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     This episode is another one of my single plot, fast tracked episodes.  And yet again, I've added a little secondary plot.


     Some of the characters in this episode are copyrighted by MGM/UA.  There, you know.











Prologue








     Agent 847 ducked and then leaped, as bullets went flying around him.  He turned, and fired his pistol.  He missed, and guards kept running for him.  He turned again, but then somebody jumped him, and they fell to the ground.  Before he could get away, the guards were over him, holding their guns to his head.


     Then, he appeared.  That evil grin, that stare.  The druglord walked up to him, and said, "Make an example of him."


     The next thing Agent 847 felt was a sharp blow to his skull, then nothing.














     Ship's Log: August 24, 2159 AST; D.S.S. Roddenberry.  Minister Robert Allen Dale reporting.  We have traveled to universe designate JE-5, and have assumed a standard orbit over this universe's Earth.  The Alliance made contact here just ten months ago, so our diplomatic contacts are few.  However, Alliance Intelligence had sent an agent to infiltrate a Central American drug cartel, run by a man known to us as Sanchez.  Five days ago, this agent's body was discovered near the Panama Canal, having been brutally beaten.  I have taken this as a personal matter, and have come to push for Sanchez's arrest.  However, the country in which he lives is run by a dictator, who is obviously his business partner.  So, I'll have to find another way to do this.  Sanchez must not be allowed to hurt anybody else.


     Besides, we look after our own.


     Dale looked up and saw Worf and Carrey walk into his office.  "Zack, Worf, please sit down."


     They did so, and Dale looked at the both.  "Commanders, I have sent numerous demands for the arrest of this man Sanchez.  Since I'm not making any headway, I want you two to go to Panama, and find the bastard.  If you can, capture him and bring him up.  If you can't, then I want you to make sure he can't hurt anybody else.  Got that?"


     Carrey nodded, and Worf looked away, saying, "You mean, kill him."


     Dale merely answered, "Do what must be done."


     Worf grunted.  "It is not honorable to kill someone without his knowing who his enemy is."


     Dale, despite what Worf had just said, almost laughed.  "He does know, Commander."  Dale pressed a button on his viewer, and the picture of the agent's body appeared.  He swirled it around so Worf and Carrey could see it.


     Carrey turned his head away, and Worf looked intently at the picture.  He then leaped to his feet, and thundered, "Doja'Qurd!  I shall avenge!" 








     Bashir walked into the meeting room, and looked at who was waiting for him.  Dale was there, as well as Commander Carrey, Worf, and Barnes.  "Come in Doctor, we've been waiting for you.  Did you bring it?"


     Bashir took out of his pocket an injector, a tissue regenerator, and two subdermal communicators.  He loaded one into the injector, and asked, "Who's first?"


     Worf went to step up, and Bashir pushed the injector into his upper arm.  After a second, he withdrew it, and ran the regenerator over the entry point.  Then, he loaded the last communicator into the injector, and did the same to Carrey.


     "Thank you, Doctor.  That'll be all."  Bashir nodded, and left.


     Dale turned to Barnes.  "Did you get that equipment I asked you for?"


     Barnes nodded, and opened the kit he had put on the table.  He pulled out two small gun-like devices, and said, "These are photon discharge device.  Each one has about five charges in it.  Use these to destroy any surveillance systems those dumb bastards have."


     Carrey and Worf each took one, and then Barnes brought out a two small watches.  "These have small lasers that can be used to cut ropes, chains, anything you can ask for.  They also have built-in sensor devices, so you can see what is within eighteen meters of your position."  They took them and put them on, and Barnes brought out a small device, and handed it to Worf.  "I'm sure that you would stick out like a sore thumb, so I cobbled together a miniature holographic projector.  Just put it in your collar, and it'll make you look like a human."  He then gave them two phasers.  "These have been specially designed with a buffer.  No more whine when you fire.  Perfect for sniping.  They might see the beam, but the energy will overload any thermal detection they use, including thermal sights."  They took the phasers, and Barnes pulled out four small boxes.  "These are our new super-explosives.  These babies can blow the shit out of anything.  Just push the button on the side to arm.  Automatic one minute fuse.  If you stick it to a wall, a special attachment chemical will make it practically impossible to take off.  If you want it to stick, pour simple water on it, to activate the substance."


