






                                                        VENDETTA



Babylon 5 space - Grid Epsilon
         His gloved hand moved quickly from control to control, flipping a switc here and checking a reading there, trying to stay one step ahead of everything. The small targetting screen in front of him still showed nothing on the grid, no contacts of any kind. Frustrated, he banked to starboard, heating up his weapons as he did this, hoping to find his target, and soon. He wasn't receiving any communications from the rest of his squadron, so he had assumed the worse. Too far away from the station to get any assitance, he went on alone, relying on only himself now.
        "Weapons charged." said the computer over the Starfury's speakers, letting it's pilot know that the weapons were now hot and ready to fire. He checked his grid again. Nothing. According to his instruments, there was nothing else out there, but he knew differently. His pursuer wouldn't give up after all of this. 
        "Computer," he started. "Scan the area." he said out loud. A couple of quick seconds later, he got a response. 
       "Scans negative. No contact." said the computer. "Dammit!" he replied. "This is nuts. I need to swing around and try something." he said, before throwing his Stafury hard to port. "This is nuts." I'm never gonna....."
         His voice trailed off as the Starfury shuddered slightly before a warning beep sounded in the cockpit. Just then, his comm unit came to life. 
         A man's voice started talking to him "....Delta leader, this is Hawk Leader. You've just been blown to bits!" It was Lieutenant William McIntyre, a touch of laughter in his voice. 
         "Hawk Leader," he started his reply. "This is Delta Leader. You got me fair and square. I want to hear how you did it when we get back to the barn." he explained, smiling. 
         "You got it Delta Leader, Hawk Leader out!" replied McIntyre, before closing the comm channel. Delta Leader grinned and shut off his comm, before setting a course back to the large space station. 
         "Computer, maximum burn!" he said, before the starfury lurched forward and hurtled back to Bablyon 5, with Hawk Leader right behind him.


Babylon 5 - Casino

           "Run that one past me again." said the Starfury pilot, as he took a sip of his drink. "I'm still not convinced of your tomfoolery." he finished. The pilot was Lieutenant Andy Perkins, callsign Delta Leader. He had been in command of Delta wing, named the 'Ghost Riders' for just over a month now, the former commander having transferred off-station. Perkins was young for a Lieutenant, but had been flying for some time, having made his rank faster than most, and enjoying his time on Babylon 5, despite some stories he had heard before being posted here.
            He ran a hand through his brown hair while waiting for an answer. 
            "Easy," started McIntyre. "I reversed the polarity of my power generator to scramble my energy outputs, making it near possible for your scanners to locate me." he explained, smiling contently.
            Perkins grinned. "Neat trick. I didn't know that was possible." he said. 
            McIntyre nodded. "Not many people do. Besides, we like to tinker with our ships sometimes between missions." he said, also taking a sip of his own drink.
            Perkins looked to him. "Tell me, what it's like to be out there on special assignment?" he asked, wondering about his counterpart's status. McIntyre took another quick sip of his drink before responding. 
           "To be honest, the waiting drives me nuts sometimes. Between missions and the briefings, there is little to do. That's why we tinker here and there. Keeps us busy." he explained. Perkins nodded, before looking to his drink.
           "I would have thought there is lots to do. We don't hear a lot about where starships go, and what missions they're on." he replied. 
           McIntyre looked to drink, and poked the glass with a finger for a few seconds.
           "Most of it is classified. We don't even know about the mission until just before we jump into our ships. You know how the military is sometimes." he said. 
           Perkins nodded, and downed the last of his drink. "Yeah, I know." he said, while letting out a sigh. "Well, I'm gonna go get some sack time. Nice flying with you today." he said, as he got up and left. 
          "Yeah." started McIntyre. "Same here." he replied, before also downing the last of his drink and leaving. Tomorrow would be another day of training drills and war games, one which he was looking forward to. He had spent more time in his Starfury in the last couple of days than he had in a few weeks while on the Chimera, and was happy to be out among the stars.
           McIntyre was here alone, as the rest of the squad were needed on the Chimera for patrol duty, escorting Earthforce One as the president made a tour of the Solar System. If anything, he missed Sarah, having finally asked her on a date a couple of weeks back, subsequently going on several and getting closer to her. McIntyre cared for her a great deal, and knew she reciprocated. He was also lying if he said he didn't miss the rest of his squadron as a whole. As safe as he felt in a Starfury, it made him feel even more at ease when his whole team was with him out there, as they almost were like family to each other, having flown together for some time. 
         "Oh well." he said to himself, stepping onto a transport tube to take him to his quarters for the night.


