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     Season Three gets moving with this ep, the invasion of the Gamma Quadrant!








Prologue








     In an uninhabited sector of the Gamma Quadrant, one of the most amazing, unbelievable objects in existance hid itself, only visible to those who dare to enter it's maw.


     The Bajoran Wormhole.


     This gate between galactic quadrants, in a galaxy where such travel would take the better half of a century with common faster-than-light drive systems, had not been benevolent to those near it.  The wormhole had been the avenue of war, allowing the hordes of ruthless killing machines known as the Jem'Hadar to travel to the other side of the galaxy to kill and conquer in the names of their equally ruthless creators, the Founders.  Their massive invasion threatened to wash away the established powers, such as the Federation, like a tsunami.


     However, that tsunami was turned back by the massive juggernaut that was the Alliance.  The Alliance's massive military, and even more massive military potential, had led the charge against the Dominion, and for the first time ever, many races who had previously despised each other were working as one.  Bajorans and Cardassians, Romulans and Klingons, Narn and Centauri, Humanity and Minbari.....  The extent of the Dominion's atrocities had solidifed their opposition, and now, the Alliance Coalition juggernaut was preparing to return the favor, by doing what no one had dared think was possible.


     They were going to invade the Dominion itself.


     It was this situation that made Ka'lok anxious.  His people had been fending off the Dominion for centuries, and now, at long last, they would not be fighting alone.


     The Ra'klor's Honor was hurtling through space at the highest speeds it's engines could attain.  "Honored Leader," his weapons officer hissed in their language, "the Dominion warships are getting closer.  They are preparing to fire."


     "Curse these Dominion warp drives!"  Ka'lok longed for the faster, more efficient travel of the interphasic warp drives his people used.  Still, the densiona fields created by those warp engines could seriously affect the wormhole to the Alpha Quadrant, hence the reason their ship had been given a stolen Dominion warp engine.


     "Honored Leader, we are coming out of warp in front of the wormhole.  Preparing to enter...."


     "Praised be Sa'lor's name!"  In front of their ship, a large opening in space appeared, swirling with blue color.  "Take us in!  Take us in!"


     Their ship entered the wormhole, with a Dominion battlecruiser and five attack ships following.  "They are not firing, Honored Leader," the scanner officer reported.  "Be they scared of the gods of this realm?"


     "Yes, I believe they be scared.  It was two thousand ships they lost when they angered the gods of this realm."  Ka'lok quickly sent a prayer to the spirits of his ancestors to keep the gods of the wormhole happy while he passed through.


     "We are leaving the....."








     "Sir, the wormhole is opening."


     Andreys was out of her seat in an instant.  "What?"


     The wormhole opened in a flash of color, and a ship emerged.  It was five hundred meters long, an almost four hundred meters wide.  Slim, it was composed of a middle section, and at the rear, two wings swept forward, coming close at a point just ahead of the end of the middle.  Colored with a green-red tint, it seemed deadly in appearance.  "Hail them....."


     "Dominion ships coming out of the wormhole!"


     "Code Red!"








     "In the name of Sa'lor...."  Ka'lok gazed at the magnificant vessel near the space station known as Deep Space Nine.  Noticing the golden organic hull, he gasped, "Could they be the Sacred Vorlons?!"


     "I... I don't know, Honored Leader.  I am not reading any Vorlons on board."


     "Then, how....."  The ship shook from weapons impact.  "Fire all rear weapon batteries!  Break them off!  Break them off!!!"








     The Dominion warships fired on the alien vessel, and Andreys responded to this by saying, "Lock forward pulse phaser cannons, and fire."  Large pulses of phaser fire enveloped the Dominion attack ships in phaser energy, destroying them, and went on to pound the battlecruiser.  "Fire all weapons!"  Neutron torpedoes raced out, annihilating the last Jem'Hadar attack ship, and heavily damaging the battlecruiser.  A blast from the interphasic fusion cannons finished it off.


     "Picking up a hail from the alien vessel."


     "Put them on screen, Jarod."


     Andreys got back in her seat as the captain of the alien vessel appeared on the screen.  His face seemed similar to that of a Drazi, with a large scale on the forehead and a reptilian expression.  His eyes were larger than that of a Drazi, however, and humanoid features were more profound.  His voice was somewhat scratchy due to the effect of the universal translator.  "I am Ka'lok, child of Merk'lo and Shar'ke, Honored Leader of the Ra'klor's Honor, of the tribe of Da'var.  Greetings from the Da'var.  We are honored to have your assistance in defeating the Dominion."


     "I am Captain Julia Andreys of the Alliance starship Roddenberry, representing...."


     "You represent the Alliance, yes."  Ka'lok nodded.  "We have heard much of your mighty Alliance from Dominion defectors.  I come in the name of Sa'lor, past, present, and future leader of the Na'shalok, to offer you our friendship, in addition to our desire to help you defeat the Dominion monstrosity that has plagued our tribe for so long."


     "How long has the Dominion been fighting you?"








     "Seven centuries?!"


