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Author's Word





     This little bit was done to bring in a new character, the lead character of the NBC show "The Pretender".  I really like the character of Jarod, and totally hate the Centre.  I figured that Jarod needed some backup, as well as some real friends, and therefore I conjured up this little beauty.  After all, Jarod's supergenius powers may come in handy, later on.





Prologue





     Raines limped through the hall, on his way to the operations center.  The Centre's deciding moment was at hand, and he couldn't help but see it through.


     As he neared the door to enter the op. center, he glowered over his agents' recent failure to recapture that annoying Pretender.  He began to laugh inwardly when he thought of the capture of this annoyance.  Word was, they had traced him to the same city that would host the disarmament summit.  He was anxious to kill two birds with one stone.


     He laughed to himself again.





     





     Ship's Log, Februrary 25, 2159, AST: D.S.S. Roddenberry.  Minister Robert Allen Dale reporting.  We have been sent to universe designate FRE-26 to participate in biological disarmament talks.  If we succeed, we may save thousands of lives.  I will be personally opening and mediating the talks, so I've already arranged for Doctor Bashir to prepare some pain relievers for my head, so I can recover from the colossal headache those diplomats will cause me.  The meetings will be taking place in the United Nations building, and security has been increased.  I've also allowed some shore leave for several of my crew members, but they must stay in a group, and there must be at least one security officer in each group.  Good for everyone, bad for Julie.


     Andreys walked into the transporter room, only to find her security escort waiting for her.


     "Hi, Julie!"  Carrey was dressed in a red sweatshirt and blue jeans.  He was holding a bag.


     She inwardly thanked herself for not wearing the dress she planned to.  Instead, she had put on a blue jacket and blue pants to go with it.  She herself was holding a bag.  "So, you beat me here."


     He looked apologetic.  "Julie, are you still mad?"


     She sighed.  "Why shouldn't I be?  You make a fool of me in front of everybody, then you have the arrogance to ask me out!"


     He frowned.  "I'm sorry.  I was just joking around."


     Andreys found herself surprised by his apology.  "You, apologizing?"


     "Yes."


     Andreys found herself touched.  To get Zack Carrey's apology was to witness a oddity.  "Apology accepted."


     She went to get up on the transporter, and Carrey followed her.  "Chief, energize."  The man at the transporter touched buttons on his panel, and they disappeared in a swirl of light. 


     





     "I don't give a damn about what the ambassador says.  We are not going to intercede in your pitiful war.  Just get out of it."  Dale was talking to an emissary from some small country on Earth.  "We are here to promote peace.  That means we would look stupid to promote a war."


     The man on the screen was livid.  "But, sir...."


     "You heard me.  Now get the hell out of my sight before I get really agitated.  I'm not pleasant when I'm agitated."


     The image disappeared, replaced by a small symbol of the Alliance seal.  Dale always liked the way the symbol looked.  A bald eagle, holding in it's talons a torch, symbolizing the torch of freedom.


     He got out of his chair, and headed to the bridge.  There, a lieutenant named Farren'da was sitting in the command chair.  He was a Keloan, as evident by his slanted ears, and was a royalist, due to the band he wore at his waist, noting his family name.  He had black hair, and was about 6 feet, which was remarkable, since the average height for a Keloan male was only about 5'7".


     He stood up, and turned to Dale.  "Sir, we have received several messages from diplomats awaiting your arrival on Earth."


     "Very well.  I want you to send a message that I will be beaming down shortly."  Dale left the bridge, and went to his quarters.  There he changed from his standard uniform to a dress uniform, which had the colors slanted across the shirt.  He then headed for the transporter room.


     When he entered, he found Worf and Bashir waiting for him.  He immediately walked up to the transporter pad.  They followed him.  When they were properly aligned, Dale said "Energize," and they were enveloped in light.








     Andreys and Carrey were checking into the hotel, and immediately found themselves enveloped in chaos.  The lobby was like a bee hive, with people running back and forth.  Carrey snorted.  "See?  We should've gone to the Caribbean."