     They took the explosives, and then Worf asked, "What if somebody hits the subdermal communicator?"


     "It doesn't matter.  Even when you touch it, you have to instruct it to open a channel.  Otherwise, it won't do anything, and will deactivate after three seconds."


     Worf nodded, and Barnes then left.  As soon as he went through the door, Dale said, "Computer, restrict access to room, Silver Level.  Authorization Dale 511 Gamma."


     "Code recognized.  Door is now programmed."


     Then, motioned for Carrey and Worf to sit down.  They did so, and he walked up to the screen.  He activated it, and the image of a small country appeared.  "This, gentlemen, is Panama.  In this universe, it is ruled by a dictator, so you must watch your step.  I recommend that you start out at the largest casino in their capital.  Before his death, our agent informed us that this is were Sanchez brings in new clients.  We know where he lives, but Intelligence believes that it is unwise to attack the mansion, so we hope to, instead, catch him at his lab.  Do what is necessary, then destroy everything.  We'll be on station if you need us.  Just use the communicators.  That is all, gentlemen."








     Dale entered his quarters, and took off his uniform.  Putting a normal T-shirt on, he sat down and turned to his monitor.  "Computer, activate ANN."


     The monitor turned on, and a screen appeared, with an anchorwoman on.  "Welcome to our continuing live coverage of the Yedor Trials.  Today, the prosecuting team continued to make it's case against the seventy-three Redeemer officials indicted for war crimes and crimes against sentients.  The defense team has already raised another objection to the presence of the Minbari Satai Rathenn on the tribunal, claiming that he is biased against their clients for prejudicial reasons.  That objection was overruled by the Minbari magistrate, and the trials continue."


     On the screen, one of the Redeemer leaders, the "Primus" as Dale knew him, sat in the witness box.  "Sir, do you deny that you ordered twelve of your ships to contaminate the planet Mzkin VI with a highly contagious virus that was intended to cleanse the entire planet of sentient life?"


     The Primus shook his head.  "Never!  I do not deny doing the will of Xant!"


     "Does the will of Xant tell you to massacre innocent civilians?!"


     One of the defense lawyers raised an objection.  "Objection, Your Honor, prejudicial!  He is trying to make my client incriminate himself because of his religion."


     The Minbari judge nodded.  "Sustained.  Mister Jaskon, please refrain from bringing up religious matters."


     "I apologize, Your Honor."


     The door opened, and Harverson entered.  "So, what are you doing?"


     Dale looked up at her.  "Watching these trials."


     The prosecutor then asked, "Sir, what did the will of Xant tell you to do?"


     "To cleanse the universe of all those who deny his holy name!"


     A loud uproar echoed in the room, and the crystal structure of the building caused the room to vibrate.  "Computer, off."  The screen turned off, and he stood.  "These fools think they can get away with murdering billions of people.  I can't believe it."  He sat on his bed.


     She sat by him.  "Well, I won't worry about it.  That war's over."  She kissed him on the cheek.  "You need to relax.  Don't you have a vacation coming up?"


     "At the end of September.  Timed with a one-month maintenance overhaul."


     "Well, I know the perfect vacation spot."  Harverson handed him a padd with a picture on it.  "Argel VIII."


     "You're aiming high.  I was actually thinking about Unila II...."








     Carrey walked into the transporter room, and Worf was waiting for him.  They were both holding suitcases.  Carrey was in a tropical shirt, but Worf had opted for a pullover, long-sleeved shirt.  "Well, let's get this over with."


     They walked up to the transporter pad, and Worf said, "Do you have the coordinates?"


     The female transporter operator nodded.  "Nobody will see you.  Good luck."


     They got onto the pad, and beamed down.








     "Remember, Commander, that we are here to do a job, not to play around."


     "Of course.  And you remember to call me Carrey, Worf."