     Sisko's outburst of unbelief filled his office.  Martok, Ross, and Carrey had similar expressions, while Dale merely stood near the door.  "How?"


     "He didn't tell me any specifics," Andreys answered, "but their technology is, at the very least, on par with the Minbari.  Their weapons seem to have interphasic properties, and our sensors have confirmed that their hulls are at least somewhat organic.  Still, to spend seven centuries fighting the Dominion to a standstill....."


     "Almost unbelievable," Dale admitted, finally saying something.  "But there is no reason for them to lie."


     "Then, what should we do?"


     Dale took a seat on one of the couches.  "Simple.  We talk to them.  They can possibly give us important information on Dominion troop movements for the impending invasion."


     "But can we trust them?"  Ross was, as usual, concerned.  "If they're lying, then....."


     "I... do not think they are lying," Martok interrupted.  "Their manner shows them to be an honorable people.  I believe these Na'shalok would be worthy allies in our battle with the Dominion."


     "Then we will have to meet with them."








     "I am honored to be able to finally meet the ones who have been able to drive away the Dominion," Ka'lok said as everyone gathered in the war room on DS9.


     "We thank you for your willingness to meet here," Dale answered.  "Who are your people?  And how did you acquire interphasic technology?"


     "I shall share the story with you, as my father told me."  Ka'lok sat down, and began.  "Until eight hundred of your years ago, we lived on our homeworld: Na'shala.  At first, our different tribes warred with one another, until he came.  A millennia ago, a mystic being known as Sa'lor came to our people.  He bestowed upon our people the Sacred Laws, which gave each tribe a place in Na'shalok society.  My tribe, the Da'var, were given the holy duty of keeping Sa'lor's sacrements of battle, due to our belief in honor and duty among warriors.  The Sa'loria were established by Sa'lor himself from the strongest of each tribe, to keep the Sacred Laws, and guide our people.  And there were other tribes.....  The Ra'shakla, the Me'lokra, the Sar'kalra, and the Ma'loaki."


     "You said you lived on your homeworld until eight hundred years ago.  What happened?"


     Ka'lok seemed depressed for a moment.  "Eight hundred years ago, the Ra'shakla and Sar'kalra, for some unknown reason, began fighting again.  At first, they merely met on the battlefield, but then they used atomic weapons to nearly annihilate each other, and destroyed the biosphere of Na'shala.  Our people had no choice but to leave.  We were fortunate, as a race of holiness, the Sacred Vorlons...."


     "Vorlons?!"  Dale exchanged a look with Ross.  "Your race has met the Vorlons?"


     "Yes.  They helped us evacuate our population, and brought us to a nearby system, once inhabited by a dead race known as the Dargsla."  Ka'lok noticed Dale's stare, and continued.  "The Sacred Vorlons gave us the remains of the Dargsla spacefleet for our self-defense, and showed us how to use the jumpgate in their system to go to new homes.  It was decided that, to prevent another war, each tribe would go their own way.  The Sa'loria chose to remain on the ruined remnants of Na'shala, to await our return when our homeworld had healed itself.  A hundred years passed for the Da'var, and we prospered.  Then, they came....."


     "The Dominion," Martok grumbled.


     "Yes.  They showed no honor, annihilating the population of one of our colonies in an attempt to force us to join them.  We refused, and for the last seven hundred years, we have fought them off.  Many of our people have died in honorable combat against the Dominion, and still they come, and still we fight.  And we shall fight, until either the Sacred Vorlons come to our aid, we die, or the Dominion falls.  And now, your victory has brought hope to our people of a final end to the Dominion."


     "Which is our plan."  Dale stood, noticing the sour look from Ross.  "When we went to war with the Dominion, we knew that we would have to end it here and now.  The Founders are the type who would never leave us alone.  So what if we drove them out of the Alpha Quadrant?  They'll find a way to come back.  Transwarp, wormholes, or a massive assault through the wormhole.....  They'll be back, unless we stop them for good, and we can only do that by invading the Gamma Quadrant, and taking the fight to them.  And I will be sure to pass any offer of assistance to the Alliance Council."


     "I thank you, sa'lorati," Ka'lok responded, using a Na'shalok word meaning, "Honored One" or "he who is like Sa'lor".  "I shall be aboard my ship in the event that you need me."  He departed.


     Martok stood.  "They seem to be a fine race of warriors, and worthy allies.  We should allow them to join us for this glorious battle."


     "They could also receive assistance to rebuild themselves.  Fighting for seven centuries has obviously done it's own share of damage to their economy and population," Sisko noted.


     "I will send my report to the Federation Council, and I presume you," Ross seemed to be indicating Martok and Dale, "will send your own to your governments."


     "My report is already finished, and will be sent the instant I return to the Ro'Tarran."  Martok left, followed by Carrey and Sisko.


     "I'll be outside waiting for you, Robby," Andreys said as she went through the door.


     Dale watched her go, and out of the corner of his eye, noticed Ross stand up and begin to pace.  "I presume you are getting cold feet, Admiral."


