From: "Jaime" <JaimeBoler@yahoo.com> 
Date: Wed Jun 6, 2001 11:04 am
Subject: (Story) The Lovers?

Nigel made his decision and knew that he could stand to be in his 
room no longer. It was early morning as he exited the chamber and 
made his way to Elizabeth's quarters.

Troops and officers alike were busy getting ready for the day. Nigel 
tried to remain nonchalant and unhurried, but he wasn't doing a good 
job of it. He was nervous and his palms were damp.

After several minutes, he neared Elizabeth's chamber. The morning 
guards stood outside the entrance, and Nigel knew one of the troopers.

"Captain," Garrett greeted and saluted Nigel.

Nigel returned the salute. "At ease, Garrett."

"Captain, this is my friend, Trent," Garrett introduced.

Trent saluted Nigel, as well. "It's a pleasure, Captain."

Another salute and Nigel inclined his head in greeting. "Captain, 
you're a busy Sirian so we won't keep you." Nigel smiled as they 
opened Elizabeth's door. 

She was frantically pacing and he laughed softly. "Nigel!"

"Elizabeth, you've got to stop pacing," he chastised her. "Did you 
sleep at all last night?"

"A little. You?"

"In truth, I thought about you the entire night," he admitted.

He approached her slowly and Elizabeth's brow furrowed. "You thought 
about me? About meeting Diana today?"

Nigel raised one elegant eyebrow. "Well, not exactly."

"What--" Elizabeth never finished her question because Nigel took her 
chin in his big hand and tilted it to his mouth. He kissed her for 
several long moments. Then he trailed kisses from her earlobe to her 
long neck to her collarbone. He felt her go weak in the knees and 
soon, he was supporting her. Tentatively, she began to touch him, 
lightly running her hands along his back and in his hair. She moaned.

Elizabeth was part human so she had a feather bed and not one of 
stone like he had. Nigel guided her toward it and lightly backed her 
up against it. She collapsed onto the bed and Nigel quickly followed.

She began to kiss him back in equal fervor and before she knew it, 
both their Visitor uniforms had been removed. With his body suit on, 
Nigel looked every bit like a virile, human male. He wore nothing 
under his body suit. As Nigel caressed her, Elizabeth moaned again. 

"Oh, Kyle," she moaned.

He pretended not to hear but his manhood felt slighted. Nigel peeled 
off her undergarments. "Elizabeth, open your eyes and look at me," 
he commanded.

Slowly, she did so and readjusted her vision to the light and to him.

"Say my name," he told her.

"Nigel," she whispered and then "Nigel?" She sat up quickly.

"We can't do this, Nigel!"

"Don't you love me, Elizabeth?"

"Yes! Zon knows I do, but I also love--"

"Kyle!" he sneered the name. "Where is Kyle, Elizabeth? I'll tell 
you what the gossip is! He's probably warming Diana's bed, that's 
where!"

"Nigel, you're lying. Kyle loves me; he would never do that! Until 
you can calm down, why don't you leave?" She jumped up off of the bed 
and donned her pink robe.

He advanced toward her like a tiger. "Soon, Elizabeth, your eyes 
will be closed and you'll whisper my name, and not his." He vowed 
and gathered up his uniform and quickly put it and his boots on. 

He was contrite, "Elizabeth, I'm sorry. I just was not thinking."

"It wasn't all your fault, Nigel," she replied. "It takes two to 
tango."

"I'll see you later. I am sorry," he hugged her and felt good when 
she returned his hug.

As he exited, the first thing he thought about was a cold shower.

As he left, Elizabeth collapsed onto her bed in a fit of tears.

"Oh, Kyle, where are you?" 

From: "Rosie" <RosiePozie@hotmail.com> 
Date: Wed Jun 6, 2001 8:42 pm
Subject: Lost Soul

Rei opened looked around her and saw Kyle coming toward her. She 
smiled and immediately started crying she ran to her brother. "Rei!" 
He cried. "KYLE!!" She yelled back. They ran toward each other. 
Suddenly a red fog descended all around her she reached out trying to 
grab Kyle finally she felt an arm. Rei grabbed it and hugged him 
tightly. "I thought you were dead!" She cried. She looked up and saw 
Diana staring down at her. "NO NO!!" She cried trying to brake free 
of her. "Hush Rei dear. Remember you belong to me." Diana whispered 
in her ear. 

Rei bolted out of her bed again drenched in sweat. She made her was 
down to Muggo's punching bag. She began to punch it first 
methodically then with more vigor. She gave the bag a hard 
kick. "DAMN YOU DIANA!!" She screamed punching the bag. "DAMN YOU 
NATHAN BATES!!" She screamed. She finally stopped punching the bag 
and collapsed to the floor. She heaved then growled in pain. "Why is 
this happening to me?" She whispered. Rei stood up and stopped the bag 
from swinging violently. She walked back upstairs and to her biker 
jacket. She dug into the pocket and pulled out a small clear plastic 
holder. One side was a picture of her and Kyle right before the 
second invasion. The other was the picture she, Josh and Sean took at 
the school fair. She gulped hard swallowing familiar tears. All she 
had left of her heart were images in a clear plastic holder. 
Reilooked under Muggo's bed. Underneath was a bottle of vodka. She 
was due back at Tech Noir tomorrow night for her match.  She took a 
swig of vodka, then sat at the edge of the bed. She looked up at the 
sky and thought of her brother. Hopefully maybe he was out there 
somewhere. 

From: "Tamie Kwist" <amanda_donovan2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Wed Jun 6, 2001 10:32 pm
Subject: (Story) Midnight Snack


Julie pulled into the parking lot behind The Underground and 
squinted to see into the dark night. Grateful it had stopped raining, 
she got out of the car slowly, reaching into her purse for her trusty 
can of mase and a flashlight. She hated coming out here this late at 
night. Angry with Steve Maitland for being such a jerk, she couldn't 
believe that she'd ever considered marrying him. 
Julie's flats echoed on the asphalt as she made her way to the front 
of the building where Sari sat, crouched on the ground with someone 
else, a man with dark hair. Julie could hardly make out his features 
as the light from the street was too dim for details.
"Sari," she said.
The girl sprang to her feet. "Julie, we got to help this man. He's 
been bit."
"Julie," the man said having heard a familiar voice.
Julie couldn't believe her ears as she studied the man again. He 
steadied himself on one arm, pushing his body up for the ground, and 
grunted in agony.
"I always knew you would come back to Manhattan," he smiled, 
standing up. "Can you help me?"
"Denny," she mouthed his name softly, but her attention turned to 
his left arm, which was bleeding profusely. "What happened? Did you 
get bit by a dog?"
"Yeah, I was fighting it for some scraps behind Bella Capri," he 
said bitterly, grabbing his brief case.
She studied him for a few seconds. He was dressed in a suit and 
tie, looking like he'd just came off of Wall Street. "I'll get you to 
the hospital. My car's back here."
Sari and Dennis followed suit as she retraced her steps back to the 
vehicle.
"You know him?" Sari questioned.
"Yeah," said Julie offering nothing more. She was exhausted and 
didn't feel like getting into it. 
"Well, it wasn't a dog that bit Mr. Lowwel here. He said it was 
human."
"Did you get in a fight?" she questioned, unlocking the doors and 
letting her passengers in. Denny took the back seat careful not to 
drip blood, but that was impossible.
"No. It- he came out of the dark and just took a bite out of my 
arm."
"Okay," Julie said fighting off the urge to laugh. It sounded like 
a scene from a bad horror film, but she knew he wasn't joking. She 
put the car in gear and headed down 7th Avenue. 



From: "Douglas Nicol" <douglasnicol@btinternet.com> 
Date: Thu Jun 7, 2001 11:38 am
Subject: Chris's intro


'SNAP' went the neck of the visitor guard as Chris grabbed him after feigning
unconsciousness. Setting the guards body down, Chris stripped off the guard’s
uniform and smiled ruefully. A few months ago there was no way that a Visitor
uniform would have fitted him. But after being locked away by them for the last few weeks on a starvation diet, undergoing psychological torture, sleep
deprivation, various unpleasant chemicals being pumped into his system, it was no surprise he had lost a few pounds.

Chris picked up the guard’s laser pistol, checked it briefly and saw it was a
model he was familiar with. Suddenly he started feeling dizzy.

"Damn, still feel weak"

Chris knew that something had been up when a visitor skyfighter base had become
a target. The defenses had seemed too light, and indeed it had been a trap. 
Someone, somewhere had betrayed him, and Chris wasn't sure who. He trusted
Ham, as much as he trusted anyone. Maggie, it definitely wouldn't be her, and
as for Donovan and his group, they hadn't seen much of each other the last few months. 

Opening the cell door, Chris stepped out into a stark metal corridor. Visitor
style architecture meant he was either on one of their ships, or one of their
bases. Either option wasn't exactly attractive as the guard would soon be
missed.


From: wendy mills <wendymypooh_2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Sun Jun 10, 2001 2:46 am
Subject: Catching Up Part 2-Mike8/Maggie3/Josh3

After Mike had left the living room and went into the kitchen to make something
to eat, Maggie and Josh had settled themselves onto the sofa to talk. The talk
was light as they reminisced about Maggie's charter business, new movies that
had come out, other resistance members and old times. Soon they were recounting
to each other practical jokes, pranks and escapes that various members of the
resistance had pulled on one another from time to time in order to retain some
semblance of sanity during such a chaotic time in the world. 

"Remember that time Polly Maxwell put the salamander down Robin's dress?" Josh
asked Maggie, his voice shaking with laughter. " I don't think I've ever seen
anyone jumped so high or scream so loud before in my life!"

"Do I? Who do you think put her up to it?" Maggie told him, holding her aching
sides. " Robin was being such a pill I thought it would do her good to lighten
up."

"You?" Josh exclaimed. "Mr. Maxwell grounded me and Polly for a week because of
it! He wouldn't believe I didn't have anything to do with it cause it was the
salamander me and Sean found. Mr...er... Mike grounded Sean too." 

"Poor baby!" Maggie told him, making a pouting face.

" I'll show you!" Josh said, grabbing one of the throw pillows off of the couch
and belting Maggie in the face with it. Maggie retaliated by picking up another
one and swatting Josh with it. When Mike came out of the kitchen a few minutes
later, Maggie and Josh were waging a furious pillow battle with each other. He
paused in the kitchen doorway to watch them for a couple of minutes, before
speaking.

"Food's on. Come and get it while it's hot." he called out.

Maggie and Josh stopped fighting and glanced at each other sheepishly. Sweat
streamed down Maggie's face and she found herself breathing a little hard from
the fierce fighting and heavy laughing she had been doing. Glancing over at
Josh as he tried to catch his breath to, Maggie couldn't help feeling a tad bit
old when she found that he wasn't sweating or breathing nearly as hard as she
was.

" Need a hand old timer?" Josh said cockily, holding out a hand to her.

Maggie swatted the hand away and followed him into the kitchen. " I can still
out fly and out shoot you any day."

"I wouldn't be too sure of that." Josh said, there was a sudden edge in his
voice that made Maggie glance at him sharply. 

Josh ignored the look Maggie sent his way and instead busied himself with
pulling out a chair and holding it for Maggie to sit on. She obligingly sat
down, but not before she and Mike had exchanged glances over Josh's head. Both
Maggie and Mike, sensing that Josh didn't want to explain the remark he had
just made, refrained from asking the teenager any questions and settled into
eat the French fries and chili cheese hotdogs that Mike had cooked. Soon the
bowls of food were depleted and the threesome sat quietly sipping the remains
of their sodas as their food digested. 

Finally Mike broke the silence. " So, Josh, what is it you wanted to talk to me
about?" 

"Sean." Josh said quietly.

"What about Sean?" Mike asked.

"He's being drugged." Josh told them.

Mike and Maggie glanced at each other. 

"How do you know that?" Maggie asked.

"Cause it happened to me." Josh answered. 

"Go on." Mike said encouragingly. 

Josh nodded. Then he proceeded to fill them in on everything that had happened
to him over the past several months since that day the Visitors had raided the
state school in Ojai and kidnapped him, Sean and Rei, along with the other kids
who attended. Haltingly and in vivid detail he recounted his time spent in the
conversion chamber and the training he, Rei and Sean had received once they had
joined the Youth Corps. When he got to the part about him, Sean and Rei
becoming cold blooded killers under the Visitors tutelage he hesitated, not
wanting Mike or Maggie to think ill of the three of them. He decided though
that they needed to know everything if they were going to help Sean when they
found him. Finally he concluded with how the Fifth Columnists had helped him to
detox off of the Procob, how he helped REi escape from the Visitors and that he
had sought Mike out because he wanted to help him search for Sean. By the time
he was finished talking, he was mentally and physically exhausted. He leaned
back in his chair and waited for Mike and Maggie to say something.

"It sounds like you've been through a lot over the past several months, Josh. I
wish that I could have been there for you, but I wasn't. I will be now." Mike
told him.