Babylon 5 - Delta Wing gear room

         The silence in the room was deafening. None of the four pilots present dared to say a word to each other as they awaited the arrival of the station's second in command with the mission briefing. McIntyre was sitting on a bench by himself, mentally preparing, as the other three pilots, Perkins included, sat quietly. Suddenly, they all heard the familar sound of footfalls, and shortly thereafter, Lt. Commander Susan Ivanova entered the room, no readable expression on her face. Her long auburn hair was in a ponytail behind her, the Earth Alliance pin on her uniform glinting in the light from overhead. She meant business, and they knew it.
         "Gentlemen," she started. "I trust you've all read your mission outline before I arrived?" she queried. They all nodded, and kept attention. "Good." she said, before continuing. "It's all very simple. Delta Leader, you will take yourself and your two pilots to twenty kilometers off the rear of the station, while Hawk Leader will attempt to flank you to begin the exercise." she finished, looking to McIntyre and then back to the others. 
         "Any questions?" she asked of them. All four shook their heads. "Good." said Ivanova. "You hit space in five minutes." she stated, before turning and leaving the room. As soon as she was gone, Perkins spoke.
          "Well, now that we have our orders, we can have some fun!" he exclaimed. 
          McIntyre laughed and grabbed his flight helmet. "I'm in." he said. "Let's get out there and start this thing." he finished. 
          Perkins nodded. "Agreed. Good luck." he said, wishing his counterpart the best. 
          "You as well." replied McIntyre, not hurrying to his Starfury. A few minutes later, they were all strapped into their ships and ready to go. McIntyre heard a voice crackle into his comm. It was Ivanova. 
          "Hawk Leader, this is C&C. Prepare to launch." McIntyre activated his comm. "Roger that C&C. Ready to launch." he replied, flicking a few switches.
          "Launch!" said Ivanova over the comm, before the clamps holding the ship in it's bay released, McIntyre hitting the engines as the ship cleared the bay. He hit space immediately, and banked under the station, heading between it and the planet before laying in his course. Perkins waited until the order came. 
          "Launch!" said Ivanova in C&C, as the clamp let go, sending his ship into space. Delta Two was next, the clamp releasing and sending it into space as well. Delta Three was ready to go, but just as the order was given, it all started going terribly wrong.
           Instead of the clamp releasing, the clamp assembly exploded violently, flinging Delta Three out of the launch bay, bouncing off the side of the bay before tumbling out into space.
           "Delta Three," started Ivanova in the comm. "What's happening? Delta Three come in please!" she said, not getting a response. Suddenly, the cockpit pod was ejected from the main part of the Starfury, which then exploded itself. The pod was spinning out of control. A wing from the main Starfury hit Delta Two just as it came about to render assistance, knocking it into a spin as well, and knocking it's systems offline in the process.
           Perkins couldn't believe what had happened, as he brought his ship around to assist.
           "C&C, this is Delta Leader. I'm going to grapple Delta Two and bring him home." he said into the comm. 
           "Roger. Do have a visual on Delta Three? asked Ivanova. 
           "Negative."  said Perkins. "Dammit, where is he?" he wondered, hoping he could be saved. Suddenly, his comm crackled to life again. It was McIntyre. 
           "C&C this is Hawk Leader, I've got Delta Three in grapple. Have the medics on alert, I'm bringing him in." he said. Perkins watched McIntyre come out of nowhere with the cockpit pod in tow, heading for the main docking port. He himself swung in and grappled Delta Two's Starfury, then headed to the docking port himself. 
           "What the hell caused all of this?" he wondered to himself on his way in. There were more questions than answers.