     "Unlike the Alliance, the Federation is not in the best shape.  Betazed, Alpha Centauri, Benzar, Andor, and many other planets in the Federation have been devastated.  Starfleet is down to 40% strength in terms of available starships, and our shipyards are overtaxed merely trying to get us back up to pre-war levels of starship strength, and are in no way close to the level needed to send a substantial force to the Gamma Quadrant.  Most of our ground divisions are disbanding, and the fifteen that have been committed to Operation: Phoenix Assault are woefully undermanned and undergunned in comparison with Alliance, Soviet, American, Centauri, and Klingon divisions of equal strength.  Our citizens desire peace, and they do not want their sons, daughters, husbands, wives, brothers, and sisters to go off and get killed in a war that is no longer ours to fight."


     Dale nodded, having expected this arguement.  "I agree completely."


     Ross seemed surprised.  "You agree with me?"


     "Yes."  Dale sighed.  "Admiral, I would lying if I believed that the Federation had not carried it's weight in this war.  For a full year, you fought, almost alone, while we stood back and watched.  And now, it's our turn to take the brunt.  The Federation led the valiant struggle to save the Alpha Quadrant, and we will lead the struggle to save the Gamma Quadrant."


     "It will be a long and bloody road," Ross warned Dale.


     "I know, Admiral, I know....."








     "Anyway, I....."


     "What?"


     Carrey turned away from Quark and Morn, and saw Andreys enter the bar.  "Julie?"  Carrey went to get up, but saw her start up the stairs to the holodeck.


     "Women like her make my ears tingle.  The way they walk, the way they talk....."


     "I have no interest in listening to your sex fantasies, Quark," Carrey interrupted him.


     "Well, someone around here has to have them," Quark sneered.


     "At least I don't need them to satisfy my hormones," Carrey retorted.


     Quark frowned.  "So, who was the last conquest?"


     Carrey looked off into space, seeing Carmen Ibanez in his mind, her body and his wrapped up on bed sheets as the two engaged in the most passionate sex Carrey had been in for a year.  He also remembered that longing he had.......  "She's gone.  Had to return to duty."


     "Oh, poor you...."  Quark decided to change the subject when he realized he was pushing Carrey over the edge.  "So, when's the invasion?"


     "Soon."


     "How soon?"


     "Soon," Carrey repeated.


     Quark laughed.  "You don't even know when it is, do you?"


     "Not exactly.  But it will be soon."


     "My sources say tomorrow."


     Carrey's jaw dropped.  "You're kidding me."


     "Not at all.  Still, I don't know the exact specifics of the operation, but I assure you......"


     "Hey Zack!"


     Carrey turned, and found himself face to face with Michael Garibaldi from Babylon-5.  "Michael?!  Damn you, how've you been?!"  Carrey and Garibaldi grasped each other's fists.


     "Just fine, except for...."  Garibaldi raised his eyes, and Carrey noticed his bald head.  "Some smartass caused my hair to fall out."


     They laughed.  "So, how goes the Shadow War?  Have you kicked enough Shadow ass lately?"


     "It's over."


     Carrey blinked.  "What do you mean it's over?"


     "The Shadows are gone.  So are the Vorlons.  John and Delenn sent me to tell Dale.  Do you know where I can find him?"


     "Over on the Roddenberry.  Did you see her?"


     Garibaldi whistled.  "How could I not?  Scarier than a Minbari Warcruiser, if you ask me.  Especially with that Vorlon bioarmor."


     "That thing chewed up three Imperial Star Destroyers without getting a scratch.  That is scary."  The two laughed.








     "Ka'lok, one moment!"


     Dale finally found the Na'shalok leader in one of the DS9 corridors, heading toward the dock where his shuttle was.  "Yes, sa'lorati?"


     "I have a question."  Dale finally closed the gap between the two.  "When your people arrived in this universe, what happened to the jumpgate?"


     "We are unsure what happened to the gate in our home universe, but in this one, the jumpgate was destroyed."


     "By who?"


     "We know them only as 'the Borg'.  They destroyed the jumpgate, but their ship was destroyed by our fleet.  We have never seen them since."


     Lucky you....  "Thank you, Ka'lok."  They parted ways.








     Carrey stepped out of one of Quark's holosuites, Garibaldi and Sisko coming behind him.  "Now, I am damned sure the '99 Yankees could have beaten the London Kings.  The 2199 Yankees, that is."


     "In your best dreams, Mister Garibaldi," Sisko laughed.  "Now, where to next?"


     "Well, I am in the mood for some of the action down in the bar.  I wonder if Dabo is anything like roulette...."


     "Let's find out...."  The two walked down the stairs, laughing.


     Carrey went to follow them, but instead walked up to the door of a nearby holodeck, where one of the Ferengi waiters was standing, putting his ear to the door.  "What the hell are you doing?!"


     "I, um, am here to give the lady in this room her order, if you....."


     The small Ferengi gasped as Carrey gazed down in his eyes, and frowned.  "Well, then knock on the door, and give it to her."