     "I, on occasion, do not mind to spend my time in an area you would describe as un-tropical."


     "Oh well."  


     They walked up to the counter, and a clerk serviced them.  "I have a reservation," Andreys said to her.


     "Name?"


     "Andreys."


     The clerk looked at her computer.  "Sorry, but there is no reservation for an 'Andreys' in the computer."


     Andreys looked annoyed.  "I sent my reservation."


     "It must have been lost.  We're very busy right now, with those disarmament talks going on.  It may have been erased accidentally."


     Andreys looked at the woman.  "Fine.  Forget it."


     With that, Andreys and Carrey began to walk away.  When they were outside, Carrey picked up a section of a newspaper on the ground.  "Hey, look," he said, "We could go to this place."


     She looked at the ad.  "Good thing we brought phasers."  She handed him the paper, and signaled for a taxi.








     When they arrived at the hotel Carrey described, he could see why she liked having weapons.  The street was barely lighted, and the buildings looked deserted.  They got out of the cab, and Andreys handed the driver a twenty dollar bill.  She turned to Carrey.  "It's a good thing I've been to New York before."


     "Yeah, but that was another universe."  Carrey walked up to the door.


     As they went to open the door, a man flew out, with an elderly woman trying to chase after him.  "My purse!", she cried.


     Carrey dropped his bag and began to fly after the thief, with Andreys right behind him.  She reached in her pocket and pulled out a black phaser, and she soon overtook Carrey.  She got within three feet of the thief, and jumped, tackling him to the ground.  She then, glancing at her phaser to make sure that it was on stun, pointed the phaser and fired.  He fell to the ground, unconscious.  She quickly pocketed her phaser, and got up.  Carrey came running up.  He was huffing and puffing, while she was just starting to wheeze slightly.  "You... okay," he wheezed.


     "I'm fine."  She picked up the purse, and handed it to him.  "Take that back to that old lady, will you?"


     "Okay....  Fine.. with.. me."  He staggered off, still trying to catch his breath.


     Andreys dragged the thief's body to the alley, then was about to exit when two men stepped into her path.  "Hey there, baby," one of them chuckled.


     They took a step toward her.  "You just hurt our friend there.  We don't like people who hurt our friends.  You're gonna hafta be punished."


     The other one giggled.  "She does look hot.  You wanna do her here, or just knock her out and take her home?"


     The first one smiled.  "C'mere, or I'll really be mad.  Ya don't want me mad, do ya?"


     Andreys frowned at them.  "Leave me alone," she yelled.


     "And what'll ya do if we don't?  You're one person, and we're not going to let ya escape.  Why don't ya come home, and give us a little treat for your punishment."


     Andreys turned and ran, firing her phaser at the men.  One fell to the ground, and the other ran after her.  "Come back here, you bitch!"  He went to bring out a gun, but then was hit from the side.  As Andreys watched, a man jumped out of a dumpster, and collided with her assailant, knocking the gun to the ground.  The thug hit the man in the jaw, but he returned the punch, straight on the nose.  A sharp crack was heard, and the thug fell, knocked out cold, with his nose broken.


     She pocketed her phaser, and turned to her rescuer.  "Thanks."


     He stood up, and turned to her.  "You're welcome."  He held out his hand.  "My name is Jarod."


     She shook his hand, and said, "I'm Commander Julia Andreys, of the Alliance Stellar Fleet."


     He looked at her curiously.  "You mean those people from the future?"


     "No.  We're from a different universe."


     "Oh." 


     He looked over his shoulder.  Andreys was looking at the same thing.  A man was standing on the other side of the road, keeping an eye on the alley they were in.  "What's wrong?"


     He looked back at her.  "I'll explain later.  I need to get out of here, without that guy seeing me."


     "Give me a second."  She rolled up her sleeve and exposed the communicator she had on her arm.  She pressed it.  "Andreys to Carrey.  You there Zack?"


