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     I'm sure you noticed the "Part One" in the title.  That's because there is a thread in this ep that will be carried on into the next.  Just thought you should know.








Prologue











     As his Vorlon ship glided through hyperspace, Ambassador Kosh looked out upon the stars.  A large concentration of energy appeared behind him, and he felt it to be his old mentor.


     On the bridge of his ship, a figure draped in a brown cloak appeared.  He appeared human, although appearances could be deceiving.  "It is time.  The test is at hand."


     "True.  It is time that he answered the important question: Who is he?"


     The being smiled.  "Kosh, I have found you to be a particularly enlightened Vorlon.  That question, combined with your intelluctual opposites' question, is currently close to tearing this galaxy apart.  This is not good for the upcoming battle."  The being turned away.  "Your people are disillusioned, Kosh.  They care more about their little philosophical squabble than the fight against the coming Darkness."


     "Yes," Kosh solemnly agreed.  "This, is for another time...."


     "You cannot put this off forever, Kosh.  Neither can your people."  Then the being ran his hand through what could be called the "thin air" of the bridge, and a rip in the universal barrier appeared.  "Let us observe...."  A small space vessel appeared in the tear....... 








     "So, Rebecca, how does it feel to be a Sergeant?"


     Dale leaned back in his chair on the runabout Seine, barely paying attention to the control panel in front of him.  Harverson was busy with her panel, most likely running some diagnostic on one of the many pieces of equipment on the runabout.  "It feels great.  How did you....."


     Dale shook his head.  "It was Captain Somerson.  He submitted the promotion request to the Marine Command Staff.  I merely sent out the papers."  Then Dale chuckled.  "Odd.  We still call it paperwork, yet it doesn't involve any paper....."


     Harverson turned to him.  "Marry me."


     Dale paused.  "Marry you?"


     "Yes.  I want you to marry me."


     Dale swallowed.  "I... I guess I will."  


     He then pressed a few buttons on his control panel, and the computer said, "Auto-pilot is engaged."


     Dale walked toward the cabin, and said, "Let's go talk about it."








     Ship's Log: September 10, 2159 AST; D.S.S. Roddenberry.  Commander Julia Andrea Andreys reporting.  En route to the planet Gersal to conduct negotiations with the Gersallian Interdependency, we have received a distress signal from a merchant ship.  Due to time constraints in the beginning of these crucial negotiations, Minister Dale has taken the runabout Seine to continue his voyage, while the Roddenberry has set course to investigate this distress signal.


     Commander Julia Andreys was sitting in the command chair, looking out at the stars.  Lieutenant Thomas Paris and Lieutenant Commander Jarod were at their stations, and she looked behind her, and saw Worf standing at the tactical station.  "Approaching the last recorded location of the distress signal."


     "Drop out of warp.  Go to Code Blue."


     Blue lights appeared around them, and the stars in front of them slowed, as they dropped speed.


     Jarod was busy looking at his console.  "I'm not picking up anything around here."


     "Could they have been towed away?"


     "No.  There is no indication of any ship going to warp around here.  There would also be some graviton interference in the area, but I'm not reading any.  Wait."


     Jarod looked closely at his sensors. Then he pressed a few buttons, and looked again.  "Putting it on main viewer."


     A small ship appeared.  It wasn't big, and it had weapon burns on it.  "Hail them."


     Worf pressed a few buttons on his console.  "Channel open."


     A man appeared on the viewscreen.  He was haggard, and behind him was a scene of destruction.  "I am Albert Greely, captain of the merchant ship Holbro.  We were ambushed by somebody.  I don't know who.  They were too quick.  We need medical assistance."


     Andreys pressed the communicator on her lower arm.  "Andreys to med centre."


     "Bashir here."  Doctor Julian Bashir's British accent came right through.


     "Get ready for some injuries."


     "We're ready."


     The man on the screen grinned.  "Thank you."


     "Mister Worf, lower shields."


     Then, the channel was cut, and Jarod yelled, "Don't!"


     Worf, just about to press the button to drop them, paused.  Andreys looked at him.  "What's wrong, Jarod?"


     "Give me a minute."


     While Jarod was doing whatever it was he was doing, Worf looked back at Andreys.  "They are hailing."