     "I was going to, but I wanted to make sure that......"


     The door opened, and Carrey gasped.  "Julie, what the...."


     Andreys stood, wearing a transculent pink robe that showed off nearly every part of her body.  The holosuite behind her was that of a ocean yacht, fitting her clothing, or lack thereof, perfectly.  A blast of hot wind hit Carrey's face, as his pulse began to pound.  "Finally.  Can't any of your big-eared oafs do anything right?"  Andreys snatched a bottle out of the Ferengi's grasp.


     "Um, yes ma'am," the Ferengi waiter stuttered, staring at her.


     "Then leave!!!"


     The Ferengi scampered away, and Carrey was profoundly bewildered.  He knew that she had lost her baby, but had it harmed her personality that much?  "Julie, I know I haven't had the chance to....."


     "Come in," she commanded him, and something about her voice, and the way she was walking, made Carrey curious.  He obeyed, entering the holodeck.  The door slid closed behind him, as she walked off toward a recliner in the warm holographic sunlight.


     She picked up a glass of red liquid, and finished it with one gulp.  Carrey walked up.  "Julie, I'm sorry for your baby.  I know how much you wanted to raise a......"


     Carrey never knew what hit him.


     Andreys threw him on the soft recliner, and kissed him with such a ferocity that Carrey had trouble retrieving his breath.  "Wha....?"


     After unbuttoning Carrey's shirt, Andreys stopped with the kiss, and took off her robe, nothing but bare skin underneath.  My God, I've dreamed of this for years, consigned myself to the fact it would never happen, and all of the sudden, Julie's the one who is unable to keep her clothes on?!  Carrey's blood boiled as Andreys pressed her body against his, her lips moving along his neck.  Excited, Carrey grabbed her head, and returned the previous kiss, his old teenage lust for her reborn in a fire of passion.  The last bit of her clothing fell off, and Carrey could feel the urge to remove his own clothing grow stronger, her hand already reaching for his belt buckle, as his hands were pressed against her body.


     Then a familiar stench came to his nostrils, causing him almost to cough.  He could feel it fill his mouth as their kiss continued.  It was the one stench he hoped to never again smell.


     Alcohol......


     Carrey, with the same energy that moments before had led him to accept her rather forceful seduction, pushed her off.  "Julie, what the?!"  He grabbed the glass she had been drinking, and sipped the last few drops.  He immediately recognized it as wine, a particularly strong wine.  "Have you been drinking?!"


     Andreys caught her breath, still laying naked on the plastic recliner, the sweat on her body glistening in the holographic sunlight.  "What's it matter to you?"


     "A lot.  You're my friend Julie, and no matter how much I long for you, no matter how much I want this to happen, I refuse to take advantage of you while you're drunk."  Carrey rebuttoned his shirt, and followed up by scooping up her pink robe in his right hand and throwing it at her.  "Now, get dressed, and we'll go see Doctor Pulaski about anti-toxicants to get that stuff out of......."


     "I don't want to," Andreys replied defiantly, throwing the robe back.  "What happened to the old Zack I knew.  Two years ago, you would have been more than willing......"


     "I..... was a different person then, Julie."  Carrey dropped the robe.


     "I can feel your lust, Zack.  You want me so bad that it's driving you crazy.  Here's your chance.  The one chance in your life to have sex with me, if only for a night.  Don't you want to take it?"  Andreys stood up, and crossed her arms, partially obscuring Carrey's view of her upper torso.


     "Julie, there is a difference between lusting for someone, and truly wanting someone.  Sure, I lust for you.  A few moments ago, I was more than willing to continue on.  But you're drunk, and to take advantage of you in your current state would ruin anything that came out of making love to you.  I can't do that to myself, or you....."  Carrey turned, preparing to leave the holodeck.  "Now, I can't make you come with me and get de-toxicated, but....."


     "Damn you, Zack."  She slumped onto the recliner, stretching herself out, in a seeming last bid attempt to seduce him.


     "I'm sorry you're upset....."


     "What's wrong, afraid you'll disappoint me?  Maybe you're afraid you can't keep it up anymore," Andreys sneered, a look of pure rage on her features.


     Carrey sighed, and a tear came to his eye.  "You're not just drunk, Julie.  You're a mean drunk," he said before exiting the holodeck.


     Andreys just laid naked on the recliner, and began snoozing.








     As Carrey went to go down the flight of stairs, he heard footsteps behind him.  "You did the right thing," the voice reassured him.


     "Did I, Nerys?"  Carrey's smile was not as cheery as his normal one, as Kira walked up to the stairs with him.  "Or, by leaving her there, have I simply made things worse?"


     Kira crossed her arms, and sighed.  "I'm not sure.  Losing a child can be traumatic, and, well, I'm sure you understand the frustration and pain that drives one to alcohol."


     Carrey's own inner pain returned at the thought of his bout with the intoxicating substance, and he merely answered, "Yes, I understand."  He allowed himself a small smile, and quipped, "But, at least I didn't try to seduce you."


