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     I'm sure you noticed the lack of a number.  That's because this is an unnumbered episode.  It's a special.  So, without further ado, the second episode of the "Dominion War Trilogy", War Dawn!








Prologue








     In orbit over Metchik, the D.S.S. Massachusetts remained in the middle of the formation of Alliance battleships sent to Metchik to help defend the border.  There were four more Missouri-class battleships, the Ise, Royal Oak, Duke of York, and Florida.  In addition, there were eight Repulse-class battlecruisers, two Lithgon-class strike cruisers, a squadron of Valiant-class attack ships, and the Saratoga-class battle carrier Intrepid.  These forces represented the core of the Nineteenth Fleet, which had just arrived on the Alliance-Dominion border.


     Coming at them, at full impulse, was a force of fifty-eight Dominion warships.


     The two forces met about two thousand miles away from the planet's atmosphere.  The Alliance force, knowing it was outnumbered, began to launch long range attacks with their torpedoes, leading to the destruction of about five Jem'Hadar ships.  Then the Jem'Hadar replied by striking back with their beam weapons.


     For about ten minutes, the Alliance ships fought furiously, with fighter support from the Intrepid.  Then, the battle, as it would have, turned against them.  The Duke of York exploded under a furious assault by Jem'Hadar fighters.  The Royal Oak was derelict, it's crew killed by a loss of life support.  The Ise, almost crippled, plowed into a Jem'Hadar battlecruiser, and what was left after the battlecruiser was cut in two damaged another battlecruiser, destroying what was left of the Ise.  The Massachusetts covered the escape of the Intrepid, and then received a crippling blow to it's starboard side.  The Florida, with several hundred civilians that had been evacuated from the planet on board, jumped to warp speed under heavy fire.


     While some of the Jem'Hadar ships continued to destroy the valiant Alliance defenders, the rest turned to Metchik, and fired large fusion pulsar bombs into Metchik City, the capital.  Most of the 900,000 people living there were killed in a few short seconds by the intense explosions, and two more small cities were annihilated by another burst of fire.  The Jem'Hadar weapons officers turned their attentions to the remaining cities.


     Some of them found themselves engulfed in fire as jump points formed right on top of them.  Three battlecruisers were crippled by the intense gravitational field formed by the jump points.  Narn and Centauri ships came out, firing away.


     On the bridge of the Narn dreadnought La'kron, General G'Sten saw the burning remnants of Metchik City and the nearby cities on his viewscreen.  He thought of the countless Alliance civilans who had just died, and a cold fury burned within him.  "This is General G'Sten to all ships.  Attack!"


     On his order, the Narn and Centauri ships pounded the remaining bombarding ships, destroyed several more.  In the main battle, more jump points opened, and more Narn, Centauri, Minbari, and Klingon ships jumped out to engage the Dominion forces.  The Dominion ships tried in vain to escape, but it took the numerically superior Allied forces only two minutes to wipe them out completely.








     Personal Log: June 10, 2160 AST; Robert Allen Dale.  It has been six days since the Minbari, Centauri, and Narn joined the war against the Dominion.  With their help, the Federation has succeeded in holding Tellar and Andor from the Dominion offensive, but lost Alpha Centauri.  Along the Dominion-Klingon front, the Dominion is falling back, as that is where their new allies have concentrated their forces.  All three EM-5 races have agreed to fully join the Federation Alliance.


     As for us, the Council is still deadlocked.  Despite the intense public outrage, most councilmembers are reluctanct to commit to a war when all that was attacked was a patrol ship.  It is frustrating, to say the least.


     Dale leaned against a holographic tree as Meridina battled one of the monsters in Worf's calisthenics program.  Even though the program was meant to fight with a bat'leth, she was using her swevyra'lakesh to great effect.  With one quick somersault, she jumped over one of the beasts, and cut it in half with the swevyra'lakesh.  Dale clapped.  "Computer, change program.  Activate program three."


     Their surroundings changed to that of a beach.  The sounds of children playing, as well as couples either sunbathing or walking along the beach, filled the holoroom.  A simulated sun shined above them, and the computer adjusted the heat to match that of a tropical beach.  "Are you wearing the clothes I gave you?"


     "Clothes?"  Her confusion then seemed to clear, and she took off the suit she wore during training sessions.  All she was wearing was the blue bikini suit Dale had given her.  "Is this what you are referring to?"  When he nodded, she laughed.  "I thought they were human underwear!"