     Jarod looked back.  "They're not a freighter, or a merchant ship.  The reason that we couldn't pick them up earlier was because of graviton interference eminating from that ship.  When I realigned the sensors properly, it came in.  However, it can't fully penetrate the subspace pulse field I'm detecting around that ship."


     "A subspace pulse field of that magnitude would be very difficult to emit.  It would cause the warp core to go critical after only fifteen minutes of use....."


     Jarod noded in agreement with Andreys' assessment.  "And in their apparent state, even that amount would be impossible.  However, an anti-matter pulse drive could easily make such a field, with almost no stress on the engines."


     Andreys understood perfectly.  "So, can you see what they really are?"


     Jarod looked back at his console.  "Here we go."  He finished pressing the buttons on his control panel, and the ship on the screen changed.  The weapons burns were gone, and it was white, not brown.


     "It's a Nazi, alright!  Berlin-class!"


     "Mister Worf, send them a message.  Tell them that we were having problems with our communication systems, and that we're lowering shields.  Then, I want you to lower the shields, but then activate the secondary shields at the same time."


     Worf nodded.  "That is a good plan.  If they fire when the shields lower, then the secondary ones will be in place to stop them.  Shall I lock weapons?"


     Andreys shook her head.  "No.  I want to know why they tricked us like this.  Aim weapons manually, but be discreet."'


     "Yes sir."


     She turned back to the view screen.  "Lower shields."








     "Ohhhhh......."


     Dale ran the medical tricorder over Harverson's head.  "You've got a slight concussion.  Should have watched that....."


     "It's your fault I hit my head.  If you hadn't of been so...."


     She stopped, and they laughed.  "True, true....."  Then he smiled at her.  "Now, where was I....."


     Then the runabout shook furiously.  Dale and Harverson jumped off the bed, wearing nothing but underclothes, and ran to the cockpit.  "Computer, begin evasive maneuvers!"  Dale took the starboard control panel, while Harverson took the other one.  "You've got the helm!  I'll take weapons and engineering!"


     Harverson quickly ran her fingers along the surface of the control panel, and the runabout dipped.  Dale checked the engineering status screen.  "We've got damage to the starboard power coupling.  Rerouting power to auxiliaries."


     In the cockpit, they could see a mammoth Aryan-class battleship appear.  "Oh hell."  Dale punched down on the comm panel.  "Sending distress signal to the Roddenberry."  Another hit rocked them, and Dale realized something.  "They're not using their super disruptors.  That must mean they want us alive."  They were hit again, and a panel behind them exploded.  "Down to fourty percent shields."  Then he noticed something on his sensors.  "M-Class planet nearby, about 100,000 kilometers away.  Bring us about.  I'll try to hold them off."  Dale activated the standard swiveling torpedo launcher on the top of the runabout, and fired a spread of two solar torpedoes.  They smashed into the enemy ship, ripping off some hull.  "There we go!  Their small disruptor cannons are gone!  We're out of range of their primaries!"


     Harverson responded by putting the engines up to full impulse.  "ETA, one minute!"


     Dale checked his sensor screens again.  "They're increasing speed to full impulse.  Trying to lock disruptors...."


     The runabout rocked as they were hit again.  "Berlin-class cruiser coming in!"  Dale felt a feeling of panic start to build.


     "Want me to intiate evasive maneuvers?"


     "Don't bother.  That thing's fast enough to keep up with us."  Dale reactivated the torpedo launcher.  "We've got three torpedoes left.  If we can hit their main power coupling, they may go down."


     "How do you plan to do that through their shields?"


     "Mutual shield contact.  On my mark, slow to one quarter impulse, and bring us below them."  Dale watched his screen as the enemy ship neared.  "Mark!"


     Harverson nodded, and slowed the runabout.  The enemy ship pulled ahead of them, and Harverson put them beneath the underbelly of the Nazi warship.  As Dale watched his monitor, he could see the shields of the runabout and the warship near.


     Then a rumble filled the runabout, as the shields made contact.  Quickly, Dale locked on to the area of the ship where the power coupling was located, and fired the torpedoes.  "Full impulse, now!"


     The runabout lurched ahead, and above them the torpedoes hit the ship in the underbelly.  A large explosion ripped the cruiser in half.  "Damn, I'd better tell Alliance Intelligence about that."