     Kira laughed.   "Point taken."


     Carrey heard a shout of "Dabo!" fill Quark's bar, and looked down to see Garibaldi raking in his winnings.  Sisko stood by him, both laughing.  "Well, let's go down and join the fun."








     Watching them walk down the staircase, Dale looked back at the holosuite with Andreys inside, and sighed.  Why?  That one word haunted him.  He wished he could be there for her.


     "She must find her own answers," a female voice interrupted his thoughts.


     Dale turned, and was startled to see Princess Leia Organa-Solo step out of the shadows.  "Leia?  What are...."


     "I am here to observe your invasion of the Gamma Quadrant."  Leia smiled a bit.  "And to inform you that we will be contributing the requested support ships for your secondary invasion."


     "You will?!"  Dale's heart pounded.  He had been losing hope.....


     "Our ships are already in position, on the other side of the Gamma Quadrant.  At your request, they will activate the 'jump stations' you require so that your forces can jump and catch the Dominion by surprise.  Of course, no Republic ship will be allowed to engage in offensive operations with the Dominion, but I doubt they will merely stand by and allow us to take a foothold in their space."


     Dale chuckled.  "I almost pity the Dominion."  He sighed.  "I wonder sometimes."


     "About what?"


     "About myself.  Why am I here?  Who am I?"


     "We all ponder these questions," Leia answered.  "Well, most of the time.  Now, you must show me this game of 'Dabo' they play in the bar......"


     "Follow me......"








     Personal Log: Feburary 12, 2161 AST; Robert Allen Dale.  The time has arrived.  The ships have arrived, and we are ready to mount our invasion.  I will lead Wave One against our initial targets, while Waves Two and Three move through, and give us the support we'll need to hold off a determined Dominion counterattack.  At the same time, Ka'lok will lead a contingent of ships carrying representatives of each spacefaring Coalition member to open formal relations with the Na'shalok.


     The bridge of the Roddenberry was bustling with activity as Dale stepped off of the maglev turbolift.  Heading right for the command chair, which Andreys vacated, Dale asked Worf, "Is all ready?"


     "Interphasic generator on stand-by mode.  All weapons are online and ready.  All ships ready."  On the screen, Dale could see the 4,000 warp-capable Coalition warships at his command coming into formation near the wormhole.


     "Ohhh......"


     Andreys' moan led Dale to turn to her and say, "You okay, Julie?"


     "My head feels....  bad......"  She couldn't seem to find the words to describe it.


     "It's called a hangover."


     "I know."  She grimaced.  "And to think I tried to seduce Zack, of all people....."


     Dale chuckled.  "That was funny.  Well, look on the bright side."  She glared at him, and Dale chuckled again.  "At least it was Zack, and not me."


     Andreys merely moaned again.


     Regaining his seriousness, Dale said, "Bring us into the wormhole.  Order all Coalition forces to launch Operation: Phoenix Assault."


     "Yes sir," came three replies.


     At the engineering station behind them, Barnes laughed.  "It's time to give those f$^@ing Dominion bitches an asskicking they'll never forget!"








     The Dominion garrison on Smarsa II never knew what hit them.


     In orbit, a force of thirty Coalition warships, led by the Klingon Negh'Var-class flagship Ma'kra'Lqu, obliterated the force of five Jem'Hadar squadrons, and pummeled away at the planetary shields.  After twenty minutes of intensive bombardment, the Dominion shields fell.  2,000 soldiers of the Alliance 32nd Armored Unit and the Klingon 35th Assault Brigade landed and seized the small mining planet quickly.


     As this occured, the main force of the Coalition, 2,700 ships strong, went by without resistance.


     Operation: Phoenix Assault was proceeding.








     "Reports are coming in from Assault Forces 2 and 3.  The Alpha Lnark and Beta Lnark systems have fallen, and Gamma Lnark is being invaded by the Alliance 23rd Armored Brigade and 145th Infantry Brigade, with the Federation 34th Andorian Combat Battalion.  Assault Force 4 has successfully neutralized the Dominion outpost in the Sarelis system, and sensors have confirmed a Na'shalok attack on the shipyard complex at Tovark Prime."  An additional message came to Worf's attention.  "Report coming in from the Second Allied Invasion Fleet.  They are proceeding with their attack on the opposite end of the Gamma Quadrant.  The New Republic fleet has withdrawn, after inflicting heavy casualties on marauding Jem'Hadar forces in the Alpha Panterius Cluster."


     "ETA to Ptera III?"


     "Coming out of warp in the Ptera system now."  A beep sounded on Jarod's console.  "Picking up a defense fleet of five hundred Jem'Hadar warships."


     "All ships, Code Red.  Battlestations."  Klaxons went off as the orange panel lights changed to red.  


     "If I were the Dominion commander, I would be getting in my brown pants right now," Paris quipped.


     "That is not a logical statement," Spock informed him.  "It is unsure if Vorta expend waste in such a manner."


     "Spock, it was a joke."