     "Underwear!"  Dale began to laugh.  "No, that's a bikini.  You wear it on a beach like this to get a tan."


     "Tan?"  Before Dale could answer, she put her finger on his mouth.  "Robert, you need not explain some of your ways to me."


     Dale put his arms around her.  "Fine.  Then let's go lie down under one of those palm trees and, what was the Gersallian term again?"


     "I believe you are referring to 'discovering our pleasure points'.  It is a common thing for Gersallian couples to do, when they have just sworn themselves to each other.  Are you ready?"  Her smile, while sweet, seemed to have a seductive side to it.


     "If you want......"


     Dale's communicator beeped, and he quickly touched it, groaning.  "Dale here."


     "Sir, there is a report coming in from High Command.  It is classified at Silver Level."


     Dale frowned, and answered, "I'll be right there.  Dale out."  Then he turned back to Meridina.  "I have to go."


     "If it must be.  I will be waiting here for you to return."


     As he moved toward the arch, Dale looked back at her, and a dirty thought ran through his mind as he watched Meridina lean down by a palm tree.  She looked back at him, and shook her head.  "Later, Robert.  We have not reached that stage yet."


     Dale blushed, embarrassed, and walked out.








     Jarod had seen Dale angry many times, mostly when it came to buearucrats, dictators, or something else that annoyed him.


     But the fury in Dale's face was far more than Jarod had ever thought possible.


     "God damn the Dominion!  Damn the Founders, damn the Vorta, damn the Jem'Hadar!!!!  DAMN THEM ALL TO HELL!!!!!!!!!!!"


     Dale's outburst of anger filled the bridge.  Spock raised an eyebrow, while Worf asked, "Sir, what has happened?"


     "The Dominion attacked Metchik, and murdered over a million people!!"


     Jarod was pretty sure that the outburst in Klingon from Worf was a fair equal to Dale's previous outburst.


     Dale turned to Paris, who was at the conn, and yelled, "Where are we?!"


     "About three hours from Sheffield, going at Warp 7, sir."


     "Set course for Home Earth, Warp 9.5!"


     "Sir, Commander Barnes....."


     "Can take it up with me!  I want to be at Warp 9.5 in ten minutes, or someone's going to be in front of a disciplinary committee!!!!"








     On Babylon-5, in the War Room, the command staff, with Delenn, Londo, and G'Kar, watched in horror as ANN showed footage of charred, unidentifiable bodies being removed from flattened buildings in Metchik City.


     Franklin turned away as the charred remains of an infant were brought out.  "Oh my God...."


     "Those bastards.....," Garibaldi muttered.


     "How could they....," Ivanova added.


     "In Valen's name...."


     "By G'Quan........"


     "Great Maker......"


     "This is unexcusable....," Sheridan finished for them all.








     The command crew of DS9 lost the color in their faces as they watched a similar feed.  They were speechless with horror.  "Bloody Dominion bastards!", O'Brien was finally able to mutter.


     "By the Prophets....."  Kira turned away, and the former resistance fighter/terrorist, who had seen her own share of death and destruction, looked as she was about to vomit on the deck.


     Odo turned away, and Sisko was sure that if he could, he would be crying.  His race did this.  His pain must be tremendous....  Sisko knew that Odo's pain was the greatest of them, because he personally felt that the blood of those innocents, and many others who the Dominion had murdered in cold blood, was on his hands.  "Odo...."


     "It's okay, Captain.  I have to rest now....."








     Throughout the Alliance, the footage of the "massacre of Metchik" had the effect of throwing a tank of gasoline into a bonfire.  First shock, then grief, then an unbelievable anger swept through the streets of the nations of the Alliance.  In every city, in every member nation or state, on every planet, in every universe that the Alliance had expanded to, this anger exploded into tremendous demonstrations.


     As these demonstrations cried for justice, or revenge, against the Dominion, Nicolas Mamatmas, Chancellor of the Council, looked away from the casualty reports from Metchik, unable to read the enormous list of names anymore.  "Chancellor," his secretary began over the intercom, "the Roddenberry is on it's way here."


     Mamatmas took his seat, and buried his head in his hands.  "I knew Robert would come the instant he heard about Metchik.  Maybe he can get the Council to snap out of it's shock and do the necessary thing."