Babylon 5 - Briefing room

            The atmosphere in the room was laced with tension, as all of the four people present were intent on knowing what caused the calamity earlier in the hangar bay. McIntyre and Perkins sat on one side of the table, with Babylon 5 security chief Garibaldi on the other, and Lt. Commander Ivanova at the table's head. 
            "Our instruments noted a power surge in the clamp systems as the third clamp was supposed to be released, causing the explosion." she said, explaining the sequence of events. "What we don't know is why the surge happened in the first place. There are backups in place to prevent this sort of thing." she finished.
           Garibaldi piped in next. "My people have gone over it with a fine-tooth comb, and haven't turned up anything." he said. "Repair teams are also in there, lending a hand." he finished.
           Perkins was confused. "So we're ruling out sabotage then?" he asked.
           Garibaldi's brow furrowed. "I never rule out anything until the job is done. But....it just doesn't look like it right now." he said. 
           McIntyre now looked confused, and wanted to know more. "Can we expect a report soon? I don't want to sound impatient, but this seems like something that we pilots need to know, seeing as how one almost died out there." he said, referring to the pilot of Delta Three who was recovering in Medlab at the moment.
          "I know, I know." started the Chief. "Everyone wants everything yesterday." he said wryly. "I'll keep everyone posted." he said, before getting up and leaving the room. 
          Ivanova nodded. "We're adjourned for now." she said, before also getting out of her chair and leaving. The two pilots lingered at the table for a moment. 
          "Maybe this is just one big glitch." said Perkins, scratching his head. 
          McIntyre nodded. "I'd like to go along with that, but I have reservations." he replied. Perkins got up out of his chair and pondered. 
         "Same here, but I've never been one to jump to conclusions." he stated, before leaving the room himself.
         McIntyre just sat there for a moment, his hands on the table, tapping the surface. He played the events of the previous day over and over in his head for a moment, trying to remember anything relevant, but came up with nothing. Looking around at the empty room, McIntyre realized there was nothing more he could do for the time being. He decided to head off to his quarters and try to relax, wanting to focus on tomorrow's training missions. There was still a few days to go until the Chimera was back in Babylon 5 space, and much to do until then.


Hyperspace

         It was only a matter of minutes until he was to make his jump back into normal space, having been sitting in the swirling, red madness of hyperspace for a quarter of an hour, giving his 'attackers' time to get into position near the jumpgate where he would emerge. The tactics that he had decided to use might seem routine, but to them, were completely new. He had the clear advantage, but chose not to underestimate the others. 
       "It'll be interesting...." said McIntyre, voice trailing off inside his flight helmet as he flipped a couple of switches.
       "Computer, time." he said aloud, requesting a time check. 
      "Time is thirteen fifteen." said the computer's automated voice. 
       McIntyre nodded. "It's go time." he started. "Activate jumpgate." he said, with the computer signalling the jumpgate and starting the jump back into normal space. The bluish vortex opened in front of him, as he hit his engines and flew into it, emerging back into normal space via the jumpgate a couple seconds later. He didn't have long to ponder anything, as the first two starfuries of Alpha squadron were almost on him.
        McIntyre banked to starboard, then hit his afterburners for a burst of speed, shooting right through the middle of the two ships, missing their simulation shots. Counting on the fact that they'd have to adjust to his trajectory, he cut his speed right down, then fired the positioning jets on his wing struts, spinning the ship around to face the two ships as they did the same thing. He targetted the ship to port and fired his own simulated shots, hitting it quickly and getting a 'kill.' A couple of seconds later, he fired at the second ship, connecting, and getting his second 'kill'.
        "Two down, four to go." he said to himself, before firing the positioning jets and heading his ship away from the jumpgate to look for the others.
         There was a lot of open space to cover, with the exercise taking place in the sector adjacent to where Babylon 5 was located. Not wanting this exercise to drag on forever, he pushed a couple of buttons and increased his scanning distance. McIntyre was about to increase power to the engines, when suddenly, an alarm went off. A ship had appeared behind him, and was trying to get a lock. 
         "Not I think today...." he said to himself, before banking to port and using the wing jets to spin around, while also cutting speed. The 'enemy' ship barreled right past him, and took a hit from his guns as he got off a nicely timed shot as the other ship tried to spin around.
          "Damn that was nice!" came the voice of a frustrated but surprised Perkins over the comm, who was flying in this exercise as Alpha Leader, subbing for a Lieutenant who had personal matters to attend to. 
         "You gotta teach me that one!" he exclaimed. 
          McIntyre laughed, then opened his comm. "All in good time my friend, all in good time!" he exclaimed. Suddenly, the scanners beeped again. Another starfury closed in on him, but this time, he didn't have enough time to evade it. He hit the afterburners and tried to counter, but was locked immediately. He was about to take the simulated hit, when a burst of plasma energy hit his ship on one of the engine struts, blowing it off completely, and sending him into a tumble as his systems starting to short out one by one. 
         Perkins saw the carnage from his starfury, and opened a comm channel.
         "Alpha Three, what the hell did you just do? Disengage immediately!" he ordered. A voice came back over the comm. 
         "I....I don't know what happened sir! There's not supposed to be live rounds on this thing!" said the female pilot's voice, filled with uncertainty. 
        "Shut down your weapons immediately and head back to the barn. This exercise is over." he said firmly.
         Just then, McIntyre crackled to life over the comm. "I'm okay.....used my jets to counter the roll. I'll need an escort to help me back to the station in case I lose my other engines.'' he said. Perkins powered back up and jetted off towards him. 
        "I'm on my way to you now. I'll grapple you if needed." he replied. 
        "Thanks Perkins." started McIntyre. 
        "Damn good thing that bolt of energy didn't hit me in the rear. I would been blown to bits." he said, before closing the channel. Suddenly the seriousness of the situation and other current events hit Perkins. He knew now that something was going on, and that perhaps this was now more than an accident.