     "Yes, I know."  Spock turned his chair to face the sensor station, and a few small laughs filled the bridge.


     Worf finally ended the moment of lighthearted humor.  "Lead Dominion ships are locking weapons."


     "Well," Dale said as he brought up a three dimensional holographic tactical display to his side, one of the many new inivations on the new Alliance flagship, "let's show the Dominion just how formidable we are.  Lock forward weapons, and fire.  All weapon stations, lock on enemies and fire.  Bring the interphasic generator online, and prepare to fire the A/HM cannon."


     "You're going to use a weapon that annihilates Star Destroyers on them?"  Andreys, despite her hangover, wagged her finger at him.  "That, Robby, is overkill."


     Dale excused the lack of protocol because of her condition.  Instead, he turned his attention to the tactical display.  "Bring Attack wings 1, 3, 4, and 8 along their left flank, and Attack wings 2, 5, 7, and 10 agaisnt their right flank.  Have Battle wings 2, 3, 5, and 6 provide fire support."  On his display, eighty attack ships, being Alliance Valiant-class heavy raiders, Federation Defiant-class heavy escorts, or Klingon B'rel-class Birds-of-Prey, moved along the enemy flank.  When some of the Jem'Hadar medium cruisers began to fire on them, they faced an onslaught of fire from Coalition battleships, made of Alliance Missouri-class battleships, two Presidential-class superdreadnoughts, Klingon Vor'cha-class attack cruisers, Federation Sovereign- and Galaxy-class starships, and a small wing of Romulan D'deridex-class Warbirds.  "Enemy forces are sending some of their attack ships to engage our flanking forces."


     "Order Assault Groups 1 and 3 to move alongside their flank, and reinforce our attack ships."  Dale began to calculate the odds and his possible strategies.  He had a 4 to 1 advantage numerically, but even the highest odds could be overcome should the attacking force not use it's size properly.  Thus, instead of just engaging in a brutal head-to-head slugfest, as some commanders, (and most Klingon commanders), would have done, he was going to outflank them, forcing them to either break their line or......


     "Enemy ships have broken off attacks on the flanking units.  They are forming a defensive line and a DKZ", Defensive Kill Zone, Dale's mind interpreted, "and are asking for reinforcements."


     A few white and orange beams of energy appeared on the outer fringes of the flanking area, as the Coalition flankers and Dominion ships were taking potshots at each other.  A couple of explosions marked the destruction of two Jem'Hadar fighters, and the last fighter of the squadron plowed into a B'rel-class Bird-of-Prey, destroying it and itself in the process.  "Interphasic generator charged."


     "Fire on wide dispersal pattern."


     After a brief charge, a massive bolt of energy slammed into the Dominion fleet.  It destroyed dozens of the ships without resistance, and just being near the intense energy burst caused the survivors to malfunction, or to suffer from shield damage.  "My God......," Paris gasped.


     With one shot, they had wiped out half of the Dominion force.


     "All ships, attack!"


     The Coalition fleet jumped into action, using the confusion brought about by the immense power displayed by the Roddenberry to attack the Dominion fleet.  Failing to employ their defensive advantage, the ships, now outnumbered almost 10 to 1, were wiped out within a minute of fighting.








     The vast command center on the new Roddenberry was spacious, making even the three dimensional planning holocenter on Headquarters Station seem archaic.  Based on a combined effort by Alliance and Minbari engineers and scientists, Alliance holographic interfaces were combined with enhanced Minbari projection systems to create the ultimate three dimensional combat command/stellarcartography center, (CCSCC).  Dale took his seat in the middle of the center, and used the controls to move the display in all directions.  Bringing up the front as it was, he could see the progress of the massive invasion.  Wave One had already seized all of their targets, and were busy setting up bases as forces from Wave Two moved by and attacked nearby systems critical to any Dominion defensive plan, rendering them useless in the creation of a defensive line.  Wave Three would reinforce units from the prior waves in taking several heavily defended systems, particulary the Karemma system.


     "I am worried about Julia, Robert," Meridina told him, standing nearby.


     Dale was ripped out of his strategic thought.  "So am I.  Did I tell you what happened on DS9?"


     "You need not try, for I know."


     "Yeah."  His communicator chirped.  "Dale here."


     "Sir, a Centauri ship just came out of hyperspace.  They say that Prime Minister Mollari is on board, and wishes to come over."


     Dale sighed, and then allowed himself a small laugh.  "Tell them that we will be transporting him over shortly.  Don't know why he has to be present for this."


     "The founding of a new interstellar power is not an everyday occurence, Robert," Meridina reminded him.


     "True."  Dale thought of the upcoming ceremony where the Gamma Quadrant races already liberated would create the Confederation of Free Worlds.  It was the first step in replacing the Dominion with a stable, democratic government.








     "Now, I see the young lady has had her very first hangover," Londo stated as Andreys half-sat, and half-fell into a chair in the lounge.  Dale and Meridina were already seated.  "I remember my first hangover," he boasted.  After a moment of thought, he reversed himself.  "No, I don't, because it wouldn't be a hangover if you remembered it."