     Sisko rubbed his temples as he read the casualty list for the recent week of combat against the Dominion.  There were three thousand names on the list, mostly due to the heavy combat with the Dominion at Andor and Tellar.


     The door to his office opened, and Admiral Ross entered.  "Captain, we have something urgent to discuss."


     "What?"  Sisko stood, as was proper in front of his senior officer.


     "Starfleet Intelligence believes that the Dominion is going to attack the Alliance border world of La'kren.  La'kren has over twenty million Tsen'kethi living there.  We can't let the Dominion murder those innocent civilians."


     "Isn't the Alliance able to protect their own space?"


     "Yes, and no.  The Alliance ships along their border have been re-deployed to the sectors around Metchik.  They only have a few defenders for the La'kren system, due to it's lack of strategic value.  The Dominion will probably make short work of them."


     "The Defiant can be there in twelve hours, sir."


     "You're not going there at warp."  Ross walked up to one of the wall panels, and pressed a few buttons.  A Minbari man appeared on the screen.  "Satai Neroon, are your ships ready?"


     "We are ready.  The Centauri and Klingons are already awaiting our arrival at La'kren in hyperspace."


     "I'll be sending some of our ships to help you spring the trap on the Dominion.  Captain Sisko will lead them from the Defiant."


     Sisko noticed the Minbari warrior's grin.  "Captain Benjamin Sisko, hero of the Federation Battle of the Line.  The man to make first contact with the Dominion, and I believe the man who started the war.  It is quite an honor to meet you, Captain."


     Sisko gave a diplomatic smile, and answered, "Thank you, Satai Neroon.  I look forward to fighting alongside you.  When do we leave?"  The question was aimed at Ross.


     "Get the Defiant's crew ready.  Leave ASAP."


     "Right away, Admiral."  Sisko felt adrenaline start to pump through his blood vessels as the prospect of battle manifested itself.








     About thirty minutes later, the Defiant entered formation with a group of Narn cruisers.  All of the Federation ships entered similar formations with other Minbari or Narn ships.  "The Narn are ready to make the jump to hyperspace," O'Brien reported.


     "All ships, get ready."


     A brown vortex opened up in front of them, and Dax sent the Defiant into it's midst.  A surge of acceleration went through the ship, and Sisko found himself looking into a blood-red realm with black cloudlike patterns appearing at almost every spot, then disappearing.  "We've patched into the Alliance interphasic beacon system, and have navigated a course to La'kren," Dax said as the Defiant began to change course.


     "Bring us up to the speed of the Minbari ships, old man."


     "The Minbari are going at approximentally .998 impulse.  Matching speed."


     O'Brien was staring at the view of hyperspace.  "I prefer warp.  Streaking stars are far better than this bloody hyperspace."


     "Most Minbari and Narn ships don't have warp drives, Chief.  And since hyperspace travel is more efficient, and faster than all but the highest warp speeds, we'll get there a hell of a lot sooner than if we were going at warp," Sisko answered.


     "ETA to La'kren, eight hours."








     Earth loomed on the viewscreen of the Roddenberry as they entered orbit.  Andreys watched several small civilian transports fly across the screen from the command chair.  "Bridge to Transporter Room 2, we're in orbit."


     "I'm beaming down now," came Dale's response.


     Andreys cut the channel, and got out of the chair.  "Spock, you have the bridge.  I'm going to go get a quick nap."


     After she left, Jarod whispered to Paris, "They say she hasn't been getting too much sleep lately.  Bashir's been keeping her up."


     "Doing what?"


     Jarod rolled his eyes.  "What do you think?"


     Paris stared into space for a moment, then shook his head.  "I wonder why Bashir is so horny all of the sudden?"


     Both men laughed.








     Mamatmas heard the door knock, and knew who was on the other side immediately.  "Come in, Robert."


     Dale opened the door, and walked in.  "Chancellor, I apologize for coming in on such short notice."


     "That's okay.  I take it you're here to confront the Council?  Take a seat."


     Dale sat in a leather chair on one end of the office.  "Yes, I'm here to see if I can get them out of this shock they seem to be suffering from.  Swift, decisive action must be taken."


     "If it means war?"


     "Then so be it."


     Mamatmas nodded, and leaned back in his chair.  "I'm getting too old for this, Robert.  Still, there is so much to do...."


