Wha...?"


     "Something's happened.  We've got to return to the ship!"


     "Damn it!"  Bashir jumped up and put on his clothes.


     Andreys picked up the coat she had worn over her bikini, and pressed her communicator again.  "Andreys to Roddenberry.  Ready for beam up."


     A customary tingle, the normal fadeout of energy, and she was on board the Roddenberry.  The transporter operator, a young man of about nineteen stood at the transporter.  His uniform was that of a Crewman Second Class.  "Cap, Captain?"


     Andreys smiled as she put the coat over her nearly nude body.  "What's wrong, crewman?  Never seen a woman wearing a bikini before?"  Then she left, with Bashir behind her.


     The crewman whistled to himself.  "Damn she's hot!"








     Andreys finished putting on her uniform when she reached the bridge.  Dale, Kirk, and the rest of the command crew were assembled on the bridge, with Barnes viewing something at one of the aft workstations.  On the screen, a half-Klingon, half-human woman was displayed.  "Sir, I believe I have found an answer.  The Breens have remodified their weapons to overload the power systems of any ship it hits, causing feedback which destroys the warp core of the target."


     "Any way to protect ourselves from this?"


     Torres shook her head.  "Not if you want protection from their energy dampeners."


     "Hell of a choice," Kirk quipped.


     Then a laugh came from one of the aft workstations, and everyone soon realized that it was Barnes.  "I've got you now, you mother f#^@er!"


     "Commander, do you mind sharing your revelation to the rest of the crew?"  Dale, despite the gruffness in his voice, alughed inwardly.  Sometimes Thomas continues to surprise me.....


     "Oh, uh...."  Barnes seemed to have trouble to come up with something.  "I think I found a way to stop both weapons."


     "What?!"


     Barnes activated a display, which formed a splitscreen on the main viewer.  Several different energy readings appeared.  "The Breen are using the tetyron field we use to disrupt their power dampeners to send a powerful feedback through to our warp cores.  However, if we use our jump drive to create a small densiona field around the warp core and it's power conduits, the feedback will be absorbed and re-distibuted through our systems.  Should work."


     Jarod examined the readings, as did Torres.  "He's right."


     "That was impressive, Mister...?"


     "Lieutenant Commander Thomas Barnes, best Chief Engineer in the whole damned fleet!"  Barnes' statement drew grins from all of the crewmembers, except for Spock.


     Torres laughed.  "If you say so, Commander."


     "Get this information out, Commander Torres.  Dale out."  Dale took the command seat, with Andreys on one side and Kirk on the other.  "Set jump drive for Starbase 378.  Are all our ships ready?"


     "All ships report ready."


     "Activate jump drive."


     The Roddenberry and fifty other Alliance warships made their jump.








     The viewscreen showed the Maya launch, with Captain Kirk in command.  "All ships report ready, sir."


     Jarod nearly jumped out of his seat.  "Breen ships coming in!"  He gasped.  "Oh my God...."


     "How many?"


     Jarod turned.  "Nine hundred."


     The entire crew went into shock.  "That's over half of the Breen space forces!"


     Dale cleared his throat.  "Nine hundred Breen versus two hundred and ten Alliance ships.  Let's give them hell.  All ships, open fire!"


     At Dale's command, each ship in the forward line fired their torpedoes and phasers.  At the tactical staiton, Worf fired everything the Roddenberry had.  The fusion cannons sliced up a Breen ship, and torpedoes destroyed another.


     "Engineering, have you activated the densiona field yet?"


     "Yes!"


     Then a hit jostled them.  "The Breen just started firing their weapons!  So far, we're deflecting them....."


     "Worf, lock MPTS on all Breen ships that try to outflank us.  Fire fusion cannons at will."


     Green beams of lethal energy sliced up several more Breen warships.  Five Breen ships tried to break through, but Worf crippled them all with the MPTS.


     They were hit again, then again.  "God dammit!"  Barnes' curse filled the comm channel.  "The field is losing cohesion!"


     "See what you can do about it!"  On the screen, a large Breen battlecruiser met it's fate under a full blast from two fusion cannons.


     Then they were hit again.  "The field is gone!  One more hit and we're dead!"








     At the same moment, the cloaked being watched through the universal barrier.  He then sent out a telepathic signal.


     Now.....








     "Jump points opening!"


     Hyperspace jump points opened, and several warships came out firing.  Dale gasped.


     "Vorlons?!"