     Worf grunted.  They walked into the hotel, and Carrey went up to the counter.  He said a phrase in Spanish, and was given a key.  He motioned for Worf to follow him, and Worf did so.


     After a short elevator ride, they came into their room.  It had two bedrooms, and a small room, obviously for business purposes.  They put their bags down, and Carrey walked one of the bedrooms.  He emerged wearing a tuxedo, and in his hand was a briefcase, containing around one hundred thousand dollars of local currency.  "Well Worf, let's get started."


     Worf let out a growl, and got dressed up as well.  Then, they walked out of the room.








     Carrey and Worf walked into the casino, and looked as hundreds of people were milling around.  Some where just looking, and some were playing the assorted games.  Carrey walked up to the exchange counter, and received gambling pieces, thin slabs of plastic marked with a number, representing how much money it was worth.


     Worf came up behind him.  "We were not given that money to gamble it away!"


     "Worf, we've got five hundred thousand overall, and were told that we could spend a third of it.  We've still go plenty."  Carrey looked over to one of the tables, and saw his target.  She was a Hispanic woman, probably only in her late twenties, at most.


     Worf saw what he was looking at, and shook his head.  "We are supposed to keep our minds on business."


     "I am.  According to what I've heard, she's the girlfriend of Sanchez.  So, let's see what comes up."


     When Carrey turned back, he could see a chair open.  He went up, and politely asked if he could occupy it.  They allowed him, and he began to play.  Worf looked above them, and saw a man walking toward an upper room.  He looked, and saw that it was Sanchez.  The warrior in Worf wanted to bolt up there and kill him right there, but his intelligence told him otherwise.  He looked back at Carrey, and could see a another seat open.  A man walked up and occupied it.  Worf tried to look at him closely, but there was too many people in the way.








     Carrey looked up, and saw the newcomer.  "Is it possible to occupy this seat?"  The man had a distinctive British accent.


     The dealer looked at the stack of slabs in his hands, and motioned for him to sit.


     The man sat down, and Carrey could swear that he saw him before.  But before he could pry, Worf snuck up behind him, and nudged him in the back.  Carrey looked up at him, and knew that the look he was receiving was met for him to leave.  He looked at his fellow players, and excused himself.  He smiled, and got up.  He and Worf walked away, and Carrey whispered into his ear, "What's going on?"


     Worf motioned to the ceiling.  Carrey looked up, and saw a small camera watching the table.  He nodded, and they walked out.


     When they got outside, Carrey turned back to Worf.  "Stay here, and try to get a transmitter on him.  That way we can track him."


     Worf nodded, and walked off.








     Dale woke up, and after carefully getting out of the bed, put his nightrobe on and went into his main room.  Sitting at the couch, he turned the monitor on and set it to ANN.


     On the screen, the trial appeared.  Oddly, the Redeemer defendants and their lawyers were standing.  They're rendering a verdict?


     "To those of you who have just joined us, then prosecution and defense have both rested their cases today, although the defense council protested vehemently to their clients' decision.  Now, the Minbari tribunal has returned with their verdict...."


     The lead Minbari judge stood, and began his statement.  "The crimes which have been brought before myself during the course of these two weeks have thouroughly shocked myself, and the people of Minbar.  Now, after the evidence has been carefully deliberated, and the true nature of the crimes shown painfully clear, this tribunal renders the following verdicts......"


     As Dale listened, the Minbari leader called out the names of the accused, and one by one found them guilty.  Then he turned to one of the men, a minor offical on the Redeemer homeworld on Tulaan IV, and said, "Not guilty".  A loud uproar filled the room, but the judge quieted it.  Then he finished the verdicts, all pronounced the rest guilty.


     Then the sentencing began, in which half of the guilty men were ordered to "death by firing squad" sentences, while the other half received imprisonment sentences of no lower than 30 years, which for most of them was a life sentence as well.


     The head of the defense council stood up.  "Your honor, we request that the defendants be held on Minbar before their sentences are carried out, and that the defendants with imprisonment sentences be incarcerated here, for in the other possible locations they would be dead men."