"I know that Mr....Mike. My intentions in telling you all of this wan't to make
you feel guilty, but make you better prepared to handle Sean when you find
him... and to help you look for him," Josh responded quickly, anxious to make
Mike understand that he didn't blame him for anything.

"I've got some good news for you. Sean's in a hospital in NY under Julie's
care. As soon as I take care of some business here, Maggie and I are flying to
New York. Would you like to come with us?" Mike told him.

"You bet. I'll do anything I can to help Sean. He's my best friend." Josh said.

'"You can stay here until we leave." Mike said. 

Josh started to protest, but stopped when Mike looked at him. He nodded his
acceptance. 

"Good. It's settled then." Mike said rose from the table and began to clear it,
starting with his own dishes. Maggie and Josh followed suit and soon the
threesome worked in companionable silence until the kitchen was cleaned. They
had barely returned to the living room, when Mike glanced at his watch and saw
that it was five after nine.

"Damn, I'm going to be late." he said, shrugging into his jacket and grabbing
his car keys off of the end table, before heading toward the door.

"Where are you going?" Maggie called as the door closed behind him. 

"Guess we'll find out when he gets back." Josh said.

"Guess so." Maggie replied.


Subject: (Story) Have You Tried The New Coke?


Robin pulled up behind Colby, whom she had just met on the interstate 
and who could be a criminal for all she knew, in the parking lot at 
McDonald's and parked her car next to his truck. She fluffed her 
short hair with one hand and unbuckled her seat belt with the other. 
With a smile on her face, she opened the door and got out. She shut 
it carefully as he came around to walk with her into the restaurant.

"They say even the Visitors couldn't put a dent in the sales of 
McDonald's hamburgers," he remarked with a grin.

Robin laughed, and it felt so good to laugh, to feel free with a 
man, with the wind in her hair. And then she felt guilty. She was 
flirting with a man while her daughter was millions of miles into 
outer space. But she had to live; Elizabeth might not ever come back 
to her. She had to face that.

"Thank goodness. We survivors have to still feel normal about some 
things, and I guess McDonalds's was normalcy," she guessed.

He nodded as he opened the door for her and followed her inside. 
Indeed, dozens of patrons filled the fast-food giant. Robin told him 
what she wanted and found a table. Soon, he approached with their 
lunch.

"I guess us something called 'New Coke'; they said it was all the 
rage," he said and took a drink.

Robin did the same and made a face, "Ugh! That's really awful."

"That's funny. I can't even taste it."

"Be grateful, believe me," Robin warned. They ate their meal and 
talked.

"Actually, I'm on my way to L.A." he revealed. "I've never been 
there and have always wanted to see the Pacific Ocean. I don't know 
a soul there."

Robin smiled and touched his hand, "Silly, you know me now."

Colby returned the smile and thought to himself, 'Yes, I do, I've 
made contact at last.’

(Jaime)

From: wendy mills <wendymypooh_2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Sun Jun 10, 2001 7:47 pm
Subject: Picking up Emma -Mike/Emma


Mike raced down the stairs, out of the apartment building and across the
parking lot to his SUV. Quickly he unlocked the door and got inside, jamming
the key into the ignition and starting the car. After backing out of his
parking space, Mike shoved the gearshift into drive and pressed down on the
gas. He sped out of the driveway and took a right onto Birch Street. He was
determined to get to the Greyhound bus station downtown (about ten miles) from his apartment, before Emma stepped off that bus. He wanted her first trip to LA to be a good one and it wouldn't be if she were accosted by some transient inside the bus terminal before he got there.

Luck was with him though, as he made every green light he came to and found
himself pulling into a vacant parking lot with five minutes to spare. He turned off the ignition, jumped out of the SUV, locked the door and hurried into the bus terminal. The large bus terminal was abuzz with activity as passengers waited in long lines to board their buses as they came in, others streamed in through the gat doors as they disembarked from their buses and searched for relatives or friends who were suppose to pick them up. 

Mike's eyes traveled over the tops of their heads to search the billboards
above each gate to see what buses had arrived and which ones were due in. He
found the 1608 and was relieved to see that he hadn't missed it coming in, that it was actually running ten minutes late. Glancing at the numbers on the glass doors, Mike sat down in a chair opposite door number nine to wait for Emma's bus.

As he did, he couldn't help thinking back to the first day that Reese had
introduced Emma to him. It had been maybe a year or two before the first
invasion had begun and he had been struggling to keep his rocky marriage with
Marjorie intact for Sean's sake. That had been an increasingly harder thing to
do as his photojournalism career had taken off. Marjorie seemed to grow even
more colder and distant as his career became more successful and was forced to travel more. 

Reese had called him up and invited him and Marjorie out for drinks, so that
Reese could introduce them to Emma. Marjorie had obligingly gone and
surprisingly the evening had turned out to be one of the last good ones they
had shared before the divorce. He couldn't help being impressed with Emma's
accent, charm and beauty and the way she seemed to have wrapped his buddy Reese around her little finger. They had definitely looked smitten and Mike couldn't help hoping at the time that his buddy's relationship turned out better than his and Marjorie's had.

Mike was startled out of his reverie by the ticket master announcing the arrival of Emma's bus over the loudspeaker. Mike stood up and watched as passengers began to straggle off the bus, pick out their luggage from the luggage cart and make their way into the bus terminal... Mike scanned the faces of the passengers as they entered the terminal, looking for Emma. He was beginning to get worried when the last of the passengers had entered the terminal and Emma wasn't among them. Then he caught a glimpse of her as she got off the bus and gathered her luggage and made her way inside. She raised her head up to glance around the bus terminal in search of Mike and caught her attention by waving his arm. 

It wasn't until she had looked full at him, that Mike got a good glimpse of
Emma's face. There were dark circles under her eyes and her face was pale as
she smiled softly at him. Mike had a feeling he wasn't going to like what Emma had to tell him, but shoved the feeling aside and moved forward to greet Emma. It was too his great surprise, when they had reached each other, that Emma suddenly dropped her suitcase, threw herself into Mike's arms and began sobbing into his shoulders. Mike held her tightly against him for a moment or two, then mindful of the curious stares other people in the bus terminal were giving them, he bent down and picked up her suitcase and led the crying woman outside.


Mike led the sobbing young woman across the parking lot to the SUV, set down
the suitcase and once again wrapped his arms around her. Even if he hadn't seen Emma's face earlier and guessed what had happened, her uncharacteristic
emotional display would have. He had observed Emma in action and found that
she was much like Julie, in that she never allowed any of her own personal
feelings to get in the way of a job.

After another moment or two had passed, Emma regained some control over her
emotions and pushed herself out of Mike's arms. She awkwardly brushed the
tears from her face and looked at Mike with embarrassment written all over her face.

"I'm sorry Mike. I didn't think seeing you would make me react so strongly.
It's just that I had forgotten how much you and Reese looked alike." she told
him.

"It's okay." Mike told her.

Ever since he and Reese met at a photojournalism convention in Las Vegas, five years ago, they had routinely been mistaken as brothers by people who didn't know them. Both men had similar facial features and body structures, green eyes and light brown hair. But it wasn't only their outer similarities that made people mistake them for each other, but their identical daredevil attitudes, strong morals and commanding personalities.

"Reese?" Mike asked.

Emma nodded, not at all sure she was ready to tell Mike what had happened. As
if sensing just how hard it was for Emma to even talk about Reese, Mike
suggested that she wait until they had arrived back at his apartment. Emma
gratefully accepted his suggestion and Mike unlocked the passenger door for
her. As soon as she was in, he closed the door, then tossed Emma's suitcase in the back of the SUV before climbing into the driver's seat. There was all the time in the world to find out the details of what had led up to what he
assumed was the last day of Reese's life.

That's why it surprised him when Emma spoke up a few minutes later. "Don't you want to know what happened?"

Mike turned to look at her. "Only if you're up to telling me about it."

"I am." Emma replied. She took a deep breath before starting. " We were in
Dallas. We had just finished delivering a shipment of weapons, M16's among
other things, to the resistance there and were heading back to the airport to
fly home. Reese and I had left the warehouse and were heading toward the car,
when we were attacked by a squadron of Visitors. There were so many of them,
that we realized that it must have been a trap, not necessarily for us cause
none knew we were there, but a trap just the same. It was like the Visitors had
found out about the weapons and decided to take them and capture anyone who
happened to be there.

Reese and I were pinned down beside an abandoned car, but Pete Forsythe and
Sari James provided us some cover and we were able to make it back into the
warehouse. We headed out the back, pausing long enough to confiscate some M16's
and get a how-to by Pete. Sari and Pete went first, followed by Reese and me.
We got separated from Sari and Pete when i got hit in the right hip. Reese
knew we weren't ever going to catch up, so he boosted me through a ground level
window of one of the adjoining warehouses and promised he'd join me."

Emma's voice broke and tears once again filled her eyes. "He... he never did,
Mike. A laser hit the outside of the window where I was crouched and several
bricks fell in on top of me and knocked me out. When I woke up, the Visitors
were gone. I climbed back out the window and found a bunch of police officers 
cleaning up the place. They were zipping up a body bag, but it wasn't Reese.
When I finally made my way to the plane, Pete and Sari were waiting for me, but Reese wasn't. He was gone and we haven't seen him sense.  I know he's dead, Mike. Reese wouldn't just leave me, he wouldn't!"

Mike reached over with one arm to draw Emma close, while using the other to
turn into the parking lot of his apartment building. He pulled into his
designated parking spot and killed the ignition and lights. He pulled her close and held her again as she cried, his own heart heavy at the loss of yet another close friend.

From: "Tamie Kwist" <amanda_donovan2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Sun Jun 10, 2001 8:20 pm
Subject: (Story) Only The Strong Survive pt.1

Bright and early the following morning, it was another visit with 
her Daddy for Lauren. George Stewart lay in his hospital bed with a 
blank look in his eyes. Lauren reached out and squeezed his hand, her 
voice soft and reassuring.
"We're going to get you through this, Daddy. I promise."
George Stewart's condition was similar to a waking coma, an 
inexplicable venture into nowhereville with only nightmares and 
horrid visions to keep him company. 
Suddenly, Lauren took her hand away and got up, grabbing her 
raincoat. She could no longer sit there and watch and worry. She had 
to get away. 
"I'll come back later, Daddy," she bid him, heading for the 
doorway. Out in the hallway was Steve and Pete, talking harshly to 
one another as usual.
"It’s not my fault the idiot escaped. Its your damned security that 
stinks, pal," Steve was saying. "OH, HELL!" he stammered. "I can't 
believe this!"
Approaching them with a puzzled look on her face Lauren asked the 
obvious.
"What's up?"
"I just gave him the wonderful news," Pete said dryly. "Maitland is 
here to check up on your father, finally."
Steve rolled his eyes heading into George's room. He started with a 
pulse count, then reached for a thermometer, sitting on the edge of 
the bed and sliding the glass wand under George's tongue.
"Does Julie know about the lizard?" he questioned, seeing Pete had 
followed him in.
"I called her last night."
"Worst case scenario, he'll go after her," he mused bitterly 
thinking, `I shouldn't have called her last night.'
"Can you ever say anything positive?" Pete sneered, grabbing a 
metal clip board from the wall. "Could you do more for the Professor 
if we moved him to Brook Cove?"
Steve nodded, reading the thermometer. "No sign of infection. We 
should move him while he's still stable."
"What do you mean `still'?" asked Lauren coming back over to the 
bedside. 
Standing up, Steve stretched. "I want to try some experimental 
medication on him. I don't know what kind of reaction, if any, it 
might impose."
"Dearest Dr. Maitland, always so negative!" she hissed hearing 
footsteps in the doorway and turned her head to see Sari and Julie 
coming in with the baby. Suddenly she found joy in the moment, seeing 
the baby for the first time. "Oh, look at you!"
"Say hello, everyone," Julie glanced down at her daughter then 
handed Lauren a bouquet of fresh alstromeria in shades of lavender 
and burgundy.
"Mandy picked them out for George all by herself."
Sari James greeted Maitland with an accusing glare. "Yes, I made it 
home okay. Thank you for being so concerned."
Putting the flowers on the window sil, Lauren continued to watch 
Amanda.
"Sari, don't," Julie begged. 
The girl shook her head. "You're right, he sure isn't worth the 
stress."
Lauren was holding her arms out, wanting to hold Amanda. Julie gave 
her up. Lauren smelled the familiar scent of Johnson's baby powder 
and hugged the little girl.
"I love the way babies smell," she sighed.
"Johnson and Johnson's courtesy of Mom," Julie uttered, scratching 
her neck, irritated by the powdery residue and the ticklish feeling 
in the back of her throat.
Steve continued the exam, ignoring the things that were making him 
feel annoyed. He watched as George Stewart's eyes followed Lauren 
across the room. "Dr. Stewart, you can hear us, can't you?"
George responded by looking directly at him.
"I'll take that as a yes," Steve smiled. "I think we're making 
progress."
"Lauren's…" George started to say but went out of breath quickly.
Steve patted him on the chest. "It's okay, Prof. Don't try to talk."
"I'm here, Daddy." Lauren gave the baby back to Julie and sat next 
to her father again, taking his dark hand in her own. "Its good to 
have you back again."
Pete motioned for Julie to follow him out into the hallway and she 
obliged.
"The lizard is still on the loose," he confessed. "There is some 
concern that you might be in danger. Maybe you should stay at Brook 
Cove for a while."
"That's not high security either," Julie sighed. "I'm fine, Pete."
"Nonsense, Julie. He knows you shot Sean. He may come after you."
"I'm so tired of living in paranoia. I just want my life to be 
normal for once, damn it," she whined. 
"We all do," he agreed, looking past her shoulder at Lauren who was 
resting her head on her father's chest and sobbing. Something was 
wrong. "What is it?" he shouted.
With Pete's yell of terror, Amanda started crying and Julie held 
her close, watching Pete go in after Lauren.
"No, no!" Lauren Stewart screamed, getting off of her father. Her 
eyes filled with tears.
"I need the paddles, stat!" Steve Maitland shouted back at Pete.
"What the hell happened?" he questioned.
"Just shut up and get them!" Maitland shot back
The heart monitor gave out a wretched screeching noise. Wordlessly, 
Julie shoved Amanda at Sari who stood by helplessly. Then Julie and 
Steve started CPR on George.