     Ninety Vorlon Dreadnoughts and countless other Vorlon fighters and attack craft thrust into the Breen fleet, wiping out Breen ships left and right.  The panicked and confused Breen tried to face this new enemy, but kept losing ships at an amazing rate.  "Five hundred Breen ships destroyed!  Wait, six hundred!"


     After another fifteen seconds, all that remained of the once mighty Breen warfleet was debris.


     An image appeared on the bridge.  It was a Vorlon.  Dale stood.  "Kosh?  Is that you?"  But Dale realized that the dark, square-shouldered encounter suit was not like Kosh's suit.


     "You are the Chosen One.  We could not let you be destroyed.  We will deal with these creatures."  With that, the image disappeared, and the Vorlon fleet jumped back into hyperspace.


     Dale sighed with relief.  "Stand down from Code Red."








     Dale was reading casualty reports from the two major battles.  As he considered the dead and their sacrifices, his communicator beeped.  "Dale here."


     "Sir, our invasion force just reported in.  The Breen homeworld is gone."


     "Gone?!"


     "It's been destroyed, sir.  Totally wiped out.  All they found was debris."


     Dale couldn't believe it.  "Was it the Vorlons?"


     "Don't know, sir.  They were there, but they don't have the firepower to blow up a planet.  Do they?"


     Dale found it difficult to breathe.  He could almost sense the Breen cries of horror as their planet was destroyed.  "What about the other Breen colonies?"


     "Half are also gone.  Destroyed, just like their homeworld.  The other half are sparsely populated, and have already surrendered."


     "How many Breen still alive?"


     "Well, accounting for the small colony worlds, about five thousand."


     Dale put his head in his arms.  "Oh my God.....  Five thousand, out of how many billion?"  Was this the price of victory?  Was this victory?  If it is, it is the most bitter of victories I have ever tasted.








     Dale pressed the chime button on Meridina's quarters again.  "Meridina?"


     "Robert?"  Her voice seemed distant, and quiet.


     "Are you okay?"


     The door opened, and Dale entered.  He found Meridina, clothed in some weird one-piece robe, sitting on her couch sobbing softly.  "What's wrong?"


     "I felt them, Robert.  I felt them die!  Their screams of terror, and their deaths.  It was so horrible...."


     Dale let him put her head in his lap.  "I... I think I felt it too.  We don't know who destroyed the Breen homeworld, and annihilated their civilization, but we'll find them.  One day...."


     "It was so terrible.  I never imagined my combined powers of being a farisa and swevyrase knight would enable me to feel something like that so profoundly!"  She put her arms around him, and started sobbing again.  "It hurts so much...."


     "Shh, that's okay...."  Dale held her as she sobbed away.














Epilogue








     Dale found Kirk in the observation lounge in Dock 12.  "Captain, I take it you're ready?"


     "Of course.  So, where is this new ship?"


     Dale pressed his communicator, and said, "Activate the docking bay lights."


     An operator did so, and outside, a ship became visible.  Slowly, lights began to activate along it's hull, illuminating the metallic blue sheen of a duranium-crystalline hull.


     Then the name became visible.  Kirk's eyes widened slightly, and his expression changed from anticipation to surprise to joy.


     "Welcome home, Captain."


     The ship's name read: D.S.S. Enterprise, with the registry number DCC-2265.


     Both men gazed at the ship's beauty.  It was similar to the Federation Sovereign-class, but was longer, around 900 meters, and larger.  Three nacelles, arranged in a pattern similar to that of a Vicksburg-class heavy cruiser, were glowing with energy.  The saucer section seemed longer than that of a Galaxy or Presidential-class, being longer along it's y-axis than it's x-axis.


     "She's beautiful.  And she's mine?"


     "Yes, she's yours.  Now, I believe you had a request for a command crew?"


     Kirk handed him a padd, and Dale read it.  "I see Spock and Scotty aren't on here?"


     "Spock's doing fine where he is.  And I think that Commander Carrey needs Scotty more than I do."


     They both laughed.  Then Dale read the other names on the padd.  "I see that you're choosing the engineer and tactical officer from the Maya.  Sure they can handle it?"


     "They're young, inexperienced, but I think that's what I need the most."


     Dale gave the padd back to Kirk.  "Captain, consider the other names to be your first mission."


     Kirk nodded, and excitingly left the lounge, probably heading toward the airlock to board the Enterprise.  Dale ran the four names through his mind.


     Sulu, Chekov, Uhura, McCoy.....  Dale chuckled, and left the lounge himself.