     The Minbari judge nodded.  "The defendants will be held here until their sentences are carried out, and then will be remanded to the custody of the Alliance Justice Department and the Alliance Department of Corrections."


     Dale pressed a button, and the trials disappeared from the screen.  "Finally....."  Then he returned to his bed.


     





     Later that night, Carrey was laying in bed when he heard a sound.  He got up to look, but he didn't see anything.  He went back to bed.


     Then, before he could move, he was suddenly attacked.  He saw a figure, dressed in black, run toward him, and he dodged.  His attacker was quick, however, and he was pushed onto the bed.  His attacker jumped on him, and pinned him to the bed.  "Who are you?  What do you have to do with Sanchez?"  Carrey recognized the voice, as the British man who had joined the card game.


     Carrey tried to worm his way out of the man's grip, but to no avail.  He decided to keep his secret, however, and said, "I don't know any man named Sanchez!"


     "I heard you mention to your friend that you knew that woman was Sanchez's girlfriend.  That bastard nearly killed my friend!  Now, tell me the truth, or I'll kill you!"


     Carrey then realized that this man must be after Sanchez as well.  "I am Commander Zachary Carrey, Alliance..."


     A glint of light hit the man's face, and now Carrey got a good look at it.  He did know this man!  "You're..."


     Before Carrey could finish, Worf burst into the room.  He lunged at the man, but he was able to hit Worf in the head, and Worf was stunned for a second.  The man used this opportunity to escape.


     Carrey almost said the man's name, but then thought otherwise.  After all, his vision might be playing tricks on him.  "Thanks, Worf."


     Worf barely acknowledged his gratitude.  "I planted a small transmitter on Sanchez's watch.  Tomorrow, he will be traveling to his lab, bringing with him a group of clients.  I have already contacted the Roddenberry.  They will track his movements, and then beam us in when we have packed up.  Then, we will beam down, and complete our mission."


     "Well, let's get good sleep.  We're gonna need it."








     Worf walked into the transporter room, and Carrey was there, waiting for him.  They were both dressed in black, and each had a photon rifle, plus the buffered phasers.  "Well, Worf, let's do it."


     "Are you sure that you can handle this operation?"


     "Worf, before the Alliance even existed, and Rob, Julie, Thomas, and I were running around in the Koenig, I was doing this type of thing.  I can do it again.  Besides, if we get into a fire fight, Rob promised me that they would send down a squad of Marines."


     Worf merely let out the customary grunt.








     Harverson was praticing with her rifle in the holodeck when an alert sounded.  "Orange Alert.  This is not a drill.  Stirke Teams Beta, Gamma, and Delta, report to the armory for briefing and equiping."


     Running out of the holodeck, it took her five minutes to get to the armory, on the other side of the deck.  Entering it, she saw the other seventeen Marines in her unit and the other two, as well as Dale standing at one end.  "Corporal," he began, "good for you to make it."  As she picked up a photon rifle, and started putting on a combat suit, he started the briefing by activated a screen in the armory.  Several buildings appeared.  He pointed to the largest one.  "This is the major drug lab operated by the known drug lord Sanchez.  Your mission is to support Commander Carrey and Lieutenant Commander Worf, who have already beamed down to infiltrate the compound, and destroy the materials inside.  Your mission is to support them by landing outside of the compound, and drawing enemy fire.  You will be taking two runabouts, in order to deter any Panamanian air interference.  Those are your orders.  Good luck."


     As they filed out of the armory, Dale grabbed Harverson's arm, and said, "Here's a going away present."  Then he kissed her.  "Take care of yourself," he yelled after her as she ran out of the armory.








     Carrey and Worf materialized, and saw themselves on one end of a large compound.  Carrey looked at the scanning device that was on his wrist, and said, "Here, there's a secret entrance right there.  One life sign."  Carrey and Worf pulled out their phasers.  Then, Worf kicked open the cameflouged door, and Carrey fired.  He saw the energy beam go out, and hit the guard in the chest, he fell to the ground, unconscious.