     Then the ranabout shook violently, and several consoles blew behind them.  "What the hell?!"  Dale checked the damage report.  "A piece of debris just ripped off our port nacelle!  Warp drive is gone!  Shields are gone, and the warp core is going critical!  I'm going to eject it!"  Another rumble filled the runabout.  "Warp core aw....."


     Then two more hits caused the runabout to lurch.  "That battleship's back!"  Another hit, and Dale yelled, "The warp core just went!  That ship's lost it's starboard shielding!  Looks like one of the super disruptors just got hit, too!"  Then another hit caused the runabout to veer wildly.  "Damn!  Impulse engines gone!"


     Then he looked out at the screen.  "We're in a steep decline.  We'll burn up without any shielding!"


     Harverson fought with her controls.  "I can't bring us out of this trajectory!  Thrusters non-responsive!"


     Then the lurching stopped.  "What the......."


     Behind them, a pair of orange-ish white transporter effects appeared, and turned into two men.  As they fired their weapons, Dale yelled, "Rebecca, watch out!"  Then, nothing.......








     Andreys watched as the vessel on the viewscreen fired.  A blue beam lashed out, and hit the shields.  The ship shook, and Worf said, "Secondary shields are at sixty percent.  Raising primary shields, and locking weapons."  He looked at Andreys.  "They were aiming for our navigational deflector dish."


     She nodded.  "Phasers only.  Fire."


     An orange beam lashed out, and hit the Nazi ship in the nacelle.  It started to leak plasma, and then turned back to them.  A beep came out of Worf's console, and he pressed it.  On the screen, a man wearing a Nazi Space Fleet uniform appeared.  "Very good, Fraulien Andreys.  You are as clever as our reports indicated.  However, you have no idea what our true target is......"  Then his ship's warp core went critical, and the screen changed to show the small cruiser explode.


     Andreys looked at Worf.  "Our true target.  Who does he..."  Then the horrible realization came to her.  "Robby!"


     Worf slammed his fist on the tactical section.  Then, his console beeped, as if to complain about the treatment it had just received.  "We are receiving a distress signal."  His face lowered.  "It is from the Seine."


     "Track it!"


     Worf checked.  "It is coming from the Jerkan system."


     She turned to Paris.  "Set course for the Jerkan system, maximum speed!"


     Paris went to work, and the Roddenberry bolted off, over a thousand times faster than light.








     Ship's Log: Supplmental; D.S.S. Roddenberry.  Commander Julia Andrea Andreys reporting.  We are on course to the Jerkan system, proceeding at Warp 9.8.  Alert status is Code Blue.  The entire ship's engineering staff has been put on active duty for the remainder of the voyage.


     Andreys looked at the screen, as Chief Admiral Daresy was speaking.  "We haven't told the press yet, so there's no need to panic.  I've detached the 33rd Task Force to that sector.  The Gersallians have sent their own ships to assist in the search.  It's their space, so they will be of invaluable help."


     Andreys nodded.  "Our ETA to the Jerkan system is twenty-three hours."


     "I'll have the 33rd send a few ships there to assist you."


     "Thank you, Admiral."


     The gray-haired man on the screen smiled.  "Just over three years ago, I watched as a teenager named Robert Dale took on five Aggressas in hand-to-hand combat.  Of the five, four are now dead.  Dale is something special.  You won't find many like him.  He'd fight the demons of hell by himself, if necessary for survival."


     Andreys nearly laughed, but remained still.


     Daresy disappeared from the screen, and Andreys left the bridge.








     Dale slowly began to wake up, and shook his head, feeling disorientated.  As the feeling returned to his body, he noticed that his hands were hanging down, and opened his eyes.  Why am I hanging upside down?  He shook his head, realizing that too much blood was flowing to his brain.  Then he looked down, or up, depending on your point of view, and found his feet bound to the ceiling by a metal harness.  Looking in the other direction, he could see his hands bound together at the wrist.  By now he felt cool air hitting his sweat drenched chest and back, and full awareness returned to him.  He remembered the two men who materialized in the cockpit of the runabout, and a chilling feeling came over him.  Looking to his left, he could see Harverson hanging in a similar position, topless as well.  They both seemed to be wearing knee long shorts, however.  Dale felt disgusted at their actions, but then realized that it was a sign of their imminent fate.  Nazi officers may be a little perverted, but they're not THAT perverted, so this means.....


     Harverson then started to move somewhat, and slowly awakened.  "Where am I.....?"  She turned her head to face Dale.