From: "Rosie" <RosiePozie@hotmail.com> 
Date: Sun Jun 10, 2001 11:42 pm
Subject: Ties That Bind

Josh looked out the window of Mike's apartment. Maggie came up behind 
him holding out a cup of coffee. "You ok.?" Maggie asked. "Just 
thinking about Rei." Josh said taking a sip. "Have you seen him?" 
Maggie asked. "Rei isn't a boy Maggie. Rei's a girl." Maggie folded 
her arms and looked at him seriously. "You don't mean Rei Carson do 
you?" Maggie asked. Josh sighed and put his coffee mug down. "Yeah 
Maggie I do." Josh said looking at her seriously. "The same Rei 
Carson that help destroy the Tucson resistance? And the Toyko Cell?? 
The same Rei Carson that assassinated..." Josh put up his hands in 
protest and said "Listen I know her military career first hand. And 
yes it's the same Rei. She was drugged Maggie. " Josh said. "Still 
Josh it's a hard sell." Maggie said shaking her head. Josh walked up 
to her and sat right across from her. He looked her in the eyes. 
Suddenly Josh seemed much older than is age. "Maggie, the only reason 
why no information was given on what Sean's assignments were was 
Diana wanted the pleasure of telling Mike himself how much of a 
Sirrian Sean had become. He had a taste for war too and his resume' 
is just as impressive as Rei's." Josh said. He reached for his coffee 
and drank it slowly.

He looked at Maggie. "When she came off of the procob and started 
remembering things she nearly lost her mind. She took care of me and 
Sean. That's why I have to find Sean we promised we would always be 
there for each other. Rei's out there somewhere and she's all alone. 
She needs us Maggie. Sean and I are the only family she's got 
besides..." Josh stopped himself. "Besides who?" Maggie 
asked. "Besides her brother. But he's dead." Josh said. Maggie 
nodded "A lot of humans see her as the female Daniel Bernstein." 
Maggie said. "I know but that isn't who she is. And once Sean is 
better, if you make us chose between you and her.... Maggie you may 
not like the outcome." Josh said. "That tight huh?" Maggie said. Josh 
gulped hard, looked out the window and said. "Yeah that tight"...

From: "Jaime" <JaimeBoler@yahoo.com> 
Date: Mon Jun 11, 2001 4:40 pm
Subject: (Story) The Hunter

When he was young, his father sometimes carried his two sons to hunt 
with him at night. At first, Criti'Yan was afraid of the dark and 
the noises he heard. His older brother, Briti'Yan, was courageous so 
Criti'Yan learned to put his fears away. They'd hunt for hours, 
tracking their prey. Sometimes, they were unsuccessful, but other 
times, they were victorious.

His father taught his sons to watch, to wait, to watch and wait some 
more. He said the right moment was the key. Too soon or too late 
and the hunter lost. 

Now, his father had only one son, Criti'Yan. His favored, elder son 
was dead, and a void filled the family ever since. A void that 
Criti'Yan tried unsuccessfully to fill and never could.

But he would have his moment; he would exact his revenge and avenge 
the death of his brother. It was his promise to his father long ago 
when the news came from far, far away.

He had been planning and thinking about the perfect way to go about 
it. He identified the prey, watched, waited, stalked, like all good 
hunters do. Then he watched and waited some more. He encircled his 
prey, and now he was closing in.

He could hear his father's voice in his mind, "Wait for it, 
Criti'Yan, wait for it." 

He smiled; the waiting was almost over...

From: "Jaime" <JaimeBoler@yahoo.com> 
Date: Wed Jun 13, 2001 10:03 pm
Subject: Re: (Story) Contact


Robin frowned at Colby's choice of food. "You're having a salad? 
I thought men from Texas ate meat." She laughed.
 
Colby grinned, "Well," he began, "I had a big breakfast."

Robin nodded, "So why don't you tell me more about yourself?"

"With pleasure, honey."

"I was born in Mississippi so that's why I'm such a southern 
gentleman. But we moved to Texas cause my daddy got transferred 
there. He worked in the oil business," Colby explained and Robin 
nodded. "My mom worked at a bank in Mississippi and Texas. I 
played football in high school and college. I was in college when those 
monsters came and turned my world upside down."

"They turned mine upside down too," Robin agreed.
 
Colby nodded, "Now there was nothing left for me in Texas so I came 
out here. To start a new life, meet a fine lady, live again. But 
there's one problem."
 
Robin raised her eyebrows, "Oh, what might that be?"
 
Colby's grin disappeared, "I don't have twenty bucks to my name. 
I've got a truck and some clothes and that's all."
 
Robin sat up straighter in her seat. She had made a decision.
 
"I know what you're going to do," she replied. "You're going to 
sell your truck and ride with me to L.A." He opened his mouth to 
protest.
 
"No, I won't take no for an answer. If we have to stay here a 
couple of days to sell your truck, that's fine. You can pay me back the 
money for your room when you get your money for the truck," she 
said.
 
"But what am I going to do in L.A.?"
 
"That's simple; you'll get a job and live with me until you get on 
your feet. I've got friends and we'll take care of you," she 
promised.
 
Colby looked into her eyes a moment, "It does sound tempting."
 
"It's settled then. Now go to a pay phone and look in the yellow 
pages for truck dealers," Robin instructed.

Colby smiled and shook his head, "You remind me of my mother. Yes, 
ma’am, I'll do that."

Colby made his way to the telephone booth and looked through the 
yellow pages. His back was facing Robin. 
 
Dialing the numbers, Colby waited a moment for the person to pick 
up. When she did, he spoke.
 
His voice lacked the Southern accent and had grown cold and 
hard, "I've made contact."

From: JMacleod@paonline.com 
Date: Thu Jun 14, 2001 8:14 pm
Subject: (Story)...A Midsummer Night's Raid

****Joint post by Wendy & Jenna, aka..(Mike and well, Jenna..giggle)
Enjoy!*************
......................................................................
Jenna pulled the jeep into a parking space in the parking lot of Mike 
Donovan's apartment building and shut off the engine. She felt 
wasted. She had left Pheadon with Tyler and the rest to wrap things 
up and had gone ahead to meet with Mike at Tyler's insistence. Tyler 
had instructed her to keep quiet on the proceedings of the night 
before and just try to accomplish their next step without hazard. She 
had no doubt that if "Gooder" had any clue as to where they'd all 
been and what had gone down then there would be a second Spanish 
inquisition. She stifled a yawn and climbed out of the jeep. Locking 
it behind her she gave a quick scan of the parking lot and realized 
that she didn't see Mike's SUV. 
"Great, another waiting session." She mumbled as she made her way 
into the building. She stopped in the lobby and gave serious thought 
to trying yet another breaking and entering session into his 
apartment. She quickly scratched the idea realizing that he would 
have taken precautions to stop such an easy access to his place after 
she and Pheadon had given him such a rude home coming the last time. 
Instead she took a seat on a very comfortable couch. She yawned, 
unable to fight the fatigue that threatened to overwhelm her. She 
wasn't sure how much time passed before she heard the door to the 
buildings lobby slam closed jerking her from a light slumber. She sat 
bolt upright and found herself starring at not only Mike Donovan but 
a petite and very pretty brunette as well. She gave the cameraman a 
sheepish grin. Rising from the couch she said, "Hi…I thought, uh, 
well that breaking and entering might not be such a great idea. I 
figured you'd be ready for me this time." She said with a small grin.

"You would be right." Mike said, returning her smile. "Did we have a 
date?"

"Men." Jenna muttered sarcastically. "How easily they forget. It's 
at midnight, tonight. No tux required."

Mike shot a scowl in her direction as his mind quickly processed that 
the Science Frontiers raid was still on as planned and would take 
place in just a short time. Leaving Donovan to digest what she had 
just told him, Jenna turned toward the young woman accompanying him 
and held out her hand. "Hi...my name's Jenna Macleod."

"Emma Lindstrom." Emma replied softly as she took Jennas hand and 
shook it.

Jenna gazed at the young woman for a moment...there was something 
familiar about her...or the name...but she couldn't place what it 
was. She refocused her attention back on Donovan and said, "So 
Donovan, you now have me at your disposal. Shall we go upstairs and 
discuss...the future?

"After you." Mike said, sweeping his hand out in a flourishing 
gesture for her to go first. "I hope you don't mind company."

Jenna raised an eyebrow at him questioningly, but Mike only grinned 
at her. She shook her head and motioned for Donovan and Emma to go 
ahead of her. Mike shrugged his shoulders and started across the 
lobby to the stairs, Emma's suitcase hand. Emma walked closely beside 
him and occasionally leaned her head on Mike's shoulder. As she 
followed behind them, Jenna watched the interaction between the two 
and tried to decide whether they were...friends...dating...or 
lovers. She finally decided that the two were only friends, but 
close ones. She searched her mind for what personal facts Pheadon had 
given her about Mike Donovan...no current girlfriend that she could 
remember. She sighed as she climbed the stairs...her muscles still 
hurting from the night before. Hopefully this job would go a little 
smoother then the last one. When they reached his apartment, Mike 
tapped lightly on the door, once, twice, before opening it. Startling 
Maggie or Josh out of a sound sleep could be hazardous to his 
help...that is if they hadn't decided to wait up until he returned. 
As he pushed the door open he saw that the living room was shrouded 
in darkness and knew that he had been right in assuming that his 
friends had already turned in for the night. Jenna quietly followed 
Mike into his apartment; seeing that his other guests had already 
turned in for the night she made her way into his kitchen and flipped 
on the overhead light. She was dying for some coffee and could have 
sworn she smelled some. A slight smile crossed her face as she saw 
the startled look that came over Donovan's face as she made her way 
to the kitchen.

"Help yourself." Mike said sarcastically as he and Emma followed her.

Jenna snickered as she continued to search his cupboards for coffee, 
milk and sugar. " Keep in mind that I was raised around the 
Fixer "Gooder"." 

"Am I supposed to feel sorry for you?" Mike responded. "Coffee mugs, 
second shelf far corner above sink, coffee and filters above stove, 
milk and creamer in fridge, sugar, third canister on counter." He 
said practically barking his directions at her.

Jenna shot Mike a rude glance but stayed silent as she followed them 
and soon had a pot of coffee brewing in the coffeemaker. Meanwhile 
Emma had taken a seat at the table and silently watched the easy 
interaction between Mike and Jenna and listened to their witty 
commentary. If she weren't sure that Mike was still in love with 
Juliet Parish, she would have sworn there was some serious chemistry 
going on between Mike and this woman.
Just then Jenna glanced over at the young woman and raised a coffee 
mug at her. Emma nodded affirmatively at the offering of the coffee 
and Jenna turned to pour another cup. She carried the two mugs of hot 
liquid over to the table and sat one down in front of Emma, before 
taking a seat.

"Thanks." Emma told her. Jenna nodded at her and then turned toward 
Mike. She opened her mouth to ask Mike a question, but was cut off by 
Mike himself.

"Gee...you shouldn't have." Mike said, referring to the fact that 
Jenna hadn't offered him a cup of coffee.

"You can get it yourself. After all it is your coffee and your 
kitchen." Jenna said, smiling sweetly at him. 

Mike rose from the table and busied himself getting a cup of coffee.

"So "Gooder" learn anything interesting at the library?" Jenna asked, 
referring to the research Mike had to do to come up with a layout for 
Science Frontiers.

"The library's a very useful place. I found out all kinds of 
interesting information." Mike responded. 