     Carrey motioned for Worf to enter, and they snuck in.  They crawled into a ventilation pipe, and went through it.  When they reached a grate, they looked through it, and saw the lab itself.  The man named Sanchez was leading a group of people on a tour.


     Carrey recognized one of them as the man who had attacked him.


     They looked ahead of them, and saw a small camera sticking down.  "Worf, get your photon discharger ready.  We need to make sure that we don't receive unwelcome company."


     They pulled them out, and Carrey aimed at the small camera.  He squeezed the trigger, but saw nothing come out.  But when he looked at the camera, he could see that it was totally wrecked.  For ten minutes, he and Worf took out the other five cameras in the complex.  Then, they were ready to roll.


     They quickly found out that somebody had beat them to the punch.


     One of the tanks exploded, and everybody ducked for cover.  The British man quickly got cover behind one of the workstations, and pulled out a gun.  He fired at one of the guards, and the guard fell to the ground.


     Worf looked at Carrey, and said, "Today is a good day to die."  Worf then kicked a grate open, and jumped to the ground.  Before anybody could react, he opened fire with his photon rifle, and four guards were mowed down by the white sparks that emerged from it.  Carrey followed, and fired at another guard.  He fell too, and Carrey and Worf found cover.  Carrey looked over to see how their unknown ally was doing.  He was busy fighting hand-to-hand with somebody, and was losing.


     Carrey nudged Worf in the ribs.  "Worf, get over there and help that guy.  I'll give you cover."  Worf nodded, and began to run over.  Three different guards aimed for him, but Carrey was a good shot, and got two of them.  The last one knelt down again.


     These guys should be screaming and running in terror because of our weapons.  I guess that shows how much they get paid, Carrey though.  He let lose another volley of fire, and kneeled back down before they could return fire.  "Carrey to Roddenberry!  Send them in!"


     "This is the Euphrates.  We're coming in."  Carrey heard the roar of ship thrusters outside the building.  A loud burst of photon fire began a battle between their incoming forces and Sanchez's reinforcements.








     Worf leaped, and ripped his enemy to the ground.  The man got up quickly, and let lose a roundhouse kick, but it didn't effect Worf who deftly blocked the blow.  Worf, wishing he had his bat'leth with him, punched his adversary, and he fell back, close to a break in the rail.  The man went to pull a knife, but Worf pulled out his own short Klingon blade, and slashed at the man.  He went to fall back through the rail, but just before he fell, he grabbed Worf, and pulled him with him.  Below them was a mincer, meaning that anybody who fell would die a painful death.  The man tried to grab onto Worf's leg, but slipped, and fell.  Worf was too busy looking up to see, but he could hear the blood-curdling screams of pain as the man below him was ripped and crushed to death.  Red splashes of blood appeared all over the mincer.


     Worf felt his grip begin to weaken, and he thought, It truly is a good day to die, and briefly considered taking his phaser and vaporizing himself.  Then, a hand grabbed his, and tried to pull him up.  Worf threw up his free hand, and pulled himself up.  He came face-to-face with his unknown ally.  "Who are you?"


     The man, who had black hair and was dressed likewise, replied in his British accent.  "Bond.  James Bond."


     Worf believed he had heard that name before, but didn't believe it was important at the moment.  "Lieutenant Commander Worf, of the..."


     "...of the Alliance.  I believe that is what your friend was saying."


     "Yes.  Sanchez has committed a great dishonor to the Alliance, and we have been sent to avenge ourselves."


     "You mean kill him?"


     They looked each other in the eyes.  "Yes."


     "What about the drugs?"


     Worf took out the explosive that had been in his pocket.  "These will be used to destroy the material here."


     He handed one to Bond.  "The small button on the side activates a one minute fuse.  If you pour water on it, it will activate an attachment substance."


     Bond took it, and asked, "What kind of name is 'Worf'?"


     Worf made an instant decision to answer, and turned off the holographic projector.  His face wavered, and his normal Klingon features replaced the false human features that had been shown.


     "You're an alien?"


     Worf nodded.  "I am a Klingon.  My people have allied themselves with the Alliance."