     "From the looks of things, we're probably on board that battleship, awaiting interrogation."


     "Interrogation?"  Harverson looked into Dale's eyes, and understood.  "I won't tell them anything.  They can torture and rape me all they want, I won't say anything of value."


     "Most likely, you'll be used as incentive for me to cooperate."


     Harverson closed her eyes, and nodded, obviously steeling herself for the impending ordeal.  "Just don't tell them anything.  I'll take everything they throw at me....."  


     Dale understood her patriotic, and defiant, gesture.  "I love you, Rebecca.  When this is over, I'll marry you."


     Despite the circumstances, she smiled.  "I love you too, Robert."


     Then Dale heard a door whir open behind them, and footsteps sounded as about three people entered the room.  Two powerful arms grabbed him, and Dale suddenly felt the harness on his feet release.  Whoever grabbed him held him up, and turned him rightside up, which was quite disorienting.  "Welcome to New Brandenburg, Herr Dale.  I believe your starmaps refer to it as Jerkan V."  


     His statement struck Dale with the force of a photon charge.  The Nazis....  possessing a base THIS close to Gersallian and Alliance space?  The officer, whoever he was, continued.  "You did quite well to destroy a Berlin-class cruiser with that pathetic shuttle you were piloting.  I commend you.  Now, I want you to answer some questions."  The officer nodded, and someone, out of Dale's eyesight, pressed a button, causing the rear wall to swivel, revealing a doorway.  Dale and Harverson were pushed through, and Dale felt his heart grow cold when he recognized the room.  On one wall, he could see a shelf filled with long whips, which constituted one of the oldest torture and punishment devices in history.  There were several tables, all with wrist and ankle constraints.  Also, there were several alcoves in the wall, shaped like a human body.  Dale was lifted into one, then had leg and wrist shackles placed on him.  He saw Harverson strapped to a table, and then the officer stated, "Now, tell us the weak point to your Presidential-class dreadnoughts.  What shield frequency do they normally use?  What is the location of their major power conduit?"  Dale answered him with silence.  The officer sighed, and turned to one of the men, who operated a panel.


     Suddenly his entire body became wracked with pain.  His lungs seized up, and a shout of pain that should have occurred never materialized.  Then the panel operator pressed another button, and Harverson's body stiffened.  Her legs and arms seemed stretched, and Dale could see that she was attached to an advanced version of another ancient torture device, the infamous rack.  "For every uncooperative answer, I will order my man to increase the pain threshold.  Now, tell of the weaknesses!"


     Dale responded by spitting at him, the ultimate act of defiance that a person being tortured can show.  The officer turned to the panel operator, and nodded.  Once again, the pain hit him with the force of a solar torpedo, and he once again couldn't scream.  Then Harverson grunted as the rack once again started to move, stretching her muscles beyond their normal capacity.  Dale's anger level soon exceeded his pain level, as he saw her trying her damndest not to give their torturers the satisfaction of a scream, although she was obviously suffering from excruciating pain.  "This is between you and me!  Leave her out of it!"


     The officer seemed stunned.  "You care for her, Herr Dale?  She is not just a soldier to you?  May I presume that you are lovers, yes?"  Before Dale or Harverson could respond, he continued.  "A good interrogator knows how to spot such things.  Now I know why you chose this woman to escort you, rather than your normal security escort.  You wished to have time with her alone."  He turned to the panel operator.  "Deactivate the agonizers in his module."


     "Herr Reinhelt?"


     "Do it, or you will join them!"


     The operator did as he was told, and then the officer said, "No more questions.  Leave her device on until he agrees to cooperate."  He then glanced at the defiant Harverson.  "Or if she screams."


     The operator pressed a button, and once again her body stiffened.  The rack continued to stretch her body out, and Dale's rage rose to new heights as she continued to defiantly remain silent.  The pain she's in, there's no training for that...  Scream, Rebecca, scream!!!!


     She continued to remain silent, and Dale feared that the advanced technology on the rack would rip her limbs off.  Then her eyes closed, and her body sagged, as she passed out from the intense pain.  The operator deactivated the rack.  "Put them back in their cell, but do not leave them hanging from the ceiling.  Maybe some time alone with her will convince him to loosen his tongue....."








     Andreys walked into engineering, and found Barnes.  "Barnes!"