     "But first, we must get rid of the Dominion.  The Shadow War is preventing the Minbari and the Narn from sending most of their ships.  In all, only a quarter of their overall military is involved in this war, and their governments have refused to send any more ships.  Eventually, the Dominion would win a war of attrition with them.  They will not prevent the Federation from falling.  But if the Alliance...."


     "You must convince the Council, Robert.  Your voice is the only one that can unify them."


     "I have voiced my opinion before.  It didn't work."


     "You have to try."  Mamatmas, with a little effort, stood up.  "Our next session is in seven hours."


     "I'll be there."








     Andreys wrapped herself up in her sheet, and closed her eyes.  As she began to fall asleep, she heard the door chime sound, and grunted.  "Who is it?!"


     "It's me, Julia," Bashir replied.


     "Come in...."  She sighed as she turned to face the door.  Bashir entered her quarters, and she groaned.  "What is it, Julian?"


     "I heard you were off duty, so I thought we could...."


     "Julian, I'm trying to sleep."


     "But...."


     She jumped out of her bed, and crossed her arms.  Since she was only wearing a pair of underwear, the only thing covering her breasts were her arms.  "Julian, you kept me up all night with your, how shall I say, romantic impulses?  Now, while you might not think so, I have duties, and to perform those duties, I must have adequate rest.  Now, I admit, I enjoy sex as much as the next woman, but you are getting ridiculous!"


     "Well, there's a reason for that.....," Bashir admitted sheepishly.


     "What?"


     "I ate a Coserian Love Fruit," he answered, beginning to blush.


     "You what?!"


     "I, well, I thought it would spice up our relationship, if you, um, get my meaning....."


     Andreys threw her arms up in the air in disbelief.  "Julian!"  She leaned against the wall.  "Every time I think this relationship is about something, you go off and do something to ruin that belief!  I let you touch me, I let you make love to me, I let you in my bed, and all you can do is think about more sex!!  That is not what I want!!!"


     "Julia, please....."


     "Get out before I say something I'm going to regret!!!," Andreys yelled.


     Bashir left, and she got back in her bed.


     By the time she was asleep, her pillow was wet from tears.








     In the La'kren system, a squadron of ten Valiant-class attack ships watched their doom come in.


     One hundred Jem'Hadar warships came at them, all at full speed.  The Valiants didn't have a snowball's chance in hell.


     This was the scene Sisko saw from the viewscreen of the Defiant, using the interphasic beacon system to communicate with a nearby cloaked Klingon scout.  Around them, a fleet of three hundred Minbari, Narn, Centauri, Klingon, and Federation ships were assembled in formations, ready to leap out of hyperspace and pounce on the unsuspecting Dominion fleet.  "All ships are ready."


     "This is Satai Neroon to attack fleet.  Engage the enemy."  Neroon's voice seemed calm, which was not surprising for a Minbari.


     In front of them, jump points formed......








     The Dominion never knew what hit them.


     The attack fleet came out of nowhere.  One moment, the Jem'Hadar were preparing themselves for an easy kill, the next, they had become the prey.  Outnumbered three to one, they tried to consolidate their forces to fight their way out of the Allied trap.


     The Defiant began to weave in and out of the Dominion formations, picking off any fighters that wandered into their firing line.  Nearby, a Minbari Warcruiser sliced up four fighters, while a Centauri Vorchan-class cruiser and a wing of Klingon Birds-of-Prey tackled a battlecruiser.


     Dax brought them behind a small squadron of Jem'Hadar fighters, and Taylor let loose a furious barrage of phaser fire, destroying all three ships before they could react.  Another fighter fell victim to a spread of torpedoes out of the aft torpedo tubes.


     Dax found herself evading fire as a full squadron of five Jem'Hadar fighters came up behind them.  "Shields at seventy percent!", Nog yelled from the tactical section.


     Behind them, a jump point opened, and two ships came flying out, the White Star, and an Alliance Valiant-class attack ship.  Both ripped up the fighters tailing the Defiant.  "This is Commander Susan Ivanova of Babylon-5, commanding the D.S.S. Defiant.  I've heard so much about you, Captain Sisko.  Mind if we help out?"


     "Welcome to the party, Commander Ivanova.  Let's start out by locating their command ship."  On the screen, Sisko saw a Jem'Hadar fighter ram a Centauri Primus-class battlecruiser.


     The three attack ships sliced up anything that got in their way.  "Sir," Nog reported from his station, "I believe I have located their command ship."


     "Feed the information to Dax's console, Ensign.  Let's take them out."