"Mmm...at least your good for something." Jenna answered with a 
chuckle. She took several sips of her coffee; thoroughly enjoying 
it's refreshing warmth. She chose to ignore the rude noise Mike made 
at her reply, as he made his way back to the table. "So?" she 
prompted, waiting for him to tell her what he had found out. 

"There's a lot of things I'm good for." Mike told her.

Jenna nearly choked on the coffee. That was definitely not the 
response she had been expecting. She took a moment to compose 
herself and finally said; "I'll have to put that knowledge to a test 
sometime." She held him with a steady gaze and a broad smile. 
(Tyler had been right. This one was a handful and she'd have to be 
careful where she stepped.) She heard Emma give a small chuckle as 
she stood up from the table. 

"As interesting as this conversation is getting, its not enough to 
keep me awake another moment. I'm bushed."

"Huh?" Mike said, not looking away from Jenna.

Jenna lowered her gaze from Mike's and continued sipping her coffee, 
even though Mike's intense gaze still remained on her for several 
moments. She sighed inwardly, she missed Galin and Mike looked so 
much like him she'd have to constantly remind herself who she was 
talking to.

"Mike, where am I going to sleep?" Emma asked, grinning at the 
dumbfounded look that crossed over Mike's handsome features at her 
question. It had been a long time since she had seen Mike so 
enraptured with a lady…that is since he and Julie broke up. It also 
didn't help that Jenna bore somewhat of a striking resemblance to 
Julie.

"What? Oh, Emma, I'm sorry. You should probably take my bed, since 
Maggie and Josh are probably in the guest room." Mike told her, 
dragging his gaze away from Jenna to look at Emma.

"And where exactly is that?" Emma prompted.

"Oh, that's right. You've never been here before. I'll show you." 
Mike said getting up from the table and leading her out of the 
kitchen.

**Jenna gave a small shake of her head and a quiet snicker. Tyler 
would either skin her alive or congratulate her for flustering her 
new partner in crime so early on in the friendship. She happened to 
think the later. She rose from her chair and wandered over to his 
couch. She removed her leather jacket and left it lying over a 
nearby chair as she took a seat and issued a small yawn. Bending 
forward she began to unroll what could only be blue prints. "Uh huh…
nice work Gooder." She said in quiet appreciation for what she saw. 
He had obtained the floor plans for Science Frontiers, only these 
where not the kind that you would pay fifty bucks for at the 
library. They also offered the hidden rooms that she was certain 
that Nathan Bates had installed when he had purchased the building as 
well as the regular layout for each floor in the building. She was 
so busy studying the layout she hadn't heard Mike come back out from 
showing Emma to her bed for the night and jumped as she felt him sit 
down beside her.

"Sorry." He said. She gave a quiet nod and a giggle. "Guess the 
coffee hasn't kicked in yet." She said pointing at the prints in 
front of her, "Very nice work, these will be worth more than their 
weight in gold."

"Glad you like'em. So? When's the party start and where's Tyler's 
pitbull?" He asked referring to Pheadon. 

Jenna lifted her gaze long enough to give him a frown before 
returning her attention to what was in front of her. "That pitbull? 
As you refer to him is securing our getaway as we speak. He's also 
one of the best in the business, so play nice or as I told he and 
another of Tyler's friends earlier, I'll knock your heads together."

Mike could see she had become all business and he realized that 
playtime was over as far as she was concerned and it was time to get 
serious. He also suddenly realized that something in her eyes had 
changed and it scared him to realize that whatever that something was 
reminded him a lot of Tyler. He had remained silent so long she 
looked up from the blueprints and was staring back at him. 

"Problem?" She asked quietly.

"No…tell me how this is going to go." He said never letting his gaze 
waiver. Damn if that look from her had caused a shiver up his 
spine. It had become clear in that instant why Tyler had chosen her 
for the job at hand. She was good at what she did. 



From: "Tamie Kwist" <amanda_donovan2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Thu Jun 14, 2001 8:53 pm
Subject: 

Even the coffee from the Doctor's lounge was hardly enough to keep 
Julie awake as she laid back on a cot in George's office in the 
hospital with Amanda cradled in her arms. The baby was sound asleep. 
And Julie drifted off into a dream. She was in the alley again, and 
just when it seemed that there was no escape from her attacker, 
someone was shaking her out of her sleep.
Julie looked up into the eyes of Steve Maitland. An hour had passed 
too quickly. She was sure of it by a quick glance at the clock on the 
wall across from her. She gave a wide yawn and sat up ever so careful 
as to not wake the baby. From the expression on Maitland's face, she 
didn't have to ask the enevitable.
With a slight shake of his head, Steve sat on the other end of the 
couch. "Well, I hear there's an opening at the Los Angeles Med 
Center."
She gathered the words to give him comfort, "It wasn't your fault, 
Steven."
"I wish I could believe that. You know, maybe I'm just not cut out 
to be a New Yorker."
"Look on the bright side, the resistance can always use doctors."
"Maybe more efficient ones," he said in a self-defeating 
tone. "Remember when we planned to get married? Where did the time 
go?"
"We've changed, Steven," she let out a sigh.
"You were the first woman I cared about like that."
She put her hand up warding off anymore. "You know, one of my 
closest colleagues just passed away. Why must you start this now when 
I told you how I fell over and over and over again."
Actually her mind was on Dennis Lowwel. She'd promised to check in 
on him after visting with George. And since the unexpected happened, 
she'd plain forgotten.
With a sudden motion, she sprang up from her seat. "I'll see you 
later, okay?"
"Where are you going?
"To visit a friend," she answered, offering no further explanation. 
Steve sat there alone and began to ponder his deepest regrets... 
again. 




From: Jaime Boler <JaimeBoler@yahoo.com> 
Date: Thu Jun 14, 2001 9:22 pm
Subject: Hello My Love


Joint post by Rosie and Jaime


Rei laid in Muggo’s bed. Her mind filled with memories she could hardly 
decipher. The phone rang intruding on her thoughts.
“Finally Muggo.” She thought. She picked up the phone.
“ Hey Muggo. What’s the deal where are you?….Hello?”


Rei’s voice sounded so good to Criti’Yan. “I’ve made contact,” Criti’Yan
informed her in a cold, hard voice.


Rei shuddered from his tone and its implications. She’d hate to be in Robin 
Maxwell’s shoes. Rei gulped hard. “How did you find me?” She asked trying 
not to sound frightened. 

Criti’Yan smiled sinisterly and said. “It’s just like our old games, Rei. Don’t you know? I always find you.”
Rei sat up in bed she reached for her flask and took another gulp of vodka. 
“Where are you?” she asked.
 
Criti’Yan sighed, “Rei, you know I can’t tell you that. It’s better if you 
don’t know. But I’m coming your way. That truck I stole? I’m going to 
sell it, get the money, and come to L.A. with her.”
 
Rei bolted up and started pacing the room. “You’re what?! Criti’Yan, her 
friends are in L.A.” Rei replied. She didn’t know whether or not she didn’t 
want Criti’Yan to come because she actually cared about him or because she 
was to afraid to see him.
 
Rei couldn’t see Criti’Yan smile. “I know; I’m counting on it.” His tone 
changed. “Are you still waiting for that boy to rescue you. What was his 
name, Josh? Or have you grown tired of it, Rei?”
 
Rei took a deep breath, “I….. I haven’t seen him, Criti’Yan. I don’t know if 
I will it’s been so long.” Rei closed her eyes hoping and praying Criti’Yan 
would drop the subject. She thought the nightmare was coming to an end now 
here she was again. Torn between who she was and what she had become.
 
“Rei, you’re an interesting, special woman—strong, independent, smart, 
beautiful—he can’t appreciate that. Not like I do. When you nearly killed 
those kids in the Visitor Youth, he was jealous and scared at the same time. 
Klaus knew what a warrior you’d become. He’d want us together, Rei, and 
you know it. His assistant and replacement and star pupil. Think about it, 
Rei, that’s all I ask.”
 
He paused, “Now I have to look in something called the yellow pages for 
truck dealers to sell this truck. I’ll call you back soon. I miss you, 
Rei, and love you still.”
 
“Don’t say that.” Rei said squeezing her eyes tightly. Rei began to pack her 
things. All her instincts told her to run. But where? He was a hunter. He 
would find her. He always did. Rei knew her only hope was Josh. But it had 
been so long since he helped her escape. What if he forgot about her? Josh 
was her heart but Criti’Yan accepted her for who she was. With him she could 
give into the darkness. She didn’t have to feel or think. Rei sat down her 
hands now shaking. Even if Josh did find her. Criti’Yan wouldn’t let Josh 
stand in the way of what he wanted. She knew he would kill Josh.

 
“Good-bye for now, Rei.”

“Keep safe, Criti’Yan.” Rei replied. She took another swig of her vodka. She 
reached under the bed and pulled out another bottle.
 
Criti’Yan hung up and his mind was engulfed with
memories…


 
 
From: "Tamie Kwist" <amanda_donovan2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Thu Jun 14, 2001 10:26 pm
Subject: (story) Mourning For Daddy

With her stomach in knots, Lauren Stewart puked into the stool in 
the third floor ladies room, sobbing at the same time. She hated 
life. She hated the Visitors. She wanted to die.
'It's not fair', she prayed to God. 'YOu can't take both my 
parents. What did I do to deserve this?' She put her head down and 
leaned back against the cold, metal door, grabbing a wad of tissue 
from a half-empty roll. "No," she moaned, hysterically.
"Ma'am?" came a female voice from the next stall. "Are you okay."
"Go to hell," Lauren mumbled in between a sob and a hiccup.
The woman with long blond hair washed her hands and exited the 
bathroom into a small corridor. She saw the well built man pacing 
nearby and he noticed her too.
"Is there a woman in there, kind of Hawaiian-looking?" Pete 
Forsythe asked.
The woman shrugged. "There's a woman in there who's crying."
"Is there anyone else?" he wondered.
She shook her head. Without hesitation, Pete entered the ladies 
room as the lady called after him, "You can't go in there!"
Peeking under the stalls, he caught sight of Lauren sitting on the 
floor. "Honey?" he said softly.
"Leave me alone," Lauren begged.
"Let me take you home."
Putting her weight on her palms, Lauren got up from the floor and 
opened the door. Pete opened his arms and hugged her.
"It’s going to be okay."
"How would you know?" she said sarcastically as they headed out 
into the hallway.
Pete didn't answer, scooping her up in his arms and carrying her 
out to the parking lot. In a matter of moments his neck was buried in 
her tears, he could feel the moisture running down his chest. He put 
her in the passenger side of his car and buckled her in. Lauren 
wouldn't pick her head up or open her eyes for anything. She hoped 
she wouldn't get sick in the car. 


From: "Rosie" <RosiePozie@hotmail.com> 
Date: Fri Jun 15, 2001 1:18 am
Subject: Catch Me If You Can

Rei continued to ace Muggo's room. "Damn him!" She yelled. Why did he 
have to come now? Everything was going fine. Granted she was nothing 
but a collector who fought for sport at Tech Noir. But it was better 
than being what she used to be. Rei opened up her backpack and 
looked at a shiny gold medal she had pulled out. She still remembered 
the pride in Klaus's voice. "This is the highest honor a cadet can 
receive, Rei. Wear it proudly." Rei nodded and bowed toward him. She 
smiled seductively at Criti'Yan then took her place next to Sean. 

Rei snapped herself back into reality. She thought of Josh and all he 
had sacrificed to save her. For the sake of the person she used to be 
she had to try to save herself. Rei packed up her things and ran 
outside. She looked at her bike briefly then decided to leave it 
there. It wasn't much of a diversion but it would help even it was 
only for awhile. With that Rei ran down the street.