     A guard targeted them with his weapon, and they jumped out of the way.  The guard targeted Bond, but Worf had dived to his fallen photon rifle, and he brought it up and fired.  The guard was knocked down by the blast.  Worf quickly ran over to Bond.  "We must leave."  Worf then took his explosive box, and dipped it in a puddle of water by him.  He put it on a wall, and it stuck there.  He then pressed his communicator.  "Worf to Carrey.  I have set the explosive.  We must leave."


     "Got it.  Our reinforcements are outside, engaged in a heavy firefight.  Let's get the hell out of here."


     The channel ended, and Worf turned to Bond.  He gave him the photon rifle.  "It has thirty charges left.  Leave.  I will set the explosive."


     Bond ran toward the door, and Worf waited until he was outside.  Then, he pressed the button, and ran himself.  He was mentally counting down the time.  Fifty seconds... Forty seconds... Thirty seconds.


     At the ten second mark, Worf burst through the door and was outside the complex.  At the five seconbd mark, he shouted, "Get down!"  He leaped to the ground, and felt the heat on his back as the complex exploded in a fantastic explosion.


     He looked over, and saw Bond climb into a truck.  Worf then remembered Sanchez.  He turned, and saw Carrey walking up to him.  "I must go after Sanchez.  You stay here and make sure that the wounded are cared for."


     Worf then saw the runabout that the Marines had used to get down to the planet, and he walked over to it.  A non-commissioned officer was in it, and Worf yelled for him to lift off immediately.  He did so, and the runabout lifted into the air.  Worf stood right by the open side door.  As he watched, he saw two trucks fighting each other.  He could see Bond in one of the trucks, and two people in another.


     Then, he saw a smaller "pickup" truck coming up behind them.  The men inside pulled out a large gun, and started to fire at Bond.  Worf turned back to the non-com, and yelled, "Take me down!  Now!"


     He did so, and the runabout started to lower.  When they were eight feet away, Worf leapt out, and landed in the back.  He drew his blade, and came up behind the cab.  The man on the passenger side was sticking his arm out, holding the gun, and Worf slashed down with all his might.  The arm came cleanly off, and the stump that remained was drawn back in, with the man howling in pain.  The driver turned to his compatriot, and Worf drew his phaser, and shot the driver in the neck.  He lost control, and the truck went to fall of the slope by them.  Worf jumped out of the back, and the truck fell, hitting the ground below with a fiery crash.


     Worf got up, and the runabout lowered to be at his side.  He got back in, and looked down to see one of the semis in flames as well.  The runabout pilot lowered to the wreck, and Worf could see the lone figure of Bond standing there, looking on.








     Dale was waiting for them when they beamed back up.  He was dressed in his dress uniform.  "Do you know who we just saw?"  Carrey was awestruck.


     Dale smiled.  "James Bond, I believe."


     Carrey looked at him, confused.  "How did you know?"


     The door opened, and an elderly man walked in.  He was thin, and looked authoritative.  Dale motioned to him.  "This is M.  He is the commander of the British Secret Service.  He contacted me, asking me to help him find Bond."


     "I am so glad that OO7 is alive.  He is our best agent."


     They stepped down, and Worf walked up to the man, looking down.  "He is still in Central America, if you wish to see him."








     Later that day, Dale sat in his office, looking at a report.  The door chime sounded, and he answered, "Come in."  Commander Andreys entered.  "Well, what are you doing now?"


     "Wondering...."  He looked up at her.  "I'm sure you heard about the verdicts."


     "I did.  All but one guilty of war crimes and crimes against sentient beings.  Half to be executed, and the other half to be imprisoned for nearly the rest of their lives."


     "Yes."  He stood up.  "You know, what good did we do in 221-G?  The Redeemers have left practically the entire sector in ruins.  Around 10 billion dead.  If we had just listened to the Federation, and stayed out of it...."