     Sisko's Defiant turned at an angle, followed by the White Star and Ivanova's Defiant.  A Jem'Hadar battlecruiser, larger than normal ones, appeared on the screen.  "Fire all weapons, Commander."


     Taylor responded by hammmering the command cruiser with all of his weapons.  The other two ships responded by adding their fire.  Dax, showing off her piloting skills, brought them in close to the hull of the command cruiser, and they continued to strafe it.  Hull plates blew off as they came up behind the cruiser.  "Bring us back around, old man!"  Dax turned the Defiant in a quick 180 degree turn, and then brought them back at the command cruiser.  The White Star and D.S.S. Defiant followed suit, and another strafing run began.  A couple of fighters tried to break them off, but both Defiants launched their aft torpedoes, and blew them to pieces.


     Then, as they moved up toward the front of the command cruiser, a large burst of purple energy came out of the prongs at the front, and annihilated a Minbari Warcruiser.  "What the hell was that?!"


     "Some form of heavy duty pulse cannon.  The most powerful weapon I've ever seen, even counting our phaser cannons," O'Brien answered from the operations station.


     "Sir, they're aiming at the Minbari Flagship Valen!"


     "Neroon's on that.  We have to stop them."


     Taylor shook his head as they looped to begin another strafing run.  "No way, Captain.  We won't......"


     "Ship decloaking!!!"  Sisko could hear the excitement in Nog's voice.


     Phasers blazing, the Koenig came at the pulse cannon.  Two Jem'Hadar fighters unfortunate enough to be in the way got blasted to small slabs of debris.  The Koenig followed up with a spread of torpedoes, which slammed the pulse cannon just as it began to fire.  A feedback of energy caused explosions to flower from the command cruiser's hull.  The two Defiants and the White Star pulled out of their attack run, and a moment later, the command cruiser was annihilated in a massive explosion.


     Around them, the battle continued to progress in the Allies' favor.  The Jem'Hadar ships started to ram the other ships, but in many cases, were shot up before they could complete the run.  In a squadron of four, the Defiants, the Koenig, and the White Star continued to rip up any and every Dominion ship to come at them.


     The last Jem'Hadar battlecruiser was in their sites, and the four ships began to fly along it's surface, strafing it.  The firepower of the four ships were too much, and it exploded.  About thirty seconds later, the battle ended with the destruction of the last Jem'Hadar ship.








     Dale entered the Council chambers, and found the entire Council already seated.  Mamatmas was at his position on the upper platform, and when he noticed Dale, gestured for him to come up.  "The floor is given to Defense Minister Robert Dale."


     Mamatmas moved away from his microphone, and Dale took it.  "Ladies and gentlemen of the Council, for the last week, the Dominion has engaged in acts of blatant aggression against the Alliance and other neutral states.  The attacks on the Fort Sumpter and New Haven, and especially the recent massacre on Metchik are all examples of Dominion brutality and lack of respect for sentient life.  Some of you, in recent months, have said that it is not the job of the Alliance to punish powers guilty of war crimes.  And I say to you, if not us, then who?  The Federation is near the defeat, the Klingons are pouring everything they have into fighting the Dominion, and our allies in EM-5 are also doing their best to fight off this evil."  Dale pressed a button on the screen, and an intelligence video of Betazed appeared.  On the screen, young children and women ran from Cardassian and Jem'Hadar soldiers, each of them firing their weapons.  Several were mowed down by the fire from the Dominion troops.  Dale himself saw, through a small viewscreen on the podium's surface, a wounded Betazed girl, probably a teenager, try to force a Cardassian soldier off of her, as he began to rip off her clothes.  "Can you tell those people, suffering under tyranny, that their plight is not important enough, and that we don't have the obligation to save them?!  Or how about these people," Dale added as he showed another smuggled intelligence video of Federation POWs in the prison camp on Dorvan V being tortured with pain sticks.  They were all naked, and their Cardassian tormentors laughed as they cotinued to prod them with the pain sticks.  Dale turned back.  "You are witnessing a war crime!  Should these criminals be allowed to go unpunished?!  Should these criminals be allowed to commit more war crimes against others?!"


     One of the Pax party councilmembers raised a hand, and Dale pointed at him.  "How do we know that we will turn the tide?"