Rei stood at the bar taking another shot of vodka. The side of her 
mouth stung for the hit the last fighter got on her. She fixed that 
quickly though. "Rei I can't keep cleaning up your messes." She 
heard. She turned around and saw the owner of Tech Noir. "Sorry it 
was his fault. HE came at me." Rei tried to reason. The owner shook 
his head. "Did you take care of the body?" Rei asked. The owner 
nodded. "Listen I need to disappear until my next fight." Rei said. 
The owner pulled out a key. "Yeah I know. Listen don't drink all of 
the booze." He said. Rei shrugged her shoulders and smiled. "You know 
me." With that she took the key and began to walk away. "Listen you 
haven't seen me." Rei said. "Yeah yeah I know." He said. Rei walked 
away thinking of Criti' Yan. She took a bottle from the bar, started 
walking up the stairs as she mumbled "Catch me if you can…" 


From: "Tamie Kwist" <amanda_donovan2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Fri Jun 15, 2001 10:01 am
Subject: (story) An old friend


Julie rapped lightly on Denny's door. He looked up from his bed to 
see her come in holding a baby. Julie offered a smile eyeing the cast 
on his arm.
"How are you feeling today?" she asked.
"Okay, under the circumstances," he glanced down at his left hand 
knowing four of his fingers had been bitten off in a snap.
"Well, at least it was your left," said Julie feeling like a 
heel. "When did you come to New York?"
"After the first war, I came to look for you. Your Mom didn't tell 
you? Who's your friend?"
Julie nodded at Amanda. "My daughter."
Pushing his covers away from his chest, Denny eyed the baby and 
chuckled. "Where'd she get that mop of hair from? Or should I say 
who?"
Consciously, Julie brushed some of Amanda's dark hair away from her 
green eyes.
"I take that back, she's adorable. Who'd you marry?" he recanted.
Julie took a seat on the armchair that was shoved into the corner 
of the small room. "I didn't."
Sensing she was uncomfortable, he changed the subject. "Where did 
you go after you left me?"
"You mean you really don't know?" she said softly.
He shook his head.
"I joined the Los Angeles Resistance."
He chuckled even louder this time. "What did you do, help with the 
injured?"
"Among other things," she grinned. "How have you been?"
"What'd you do?" he prompted.
"Well, if you really must know, I was their leader."
"No," he giggled. "Oh, I think this pain med is making me giddy."
"Yes, I was," she reassured him. "Did the doctor say when you can 
leave?"
"In a few days," he answered. "I'm supposed to get a prosthetic 
hand. Wouldn't want to miss bidding electronically on the latest 
Disney stocks. They're really booming in Anaheim."
'Not for long,' Julie thought to herself. Her face cast a shadow 
that he could almost read.
"What's wrong?" Denny wondered.
"The Visitors are coming back."
"Oh, Julie, don't be ridiculous. You and your daughter will live a 
normal life... No aliens from another planet will come back," he said 
thinking he sounded ridiculous. "I remember when I used to get those 
comics in the early sixties... Attack from Mars. Whoever thought it 
would be for real?"
"Or that they would be lizards?" she laughed.
"What are your plans, Julie? Is the baby's father alive, I mean 
since the war and all."
She nodded. "I'm going back to Los Angeles to help fight the war."
"With a baby? What about her father?"
"He's alive," she said getting up. "Why don't you give me your 
number? I would like to check up on you and make sure you're all right 
before I leave."
"Sure," he said, grabbing a pen and paper with his good hand. After 
exchanging numbers, Julie went home to get some much-needed rest.



From: "Jaime" <JaimeBoler@yahoo.com> 
Date: Wed Jun 20, 2001 4:00 pm
Subject: (Story) Could this be love?

Robin watched Colby make his way to the pay phone in McDonalds. He 
made her smile, and more importantly, he made her laugh. It was hard 
to remember the last time Robin had really laughed. 'It must have 
been before the Visitors arrived,' Robin thought. Much too long.

She saw Colby deposit money and make his calls. Robin really liked 
this guy. She could envision having a lasting relationship with 
him. He was funny, smart, charming, and sexy. 'He is totally 
perfect,' she thought.

"I could really fall in love with him," Robin said aloud and had no 
idea she did.

Colby turned around and flashed her a grin while he was on the 
phone. Robin smiled at him. 

'Wow, he looks like he could eat me up,' she thought. 'I've finally 
found the man of my dreams.'

From: "Rosie" <RosiePozie@hotmail.com> 
Date: Wed Jun 20, 2001 11:57 pm
Subject: Someday My Prince Will Come.

Rei stood in front of the mirror carefully looking at her reflection. 
Had it been a year already? She looked down at the tattered picture 
of her Josh and Sean then at the cadet Medal of Valor Klaus had 
bestowed to her. She sat down on the rickety bed. Slowly she took a 
puff of her cigarette. Criti'Yan was back. Rei laid down on the bed 
she remembered all those nights they spent together. Working out, 
becoming efficient fighters and ... Rei bolted up and began to pace 
the room. What if he found her? What would she do? She was no longer 
on the procob if she didn't do as he said what would happen?? What if 
he had information on Kyle or even Josh or Sean for that matter. 
Could she keep running form him? Criti'Yan loved the hunt. This would 
be nothing but a game to him. Rei curled up into a little ball and 
whispered "Josh, Sean please find me."

Josh sat on Mike's window ledge starting at a picture of Rei. He 
closed his eyes remembered the feel of her lips on his. "Please Rei 
be alive." He whispered. Maggie looked at Josh. "We are almost 
ready." She said. Josh nodded jumping off the ledge. He accidentally 
dropped his picture of her. Maggie picked it up. "You really love her 
don't you?" Maggie asked. Josh shrugged his shoulders. "Why didn't 
you ever tell her before?" Maggie asked. "It was impossible. She was 
Klaus's prize student I was of a lower regime. Klaus would have 
never allowed it." Josh said. "Was she with Klaus?" Maggie asked. 
Josh shook his head again. "No let's just say Klaus had his own 
vision for Rei." Josh replied. For a moment he thought of Criti' Yan. 
The look on his face whenever Reo was around. As if Criti'Yan had 
already claimed her and Josh was just a momentary inconvenience. Josh 
walked over to the couch and sat down. He looked up a Maggie and 
said. "Let's just find Sean. The sooner we do that. The sooner we 
find Rei."


From: mlwhipple@yahoo.com 
Date: Thu Jun 21, 2001 6:36 pm
Subject: (story) New Commander On Board

A joint post from Mary and Bill

Philip looked at Thelma's body. He then looked at Commodore Paulette.
"Take her to the brig." He told the guards as he turned and walked 
through the door.

Philip walked down the corridor leading to the bridge. 'If I can take 
control of this ship I could use it to help earth.' Philip thought to 
himself.  A few minutes later he stood in front of the doors to the 
bridge. He took a deep breath to calm his nerves before entering the 
bridge.
"Commodore Paulette is confined to the brig until further notice." 
Philip told the crew as they looked at him in shock. "I am taking 
command of this ship." Philip looked toward the communications 
station. "Lieutenant, open a channel to Supreme Commander Michael." 
Philip told the communications officer.

"Just a moment, sir." A few minutes latter the supreme commander's 
face appeared on the screen. "Inspector General, this is a surprise, I 
understand you are on Paulette's cruiser."

"Yes, but I have some disturbing news... I have found a body in the 
commodore's quarters. I have confined her to the brig until further 
notice." Philip continued " The body was examined briefly, but all 
the signs show that the victim was killed by a single shot to the 
chest from point blank range. Needless to say, it's not a pretty 
sight, commander."

Michael sighed " I see... it's well known that she has a tendency for 
having fits of blind rage."

"I have assumed command of the cruiser in the mean time, while I 
investigate." 

"Very well, keep me informed of your progress, Philip."

"Yes, Supreme Commander, Philip out."

Revelation by Jaime

In the beginning, Criti'Yan heard rumors (just rumors, mind you) of 
his brother's death. "He died bravely. Your father would have 
been proud." Or "His death is really a mystery. If any Sirian tells 
you of it, he lies, for no Sirian was there that day." Or 
still, "Briti'Yan was killed by the Resistance and died a horrible 
death." All these snippets of news deeply disturbed Criti'Yan. 
His mother asked questions, but it was almost as if his brother's death 
was a big secret.


But then he learned the truth. It was just after Criti'Yan came to 
Earth to assume the position as Chief Assistant to the Leader of 
the Youth Corps, the feared and indomitable Klaus. Klaus was his 
mentor and his hero. He had taught Criti'Yan all about the ancient art of 
Rivac or a type of martial arts that concentrated on the mind and 
spirit as much as the body. Working under Klaus at the Visitor 
Legation, Criti'Yan heard another rumor. But this rumor turned out 
to be the truth.


Briti'Yan was killed by a 17-year-old human girl who was out for 
revenge. She was betrayed and made the subject of a medical 
experiment. Robin Maxwell was her name and had given birth to twin 
hybrids. The Sirian hybrid died soon after its birth, but the 
other one was alive and well. His brother was the first to die from red 
dust poisoning.


Criti'Yan promised himself that Robin would pay. He even enlisted 
the aid of a spy in his plot for revenge. And she was quite a 
spy...

From: wendy mills <wendymypooh_2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Mon Jun 25, 2001 7:25 pm
Subject: A Date With Danger

Jenna turned her attention back to the matter at hand quietly dismissing
Donovan's stare. She saw only two different possibilities of getting into
Science frontiers unnoticed, and only one of them would allow them easy access
to where her gut told her that Bates and the visitors had stashed the weapons.
One entrance was a loading dock at the rear of the building. She shook her head
silently; she'd about had it with loading bays in the last 24 hours. But
still…it was an option and she didn't seem to have many of those at hand. The
other was a side door off an employee parking lot and that was the one that was
nearest to the "secret" entrance to the underground of the building by the
looks of the blue prints. She took a deep breath and sat back. Rubbing her eyes
she threw a quick observation and a few questions at Donovan hoping that he
might be able to give a better visual description, offering her something that
the blueprints wouldn't.

"Ok, I see two ways in, at least two that would allow us access to what we're
after. What I need from you is anything you remember about the inside of that
building that the plans aren't showing me. You've been in there before, tell me what you remember? How'd you get in to see Dr. Parish during the occupation?"

Mike seemed to stare off into the distance, seeing something that Jenna
couldn't. She realized that in her mention of Juliet Parish she was broaching
tender territory. Tyler had mentioned them as a couple a few times in the past.
She was aware from her time with the New York resistance that Dr. Parish had
come to New York after the war and for some reason Mike Donovan had remained
here on the West Coast. She had never met Juliet Parish, but from all the
reports of the woman's actions she was a glowing figurehead for the resistance as well as the medical profession; that info had come strait from Galin. He had never met her before either but had read several of Julie's Thesis and papers over the last year. He spoke highly of what he had seen. She waited patiently, giving a glance at the clock; it was just then striking 10pm. They had another hour before they where to leave to meet Pheadon at his Sushi bar. There they would pick up their wheels and gear and make any final adjustments to their plan before heading over to Science Frontiers.

"That Blueprint your holding isn't entirely accurate, but it's the only one I
could come up with on such short notice." Donovan said coming out his reverie.

Jenna nodded her understanding. "Do you happen to know what kind of security I might be looking at here? I mean I'm good…I can pick my way into almost
anywhere, but if it's an electrical lock we're talking about, well…that may
prove a bit more difficult and it means an entirely different set of tools."
She said.

Mike leaned over the table and traced a finger down the lines that represented walls on the blueprints. "When Bates bought the place back in the 70's he had extensive remodeling done on the building…in addition to the secret underground there's also a hidden maze of passageways as well inside the walls, their only about 7ft high by 5ft wide." Mike told her.

Jenna nodded as she followed his finger with her eyes, she pointed to the two
places she had been thinking about as far as infiltration was concerned. "Think these might be a possibility in accessing those hidden passageways?" She asked.

Mike gave an absent nod, then; "If I remember correctly, one of the hidden
openings is just off the main employee parking lot."

"Good." She said, "Now…security?" She asked prompting him.

"Well, you're right about security being tighter. Ever since Bates "unexpected" demise his lawyers and flunkies have been managing his holdings and estate.
There's twice as many guards then before, fortunately for us they're all human.
Although…."

"What?" She asked a note of urgency in her voice.

"They still use some visitor technology, I suspect we'll encounter most of that inside the building. The outer gates leading onto the compound are electrified.
The guards keep irregular patrols around the clock, however luckily for us they carry standard issue military gear. They're trying it seems to stay low key. Who can blame them? They don't want to make Science Frontiers too much of a target. They probably don't want too many people to catch on to the fact that they're holding onto things as valuable as that hidden cache of visitor
weapons."

Once finished Mike sat back and observed Jenna as several different emotions
seemed to play over her pretty features. She came to her final decision as she
rose from the coach and placed her coffee down on the table. He watched her as
she moved around the table making a beeline for the chair she had thrown her
jacket over, she fumbled through the bottom pockets until she found what she
was hunting for. He watched even more closely as she removed a small black
radio and began pushing a few buttons on it as she inserted a small ear piece
into her ear and started to speak.

"Cold Steel this is Darkangel do you copy? Over"

"I'm here Darkangel, what's up?" Came Pheadon’s voice over her ear piece and the
radio’s speaker. She had intentionally set it so that Mike could here the
conversation.

"Tell dad I'll need the credit cards, my shopping trip's going to be more
expensive than I thought." She said with a small smile in Donovan's direction.
She knew he'd understand that by dad she would be referring to none other than
the "Fixer" himself.

Donovan chuckled as he heard Ham Tyler reply to Jenna’s request over the radio
instead of having Pheadon do it for him.

"That’s an affirmative on the money order Darkangel, but do me a favor and try
not to break the bank this time kiddo."

Jenna gave a large grin as she replied to Tyler. " That's affirmative Cold
Steel. Darkangel over and out." She gave a low chuckle as she tucked away the
small radio back into her jacket and said jokingly; "I always get what I want."

Mike's response was only half as joking as hers had been; "I'll be sure to
remember that."