     He turned to her.  "What the hell do you want?"


     "I need you to increase our speed, now!"


     He laughed.  "Are you damn crazy?  We're going at Warp 9.8 right now.  This engine can't take all of this crap!"


     She looked him eye-to-eye, her teal eyes looking like daggers.  "Robby's life is at stake!  Get the damned engines to go faster, or I'll make you get out there and push!"


     Barnes knew that, if you heard Julia Andrea Andreys swear, then something's up.  "I'll get on it."  Then he turned away, and began to bark out orders.








     Dale sat in the cell, and looked at the still form of Harverson.  Reaching over, he touched her neck, and felt reassured by the weak pulse he felt.  Looking to the wall where the torture room was, Dale began to think of ways to escape.


     After five minutes of intense thinking, he noticed Harverson start to awaken.  "Ohhhh......"


     "Rebecca?  You okay?"


     She looked at him.  "What happened?  Did you.....?"


     Dale went over to her, and placed a fierce kiss on her lips.  "My God, I thought that they would kill you.  You passed out.  They turned it off, and left us here."


     She tried to move her arm, and flinched.  "Every muscle in my body aches."  Then Dale began to rub her shoulders, and she moaned with pleasure.  "That feels so good......"  Then he began to mooch on her neck, and she couldn't help but smile.  "Is this the time for that?  What if they come in while we're...."


     "To hell with them."  She laid on her back, and they kissed.....








     Andreys was walking down the hall when she nearly ran into Spock.  He showed his usual appearance, and said, "Excuse me, Commander."


     She nodded, but then turned to face him.  "Commander Spock, don't you have experience in search and rescue missions?"


     Spock looked at her.  "Yes."


     She put her hands in front of her.  "Could you help us?"


     Spock thought for a moment, weighing the only true option he had.  "When we get to the Jerkan system, alert me, and I will come."  He then walked down the corridor, leaving Andreys to her thoughts.  He's as Vulcan as ever was one of them.








     Dale held Harverson in his arms as she closed her eyes.  "I'm tired....."


     "I know."  Then Dale added, "I wonder if the Roddenberry got our distress signal?"


     "I don't know."  She looked up at him.  "I... I don't know how much longer I can go on.  I never expected it to hurt that much.  The pain was so overwhelming......"


     "That's okay.  If I have to, I'll tell him what he wants to know."  She glared at him, in shock.  "He wants to know of the weaknesses on the Presidential-class ships.  There ARE no weaknesses.  The main power coupling is surrounded with duranium slabs three inches thick, reinforced by an emergency forcefield.  No disruptor could get through that easily."   Then he kissed her, and grinned.  "We'll get out of here.  And then I'll take you on that vacation you wanted to go to."


     "I've heard Unila II is very nice this time of year.  They allow you to rent your own little tropical island, removed from the world, with a very beautiful cottage on it.  We would be all alone."


     "And what would we do all day?  All we could really do is...."


     "Exactly."  Harverson grinned.  "And wherever we wanted.  On the beach, in the jungle....."


     "How touching....."


     Dale and Harverson instantly looked toward the steel door, and the officer, Reinhelt, stood there, with four men by him.  "Take her to the room.  And strap him to the agonizer module."


     Two men grabbed Harverson, and pressed a stun weapon to her neck.  Her body instantly went limp.  Dale leapt up, only to be caught by one of the soldiers, who held him back.  "Damn you!  What are you doing with her?"


     The wall slid open again, and Dale was dragged to the module he had been in previously.  As he was strapped in, Reinhelt took control of the control panel.  "Now, this is my question for you: Do you enjoy having sex with that woman?"


     Dale found himself caught off guard.  He had expected a technical or strategic question, not this.  "What?"


     "Do you enjoy having sex with Miss Harverson?"


     Dale frowned.  "None of your damn business!"


     Then the pain came again, this time worse than ever before.  He closed his eyes, and felt his heart begin to race.  "You have about seventy seconds before your heart bursts on you, killing you instantly.  Now, do you enjoy having sex with Miss Harverson?"


     Dale's mind raced, even through the pain.  "Fifty seconds, Herr Dale.  Fourty.....  thirty.....  twenty.... ten... nine.... eight...."


     With seven seconds to live, Dale gave up and yelled, "Yes!  I do!  I love her!"


     The pain stopped.