     "Think about it, Robby.  The Danteri, the Gerellans, and the Redeemers would have torn the sector apart.  Without us or the Federation to provide support, the entire sector's infrastructure would have collapsed.  Two times that many people could have died.  We did what we could, what we thought was the best thing to do, the right thing to do, at the time, and in the end, it was.  Never forget that...."  Then she sat down.  "How's Rebecca?"


     "Fine.  Got her first taste of combat."  He sat back down.  "We're having dinner tonight."


     "Good.  I'm happy for you."  She got up and went toward the door.


     As she went through the door, Dale called out, "Activate jump drive and take us to FHI-8, New Israel Jump Station."


     She turned, nodded, and left the room.











Epilogue








     Dale quietly landed the runabout as far away from the main landing pads in New Marrakech as possible, in a special spot reserved for those who could pay the dockmasters enough, and got out, a Minbari traveler's cloak on his back.  Knowing that no one could recognize him, he walked one kilometer to a main road, and then made his way to a nearby night club.  The planet of New Morroco was a very civilized one, but they had trouble keeping out the dark underbelly of crime that everyone had to contend with, even the Alliance government.  True, they did a good job, but that didn't mean they were perfect.


     Entering the small building, he found himself staring into a small room, barely 8' high.  Several young women, mostly human, but a few Keloans, a Elohsian, and what appeared to be a Romulan or a Rigelian, (Dale had a hard time seeing the woman as a Vulcan), were performing on a stage, barely clothed, and shedding clothing every other moment.  The male audience whistled in delight.


     Attracting no attention, Dale took a seat at a corner booth.  After several moments, one of the patrons moved over, and sat down next to him, saying, "Hey, Smiley, still wearing that cape, aren't ya?"  He appeared to be an Arab, with a thick black beard and black hair that seemed to stick to his skull.  It seemed right out of a scene from "Casablanca", or something.  Then, in a lower voice, he murmured, "Nice to meet you, Minister."


     Dale nodded.  "Ahmed, right?"


     "I am at your service, sir."  He handed Dale an isolinear recording chip.  "Here's that parcel you were lookin' for, Smiley!"  Then, under his breath again, he added, "This is the information.  The Nazi officer I pilfered it from is dead.  His bosses didn't like him losing such secret information."


     "What's on this?"  Dale slipped the isolinear chip into a hidden pocket under his cloak.


     "Proof that the Nazis have infiltrated the upper echelons of the Alliance government.  We believe that nearly all of the departments have been compromised, at least partially.  Even the military might have been infiltrated."


     This news shocked Dale to the core.  "How?"


     "When the war was over, many former officials of certain areas of what had been the Earth of the Fourth Reich were given positions in the Alliance government.  Minister Berssaus, for example....."


     "Yes.  So?"


     "This information contains several critical schematics on the Star Shadow-class starship, as well as our Vicksburg-B and Solar Flare projects.  We don't know how the Nazis got their hands on this material, or how much was recorded before I stole this chip.  But, we do know....."


     Out of the corner of his eye, Dale noticed several men enter the club.  Each had striking blond hair, and deep blue eyes.  "Damn.  They're here...."  Dale then shouted, "Later, man, I'll see you around!  And remember those fifty credits next time!"  He then went toward the door, and left the club.  Ahmed followed him about thirty seconds later, followed by the men Dale had noticed.


     And after them, came a couple of men, shrouded by cloaks similar to Dale's.








     Dale turned a corner into an alley, and waited for Ahmed.  When he heard footsteps, he moved toward the street again.


     And a blue beam of energy streaked by him.


     Leaping to the ground, he pulled a phaser from beneath his cloak.  Scrambling to get up again, he jumped again, this time behind a metal box.  Several more blue streaks flew by him.  Turning, he could see four men, all brandishing Nazi disruptor pistols.  He popped up and fired his phaser, hitting one of them.  Then he knelt again as his enemies fired.  He felt something touch his leg, and turned.


     Ahmed's dead body laid next to him.


     Dale took a deep breath.  Spying a small entrance way to the next building, he got up again, and quickly let loose a furious rain of phaser fire on the men pinning him in.  Taking off into a sprint for the doorway, he could hear them start to get up.  Then, he got to the door, and went to open it.


