From: "Tamie Kwist" <amanda_donovan2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Fri May 4, 2001 8:37 am
Subject: (story) Indiana Jones and The Little Princess

Sari lifted a tiny white mouse from its cage in Julie's laboratory 
mumbling, "Just one more test, Sweetie."
Steve Maitland stared at her in wonder. "I've never seen anyone in 
love with a laboratory animal before."
She stroked the mouse whom Julie had dubbed Algernon the 2nd and 
smiled. "Well, at least someone around here gives me the attention I 
need."
Giving her a sideways glance, Steve took the animal from her and 
put it back in its cage then surprised her with a gentle 
embrace. "I'm sorry. Old flames die hard. I was thinking maybe we can 
get together for dinner or something. Would you like that?"
"Oh, Steven-"
The creak of the door made them both back away from one another in a
hurry.
"Oh, Steven, what?" Julie Parrish gave one of her coy grins, coming 
in with her daughter in her arms.
"Eaves dropper!" Sari sneered, grinning. "Is that who I think it 
is?" she asked, eyeing the infant.
"Mmm, hmm."
"Am I missing something," Steve teased. "I never noticed it before, 
but she does have your nose."
"Do you really want to know?" asked Julie, replying to the first 
remark.
"Huh?" he asked, hardly believing that she would want to come into 
contact with the offspring of the man who'd raped her.
"Sean's DNA matched," Sari said softly, knowing that it would be 
difficult for Julie to say.
Julie didn't look at Steve, it was as if she could read his 
thoughts and she didn't want to get into it with him now.
Surprisingly, he was silent for a few beats before asking, "What 
does this have to do with Sean?"
"She's his sister," said Julie nonchalantly.
"Right," he grinned. "And when did you come to that revelation?"
"I don't know. It's been in the back of my mind for about a year 
now, why?" she glared.
He shrugged, feeling the brunt of her annoyance. "So, does this 
mean you're getting back with Donovan?"
"I don't know. Sari, did you have any luck getting that number?"
The strawberry-blonde shook her head. "Nope. Our dear Mr. Indiana 
Jones must be off on one of his adventures again. I can't even find a 
listing for him."
Steve sat down and peered into a microscope mumbling, "Who says 
he'll forgive you after what you did to Sean, anyway?"
"That's a really positive outlook," Julie mumbled. "While you're 
busy whipping up some brain pills, why don't you work on some anti-
jerk ones and take them?"
Sari couldn't help but start to laugh. Angrily, Maitland got up and 
darted out of the room, his cheeks had flushed from humiliation.




From: "Paulette Langan" <PL1251@msn.com> 
Date: Fri May 4, 2001 4:30 pm
Subject: The Return

Tapping her fingers on the desk, Commander Paulette sits
fuming about the recent effects that took place. With
The Leader assassinated, she would expect to take his 
place since she worked closely with him and was also
intimately involved. "He promised me" she muttered.
She grew angry all over again when she thought again
about Diane's return to the Homeworld and Michael's
Inauguration to the Leader's Statuary position.
She stood up and started pacing back and forth. 
Almost on the verge of letting out an angry scream
she stopped herself the moment she heard the door
swished open and turned to see a female Officer.
"Reporting for official Duty Cmmdr", and handed
her the papers. It was a transfer from Diana.
"So I see you transferred here on Diana's orders?"
"Yes"
The feeling of anger overpowered her like fire, she
drew out her laser gun, set to kill, and aimed straight
to her face. The Officer, shocked started backing out
toward the door, but the Cmmdr instantly hit the button
on the edge of her desk to lock her in and moved toward
her, she turned and backed up against the wall with the
Cmmdr moving in just a few inches from her, instantly,
in her mind she screamed out Willie's name...


Cmmdr Paulette blew out an exhausted sign, and dropped
her arm. Suddenly tired she practically dragged her
feet to the chair. With paper still in her hand, she 
glanced at it momentarily and threw it on her desk,
dropped her head back against the top of the chair, and
closed her eyes.
A good ten minutes has passed, she felt rested. Thankful
for thick steel walls and the busy schedules assigned to
the crews getting ready to travel for Earth. She looked
toward the body of the Officer slumped on the floor, and 
decided to wrap the body up with what she had on her bed
and disposed it down the garbage chute installed in each
Officers room...just as soon as she hears from the Leader.
And she hopes very soon, because once they start moving,
it would be save for her to dump the body. She walked out
the room and securely locked her door.


From: wendy mills <wendymypooh_2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Sun May 6, 2001 4:44 pm
Subject: Farewell/Calm Before The Storm-Mike part 5

My last post took place before Mike had been
'introduced' to Jenna and Phaedon. The first part of
this post takes place directly after my last one,
mentions Mike's meeting with Jenna and Phaedon and
then continues after it. I hope this isn't confusing
to anyone else.

After questioning Spotted Eagle for another hour or 
so, Mike had reluctantly decided that the Visitor had
given them all the information on Sean's whereabouts
that he knew. He had personally placed a call to Pete
Forsythe, leader of the NY Resistance, to find out if
he could verify Spotted Eagle's claims about being a
member of the Fifth Column there. Then he had called
Maggie Blodgett and arranged for her to fly to LA to
pick him up and fly him back to NY to look for Sean...

All this had been done before he had driven back to
his apartment to catch up on some much-needed sleep.
he knew that he was going to need all the energy he
could muster as he started his search for Sean and was
the only way he was going to get his mind to relax
enough to sleep. If all went according to his plans,
he and Sean would be reunited soon and he was
determined that nothing would ever separate them
again.

Of course, that had been before he had arrived back at
his apartment and upon entering had felt the cold
steel of a gun's muzzle in the center of his back. As
his body had tensed in surprise, he had had inwardly
berated himself for his lax alertness. Just because a
state of peace currently presided between the Visitors
and humans, didn't mean that a war couldn't break out
at any moment. It also didn't mean that Diana or any 
other Visitor couldn't have some other diabolical plot
forming up his/her sleeves and was just waiting for
the right moment to spring it on Earth's inhabitants.

He had grown careless in keeping his apartment
secured, as well as keeping his instincts and body
primed for any unexpected attacks. Fortunately for
him, his unexpected guests had turned out to be
'allies' instead of enemies. Their news of the World
Liberation League uncovering evidence that the queen
lizard herself was planning a re-invasion of Earth,
clenched with Tyler's sending Jenna and Phaedon to him
for help on a raid of Science Frontiers, had made him
realize the seriousness of the situation. They had
made their exit a short time later, promising to
contact Mike shortly on when the raid was scheduled to
go down.

The first thing he had done after his guests had left,
was go into the kitchen and start a strong pot of
coffee brewing. Next he had called Juan and filled him
in on what had happened, and asked him to look up any
information about weapons, security operations and
blueprints of Science Frontiers, that they had on file
in the makeshift headquarters under the HOT Salsa.

Knowing that there was a good chance that whatever
information on Science Frontiers Juan happened to dig
up could all be obsolete, Mike decided that it was
time for him to take a little reconnaissance trip over
to Science Frontiers. Quickly he changed into darker
clothing, added several more rolls of film to his
photography bag, poured the pot of fresh coffee into a
thermos and left the apartment. When Jenna contacted
him again, he would have all the information they
needed.

From: "Jaime" <JaimeBoler@yahoo.com> 
Date: Sun May 6, 2001 5:23 pm
Subject: (story) Betray Me Not--Part 3

Elizabeth's back was turned to Nigel. She didn't want to answer his 
probing questions.

"Elizabeth, what did you do? Why did you create a virus harmful to 
humans? It's clear to me how much you love your family and friends. 
So what are you doing?" Nigel sounded angry, and Elizabeth knew that 
he had a right to be angry. 

She did not want to face him. Did not want to admit the truth to 
him. It would be dangerous and could prove detrimental to her, the 
Fifth Column, and humans on Earth.

Quickly but not forcefully, Nigel grabbed Elizabeth's shoulders and 
pulled her around to face him. He gasped when he saw her face. 

A look of admiration, disbelief, and anger clouded his 
expression. "Elizabeth! You don't have to say anything; I can tell 
by the look in your eyes! It isn't harmful, is it?"

She opened her mouth, to protest or to tell the truth, but Nigel cut 
her reply short. "No, it's better if I don't know the truth, 
Elizabeth. We Visitors have extreme and sure-fire ways of obtaining 
the truth from people, and I'd rather not have to go through that."

Elizabeth nodded in understanding but couldn't bring herself to speak 
just yet. The enormity of what she had done was hitting her hard.

Nigel paced around the small quarters, shaking his handsome head 
incredulously. "I just can't believe it. Do you know what you're 
risking? If Diana finds out, your life is over. Can you comprehend 
what she does to people?"

Elizabeth found her voice, "Nigel, I know what she does to people. 
I've seen her kill and lie and cheat. If this is too much for you to 
handle, then you should walk out that door and forget that I'm here. 
Forget that you and I met. Just forget."

Nigel stopped his pacing and leaned in close to her, "But I can't 
forget, Elizabeth." They looked deeply into each other's eyes for a 
long moment, and Elizabeth thought Nigel was going to kiss her.

At the last second before their lips touched, Nigel pulled away. 

"You're practically admitting that your virus is harmless. Did you 
do it for those humans or did you do it for Kyle?" There was a 
bitter ring to his voice.

Elizabeth took a deep breath, "I did it for them and for me and for 
your people. We've all lost much in these wars, and they're not 
over."

Nigel pretended not to hear; he was still talking about Kyle. "Where 
is your knight-in-shining armor, Elizabeth? I don't see him here 
protecting you. Maybe he's replaced Lt. James in Diana's bed, huh? 
Maybe he doesn't love you anymore, Elizabeth!"

Elizabeth didn't think; she just reacted and slapped Nigel on the 
left cheek. He reared back.

"I owe my life to Kyle and the others. They have been there for me. 
Kyle taught me about Earth love and about human emotions. He is here with 
me; he's in my heart, and we'll both be saved."

Nigel laughed, "Such dreams, such fairy tales. They won't come true, 
Elizabeth. Not with Diana breathing down your neck. I'm not saying 
these things to hurt you. I'm saying them to prepare you. She'll 
find you, Elizabeth. Probably before the invasion, and when she 
does, you'll need every bit of your strength, your intelligence, your 
hope." He cuffed her under the chin. "Most of all, you'll need 
spirit and luck. And Zon."

Elizabeth was surprised. "Nigel, since when have you thought of Zon?"

"Oh, a little now and then. I have to go. I have urgent business to 
attend to. I'll see you later," he turned to exit her quarters.

"Nigel," Elizabeth whispered, "I will pray to Zon for you."

She couldn't see his face, but he closed his eyes in thank-you and 
left the chamber. The guards closed and locked the door behind him. 
Elizabeth paced the floor and wondered if she had done the right 
thing. 

"Oh, Nigel," she cried to no one, "betray me not."


From: "Tamie Kwist" <amanda_donovan2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Sun May 6, 2001 7:27 pm
Subject: (story) Mistrust

"I DON'T WANT TO TAKE IT... I DON'T WANT TO!!!" wailed Sean Donovan, 
struggling to break free from his restraints in the hospital bed as 
a nurse came near with a long needle drawn.
Juliet Parrish stood nearby, and motioned Nurse Hillary away, "Not 
now, Hil."
The girl tossed the needle in a waste receptacle fastened to the 
wall. "You guys confuse me," she muttered. "Doctor Forsythe tells me 
to do one thing and you contradict him. I'm calling him!" she stormed 
out of the tiny room.
Julie watched Sean lay back on his bed, tears were streaming down 
his cheeks like a waterfall. "Everything is going to be okay," she 
told him.
"LIES!" he snapped. "I know who you are. Don't pretend you care. 
You shot me!"
Nodding slowly, she sat at his bedside. "I know you don't 
understand why I had to do that, but someday you will."
Sean didn't make eye contact with her as he asked, "Did you kill my 
friend?"
"No. He's recovering. I just wanted you to be safe. When you're 
well enough, I'll give you the answers. I promise." She poured him a 
cup of water and held it to his mouth. He accepted her assistance, 
unable to use his own hands. "Now if I take those off will you 
behave?"
"Not so fast, Julie." 
It was Pete Forsythe's voice that caught her off guard and she 
looked towards the doorway. "Before you say anything," she 
warned, "give me a chance to explain."
He crossed his arms, "Julie, I can't let you keep interfering with 
him, disregarding my orders. I know you care, but this has gotten out 
of hand."
She felt her throat tighten, "He's scared, Pete. He doesn't 
remember. He doesn't know anyone, especially not you."
Grabbing the clip-board from its slot in the wall, Pete sat down 
in an empty chair near the window. "I got a phone call earlier."
"Pray tell," she murmured, setting Sean's cup down on the night 
stand.
"It was your father, Sean," he answered, not looking at Julie, but 
the boy instead.
"I don't have a father!" Sean shot back.
Julie looked back at him. "What does that mean?"
"He's dead. They told me."
"Who's they?" she prodded.
Suddenly, Pete was up and out of the chair, tugging at Julie's 
sleeve. "Can I have a word with you in private, Missy?"
She followed him into the observation room.
"I didn't tell Donovan we found him," Pete confessed only seconds 
later.
"Why?
"I sent Maggie to pick him up. I didn't want to get into the ordeal 
of how we got him. He sounded upset as it was."
"When did she go?" 
"A coupla hours ago. I wanted him to take the sedatives to get him 
in a better mood before his dad comes. He's too violent right now. 
The drugs are still in his system. I don't know how long it's going 
to take to get them out."
She sat there cracking her knuckles, a nervous habit she'd picked 
up since her hellish ordeal. "Why don't we transfuse him?"
"Well, that's funny you mentioned it, Julie. We found something 
different about his blood too. I don't know if we can do it without 
risking his life."
"Damn!" she bit her lip and demanded, "When does it all stop? The 
war ended a year ago and we've got all these people walking around 
like zombies. I've done everything I can to help aside from donating 
myself to the cause and-"
Pete reached out and touched her hair. "You can't save them all no 
matter how hard you try."
Staring through the plexiglass, Julie watched their patient stare 
back at them, a look of mistrust upon his face. 
"I know, Pete, but I can't help it."

From: thilda76@hotmail.com 
Date: Mon May 7, 2001 3:23 am
Subject: (Story) On my way - part 3

Walking out into the bright sunlight, Reese put his arm around Emma. 
Feeling her hand sneaking up around his waist, he gave her a gentle 
squeeze. Blinded by the sun, he raised his free hand to shade his 
eyes in order to get a clear view of the street. True to his habit, 
Reese then begun scanning the vicinity for anything out of the 
ordinary. It was comforting to know that Pete and Sari would fly the 
cargo plane back to New York within the next two hours. This trip had 
been a harsh reminder to him of what New York used to be like two 
years ago, before the red dust. It made him value the little freedom 
that they had all the more and he hated feeling the need to look over 
his shoulder wherever he went. 

Down here in Dallas the visitors already controlled the streets as 
they did in all the cities in warmer climates, and the oil fields as 
well. For a moment he wondered what possible use they could have of 
the oil. Their civilization was more advanced, so the use of oil as a 
source of energy was absolute. Probably just another way of 
controlling the humans, earth's and its resources he
guessed. There for the urgent need for new weapons for the local 
resistance fighters, but Reese decided that it was out of his hands 
now. They had given them the new weapons along with the other 
supplies. It was up to them now, so many more needed their 
assistance. 

As his mind wandered Reese didn't pay the usual attention to the 
surroundings. Too late he discovered the reflection coming from the 
roof of on of the buildings from across the street. While the laser 
blasts came flying through the air, Reese threw himself onto the 
ground, dragging Emma with him in the fall. Startled by the commotion 
it took her a second to react. While Reese tumbled forward to take 
cover behind a parked car, he pulled out his SMG from beneath the 
jacket. 
"Stay down" He yelled, seeing the confused look in her face, while 
shooting at the roof from where the blue lasers seemed to come, to 
answer their fire. 
"Reese! They're too many!" Emma protested, ducking as she
searched for her own gun. Finally she aimed the 357 desert eagle that 
Reese had shown her how to use a long time ago. Steadying her arm, 
she fired. 

As the window next to his shoulder shattered Pete turned around. 
"What the hell…?" He lowered his upper body while cautiously 
approaching the window. Outside, the street was empty, except for his 
own people ducking behind a red car. Following the directions of 
their gunfire, his eyes stared across at the roof. Behind him, Pete 
heard Sari's low voice. "Let's get out the backdoor." He gave
her a quick glance and then called out through the broken window. 
"Come inside, we'll get out the back!" 
Reese didn't turn around, just nodded and hoped that Pete
noticed, while reaching for Emma's arm. "On three!" She nodded to
let him know that she understood. As Pete saw Reese's quick nod,
he prepared to cover them. 

While Reese waited for the right moment, his eyes searched the 
street. Something was wrong. Emma was right, they were too many, it 
must have been a trap. Not necessarily for them, the visitors
didn't even know who they were. But they must have known about
the weapons. As things seemed to calm down for a moment he yelled. " 
Ready? One, two ... three." Pushing her ahead of him, Reese had his 
back at the entrance of the building, shouting blindly around them, 
while praying they wouldn't get hit. 
Once inside Sari slammed the door shout behind them. 
"Are you ok?" Pete asked while patting Emma on the back. 
She forced a smile in response and then turned to Sari, who pointed 
to a door. 
"That way."
While running through empty rooms, Pete filled them in on the escape 
routes leading from the alley outback. By the door, he stoped for a 
minute to brief them on how to use the M16 assault rifles, like the 
ones they have given to the local resistance earlier today. 
"Here." Pete stated while handing out the rifles. "It fires around 4 
or 5 rounds a second and the damage is fairly big." He continued.
Reese smiled as he took the rifle. "Good. Now let's show them how the 
big boys do it."
Pete grinned, that was an inside joke between the two from way back. 
Then he turned to Sari, standing by the window. "Coast clear?
"Yeah." Sari nodded. 

Outside Reese took a protective grip around her arm, he knew that she 
wasn't use to this. Walking along the alley there where no sign
of the visitors. Still cautious he loosened his hold on her for a 
moment. Suddenly the sky burst into flames from the blue lasers. 
Somewhere from behind, Reese heard a cry. But knowing that he had all 
the people that he cared about with in his vision, he didn't
bother turning around, it would be too late for who ever it was 
anyway. 
" Come on," he yelled, while taking Emma's arm in a firm grip, 
pushing her out of the line of fire. The distance between them and 
the others were growing rapidly somehow. 
" Run" He ordered, thinking that they weren't moving fast enough. 
"I am" She panted, pressing her hands to the right side of her waist. 
Annoyed with her slowness to follow his command, Reese turned around. 
"Are you hurt? " He asked, slowing down for a minute, when he saw the 
expression in her face. Emma nodded as a response with a pale face. 
"Damn!" Reese moved them over behind a container while searching his 
pocket and revealed a once white, now gray, bandage. 
'Trust him to be prepared for anything.' She thought. 
"Just until Pete can have a look at it," he explained. 

The sound of lasers cutting through the air was closing in on them. 
Realizing that they wouldn't be able to make it to the plane, he 
spotted a window at ground level. As the troopers came closer, he 
pushed Emma though the opening, ignoring her protests. 
"I'm right behind you," he assured her. 
As the visitors came within range he leapt to his feet. Firing the 
gun, he could see how it tore through the red uniforms and than 
ripped away layers of skin in slow motion. First their human pseudo 
skin and then it began eating away at the green flesh underneath, 
causing wild screams. In the dark filthy basement, Emma just heard 
the shots and screams, glad she didn't witness the slaughter
taking place a few feet away. He didn't come. 
"Reese" She yelled through the small opening in the window. With his 
foot he closed it again. It was too late, a visitor had already seen 
them and fired. The laser missed its target and hit the wall instead. 
It caused a few bricks to fall, landing over her body. On a wave of 
pain, she slowly drifted off in to unconsciousness. 