     Carrey's voice came in.  "I hear you.  What's kept you?"


     "That's not important.  I need you to come back to the alley I was at, and draw some attention.  We need to let a friend sneak out of here without being seen."


     "Fine.  Give me about ten minutes to get back there.  Carrey out."  The communicator beeped.


     "Interesting.  Does that use some sort of phased wavelength to open your comm channels?"


     She looked at him, amazed.  "How did you...?"


     "I'm not an ordinary human.  That's why that guy is watching me.  To alert my pursuers to where I am."


     "What are you, then?"


     "I am a Pretender.  I have special abilities, which allow me to do any task I want, or need, to do.  When I was six, I was abducted by an organization known as the Centre, to help in their research.  They used my ideas to develop weapons of mass destruction, as well as biological and chemical weaponry.  I was a prisoner, forced to do what they said.  I probably wouldn't have survived if it weren't for Sidney."


     "Who's Sidney?"


     "He was a scientist assigned to watch me, and make sure I came through in the experiments they forced me to do.  I still keep in contact with him."


     Andreys nodded her head.  "Why are you here?"


     "I wander around the country, trying to stay one step ahead of the Centre.  I'm here because Sidney told me they were going to use the Annihilator."


     She looked perplexed.  "What's the 'Annihilator'?"


     He looked down.  "It's a supervirus, which can cause death within ten hours of exposure.  About six years ago, I created it.  It's an amalgam of Ebola and HIV.  It's so fast that it spreads to the entire body within three hours, then causes bleeding from every possible opening until the victim mercifully expires.  It can be extremely painful."


     "Oh my God..."


     "That's not the worst.  There is no cure or vaccine, and it's airborne.  A half ounce can kill off most of New York City.  The only way you can destroy the virus is by setting off an explosive that heats up to 4,000 degrees Fahrenheit."


     "Do you know where it's going to be used?"


     "I don't know if it's going to be used at all.  The Centre knows I keep contact with Sidney.  They may have gave him false information to lead me into a trap."


     Just then, they heard a muffled yell, and looked at it's source.  The watcher was on the ground, and Carrey was standing over him, with a phaser in his hand.  They walked out of the alley.  "Zack," Andreys groaned, "You were supposed to divert his attention, not shoot him."


     He shrugged.  "Sorry."


     Jarod went up to the body, and pulled out his wallet.  "Now it will look like a mugging."


     Carrey motioned to Jarod.  "Who's that guy?"


     "His name is Jarod.  He's the person that guy was looking for."


     Carrey walked up to Jarod.  "I'm Commander Zachary Carrey, Alliance Stellar Fleet.  Pleased to meet you."


     Jarod looked around.  "Is there anywhere we can go?"


     Carrey pointed to the hotel.  "We have a room.  I can get an extra cot for you."


     Andreys shook her head.  "No, because somebody might let it out that we brought another person into our room."


     Carrey looked bewildered.  "Then where will he sleep?"


     "I'll share my bed with him."


     "Why don't you just sleep in my bed?"


     "Because I don't want anybody whispering in my ear or trying to put his filthy hands on any of my body parts."


     "But..."


     Andreys got a mischievous smile on her face.  "Or we can just put you on the floor."


     Carrey immediately cleared up.  "Fine.  Have it your way."  He started to walk back to the hotel.


     Andreys turned back to Jarod.  "Don't mind him.  He's always bragging that every girl he's met he's had sex with."


     Jarod let out a stifled laugh.  "Does that count you?"


     "No.  He's tried for the last six years to convince me of his sexual ability, but I always tell him to go to hell."


     They started to walk to the hotel.








     "I said it to your flunky, and now I'll say it to you.  I don't give a damn about what the ambassador said.  He's not authorized to make any kind of military deal.  That's my job.  And I say no.  And that means..."


     The delegate started to stutter.  "But... but..."


     "... to get the hell out of my way!"