Babylon 5 - Repair Bay

         "It's official. Someone with intimate knowledge of a Starfury swapped out the simulated ammo with live rounds." said Garibaldi, examining the armament of the starfury as it lay on a raised platform next tot he ship itself. "I don't understand why someone would want to do this." said Commander Jeffrey Sinclair, the commanding officer of the station, who was now deeply involved in the matter. 
        "I wish I had more for you Jeff, but I don't." he said. "Ivanova is going over the hangar logs and personnel right now. The only people ruled out are the squadron pilots. None of them were near the hangar when the ships were loaded for the simulation." he finished.
        "I don't like it Michael, not one bit. Someone is responsible for this mess, and I want them found before anything else goes wrong." he said sternly. 
        "When I have something, I'll let you know immediately." replied Garibaldi. 
        Sinclair nodded and walked off to attend to his duties, catching a transport tube in the process. "This place is crazy enough without someone going around sabotaging things." said Garibaldi. "Don't I ever get a break?" he asked himself rhetorically. He walked over to two of his guards. 
       "You two take over. I'm going to check something out." he said, before leaving the area himself, taking the next available transport tube.
        McIntyre turned to Perkins, who had stood there, silent the whole time. He shook his head before speaking. "I'm having trouble believing that someone could be behind all of this. Gotta be some sicko." he said. "I'm going to go have a drink and unwind a little in the casino. You want to join me?" he asked of McIntyre. 
        "No thanks." he replied. "I'm going to go to my quarters and read for a bit." he finished. 
        Perkins shrugged. "Suit yourself. I'll be down there for a while if you change your mind." he stated, before turning and walking off. Suddenly, something began to tug at McIntyre.
        "I wonder if...." he muttered, before leaving in a hurry.