     "Because we will refuse to fail.  We must have faith in our cause.  Remember our Constitution.  It is our duty to bring freedom back to the Alpha Quadrant.  Yes, many of our citizens will die, but they will die as heroes of the Alliance, and of the peoples they liberate.  Our brave soldiers will not give up, they will not lose hope, and most importantly, they will not surrender.  We will not surrender.  We will fight.  We will be the beacon of hope, all alone in the night.  We are the last, best hope for freedom, and it's time that this hope get down to the dirty work of winning a war.  It is our duty to fight, and defeat, the Dominion.  Most importantly, we must go farther than just liberate the Alpha Quadrant.  What will happen in fifteen, twenty, thirty years when the Dominion discovers transwarp technology, or some other form of drive system that shortens the travel time between the Alpha and Gamma Quadrants?  We will go through this all over again.  It is time to end the threat of the Dominion, not just for now, not just for the next few decades, but forever!!!!!"  Dale took a deep breath, and continued.  "The grieving relatives of the dead on the Fort Sumpter, the dead on New Haven, and the dead on Metchik, cry out for justice.  We must give them this justice.  It will not be easy, and it will not bring the dead back to life, but it will show to other dictators, other war criminals, that we will not turn a blind eye to the suffering of innocents any longer!!!"  The entire Council seemed transfixed by him.  "I come to you today as a fellow patriot who knows that we must stand for what we stand for, or our words, our Constitution, our oath, will mean nothing.  I now ask that you consider this in a vote."


     Dale stood aside, and Mamatmas returned to the podium.  "Do any councilmembers call for a vote?"  The Abbai council representative stood.  "The Council recognizes Councilwoman Kalika of the Abbai Matrichiate."


     "Fellow council members," Kalika began, "thirty years ago, the Dilgar invaded our territory.  Before they were driven away with the assistance of the Earth Alliance, they butchered billions of sentients.  However, today, I see that even their great atrocities pale in comparison with the Dominion's butchery.  Even the hated Deathwalker, Warmaster Jha'Dur, seems compassionate compared to the Founders and their Jem'Hadar soldiers.  Our leader has authorized me to vote in favor of a declaration of war, just as we did thirty years ago.  I move for a vote on a declaration of war against the Dominion."


     "I second!", came a response from the council representative of the Free Planetary Confederation.


     "We have had a motion for a vote on a declaration of war against the Dominion, and a second.  I ask that all councilmembers vote for said declaration."  Dale felt his heart begin to beat faster, as Mamatmas continued.  "All opposed?"


     No one moved.


     "All in favor?"


     Every councilmember stood.


     Suddenly, one of the councilmembers began to sing.  "From the distance, I hear the call....."


     Soon, more joined in.  "the battle cry fills my ears....."


     The entire Council, the guards, Mamatmas, and Dale included, joined in, swept up in the moment.  "It is the call to fight, the call to die....  Onward for freedom!!!!"








     Dale hid his grin as he stepped up on a platform for the press conference.  Representatives of each major media network throughout known space gathered around him, each holding their breath for his announcement.  Behind him, the Alliance flag, it's large torch and surrounding stars visible, seemed to be glowing, as if it had been charged with a holy energy.  When a signal came through that he was being broadcast over the primary interuniversal communications network, he began.  "To all Alliance citizens everywhere, and to the populaces of our esteemed allies, I give my greetings.  Today, Allied forces saved the Alliance world of La'kren from a Dominion armada, totally wiping out their raiding force.  This attack by the Dominion is another indication that they are now targeting the Alliance as another avenue for expansion.  We will not tolerate this any longer.  The unprovoked attacks on New Haven, Metchik, La'kren, and the assault on the patrol cruiser Fort Sumpter are acts that cannot, and will not, be ignored....."


     Throughout the Federation, as well as the homes of trillions of people, people found themselves breathless.


     "Therefore, on this day, June 11, 2160 Alliance Standard Time, by a vote of 56 to none, the Alliance Council has issued this announcement......."


     The feeling of anxiety increased....


     "The Alliance of Democratic Nations has formally declared war on the Dominion."








     So few words, so much reaction.


     On every planet in the Federation, and in secret bunkers on some occupied worlds, a cheer rose from the lungs of every person witnessing Dale's announcement.  Their thoughts of defeat, of occupation, of the loss of their freedom, maybe even their lives, were replaced by joy.  The Alliance had joined the war!!!  The Federation, nay, the Alpha Quadrant, had been saved!!!  The Dominion was doomed!!!  Victory finally seemed to be something they could grasp.