     Reinhelt smiled.  "Good."  He turned to the other end of the room, and a screen activated.


     Dale watched in horror as Harverson was strapped to a table.  Then, small electrodes were connected to her arms, chest, breasts, and stomach.  "Now, you will watch her die after a long, slow, and excruciatingly painful experience with our greatest invention.  You can only save her by agreeing to tell me everything you know about the Home Earth defense systems."


     In that moment, Dale had to make a decision.  He loved Harverson, but could he save her life, and condemn possibly millions more to death and dictatorship?  He saw her eyes, the eyes he had seen in passionate moments for months, and in those eyes, he saw something new.


     They were the eyes of someone ready to die.


     Dale could see it in her.  Her proud expression, her muscles as fixed as if she was at attention.  She was ready to die.  She had already consigned herself to her fate.  In that moment, Dale loved her more than he ever had.  Saving her life would be the greatest injustice of them all, especially to her.


     He shook his head.  "No."


     Reinhelt turned.  "Activate the electrodes."


     On the screen, Harverson's body suddenly seized up with pain.  As before, she refused to scream.  Two status displays appeared on the screen.  A time counter, and a red bar.  Slowly the bar began to rise, and the timer began to count down even faster.  "You don't have much time left, Herr Dale.  You can still save her.  We will leave you two on a nearby jungle planet.  You will die there, but you will have the chance to enjoy several weeks, perhaps months, of passion with her.  Don't you want that?"


     Dale refused to even grant him a look.  Instead, as he watched, the counter continued toward 0.  5, 4, 3, 2, 1........


     2, 3, 4, 5, 6.........


     Dale glared at Reinhelt.  "What are you doing?!"


     Reinhelt laughed.  "I told you it would be a slow, painful death.  We will drop the pain to a minimum, and then raise it again!  It could be hours before she dies!"


     "You bastard!"  Dale began to tug on the metal restraints holding him.


     Harverson also knew, and still refused to scream.  Then, Reinhelt's communicator chirped, and he excused himself.  "Enjoy the show, Herr Dale.  I was considering allowing her to live long enough to give my guards a chance to enjoy her.... company.  I still might do so.  Remember my offer."


     Dale glared at him as he left the room.  Two guards remained, and one whistled.  "You really should save her."  The guard laughed.  "I want to have my way with her for a while!"  The guard started laughing.  Dale's tugging on the restraints intensified.  "Those restraints are made of an aluminum-titanuium alloy.  You will never break them."  The guard laughed again, and his fellow joined him.


     Turning his eyes to the screen, he mouthed, I love you.  She returned it with a smile.


     Then Harverson's body went fully limp, and sagged.   Her mouth closed, and her eyelids slid shut.  A voice in the room with her yelled, in German, "Her heart burst!  She's dead!  Now Reinhelt will kill me!"


     One of the guards laughed again.  "Oh well, I suppose a sexy dead woman is still stim......"


     "God damn you all to hell!"  Dale's arms and legs started pulling the restraints.  His teeth grined together, and his fists clinched in pure determination.  The guards watched with fascination.


     Snap.


     Dale's arms and legs freed from the restraints, he burst out of the module.  Using one restraint still on his right wrist, he lashed out, and hit one guard in the head, cracking his skull.  He turned to the other, and grabbed his throat.  "Who's laughing now!"  Fueled by his rage, Dale's hand squeezed the guard's windpipe, but the guard's neck snapped before he suffocated.  Dale picked both of their disruptor pistols up, and went running into the corridor, determined to hunt down Reinhelt and kill him.








     Andreys took the command chair as the Roddenberry entered the Jerkan system.  "Sir, three Steslus-class destroyers are coming into formation."


     "Order them into tactical formation Theta, and begin full sensor sweeps."


     "Right away."  Jarod then turned his head again.  "Picking up two Aryan-class dreadnoughts and three Sedan-class cruisers in orbit over Jerkan V.  Orders?"


     "Lock weapons and prepare to fire," Andreys immediately ordered.


     "One of those Ayrans appear to be damaged."


     "Don't give them a chance to repair themselves.  Lock torpedoes and fire!"  Andreys seemed more determined than Worf had ever seen her.


     "Firing."  A spread of torpedoes raced out and slammed into the damaged ship.  It was blown in half by the explosion.  The three ships with them started firing too, and a Sedan-class cruiser lost a nacelle.