     Locked.


     It would take him five seconds to burn the lock through.  Five seconds he didn't have.


     He turned, and watched the three Nazi men point their disruptors at him.  Then, two fell under a pair of furious blows by what Dale noticed to be Minbari fighting pikes.  Two cloaked men came at the Nazis in close range, knocking their disruptors to the ground.  Dale then picked them off with phaser beams.


     He approached the men, who took off their cloaks.  They both wore the uniforms of the Rangers, an elite Minbari-human force that Delenn had mentioned to Dale when he was aboard Babylon-5.


     "Thanks."


     "You're welcome, Minister," Ambassador Jeffrey Sinclair answered, shaking Dale's hand.  The Ranger beside him did the same.  "This is Marcus Cole, one of my Rangers."


     "Pleased to meet you," Marcus said, with a clear British accent.


     Dale nodded.  "Same here."  He looked to the body of Ahmed.  "Too bad for him."


     "He was a good man."  Sinclair then looked around.  "This is not the best of neighborhoods.  I suggest we get the hell out of here."


     "My runabout's about a kilometer from here.  Let's get going."  The three men took off, Dale checking every other moment to feel the chip in his pocket.








     When they arrived at the runabout, Dale jumped into his chair.  Sinclair took the other chair, and Marcus secured the door and took the communications/engineering chair.  "Let's go."


     "Activating vertical thrusters."  Dale moved his fingers over the control console, and the runabout lifted off the landing pad, and shot toward the stars.  As they got into orbit, the runabout suddenly lurched, from a partial weapon impact.  "Shields up!  Sinclair, take the helm!  I've got weapons!"


     With the touch of an expert pilot, Sinclair took over the control of the runabout, and brought her out of the firing line of whoever was shooting at them.  As they turned, the profile of a Reich Berlin-class light cruiser was visible through the cockpit window.  "Ah hell....  Evasive maneuvers!"


     "Please tell me we're a match for that thing."


     "An attack runabout, yes.  This runabout, no."  Dale then held on as they were hit again.  Sinclair struggled to get the runabout out of weapons range.


     "We're losing our starboard power coupling!  Warp drive is off-line!  Shields down to fifty percent!"  Marcus read the damage report off with amazing control.


     "To hell with the warp drive!  Prepare jump drive!  I'm sure the defense forces in orbit over Minbar would love to take a few potshots at them!"


     "Jump drive not responding!"  They were hit again.  "Shields at twenty-three percent!  Warp core is losing containment!"


     "Eject it!  Activate emergency power!"


     A rumble filled the runabout.  "Warp core ejected!"  Marcus then held on as they were hit again.  "Shields are gone!  One more hit and we're finished!"


     Then a flash of pulse phaser fire came across the cockpit window, and Dale's sensors recorded the destruction of the Nazi cruiser.  On the screen, a Valiant-class starship appeared.  "It's the Defiant.  Hailing now."


     The three of them looked up at the comm screen, and the face of Michael Garibaldi, Chief of Security for Babylon-5, appeared.  "Need any assistance?  Consider our presence a favor from Captain Sheridan and Ambassador Delenn."


     "Great timing, Michael."  Sinclair smiled at his old friend.  "How's Ivanova and Franklin?"


     "Doing fine."


     Then another blur in space came into view, and turned into the Roddenberry.  Sinclair and Marcus got out of their chairs.  Dale stood as well.  "Nice to meet you again, Ambassador Sinclair.  I hope our paths cross again."


     "As do I.  Until then...."  Sinclair and Marcus stepped onto the transporter pad, and were beamed to the Defiant.  Dale pressed a couple of buttons on his console, and said, "Dale to Roddenberry, I'm coming in to the main shuttlebay.  Watch out, this thing's taken a battering."


     "What happened, Robby?"  Andreys voice had a touch of concern.


     "Not over an open channel.  I'll talk later."  As he eased the damaged runabout toward the Roddenberry shuttlebay, he once again felt the isolinear chip in his pocket, and shook his head.  Everything he had worked for was in danger..... 