         "Computer. Search for personnel file on Chief Warrant Officer Peter Canton, Earthforce." he said to the computer terminal.
         "Working. Stand by." replied the female computer's voice. Within seconds, a profile of Canton was displayed on the screen. He looked at it intently, then raised an eyebrow when he came across something. Canton's Earthforce status read as 'discharged.' 
         "Computer, was this person's discharge dishonourable?" he asked aloud. The computer responded quickly. "Unknown." was it's reply. 
         "Hmm." he mumbled to himself.
         McIntyre walked across his small quarters to a plush chair and sat down, leaning his head back and relaxing, trying to clear his mind somewhat. It made sense to him that Canton might be responsible, given that the perpetrator had knowledge of starfuries and armaments. He and Canton went to the Academy together and trained together on numerous occasions. Upon graduation, McIntyre managed to get an assigment on a starship before being promoted quickly to lieutenant and put in charge of a special squadron onboard the Chimera.
          Peter Canton on the other hand, gained a reputation of being reckless, something that was alluded to during the Academy days, and washed out of his first assignment in a squadron on Mars. "Always pushed to hard." mumbled McIntyre, referring to the times that Canton took overly unneccesary risks that almost got people killed. 
         "There are risks, and then there are risks." he said aloud. The more he thought about those days, the more worried he became. 
        "Computer." he started. "Location of Security Chief Garibaldi." he asked of the machine. "Working." it said, before it's next response. 
       "Security Chief Garibaldi is currently in the Zocalo." said the female voice. 
       "Well then." replied McIntyre, before heading out the door.

        The heavy door opened, the light from the hallway piercing the pitch blackness of his small, temporary quarters. The lone figure entered quickly, turning to watch the door close, the light disappearing again. Suddenly, the computer terminal came to life, it's screen flashing something. "What is it?" asked the figure to the computer, his voice calm and firm. 
      "Personnel file accessed at nineteen hundred five hours. User unknown." said the female voice of the computer. The figure slammed a fist into the nearby wall in anger.
      "Dammit! Too soon!" he said loudly, the calm voice now substituted with that of frustration and frantic. "I have not yet completed my work!" he yelled, running out of time to institute the rest of his plan. He punched the wall yet again, then took a few moments to calm himself down somewhat. Pondering a course of action, it didn't take long for him to come up with one. 
      "There is no choice now." he muttered. "I must carry out the final phase." he finished, before activating the door and leaving the room in a hurry. His first attempt to take out his quarry failed when the wrong clamp overloaded in the hangar bay, and his second attempt, after tampering with the armaments in a starfury also failed, quickly. 
       "Incompetent pilot." he mumbled as he walked.
       In his eyes, his quarry's starfury should have been destroyed, had it not been for some substandard targetting. None of which mattered now, because he had one final shot at doing this before the proverbial walls would close in on him and stop him. Making his way into an empty transport tube car, he slowly pulled his PPG out of a hidden pocket, and snapped a fresh energy cap onto it. 
       "Blue Sector, Cobra bays." he said, getting the tube moving as he readied himself for what was to come. "Sooner or later, he'll come to me, and I'll be ready....." he said, voice trailing off as the tube car continued on it's way to his destination, and whatever may come next.


Babylon 5 - Zocalo

       "You know for sure this Canton guy is here?" asked Garibaldi, confused at the information that he had just been given. 
       McIntyre nodded. "I believe so. It all makes sense now. He's come here to fulfill this personal vendetta that he keeps carrying around with him." he replied. 
       Garibaldi nodded. "Fine, fine. I'll buy that. What I want to know is how we are gonna find this guy." he said, frustrated. McIntyre looked intense at that very moment. 
       "He will find us, or more specifically, me." he said, calmly. 
       Garibaldi pushed a button on his link. "Commander, you there?" he said, talking into his link, hoping to catch Sinclair at a good time.
        "What is it, Michael?" asked Sinclair. Garibaldi looked around quickly. "Meet me at the Station House in fifteen minutes. You're gonna love this." he said wryly. 
        "I'll be there." said Sinclair before the comm channel was closed. 
        "Right, let's go. You and I have to come up with a plan before we meet up with the Commander." said Garibaldi, in a little bit of a rush all of a sudden. McIntyre fell in behind him, and followed him in step. 
        "One thing's for sure......we need to get him before he gets us." he said, trying to keep up with the security chief.
         "Past histories, they always come back to haunt you, whether or not you like it." said Garibaldi, making his way down the central corridor. 
          "Tell me about it." replied McIntyre, who was thinking back to the Academy days. "Vendettas are strong things. Some people can't let go." he added, as Garibaldi took a quick look back at him. 
           "I hear you. Well, hopefully we can do something about this guy, and fast. If I know the commander, and I do, he's going to want answers." he replied, heading for a side corridor and the nearest transport tube access point, McIntyre still in tow.