When Emma woke up everything was quiet. With a painful expression in 
her face she crawled out the way she got in. The Visitors were gone 
and had left it to the police and coroners to clean up. Reese was no 
where to be found, but she knew that how wouldn't have left her,
so she drew her own unpleasant conclusion. Leaving the scene she saw 
how the coroners ziped up a body bag, sealing the body of a young man 
inside the black plastic. She didn't know who it was, but it was
a waste. Emma forced herself to walk away, calm as if nothing had 
happened, she didn't want to be kept for questioning. 

When she finally she reached the plane, Sari approached her, with a 
concerned look on her face. Looking down at her side, she 
asked. "What happened to you?" Emma didn't answer, there was
nothing to say. 
"Where's Reese?" 
"Gone" She answered this time, while stepping in to the plane. Behind 
her she could her Sari telling Pete. "I can't get anything out of 
her.I think you need to take a look at her." 
Then she felt a jolt. An air pocket? Opening her eyes, Emma found 
herself staring into the same balding head, as she had done for the 
past days on the bus. The bus had stopped and it was time for a 
break. Outside Emma took a deep breath and allowed the cool night air 
the fill her lungs. With an aching need to talk to someone she walked 
over to the pay phone, paid the 25 cents and dialed one of the 
numbers that Lauren had given her before she left. 
"You have reached 264-5347 at the tone please leave your name, number 
and a brief message and I will get back to you as soon as possible." 
The voice on the machine told her and a few seconds later she heard 
the tone. 
At first she hesitated, unsure of what to say. "Hi, Mike, it's
me, Emma Lindstrom….. I need to talk to you. I'll be in L.A 
at 9.30 tonight on the 1608 bus. Please be there." She hung up and 
walked back to the bus. 

From: "Zak" <zakpbem@yahoo.co.uk> 
Date: Wed May 9, 2001 3:22 am
Subject: Ham Tyler - Scene SIX

(Tyler stumbled across something peculiar at the abandoned hospital 
and is hurriedly arranging a team to return.)

Pulling up outside `Tempura Tsunami', Tyler moved from the van before 
it had reached a standstill. Looking up and down the street for 
potential trouble, he entered the restaurant quickly, immediately 
spotting Phaedon and Jenna in a secluded booth.

Polly remained in the van with Daryian. Daryian peered out of the 
one way glass window in the rear of the van.

"We've got problems Phaedon, I stumbled across something potentially 
BIG and I need a small team to check it out." Tyler said as he slid 
into the booth at the side of the restaurant.

Jenna threw Tyler a quick glance as he took the seat opposite her.

Phaedon looked at Jenna then back to Tyler. "OK," he looked over at 
the chef signaling for him to bring something over.

Tyler looked down at the table, thinking… "I still can't believe 
you've opened a Sushi bar! Of all things, why choose this?!"

"Hello to you too Tyler…" Jenna said, taking another sip of water.

Tyler looked across at her, "Nice to see you again Jenna. I hope 
you're up for some action."

Phaedon sat back smiling at the two. "The reason for the restaurant 
is simple, these Lizards don't seem to eat raw fish. Strange I know 
but true. They stand out like stains on a white silk sheet when they 
even get near the place! Not only that… I never have any supply 
problems with the connections I've got at the fisheries either." 
Phaedon nodded to the chef as he brought over the plates, "And 
besides…. I love the stuff!"

Jenna felt her stomach growl as she watched the chef bringing the 
food over to their table. ~When was the last time I ate something?!~

The chef put 5 plates onto the table, salmon sashimi, tuna maki 
rolls, and the house speciality, `Tempura and salmon handrolls'. 
Phaedon grabbed at one of the handrolls hungrily, eating it in 2 
mouthfuls. "These things are fabulous!!"

Jenna picked up a tuna maki roll and dipping it in some soy sauce, 
ate it hungrily. Finishing it quickly she was surprised at how good 
it was. She reached for another. 

Tyler shook his head as if scorning a child. Tyler recounted the 
story of his infiltration of the abandoned hospital. "The message I 
got on the way here was not good," Tyler said, "It mentioned a number 
of cities that have found similar `abandoned building' with the same 
kind of equipment being transported to them. The message mentioned 
that Lorraine wanted to speak with me urgently, a guy called Jocelyn 
Hemp. I don't know a great deal about him, but what I do know is 
that he is a VERY dangerous and lethal character and if he thinks the 
situation is serious, the chances are it is."

He paused, picking up and handroll and taking a bite. "Lorraine is 
the code word for London, that's where…." Chewing the handroll Tyler 
realised that it really was damn good. He raised an eyebrow and 
looked approvingly at Phaedon, then continued, "…Jocelyn's based. 
Now I've gotta find Lathaniel, I know you don't like him Phaedon, but 
he's got the skills we need for this mission.

Jenna grinned as she watched the Fixer down the handroll and reach 
for another. Having noticed his initial perfunctory action in taking 
a handroll, she was glad to see that he could still be surprised once 
in a while.

Tyler grabbed the last handroll and stood up, "The two guys we 
captured are in the back of the van, Polly and Daryian know where the 
target is. I suggest you two jump in the van and question the two 
and get set up. Daryian has two spare HK MP5's with silencers in the 
van, take `em. I'll meet you there in one hour."

With that, Tyler walked out of the restaurant and up the street, `I 
hope Lathaniel's in his usual place!'

Jenna grabbed another maki roll and followed Phaedon as he made his 
way to the van. Turning the situation over in her head, it seemed to 
her that they were in with Tyler for a while. She hoped she would 
still make the meeting with Donovan tomorrow. ~No rest for the 
wicked.~

<Joint post from Zak and Jenna>

From: "Bill" <bb1678@hotmail.com> 
Date: Thu May 10, 2001 3:01 pm
Subject: (Story) Laying the foundation Part. II

The conversion chamber darkened, as it rumbled into life. Diana 
ordered the senior conversion technician, "Start the scan phase..." 
"Level one initiated." 
A green light emanated from the ceiling of the conversion chamber, 
which began to slowly circle Kyle. 
Diana and watched the display screen, as did her colleague Matthew, 
the conversion chamber's resident psychologist. 
Slowly the screen began to display Kyle's psychological profile, 
listing his anger and fears and the many emotions needed to be used 
against its unwilling subject.
"Scan phase complete. Shall I switch to conversion mode?"
Diana looked towards Matthew for his opinion, he shook his head 
briefly in answer.
"No not yet... I want to be thorough, start level two. I want his 
entire psychological profile."
"Yes Diana, switching to level two."

The light circled twice as fast, again the screen started to scroll 
up with more information.
Matthew looked towards Diana "I think that's sufficient for now..." 
she nodded in agreement, he then ordered the technician, "That's 
enough, switch to conversion mode." 
A few seconds later the light turned blue, slowly Kyle began to feel 
its effect upon his mind... He soon began to sweat visibly, as he 
tried to resist. His breathing became heavier, "You won't brr... 
break me... Diana..." he soon found it difficult to speak as his mind 
slipped from reality.
Diana did not respond to his provocation, instead she stared into him 
with greater intensity.

The entrance to the control room opened, a young ensign nervously 
walked in. 
She had never been in inside the control room, it was dark and 
foreboding as described from rumours she heard from other officers. 
She was transfixed on Kyle, she couldn't help feeling slightly sick, 
to watch someone being mentally tortured.
She felt even more nervous, as she approached Diana. She tried to get 
her attention, "Commander?" 
Diana was looking at Kyle with great concentration, but broke off to 
acknowledge her, "What is it?" 
"Um... I..."
Diana straightened up, she realised someone she didn't trust was now 
witnessing a conversion of a prisoner she wanted to keep a 
secret. "Who let her in?" She shouted.
A trooper approached and started his explanation; "She told me she 
had a important message from the supreme commander. I'm..." 
She glared at him with disgust, "Save it..." He quickly returned to 
the entrance to avoid angering her further.
Her glaze returned to the ensign, "What does he want?" 
"He wishes to see you now commander, He's waiting in the conference 
room."
Diana was reluctant to terminate the conversion, but she had no 
choice. She looked through the glass at Kyle briefly then slammed her 
fist down on the console. "Trust him to be here now...!" she shouted.
She paused briefly to calm herself, "Terminate it..." 

The blue light faded, the hum of the chamber cut out instantly. 
She directed her command to the troopers, "Restrain him. If I'm not 
back in 25 minutes, you are to take him back to the holding cell." 
The troopers entered the conversion chamber, while the technician 
pressed the button to raise the metallic post to restrain Kyle once 
more. 
She passed the trooper on the entrance to the control room, "I'll 
deal with you later..." she said bitterly as she left, pursued by the 
young ensign. They made their way along the corridor. 

Diana focused her attenion to the ensign, "I want to apologise for my 
harshness to you ensign." 
"There's no need commander, I understand." She felt very privileged, 
Diana never apologised to anyone, at least to anyone under her in 
rank... 
"However, I would appreciate it if you didn't mention what you 
observed in the control room ensign..." 
"Yes commander."
"It's a classified experiment, which I am conducting to improve the 
efficiency of the conversion technique I have developed..."
"Yes commander." 

They came to a turning in the corridor. "By the way, I wouldn't 
mention it to supreme commander, although he authorised the 
experiment, he would be very upset if he knew that someone he didn't 
assign to the project, knew about it..." 
"Thank you for the warning, commander."
"You are the innocent party in this... I don't want your career to 
end prematurely, because a trooper lost his head..." 
Diana felt pleased that she was able to cover herself with such quick 
storytelling. 

They entered the lift, the ensign spoke into he lift's control 
panel, "Deck two hundred and fifty six, south east, section one" The 
lift bleeped in response and began its journey.
The journey was going to last for 5 minutes, the ensign felt uneasy 
in the silence... 
At the back of the lift was a large glossy black display screen, with 
a diagram of the mothership from the top and side on views. They 
watched the blue dot, which represented the lift moving against the 
green lines of the mothership diagram. After a few minutes the 
progress of the dot slowed as it decelerated in order to receive more 
passengers.

The doors slid open with its familiar buzz, a young man in his early 
twenties walked in, Diana instantly recognised him. 
"Hello Nigel, it's been a while since I saw you last..." 
"Greetings commander, yes it has been awhile." Nigel replied. 
"I see you've made it to captain, congratulations..." 
Their eyes met briefly. "Thank you Diana."
"I'm surprised to see you here... Visiting your sister?"
"Yes, but that's not the primary reason I'm here. I have been re-
assigned to your ship."
"I see, I'm sure Lydia will be pleased. What section have you been 
assigned to?"
"My assignment hasn't been decided yet, I'm currently working under 
supreme commander Michael. All I know is I've been assigned to your
ship, commander."
"Nigel... I just want to say it was nothing personal against you... 
concerning that incident on Ramalon... It's just that you were the 
youngest officer on the ship at the time... and tradition is..."
Nigel cut her off, "I understand perfectly, tradition is important... 
I would have died with honour."
Nigel hesitated, but decided he needed to explain his true feelings.
"You may have me demoted for what I'm going to say, but you choose me 
because you knew my sacrifice would hurt my sister, and that is 
something below contempt Diana..."
She was taken by surprised by his boldness, but unusually for Diana 
she held back. Instead she did something Nigel was not anticipating.

Diana moved closer to him "We all make mistakes... clearly you know 
that I am not fond of your sister. However, my quarrel is not with 
you..."
She stared into his eyes, and spoke softly, "I don't need to make 
another enemy do I?"
Nigel was surprised at Diana's gesture; he obviously didn't want 
Diana as an enemy, being her ally could be a great opportunity. 
However he kept a secret, which Diana could never forgive him for. 
"Of course not commander." 
"If you don't get involved with Lydia's schemes, I'm sure we could be 
civil to each other?"
"You must understand I can't forget what happened in the past, but it 
seems I have little choice considering the circumstances..."
"I'm not forcing you to do anything Nigel... You could be transferred 
to another ship, if that's what you want..."
"I'm not sure that's possible, the supreme commander wants me here 
for the duration." 
"I see..." 
Nigel paused, the frustration in his voice was evident, "I want to 
stay Diana... But you may change your mind once you speak to the 
supreme commander..."
"What does he want with me Nigel?"
Nigel knew the real reason for the supreme commander's arrival but he 
was under orders not to discuss it with anyone. His eyes darted away 
from hers, "With all due respect commander, I am not at liberty to 
divulge the supreme commander's agenda."
The lift finally reached its destination. "It doesn't matter, I'll 
soon find out what this is about..." 
The three visitors stepped out on the corridor. Nigel tried to mask 
his unease from Diana as they proceed towards the conference room.

From: "Paulette Langan" <PL1251@msn.com> 
Date: Thu May 10, 2001 8:57 pm
Subject: The Return: Scene II

As the rays of the Sun continued to fade to a darkish purple
hue, Willie, standing and watching the last light of day,
was still in awe of the natural beauty that this Earth continues to display. His heart growing heavy by the hour as he
continued to feel that horrible forboding gestation gnawing
at the wound in his chest obtained over a year ago.
Elizabeth had brought him back to life, but the pain he carried with him after the loss of Harmony and Elias, then
the separation of his "earth friends" into different directions, has not actually healed emotionally. Even to top off 
that nagging sensations that not all of his kind has actually 
left this planet for good. He knew his kind, and even the evil
ones had stayed.

He had intimaetly bonded with Thelma before she left
for the Homeworld, promising that she will return after she
picks up a few of her things along with Willie's. And also
hoping to receive her families blessings. Willie has no
other surviving relatives as they were all killed in the
past civil wars. He was going over in his mind about what
had really happened earlier this evening, walking along
the beach, he had been struck down by this emotional sensation that something bad is happening, something not right.
It was too powerful not to ignore, and he knew he had to get
back to the "Club", and warn them before its too late. He
knew his calling was here, he knew he had to stay. 


From: "Tamie Kwist" <amanda_donovan2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Fri May 11, 2001 12:31 pm
Subject: (story) The Predator Pt. II


Carefully reading the labels on the baby food jars and comparing 
their ingredients, Julie wondered where Heinz and Gerber bought their 
produce from. In terms of vegetation, the red dust had proved to 
alter the genetic makeup of some plant species, and it worried Julie 
that she might put something harmful in Amanda's little body. The 
infant was sleeping peacefully in a carrier in the shopping cart.
'28 years old and I can't read the fine print,' Julie thought 
harshly. She had never needed glasses before her stint in the 
conversion chamber a little over three years ago, but now she was 
finding it increasingly difficult to read anything without them. 
Fortunately, she couldn't remember the last time she'd used her left 
hand, but still couldn't help and wonder exactly how much brain 
damage she'd suffered in the process. Those were not the only scars 
from the war she lived with. Her biggest complaint was the scar on 
her hip, the one that cried out in pain whenever it was muggy 
outside, or if she was on her feet for too long. That scar was a 
vivid reminder of the day one of her best friends was killed by 
Visitors, during the early days of the war. She shook her head as if 
to deny the memories while heading down the next isle.
Memories realized only seconds ago were replaced by others as she 
thought about Donovan's impending arrival in New York. Finding 
herself smiling a little, Julie was almost excited at the thought of 
seeing him again… almost. He was indeed the last man she had 
willingly surrendered herself to… or maybe it was the champagne. 
Julie giggled. For as much as she thought she should've forgotten 
about that evening, she could remember vividly the old feelings that 
had come back to haunt them both. A part of her felt sorry for 
Donovan knowing that he had taken that night more seriously than she 
had. She wasn't sure if she loved him or not, but it seemed like the 
thing she wanted to do at the time… or maybe it was the champagne.
Approaching the checkout with a pack of Pampers, four jars of baby 
food and a recent issue of Parents magazine Julie prepared herself 
mentally for the eighteen-year commitment that she had made a year 
ago. The financial obligation didn't bother her. She had plenty of 
money and had vowed not to ask Donovan to support the baby. Her 
recent raise to 40K a year was more than sufficient to provide for 
Amanda and live in the teeny cottage on Long Island.
"Eight seventy-three," said the young blond at the cash register.
Julie was distracted by a man in the next lane who kept staring 
back at her. Suddenly he grinned and looked away. She knew him from 
somewhere and could not place him. It bothered her.
"Eight seventy-three," the girl repeated.
Julie looked at her and nodded, drawing the bills and change from 
her purse. Moments later she was headed out into the parking lot, 
pushing the cart and giving her daughter a bumpy ride along the 
asphalt.
"She looks like me," came a male voice from behind her.
Julie turned back and looked at the man who'd given her a smile. "I 
beg your pardon?"
"C'mon, Juliet. Don't you remember me?" He smiled again, showing 
off a bright silver filling.
The implications set in quickly. This time, she didn't reach for 
her gun, but picked up speed to the car. Looking back over her 
shoulder, she saw that he had disappeared which worried her all the 
more. Lucky for her, there were plenty of other shoppers around. She 
knew that she could scream for help if she needed to. She put Amanda 
into the car in a hurry, and threw the groceries onto the floor 
board. And just moments later she sped off, her mind racing with fear 
as well.


From: mlwhipple@yahoo.com 
Date: Sat May 12, 2001 1:32 pm
Subject: (story) The Journey to Earth part 1

Philip sat in his quarters. After a sleepless night, he had made a 
decision. He would go to Earth and warn them. He walked over to a 
closet and began packing his belongings into a bag. A few hours later 
he walked outside to his shuttle. He climbed aboard and sat in the 
pilot's seat. As the shuttle lifted off the ground, Philip looked 
down at the planet below. He wondered if he would ever see his 
homeworld again.

After the shuttle left the atmosphere, Philip turned on the auto 
pilot. Philip sat back in the seat. He remembered the last time he 
had gone to Earth. The Inspector General had been sent to investigate 
the murder of Charles. Philip also wanted to avenge his brother's 
death. He had been told that Mike Donovan was responsible for 
Martin's death. Philip had tracked down the human resistance fighter. 
He had challenged Donovan to unarmed combat. During the fight, Mike 
had knocked down Philip with a lead pipe but did not kill him. Then 
Philip learned the truth. Diana had killed his brother. After that, 
Philip started helping the resistance. He even convinced the Leader 
to end the war. Philip slumped forward in his seat. 'Now everything 
is falling apart.' Philip thought to himself.


From: "Zak" <zakpbem@yahoo.co.uk> 
Date: Mon May 14, 2001 6:35 am
Subject: Ham Tyler SCENE SEVEN


(Having met up with a few more Resistance members, Ham goes in search 
of Lathaniel, leaving Jenna to lead the team back to the hospital and 
await his return)

As Tyler approached the Tech Noir nightclub he could tell that 
Lathaniel was there. Lathaniel's jeep was parked outside and 4 
strong looking men were within a 10-second run to the nightclub 
door. Tyler walked across the road and made his way directly for the 
door. One of the men intercepted him as he got to within 5 feet.

"Can I help you?"

"I doubt that very much," Tyler said with a cruel grin on his face.

The man scowled, "This is a private club sir, and I don't see your 
name on the guest list."

"Oh yeah? And I don't see a guest list and I haven't given you my 
name either," Tyler retorted. "The password is `neon puddle', now, 
either step aside or I'll knock you down."

The man smiled, unconcerned with the threat, and opened the door for 
Tyler. Tyler entered.

Lathaniel was doing well. So far he'd made over $30,000.00 that 
evening and the odds were with him for the next event too! ~This one 
should earn me another $15,000.00 and put me in line for the final 
tournament in a month's time! Top prize…. $500,000.00!~ Lathaniel 
smiled showing a set of perfect teeth, ~And that will do nicely!~

A buzzer sounded and Lathaniel stepped forward.

Tyler had made his way through to the back room and after ordering an 
ice water, made his way through the crowd to the main area. ~Sawdust 
floor, badly decorated walls, smell of sweat and beer… Doesn't 
anyone ever clean this dump?!~

Tech Noir was anything but a nightclub. It was a meeting place for 
locals and foreigners to test their mettle against others. 
Contestants came from all sides of the USA to get into this place and 
with an entrance fee of $1,000.00 for spectators and $2,500.00 for 
contestants, it remained a fairly exclusive place.