     Andreys watched as the Nazi vessels turned to face them.  Disruptor fire reached out for them, and the ship shook.  "Return fire!"  Worf did so, and three phaser beams sliced the damaged cruiser to several pieces.  The Steslus-class destroyers began to fire their phasers as well, pummeling the two remaining cruisers.  "Commander Spock, are you picking up anything?"


     The response that came was an age-old Spock answer.


     "Scanning."  He looked at his instruments, and said, "There is some interference, but I am picking up a large structure on the central continent.  It appears to be a complex of some sort.  It is the only one of it's kind, so I will assume that it is their base.  From the wavelength of the interference, it appears to be a primitive cloaking device that is malfunctioning."


     "Can you detect the runabout?"


     "There is a small pulse coming from a section of the central continent.  It appears to be an impulse engine, and it matches the pulse wave of a runabout.  It appears to have been placed there, probably to make us assume that they crashed."


     "What do you think?"


     Spock cocked his eyebrow.  "There is a good possibility that Minister Dale has been abducted by them.  I would suggest that we send an assault team down, and investigate."


     "Okay."  Andreys turned to Worf.  "Come on, Commander.  We've got a job to do."


     "Permission to speak freely."


     "Permission denied.  I'm going, and I don't care for what you have to say."


     Worf nodded.  He then pressed his communicator.  "This is Commander Worf.  Assault Team Five, report to Transporter Room Five, fully armed."  He followed Andreys into the turbolift.


     Jarod took the command chair, Lieutenant Darnell Jarke took tactical, and POFC O'Malley sat at ops.  "Ready to lower shields," Jarke reported.


     "Sir, the last Aryan-class ship is locking super disruptors," the Irish youth officer added.


     "Lock torpedoes and phasers, and take out their super disruptor cannons."


     "Firing!"


     More weapons fire poured out.  The Aryan-class ship buckled under the pressure.  "Super disruptor cannons damaged.  Enemy is training their other disruptor cannons."


     O'Malley turned her head.  "Sir, Commander Andreys is reporting that all is ready."


     "Lower shields until the transport is finished.  Then lock phasers on one of those cruisers." 


     "Aye sir."


     "Yes sir."








     As tha assault team made their way through the compound, they took out any enemies they found.  Then, they arrived at what was essentially a fork in the road. Andreys turned to one of the assault team men.  "You take the left, Worf and I will take the right!".  After seeing a nod, Andreys and Worf went through the right hall.  Suddenly Worf stopped.  "Sir, I hear disruptor fire."  He pointed toward a corridor on their left, and Andreys nodded, lifting her photon rifle to an effective firing position.  "Now!"  They both stormed into the corridor.


     They found Dale, sweat-drenched and face full of rage, in a firefight with several soldiers bearing disruptor rifles.  He appeared to be wielding a disruptor pistol.  When one of his opponents stood to fire, both Andreys and Worf fired several rounds.  The photon charges smashed into the man, and he fell backward.  Dale turned to them, and Andreys yelled, "Robby!  Get over here!  We'll cover you!


     He nodded, and sprinted toward their position.  The remaining soldiers tried to shoot at him, but Worf and Andreys kept them pinned down with covering fire.  When Dale got near them, he yelled, "When did you get here?!"


     "Just five minutes ago.  Why?"  Then Andreys looked into his eyes, and knew.  "Oh my God, they killed Rebecca?"


     "They tortured her to death."  Dale gripped his disruptor pistol.  "I'm going to find the bastard who's responsible."


     Then the other members of their strike team came around the corner, one of them being carried.  "Sir, we're under heavy fire!"


     Andreys slammed her communicator.  "Andreys to Roddenberry, request immediate beamout!"


     "No!"  Dale grabbed her.  "I have to find him!"


     "Sir, as a Klingon, I agree with your thirst for vengeance, and believe it to be honorable, but as an officer of the Stellar Fleet, I know that we must leave, now."


     "He's right, Robby."


     Dale gazed at both of them, and nodded.  "Let's go home....."


     Several moments later, they beamed out.








     Andreys stormed onto the bridge with Worf, and watched as a spread of solar torpedoes soared out to collide with the last Aryan-class dreadnought.  The torpedoes hit in several locations, and sent explosions rippling along it's hull.  "Enemy vessel destroyed."