            Sinclair said nothing as he closely examined the personnel file on the vid screen, pondering what to do next. He then turned towards the two men in the security office with him and considered them carefully. 
          "I'm open to suggestions on how to apprehend this man." he said, calmly.
          Garibaldi and McIntyre looked at one another, briefly, then back at Sinclair. "We think we might have an idea." said the security chief. 
          "I'm listening." replied Sinclair, arms crossed.
          "It's simple really." started McIntyre. "Schedule another battle simulation. He wants to destroy me personally, so all we need to do is give him an opportunity." he finished, holding the commander's attention.
           "I'll admit, that's not the best plan I've ever heard." said Sinclair, trying to make some sense of everything. 
           McIntyre spoke up again. "We'll give him what he wants, but not before we set a trap." he explained. 
         "Ah. Traps are good." said Garibaldi, smiling a little. 
         Sinclair nodded. "Alright. What do you have in mind?" he asked, wanting more information. 
         "Well," started McIntyre. "There's a good chance he knows that we're on to him and that time is becoming scarce. My instincts tell me he's going to do something to the Cobra bays." he explained, making some sense.
          "The question is," started Sinclair. "Is what." he said, thinking hard at the same time. 
          Garibaldi suddenly spoke up. "We could try to catch him in the act. If he's already there, we won't have a chance to launch any fighters without tipping him off. I'd all be to convenient." he said confidently.
          Sinclair nodded. "Agreed. The simulation is out. We'll have to seal off the Cobra bays immediately, and try to contain whatever it is he's doing there." he explained. "See to it Michael." said Sinclair, about to leave. 
         "Wait!" exclaimed McIntyre before the commander could leave.
         "Let me into the Cobra bays before you seal them off. It's the only way we're going to end this." said McIntyre, no fear in his voice. 
          Garibaldi chimed in almost immediately. "What? Do you have any idea how nuts that is?" he asked, not really expecting an answer. 
          "Yes." said McIntyre. "All I need is a PPG, and the rest will take care of itself." he finished. Garibaldi wasn't having it. 
          "Commander, I strongly believe that--" he was cut off quickly by Sinclair. 
          "Michael, I don't like it anymore than you do, but we have to put an end to this soon, before soneone gets killed. I won't have this on my station. Period." he finished, sternly.


Babylon 5 - Cobra Bays

           Red strobe lights flashed angrily as alarm klaxons wailed in the background. He was about to start his work when this all happened, and now he could also hear blast doors being closed in the distance. "Dammit! They know I'm here.....how.....?" he wondered, closing up an access panel and reaching for his PPG under his black attire. He was out of time, and now it seemed as if he might have to be creative if he was going to escape and continue with his plan in some other way or form. 
          "My revenge will have to wait a little longer." he mumbled to himself.
          Peter Canton walked briskly to the nearest access point and ripped a panel off the wall next to a blast door, trying to hotwire it. Sparks flew out of the access point, signalling that the circuit had become useless to him. He cursed under his breath and headed in the opposite direction, hoping to find his way into the armament storage bay. 
          "There must be a way out in there." he muttered. After a quick jog down the corridor, he managed to get into the storage area. Canton tried a computer terminal, but it was completely shut down, unable to be used.
            He was about to turn and leave to try something else, when he heard a voice from behind. "It's over Peter. You wanted me, so here I am." said Will McIntyre, the reason for his personal vendetta. 
          "It's really you, isn't it, Will?" he asked his old academy mate. 
          McIntyre nodded. "In the flesh." he said. "But, I'm surprised you had enough guts to come looking for me." he added, trying to get under Canton's skin. 
          "Do you know what you're getting yourself into?" asked Canton, raising his PPG at McIntyre. "Do you know how long I've waited for this chance to make you pay? Do you?" he screamed. McIntyre stayed calm, showing his own PPG.
          "Oh yes." he replied. "I know. It's just like you to want to place the blame on someone else rather than accept it yourself, eh Peter?" he queried, not moving an inch. 
         "Blame?" asked Canton. "If blame is what you call it, that's fine by me." he said, blinking more often now. "I could have been on a special squadron, I could been elite!" he said loudly. "But you took it from me! It was all mine and you stole it from me!" he screamed. 
         McIntyre remained calm. "I took nothing from you, Peter. You did it to yourself. Your own recklessness is what did you in. The fact that you blame me is laughable at best. You are your own worst enemy, Peter." he finished.
          "No! I'll make you pay! Your fault, not mine!!" he shouted, finger about to pull back on the trigger of the PPG. Suddenly, the door at the far end of the storage bay imploded, and security in tactical gear carrying rifles ran it. 
         "Freeze! Drop the gun!!" yelled Garibaldi, aiming his rifle at Canton, who was now surrounded. Canton aimed squarely at the security chief, ready to pull the trigger.
        "This day will not be yours! I will finish this once and--" He didn't get the chance to finish the sentence, as McIntyre lunged over and delivered a huge fist to the side of Canton's head, knocking him out completely, his body dropping to the ground, the gun landing further away with a clang. Garibaldi looked at the man down.
         "All right people, show's over. Lift the lockdown, and take this trash to a detention cell." he said, the other security guards nodding and going about their business. 
         "Nice work." he said to McIntyre, who had already given back the PPG and let out a sigh of relief. 
         "Yeah, sure. I'm just glad it's over." he said. 
Just then, one of the guards walked up to them. "We've secured the area chief. Looks like he was starting to rig some kind of explosive. Probably would have blown up the Cobra bays entirely." said the man. 
         "Good job. Bag it, and let's be out of here as soon as possible." replied the Chief. He got up with McIntyre in tow, and left the storage bay.


