Not Exactly Love

 At First Sight: 

Donovan meets Juliet Elias' triumphant call echoed throughout the underground sewage facility that had recently been converted into the resistance headquarters... "Julie! Hey, Julie! Special delivery!" The petite blond woman stepped back against a counter as the black man and his gang members threw down a metal garbage can with a "Visitor" trapped inside. "Allright, let him out," she coaxed warning "Careful of his gun." She put out a hand to let them know it was time. "Okay..." The injured Visitor stumbled out of his entrapment, putting a hand to the spot on his head where the garbage can had come crashing down. "You're a bunch of stupid bozos," he grumbled. "What the hell do you think you're doing?!" Anthropologist Robert Maxwell listened carefully to what might've been Juliette Parrish's next laboratory guinea pig. The resistance movement had been searching for a biological way to defeat the alien "Visitors." In spite of his tell tale red uniform, this one lacked something... "He doesn't sound like one of them," Robert noted. "He's not," Julie added, recognizing Elias' catch of the day as being the Visitor's "Most wanted war criminal", newsman, Mike Donovan. Julie was also aware that Donovan was intimately involved with the Visitor Press Secretary, Kristine Walsh. "But he might be a sympathizer," she added, skeptically. "A sympathiz-?" Donovan repeated her accusation in disgust at the mere thought of it. The pain radiating from his wounded scalp cut him off. "I don't suppose you have a bandage I could borrow. Do you?" "Over here." Julie hobbled over to the doorway of her makeshift laboratory. Her people still aimed their guns at the newcomer. "Put your guns down for Gods sake," Donovan glared at them. "Who's in charge here?" "I guess you could say 'she' is," answered the ex-cop, Brad, motioning to Julie. Dressed in a rumpled, red, sweatshirt, the girl looked barely to be out of highschool. "Who is? Her? That kid?" Donovan muttered in disbelief. "She's one smart kid," answered Robert, giving her a reassuring wink. Julie gazed up at the tall man who'd just deliberately offended her. "Are you coming? Or would you like to keep on bleeding?" Donovan eyed her warily, following her into the lab, and taking a seat on a stool as she washed her hands. "You walk with a cane...huh?" he asked. "Did you get hurt too?" "A little," she replied, dabbing his cut with a cotton ball drenched in benzoil peroxide. "How'd you get the uniform?" "They had a sale!" he snapped angrily, feeling her dab harder at the wound and jerked away out of her reach. "OUCH! You did that on purpose!" "I did not. Where'd you get the uniform?" "Aboard their ship. A couple of 'em helped me escape." He relaxed again under her hands. "They did? Why?" "I don't know," he winced. "It beats the hell out of me." "It sounds like a setup." "I don't think so." The burning sensation returned. Gritting his teeth and looking back at her he demanded, "Don't you have any novocaine?" "I do. But I have to save it. Now sit still." She turned his head gently, repositioning him to suit his need for medical treatment. "You are a doctor?" "More or less." "Oh, that's comforting," he said sarcastically. She ignored his animosity and continued, "You don't think its a setup. Why?" "They seemed so damned sincere." "They'd have to. Wouldn't they?" "Look lady, you weren't there, okay?" He argued. "And why were you?" she asked, matter-of-factly. "I'm highly motivated! Aaa-h!" He snapped, feeling her dig harder into his scalp, and got up exclaiming, "That's enough! I'll tell you why I went up there! They've got my kid, my ex-wife and ALL THE PEOPLE IN THE DAMNED TOWN UP THERE!!!" He was shouting at her know, and Juliette blinked, as if stunned by his reaction to her gentle questions. "And they've got my partner up there too," he continued. "And God knows what they did to him. Now you call me a sympathizer? Kid, now I oughtta take those bandages and shove them right down your throat!" "I guess we should believe you," she said softly. "You seem so damned sincere..." Donovan chuckled at her insult and headed for the doorway muttering "That's it..." He was greeted again by the raised weapons of the L.A. Resistance Fighters and threw his hands up in surrender. "I wouldn't, Mr. Donovan-" Julie warned him not to try to leave. "You see, we're also short on bandages." 