There were about 60 people in that night, and Tyler was in the midst 
of the crowd when they burst into a mixture of cheers and boo's. One 
of the contestants had obviously appeared.

~I wonder if that's Lathaniel~ Tyler thought, battling his way to the 
front with firm shoulders and a withering stare. Reaching the front 
he saw the 5 metre square steel cage and a look confirmed Lathaniel 
was one of the contestants. Lathaniel was about 6' tall, with the 
kind of musculature that could not be built in a gym, it was clear to 
anyone looking at him that he had earned his strength the hard way. 
The man he was facing was toned and bulked from hours in a gym and at 
about the same height.

Tyler overheard a conversation the gist of it being that this was 
Lathaniel's last fight of day and that if he won he had a finals 
position guaranteed. Tyler hoped Lathaniel wouldn't be too long… He 
was on a tight schedule and looking at his watch, he had left the 
Sushi bar 20 minutes ago.

The fight started and the two men started to size each other up, 
throwing jabs and quick kicks to gauge responses, weaknesses and 
strengths. Lathaniel's opponent put his out as a gesture of 
respect. Tyler winced, knowing what was coming, ~How could this guy 
be so stupid?!~

Lathaniel's hand shot out landing a hard punch on the other man's 
extended wrist. The man stepped back a few paces with an angry 
look. Lathaniel smiled sweetly at him. It was hard to believe 
looking at Lathaniel that he was anything but a pleasant and well- 
mannered man. That was a mistake many had made.

The fight was over 20 seconds after Lathaniel's first punch. The man 
had come in fast after Lathaniel's punch and was aiming to take 
Lathaniel out quickly and violently. Lathaniel intercepted a punch 
thrown at him, twisted the man's arm and kicked up hard into the 
man's elbow. The elbow bent in the wrong direction, there was a loud 
snap and the man staggered back crying out in pain. Lathaniel 
followed up, his killer instinct never diminishing at all. Grabbing 
the man around the neck he threw him into the cage before spinning a 
roundhouse kick into the side of his head. The man collapsed. 

Tyler was astounded that he was still conscious.

Lathaniel walked over to his downed opponent and asked him something, 
he got a mouthful of blood red spit as an answer. The look that 
Lathaniel gave his opponent should have killed him outright. He 
grabbed the man by his neck again, hauling him to his feet, ignoring 
desperate kicks from him. Lathaniel head butted the man, once, 
twice, three times and then pinned him up against the cage wall until 
he fell unconscious.

The buzzer sounded and Lathaniel walked out of the cage, letting the 
medics in first. He wasn't even breathing hard.

"Impressive show, too grandious for my tastes, but effective 
nonetheless," said Tyler approaching Lathaniel from behind... Never 
a good thing to do.

"Come and have a go if you think you're hard enough Tyler," Lathaniel 
said in a joking tone. He hadn't turned around. "We have somewhere 
to go I presume?"

Tyler smiled, ~Ever the uppercrust London bumpkin~. "Yes, I need 
some assistance on something." Tyler checked his watch, "And we have 
to leave in 2 minutes. I'll meet you outside."

Tyler left, grinning at the doormen as he exited the door onto the 
street. He leant up against the jeep and waited for Lathaniel. Two 
minutes later they were on their way to the warehouse to meet up with 
Jenna et al. Tyler briefed Lathaniel on the way.

"Phaedon?! Damn it Ham, the guy's a putz! I've never met anyone 
so `holier than thou'!!"

"He's also a superb marksman and tracker," Tyler replied, "bury the 
grief and the attitude, I don't want any attacks between the two of 
you on this, it's too important."

"Have you told HIM that?!" Lathaniel asked, crossing his arms.

"He's as happy about you being there as you are of him being there 
Lathaniel. Now grow up, shut up and listen up! We've got a 
potentially nasty situation here. If what I'm hearing is true, we 
could be about to enter a heavily guarded site with some major 
surprises. I need everyone focused on this. We can't afford any 
complications. Especially `internal' ones. Understood?!"

"Hey I was only pulling your chain Ham! Phaedon and I go way back! 
Blimey!! Sorry Dad, I promise I'll be good!"

Tyler grinned in spite of himself, "Good boy."

Tyler and Lathaniel arrived at the warehouse and drove past the 
entrance point, parking about 60 metres away, around a corner. They 
jumped out of the jeep and made their way quickly to the back of the 
warehouse, flipping up the secreted entrance, they entered looking 
for Jenna, Phaedon and Polly.

From: "Rosalyne Manukay" <rosiepozie@hotmail.com> 
Date: Mon May 14, 2001 4:26 pm
Subject: Rei Carson
 

 Rei Carson took another shot of vodka and took a puff off her cigarette. She 
looked down at her still bandaged hand. She laughed to herself.  "Yeah, real 
tough guys." She went to go take care of business at this seedy bar the 
owner and his cronies refused to cooperate so Rei did what she did best. She 
"persuaded" them. Rei motioned to the bartender to fill her up again. 
Hesitantly he poured her another shot. Rei tossed it back threw some cash on the 
counter and walked out. She lit another cigarette and walked toward her 
Harley. "Well if it isn't the Visitor whore." She heard. Rei turned around 
and saw three guys walking toward her. Rei killed her cigarette and exhaled 
her smoke. "Jeez, boys didn't you get enough the last time around?" She 
asked. One of them rushed her Rei effortlessly threw him to the ground. She 
jumped in the air and kicked the other one in the head. Finally she reached 
the last one. Rei swiftly grabbed the back on his head. He looked and at her 
and sneered. "Quick just like a lizard." Rei laughed at him. "Two things, 
one I ain't no Visitor." The man's eyes got wide as Rei snapped his neck. He 
sunk to the ground. "Two I ain't anyone's whore." Rei jumped on her Harley 
and took off. She didn't know where she was going but she need to feel the 
wind on her face.

Rei reached her destination Greystone Manor. It was mostly just rubble since 
the Visitor's invaded but in the center of the ruins stood two columns. Rei 
leaned up against one of them. She pulled out a small flask and took a gulp. 
She lit another cigarette and closed her eyes. She tried not to think about 
what she had become. She was at the state school in Ojai when the Visitor's 
first invaded. They came and rounded the kids all up. Before she knew it she 
was a Master in Revok and an efficient killer. She infiltrated Resistance 
units across the nation, assassinating people leaving a bloody trail. She had 
become of one Diana's favorite Youth Corp members. Until the day Josh Brooks 
let her know she was being drugged. Josh helped her through Procol 
withdrawals then aided in her escape. Till this day she had no idea what 
happened to him after that day. She just remembered the feel of his lips on 
hers. Rei touched her lips lightly remember the day Josh risk everything 
getting Rei off the mothership. "Here's the deal Rei." Josh handed her his 
gun. "I'll say you came into my quarters and demanded me to take you off the 
mothership. Hit me on the back of the head." Rei stood in front of Josh 
"Your not coming with me?" Rei asked. Josh shook his head. "I got to stay. 
The others Sean and the fifth column they need me." He explained. "Why Josh? 
Why did you risk everything for me?" Rei cried. Josh chuckled softly. "You 
never got it did you? I have been giving you hints since we were in Ojai 
together." Josh whispered. With that Josh kissed her lightly. "Live Rei, 
forget about all of it and live."

Rei took another shot of vodka. "Right Josh. Live. The problem is I don't 
know what for." Rei whispered. She came back to earth and no one trusted 
her. She tried to find her brother but no one would help her. He would 
support her, he would understand. He would take care of her. But he was gone 
and she had no idea how to find him. She didn't even know if he knew she was 
alive. A part of her didn't want him to find her and see what she had 
become. From baby sister to decorated military officer for the wrong side to 
two bit "collector" for one of the street gangs. Rei fought the tears 
forming around her eyes she pulled her black leather biker jacket tighter 
around her body. This was always a bad day for her, her brother's birthday. 
The only person she ever felt truly loved her besides Josh...Josh... she 
would give up her life to know what happened to him. She wondered if her 
brother was celebrating somewhere she wanted to think he was happy. But she 
knew his heart was broken as well first their father died not that her 
father ever cared about her. He denied she was his which is what caused the 
rift between her brother and her father still she knew her brother loved 
him, then the woman he loved betrayed him. Rei cold inside thinking about 
the whole thing. She decided she wouldn't think about it anymore. Instead 
she would sit in the place where her brother used to take her to as a child 
and celebrate his birthday. Rei raised her flask in the air and whispered. 
"Happy Birthday Kyle."...

From: "Rosie" <RosiePozie@hotmail.com> 
Date: Tue May 15, 2001 1:18 pm
Subject: Rei: Training..somewhat

Rei walked into Tech Noir. Everyone eyed her wearily. She walked over 
to the bar and took off her jacket. She handed it to the 
barkeeper. "No trouble tonight Rei." He said pouring her a shot. Rei 
took it and smiled. She gulped it down and walked toward the steel 
cage. It wasn't about winning she could care less about the finals or 
the money for her it was a release and the only real combat training 
that she could find. As far as she was concerned Lathaniel could take 
the money. She knew she had two more matches until she made it to the 
finals. Rei finished her cigarette and climbed into the steel cage. 
She looked over and saw Lathaniel talking to someone. Some of the men 
laughed when she stepped into the ring. Several of them volunteered 
to fight her. Her opponent stepped into the cage laughing. Rei got 
into her offensive stance and waited the opponent kept gesturing to 
the crowd laughing at Rei. 

The man walked up to Rei; before he knew it Rei threw him to the floor 
and brought her elbow to his nose. A sick crack filled the air the 
crowd got quiet for a second. She noticed Lathaniel and his companion 
looked over. "I guess Reece knows I'm here." Rei smirked. The man 
stood up his eyes filled with rage. He lunged toward Rei who 
responded by ducking and giving him a roundhouse kick to his face. 
The man fell to the floor Rei hit him again and started beating him 
to a bloody pulp. The bell rang as Rei rose up off the man. He was 
still breathing. The club owner shook his head as Rei exited the 
ring. She took off her T-shirt and wiped the blood off her hands, 
arms and face. Rei inspected the tank top she was wearing underneath 
her T-shirt and made sure no blood showed through it. The bartender 
handed her another shot. "I said no trouble Rei." He said. "I left 
him alive didn't I?" Rei answered taking her shot. "Keep it up little 
girl and you won't make it to the finals." A voice said she turned 
and saw the owner of Tech noir. He handed her some cash. Rei looked 
over at the cage "Where's Reece go?" She asked. "Dunno, look you look 
like hell when was the last time you slept?" He asked. Rei 
laughed "My real father didn't care whether I lived or died I don't 
need a replacement." She said. "I just want you to make it to the 
next round people pay good money to see you fight." He said. Rei 
nodded took the money and reached behind the bar for her 
jacket. "Later." She said walking out of Tech Noir. 

Rei jumped on her Harley and went to Muggo's pad. "Hey Muggo!" She 
yelled. She looked around and saw that he must have taken off for a 
couple of days. He was one of Kyle's oldest friends she knew he 
wouldn't mind if she crashed her for the night. Rei took a shower and 
plopped down on his bed. Her head started to hurt she shouldn't have 
taken that last shot. But it took the pain away. Once she closed her 
eyes this day would be over she wouldn't have to think about Kyle 
anymore she could be numb again. Josh's image wouldn't haunt her 
thoughts. It was almost over. Rei was due back at Tech Noir the next 
day. For now she would give into the darkness. She would give into 
the pain. Rei curled up into a little ball and cried herself to 
sleep...

From: "Tamie Kwist" <amanda_donovan2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Tue May 15, 2001 1:57 pm
Subject: (story) The Truth Hurts

Julie felt the warmth of her mothers touch as she lay with her legs 
drawn up to her chest, sobbing frightfully, with Constance stroking 
her hair... Just like old times. She could remember the day over 
twenty years ago, running through a darkened ally, hiding from a man 
who was anxious to have her. Now the pieces of the puzzle were 
finding their places... The picture was clear.
"A police officer is on his way," said Julie's older brother, Jeff, 
hanging up the phone. He put his hand in his jeans pocket and leaned 
against the floral papered wall.
"Juliet," Constance said softly. "Do you think maybe I should keep 
Amanda until you're healed?"
Jerking herself upright, Julie glared at her mother. "Why do you 
want to take the one thing I have that means something to me away?"
"Sweetheart, I'm not saying that. You've needed help from day one 
and I never thought it was a good idea for you to take care of her 
until you get that help."
"The answer is no." Julie got to her feet. "I won't give her up 
again!"
"Are you thinking of her safety, dear?"
"Who said she'll be safer here? There have been rumors from the 
underground that the Visitors might come back. And that guy Mike's 
son was with is a Visitor. There is nowhere safe anymore. Not even in 
New York." She picked Amanda up from the floor. "You have no idea 
how special she would be to them. I'm not taking any chances."
Constance sat back, annoyed by Julie's stubbornness. "You're just 
paranoid, dear."
"Right, and neither Mike nor I have ever been wanted by the 
Visitors. In fact I've never even been their prisoner either."
"Well, you haven't."
"Oh? There's something I forgot to tell you, Mom," she muttered, 
reaching for the diaper bag. "Never mind. Knowing you, you would use 
that to get Amanda back."
"WHAT?" 
"During the first war," she said, "I um... spent some time with 
Diana."
"Diana?"
She pulled a Pamper from the sack mumbling, "Oh, bother, Mom. Puh-
lease."
"Juliet?" Constance grabbed her shoulder. "What did they do to you?"
Julie jerked away, undoing the tape that fastened Amanda's 
diaper. "They tried to convert me."
Brought back to the present by Julie's confession, Jeff gave her a 
look. "How come you never said anything?"
Busy with Amanda under hand, Julie shrugged. "Oh, I don't know. 
Maybe because I knew that Mom would use it as an excuse to try and 
make me come back. Look, there's a lot of things in my life that I'd 
rather not talk about... Being raped... Being tortured by Diana... I 
shouldn't have to talk to anybody. That shouldn't have any effect on 
whether I can keep Amanda or not. If you try to use that against me, 
mother, then it's because you're selfish."
Getting up angrily, Constance headed to the kitchen and lit up a 
Virginia Slim. She would've defended herself against Julie, but knew 
that it was a lost cause.
Moments later, there was a knock at the front door. Jeff opened it 
to greet a female police officer with the name of Detective Enright 
on her badge. 
"Come in," said Jeff, feeling his cheeks flush. The officer was 
gorgeous. "This is my sister, Ju-"
"Oh, I know who she is," the detective smiled, glancing down at the 
baby. "How old is your daughter?"
"Fourteen weeks," Julie answered.
They sat and talked for a while. Julie shed a few more tears and 
procrastinated a bit, before reluctantly giving in to going down to 
the station and looking through photographs of sex offenders. Somehow 
she felt better.


From: wendy mills <wendymypooh_2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Tue May 15, 2001 3:49 pm
Subject: Farewell- Emotional Status-Sean part 2


"Have you checked on Sean yet?" Dr. Peter Forsythe
asked Dr. Jill Bennett as they checked over charts at
the nurses station.

"No. I put him down as the last patient to check on my
rounds before I go home. With the way he's been
responding lately to anyone entering his room, I know
it's going to take awhile to get him calmed down
enough to let me examine his leg, check his vitals and
administer the sedative you want him given.

"Want some help?" Pete offered as he finished going
over the patient's chart he was holding and handed it
to Nurse Hillary. Jill waited to answer him until he
was done giving the nurse instructions and turned back
to face her.

"Sure. I'm on my way there now. Hillary will you get
that sedative ready for Sean Donovan please." Jill
told the nurse.

"Right away doctor." the nurse responded.

As the two doctors left the nurses station and headed
down the hall to Sean's room, both fell silent as
their thoughts turned toward Sean. Since his arrival
at the hospital three nights earlier, Sean's leg wound
had begun to heal nicely and there were no signs of
infection. Physically it looked like Sean was going to
be alright, for which everyone involved was relieved,
especially Julie. Both doctors knew only too well how
big a risk Julie had taken in shooting Sean in order
to save him. Donovan was going to be upset as it was
over Julie's tactics in rescuing Sean from the
lizards, but he would certainly have never forgiven
her if something had happened to Sean and she was
responsible.

However, as happy as they were over his physical
progress, both Pete and Jill were disturbed at how
rapidly Sean's mental state had deteriorated since
then. He had grown increasingly moodier over the past
three days, uprupting into either fits of rage that
had him striking out at anyone who came near his bed,
shouting angrily and shaking violently, or succumbing
to a deep depression that had him curling up into a
ball on the bed, sobbing uncontrollably or unable to
eat and talk to anyone.

Neither doctor could ever remember seeing a patient
react so violently to in the throes of drug
withdrawals, and both had spent considerable time in
the ER treating Heroin and LSD addicts. 

"No! Stay away from me! Stay away from me!" Sean
Donovan screamed angrily from his hospital bed,
drawing himself up as Drs. Pete Forsythe and Jill
Bennett stood just inside the door of his room and
conversed on what would be the best way to approach
the 15-year-old boy.

It was early evening on the third night since Sean had
been brought into the hospital and while the wound on
his leg had continued to heal and his physical health
had grown stronger, his mental state had steadily
deteriorated. He had grown moodier, either erupting
into fits of rage and striking out at anyone who
approached him or succumbed into a bout of depression
and wouldn't eat or talk to anyone. 



"Sean, we're not going to hurt you. We're just going
to give you something so that you can sleep." Dr.
Bennett told him soothingly, keeping the hypodermic
needle she held out of Sean's line of vision.

From: JMacleod@paonline.com 
Date: Tue May 15, 2001 6:42 pm
Subject: (Story)...Down the rabbit hole...

Jenna followed Pheadon out front to the parked van, as they 
approached, the rear door swung open and a young man got out. He 
introduced himself as Daryian, after introductions where made Jenna 
climbed into the back of the van behind Pheadon excepting the HK MP5 
that Daryian handed to her. Once inside they where quickly 
introduced to Polly, it was only then that she noticed the two men 
who where sitting silently and quite sullenly side by side on one of 
the rear seats, two body bags rested near their feet. She, along 
with Pheadon took the seat opposite and stared silently across at 
them for a moment before speaking. Pheadon went first.
"You Dave and Alan?" Two heads bobbed in unison. "The big man 
tells us that you where working at the warehouse. That True?" Again 
two heads nodded in agreement. "We have some questions for you, if 
your not honest you get hurt, if you do tell the truth, you get to 
have your lives. That seem fare?" he asked. Jenna saw one of them 
gulp as he watched Pheadon. He was the one who spoke. 
"I'm Alan, Yes we where working there, but like we told that other 
guy, we where captured and forced into it. We where only trying to 
get a look around. We don't know anything. Really." 
Over the time that it took for the small team to travel from the 
Sushi Bar to the warehouse, Pheadon got the same story from the two 
men that Tyler had. That they had been captured and had to fast talk 
their way into jobs. They had only been onsite for about 8 days 
before Tyler and Daryian had shown up and sprung them. They 
explained the security seemed to almost double the closer that people 
got to the center of the warehouse, and that there where wandering 
patrols at unscheduled intervals. That the delivers seemed to 
consist of both medical and other types of technological equipment 
and that to their untrained eyes it appeared as if someone where 
setting up a large base of some kind. Jenna listened closely, she 
had a feeling that the queen lizard herself had something big 
planned, and that the "Warehouses" around the country where just the 
tip of the iceberg. 
She looked at Pheadon and said; "We have to get to the center of 
the tootsie pop to find out what the surprise is I guess." He gave 
her a small smile and helped Daryian as he wired the two of them and 
set the frequencies to match the rest of the group. Polly pulled the 
van into the rear parking lot of the warehouse and she, Jenna and 
Pheadon hoped out to wait for Tyler and Lathaniels arrival. She got 
the impression from Pheadon that he didn't trust Lathaniel in the 
least and that the guy was unstable somehow. She had heard stories 
about the other man from both Tyler and Chris Faber but had never met 
him. All Pheadon would tell her was that he was built like a brick 
house. She shivered in the cool night air and prayed silently that 
the raid would go smoothly, the last thing they needed was for any of 
them to be hurt. She knew deep down that this time they would need 
all the "resistance" that could be mustered in order to get rid of 
the visitors, and this time it was truly final death.