     On Babylon-5, Sheridan watched with pleasure as the Zocalo echoed with cheers.  In universe THA-4, in the capital of the newly renamed Union of Soviet Democratic Planets, a crowd in Red Square cheered to the announcement, and then cheered again when President Chensko informed them that the Soviet Union was joining the war on the side of the Alliance, and announced a Soviet declaration of war against the Dominion.  "Our beloved Alliance comrades have issued a call to arms to all of us to fight for freedom," the robust leader proclaimed.  "The peoples of the Union of Soviet Democratic Planets will join this great crusade against the evil Dominion!"  The crowd began to sing the new Soviet national anthem, "To The Stars, People of the Republics!", which emphasized democratic ideals and exploration of the stars over communism and socialism.


     In another region of that same world, the President of the United States of America addressed Congress.  "The Alliance has proven to be a great ally, and a good friend to Americans everywhere," he stated.  "The images we have seen of Dominion atrocities are too great for us to ignore.  Fourty years ago, this great nation joined the Second World War to fight such evil, and now an even greater evil has been shown to us.  We must fight alongside the Alliance, and their allies, to destroy this menace to freedom and the dignity of all peoples, everywhere, be they human or alien.  I call upon this Congress to declare war on the Dominion!"


     In ST-3, on the jointly held planet of New Baker, General George S. Patton Jr., commander of the Alliance First Army Group, jumped out of his chair and ran toward his command room.  "By God," he shouted, "those Dominion bastards want to fight, we're going to give those jackasses a fight!!"


     About fifty minutes later, along the land border of New Baker, local farmers woke up, not to the sound of their fowl, not to the sound of an alarm clock, but to the sound of tanks rolling across the border, the sounds of artillery cannons firing large photon shells deep into Dominion soil, the sounds of B-3 Albatross bombers flying overhead, and dropping their fifty tons of concussion bombs on Dominion positions.....








     In the wardroom of Deep Space Nine, a large banner read "Welcome to the Fight!!", and inside, a party was being held.  As the highest ranking Alliance officer in the sector, Commander Carrey was present with Admiral Ross, General Martok, and Captain Sisko has the leaders of the party.  "Great to see you again, Commander," Sisko laughed as the command crews of the Defiant, Koenig, and other nearby Starfleet ships began to mingle, even a few dancing.


     "Honor to fight alongside you again, Captain."


     The door opened, and Neroon appeared in the doorwar.  He ignored everyone except for Carrey, whom he walked up to.  "Commander, I thank you.  If not for you and your crew, I would not be here."  He bowed his head in a typical Minbari gesture of gratitude.


     "I'm sure you would have done the same thing for me," Carrey answered, after returning the slight bow.


     "Perhaps."  Afterward, Neroon.


     After holding a short conversation with Ross and Sisko, Carrey began to look around for Derbely.  I've been sober for over a month now.  Maybe she'll take me back.....


     He saw her in the corner, in a gentle kiss with Lietuenant Apley.


     Carrey's heart fell, and he left the wardroom.


     Ten minutes later, he was downing his third shot of tequila in Quark's Place.








     Dale found the High Command waiting for him in the war room on Headquarters Station.  "Anything new from our front?"


     "With the approval of the Bajoran Military Command, the Bajoran Space Fleet has been put under Commodore Hudson's command, and he has already begun forming a defensive line for the Bajoran system until we can send more forces to back him up."  On one large starmap, the entire Alliance-Dominion border area appeared.  Several Alliance symbols were in different areas on the map.  "The Third and Fourth Fleet Groups are en route to join our ships already on the border.  The Nineteenth Fleet is being re-formed with newer warships, due to their losses at Metchik."  Daresy sat down.  "That is all, for now."


     "General Patton has already launched an offensive against the Dominion forces on New Baker, and the Seventeenth and Twentieth Fleets are on their way to help him establish his position.  Field Marshall Takahara has asked that Patton be given the command of all Alliance forces in Command Area 3 on the border.  Shall we approve the request?"


     "Yes, General Causewell, we shall.  Now, what are we going to do about an offensive?"


     Daresy pressed a few buttons, and several stars on the border lit up.  "These are the chief Dominion supply bases along the Alliance border.  Operation: Preemptive Assault will involve ships from three fleets, with two armies and a Marine Corps division for invasion forces.  Admiral William Lewis will be leading the invasion."