Jenna was just about to reply to Donovan's remark, with one of her own, when
another voice broke through the otherwise silent apartment behind her. 

"I thought I heard voices in here." 

Jenna was out of her chair and facing the kitchen doorway, with weapon drawn,
before Donovan had a chance to stop her. In the doorway stood a woman about her
age, dressed in an oversized T-shirt, with tousled blonde hair and sleepy green
eyes. It wasn't often that anyone was able to sneak up on her or take her
unaware, so when it did happen, it tended to not only unnerve her, but piss her
off as well. Except for a slight tightening at the center of the other woman's
forehead, and a brief flicker of green eyes from Jenna's face, to her drawn gun
and back again, the woman didn't seem worried at having a loaded weapon trained
on her.

"You're a tad touchy, aren't you." Maggie commented calmly as she studied the
woman holding a gun on her. She could see a resemblance to Julie, in the
petite, blond haired, blue eyed woman standing before her, but there was
something else she had never seen in Julie's eyes. A cold, almost callous look
that left Maggie without any doubt that the woman could kill and not have any
regrets afterward. It was a look she had seen many times in another set of
eyes: Ham Tyler's.

"When I have to be." Jenna replied coolly. She eased out of the shooting stance
she had assumed when Maggie had made her unexpected entrance and re-holstered
her weapon. 

"Just as long as you aren't too touchy." Mike replied, with a sudden edge to
his voice that both women were quick to pick up on.

"Not more than anyone else." Jenna told him, her own voice growing cool. She
didn't take kindly to having her abilities questioned, but decided to let it
slide just this once. She supposed she couldn't fault Donovan for posing the
question or being overly cautious since he knew so little about her. 

Mike studied her for a moment, then said, " Maggie this is Jenna Macleod.
Jenna, this is Maggie Blodgett."

He waited while the two women shook hands, then continued. "Jenna, Maggie's one
of the best members the LA resistance has had since it's inception. Anything
you say in front of her won't go any farther."

"We'd better get going. We've got places to go and things to do." Jenna replied.

"Right. Let me go change into something a little less...noticeable." Mike said,
glancing down at his light blue shirt and white jeans.

"Make it quick." Jenna urged him, setting her coffee cup in the sink and going
back over to the table where she began rolling up the blueprints. 

Mike hurried out of the kitchen, and Maggie followed a moment later. She waited
outside of Mike's room while he hunted around in the dark for another change of
clothing. He appeared a few seconds later carrying a black sweatshirt and black
jeans and headed down the hallway in the direction of the bathroom. Before he
could close the bathroom door on her, Maggie stepped quickly inside.

"Are you sure going on this raid with no backup you trust, is a good idea?"
Maggie whispered questioningly.

"Why Maggie I didn't know you cared." Mike joked in return.

"Mike, I'm serious. One of the reasons why you and I and Julie and the others
are still alive is because we always had someone at our backs we could trust.
I'd hate to see something happen to you, cause you let your guard down and
trusted the wrong person." 

" I'm not trusting Jenna's capabilities, but Tyler's. He'd never send to me
someone I couldn't trust, someone I wouldn't like maybe, but no one I couldn't
entrust my life to." Mike told her.

"Good, cause that's exactly what you're going to be doing. " Maggie told him
before opening the bathroom door. " Just be careful."

"Always." 

Maggie nodded and slipped out of the bathroom to let him change his clothes.
She waited up until he had emerged from teh bathroom and had headed out of the
apartment with Jenna. Then she headed off to bed, even though she had a feeling
that she wasn't going to be able to go back to sleep until Mike returned.




From: Jaime Boler <JaimeBoler@yahoo.com> 
Date: Tue Jun 26, 2001 10:52 am
Subject: The Spy Who Loved Me--Part 1


Joint Post by Rosie and Jaime 


Criti'Yan knew from the first moment he saw the female human recruit that she had abilities. As Klaus commented to him, she had "exceptional abilities."
Klaus said, “She and Sean Donovan were the ones to watch." Her name was Rei Carson, and from that day forward he was determined to possess her.
 
Rei's qualities were characteristics that Criti'Yan usually despised in most females. She was tough, determined, spirited, free-willed, but he desired
her more than any other woman, human or Sirian, that he ever met. Even on the procab drug, Rei still had spirit. Criti'Yan knew that Rei fancied him, as
well. He could see it in her eyes when their gazes locked. But Klaus said she was off-limits. So he backed off and followed orders--for the moment.
 
Rei, Sean, and another youth, Josh Brooks, were practically inseparable and were like "The Three Musketeers." Their closeness annoyed Criti'Yan. The
boys, though young, seemed to watch out for Rei. To protect her from him or from herself was something Criti'Yan did not know. Over time, tenderness seemed to develop between Josh and Rei. One time, she and Criti'Yan were alone together.
 
"He's a boy, Rei. You need a man."
 
"You?"
 
"Maybe. Why not?"
 
"Klaus wouldn't allow it. "

"He doesn't have to know."

She laughed, "Klaus knows everything. You know that."
 
Indeed, he did, but Klaus's days were numbered. And Criti'Yan's star was on the rise...


From: "Bill" <bb1678@hotmail.com> 
Date: Tue Jun 26, 2001 2:58 pm
Subject: (story) Truth & Lies [Part 1]

-- Part 1 [by Bill and Jaime]

When Nigel entered her stark chamber, Elizabeth was praying. She 
seemed oblivious to his presence. Her beliefs were sacred to her, he 
knew, but he had to interrupt.

"Elizabeth," Nigel began softly and she jumped, "I'm sorry, but we've 
got to go." She got to her feet and couldn't meet his gaze. 
Their previous meeting was something she couldn't seem to forget.

"I didn't hear you come in, but I'm ready now," she replied 
bravely. "Ready to run Diana's gauntlet."

Nigel grinned, "That's my girl. Let's go."

Elizabeth and Nigel left her quarters and made their way to a shuttle 
to take them to Diana's mother ship. As they neared the craft, they 
passed other Sirians along the way. Many stared at Elizabeth and 
whispered amongst themselves. Many were in awe of her. She
was dressed in a red Visitor uniform, the same kind they wore, but it 
looked out of place on Elizabeth.

They reached the shuttle and Nigel piloted the craft to the 
mother ship. Elizabeth looked at the planet with all the domes below 
her and thought how different this was from Earth. How she wished 
she were back there!

The fleet was soon visible from in the cockpit window, "Wow, Look
at all those mother ships! There are so many of them..."
"Yes, it's the newly assembled Terran fleet."
"Oh…" The realization of all those mother ships returning to
Earth made her feel even worse than she did already… 

Nigel and Elizabeth arrived at shuttle bay four with 10 minutes to 
spare before 0900 hours, minutes that lasted an eternity to the star-
child.

Nigel squeezed her hand, "Be strong, Elizabeth."

She nodded and swallowed hard. "I know that I must be, Nigel. I have 
to face her. It's the hardest thing that I've ever had to do, but I 
have to--for my family, my friends, for the whole of humankind on
Earth." She paused, "But what's going to happen, Nigel? What's she 
going to do?"

He could hear the panic in her voice and wished that he could 
reassure her. It was a question he had been wondering since Diana 
had set up this meeting. He stroked her face lightly, "I don't know 
what she has planned for you." He reached for her hand, "We must 
leave now." She nodded slowly-- her mind was elsewhere. They exited 
the tiny shuttle and stepped into the vast docking bay.

The double doors of the conference room opened, Diana made her 
entrance, while her entourage waited outside.
Diana showed little emotion as she approached, Elizabeth was puzzled, 
as Diana didn't display her usual air of confidence. She greeted her 
with a smile, "Hello, Elizabeth."
Elizabeth replied coldly and nodded, "Diana." Diana grabbed the 
headrest of the seat and swung it in Elizabeth's direction, "Take a 
seat, we have much to discuss."
She sat down while Diana remained standing. "Your work here is done, 
Captain, you're dismissed."
Nigel replied, "Very well, Commander." He quickly glanced down to 
look into Elizabeth's eyes. He knew she didn't want him to leave. He 
looked away, hoping his stare didn't linger too long. As the doors 
opened he turned his head slightly to look her in the eyes for what 
may be the final time. Diana watched him as he left. 
"You seem worried, Elizabeth."
Elizabeth smiled but it didn't touch her eyes, "Wouldn't you be if 
you were in my shoes?" 
Diana paused before answering, she never thought about being her own 
prisoner before. "Perhaps, but I assure you there is nothing to be 
afraid of."
Elizabeth raised her eyebrows and looked into Diana's eyes, "Why 
should I believe you? Tell me. If I wasn't the so called "Star-
child", would I be alive right now?"
"That's a good question, but I think you already know the answer."
Elizabeth nodded, "Why have you brought me here?"
"To talk... there are so many things I want to know about you."
"Why?"
"Because you are a unique individual."
"Really? I know what you want..." She said in a low voice, because 
she was angry. "If you think I'm going to betray my friends, then 
you're wasting your time.
You can try converting me, but somehow I don't think you can, Diana. 
Even you and all your skills at conversion would be powerless at 
attempting to turn me to your side."
"I have no plans to do that! You really do have a low opinion of me, 
don't you?"
Elizabeth laughed but it was brittle and weary, "What other opinion 
should I have of you, Diana? After all you've done-- I can never 
forgive nor forget."
Diana let out a sigh, "Fighting this war has opened my mind about 
many things, Elizabeth, you must keep your views and options open."
She shook her head, "Not when it comes to a lost cause, Diana."
"Lost cause? Much like the war the resistance are fighting? They know 
it's a lost cause, but yet they fight?"
A gleam came into Elizabeth's eyes, "They fight because there's 
always a chance. They were the victors once, and maybe they will be 
able to do it again."
Diana laughed mockingly, "Victors?" Her tone soon grew darker, "In 
order to be victorious, one must strike the death blow. And until 
they do..." She broke off and then composed herself, "I'm sorry, 
Elizabeth, this is not what I had intended to talk about."
Elizabeth was in no mood for games, "Just what is it that you wish to 
discuss, Diana? There's no need to beat around the bush with me. I 
know who you are and what's underneath your mask, Diana. I've seen 
you kill and lie. Surely you remember?" Elizabeth smiled. "What is 
on that evil mind of yours, Diana?"

From: Jaime Boler <JaimeBoler@yahoo.com> 
Date: Thu Jun 28, 2001 12:39 pm
Subject: Fwd: Re: The Spy Who Loved Me--Part 2


Joint Post by Rosie and Jaime
 
Criti'Yan looked back on that day with disbelief and thanksgiving. It was the day his mentor died a horrible death while trying to rescue his prodigy,
Sean, from the evil clutches of his father, Mike Donovan, a Resistance leader. It was the day Criti'Yan was promoted and therefore one step closer
to his goal--and closer to possessing Rei. It was a day that he would never forget.
 
Donovan had pulled a stunt and stolen Sean right under their noses. Not to be beaten or outdone, Klaus followed. However, Klaus was unsuccessful at
destroying Donovan but Sean found his way back to the legation.
 
Again, a thorn in the side of the Sirians, Donovan infiltrated headquarters to try and persuade Sean to leave. Klaus intervened, and the two were well
matched. Donovan won the battle against Klaus, who died by electrocution. Yet he lost the war to regain Sean from Diana's clutches.
 
It had been Diana who gave Criti'Yan the promotion. And his first act was finding Rei and requesting her presence...alone.
 
"You have talent, Rei, and it needs to be cultivated," Criti'Yan said, standing in front of Rei. She had not batted a lash or shed a tear when he told her the news of Klaus. But he expected no less. "I can help you
do that---if you want me to."
 
He paused and moved closer to her. She was also standing. "But there are tests that you must perform, Rei. Tests of endurance, cunning, and strength. Can you pass these tests, Rei? Or are you afraid to try?"
 
He touched her cheek and whispered, "It's you, Rei, the one I choose to be my successor. When the time is right, you will work beside me as my assistant.  What do you say?"
 
"Will you be my spy?" he leaned in and kissed her lips gently, waiting for a response.
 
Rei took a step back and turned around. "This is a great honor, Rei." 


"I know." Rei whispered. She had heard stories of what spies did. Infiltrating resistance units; taking them down; assassinating the 
leaders. Among Sirians, this was a great honor. To humans, however, this was 
the ultimate betrayal. A wave of fuzziness overcame her that normally Rei just gave into. A lot of times she would find herself in a different room hours later after the first wave of fuzziness.
 
Rei swayed for a moment then closed her eyes tightly. Her thoughts drifted 
to Sean and Josh. She fought Diana's voice in her head. Rei turned around 
and looked at Criti'Yan. "I accept, however I have some terms." Rei said. 
Criti'Yan nodded and asked. "And they are?" Rei looked at him. "Josh is to 
be transferred to the engineers and Sean to a safer sector." Rei said. 