From: wendy mills <wendymypooh_2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Wed May 16, 2001 4:08 pm
Subject: Farewell-Siras' Escape-Siras part 2

Siras watched with bitter amusement as the young,
dark-haired guard assigned to watch him fought a
losing battle with sleep. He couldn't believe how
stupid his human captors really were. Not only had
they not moved him to a more secure location than the
hospital room he was in, but they had given him a
guard who was obviously lacking in any military
etiquette and capability. 

He kept a steady gaze upon the guard's nodding head as
he worked to free his hands from the nylon restraints
binding them to the hospital bed. Earlier that day
when he had been escorted to the bathroom, Siras
hadn't believed his luck when the guard had allowed
him to use the bathroom in privacy. Nor had he
believed his luck when he had found an unlocked supply
closet and after rummaging through it for mere seconds
had found a package containing a scalpel and quickly
slipped the unwrapped scalpel into the pocket of the
hospital robe he wore. 

When he had been returned to the hospital room that
had been his cell since he had first arrived, it had
been a simple thing for Siras to maneuver his body
onto the bed that would best allow him to slide the
scalpel out of his pocket and use it to work through
the restraint on his right hand. Every so often he
felt the sharp blade slice through the human skin he
wore and nick the scales below it drawing blood, but
he ignored the pain. He could tolerate a little pain
if it meant escaping from his prison, finding Sean and
returning to the safety of his own people. And when
he did, Juliet Parrish and the rest of the resistance
would rue the day that they ever crossed him.

Siras gave a slight tug on the loosened nylon rope and
felt it tear away from the bed frame. As quickly and
quietly as he could, he sliced through the rope
binding his left wrist down and felt an exuberant rush
flow through him as it came free. Sliding off the
hospital bed, he stealthily made his way over to the
chair in which his guard now slept and drew the
scalpel across his throat. The young guard never made
a sound as he pitched suddenly forward and fell to the
floor, his life's blood flowing out from the ragged
cut at his throat. 

Siras made the choice not to strip the guard of his
clothes, but to instead slip out into the hallway and
make his way cautiously to the elevators. The dimly
lit halls made his getaway all the more easily as he 
reached the bank of elevators without being seen and
stepped into one, hitting the button that would take
him down to the basement.

From: wendy mills <wendymypooh_2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Fri May 18, 2001 12:41 pm
Subject: Farewell-Emotional Status-Part 2-Sean part 3

"No! Leave me alone! Leave me alone! I don't want a
shot! I don't want to go to sleep! Leave me alone!"
Sean Donovan screamed angrily up into the faces of Dr.
Peter Forsythe and Jill Bennett, as they held him down
so that the nurse could inject him with the sedative
that would help him sleep.

"Sean, we're trying to help you. We don't enjoy
having to do this anymore than you enjoy having it
done." Jill told him through gritted teeth as she
fought to keep his left side still, while Pete held
the right side.

"I don't need your help! I wouldn't be here in the
first place if your friend hadn't shot me! Where's
Siras? What have you done to him? Let me go!" Sean
continued heatedly, struggling to free himself from
their grasp.

"Hurry up with that sedative Hillary!" Dr. Forsythe
ordered, irritably.

"It's right here doctor. Just trying to make sure all
the bubbles are out before I inject him." Nurse
Hillary responded.

She brushed past Pete in order to get closer to the
bed. Sean struggled even harder as he caught sight of
the needle in her hand. Pete and Jill applied more
pressure on his arms to keep him from breaking free
and knocking the needle out of Hillary's hand. Hillary
swabbed a section of Sean's arm and inserted the
needle. She pressed down on the plunger so that the
liquid was expelled and quickly removed it, placing a
cotton swab bandage over the pinprick to stop the
bleeding and moved away from the bed.

"Ready?" Pete asked Jill. 

Jill nodded in response and together they released
their grip on Sean and stepped hastily backward, Jill
ducking one of Sean's fists as she did so.

"I hate you! You're going to pay for this! I hate you!
Wait until Diana hears about this!" Sean screamed.

Neither Pete nor Jill responded to Sean's hateful
comments, having heard it repeatedly over the past
couple of days. They stood at the foot of his bed and
waited for the sedative to take affect on Sean, so
that they could examine him without a struggle. Before
ten minutes had passed, Sean's thrashing began to ease
and his eyelids to droop. As soon as Sean had drifted
off to sleep, Jill began taking his vitals, while Pete
examined the leg wound and redressed it. When both had
finished, they slipped quietly out of the room and
left Sean alone to get his first night of restful
sleep since he had been brought to the hospital.


From: "Tamie Kwist" <amanda_donovan2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Fri May 18, 2001 12:47 pm
Subject: (story) The Subject Of The Matter

Dividing little, black mice into different sectors of a wooden maze 
box, Pete Forsythe knelt on the floor of Julie's laboratory, watching 
the creatures run around aimlessly.
Nearby, Dr. Steve Maitland, peered into a microscope, sweat beading 
on his brow. The fan in the window sill was of little comfort. `
"Just one more connection," he begged no one in particular.
Pete sat there shaking his head. "You might be onto something, Dr. 
Maitland."
Thinking `I told you so', but biting his tongue, Steve pulled away 
from the microscope. "Now comes the hard part."
It was true, Maitland had discovered a link between retrograde 
amnesia and conversion trauma. Of course, the little white mice could 
not testify to that. For it was a wee bit difficult to brainwash a 
rodent.  Maitland was merely using them to test for the side effects 
of his newly discovered remedy.
Getting to his feet and stretching out his legs, hoping for relief 
from a Charlie horse, Pete spoke again. "No chance in finding a 
remedy for George Stewart, though?"
"I don't have a clue about the telepathy or where it comes from. 
Sean doesn't seem to be exhibiting any though. I'd like to do a 
biopsy on him."
"Maybe, when he's more stable."
Steve was more than a little tired of getting the run around on 
Pete Forsythe's favorite patient. "Who says he'll get better if I 
can't find out what's causing the problem?"
Angrily, Pete struck the formica counter top with his right 
fist. "Damn it, Maitland. Don't start with me."
"Oh, boy, am I interrupting something?" asked Julie wandering in, 
followed by Sari.
Steve glanced at his watch as Sari came over and put her hands on 
his shoulders. "Girls, it’s late."
Julie turned to Sari and smiled, "That's laboratory code for `go 
away, we're hiding something."
Suddenly, Steve felt Sari's soft hands on his throat. 
"Confess, my love. Or else…" she told him.
"Well, I'm not sure how useful it is if Dr. Forsythe here won't let 
me get on with the procedures I need to do on Sean," he replied, 
giving Pete a dirty look.
Concerned with only one thing, Julie asked, "Are they dangerous?"
"No, but he is," answered Pete, taking a bite of a juicy red apple, 
he'd grabbed from off the counter.
Steve ignored the dig and gazed at Julie, "I want to do a biopsy 
on the kid's brain. We can sedate him."
"Or kill him in the process," Pete muttered.
"WHAT?" Julie stared at each of them in turn.
"Oh, hell, Julie. Every other drug we've given the poor kid has 
had some sort of adverse affect. He gets worse every time I let Mr. 
Wonderbrain in there!"
Steve got up from his stool in a hurry. "You want the kid better, 
and you can't make him well either. This is my field. Remember?"
Julie cleared her throat, saying softly. "I know how hard you're 
trying, Steven. But we're not talking about just an ordinary kid off 
the street. Sean has a father who'd be very upset if we caused any 
fatal harm to him. Donovan's coming out here to be reunited with his 
son who's still breathing as we speak. Don't change that. Besides, I 
thought you agreed to keep your distance-"
Throwing up his hand and cutting her off, Steve said, "Talking to 
either of you is like talking to a brick wall. Sean's not getting 
better. At least if I try hard enough, I can find out what sets him 
off and how to control it!"
"Well, I don't want you pumping anymore drugs into him!" Julie 
screamed.
"Fine! Fine!" he shot back, his cheeks turning red with 
anger. "Well, at least if something happens, it won't come back on 
me."
They watched him go. Sari's expression turned inward and she 
started to cry. Pete was the first to notice, but Julie was just 
plain unsympathetic. 
"Oh, please!" she said incredulously. 
"Why is everyone so mean to him?" Sari demanded. "Every since he 
came here, you've treated him like dirt. You contradict every move he 
makes. How can he ever get any credibility with Hannah, if you won't 
let him?"
Pete slipped his arm around her shoulder. "C'mon, Sari. Hannah's 
not blind. Maitland's got plenty of other things to do. I'd rather 
see him working with George right now. He's a great neurologist. He 
just needs to learn when to back off."
Julie handed Sari a tissue, then she started putting the mice back 
in their cages and wondered why she'd bothered to come in at all. 
Maybe it was only to take her mind off of her own life. The man she'd 
picked out of the police records had a police record that was nearly 
thirty years old. One thing that stood out in the forms was the fact 
that he had been known to harass and molest children from St. Ann’s 
Catholic School in Manhattan, during the early 1960's. One little 
girl who was raped recalled being chased into the alley behind the 
school's playground. Days after her confession, she died from the 
beating he'd given her. Julie knew that her own encounter with the 
man recently and the one she'd had almost a year ago, hadn't been the 
first. In fact, that man had been the subject of many nightmares 
throughout her childhood. A part of her wanted to leave New York. 
Just the mere fact that he knew she had a child was enough to 
frighten her.
After closing up the lab, Julie went home alone. She had 
reluctantly left Amanda with Constance for the evening, vowing to 
come back and pick her up first thing in the morning.


From: wendy mills <wendymypooh_2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Fri May 18, 2001 4:24 pm
Subject: Farewell- Maggie's Arrival in LA -Mike part 5/Maggie part 1

This takes place before the Science Frontiers raid.

Maggie Blodgett lowered the landing gear of the twin
engine Cessna she was flying, as per the orders of the
small airport's watchtower attendant, then maneuvered
the plane into position with the runway and slowly
eased off on the throttle. The plane touched down
smoothly onto the runway and taxied toward the hangar
and small office building at the far end of it. 

As she waited for the plane to coax itself to a halt
outside the hangar, Maggie went over the events that
had happened in the past couple of days and tried to
decide how much of it she should tell Donovan. Since
she had received his call the night before, requesting
her to fly out to LA and pick him up, she had been
regretting her decision to do so. Not because she
didn't want to help out her close friend, but because
she didn't want to be the one to tell him about Sean's
deteriorating mental status. Or field off any
questions about Julie that she knew Mike was sure to
ask.

When the plane came to a complete stop outside the
hangar, Maggie shut off the engines, undid her safety
belt, opened the door and climbed down out of the
cockpit. Before closing the door, she reached behind
the pilot seat and removed a black duffel bag. As she
turned to head into the hangar, she was greeted by two
of her employees Carlos and Dani Mueller, as they
emerged from within its dark depths. 

"Flight go okay boss?" Carlos asked.

"Like a breeze, Carlos. The right engine sputtered a
little when I started it up, but I couldn't find
anything wrong in the pre-flight check I gave it, so
could you give it a more thorough one? There's a crate
of goodies in the back for your kids."

"Thanks, Maggie." Dani said and went around to the
back to get the crate out.


"You’re welcome. I know how tough it is to get fruit and
sweets nowadays...Just don't let Tina and Junior eat
it all at one time." Maggie replied.

Carlos laughed. "We won't. What time are you flying
out?"

"Not sure...sometime tonight or early tomorrow morning.
I'm gonna make Donovan treat me out to a night on the
town..." Maggie said.

"Is that so?" a male voice said close to her ear. 

Maggie whirled around to find Mike Donovan smiling
down at her. She couldn't help but respond to the
infectious grin he gave her, with one of her own. Damn
Mike's face was a welcoming sight after such a long
flight. It had been way too long since they had seen
each other and Maggie couldn't help feeling glad she
had come, despite the long trip or Mike's reasons for
asking her to come. Next to Julie, Mike was her
closest friend.

"That's right Donovan. A girl deserves to be treated
out every now and then, even if it's only by a
friend." Maggie told him cockily.

The two friends embraced and then started toward
Mike's SUV. Mike unlocked the passenger door for
Maggie, then hurried around to the driver's side and
slid in. As Maggie fastened her seatbelt into place,
Mike put the SUV into reverse, spun it around and took
off down the long dirt road heading back towards LA.

Maggie shot Mike a quizzical look and said jokingly,
"What's the rush, Mike? Late for a date?"

"Your going to have to take a rain check on the night
out Maggie. Something unexpected has come up that I
may need your help with." Mike answered.

"Why do I get the feeling that the 'something
unexpected' involves scaly lizards and flying
saucers?" Maggie asked sarcastically.

" 'Cause there's a suspicious mind behind that pretty
face of yours." Mike told her.

Maggie scowled at him. "A girl would have to be nuts
to hang around you Donovan and not be suspicious.
Trouble's drawn to you, like bees are drawn to honey."

"Ah Maggie, you say the sweetest things." Mike 

"Can the flattery, Donovan, and fill me in on what the
hell is going on."


From: "Bill" <bb1678@hotmail.com> 
Date: Fri May 18, 2001 5:22 pm
Subject: (Story) Laying the foundation Pt. III

Diana and Nigel entered the conference room, on the opposite end of 
the vast room stood the supreme commander. He gazed out of the window 
at the dark desert below. He saw Diana and Nigel's reflection against 
the window; he turned to greet them. 

Michael gave Nigel a slight nod. He then focused his attention on 
Diana, "Diana..."
"Welcome to the mothership supreme commander, first let me apologize 
for the slight delay, I was..."
"Never mind about that Diana, you're here now so let's get down to 
business shall we?" He gestured for Diana to sit, she sat down while 
he remained standing next to the window. Nigel stood behind Diana. 
Diana wasn't expecting such a frosty reception, she didn't know much 
about the new supreme commander, which made her wonder why he seemed 
to be on edge with her... 
She only knew that he was given the position of supreme commander in 
December 1984 while she took control of the fleet on Earth. He was 
due to visit Earth for an inspection of the fleet, but the war 
against "the enemy" was at a critical phase when they stepped up 
attacks on the neutral zone in January `85.

"The leader has informed me that we are to re-invade Earth as soon as 
possible."
Diana's face showed her joy at the prospect of returning to 
Earth. "That good news commander." 
"I've been reviewing the personnel records for all the mothership 
commanders in the Terran fleet, and it seems you have extensive 
experience in dealing with the Humans, so I'm putting you 
in back in charge of the most problematic area of Earth, which as you 
know is the North American continent. You will be working under the 
new squadron commander to coordinate the new offensive."
"New squadron commander? I thought I was first in line for that 
position?"
"You thought wrong Diana... in fact I find it puzzling a person of 
your experience is in such a elevated position within the 
military..." He paused, the sarcasm was evident his voice, "After all 
you are a scientist... and not a true military commander."

Diana gritted her teeth. His arrogance was wearing thin. 
"Being a scientist can have its advantages commander. The leader 
appreciated my talents."
"I'm sure he did... The new squadron commander is experienced with 
military matters, I'm sure she is a fitting replacement for Pamela." 
He paused and let out a sigh, "I'm still shocked and saddened by her 
death as well as John's..." He turned away and looked through the 
window, "He was a good officer for his time... He was my mentor and 
my friend..."

He turned to face Diana with a stern look. "We need to solve this 5th 
column epidemic as soon as possible. Those traitors must pay for 
their treachery Diana..."
"Of course commander... I too feel sad for their loss. They were such
excellent officers. It is with regret that I won't be serving with 
them for this mission."

Michael was doubtful of Diana's sympathy, "Really Diana...? Feelings 
of regret won't change the fact that they were all killed on your 
ship Diana... You are partly responsible for their deaths!"
"With respect commander, if you read the reports, it shows clearly 
how difficult it was to track 5th column activity..."
"That may be the case Diana, but as a commander of a ship of the 
line, you are accountable for anything that happens aboard it! 
Security should have been tightened."
"Steven was responsible for security, it was his security measures 
that were inadequate."
"As his commanding officer, didn't you review and approve his 
security measures?"

Michael had Diana in a corner, "I must confess I did leave ship 
security to him, but I did have a invasion to oversee."
"Well it seems shifting the blame is something you do quite well 
Diana... You're damn lucky you still have a ship to command!"
He sighed in frustration and moved away from the window. He sat down 
in the chair at the head of the conference table, "I am not a 
diplomatic man like John, he often said that was a weakness of 
mine... but a true soldier has little time for discretion." 

He continued, "I want this mission to be a success, we can't afford 
to make any mistakes this time. The enemy is closing in on us, and 
without Earth's resources we won't make it through this war..."

Diana looked into his red-orange eyes, "Earth will be ours, I have no 
doubts in my mind supreme commander. They cannot hope to win against 
an all out attack."
"All out attack? That's not possible! Our losses have been 
significant. We lost 16 motherships in the past 7 months, we need as 
many ships here as we can muster for the battle against the enemy."

Diana was shocked, "16 ships? I can't believe it..."
"I have no choice but to reduce the size of the Terran fleet, there 
will only be 31 motherships available for the re-invasion."
"31 ships? That will not make our task easy..."
"Yes, but we still have the truce, we must use that to our advantage. 
We need to make friends with the Humans again... assure them we want 
to heal the rift between our peoples. We have to take control of the 
Earth without significant military action. It has to be done with 
subterfuge. It's the only way... at least for time being."

"That will take considerable time, if you want a quick victory that 
will not be the way to proceed..."
"I know, but what choice do I have left? Besides most of the humans 
are still in the dark about our true intentions."
"I doubt highly the Humans would trust us, the resistance must surely 
have exposed our invasion to the entire world. It would be a 
extremely difficult task..." 
"I'm sure you can manipulate their leaders to reassure them that we 
are no threat?"

Diana smiled, she realised it would be easier than she thought. 
"If most of the world leaders that I converted are still in power, it 
could be very easy to re-establish our control over the Humans. It 
would seem unlikely the resistance could oust the president of the 
United States."
"How long does he have left in office?"
"I'm not sure, a little under two years I think. I believe the next 
election is in 1988."
"Good, we'll have to make sure he wins another term in office then..."
"I'm afraid that's not possible, he's already in his second term of 
office. A president can only have two terms in office."
Michael grinned, "Well at least you will have time to find a suitable 
replacement when the time comes..." 
Diana saw her opportunity to leave. Talk of conversion reminded her 
that she needed to get back to the conversion chamber before the 
troopers took Kyle back to his cell.
"If that's all, may I be dismissed commander? I want to start 
planning the offensive immediately, if that's ok with you commander?" 
"You are eager aren't you Diana...? You may, but there is another 
matter I need to discuss with you before you leave."

<Continued in part IV>


From: "Rosie" <RosiePozie@hotmail.com> 
Date: Sat May 19, 2001 6:58 pm
Subject: If You Could Turn Back Time.....

Rei looked around and found herself standing in the Visitor Legation. 
She looked and saw a younger version of herself Klaus stood in front 
of her. "You are one of our best Rei." He said. Rei watched the scene 
in front of her. She watched as the younger version of herself looked 
up at Klaus adoringly. Rei turned and saw the doors open. She turned 
back and to Klaus and her other self and screamed "NO!! Don't do 
it!!!" Rei said running up to herself pleading with her. "You don't 
know what this will do to you!!" Rei cried. Two guards walked in with 
a man in a Visitor uniform. "Rei this is Franklin. He is a a member 
of the fifth column. He has given a chance at survival. He most beat 
you in hand to hand combat." Klaus said. "I will not fight this 
child. Look at her it is obivious she is under Procob. She will do 
anything you say." Franklin said. Rei watched as the younger version 
of herself. Circled Franklin. "You have betrayed us." Rei 
sneered. "For what to join forces with a weaker kind of race." Rei 
said. "Your race child." Franklin said. "I can't help that but you 
can help yourself now. Renounce your doings and met your death with 
honor." Rei said. Rei started to run up to Franklin. She turned and 
saw Diana walk in. Rei immediately froze. Diana stood next to 
Klaus. "She is progressing well." Diana observed. "It is like she is 
one of us watch her." Klaus whispered. In that second her younger 
self grabbed Franklin with lightening speed, cracked his neck and 
smiled as he fell to the ground. Diana clapped, Klaus stood there 
proudly and her other self just smiled a wicked smile as she eyes her 
first kill. Rei ran up into herself and drop kick her. "You don't 
know what you have just done!!"