     Dale walked to the side of the black-skinned man.  He then strolled into the ambassador's office.  There, Ambassador Keeling was waiting for him.  "Ambassador," Dale began, his voice sounding like thunder, "What in the hell did you tell the Samarins?"


     Keeling looked at Dale, with fear in his eyes.  "I.. I... I only said that you might agree to..."


     Dale laughed inwardly at the ambassador's stuttering.  "Agree to intervene in their war with the government of Chad?  You know better.  They are just as bad as the dictatorship they're asking us to destroy.  Plus, it's well known that they routinely use biological agents to kill anybody who opposes them.  We would never support people like that.  So call them and tell them that they're on their own."


     "Yes sir!  Right away!"


     Dale nodded his head.  "Good.  I'll see you at the reception."  He left the room.


     When the door closed, Keeling frowned.  He went to his comm screen, and pressed a button.  On the screen, a bald man appeared.  There was breathing assisters in his nostrils, and he was wheezing.  "Ambassador, I've been waiting.  Do you have an answer?"


     Keeling bowed his head.  "He said no."


     "That is unfortunate."


     "Yes."  Keeling let out a gulp.  "Mister Raines, will we have to use the virus?"


     "It seems so.  You had better inject that antidote right now, as it will take several hours to take affect."  He wheezed again.  "I will talk to you later, Ambassador."  The image disappeared.


     Keeling sat down in a chair, his conscious starting to bother him.  He was doing what he felt best, getting rid of an evil dictatorship, but he was worried.  Was the possibility of killing the man responsible for the Alliance a justifiable action, even if it saved his cause?  He had always admired Dale, and didn't really want to see harm come to him, but he didn't have a choice.  He took a small bottle and a hypospray out of his pocket, and put the contents into the hypospray.  He pressed it to his neck, and pushed the administrating button.  He felt a tingle in his neck, then put the hypospray back in his pocket.








     In their room,  Andreys was in the shower, while Carrey was talking to Jarod.  "So," Carrey asked, "the Centre is this gigantic business, with it's hands in all sorts of scams, and they're after you so they can use your abilities for themselves?"


     Jarod nodded.  "You're correct."


     Carrey shrugged.  Then, the door to the bathroom opened, and Andreys came out.  She was wearing a bathrobe, tied at the waist.  She walked up to them, and said, "I think we should contact Robby.  He should know what to do."


     Carrey shook his head.  "We won't be able to get a message through to him.  He's staying at the U.N. building for midnight meetings with diplomats."


     "We have to tell somebody.  This Centre sounds dangerous."


     Jarod brought his head up.  "I was supposed to meet Sidney tomorrow in the park.  He was going to tell me about the Annihilator.  I'll see what he says."


     Andreys sighed.  "Fine, we'll wait untill tomorrow.  Until then, let's get some sleep."  With that, they went to bed.








     Later that night, Andreys woke up to get a drink, and then heard something.  She went over to Carrey, and woke him up.  "Zack, do you hear that?"


     He moaned, then sat up.  He was wearing nothing but boxer shorts, and struggled to get up.  "No, wait.   Yes, I do."


     As they listened, they could hear voices in the hallway.  "So, which room do you think he's in?"


     There was a pause, then another voice began to speak.  "Why don't we try 203?  According to the clerk, there was a couple in the room, and they were seen with a third man.  Maybe it's him."


     Andreys gasped.  "Zack, they're going to break in here!"


     Carrey went to pick up a phaser, but Andreys stopped him.  "Wait!  I've got an idea!  Follow my lead."  With this, she put her lips to his, and they kissed.  She then used one hand to pull the robe she was wearing, wearing nothing but a small bra and underwear underneath.  Carrey, seemingly enjoying himself, began to run his hands over her chest, and pushed her unto his bed.  As they laid on the bed, pretending to make love, the men passed by the room.


     "You here that?"


     "What," the other man asked.