Criti'Yan smiled widely. Rei knew he thought it was because she was growing 
tired of them. The truth was she was about to sell her soul to the devil to 
keep the two people she loved most in the world besides her brother safe.


"Sean will be accommodated. And what about Josh?" Criti'Yan asked. Rei shut 
her eyes, fighting her tears. It was strange to her that she didn't have one 
thought of sadness over Klaus's death but the thought of Josh going far away 
ripped her heart in two. Rei regained her composure. "There is an opening with the engineer corps here and I wish for him to go
there," Rei said. Criti'Yan nodded, "Very well, I will discuss this with Diana.  Do we have a deal?" He asked. Rei turned to him and nodded. Another wave of fuzziness hit her this time she gave into it. Sean and Josh were safe and it didn't matter what happened to her next....

And so she had become his spy. But he wanted so much
more, and what Criti'Yan wanted he got.


From: "Jaime" <JaimeBoler@yahoo.com> 
Date: Tue Jul 3, 2001 6:02 pm
Subject: (Story) Cold Hands, Warm Heart?


Robin watched as Colby replaced the phone in its hook and exited the 
phone booth. With a smile on his beautiful face, he sauntered toward 
her.

"I take it you got good news," Robin ventured.

Colby slid in the booth. "Well, darlin'," he began, "I got good news 
and bad news. The good news is that I found several dealers who were 
interested in the truck."

"That's great!" she broke off. "But what's the bad news?"

"The bad news is that none can see me until Monday."

'Today is only Saturday,' Robin thought.

She said aloud, "Well, that's OK. This seems like a nice city. We 
can get hotel rooms and check out the city. Then, we can sell the 
truck on Monday."

Colby took her hand in his own, and Robin noticed how cold it was. 
Almost like ice.

"Your hands are freezing!" she exclaimed, pulling her hand away.

Colby only grinned, "You know what they say. Cold hands, warm 
heart." He paused, "But seriously, I was hoping you wouldn't mind 
the delay. How about we stay in a fancy hotel? It'll be my treat."

Robin laughed, "Wonderful! Let's go."

They exited the booth and walked to the parking lot. 

"A local told me that the nicest hotel is on Laguna Boulevard so just 
follow me."

"You lead the way, Colby."

And so they were off...


From: "Rosie" <RosiePozie@hotmail.com> 
Date: Tue Jul 3, 2001 9:41 pm
Subject: Torn Between Two Worlds

Rei sat at a bar drinking yet another shot of vodka. She lit her 
cigarette and waited. She didn't know what her fate would be. She 
yerned to be plain old Rei Carson again the girl factor in the Three 
Musketeers. Josh told her "Deep inside of yourself Rei that's who you 
are no one. Criti'Yan, Klaus, Diana no one could change that." Rei 
hung her head low. "Josh what if you’re wrong." She whispered. She 
remembered her conversation with Crit'Yan. "He'll never understand 
you the way I do Rei." Criti'Yan said in his mesmerizing voice. Rei 
stood up and staggered for a moment. She took a puff of her cigarette 
and walked out the door. A part of her told her to hide in the 
shadows but another part of her no longer cared. Let Criti'Yan find 
her. Let someone find her. 

Rei shut her eyes tightly. "Damn it!" She muttered. Why was it no 
matter what she did, Josh's face appeared in her head. Rei remained in 
the shadows and walked into the flat she was hold up in. She closed 
her eyes and waited for the night to end. 


From: wendy mills <wendymypooh_2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Sun Jul 8, 2001 11:22 pm
Subject: Ravenous Appetite


This is written from Siras' pov regarding his escape from the hospital and his
attack on Denny.

After Siras had managed to reach the base of elevators at the end of the floor
his prison had been in without being detected, he had mistakenly assumed that
he had pulled one over on his human captors. It was that assumption that nearly
got him re-captured, when instead of continuing onto the basement parking
garage, the elevator he was riding in came to a stop on the main floor of the
lobby.

Unfortunately for him, at the time that the elevator door slid open, the
red-haired doctor that had treated him and male doctor were standing in line at
the coffee stand inside the hospital gift shop, waiting for their orders to be
filled. The male doctor's back was too him, but the female one was facing the
elevators and Siras watched as her green eyes opened in sudden recognition and
she whispered something furiously in the ear of her colleague. The other doctor
whirled around and raced out of the gift shop toward him, as the woman pulled a
cell phone from her lab coat and anxiously dialed a number.

Siras felt a flood of relief mixed with glee as the elevator door slid shut,
just as the male doctor reached it. He wouldn't allow himself to gloat again
about how easily he had fooled the human doctors, knowing that now the entire
building would be teaming with people on the lookout for him. As soon as the
elevator touched ground and the door opened, Siras dashed out and headed across
the garage to the open driveway and to ultimate freedom. He had barely reached
the top of the driveway, when he heard shouts behind him and the sound of
running footsteps.

Pain wracked his upper chest cavity as he ran, making it hard for him to
breathe and he felt a trickle of something gooey against his skin begin to drip
down his chest. His mind spun dizzily from weakness and his stomach rumbled
with a hunger he hadn't experienced since before his arrival on Earth. Whether
or not he had been kept from eating because of the surgery he had undergone or
because it was some trick of his captors to get him to break, he didn't know
and didn't care. All he knew was that he hadn't fed in two days time and he was
ravenous. He made the sudden decision that if any fool or animal who had the
stupidity to travel the darken streets alone unprotected, would be his choice
meal for the night.

He was but a short distance away from the hospital when he slowed to a walk in
back of a nightclub and came across a transient stumbling toward the front of
it. Siras glanced cautiously around to make sure no one was insight before he
lunged at the transient and brought them both to the paved ground. The
intoxicating aroma of fresh meat, although tainted by sweat and dirt, assaulted
his senses and he clamped down upon a bare chunk of flesh in the man's arm. The
transient let out a startled cry at the assault and then a much louder, painful
one a moment later as Siras tore into his skin like a dog worrying at a bone. 

Siras reached with one hand to cover the transient's mouth in order to prevent
him from making any more cries, but the transient bit down on his hand and let
out another cry. This time the man's shout was answered by a woman's voice
asking, "Who's there?" When no answer came, the woman stepped out of the
lighted front of the nightclub and started toward them. Reluctantly Siras
released his hold on the man's arm, wiped the blood from his face and darted
into the nearby shadows. 

The transient clambered shakily to his feet as the woman who had called out
reached his side and helped him walk toward the front of the building. Barely
minutes later and a car pulled out and he was surprised to see the very woman
who had shot him, climb out of the car and walk toward the first woman.
Together the two women helped the transient into the back seat of the car,
before climbing in themselves and driving away. Siras stepped out of the
shadows and continued on his walk back to Visitor Headquarters.

From: wendy mills <wendymypooh_2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Mon Jul 9, 2001 1:08 pm
Subject: The Three Musketeers

It hadn't taken long for Sean to fall into a deep, yet troubled, sleep as the
sedative nurse Hillary had given him a short time earlier too effect. Vaguely
Sean was aware that both Dr. Bennett and Dr. Forsythe were still in the room
and tried to fight off the heavy blackness that threatened to consume him. In
the back of his head he remembered the orders that Klaus had drilled into
his students, about 'never allowing an opponent to take him unaware.' He
struggled to stay awake, but his efforts were futile and he sank into the
blackness as he heard, rather than saw both doctors move toward his bed to
examine him. His last conscious thought was of feeling a piece of cloth wrapped
around his arm and he began to dream....

Sean found himself on the front porch of the San Pedro house he and his mother
had lived in for most of his life. He sat on the edge of the porch, with his
legs dangling over the side, and searched the street for any signs of a car
that would signal his Dad's arrival.

"Hey Sean, you want to play some catch?" a voice called out. He turned to the
left to see his best friend Josh Brooks walking toward him.

"No. I'm waiting for my Dad." Sean answered.

"Come on Sean, you know your Dad isn't going to show up. It's only the three of
us now." this new voice was feminine and filled with sarcasm. 

As Sean turned toward the person who had spoken, he felt the scenery change 
around him and suddenly they were in the large courtyard of the school in Ojai.

"Take that back, Rei! You don't know anything about my Dad! He's going to come
back for me!" Sean said as anger filled him and he started toward Rei. Rei held
her round, knowing that, as angry as Sean was over what she had said, he
would never hit her. Josh must have sensed something else entirely, cause
suddenly he was there in front of Rei. The two friends eyed each other tensely
and then Sean backed away, angry with his dad, angry with Rei and most of all
angry with himself for letting her goad him so.

"Leave me alone! I don't need my Dad and I don't need you! I don't need
anybody!" Sean told them hatefully and started to walk away. He didn't get far
before someone grabbed him by the arm and swung him around. 

"You can be mad all you want Sean, but isn't going to change the fact that Rei
and I care about you. As long as we have each other, we can get through
anything. We're the Three Musketeers remember? All for one-"Josh said, he held
out his hand toward Sean, palm downward.

Another hand slid over Josh's as Rei finished the phrase. "And one for all."

Both fell silent as they waited to see what Sean would do. A slow grin, much
like his dad's, slid over his face as he stared at his two best friends. Josh
was right. As long as they had each other, they didn't need anything or anyone
else. He laid his hand on top of theirs and together they repeated the favored
phrase, " All for one and one for all."

Again the scenery around him changed and Sean found himself in a large room.
There was a Visitor flag hanging from a hook on the wall in front of him, there
was a heavy red mat below his bare feet and he was dressed in a white gei with
red Visitor symbols on it. To either side of him stood Josh and Rei, both
dressed in gei identical to his. Fear emanated from both of them and mixed with
his own. He began to softly repeat the mantra that had special meaning to him
and his two best friends and heard Rei and Josh pick it up as well. No matter
what happened to them or what they were forced to do, they would do it together.

"Josh, you can't leave. How are we going to get along without our third
musketeer?" Sean found himself saying. Suddenly he was in the room he and Josh
shared in the Visitor Youth Corps compound.

"Do you think I want to leave you guys?" Josh asked as he stopped packing and
turned to face Sean. " I don't have a choice. They are shipping me off to work
in engineering on the mother ship. I have only a few minutes to pack and be
outside to catch the shuttle."

Sean nodded, knowing that what Josh said was true. None of them had a choice in
what they did, just in how they did it. He knew that if Josh was given a choice
that he would stay in the Corps with him and Rei. "I'm gonna miss you."

"I'll miss you too. Tell Rei that I'm sorry I didn't get a chance to say
goodbye to her before I left." Josh answered. He turned back to his packing and
a moment later zipped up his bag. He hugged Sean briefly before going over to
the door and keying it to open. Josh stepped out into the corridor and turned
to level one last look at his friend before the door slid back into place. 

Loss swept through Sean's entire body as he stared at the door and faced the
possibility that he would never see Josh again. The only thing that soothed his
loss was knowing that he still had Rei. He knew that Klaus or anyone else
wouldn't dare to split them up because they worked too well as a team together,
carrying out the diabolical orders that they were given with agility, accuracy
and fierce pride in what they were accomplishing for their leader.


From: "Rosie" <RosiePozie@hotmail.com> 
Date: Mon Jul 9, 2001 4:26 pm
Subject: Down To Just One Thing

Rei sat up in her bed and stared out into space. She closed her eyes 
as memories of her two best friends flooded her.

Rei watched from a distance as Josh boarded the shuttle to the 
mothership. "All For One..." Rei whispered. "Good bye Josh. Be Safe." 
She said quietly. She felt a strong grip on her shoulder. "So my dear 
are you happy now?" Criti'Yan said smiling deviously at her. Rei 
nodded. What of Sean?" Rei asked turning to Criti'Yan. He shook his 
head and said. "They are delaying his transfer to New York." He 
said. "Why it was part of the deal!!!" Rei challenged. She knew that 
red dust was active in New York. Chances of Sean being rescued were 
slim to none here. But in New York at least the chances of someone 
recognizing him and saving him were better. Rei's heart broke 
thinking of her two best friends. She didn't know how she would 
function without them. She hadn't had to since the day they met. 
Somewhere in Rei's clouded head she knew she was doing what she 
promised she would always do. Keep Josh and Sean safe. 

Crit'Yan turned Rei around and looked into her eyes. "No deal until 
Sean is in New York." Rei said. "Why is this so important to you? Not 
that I mind." Criti'Yan said. Rei turned away and replied "They 
distract me." Rei said trying not to sound like she felt. "If we are 
going to do this I need total concentration." Rei said matter of 
factly. Criti'Yan nodded. "I will see what I can do."