Her younger self and her began to battle. "Yes I do. I have become a 
great warrior!" She exclaimed. "No you have become a pawn!" Rei 
screamed. Rei was about to deliver a death blow to her when suddenly 
someone turned her around. Before Rei could throw a punched she 
froze. Standing in front her was Diana. Diana put her finger to Rei's 
lips and said "Shh..... It's alright darling it's alright." Diana 
said her voice hypnotizing her. Rei shook her head. Her eyes filled 
with tears, she began to shake. "Your mine Rei. One of my favorites 
and you'll never be rid of me. My voice will always be in your head." 
Diana whispered into her ear. "God No!!" Rei said holding her hand 
over her ears. "NO NO!!" Rei cried. She felt a hand on her shoulder 
she looked up and saw Josh he smiled and softly said. "Wake up 
Rei...."

Rei bolted up in Muggo's bed. Her face drenched with sweat. She 
walked into the bathroom and splashed cold water on her face. She 
crawled into bed again. Trying to fight the sound of Diana's voice in 
her head.


From: "Tamie Kwist" <amanda_donovan2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Sat May 19, 2001 10:51 pm
Subject: (story) Denial

At the crack of some thunder, Julie pulled into her parking space 
in front of the tiny cottages overlooking Long Island Sound. Reaching 
behind her front seat, she felt for an umbrella, but it wasn't 
there. 
"Damn it!" she whined, dreading the long walk to her front door. 
The rain seemed to start to fall a little harder as she got out of 
the car. 'Good thing I don't have you...Mandy' she thought to 
herself, wondering if her little one was tucked in bed for the 
evening. Feeling the cool rain pound on her head as she made a mad 
dash to her porch, Julie said a little prayer. She didn't like coming 
home alone this late at night. Once inside, she quickly turned on the 
light switch and glanced around the room, locked the door, and pulled 
her pistol from her purse. It was a simple habit of paranoia she'd 
picked up over the past year. 'Never can be to safe,' she reasoned. 
Another crack of thunder, that had apparently struck something, 
made her heart skip a beat. She hated being alone. After checking 
each room and each closet thoroughly, Julie found herself fastening 
the other 4 locks on her front door. There were two chains and two 
additional deadbolts. She wasn't about to take any chances.
Trying to calm her worries, Julie grabbed a bottle of Bartles and 
James Strawberry wine cooler from the fridge, and settled down on the 
couch, while watching Johnny Carson on the tube. Before finishing the 
drink, she'd settled into a deep slumber and dreamt...

"JULIE!!!!!! JULIE!!!!!" a dark voice called after her.
Suddenly, she was in the alley again, running. She was dressed in 
her school uniform. Something caught her leg as she fell on the 
ground. It tore her navy blue stockings as well as her flesh. 
"Let me go home!" she screamed.
The sound of a dog barking just outside of the building scared her 
predator off. She sat up and looked at him with tears in her eyes, 
her heart pounding rhythmically in her chest...

The ringing of the telephone woke her up from the dream. Julie 
reached over and grabbed it. "Hello?"
"It's me. I just wanted to say I'm sorry and goodnight," Steve 
Maitland said on the other end.
"It's okay, Steve," she answered.
"Are you alone?"
Julie looked around the room. "As far as I can tell."
"Can I come over?" 
For a second, Julie didn't know how to react. She didn't want to 
cause him anymore pain. "Where's Sari?
"At the bar," he answered sounding resentful. "I left her there. 
She's jealous of you."
Julie rolled her eyes, wanting to do nothing more than to hang up 
on him and pretend he never called her.
"Oh, why?" she played dumb.
"Because I love you."
Nearly a moment of silence passed before Julie spoke again, trying 
desperately to hide her annoyance. "Steven, please. We've been over 
this."
"Do you love him?" he cut her off.
She stared reflectively at her half full bottle of Bartles and 
James, taking the way of ignorance again, "Love who?"
"Donovan."
Tongue tied and not sure what to say, she didn't know the answer.
"WELL?!" asked Steve, only seconds later.
"What if I do?!" she lied. "Could you get on with your own life if 
I said yes, I'm in love with Mike. I've already called him. We're 
getting married when he gets here."
"You're lying!" he shot back.
"What do you want, Steve?!"
"Nothing. Never mind."
The phone clicked in her ear. Julie put it down and gave into the 
Bartles And James.

From: JMacleod@paonline.com 
Date: Sun May 20, 2001 3:50 pm
Subject: (Story)..Galin...In a silent moment of the nightime

Galin roamed the apartment, weaving between the covered furniture 
and the stacked boxes. He had given his notice to the clinic and was 
set to leave early next week on a flight to Los Angels. He felt as 
if some invisible time clock where ticking away in his brain. He had 
placed most of their belongings into storage, packing only what items 
he and Jenna would most likely need for an extended stay in LA. 
Not much, he mused as he gazed at his packed suitcase and Duffel 
bag. He made his way to the French windows and the balcony. Opening 
the doors and taking a seat on one of Jenna’s favorite wicker chairs, 
he drank from a bottle of Corona beer and remembered Jenna’s delight 
in decorating the apartment after she had moved in. She had been 
living alone for quite some time, they both had. Although neither 
one seemed to spend much time at their own place, she had been busy 
with either the resistance or getting the antiques business up and 
running and he had been busy at the hospital. When things finally 
calmed down he had asked her to move in due to the fact that when 
they did find time together they had been sleeping at his place. 
Jenna’s apartment had gone practically undisturbed; it seemed somehow 
the thing to do. He smiled at the memory of her walking around his 
apartment the night he had asked her to move in; gazing longingly at 
the carpet and walls, he could practically see the wheels turning in 
her head. The smile she had given him and the night they had spent 
together after he had told her she could decorate it any way she saw 
fit was well worth the money they had put into doing a little 
redecorating. He sighed and took another swallow of beer, he missed 
her so damn much it hurt, it had only been a week since she had left 
and he found himself aching to just hear her voice. Following the 
first message she had left on the machine, there had been nothing 
new. He realized she must be busy with Tyler's instructions or he 
would have heard from her again. He wasn't completely certain how he 
was going to find her once he got to LA, the only thing he had where 
some names of old contacts that he had found in one of Jenna’s address 
books. He hoped they could help make his search a short one. He 
finished the bottle of beer and put it down on the table beside him. 
Using his right foot, he dragged another chair closer to him and 
propped both feet up on it. He could hear Jenna in the back of his 
head like a conscience scolding him. He smiled, "Sorry babe." he 
thought tilting his head back and gazing at the night sky. Somehow 
those distant bright lights had seemed less menacing a year ago. He 
sighed and closed his eyes, hopefully a week from now he would be 
reunited with Jenna, he grinned and fingered the ring box that sat 
beside him on the table. "Be safe." he thought silently flipping the 
lid on the little box and tucking into a pants pocket. He rose and 
made his way back into their apartment, he had work to do. 


From: JMacleod@paonline.com 
Date: Sun May 20, 2001 9:33 pm
Subject: (Story)...Big sister...Little brother

Lydia’s antechamber door closed as the informant left. She wanted 
to break something…she searched the room in vane. Fighting the anger 
that raged inside her, she took to deep breathing to try and calm 
herself. Kyle Bates…the name continued to ring through Lydia’s head 
until it was almost unbearable. Her informant had made a positive 
I.D. on him in Diana's conversion chamber. She began rubbing her 
temples, she glanced at the laden dinning table, it was only a matter 
of time before Nigel her little brother showed up for the dinner they 
had planned to share in celebration of his being assigned to the same 
fleet as she had been. It had been years since they had spent any 
time together and she had been looking forward to catching up and 
also grateful that he would be not only in the same fleet but the 
same ship. Lydia’s blood began to boil every time she remembered 
Diana's attempt of murdering her brother at the feast of Ramalan. 
Diana's plan had backfired as they often times did. Well, at least 
with Nigel on board she would have a confidant and a helping hand to 
try and thwart Diana's vain attempts at a takeover. She had heard 
the continuing rumors of the newest Supreme Commander, Michael. 
Lydia was not blind to the irony of his name. She smirked hoping 
that Diana did not miss it either. One of the Visitors greatest 
enemies was Michael Donovan one of the Los Angeles Resistance 
leaders. 
She shook her head; she could only fathom what was brewing in 
Diana's pea sized brain now. Lydia had been busy the last few days 
in search of where the star child Elizabeth had been hidden. She had 
gone along with Phillip when the Leader had called for peace. She had 
been quite awe struck by the young girls bravado and calm in the face 
of being ripped from her people and forced into a marriage with a the 
leader whom she had never even encountered. No matter that Elizabeth 
had been half human half Visitor but that she had been open to coming 
to a world on the brink of death and destruction. Much like her own 
Earth would be shortly if the rumors of the re-invasion where true 
and she had no doubt that they where. She had hoped in talking to 
Elizabeth that she might persuade the child to her way of thinking. 
Seeing as how Diana had failed, maybe the girl would listen to 
reason. 
She would also have to find out as much about her new Supreme 
Commander as she could in the next few days. She planned to go to 
him and try to show just where her loyalties lay, her records where 
impeccable and certainly he would sympathize with her having to have 
dealt with Diana in her "attempts" at taking Earth. She wasn't even 
military! She was a scientist! She still had no doubts that Diana's 
only claim to her position was through the oldest of the 
professions. 
She, thank the gods, deserved every accommodation that she had ever 
been given. She had severed her time and fought her way to the top, 
while Diana had chosen to climb another type of ladder. With a smirk 
and a toss of her hair Lydia took a seat at the dinner table to await 
Nigel. Somehow having made her decision to speak to the Supreme 
Commander had helped settle her down and she even had a little bit of 
an appetite. She looked hungrily at the glass-covered dishes. 

From: "Jaime" <JaimeBoler@yahoo.com> 
Date: Mon May 21, 2001 9:27 pm
Subject: (Story) B.V. or Before the Visitors

Robin Maxwell sighed deeply and shook her head. The movement made 
her short brown hair bounce and shine as the sunlight hit it. The 
top was down on her 1985 red Pontiac Sunbird convertible, and she was 
enjoying the fresh air and sunshine.

Stuck in traffic, Robin was making the long drive from Chicago, where 
she had lived since January 1985 with her relatives, to her old 
stomping grounds, L.A., the city of angels. Angels who had lived in 
gigantic motherships, she reminded herself.

To clear her head, Robin turned on the radio and switched channels 
until she found a station she liked. The song made her smile, and it 
brought back memories. Elias had dedicated it to Diana before "V" 
Day. Without thinking, Robin began singing along with the artist. 
The song was Michael Jackson's "Beat It." The song had been #1 on 
the Billboard Hot 100 before the Visitors came. 

B.V. Before the Visitors...

The tune took Robin back in time to the carefree days of her youth 
when her biggest problems were deciding what to wear to school or if 
she should call a crush or wait for him to call her.

Before the first of the motherships were spotted, an event that 
changed billions of lives, Robin had been a selfish teenager (some 
would still call her that) obsessed with the mall and the thought 
that she would die a virgin. She had been seventeen and on the 
border between girlhood and womanhood. She had wished so hard to 
grow up.

In those days, she didn't know how good she'd had it. But all that 
was before. Everything was different now--A.V. After the Visitors...

When the song finished, Robin faced reality once more. Fed up, she 
honked her horn and shouted, "Move, you people!"

From: wendy mills <wendymypooh_2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Tue May 22, 2001 2:10 pm
Subject: Revelations-Mike prt 6/Maggie pt 2

An ominous silence settled over the interior of the
SUV as Mike concentrated on driving and Maggie
pondered over what it was Donovan was going to tell
her...and of what she was going to tell him about
Sean...and Julie. The silence continued for several
minutes until Maggie couldn't take it anymore.

"Spit it out Donovan. The suspense is killing me." she
pleaded.

Mike didn't respond immediately to Maggie's plea, but
instead changed lanes so that he could exit the
freeway at the next off ramp.

"After I made that call to you from the HOT Salsa
requesting you to come pick me up, I left Juan in
charge of the lizard and headed home to catch some
sleep. When I stepped inside my apartment, I was
surprised by two 'visitors'. A man named Phaedon and a
woman named Jenna. They told me that the 'Fixer' sent
them to me to ask for my help-" 

"Wait, let me get this straight. Tyler actually sent
two people who don't know to your apartment to ask you
for help? That doesn't sound like Tyler to me. The man
would rather face down a whole squadron of lizards
than ask for help, especially from you." Maggie said,
incredulously.

"Tell me about it. I was just as incredulous as you
are when Jenna first told me who had sent them. I'm
usually on the bottom of Ham's list when it comes to
asking for favors, but after the two explained to me
what they needed my help with, I understood Ham's
reasons for sending them to me." Mike told her.

"So what did they want your help with?" Maggie asked.

"They wanted my help planning out a raid of the
Science Frontiers plant. Ham knew that I had sent alot
of time there with Julie and knew I'd know the layout
and security on the place."

"What's inside that Ham wants so bad? Guns? He's after
the cache of Visitor weapons that are stored there.
Isn't he?" Maggie exclaimed.

Mike nodded admiringly at her."The World League has
gotten information that the lizards are planning a
reinvasion and they need all the Visitor weapons that
they can get their hands on."

Maggie's voice turned deadly. "When are the snakes
suppose to arrive?"

"Don't know. That's why we have to be ready. I just
hate having to postpone my search for Sean again after
I've gotten a new lead..There's no telling what the
lizards are doing to him or making him do!" Mike said,
his voice crackng with emotion. Maggie could hear the
pain, worry and anger underlying it, knowing Mike was
tormenting himself with guilt over his inability to
find Sean and save him from whatever hell the Visitors
were putting him through.

Maggie bit her lip. She hadn't gotten a chance to
speak to Julie before she left, so she didn't know if
Sean's condition had gotten better or worse since the
last time she had seen him. She also knew that Julie
had wanted to be the one to tell Mike about finding
Sean, but there was no way she was going to sit by and
let Mike continue to beat himself up over his failure
to find Sean, when she knew that Sean was safe... or
safer than he was under the lizards control.

"Mike, Sean's safe. Julie found him a couple of days
ago." she blurted out.

Mike's head swung around to look at her in surprise.
Joy brightened his face as he exclaimed, " What? How
is he? Where is he?"

"Not good Mike. His physical health seems to be okay,
but mentally it's touch and go right now. Julie thinks
that besides the conversion Sean underwent, that he's
been drugged by the lizards on a daily basis. Pete and
Steve seem to agree. You'll have to let them explain
it to you when you get to New York, but at least you
know now that he's in good hands." Maggie broke the
information about Sean to Donovan as gently as she
could.

Mike closed his eyes for a moment as he took in the
information about Sean. He immediately opened them,
though, because he wouldn't do Sean or him any good if
he caused an accident that would prevent them from
reuniting. He bit back the bitter questions that
sprang onto the tip of his tongue regarding Julie and
their strained relationship, and focused on driving
instead. He waited until the SUV was stopped at an
intersection near his apartment building before
turning his attention on Maggie.

"Why didn't Julie call me when the day she found Sean?
Why didn't she insist that she come with you so that
she could tell me in person? At one time we used to
mean something to each other, but you wouldn't know
it? I've left countless messages on her machine and at
Brook Cove. I know things were a little strained
between us before she left for New York, but nothing
we couldn't have fixed over time. Obviously I was
wrong and Julie's decided move on to bigger and better
things, like dating that Maitland character."he asked
Maggie bitterly.

Maggie's voice was edged with anger as she rose to
Julie's defense. "Julie's not like that and you know
Mike! She told me how upset she was to have left LA
knowing how unsettled things were between the two of
you. I'm sure she would have tried to make things
right with you if only she hadn't been r-"

Maggie hastily broke off speaking before she had
finished the sentence, horrified that she had almost
revealed to Mike that Julie had been raped. By the
stunned look in Mike's green eyes, Maggie realized
that she had broken it off too late. Mike had picked
up on her train of thought and finished the sentence
off himself. 

Mike struggled against the overwhelming wave of mixed
emotions that rushed over him at the startling
revelation he had just learned. An horrifying image of
Julie's beautiful face and petite frame battered and
bloodied leaped before his eyes and made him close
them quickly to chase it away.  Anger engulfed him,
chasing away all the other emotions he was feeling as
he thought of the man that had raped Julie. All
bitterness, hurt or anger he had felt toward over the
past couple of months faded away and was replaced
instead with the love he had always felt for her and a
fierce urgency to protect her from further harm.

The interior of the SUV filled with silence once again
as Maggie allowed Mike some time to come to grips with
what he had just learned. It wasn't until they had
reached Mike's apartment building and had pulled into
his parking space and was preparing to get out that
Mike broke the silence.

"When did it happen?" he asked.

"The first week she arrived in New York." Maggie told
him quietly.  "I'm sorry, Mike. I shouldn't have been
the one to tell you. Julie should have." Maggie began.

Mike halted her apologies. "Don't be, Maggie. I needed
to know. At least now I have something to work on when
we go to New York."

"Don't push her Mike. She's been through too much."
Maggie warned.

"I won't. I'm just going to make her realize how
important she is too me." Mike said as he opened the
door and climbed out. Maggie followed suit and they
headed across the parking lot connected to Mike's
apartment building.


From: "Tamie Kwist" <amanda_donovan2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Tue May 22, 2001 5:18 pm
Subject: (Story) Between a rock and a hard place

Lauren Stewart ran a vent brush through her long, black hair after 
getting out of the shower. She found herself watching her reflection
in the mirror, as tears slid down from her brown eyes onto her
cheeks. 
"Be strong," Lauren sobbed. "Daddy would want you to be."
Lauren didn't like the fact that her father had spent the past
week in a psychiatric ward with no improvement. Her fears for his
health were worse than they'd been when he was converted almost
3 years ago. She wasn't prepared to let him go. She had already lost
her mother and wasn't about to go on without a family.
Out in the entryway, Dr. Pete Forsythe took of his coat that was
drenched with rain. It was almost midnight now, and still raining
cats and dogs. 'Nothing like a good old fashioned Nor’Easter', he 
mused bitterly.
Sure that Lauren would be fast asleep, he was a bit surprised
to find her in the hallway dressed in only a robe and dripping
water onto the teal carpet beneath her feet.
"Did you work late tonight?" he asked, going into the bedroom
and removing his suit coat.
Wearily, she shook her head and eyed the bag in his hands from 
Bloomingdale’s. "A present for moi?"
"You said to get something for the baby. I would've taken it to
Julie, but things got a little hectic tonight."
Lauren folded her arms over her chest. "What else is new? Is
Maitland giving you problems again?"
Offering her a hug, he smiled. "That's my woman, she reads
me like a book."
Lauren pulled away after a moment, and Pete started at her. 
"You've been crying."
"I went to see Dad."
Distracting himself from the obvious, he undid his tie, and laid 
the Bloomingdale’s bag on the dresser. Lauren took it and pulled out an
Outfit. It was a sleeper, white with black trim, and a New York
Yankees logo. "This is supposed to be for a girl?" she snickered.
"Sure. Why?"
"You're going to give Julie a New York Yankees baseball uniform
for Mike Donovan's daughter. Isn't that sac religious?"
Pete gave her a wicked grin. "Amanda is a New York girl. Did
radio Maggie? Did she make it okay?"
"I got a hold of the airport. Donovan picked her up." Lauren
pulled a pair of silk panties from her drawer and put them on
one leg at a time.
Pete watched her in wonder, almost glad that she had stayed up,
but he knew better than to come onto her. He had a feeling that Lauren
would consider him self-centered if he dared make a move. She 
caught him staring at her none the less though.
Just as he predicted she would, Lauren changed the subject. "Did
Maitland say anything about Daddy?"
"Well, he's still working on it. I'm trying to get him to focus all 
his attention on your father, but he insists on being involved with
Sean."
"How is Sean?" 
Flopping down on the bed like a broken rag doll, Pete pulled
a cigar from his shirt pocket and lit it. "I called a specialist at 
Harvard. I uh, didn't mention it to Julie though, or Maitland
for that matter."
"You're going over their heads?" she stared at him incredulously.
Getting a whiff of the stogie, she muttered, "Must you do that in 
here, 
Dear?"
He coughed a little, and headed towards the bathroom sink muttering,
"Women!"
"I heard that," Lauren teased, joining him and reached for her 
toothbrush and a tube of Close-up. "Are you thinking of transferring
Sean?"
"No. I just have to see if this other doctor can find the solution 
in
a less dangerous manner. They've done some research out there too."
Pete ran the cigar under the faucet and extinguished it.
"Can they help my father?" Lauren hated to sound conceited, but felt
the urge to ask.
"Your father wasn't on all those drugs, Babe. They look for things
that can counter act the side effects."
"What is it, a hallucinogen?"
"The only way we controlled his convulsions was by giving him 
Phencyclidine, which leads me to suspect that whatever he's been on 
was derived from it."
"What is that?"
"Sorry," he muttered, having forgotten that he wasn't talking to one
of his colleagues, but a UN diplomat. "It's the medical term for
PCP."
"So just treat him as if he were going through those kind of 
withdrawals."
"Well, that's the thing. It has an opposite affect. You cut back 
the PCP, and his blood pressure skyrockets. The kids either going to 
starve to 
death from not being able to eat, or have a heart attack."
"Poor kid," Lauren sighed. "Poor Mike."