     On cue, Andreys began to emit a low moan, and started to let out a low but audible whisper, saying, "Oh yes," as if to convey pleasure.


     "There's no way that he's in there.  I mean, would you make out with a third person in the room?"


     "You're right.  Well, there's no other rooms that are possibilities, so he must not be here.  Let's go and report in."  After they heard this, footsteps began to walk away.


     As soon as the footsteps were unaudible, Andreys pushed Carrey off of her.  He turned onto the other side of the bed, and moaned.  "What're you doing?"


     Andreys got up, and put her robe back on.  "They're gone.  Now we can go back to sleep."


     Carrey got up and looked her in the face.  "Why did you do that?  You're always telling me that you have no interest in me, yet you pull off a stunt like that."


     "Simple.  The alternative was to let them break in, and stun them and throw them out on the street.  When they failed to report, their bosses would probably send more goons.  Now, they think that Jarod's not here, and we can sleep in peace."


     She turned away, but Carrey put his arms on her shoulders and turned her around.  "You sounded like you were enjoying yourself."


     "I was playacting.  But, if it'll make you feel better..."  Andreys put her lips to his once again, and they kissed.  She withdrew them, and said, "There.  Now you know what you're going to miss."  She then turned and went to bed, leaving Carrey in stunned silence.








     At the same time, Dale was walking to the small office that served as a transporter site.  When he walked into the room, he saw Worf and Bashir waiting for him.  He went up to them.  "Mister Worf, are you statisfied with the security of this room?"


     "Yes sir."


     "Good."  Dale sat down in the chair behind the desk.  "We have a problem.  For the past fifteen months, a group of African socialists named the Samarins have been fighting the dictatorship in Chad, which is in Saharan Africa.  Both sides have been using biological weapons to kill whomever disagrees with them.  The West African Alliance has convinced representatives of both sides to attend these talks, hoping that they will stop using these weapons against themselves.  However, the Samarin delegate has asked me if we would intervene on their behalf.  I turned down their request."


     Bashir shook his head.  "If you turned them down, how come we have a problem?"


     "Simple.  Chad's delegate has claimed that I'm not trustworthy.  He says that this is merely a deep laden plot by the Alliance to cause his government to disarm, and then assist the Samarins in taking over the country.  Basically, he's just being a pain in the ass."


     Bashir smiled.  "Well, that can be a problem.  What do you want to do now?"


     "There's nothing I can do here.  Let's go back to the Roddenberry to sleep."  After saying that, Dale stood up and pressed his comm badge.  "Dale to Roddenberry.  Beam us up."  A second later, the three of them disappeared in a swirl of light.








      When they stepped off of the transporter pad, Dale turned to Bashir.  "Doctor, in the morning, I need you to go and see Andreys and Carrey.  I'm probably going to need them to keep an eye on the Samarin delegate."


      "Why?"


      "Doctor, I received an intelligence report that the Samarins were having outside help in acquiring biological agents.  I didn't mention it down there because it's top secret information.  We need to find out who is supplying them."


     "Okay, fine."  When Dale went to leave, Bashir looked back at him.  "Sir, where are they?"


     "They have their communicators.  Use those to trace them."


     Just as Dale went up to the door, Farren'da came in the room.  "Sir, our sensors picked up phaser fire on Earth."


     Dale looked at her.  "What!  Where was it?"


     "In New York City."


     "There's only one group in New York, and that's Julie and Zack.  Why would they discharge their phasers?"  He turned to Bashir.  "Doctor, I need you to go down there now."


     "Now?"


     "Yes.  Use their communicators to pinpoint their location.  Then beam down, and speak to them."  Dale yawned.  "I'm going to bed."


     "What about me?  I'm tired, too."  Bashir didn't look especially happy about his orders.


     "Sleep when you get down there.  But hurry."  Dale walked out of the room.


     Bashir groaned.  "Well, let's get this over with."  He stepped up to the pad, and asked, "Do you have their location?"