Babylon 5 - Guest quarters

          The duffel bag lay on the chair, open, and now almost half-full, his packing almost complete. It had been little more than two days since Peter Canton had been taken into custody, and it was time to McIntyre to leave, his ship due to arrive soon. He had managed to fly one more battle simulation with the station's Delta wing the day before, and had a good time doing so. Still, it was nice to be heading back to the Chimera, where he would fly his own Starfury again soon.
          McIntyre checked the time on the computer monitor nearby. Fourteen hundred hours, and he still had not gotten any word about the Chimera.
         "They should have been here already." he mumbled to himself. Shrugging, he went back to packing his bag, not really worried about it for the moment. He was about to go put on his flight uniform, when the doorbell chime went off. He sighed, and put down a few things that he was about to put in his bag. 
          "Yes. Come in." he said, turning to face the door and see who his visitor was, thinking it might be the commander. The door slid up and open to reveal Sarah, a smile on her pretty face, looking as good as she always did. She stepped into the room and wrapped her arms around him, the door closing behind her. As soon as the door was fully closed, she kissed him on the lips passionately, then hugged him tightly. 
         "I've missed you." she said softly, not letting go. He held her tighter, and whispered a reply in her ear. 
         "I've missed you too." he said sincerely, before she loosened her hold, and the two of them faced each other. 
         "I heard about what happened here the other day." she said, a look of concern on her face for a brief moment. Will smiled and stroked her hair affectionately.
          "News travels fast methinks." he said. 
          "But not to worry, everything worked out in the end." he explained, reassuring her. 
Sarah smiled and kissed him on his cheek. "Good. If something were to happen to you, I'd be a little unhappy." she said, grinning. 
         "We wouldn't want that now, would we?" he replied, staring into her sparkling eyes. Sarah just smiled and giggled, before checking the time quickly. "We better get going, before the captain starts to wonder where we are...." she said, voice trailing off. 
         Will grinned. "I should have known the Chimera might get here early. A perfect way for you to surprise me." he said happily.
         Sarah leaned in and they kissed passionately on the lips once more, before they had to leave. Will threw a couple of more things into his bag, and put on the rest of his flight uniform before they left his temporary quarters together, hand in hand for the moment. They made they're way down the empty corridor towards the transport tube. 
         "A heck of a place, this station." he started. "But, there's no place like home....." he said, voice cutting out as he stepped into the transport tube car with Sarah, the doors swishing closed behind them as they gazed at one another.


                                                                THE END