From: "Rosie" <RosiePozie@hotmail.com> 
Date: Tue May 22, 2001 8:30 pm
Subject: All For One And One For All (Josh Brooks Intro)

 Josh Brooks sat in the driver's seat of a car. He eyes the apartment 
complex across the street waiting for the black SUV his contacts told 
him Donovan drove to pull up. He took a sip of coffee and sat back in 
his seat. He looked at his dashboard and pick up the small picture 
that sat there. It was of Sean, Rei and him all smiling. Rei had her 
hands around both of them. Her head was leaning on Josh's shoulder. 
It was a month before the second invasion. They were at the school 
carnival. Robert Maxwell gave Josh the choice of going to Chicago 
with Polly and Katie, living with Robin, Elizabeth and himself or 
attending the state school in Ojai. Although Josh loved all the 
Maxwell's like his own family, Sean was his best friend and Sean 
needed all the friends he could have. So Josh chose to attend the 
state school. Once they got there they met Rei.

Rei wasn't like other girls, which is why Sean and Josh liked her. 
She was eight months older than Josh and a year or so older than 
Sean. The three of them seemed to gravitate to each other. Almost 
instantly understanding the others lost. Rei never wanted them to 
dwell on that though. She was wild and free she didn't put on any 
airs. She was a tomboy. She taught them both how to ride horse and 
motorcycles. Showed them how to sneak out at night and to go on any 
adventure that came their way. Taught them both the value of a friend 
because she was the best friend they could have. When Sean would have 
his mood swings she never judged him. She always acted like it didn't 
matter. No matter what Sean would be her friend and she was always 
there for Josh. They did everything together. Stuck by each other 
took the fall for each other when things got to rough for one of them 
to handle. There was a sweetness Rei never allowed anyone but Sean 
and him to see. Josh laughed to himself remembering the day the staff 
finally gave up trying to separate them. Their loyalty to each other 
was unbreakable or so they thought.

"All for one and one for all" Josh thought. Their three musketeer's 
motto. When Diana and the Visitor's came back both Josh and Rei knew 
that she would hunt down Sean. When she did without a moment's 
hesitation Rei gave herself up as well right behind her was Josh. 
Perhaps it was that loyalty that made the three of them volunteer to 
be Youth Corps members. Perhaps it was that loyalty that made them 
so susceptible to Diana's conversion techniques. Josh could still 
remember the images of people trying to separate the three of them. 
Diana coming and "rescuing" them from that fate. It was that loyalty 
that finally turned the three of them against their own kind. They 
became efficient little killers under the guise of innocent children. 
Diana's little prizes. Sean was the trophy in her never-ending war 
with Mike Donovan. Rei was the ultimate bargaining chip if Nathan 
Bates ever got out of hand. Diana knew human nature enough to know 
even if Nathan denied she was his in the end he would falter if it 
meant Rei's life. And Josh, Josh was her way of making sure the two 
of them did what she wanted them to do. The one thing she could not 
break was their loyalty to one another. Sean and Rei were the best of 
the best in their unit. They were good at what they did, too good. 
Josh didn't seem to mind he didn't even mine when he was transferred 
from the recon unit to the tech ops unit. Diana's attempt to severe 
the bond the three of them shared. What she didn't know was in doing 
that Josh was finally set free of her forever. It was there where he 
met the members of the fifth column. It was there that they stopped 
giving him hid daily doses of Procob and helped him detox. Josh at 
first refused to believe that he was not in control of his choices. 
Unfortunately they were right. Again it was his loyalty to his 
friends that made him do the one thing that could have proved fatal 
to him. 

Josh watched both Rei and Sean rise in the ranks trying to find the 
right moment to rescue them. But the more he waited the more they 
became full of blood lust. He watched the glazed over look in their 
eyes as they would kill without conscious. Josh knew they were both 
getting transferred to New York shortly. He knew he had to do 
something. In that moment he had to make one of the most painful 
choices he ever had to make. The choice of who to save first. Josh 
didn't have a lot of time to think the days seem to pass like minutes 
finally he decided it had to be Rei. Diana held Sean to close 
especially after Donovan tried to rescue him. He knew Donovan would 
never give up until he found Sean again. Rei had no one. Kyle thought 
she was dead, Nathan didn't care about her. No family, no friends-- 
Sean and Josh were all she had. Josh convinced his friends in the 
fifth column to help him. The day Rei was to be transported to New 
York Josh went AWOL. He and three fifth columnists kidnapped her and 
took her to a safe house. Josh gave her the same sedative her 
received during his Procob withdrawals. 

At first she resisted then she gave into the sedative. It took four 
days for all the Procob to work out of her system. Josh sat there 
with her in the safe house. Held her as her body shook and wiped the 
sweat off her face as she fought the same battle he did. Josh 
remembered whispering in her ear that everything would be all right 
that he would help her through all of this. Rei went from rational to 
irrational in a matter of seconds during that time. First calling out 
for Josh, Kyle or Sean. Then looking at him venomously telling him 
that she would kill him and Diana would free her. Josh sat waiting 
and watching everyday realizing a little bit more that he was in love 
with Rei. He never said anything because he never knew whether or not 
Rei and Sean had become an item there were rumors and because he 
loved Sean like a brother, Josh hid his feelings for Rei. Finally 
after two weeks Rei was free of the mind altering Visitor drug and on 
the last day together Josh finally revealed how he felt for her in a 
single good-bye kiss. 

The kiss marked the painful decision Josh made that left his heart 
broken in a way he still had not recovered from. The decision to let 
Rei go. Josh knew Rei would worry about him. He knew Rei would want 
to go with him to rescue Sean. He didn't have the heart to tell her 
that he could never go back to the mother ship and he knew if he 
stayed with her they would easily be found. Instead he made her think 
that he was going back. "Please Josh let me help you help Sean." Rei 
pleaded. "No you need to get out of the picture. Trust me please?' 
Josh begged. "You're the only one I do trust." Rei whispered. "Then 
go. We'll find you. All for one and one for all" Josh chuckled. He 
begged Rei to live her life. He hoped she was happy wherever she 
was and if she wasn't he hoped she could hang on until he found Sean 
and they looked for her together. From what he understood though Sean 
had changed. He no longer remembered Rei or Josh. Then the war ended 
again. Josh frantically looked for Rei but it always seemed as if he 
was a day late from the last place she was spotted. So he resumed his 
quest to find Sean. Hoping against hope that between the two of them 
they could find their friend. The last thing Josh heard was that Sean 
was in New York. Maybe it was his loyalty to his friend or the guilt 
of choosing to save Rei and not Sean that lead him to where he was 
now. All he knew was that he owed too much to Mike Donovan to not let 
him know about his son. Josh watched as a car pulled up into the 
driveway. He looked and saw Mike and a blonde woman step out of the 
vehicle. Josh got out of the car and slowly walked toward them. Josh 
stepped out of the shadows and saw Maggie Blodgett standing there 
with Mike. Josh cleared his throat and whispered "Mr. Donovan?…" 


From: "Bill" <bb1678@hotmail.com> 
Date: Wed May 23, 2001 3:24 pm
Subject: (Story) Laying the foundation Pt. IV

<Continued from part III>

Michael began his confession, "I have someone you have been trying to 
find for sometime..."
"Elizabeth... the starchild from Earth...? Where did you find her?"
Michael hesitated for a moment before he replied. "She has been in my 
custody, since the unfortunate death of the leader."
Diana was stunned. She tried to hide the outrage in her voice, "Your 
custody?"
She turned to look at Nigel's face. He avoided her stare, she 
returned her cold stare to the supreme commander.
"Yes, she requested that her location was kept a secret... Especially 
from you Diana."
Diana's restraint slipped, "Do you always listen to requests from 
prisoners?"
Nigel looked at Michael to see his reaction to Diana's outburst, 
Michael raised a smile, "No, I don't make it a habit... but I can 
understand your reaction Diana. There is no conspiracy against you if 
that is what you are alluding to?"
Her voice was restrained, "Why was I not informed about this earlier?"
"She feared that you would try to kill her... Why would she say that 
Diana?" He looked straight into her eyes.
"I have no intention of killing her. Her fears are unfounded 
commander... she was my creation."
"I couldn't be sure of that, I simply didn't want to take any 
chances."
"So why are you telling now?"
"I felt you should know, since you were searching for her... Now that 
she has helped us to complete the work I assigned her, her usefulness 
has... diminished..."
Diana was puzzled by his last statement, "Her assignment?"
"She is working for us to develop a weapon we can use against the 
humans."
Diana was bemused, but she then had to try and subdue her wicked 
smile. She knew Elizabeth must have tricked him in some way. She 
toyed with the idea of telling him, but she decided it would be 
better to say nothing. 'Why should I help the arrogant son of a 
bitch?' she thought. She replied with a simple "I see." fearing she 
would laugh out aloud...
There was a sense of pride in Michael's voice, "Yes, she has been 
working on it for some time..."
"May I see her?"
"You may, but if anything happens to her, you will be the first 
person I'll be looking for... Do I make myself clear Diana?" She 
nodded in answer.
Nigel spoke, "Supreme commander, you should be leaving for the battle 
fleet, it's 19:00 hours."
"Of course, thank you Nigel. He will answer any questions you may 
have regarding Elizabeth. I'll be seeing you again before you leave 
Diana. In the meantime I expect your preliminary report as soon as 
possible."
"Yes commander, you will have it very soon."
"Good I'll see you both later then." Michael got up from his chair 
and walked towards the entrance, four troopers waited outside to 
escort him to the shuttle bay. 

As the double doors of the room closed, Diana swung her chair around 
so she faced Nigel. Her face showed her obvious anger, Nigel 
regretted not leaving with the supreme commander. He had a feeling 
that he was going to bare the sting of Diana's pent-up rage. 
"So that's your little secret then Nigel?"
"Yes commander."
"Does your sister know anything about this?"
"Of course not! I have my orders..."
"Good, then I'm ordering you not to tell her, until I say 
otherwise..."
Nigel felt he was in some way betraying his own sister by following 
Diana's order, but he clearly had no choice. 
"Yes commander."
He was already under orders to tell no one, other than the people the 
supreme commander had authorized, so in another way he wasn't 
betraying his sister. That made him feel less guilty. Diana could 
only have a subversive agenda, by issuing such an order. It was an 
agenda he hoped that didn't involve his sister. 
"I want to see her tomorrow, be in shuttle bay four, at 0900"
"Yes commander, docking bay four, 0900"
"You're dismissed captain..."
Nigel walked towards the entrance. He was surprised that Diana didn't 
ask more questions about Elizabeth. She was clearly upset, but he 
sensed that she had something else on her mind throughout the meeting.
As the doors closed behind Nigel, Diana hastily activated the display 
terminal on the conference table. "Open com, conversion chamber" 
The terminal displayed "Authorization required." 
"Authentication code 982CS-G6581."
An image of Matthew appeared on the display, "Yes commander."
"Is the Human still in the chamber?" 
Matthew replied, "No the troopers..." Diana cut him off, "Put him 
back in, I'll be there straight away. We haven't much time…"
"Yes Diana." She switched off the display terminal, and quickly made 
her way to the transport lift.


From: "Jaime" <JaimeBoler@yahoo.com> 
Date: Wed May 23, 2001 9:51 pm
Subject: (Story) "Red" Alert

Looking right and left, Nigel hurried down the corridor. Troopers 
and personnel alike nodded and he nodded in return. He hoped that he 
did not look suspicious or paranoid; in truth, he was probably both.

As he approached the entrance to Elizabeth's chamber, the guards 
nodded to him and opened the door. They stood aside to allow the 
captain entrance. "I won't be here long," he announced curtly.

"Yes, sir," they responded in unison. It was none of their business, 
Nigel knew, yet they looked curiously at him every time he paid the 
star-child a visit. 

Elizabeth was reading a book on Sirian art as he entered. She looked 
up at his approach with a smile on her face. However, her happy 
expression disappeared quickly once she saw the look on Nigel's face.

"What is the matter, Nigel?" Her heart leapt in her throat. Had he 
told the Supreme Commander her deepest secret?

Nigel took a deep breath, "Elizabeth, the Supreme Commander informed 
Diana today that he was holding you prisoner, that you were working 
for him, and that he was protecting you from her."

He waited for the shock to abate.

"They don't know that---?" she began, but he cut her off.

"No, they have no idea about that," he assured her.

He sighed, "But there's something else. Diana wants to see you."

"What!?"

"Elizabeth, you have nothing to fear. The Supreme Commander made it 
clear that if anything happened to you, she would be held 
responsible."

She almost laughed at the absurdity of his statement, "Gee, I feel 
better already."

Nigel continued, "You will be taken to shuttle bay 4 at 0900 
tomorrow. Be prepared for anything..." He trailed off.

"With Diana, anything is possible, and I know that better than you 
do, Nigel."

"I can't stay, Elizabeth. Your guards are getting suspicious and I'm 
getting paranoid. I'll see you later," Nigel approached her and 
they embraced.

Elizabeth was silent as he walked out of the chamber. Her book lay 
abandoned on the floor, but she did not feel like reading it now. 
Instead, she knelt on the floor and bowed her head. She needed to 
pray. For strength, for Kyle, for Nigel, for Earth, for the 
Resistance, for humanity. She had to pray for tomorrow she had to 
face the Queen Lizard, her creator, her enemy, her darkest 
fear...Diana.

From: "Jaime" <JaimeBoler@yahoo.com> 
Date: Wed May 23, 2001 10:16 pm
Subject: (Story) No Longer an Outsider

Robin felt so free and alive on the open road heading to L.A. In 
truth, she hadn't felt this good in years. Her decision had not been 
reached lightly and it was a good one, she knew.

She had grown up a lot. It hurt to think about what had happened 
since the Visitors changed everything...

Her friends had thought a spaceship hovering over the city had been 
neat. They had nothing to fear; they said they came in peace. They 
wanted some chemicals, etc. in exchange they'd educate scientists and 
leave the world a better place. But it was not to be.

Robin and her family had learned firsthand how "peaceful" the 
Visitors were. But first, she had fallen in love--with Brian. 
Handsome, charming, from another planet. It had been so cool to hang 
out with him. But then scientists were accused of planning a 
conspiracy against the Visitors. And life in the Maxwell family took 
a turn for the worst. It was so hard remembering...

When Daniel had tried to force Robin to marry him, she and her family 
had escaped to the mountain camp. She went crazy there so her father 
took Robin with him to the resistance headquarters just outside the 
city. There, Robin just wanted to get away. And she had--right into 
the hands of the Visitors.

On the mothership, a woman she would later know as Diana gave her a 
sandwich and some milk and ran a light over her. Robin now knew she 
should never have taken what they offered. Alone in a small cell, 
Brian had come to her. At first, it felt nice when he kissed her. 
But Robin had known instinctively that something was not right with 
Brian. But it was too late. She had been rescued by Martin and Mike, 
but the deed had been done. Soon the ring appeared around her neck 
and she started having morning sickness. She was pregnant and scared 
to death...

No one understood. As everyone was learning how to shoot weapons and 
where to inflict damage on the Visitors, Robin was dealing with her 
own private Hell. When she saw what Willie looked like under his 
human skin, she had begged Julie for an abortion. But the baby had 
attached itself to her vital organs, and she had to carry it to full 
term. When she first saw Elizabeth wrapped in a blanket, she thought 
her fears had all been for nothing, and then the baby showed its 
lizard tongue. She also had a twin...

Robin never had a chance to be a real mother to her child. She shed 
her skin over and over. Then one day the Resistance brought Brian 
in. He had lied to Robin so she killed him. But Father Andrew 
thought she might hurt Elizabeth so he took the child to Diana. 
Robin had been furious, hurt, and confused.

Once she got her back, she finally understood how much the child 
meant to her and what an important symbol she was. 

Robin shook her head thinking about what everyone thought of her. 
Julie saw her as self-centered. Kyle saw her as a fragile china doll, 
who couldn't handle the truth--that he was in love with Elizabeth. 
Diana saw her as an egg donor so she used John to get her pregnant. 
But it didn't work.

Robin thought John was the one, but she was wrong again. Chris and 
Ham had gone with her to Chicago as escorts. Quickly, Robin realized 
she had a huge crush on Ham. But he thought of her as a child too. 
Robin was a woman, however. One who was tired of having everyone 
else fight her battles.  Diana had been the cause of her mother's and 
father's deaths. She had been the cause of Elizabeth's 
disappearance. And countless other things.

Robin was determined to do two things: get her daughter back and see 
that Diana never hurt anyone again. She was not a leader like 
Julie. Not a fighter like Polly. She didn't have powers like 
Elizabeth. She was just Robin. She could learn how to shoot, how to 
slip away into the night. She would learn. 

All of a sudden, Robin had an urge to pull off the road, and she 
did. She felt that her daughter was in deep danger and that she 
needed to pray for her. And Kyle. So Robin did.

She could rejoice now because she was no longer an outsider. She 
would prove her worth. She could do it. She had to...

From: "Tamie Kwist" <amanda_donovan2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Sat May 26, 2001 9:40 pm
Subject: (story) Yesterday

With the storm outside growing louder and more violent and paranoia 
setting in, Julie couldn't sleep. She tossed and turned on the couch, 
unable to find comfort. Afraid to sleep in her own bedroom, concerned 
that someone might break in while she was sound asleep, here Julie 
stayed most nights, but lately finding sound sleep seemed impossible.
She closed her eyes tightly, thinking of days long ago, and growing 
even more nervous about Donovan's impending arrival. If she thought 
hard enough she could remember some of the higher points in their 
relationship...