     The transporter operator looked at her console.  "We just found them.  I'm going to beam you into a nearby alley."  She went over to a cabinet near her console.  She then pulled out a phaser, and handed it to Bashir.  "You might need it."








     Andreys started to stir once again, and woke up to get another drink.  This time, just like the last, she heard footsteps approaching.  This time, however, she didn't wake up Carrey.  Instead, she picked up her phaser from her bag, and crept to the door.  She heard a knock.  She went to open the door, and lifted her phaser.  She pulled it open, and on the other side was Doctor Bashir.  He threw his hands in the air.


     "Put your hands down.  I didn't know it was you."


     He walked in, and, at the same time, they said, "We need to talk."


     Andreys pointed at one of the beds, and Bashir saw another man in it.  "What's going on?"


     She looked at the clock, and answered, "You're about to find out."  She went over to the man and began to push him lightly.  He stirred, then opened his eyes.  "Jarod, it's nearly time.  I've got somebody you should meet."


     He sat up, and looked at Bashir.  Bashir looked back at him.  "I'm Doctor Julian Bashir, of the Alliance Stellar Fleet Medical Division."


     Jarod put his hand out, and they shook hands.  "My name is Jarod."


     Andreys went over to Carrey, and woke him.  "Get up, Carrey.  It's almost time to go."


     He groaned, and sat up.  He then saw Doctor Bashir, and said, "What's going on?"


     "It's 0600 local time.  Jarod's supposed to be at the meeting site in an hour."


     "Okay.  I'm getting up."


     They put on their clothes, and walked out onto the street.  As they walked to the park, Andreys was looking at the sunrise, admiring it.  Jarod saw the awe in her face, and asked, "So, do you like sunrises?" 


     Andreys smiled.  "I rarely ever get to see them.  Living on a starship does have it's negatives."


     Jarod nodded.  "Yes, I suppose.  What are the positives?"


     "I like to see the stars around us.  I also like the thought of whizzing through space at several times the speed of light."


     "Yes, that would be exciting."


     As they rounded a bend, Andreys asked, "What are you going to do after this is over?"


     Jarod shook his head.  "I don't know.  I'll just keep wandering, I guess."


     Andreys turned her head to him.  "You know, we could always use an extra person on the Roddenberry.  Why don't you come with us?"


     Jarod bowed his head.  "I probably wouldn't know how to act without Sidney's advice.  He's always cared for me, treated me almost like a son."


     "I understand."  She bobbed her head toward Bashir.  "You know, Doctor Bashir has much in common with you."


     "How?"


     "When he was a child, he showed signs of mental retardation.  His parents, who were medical experts, altered his genes to where he would become a genius.  For years, he suppressed this, but know, he openly uses it to his advantage."


     "So, he's genius because of genetics as well."


     After another forty minutes of walking, they entered a section of the park, and walked up to a tree where there was a bench.  Jarod and Andreys sat down, while Bashir and Carrey walked around.


     Within ten minutes, a gray-haired man began to approach.  Jarod turned and saw him, and called out, "Sidney!"


     Sidney approached them, and opened his mouth to speak.


     The words would never come out.


     Just then, Andreys heard a small shooting noise, from a silenced gun, and Sidney fell to the ground.  There was blood coming out of his chest, and his mouth as well.


     About three black-clad men jumped out of bushes around him.  "Jarod, put your hands up!"


     Andreys pulled her phaser out and nailed one of the men with the beam.  The other two went to shoot her when Carrey jumped out from behind one of the trees and banged one on the head.  Bashir came in as well, and began to struggle with the last one, and Jarod threw a right hook into his jaw.  He was knocked out cold.


     Jarod ran over to Sidney, who was lying on the ground.  "Sidney!  Are you okay?"


     Sidney coughed up some blood, and struggled to speak.  "Jarod... the Annihilator... is going... to be... used... at the..."


     Bashir ran over.  "Don't speak."  He touched his communicator, and said.  "Bashir to med centre.  I have a Code Orange medical emergency.  I need a trauma team, stat."