     Dale nodded in agreement.  "Good.  Taking those bases will knock the Dominion off-guard, and disrupt their raids.  Now, what......."


     An aide ran into the room, and shouted, "Sirs, the Dominion is launching another offensive against the Federation!"


     Dale slammed his padd against the table while Marine Corps Chief of Staff Franklin Richards asked, "What is their target?"


     "Earth."


     "Dammit!"  Dale sat down forcefully in a chair.  "How many Dominion ships?"


     "Intelligence from the Minbari indicate at least nine hundred."


     Dale shot out of his chair.  "Matthew, how many warships are in Home Universe right now?"


     "Four hundred, not including the ships still under construction."


     "I want at least eight hundred warships here in...."  Dale looked to the aide.


     "Um, the Dominion forces will hit the Federation defense line in twenty hours."


     "Ten hours, Matthew.  It's time to let the Dominion know we're in this war for good."


     "How?"


     Dale grinned, despite the grim situation.  "By being there when they get to the defense line."








     Kira walked into Quark's, and found Carrey slumped over on the bar, nearly passed out.  "By the Prophets!"  Frustration filled her.   "Quark!  Did you get him drunk?"


     Quark appeared from behind the bar.  "Not me!  He's the one who wanted to drink the night away.  Kept grumbling about some woman named 'Karen'.  I figured he wanted to be alone, so I left him there.  Even Morn couldn't get him to talk about it."


     Kira, remembering what had happened the last time Carrey had gotten drunk in Quark's, leaned over, and put his arm over her shoulder.  Grunting, she lifted him out of the chair, and felt his dead weight pull against her.  "Come on Commander, you need a place to sleep."


     "Need.... need to......"


     "Your ship's gone to Starbase 823.  Looks like I'll have to let you stay with me for the night."  Kira grunted again as she carried-dragged Carrey out of the Promenade.








     Dale met Meridina in his quarters.  She was sitting on a chair, waiting.  "Robert, I have heard of the declaration of war.  Am I going to remain here?"


     Dale nodded.  "Yes, Meridina, you will be staying here.  I've already sent a request to your government that you become my attache to the Gersallian Interdependency."  He sat down by her.  "Meridina, about what happened earlier...."


     "You mean the ritual?  We must still do it by tonight, or I will be dishonored."


     Dale smiled.  "You are so beautiful....  But is now the proper time?"


     "Another time is not always guaranteed, Robert.  Remember that....."


     As she stood up, Dale followed her.  "Okay then, how do we do this ritual?"


     She pulled a bow tie on her robe, and it fell to the ground, nothing else on her body.  "Come with me Robert...."  She walked toward the bedroom as Dale followed, taking off his uniform.








     Andreys woke up, and found Bashir sleeping by her.  "Julian?  How did you get back in my room?"


     He turned, and opened his eyes.  "You didn't lock the door.  I just wanted to sleep by you.  That's why I'm here."


     Andreys nodded, and asked, "What about that Love Fruit you ate?"


     "I took a dose of mesthazine.  Completely wiped the hormone enhancers out of my body."


     "Julian, I....."


     "You were right, Julia.  I was betraying our relationship for the simple pleasures it brings.  I should never have hurt you like that...."


     Andreys nodded, and then added, "And you'll never do it again?"


     "Never again."


     She nodded, and then smiled.  "Now, can I get my hands on one?  It's my turn to keep you up all night, now."


     "You naughty girl."  Bashir kissed her, and she threw the sheet off of her, returning the kiss.








     Personal Log: June 11, 2160 AST; Robert Allen Dale.  The fleet is near completion, and when the last ships get here, we will enter the battle to save Earth from the Dominion.


     Dale sat in the command chair on the Roddenberry as the remaining ships of the armada he was forming joined formation.  "Sir, we have eight hundred and ninety-two starships ready for jump," Spock reported from the sensor station.


     Jarod turned.  "Sir, the Dominion ships are nine hours, fifteen minutes away from the defense line."


     Dale leaned back in his seat.  "Very well.  Order all ships to jump for Earth, universe ST-3.  Take us into the fight, Lieutenant Paris."


     "Yes sir," Paris answered.


     The fleet jumped.








     The Watcher gazed from his viewer to consider the events.  "The greatest war that will ever be, or so they believe....."  The Watcher contemplated these events as the Alpha Quadrant slid into the cauldron of war.....