It was almost two years ago, during the second war when Mike 
Donovan had disappeared. Julie had been torn between looking for him 
or keeping a promise to Elizabeth that she would see her off to New 
York. As it turned out, Donovan had been captured by the Visitors and 
duped into revealing Elizabeth's location. Fortunately for the 
resistance he'd made it out with enough time to warn them. Julie was 
especially happy to see him. After the crowd left the basement of the 
Club Creole, the two were left alone to face the dying flames of 
their relationship. Donovan had suddenly become offended at her 
amusement at the notion that some Visitor had posed as Julie, and 
pretended that they were married. Donovan asked her if she thought it 
was a bad idea, and became upset with her when she couldn't give him 
a straight answer. Julie had gone home alone that night, questioning 
their relationship.
In the weeks to come, they grew farther apart. Then, from out of 
nowhere, Margie Donovan had come waltzing back into her ex-husband's 
life. Julie was made well aware of the fact that Mike and Margie had 
lots in common and that they had a bond Julie didn't--a child. It 
wasn't long before she realized that she might be pregnant. But 
before she gained the courage to confide in Mike, it was too late. 
She lost the baby and Margie Donovan lost her life in a raid.
From there, the once sweet nectar of Mike and Julie's relationship 
had turned sour. Somewhere they decided that they'd had enough of the 
accusations... Julie in particular had enough of Donovan's stupid 
jealously over Nathan Bates. Some days she avoided the Club Creole 
all together, but eventually, when her double life had been exposed, 
she had nowhere else to go. Julie sensed that the last offense was on 
her part, and it had been trying to save Nathan Bates life during the 
prisoner exchange. Bates died, and Julie guessed that Donovan's love 
for her died to. She'd reasoned that with the war intensifying, and 
the resistance on the go that there was no sense in pursuing the 
impossible. She let him go. But she never forgot.


From: JMacleod@paonline.com 
Date: Sun May 27, 2001 5:00 pm
Subject: (Story)...A force to be reckoned with...

***A joint post by Jenn and Jaime...a.k.a. Lydia & Nigel***
************************************************************ 
Thirty minutes passed before Lydia’s door chimed softly alerting her 
to a visitor. She grinned as the door slid open to reveal her 
brother Nigel. He returned the smile as he greeted her.

"Hello Lydia."

"Nigel! It's so good to see you." She said quietly, as she looked 
him over.

He moved farther into the room allowing the door to slide shut behind 
him. She sat and waved him to the seat across from her. He did as 
asked and gazed appreciatively at the table set before him. In front 
of him where several dishes, all baring different delicacies from the 
visitor home world. On the plate directly in front of him was an 
appetizer of red and black termites, one of his favorites. Lydia had 
remembered his craving for sweet and spicy foods. Beside the dish 
was a glass that resembled a bourbon glass, in it was ice cold water 
with a goldfish swimming in it. Nigel looked from the extravagant 
dishes set before him to his sister and said; "Lydia this wasn't 
necessary."

"Not necessary! How often do we get to see each other?" She 
asked, "It's a gift that we've actually been assigned to the same 
fleet let alone the same ship!" She said happily. 

"You do know…" He said hesitantly, "…that this was Diana's doing?"

Lydia froze upon mention of her nemesis name. "How do you know 
that?" She demanded through gritted teeth. 

"I saw her r-right before I came here. I had a meeting with her and 
the new supreme commander, Michael." He stammered trying not to look 
guilty. He flinched as Lydia slammed her fist on the table. Rising 
she began to pace the small cabin.

"What did they want Nigel?" She asked stopping long enough to give 
him a hard stare before continuing her pacing.

He swallowed hard and continued. "Only to brief me on the fact that 
there will be a re-invasion. Supreme commander Michael is placing 
Diana back in charge of the fleet." Nigel was sorry the moment the 
words had crossed his lips. His sister came to a dead halt and spun 
around to glare at him. 

"WHAT!?" She bellowed. "He's putting her back in charge! That man 
must be a lunatic! 

"Calm down Lydia he mentioned that there will be someone above her 
going as well. Someone to oversee her activities I suppose. For all 
we know it could be you he's chosen and he just hasn't spoken to you 
yet. I mean…You'd be a perfect choice. You saw what destruction and 
problems she caused last time, now may be the chance for you to prove 
to him how unstable she is." He spoke rapidly trying to calm her 
down. Her face had become flushed and he could see her fighting for 
control of her temper.

"What else Nigel, I can tell there's more and I demand you tell me! 
I'm your sister, if you love me at all you'll tell me what that witch 
is up to!" Lydia said angrily.

Nigel took a sip from the glass stalling for time. ~What do I do now?
~ He thought silently.

He shook his head, "Lydia, I don't know what she's doing. You're in a 
much better position than I am to know the workings of her mind."

Lydia stared hard at her brother for a minute trying to read his body 
language. They had never lied to one another before. She knew that 
Nigel would want to protect her, but she felt that this was her 
battle. She'd taken enough flack for Diana's little screw ups and 
she didn't intend to suffer any further degradation at the hands of 
the ex-leaders mistress. Nor did she intend for Diana to be able to 
harm her beloved brother.

"Lydia, I want to make Diana pay for what she tried to do to me and 
for what she's put you through. She's put us through hell, and it's 
time she received what's coming to her," Nigel paused and looked his 
sister right in the eyes. Realizing that she would be able to read 
through any untruth he told he decided to be as honest as possible 
with her.

"What do you say, Lydia? I'm game if you are, but we've got to be 
careful. She has spies and many are loyal to her. We've got to find a 
chink in her lizard scales. Something she isn't supposed to know 
about or wasn't supposed to do. Something that will blow up
right in her face." He continued, "But first, I think someone might 
help us. Someone who hates Diana as much as you and I do. Someone who 
is powerful in her own right," Nigel
trailed off.

"Nigel…" She said coming to stand in front of him, she knelt and 
placed both hands on his face, meeting his gaze straight on. "…You 
are the only person in the world I would entrust my life to, but 
Diana is not the only one with spies and connections." She said 
quietly. 

Nigel's gaze never wavered from his sister's as he said, "Together we 
WILL beat Diana."

Lydia sighed and nodded. "She'll never knew what hit her." With 
that she rose and returned to her seat. The remainder of their 
dinner was spent in quiet conversation, and much reminiscing. 


From: JMacleod@paonline.com 
Date: Mon May 28, 2001 6:03 pm
Subject: (Story)...Fight or Flight...(Joint Post/Zak & Jenna)

As Lathaniel pulled his frame through the hole in the warehouse 
wall, he spotted a small group of people off towards the middle of 
the warehouse. They were clustered around a sheet of paper on the 
floor that one of them was hastily drawing on. He recognised Polly, 
Daryian and Phaedon but not the second woman. ~Quite the looker!!~ 
Lathaniel thought, brushing his shirt down and clearing his throat. 

Ham walked towards the group, catching his MAC-10 as
Daryian threw it to him. After checking the weapon purely out of 
habit, he squatted down between Poll and Jenna. "So, anyone got a 
plan?"

Lathaniel stood in the background until Ham reached the group and 
then made his own way over. He looked through the small collection 
of weapons stacked beside the group. ~Little boy guns,~ he thought 
to himself. He pulled the Franchi SPAS 12 auto-shotgun off his back 
and flicked it onto auto fire and then applied the safety, already 
knowing it was fully loaded. Unwrapping the bandolier from his 
waist, he fixed it in place across his chest. Finally comfortable, he 
sat cross legged on the floor between Phaedon and Jenna. ~I 
wonder…..~ he thought to himself. He turned to Phaedon and looked 
away again, then turned to smile at Jenna.

Pheadon watched Lathaniel with interest as he sized up Jenna. He 
tapped the other mans arm and said, "Don't even think about it, she's 
already got a real man." He smiled coldly as Lathaniel turned to 
stare at him threw half lidded eyes.

"Funny.... I don't remember saying anything, let alone to you," 
Lathaniel replied dismissively.

Ham gave the pair a harsh stare... "So I take it that's a 'no' on any
plans?" He sighed.

Daryian started them off, "I suggest we send a small team in, say Ham,
Lathaniel and Jenna. I'll stay with Phaedon in the loading bay, and 
leave Polly in bird's eye on the warehouse roof." He thought for a 
second and then continued, "We assign a simple clear signal to keep 
everyone informed. We'll mark Polly with 3 taps, Guard team (Daryian 
& Phaedon) with 4 taps and Infiltration team (Ham, Jenna & Lathaniel) 
with 5 taps. Then a pause and then the following codes: 1 for 
danger, 2 for immediate evac and 3 for man down for trouble. On the 
trouble signal Phaedon and I move in to cover you. I suggest a quick 
entry, there are no friendlies so lethal force to ALL contacts. 
There's no way to infiltrate and exfiltrate with the info and not be 
seen in the process. Whatever we find in there, and remember it may 
be nothing!! We have to deal with it there and then and get out. 
Damn fast!"

Lathaniel smiled at the mention of 'lethal force'.

Daryian finished his speech.

"OK, that's one POV. Anyone else?" Tyler asked.

Jenna spoke up, choosing to ignore the hostile glances that where 
passing between Pheadon and Lathaniel. "I like it, I say we do it."
She glanced at the two men beside her. "You think you two could can 
the bull till we finish this? Or am I going to have to knock some 
sense into your heads?" She saw Pheadon give her a frown but he 
nodded at her while keeping a wary eye on Lathaniel.

Lathaniel just gave her a lascivious grin. She sighed and rolled her 
eyes in Tylers direction. "Lets move." She said rising and 
following Ham toward the exit. Catching up to him she tucked an arm 
into his and gave it a sqeeze before releasing him and saying 
quietly; "By the way old man it's good to see you again. Even if I 
do have a few bones to pick with you." She heard him chuckle as she 
kept pace with him. She went exited first keeping watch while 
Lathaniel, Ham, Daryian and finally Pheadon came through behind her. 
Ham took the lead with Jenna next staying ahead of Lathaniel and 
Daryian and Pheadon bringing up the rear.

Tyler led them to the Sewer grate that he and Daryian had used before 
and lifted the lid. Giving Jenna a hand he helped her in and watched 
as she clambered down the ladder. He went next Lathaniel following 
quickly after him Pheadon following leaving Daryian to bring up the 
lead. Polly dragged the cover back into place behind them and made 
her way up to the roof to provide "overwatch".

Leading the other four down the tunnel, they where all on full alert, 
it wasn't long before they reached the next destination. ~So far so 
good~ Jenna thought coming up behind Tyler as he climbed up the 
ladder and lifted the next lid. Again he offered her a hand and 
helped her as she gained her footing, before releasing her he gave 
her some simple instructions. "Watch yourself."

Jenna nodded and nimbly clambered up behind him. As she came through 
the opening into the storeroom she, like Tyler had immediatly brought 
her weapon to bare. Giving a quick scan she watched and waited with 
Tyler as the others came through behind them. She looked at Ham once 
everyone was in and Daryian was dragging the cover back into place 
and said; "Answer me something Tyler? You said that you heard David 
and Allan say they had to "Feed" Something when they came in
here...uh, What exactly where they feeding and where is it? Did they 
even say?"

"Yeah," Tyler replied, "they were bringing food for the guard that 
used to be positioned below us." He smiled at Jenna, "Daryian and I 
took care of them. OK, I hope everyone's set. We have..." Tyler 
checked his watch, "56 minutes until the guards are changed over. 
Ideally we need to be in and out inside that time."

"Doesn't sound likely Ham," Lathaniel said, "given that we have no
blueprints for the place, or any REAL idea of how many people are 
inside." 

Ham nodded his head, "True, but we have to go with what we do know. 
And that's the timescale."

Phaedon checked his SMG's clip again, seeming a little nervous all of 
a sudden. Lathaniel noticed. "You ok Phae? Seem a little tense," 
Lathaniel said, all sarcasm out of his tone now 
Purely professional. 

"No, no, I'm cool. Just getting ready." Lathaniel got up and patted 
him on the back, then walked to the door they knew faced the loading 
bay.

"Right, Daryian and Phaedon, you both follow us to the loading bay 
and then dig in and stay there. Listen for our signals on the 
mikes..." Tyler tapped his ear, indicating the new high-tech radio 
mikes he managed to "purloin" a while back. "... Remember the codes 
for your team and then, 1 for danger, 2 for immediate evac and 3 for 
man down. Got it? Good."

"OK guys and gals, load up, check your weapons. Except Phaedon, I'm 
sure yours is fine now!" Tyler grinned at Phaedon.

"No more verbals... Use the sound codes... Polly?"

The radio signal came through loud and clear, "Copy."

"We clear to go?"

"Roger that. Two guards on an irregular patrol around the building, 
but they just left so hopefully they'll be gone for a few. Then 
there's 3 guards in the loading bay, but I can only see glimpses of 
them through the doors. The door's slightly ajar though so
you should be ok. But check your night vision, it's reall dark out 
here and real bright in there. OK, the last guard's rounded the 
corner of the building. GO!" Tyler hoped that the scrambled signal 
going from Polly to Tyler was secure. The radio system used the van 
as a bounce site where the signal would be re-directed around the 
local telephone exchanges and then scrambled and beamed back to 
them. Tyler hoped this was good enough, but there was no getting 
around the information he needed from Polly.

"Right, we're out now move!" Daryian twisted the door
handle and pushed... Nothing... The door was locked!

"Damn! This was unlocked earlier!" Daryian said quietly.

Ham smiled, "Well I brought the key that Alan had...You know... Just 
in case... But they may know about the guards and consequently a 
possible raid. We gotta be careful." Tyler unlocked the door and 
opening it, checked around outside quickly. Nothing.

They sprinted for the loading bay.....


From: PL1251@msn.com 
Date: Mon May 28, 2001 8:49 pm
Subject: The Return Scene III (Journey to Earth Scene II)

Commodore Paulette swiftly entered the Bridge:
"Captain, please report status, how close are we
to leaving, any report from Supreme Leader Michael?"
"Yes Commodore, but I'm afraid its bad news, The Leader
made some major cutbacks, and has given us a list of
ships that are to remained behind."
Commodore Paulette quickly turned and caught his eye,
and as swift as she was, he quickly looked downed and
said "I'm sorry but we are listed as well."
Bewildered and angered she turned to face the wall
structure, sighing in exasperation. Quickly she wondered
what to do when the high beep signal went off;she
turned back as the Captain spoke again, "Commodore,
there is a shuttle leaving port from the west side
of the space station, its picking up speed, bearing
mark... Earth? He quickly looked up bewildered.
He saw a hint of slyness crossing her face, when she
said "Send a message to the leader. State that we are
on an emergency course to intercept a deserting shuttle.
Also address and apology for not waiting."
"But Commodore... we still have 30 minutes left on
completing the fueling of this ship" he said.
She gave such a look that he found disturbing enough
to comply.. a minute later, they left the port with
sirens blaring.


Phillip sat wondering if any ships have left the port, checked on 
the control panel, and sure enough one did, he sat back satisfied
that its going the way he planned. Than began wondering who was
commanding the ship, sat up and tapped away on the keyboard, and
gave an exasperating sigh as the name came up on the screen. No one
has the time or patience for this one, is probably why everyone gives
in, what she wants she gets, he thought. With nothing else to do he 
sat back and waited. Sure enough, 30 minutes went by before the
hailings began. He ignored it for several minutes, than he felt
a hard jolt as the shuttle was trap in the tractor beam.
He watched the shuttle carried into port, felt another jolt as it
landed, got up and walked onto the platform/door just as it touch
the floor. He immediaetly saw the surprise look on the Commodore
as she saw him, noted four security guards, two on each side of
her.
"Well, Well, Well" she said sarcastically. "What's your hurry? What's
back there on Planet Earth is just as interesting to me as well as 
you". When Phillip didn’t answer for several seconds, she exasper-
ly ordered security to put him in confinement, turned and left the
port dock, heading back to the bridge. Not a minute went by when
the security signal went off and a computerized voice announced: 
"Attention, Attention, prisoner escaped, all security alert, all
security alert.”  The voice droned on...as the buzz in her head grew
louder, the internally alarm building up that scared her out of her
wits, she knew instantly where he was heading, turned and ran back
to her office/room. She immediately unlocked the door and walked 
through, her breathing heavy, he was nowhere inside the room. As she
looked down at the body, two security guards ran in and immediately 
saw the body, she looked up at them. Her face grew appalled as she
looked past them and saw Phillip in the doorway. Phillip quickly
recognized Thelma. What did that bitch do? He thought. He looked
up at the Commodore and the first words out of his mouth were: “By 
Order of Command, you are confined to this quarter till further
notice! Guards, stand by!!" He pushed the intercom button on her
desk. "Med alert!Please report to the commandore's office”
and waited.

From: "Jaime" <JaimeBoler@yahoo.com> 
Date: Wed May 30, 2001 11:06 am
Subject: (Story) To Fight for Peace

Elizabeth had a hard time going to sleep that night. Tossing and 
turning, she was up most of the night. When she was not lying awake 
and sleeping fitfully, she did dream. Elizabeth didn't know why, she 
guessed it was the environment and the pressure she was under, but 
she never had nightmares before she came here.

They weren't all nightmares. After her change to a young woman, 
Elizabeth and Julie talked about the war. It had occurred when the 
Resistance attempted to send Elizabeth safely to New York. Elizabeth 
had been very sad because she thought she had done something wrong. 
But Julie told her it was to keep Elizabeth safe during the 
fighting. Julie explained that it was best for Elizabeth to be far 
away from L.A. while the Resistance "fought for peace."

Elizabeth raised her eyebrows in question, "Fight for peace? Isn't 
that a contradiction?"

Julie smiled sadly, "Yeah, I guess it is."

"Will I ever have to fight for peace?" she wondered aloud.

"I hope not," Julie replied firmly.

Elizabeth had not understood the concept then. But it was different 
now.

She had believed the war could be won by words of peace, 
negotiations, treaties, hand shakes. When she took part in 
Resistance activity, Elizabeth never needed a gun. She had her 
powers, and they were enough to stop the Visitors. 

However, the Visitors had a violent history. Of fighting amongst 
themselves and of fighting the enemy. Diana certainly did not 
believe in handshakes. She believed in action.

Then the dream shifted and Elizabeth saw different scenes. She saw 
Nathan Bates shot, watched as Willie died and she brought him back, 
looked on as her grandfather gave up his life to save millions, 
watched as Father Andrew searched Elizabeth's eyes for one final 
moment. 

She saw Diana smiling in victory. She saw her shoot down the 
American flag over the White House and order the raising of the 
Sirian flag. Instead of the National Anthem being played, Elizabeth 
heard the Visitor Anthem being sung loudly. 

But she could never let that happen. If one was to win, it couldn't 
be the Visitors. If they did, the Earth would lie in a pile of 
destruction and rubble. And humans would not be able to pick up the 
pieces. Could the two groups ever live in peace? Elizabeth prayed 
so but in the back of her mind, she knew it would never be. With 
some of the Visitors, it would be possible. Like Willie, Philip, and 
Nigel. But they were exceptions. 

Elizabeth woke up suddenly and decided not to go back to sleep. The 
thought of what Diana had planned for her terrified her, but Diana 
couldn't see Elizabeth's fear. 

Could Elizabeth fight for peace if she had to? Against Diana, yes, 
definitely. She would have to, or Earth was doomed. Elizabeth could 
never let that happen...

She dressed in her red Visitor uniform and paced the cell. She knew 
today's performance would be the most important one of her whole life.

From: "Jaime" <JaimeBoler@yahoo.com> 
Date: Wed May 30, 2001 10:16 pm
Subject: (Story) The Cowboy

Just outside California, Robin Maxwell was driving and singing along 
with the radio:

"...Look into his angel eyes
You'll find out he wears a disguise...
He'll take your heart and you must pay the price
Oh, don't look too deep into those angel eyes..."
Abba is the greatest, she thought.

Skip Henry, the former voice of Radio Free America, came on after the 
song, "It's going to be a hot day in southern California today as 
temperatures climb into the 80s. Expect afternoon showers and then a 
cooling off tonight with lows in the 60s. This is Skip Henry with 
KISS 101 and now back to the music."

As the sounds of Madonna filled the car, Robin heard a pop and held 
on tightly to the steering wheel.

"Oh, no! Oh, no!" she cried. "Not a blow-out, not now!"

Quickly, she signaled and slowed down to guide the convertible onto 
the shoulder of the highway. She signed deeply as the car came to a 
stop. She turned off the engine and got out. "I don't know how to 
change a tire," she reminded herself.

Just then, a black pick-up truck pulled behind her car. "Oh, great, 
a psychopath to help me," she said under her breath.