     Andreys took the command chair back, while Jarod replaced O'Malley at ops and Worf took tactical from Jarke.  "Report?"


     "The Brisbane's warp drive has been disabled, the Seoul has suffered a hit to their interial dampners, and the La Paz's sheilds are down to fifteen percent.  Our shields are holding at 80%."  Then Jarod noticed something on his console.  "Commander, several Nazi shuttles lifting off, heading toward orbit.  Their jump drives are on line."


     "Get as many as possible."


     Under Worf's expert aim, three went down within six seconds of her order.  Two were destroyed outright, while one crashed into the southern ocean.  Then Jarod turned.  "They're engaging their jump drives!"


     Several jump points opened, and about three shuttles escaped.  The rest were destroyed by the immense gravitational fields the jump points created in the atmosphere.


     "How is Dale and Harverson?"  Jarod turned back to his console.


     "Robby's fine.  Rebecca.... is dead."


     The entire bridge crew suddenly bowed their heads.  "Boy, I'll miss her......"  Paris then asked, "Course, Commander?"


     "Set course for Gersal, Warp 8.  Commander Worf, fire two spreads of solar torpedoes at that base."


     "Yes, Commander."  Worf pressed several buttons, and sixteen torpedoes fell toward the planet below them.  After twenty seconds, they hit.  "The base has been destroyed," Worf reported.


     "Then get us the hell out of here.  Engage, Lieutenant Paris."











     Dale sat up on the bed, and Bashir ran the regenerator over his back.  "Hold still, you've got some pretty bad burn marks here."


     "I'm trying."


     Worf walked in.  "I have received a message from High Command, sir.  They wish to show their profound relief with your survival"


     Dale nodded, and that drew a expression of annoyance from Bashir.  "Have they gotten in contact with Rebecca's family?"


     "Not yet.  But, they are still trying.  They ordered me to inform you that the Sumatra and the Nina have been sent to Jerkan V to help clean up the base, and to retrieve her body, if the Nazi p'chek did not steal it."


     "Good, good....."  Dale seemed to be staring at nothing in response to the mention of Harverson. 


     Worf noticed his expression.  "Sir, her death was not in vain.  She died honorably, and you were honorable in allowed her to achieve that death.  Your ordeal is worthy of a song.  Klingon warriors will sing of these two days for centuries."


     Dale chuckled, then stopped when Andreys walked into the med centre, and handed him a padd.  "It's from the Council.  The Centauri Republic, despite their losses in battle with the Klingons, have invaded Drazi and Pak'ma'ra space.  The Council would like you to look into the matter.  Minister Umachov is on his way to Gersal to replace you."


     Dale nodded slowly, after noticing Worf's scowl.  "Well, there's only one place I can think of to start this little investigation.  Have Jarod configure the jumper to go to Babylon-5 right away.  I want to be at B5 in two hours."


     Andreys nodded, and then left.








     














Epilogue








     Kosh and the being looked away from the tear, and it closed.  "Now it is your turn, Kosh.  When will the inquisitor arrive?"


     "In due time.  The test must continue....."


     "Very good, Kosh."  The being turned away.  "I shall report to my fellows on these events...."  He disappeared in a quick flash of light.








     Dale sat in his quarters, looking at a picture he and Harverson had made of them together.  The door chime sounded, and he answered, "Come in."


     The door slid open, and Andreys entered.  "Robby, the Sumatra had been unable to find Rebecca's body."


     "Give them a few more days.  If they don't find it by then, we'll assume it was destroyed."


     Andreys put her hand on his shoulder.  "I'm so sorry, Robby....."


     "We have something in common now, Julie.  We've both lost someone to those Nazi bastards."


     Andreys nodded.  "I know.  Marshall."


     Dale shook his head.  "They were ready to kill me, if I didn't confess that I enjoyed sex with Rebecca.  Can you believe the gall of that?"


     Andreys fought the chuckle she felt in her throat.  "It was an attempt to hurt you, Robby.  That man, Reinhelt, wanted to defeat you mentally, as well as physically.  After all, he was trying to break you into telling him everything he wanted to know."


     Dale nodded, and slammed his fist on his desk.  "Well, one thing's for sure.  I'm going to find that bastard, some day.  And when I do, we're going to have one final confrontation.  And only one of us will walk away alive....."











To Be Continued....