     Dale and Meridina laughed, and Andreys rolled her eyes, an annoyed expression on her face.  "And this is funny?"


     "Actually, I complained to one of my servants, 'When I said I have a headache, it did not mean "Oh, my head hurts, I should take a painkiller and lay down.  No, I said I have a headache, as in "Oh look, half of the blood vessels in my brain just exploded!'"  Another bit of laughter.


     "Londo, is it true that Centauri males of six genitalia?"


     "Yes.  Would you like to see them?"  More laughter.


     Andreys' smile was dangerous, yet almost seductive, in a way.  "No, but if you don't stop it with the hangover jokes, I might take pleasure in slicing them off one by one."


     "You wouldn't.....  Julie?"  Dale looked into her teal eyes, and saw a mixture of humor and rage.


     "Um, Prime Minister, I would not antagonize her anymore," Meridina warned him.


     Londo took the hint.  "Yes, I suppose you are correct."  He laughed again.  "Now, I was about to tell you of the raid on Ralesh 12........"








     "Zack....."


     Carrey turned, as Sisko approached.  "I thought you would be going with the third invasion wave."


     "No.  Unfortunately, Scotty is having problems with the starboard power coupling, so we're stuck here."  Carrey sighed.  "How is Jake?"


     "He's doing okay.  He's in another session with Lieutenant Teegin right now."


     "Good.  Now," Carrey smiled, "where's Michael?"


     "Sleeping.  Tonight we're going to have a game between the 2199 New York Yankees and the London Kings.  Loser pays the holosuite bill and a free round of drinks.  Are you going to....."


     "Captain!"  Both turned to see Kira running down the hall.  "Shakkar wants to speak with you, now.  Something about the arrangements for the banquet announcing the official Bajoran declaration of war against the Dominion and it's membership in the Coalition."


     "Damn....  Well, I'd better go get this over with so I won't miss the game."  Sisko walked away.


     Kira turned to Carrey.  "How is Captain Andreys?"


     "Okay.  Surprisingly, Quark was very willing to dismiss the large holosuite bill she incurred."


     "You're right, that is surprising.  That little opportunist is up to something....."


     Carrey swallowed, pushing away some of his thoughts.  "We'll have to find out....."








     Personal Log: Supplemental; Robert Allen Dale.  The invasion has been declared a success.  Although some fighting is still raging on a few planets, the Coalition has secured a viable foothold for use in the continuing war with the Dominion.  The other part of our operation was an equal success, as Coalition forces, mostly Alliance, have taken the other end of Dominion space, enabling us to force them into a two-front war.


     The founding of the Confederation of Free Worlds, with the Na'shalok as members, has been widely received throughout the Coalition.  The new government, headed by Mak'lor, the leader of the Na'shalok, has already agreed to declare war on the Dominion, and has voted to negotiate for a full alliance with all spacefaring Coalition members, to mobilize a new military equipped by the Coalition, as well as captured Dominion weaponry.


     Dale looked up from his desk as Leia entered.  "Congratulations are in order.  Your Coalition has won an impressive victory," she said.


     "It's just the beginning.  The beginning of the end for the Dominion.  Now...."  Dale started reading the diplomatic reports from the envoy to the Na'shalok.  "We have to figure out how to give the necessary aid to the Na'shalok......"


     "The Na'shalok?!"


     Dale noticed Leia's expression.  "Yes, what about them?"


     "The Na'shalok were a race on the Outer Rim!  Their homeworld was in the system the jumpgate was at.  Unfortunately, the Empire exterminated them long ago, after a bitter war."


     Dale swallowed.  "Did they have a tribe name?"


     Leia thought for a moment.  "The, well, Ma'lo-something...."


     Dale tried to remember the tribe names Ka'lok told her.  "The Ma'loaki?"


     "That's it.  The Ma'loaki.  They claimed to be the scientific members of the Na'shalok society."


     "The tribe we've made contact with, the Da'var, are the military leaders.  They are the ones responsible for the keeping of Na'shalok military rules and regulations."  Dale, after another moment, added, "Well, I'd better try to get a hold of Ka'lok.  He should know about this......."








     Carrey took his uniform off, and sat down at his desk, the cheering crowds still in his ear.  Poor, poor Ben....  It's going to take him a while to recover.....  Carrey thought wryly, considering the blowout Sisko's London Kings had suffered at the hands of Garibaldi's 2199 New York Yankees.  Looking at his monitor, he noticed a message, from Andreys.  Interested, he activated the screen.


     Andreys appeared, wearing a pink nightrobe not as revealing as what she had worn in the holosuite.  "Zack, I'd like to apologize for what I did in the holosuite.  What I did was mean, improper, and undeserving of our friendship.  I know that you have always had, well, feelings for me, even if I did not like them, and doing what I did probably made you think that you would actually get what you wanted from me.  I did not mean to give you this promise.  I am so sorry, and I still want to be friends.  Well, I'm going to go now.  Talk to you later."  She disappeared from the screen.