But the man who got out of the truck did not look like a psychopath. 
Tall, brown-haired, green-eyed, and built, the man had on tight blue 
jeans, a white T-shirt, and a suede cowboy hat.

"Mornin', m’am," he greeted, tipping his cowboy hat. "M’am, I see 
you're havin' a little bit of trouble out here." He smiled at her 
and revealed gorgeous white teeth.

Robin returned his smile, "Yeah, I had a blow-out."

He nodded, "Thought so. You got a spare?"

"Yeah, it's in the trunk," she answered.

He shook his head, "And your daddy never taught you how to change a 
tire, did he?"

Robin's smile disappeared, "He's dead."

"Oh, I beg your pardon, m’am," he sounded chagrined.

"It's okay. The Visitors, you know?"

He nodded gravely, "Right. Those slimy snakes killed my parents and 
my sister," he trailed off.

"Now I'm sorry," Robin said.

He changed the subject, "Well, back to the matter at hand. I think 
it's time you learned how to change a tire, little lady," he laughed.

"Great, just what I always wanted to learn," she began. "Thank you. 
I was on my way to L.A. and I really appreciate your help."

"No problem."

Together, they worked for about twenty minutes. When they had 
changed the tire, Robin found her wet-wipes and they wiped their 
hands off.

Robin began, "I can't thank you enough..." she trailed off, realizing 
for the first time that she didn't know his name.

"Colby. Colby Donaldson," he supplied. "And you?"

"Robin. Robin Maxwell."

"Well, Miss Robin Maxwell, it's about lunchtime. How'd you like to 
go grab a bite?"

"I'd love to," she replied.

They both got into their respective vehicles and Robin followed him. 
She couldn't believe she was doing this. What would her mother say? 

"Well, at least he's human," she mused.

From: wendy mills <wendymypooh_2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Sat Jun 2, 2001 12:44 pm
Subject: Catching Up-Mikeprt7/Maggieprt2 and Josh.

Mike and Maggie had barely made it halfway across the parking lot in the
direction of the front entrance of his partment building, when the faint sound
of footsteps coming up behind them reached their ears. both Mike and Maggie
whirled around and instinctively went for the hidden guns each of them wore and
never left home without. Their eyes were searching the darkness for possible
targets when they heard someone call out Mike's name. 

"Mr. Donovan?" 

"Who's there?" Mike demanded. 

"Mr. Donovan, it's me. Josh." the voice said, only this time it was accompanied
by a form stepping out of the shadows toward them. 

"Josh?" Mike asked in obvious disbelief. 

The last time he had seen Josh was when he had driven both him and Sean down to
the state school in Ojai. He had hated the fact that he and Sean were going to
be separated again, but hadn't had much of a choice at the time. Sean had been
in desperate need of therapy and other care if he was ever going to recover
from the effects of the conversion he had gone under while in Diana's care. The
one thing that had made the situation better to him, was knowing that Josh was
going with him. The two boys had grown up together and shared a close bond with
each other, almost as close as brothers. If there was anyone who could get
through to Sean besides him, it was Josh.

Of course that had been before the Visitors had kidnapped all the kids from
the school and disappeared with them. Mike had been having a hard enough time
dealing with the fact that Sean was once again in the hands of the lizards and
was so tormented by images of Sean being tortured…converted…or worse… that
he hadn't thought much of anyone else...including Josh. He had sworn to Josh
that the day that he had rescued him from San Pedro that he would always be
there for him if he needed him and he had let him down. Guilt flooded through
him as he reholstered his gun and and stepped forward and pulled Josh into a
fierce embrace. 

"It sure is good to see you, Josh." Mike told him as they hugged. 

"Same here, Mr. Donovan." Josh replied. 

Maggie stepped forward and ruffled Josh's hair. " Aren't you a sight for sore
eyes kid. You must have grown a foot since the last time I saw you." 

Josh grinned at her. "Nope, Maggie, you just shrank." 

Maggie scowled at him. " Still a cocky little brat ain't you." 

"Yep."Josh's grin broadened at Maggie's response.

"Are you sure this kid ain't related to you Donovan? He's just as cocky and
full of hot air as you are." Maggie said sarcastically. 

"Yep, I'm sure." Mike responded, grinning at Josh. "Let's head on up to my
apartment so I can rustle up something to eat. 

"You're going to cook? This I got to see." Maggie teased. 

"I'm no gourmet, but I've never poisoned anybody yet." Mike said automatically.
" At least not with food. can you stay for awhile Josh?"

"I can stay as long as you want me to Mr. Donovan."Josh answered. "We've got
alot to talk about." 

"Good. On one condition though. You've got to stop calling me Mr. Donovan.
Every time I hear it, I keep expecting to find my dad standing behind me." 

"Okay Mr...er...Mike." Josh replied. 

Together the threesome made their way across the parking lot and to the front
entrance of the apartment building. Mike entered the lobby first, then, Maggie
and finally Josh. Each in his or her own way scanned the large open room for
any signs of possible or unknown threats as they made their way across the blue
and white checked carpeting and up the stairs to Donovan's apartment.

As they neared his apartment, Donovan held up his hand to which Maggie and
Josh responded to by stopping in mid-stride and taking up positions against a
wall on either side of the hallway. After his little surprise of the night
before, Mike was taking no chances at being caught unaware or unprepared again.
When he had left earlier that afternoon to go pick up Maggie, he had set up his
own little surprise in preparation for anyone trying to get into his apartment
without a key. Taking out a small black case from his back pocket, Mike removed
the tiniest blade from among the assortment of lock picking tools and carefully
cut the strand of thin, clear fishing line from around the doorknob. Mike put
his tools away and withdrew his car keys and unlocked the apartment door. 

He motioned for Maggie and Josh to stay where they were, before pushing the
door open and entering the apartment. Quickly unhooked the rest of the fishing
line from around the door sill and moved took a step back into the hall and
motioned to Maggie and Josh that it was safe for them to come into the
apartment. They entered the apartment silently and watched as Mike quickly
dismounted a crossbow with dart attached from a tripod. 

"That's a rather rude way to greet unwanted 'visitors'." Josh commented as he
took a seat on the couch. 

"Wouldn't politely asking them to leave be enough?" 

"I've tried that, but they always insist on showing me their samples. I don't
know about you, but green and scaly doesn't do a thing for my complexion." Mike
told him. 

"I don't know Mike, think green kind of suits you." Maggie said as she tossed
her duffel bag onto the floor and sat down in an armchair across from Josh.

"Watch it Maggie, or you'll be bunking with a lizard named Spotted Eagle."
Mike threatened as he finished dismounting the crossbow and tripod and stuffed
it into the hall closet. 

"ooh..I'm scared."

"Why don't the two of you catch up while I fix something to eat?" Mike
suggested.

"Alright." Josh said. Maggie nodded her agreement.

Mike left Josh and Maggie talking in the living room, while he headed into the
kitchen to find something to make Maggie to eat. He was crossing the kitchen to
see what he had in the fridge, when the blinking red light on his answering
machine setting on the bar connecting the kitchen to his living room, caught
his attention and he changed directions. He pushed the play button on the
machine and waited for the single message to start. 

"Hi Mike. It's me, Emma Lindstrom. I need to talk to you. I'll be in L.A. at
9:30 tonight on bus number 1608. Please be there."

Mike replayed the message again to make sure he had heard it right. Yep, it was
definitely Emma's voice he had heard, but something about the call didn't click
right with him. There was something about Emma's voice that was off, but he
couldn't place what it was. Also it sounded like Emma was coming into L.A. on
her own, and not with Reese. Something was up and he wasn't sure he was going
to like it But he would do his damndest to be at the bus station on time to
pick Emma up. That was the least he could do for his old pal Reese. 


From: "Tamie Kwist" <amanda_donovan2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Sat Jun 2, 2001 8:14 pm
Subject: (story) Nothing Better To Do Anyways

Around midnight, eastern time, Juliet awoke to the ringing of her 
telephone. First she glanced at the clock to see how long she'd 
managed to doze off for, then she picked up the phone.
"Good night, how are you?" she said sarcastically.
"Julie, I'm sorry to wake you," said Pete Forsythe. "There's a bit 
of an emergency down at the hospital. I just wanted to tell you."
"Is Sean okay?"
"Uh-huh. Uh, Siras got out this afternoon."
Julie reached over and clicked on the mauve lamp that sat on her 
coffee table. "What about the guard?"
"Dead. Anyway, I thought you should know."
"Thanks," she said, not meaning it. Her eyes drifted to the door to 
see if all the locks were in tact. "What are you going to do about 
it?"
"Well, I got Chuck Yeager and Mitchell Loomis out looking for him. 
I posted extra security on Sean's floor."
"That's about it, huh?
"I'm afraid so. I'll call you back if I hear anything."
"Thanks."
"Goodnight, Julie."
"Goodnight."
No sooner did she hang up and the phone started ringing again. "Did 
you forget something?" she joked into the receiver.
"My brain on Broadway," Sari James mumbled. "Julie, Steve and I had 
a fight. He just left me at The Underground. I called a cab, but I've 
been waiting an hour and its not here yet. Could you do me a big 
favor?"
Julie didn't have to second guess as to what the favor would 
be. "Sure Sari. I don't have anything better to do right now anyway. 
I'll get there as soon as I can."
"Thanks."
Julie dropped the phone down onto its cradle and let out a deep 
sigh. She knew that it was going to be a long night.




From: "Jaime" <JaimeBoler@yahoo.com> 
Date: Mon Jun 4, 2001 5:14 pm
Subject: (Story) Betray Me Not---Part 4

Nigel could not stop pacing his room. He was preoccupied and was 
beginning to feel that he was in over his head. He took a deep 
breath and exhaled slowly, then ran an elegant hand through his dark, 
wavy hair. 

'What have I gotten myself into?' he asked himself. 

He was in a very awkward position, one that he should have for-seen 
but had not even guessed its magnitude. What he was planning was 
treason, and he knew it. What bothered him most was not what the 
Supreme Commander Michael thought of him or what Diana could do to 
him. What scared him was the look in his beloved sister Lydia's eyes 
if (when) she discovered what Nigel was doing. She would never 
understand; she was a die-hard Sirian and in an important position in 
the Visitor hierarchy. She would probably disown him, and his entire 
family would surely do the same.

"I can't let myself worry about that," Nigel remarked to no one in 
particular. "What I'm doing is right, I just know it." He took 
another deep breath and sat down on his hard bed. 

These doubts would kill him, he knew, even before Diana did. This 
was right; it had to be. Nigel did not care what happened to him; he 
could withstand anything that anyone put against him. He smiled. 
Lydia could too, he knew. The smile disappeared from his face. 
Elizabeth...

Elizabeth was strong, yes, that was true. But she was so fragile at 
the same time. She had to be protected, and he was the one that had 
to be the protector. Her powers weren't always there when she needed 
them to be. She had told Nigel that herself. But it was something 
else too. 

Nigel was falling in love with her. With the star-child, both human 
and Sirian. She was in love with another--Kyle Bates. Nigel did not 
know where Bates was or what he had been put through on the 
homeworld. Kyle was not there for Elizabeth right now; he might 
never be there for her again. So Nigel had to be. 

He smiled. He would gladly accept the position... 

From: JMacleod@paonline.com 
Date: Mon Jun 4, 2001 8:09 pm
Subject: 

Lydia took in a deep breath and let it out slowly as she gazed at 
herself in the mirror. She had taken a long time in choosing an 
outfit for her meeting with the Supreme Commander. Her normal 
uniform was fine for meetings with upper staff members, but this time…
well, she wanted to look quite frankly, stunning. She had never 
fussed with her uniforms and dress as Diana did while on duty. But 
now more than ever she would need the upper hand. Since the last 
invasion she had added changes and enhanced her appearance, taking a 
longer wig of human hair to hide her natural crest. She fingered the 
longer locks absently, she had received many compliments on the 
change. She had to admit that it softened the appearance of the 
human "mask" and seemed to give her an air of vulnerability. She 
smiled coldly, "What he doesn't know won't hurt him...yet." She 
thought. 
She gave herself a final once over and headed to shuttle bay 12 
where they had her personal shuttle fueled and ready for her trip to 
the Supreme Commanders ship. He was stationed on the front lines. 
The war against their enemies had intensified and the new Supreme 
Commander had made it a mission so it seemed to be where he felt he 
was most needed. Lydia could disagree, if he wanted to destroy their 
enemies he should be more focused on the conquest of Earth. The 
assets it would bring would mean the end to more than just one war. 
As she strapped into her seat and gave the order for the pilot to 
move out, she couldn't help but wonder where Nigel was. He had 
seemed almost uneasy the night before. Even if they had agreed to 
bring about Diana's destruction together she couldn't help but shake 
the feeling that he was still not being fully honest with her. She 
would have to trust her brother’s instincts for the time being. She 
had bigger lizards to fry at the moment.
She settled in for the ride and let her thoughts wander over what 
she had found out from her contacts about Diana's most recent 
activities in the conversion chamber. She had to wonder if Supreme 
Commander Michael had any clue as to what the scaly bitch was up to 
now.


From: "Bill" <bb1678@hotmail.com> 
Date: Tue Jun 5, 2001 1:15 pm
Subject: Laying the foundation Pt. V

Kyle had waited for over thirty agonizing minutes. During that period 
he prayed that he would be taken back to his cell, hoping that 
somehow he could find away to escape, before Diana could try to 
convert him once more. Kyle was never happier to see Visitor 
troopers, as they entered the chamber. 

He looked up to the ceiling, quietly thanking the Lord for answering 
his payers… Two troopers stood with their rifles pointed in Kyle's 
direction, ready for any escape attempt; while the third knelt down 
to release his feet from the floor. He waved a small device across 
each boot, which deactivated the force that held them to the floor. 
The trooper helped him up, he needed the assistance... he felt 
drained, due to the drugs that he was given to aid the conversion. 

Kyle walked slowly, with the trooper propping him up as they made 
their way down from the entrance of the conversion chamber. 
Additional personnel from the chamber kept a look out for anyone who 
might wonder down the path leading to the cells. Diana had planned 
ahead for such a situation, a situation like a secret conversion… 
When redesigning the conversion chamber for the new mothership, she 
made sure a few holding cells were put into the conversion section, 
making it easy to hide a prisoner. This meant she didn't have to 
parade the prisoner across the ship in order to get to the detention 
section.

Halfway across the corridor, a bleep alerted one of the troopers. He 
pulled out what looked like a small black pad, slightly bigger than a 
cassette case, but much flatter. He pressed the pad, which activated 
its display screen. Kyle watched the trooper, as he concentrated on 
his call… He desperately wanted to get back to the cell, he felt odd, 
like he was about to fall asleep, but yet he was fully alert... The 
trooper didn't say anything, he only nodded his head, and the message 
was not audible. The trooper spoke "We have to go back." Kyle was 
mortified. Kyle did his best to make the return journey as hard as 
possible. He refused to walk and dropped to the floor; he was too 
weak to do anything else... A trooper picked him up and carried him 
to the chamber. 

Two Visitors entered the chamber; one carried a small med kit while 
the other one examined Kyle briefly. There was a sense of urgency as 
they worked on him. The young medic spoke in hushed tones, "He seems 
to be quite weak, he should be rested before another attempt..."
"I agree, but it's the commander's decision. She knows the risks."
He paused briefly and put his hand on the young medic's arm, "Let's 
just hope he doesn't need another infusion of the dopamine formula..."
She nodded to his reassurance, but she knew he would be better off 
dead, than a animated puppet.
"Pass me the adrenaline." She took out the hyprospray, and handed it 
to the older medic. He pressed it against his neck and gave him two 
shots. They got up to leave the chamber as a trooper reactivated the 
force to hold Kyle's feet to the floor. The male medic approached the 
resident doctor, "He's been given the standard treatment sir… but he 
doesn't look too good..." 
"I'm well aware of that." The doctor replied.
"You know he has little chance surviving if he's given more of that 
formula." The doctor pulled him aside and spoke quietly, "There's no 
need to worry, she wants this one alive. I don't think she'll push 
him too far..." He looked at Kyle through the window; it was dark--
only a few small spotlights from the control room partially lit the 
area around him.

Kyle watched the window, he wouldn't give up hope till the very end, 
but his prayers were not answered, as Diana came into view from the 
control room window. Kyle laughed mockingly to himself. He knew there 
were no second chances this time… 

Matthew spoke to Diana as she approached the control console "He's 
ready to go Diana, all systems are ready for conversion mode." She 
eyed the doctor for his go ahead, "He's as ready as he'll ever be 
Diana..."
"Very well, let's proceed. Switch to conversion mode." The technician 
pressed the various buttons on the console, as the blue light began 
to circle Kyle once more...
She turned to look at Matthew, "This time nothing will stand in my 
way." Matthew began to type commands into the console, "While you've 
been away I've been studying Kyle's psychological profile, you might 
find these useful." She studied the screen intently, "You have been 
busy..."

Ten minutes past, but Kyle was still defiant, Diana had already 
switch to conversion mode 3, but still he resisted the mental 
torture...
She tapped the console lightly with her forefinger; she began to 
wonder if Kyle could be converted, he didn't show the normal signs 
other victims exhibited when they reached this point.
"Something's not right, he should have shown the signs by now..."
"We aren't on level 4 yet Diana, it's a too early to start having 
doubts."
"I know that, only Julie Parrish has been able to handle such pain on 
level 3... I I'm not sure, but she must have developed a technique or 
strategy to handle it while she was in the chamber."
Matthew was mildly shocked at Diana's thought, "You really think that 
she has devised some way of defeating the conversion process? I can't 
see how that is possible."
"It's highly unlikely… but there's always a chance, one can never 
predict every variable in the process."
"You think he's learnt this "technique"?"
"I cannot be sure, maybe he's just tougher than I gave him credit 
for... We might have to use the new process if I'm not satisfied with 
the results in conversion mode 4."
"Isn't that a bit risky? Two out of four subjects suffered mild brain 
damage, He'll be no use to you then!"
She looked at him with her usual intensity, "I intend to break him... 
either way."
She ordered the technician, "Switch to level 4, and begin the 
engramatic re-sequencing." She walked into the chamber and stood in 
front of him. As soon as level 4 began, the pain, both physically and 
emotionally, began to increase, within seconds he could no longer 
withstand its effect on his mind.

The engramtic re-sequencing twisted everything that he held dear to 
him. Anything he found positive in his life was slowly and 
systematically turned against him. It exaggerated his suspicions, 
doubts and fears, until he couldn't tell what was real and was false… 
He shouted desperately trying to hold back the pain, "Diana… please!"
Diana shouted above the noise, "I can help you Kyle, give yourself to 
me and all the pain will go..."
Kyle's answer was pained, "I... I can't... I... won't..."
"Then how can I help you Kyle? Without me you can't win against 
yourself, but together we can stop the pain..."
"I want to, but..." Kyle couldn't speak, the pain was getting worse, 
the images in his mind were more intense; he saw memories that were 
corrupted, making his life seem like a nightmare of unimaginable 
magnitudes...
"Give yourself to me Kyle... Let me take your pain... I can help you, 
but you have to do the rest Kyle..."
She turned looked back at the control room and nodded at the doctor.
The device on his neck activated, injecting him with a stimulant,
"How do you feel Kyle? Does the pain diminish?"
"Yes." As the pain subsided slightly, Kyle was barely able to talk, 
tears streamed across his face, "No one will help me, they have all 
turned their backs on me... All I ever wanted was to belong…"
"You don't have to be alone anymore Kyle, but you know what you must 
do..."
He reached out to her, "Yes I know what I must do, I want to be 
yours, I want to give myself to you, I want to belong to you Diana, 
just take the pain away."
She held his hands in hers and looked into his eyes, "This is a new 
beginning for you Kyle…" She stepped down from the chamber's platform 
and waved her hand to end the conversion. 
Kyle dropped to the floor in exhaustion, the various personnel rushed 
into the chamber to tend to him, as Diana returned to the control 
room. 
Matthew smiled as Diana approached him, "That was big gamble you won 
this time Diana." 
She smiled back, "I always play to win..." 