     Sidney coughed up more blood, and gasped, "The... talks.  The... disarmament... talks.  They're... going... to... kill everyone."


     Jarod shook his head.  "That virus could wipe out humanity."


     "No.  They... augmented it.  It's... no longer... airborne.  Once it's..."


     Bashir felt his pulse.  "Don't talk.  A bullet has been lodged in your lower left lung.  Speaking will make it worse."


     "I... must... tell you.  The virus... is contained... in a mist.  They... will release it... into the meeting room... and blame it... on Chad."


     Jarod looked at him.  "How are they going to get it through security?"


     "They have... people ...on the... inside."  Sidney coughed up more blood.  "Ambassador... Keeling... and... the Samarin... delegate."


     Four swirls of light appeared.  The med team went up to Sidney, and began to administer first aid.  Sidney looked Jarod in the face.  "Goodbye... Jarod...."  With that, he closed his eyes, and laid his head on the ground.


     Bashir put his hand on Sidney's neck, feeling for a pulse.  He lifted his head up, and said, in a low voice, "He's gone.  There's no way I can save him."


     Jarod looked to the sky, and yelled.  "You bastards!  Why did you kill him!  Why!"  He waved his fist in the air, and shouted, "Damn you all to hell!"


     Andreys went up and grabbed him.  "Calm down, Jarod!  He's gone, but he did what he needed to."  When it looked like Jarod had calmed down, she asked, "Who is Ms. Parker?"


     "One of the agents the Centre sent after me.  She worked closely with Sidney to try to catch me.  Now they've killed him."  He turned to Andreys.  "I have nothing left.  Nothing."


     "Listen to me.  We need to get to the U.N. building.  Everybody there is in danger."  She looked Jarod in the face.  "Come with us.  Leave this world, and come explore the stars of infinite universes with us.  We can be your family."


     He looked at her, and started to smile.  "I guess so.  Will I be accepted?"


     "Yes, you will.  We're always looking for people to help us achieve our goal.  Freedom for all.  Tell me, Jarod, will you fight for freedom alongside us?"


     "Yes."


     "Good.  Now let's go stop the Centre."





     "Ladies and gentlemen of the U.N., I would like to welcome you to this great attempt for peace.  As you know, one of the goals of these talks is to convince the Samarins and the Chads to halt the use of biological agents.  I would like to convey the Alliance's fervent wish that these negotiations bear fruit, and that this horrible threat to humanity be destroyed."


     After Dale finished, the audience erupted with handclapping.  He stepped down, and stood by Worf.


     Across the room, Keeling and his co-conspirator stood.  In Keeling's hand was a vial, filled with mist containing the virus.  He turned to the Samarin, and the Samarin looked at him.  "It is almost time."


     Keeling handed him the vial.  "I need to finish some documents.  You know what to do."  With that, he left.


     Back on the other side of the room, Worf was standing next to Dale, when his communicator beeped.  He pressed it, and Andreys' voice came in.  "Worf, I need you to search Ambassador Keeling and the Samarin delegate.  Look for a vial of some sort, but don't break it.  It contains a supervirus that will kill everybody in the room when it's released.  In order to destroy the virus, you must set your phaser to maximum heat output, to vaporize it."


     "I understand."  Worf turned to Dale, who was watching the French President deliver a speech.  "Sir, I think you should leave."


     Dale looked at him.  "Why?"


     "For your safety."  With this, Worf started to walk through the room, and began to approach the Samarin.  "Sir, I am required to search you for weapons."


     The Samarin nodded, but before Worf could get close to him, he lifted the vial, and shouted, "Long live the African Socialist Movement!"  He then went to throw the vial.


     Worf re-acted quickly.  He pulled up his phaser, set to it's hottest setting, and fired.  The vial was vaporized, along with it's contents.  The Samarin roared with anger, and lunged at Worf.  Worf fired the phaser again, by reflex action, and the Samarin disappeared in an orange haze, as the molecular structure of his body disintegrated.