     Carrey activated his message system, and sent her a text reply.  You're forgiven, beautiful.  And next time, we go for a home run.  Zack.  Laughing at his witty and charming reply, he confirmed the message had been sent, and went to the shower stall.


     He emerged, drying himself off, and saw another message.  Noticing it was a reply from Andreys, he activated it, seeing it was an audio message.


     "Dream on, Zack," Andreys' voice said, and Carrey could feel his heart pound with the pure seduction the three words oozed in his mind.  Some laughter followed, and the message ended.


     Carrey's own laughter was interrupted by the door chime.  "Come on in....."


     The door opened, and Ibanez, in her casual uniform, entered.  "It's not fair!  It's just not fair!"


     "What?!"


     She ran up to him, put her arms around him, and started weeping.  "I have to go home tomorrow, and....."


     "And what?"


     "The Federal Council has ruled that all military personnel are not allowed to have personal contact with Alliance personnel, effective next week!"


     "Why?"  Carrey's new frown grew.


     "Well....."  Ibanez sat on the bed, and took off her uniform top, revealing her black military undershirt, a sleeveless tank top that did little more than cover her breasts, and a part of her stomach.  "The Federal Council was kept out of the planning for Operation: Phoenix Assault when they refused to allow Alliance media networks to broadcast on our communications systems.  When you launched the attack without approval....."


     "They decided to get even and stopped the cooperation we've been having for the last few months."  Carrey sat down next to her, and put his arm around her neck.  She was definately on edge.


     "Zack, please don't let anyone know I told you this, but...."  She closed her eyes, afraid.  "There is.... another reason for this."


     "Carmen, if you don't want....."


     "Three of our outer colonies have broken away."


     Carrey was stunned, and he held her that much stronger.  "How?  I thought....."


     "They just did it a few days ago.  They accused the Federal Council of ignoring their wishes, and since most of our outer colonies have populations made of only civilians, they have no representation on the Council.  When the Council responded to their demands by making preparations to send troops to 'quell disorder from fanatics and anarchists', they declared independence.  There is a belief that Alliance Intelligence was behind their learning of our troop mobilizations."


     "I wouldn't put it past them.  I've dealt with elements of Alliance Intelligence before."  Carrey almost couldn't believe it.  What does the Terran Federation have to gain by withdrawing from the war with the Dominion, and giving out such anti-Alliance orders to their military?


     "Well, some of our more nationalist elements want to publicly denounce the Alliance.  Zack, I'm....."  She swallowed, and Carrey, gazing into her blue eyes, felt sorry for her.  "I'm worried that, for the first time since the Proxima Riots, we'll be ordered to attack civilian targets.  Because I know I will disobey those orders.  And that means...."


     "You'll be imprisoned," Carrey gasped.


     "No, Zack.  It means that I would be executed for treason."


     Carrey's heart became cold.  "Carmen, if they do that, I will blow them all straight to hell," he vowed angrily.


     "Saving my life would suffice," she responded, and for a moment, she smiled.  "Well, I guess this is our last night together."


     "That it is."  Carrey kissed her gently.  "And I want to give you a going away present."  Moving his hands along her back, he kissed her passionately as he grasped her undershirt, and helped her remove it.  It fell to the floor, followed by his towel and the rest of her uniform, as he got on top of her, their lips locked together and their hearts already accelerating, excited by the kiss.








Epilogue











     Dale entered his bedroom to find Meridina on her meditation rug, in her traditional meditation position.  Reaching for her bare shoulder, he touched the smooth skin and asked, "What's going on?"


     "I... am unsure.  I have had several moments of unrest about the future, Robert.  This bodes ill."  She stood, unclothed.


     Dale removed his clothing, and got in the bed.  As she got down next to him, he answered, "We'll get to that when we come to it."  He ran the back of his hand along her cheek, gazing into her face, which he felt was the most beautiful part of her body.  "Meridina, I've been meaning to ask you something."


     "What?"  Like always, she moved her head to lay on top of his chest, her hair brushing against his skin and relaxing him.


     "Well," he reached over on the nightstand, and picked up a little black box, "I don't know how Gersallians do it, but when a human male and female get very close physically and emotionally, then they take oaths to each other."


     "Much like the Rituals of Bonding my people go throught," she agreed.


     "Okay.  Well, when the male decides that he feels it is time to exchange such oathes, he proposes to his love, and if she agrees, gives her a ring to wear as a symbol of their commitment and the imminence of their exchange of oaths."


     "I believe you are referring to the human ritual called 'marriage'?"


     "Yes, I am."  Dale opened the box, and a shining ring of gold was inside.  It's color glistened in the soft light of their bedroom.  "Would you be willing to marry me?"


     Meridina lifted her head, and put the ring in her left hand.  "It... is beautiful."  Dale helped her slip it on the proper finger.  "I agree, Robert.  This will be the final ceremony to show our bonding as one."


     A few tears came to Dale's eyes.  "Thank you, Meridina."  He kissed her, and a few moments later, they were in a passionate embrace........