     As this happened, all of the attendees watched in a mixture of awe and fear.  Dale ran up to the podium.  "Ladies and gentlemen, we have everything under control."  He then turned to the approaching Worf, and asked, "Worf, what the hell is going on?"


     "Sir, I ask permission to hold Ambassador Keeling for questioning, concerning the attempted murders of this delegation."


     "Go ahead.  Then tell me what happened."








     When Worf walked up to the door to Keeling's office, he found it locked.  He picked up his phaser, and destroyed the doorknob, causing the door to swing open.  He walked in, and found Keeling's body on the floor.  In his outstretched hand was a photon pistol, and the right side of his head was charred black.  Worf could see it was a definite suicide.  On his desk, Keeling left a letter of apology for participating in the plot.  He only wanted to destroy a dictatorship, but found himself entangled with people who were just as bad as his target.  In his letter, he apologized to Dale, and the Alliance Diplomatic Office, and left a final vow of allegiance to the Alliance, even in death.


     Worf found himself touched by Keeling's letter.  Surely, his act would make a Klingon bow his head, for to them, suicide was a manner of honor.


     He pressed the communicator on his lower arm.  "Worf to Dale."


     A reply came through.  "Dale here."


     "Keeling is dead, by his own hand."


     "Can you confirm that?"


     "I believe I can.  There is a note."  Worf picked up the note, and under it was a small bottle of liquid.  The label on it read: Annihilator antidote.


     "Sir, he left an antidote for a virus that his co-conspirators were going to infect everybody with."


     A sigh came through.  "Very well.  Have his body beamed up for full autopsy.  Confiscate all materials in his office."


     "Yes sir."








     "We did it!"


     In the Roddenberry's med centre, Andreys and Jarod were talking.  Bashir was busy working on Keeling's autopsy.


     "The virus was destroyed, and Worf found the cure for it."  Andreys was absolutely ecstatic.


     Jarod smiled.  "That's great!"


     "There's even more."  Andreys stood up, and looked down at him.  "Robby has agreed to let you come on board, as our operations officer and science officer.  Your rank is Lieutenant Commander."


     "Thanks."


     "There's one thing, however.  You need a last name."


     Jarod thought for a moment.  "How about Parker?"


     "Parker?"


     "Yes.  That was my dad's name, so I guess I should have it."


     "Very well.  I'll enter it into the computer.  Welcome aboard, Jarod."














Epilogue











     Two days later, Dale was in his office, finishing his report to the Council about the success of the talks.  The door chime sounded, and he said, "Come in."


     The door opened, and Jarod entered.  He was wearing his new uniform, with two gold stars, as well as a black one, on the left side of his neck.  His uniform color was brown.  He walked up to Dale, and said, "I don't believe we've been properly introduced."


     Dale nodded.  "You're right, Commander Jarod.  I'm Defense Minister Robert Dale."


     "And I'm Lieutenant Commander Jarod Parker."  They shook hands.


     Dale then got up and headed to the bridge.  "Come, Commander.  You have to take your station."


     They walked out onto the bridge, where everybody else was waiting.  Dale pointed the Ops station out to Jarod, and said, "There you go, Commander."


     Jarod sat down, and looked at his readings.  "Jumper prepped, sir."


     "I'm due to meet with the Klingon High Council in two days.  Why don't we get a head start?"


     Jarod smiled.  He then pressed some of the buttons on his console.  "Jump ready.  Frequency set for the Kriosian Jump Station."


     "Activate jumper."  As Jarod went to fulfill his orders, Dale called out to him.  "And, Commander," he started to say.  Jarod turned to see him face-to-face.  "Welcome to the family," Dale said, with a grin.  Jarod grinned too.


     "Thank you, sir."  With that, Jarod pressed some buttons.  "Jumper activated, sir."


     The Roddenberry entered the subsequent golden jump vortex.





           