Rei walked into Sean's quarters. "Hey you." She said. Sean sat at the 
edge of his bed. "Josh just left." He said quietly. Rei nodded. "I 
heard." She replied. "Do you know why?" Sean asked. Rei looked at 
Sean who for the first time in a long time looked like her best 
friend from Ojai and not the efficient soldier he had become. Rei 
dropped to her knees and hugged him tightly. Sean hugged her back. 
Rei knew any moment the procob would start effecting both of 
them. "Rei I'm scared. Sean said as he began to shake. Rei knew at 
any moment both of them would have to give into the drug. "Listen to 
me never forget All For One and Once For All. We promised if one of 
us was in trouble we would always be there to help each other. 
Remember?" Rei asked. She felt Sean nod. Rei looked into his eyes and 
said. "No matter what. We'll keep that promise." Rei said gulping 
hard. Sean nodded again and repeated "No matter what." Just then Rei 
stood she gave into the fuzziness in her head. Criti'Yan entered 
Sean's room. "Sean I need to see you..."

Rei stood up and walked over to her window. She sat on the ledge 
smoking a cigarette. She remembered the night before Josh went back 
to The Mother ship after he had rescued her. "Please Josh, let me come 
help. I could hide for months in the air ducts no one would find me." 
Rei pleaded. Josh looked at her. "I know your afraid Rei. But you 
have to trust me." Josh said. Rei looked at him. "I can't do it Josh. 
Not without the two of you with me. No one will help me they all 
think I am this monster. They won't understand." Rei cried. Josh held 
her tight. "You're stronger than both of us Rei. You’re going to be 
fine. I know by the way.' Josh said chuckling. "You know what?" Rei 
asked. "That you were the one behind me going to the mother ship. You 
were trying to protect me just the way I am trying to protect you." 
Josh said. Rei sat down. Josh kneeled in front of her. "Why Rei? Why 
did you do it?" Josh asked. Rei shrugged her shoulders. "I knew 
Criti'Yan wanted me. I knew that if I didn't send you away he would 
have killed you eventually." Josh started to cry. 

Rei continued to look out the window as a Nine Inch Nails song 
filled her room.

Rei remembered as Josh's tears fell of his face. Rei kissed them 
lightly.

"I still recall the taste of your tears
Echoing your voice just like the ringing in my ears
My favorite dreams of you still wash ashore
Scraping through my head 'til I don't want to sleep anymore"

Rei stood up and began to pace the in her room

"You make this all go away
You make this all go away
I'm down to just one thing and i'm starting to scare myself
You make this all go away
You make this all go away
I just want something
I just want something I can never have"

Rei thought of all the nights she spent with Criti'Yan. How sometimes 
she would wake up in the middle of the night and not know where she 
was. All the times she did all she could think of was Josh. 

"You always were the one to show me how
Back then I couldn't do the things that i can do now
This thing is slowly taking me apart
Grey would be the color if i had a heart
Come on, tell me
You make this all go away
You make this all go away
I'm down to just one thing and I'm starting to scare myself
You make this all go away
You make this all go away
I just want something
I just want something I can never have"

Rei took another puff of her cigarette as her hand shook. She traced 
her lips remembering the kiss Josh gave her. The the sound of 
Criti'Yan's voice "We belong together Rei." 


"In this place it seems like such a shame
Though it all looks different now, I know it's still the same
Everywhere I look you're all I see
Just a fading reminder of who I used to be
Come on, tell me
You make this all go away
You make this all go away
I'm down to just one thing and I'm starting to scare myself
You make this all go away
You make it all go away
I just want something
I just want something I can never have
I just want something I can never have"

Rei looked around the room and started throwing things against the 
walls. "STOP STOP!!!" She screamed "NO MORE!!!" She cried as various 
voices ran through her head. Pulled out her old laser gun and placed 
it against her temple. Tears fell down her face. Her fingers 
twitched. Suddenly she thought of Josh and Sean. "All for one and one 
for all." she heard. Rei dropped the gun and threw herself on the bed 
crying herself to sleep. 


Reassurances by Rosie

Maggie walked into Mike's living room. She looked in and saw Josh 
standing there in the dark. "Look please I need you to do this. Come 
on." Josh said pacing on the phone. "No one will know!" Josh argued. 
Maggie became more engrossed in the phone call. "Listen, even the 
people I am with won't understand." Josh explained. Maggie was about 
to ask what was going on when she saw Josh sigh. "Hey man, I owe you 
one." With that he hung up the phone. Maggie walked in and saw 
Josh. "What's going on?" Maggie asked. "Can't sleep either huh?" Josh 
asked. "Josh who were you talking to?" Maggie asked. Josh said 
nothing instead he reached for the small radio and turn the volume 
up. He stared at the radio listening intently to the D.J. "This song 
goes out from one musketeer to another." 

"Remember when, we needed each other
The best of friends, like
Sister and Brother
We understood, we'd never be,
Alone"

Rei bolted up in her bed when she heard the radio dedication. Rei 
smiled through her tear-stained face. 


"Those days are gone, now I want so much
The night is long and I need your touch
Don't know what to say
never meant to feel this way
Don't want to be
Alone tonight"

Maggie walked up behind to an emotional Josh who was looking out the 
window and put her hand. "We have to find her Maggie. She's in 
trouble I can feel it. I know it sounds crazy" Josh whispered. Maggie 
shook her head. "Not when you love someone." 

"What can I do, to make it right?
Falling so hard so fast this time
What did I say, what did you do?
How did I fall in love with you?"

Rei sat up and pulled out the picture of the Sean, Josh and herself 
at the school carnival. She remembered the school dance where she 
taught both of them how to slow dance. 


"I hear your voice
And I start to tremble
Brings back the child that, I resemble"

"I cannot pretend, that we can still be friends
Don't want to be,
Alone tonight"

"OUCH!" Rei cried. "Oh God sorry." Josh said his face turning beet 
red. "It's o.k. it's your first time out your bound to step on my 
toes." Rei giggled. Josh laughed back feeling happy for the first 
time in a long time. 


"What can I do, to make you mine
Falling so hard so fast this time
What did I say, what did you do?
How did I fall in love with you?"

Josh remembered the day that the Visitors came into the school. How 
valiantly they tried to hide Sean from Diana. It wasn't to long til 
she found him. Josh remembered Rei's voice. "WAIT DIANA!!!!" She 
cried. "I have no one either!!! Please take me as well." Rei pleaded. 
Josh grabbed Rei's hand "What are you doing?" Josh asked. Josh could 
see Rei's eyes fill with tears. "All for one...." She muttered 
finally getting Josh to release her. Josh watched as she walked 
toward the troops without a moments thought Josh followed right 
behind her.


"Oh I want to say this right
And it has to be tonight
Just need you to know, oh yeah


I don't want to live this life
I don't want to say goodbye
With you I wanna spend
The rest of my life"


Rei hugged her knees and closed her eyes smiling at the memory of 
Josh and her dancing the night before his return to the 
mothership. "I remember when you taught me how to dance." Rei 
trembled as she laughed. "At least this time your not stepping on my 
toes." 

"What can I do, to make you mine
Falling so hard so fast this time
What did I say, what did you do?
How did I fall in love with you?"

Josh sat on the window sill and looked at Maggie. "I hope she knows 
Maggie. I never told her that I was in love with her." Josh said 
quietly. "I doubt that she doesn't know. " Maggie said trying to 
reassure him. "I hope you're right." Josh replied. 


"What can I do, to make you mine
Falling so hard so fast this time
Everything's changed, we never knew
How did I fall, in love, with you?"....

Rei laid down in her bed and pulled her covers over her. She looked 
out the window then closed her eyes and whispered. "I love you too 
Josh."...

From: "Tamie Kwist" <amanda_donovan2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Mon Jul 9, 2001 11:37 pm
Subject: (Story) When I Needed You


Partly a flashback scene (Just so damn confusing...huh?)


The shower mist was hot on Juliet's skin, almost too hot, but she 
didn't care. She had to get it off, any trace of his smell. She felt 
dirty, lying there on the bathtub floor and grieving for what she 
could never regain. Her stomach gurgled. She thought she might throw 
up, but it didn't happen. With her eyes almost closed, she watched 
the water pass down the drain mingled with her blood and tears. As 
much as she wanted to believe it was a bad dream it wasn't. She'd 
been violated.
'I can defend myself against Visitors, but I can't defend myself 
against...' she thought angrily. 'Oh, God. Mike I'm so sorry I left.' 
Hardly able to catch her breath, overcome by her sobs, Julie picked 
her head up off the shower floor and mustered the strength to sit up.
"I've brought the first aid kit," announced her mother, coming in 
the tiny bathroom and laying a plastic box decorated in red crosses 
on the vanity.
"Leave me alone, Mama," Julie muttered half conscious.
It was against Constance Parrish's better judgement to leave one of 
her precious children alone in their hour of need. But she knew that 
this one needed more than a mother's love and comfort now. "Juliet, 
you need medical attention."
It took Julie a few seconds to gather the strength to protest again 
as she wearily wiped the side of her head where her flesh had been 
peeled open by something unknown to her. "I don't want any."
It broke Constance's heart to see Julie sitting there, pale and 
broken. "Is there someone else you want me to call?" She figured that 
if Julie wouldn't talk to her, then maybe there was someone else she 
would open up to.
Julie shook her head. "Help me get up, just let me lie down for a 
while, okay?"
Reaching down, Constance pulled Julie to her feet, wrapping a towel 
around her naked body like she'd done so many years ago. But 
Constance could hardly stand to see her daughter now. Just when she'd 
been reunited, this had to happen. And it didn't help that 
Constance's mother had been diagnosed with terminal cancer just this 
morning. 
Unable to keep her balance, Julie leaned into her mother's arms and 
continued to cry. Constance stood there for a while, offering her 
embrace...

*********************************************************

Julie stared across the cemetery at her own Grandmother's grave as 
she held Amanda Beth the second in her arms, remembering her 
unfateful day. In her left hand she carried a bouquet of carnations, 
and knelt down to the ground, sticking them into the plastic 
container in the ground. Julie had witnessed more than her fair share 
of dying these past few years. A part of her wanted to escape to some 
secluded island with this little gift from heaven and never be heard 
from again. She didn't look forward to the aspect of another war. She 
didn't know how she would make life normal for her daughter, but knew 
there had to be some sort of hope out there.
The words in the gravestone were engraved in a very thin manner. It 
read simply, "Amanda Dossier 1901-1985, beloved mother of Constance 
and Pierre, grandmother of Jeffery, Juliet, Monique, Gabbrielle, 
Phillipe, Anne and Pierre." Julie could vividly remember coming here 
just twenty years ago while her Grandfather Pierre was buried and 
playing hide and seek with her cousins Monique and Anne, and Grandma 
Amanda scolding them for playing such games during a serious matter. 
But now, even her beloved cousins had fell victim to the war, they'd 
just disappeared one day along with so many others. And though Julie 
had lost her own father, she still had her brothers and 
sisters. 'I'll be damned if I let the Visitors claim anymore 
victims', she thought bitterly, envisioning herself going back to the 
lab in a few days and running some more tests on the blood that was 
being sent over from Sean. A small part of her thought of asking 
Lauren for the opportunity to examine George's brain tissue, but knew 
she didn't have the courage to do so. It drove Julie nuts to wonder 
how the Visitor conversion process effected some victims and not 
others. She thought if she could get this chance, then maybe she 
could find the break she needed to cure Sean, if Pete would give her 
the opportunity to work with him, that was. She kind of resented 
Pete's interference, almost feeling possessive about the youth, as if 
he was a part of herself. 'He is, he's a part of Amanda', she 
thought. A hint of a smile crossed over her face as she headed back 
her to her car, telling her daughter "Just a few more days."

From: wendy mills <wendymypooh_2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Tue Jul 10, 2001 12:50 pm
Subject: Vivid Dreams Part 1


Sean turned over in the hospital bed that he slept in and in so doing, the
dreams that he had been having about Josh and Rei faded away and were replaced
with more vivid, even terrifying dreams...

He was back in San Pedro again and sitting in the living room watching
television with his mom. A special update noticed appeared on the screen
cutting off Richie Cunningham's tirade to The Fonz in mid-sentence. A moment
later Kristine Walsh's face appeared on the screen to announce the Visitor
leader John. It was then that John revealed the news about them 'discovering' 
evidence of a scientist conspiracy and then a picture of his dad appeared and
John stated that his father was the biggest traitor to the human race.

Sean let out a muffled "No! It isn't true!" in his sleep and felt disbelief
wash over him. He shifted slightly on the hospital bed as if to chase the
remnants of his last dream away and he drifted into another one...

He was still in the house in San Pedro. Only instead of sitting before the
television set watching sitcoms, he and his mom were huddled close to each
other by the base of one of the living room windows, peering cautiously
outward. They could hear the sounds of gunfire, explosions and the odd pzz-pzz
of the Visitor laser guns in the streets all around them. Followed by these
sounds were screams of agony and terror as squadrons of Visitors went from
house to house gathering up those of their neighbors who didn't resist and
killing others that did. 

A slight figure darted onto the Donovan front yard and dashed up the front
steps to the porch and began pounding on the door. "Mrs. Donovan? Sean? Please
help me? Mrs. Donovan?"

At the sound of Josh's voice coming from the other side of the locked door,
Sean bolted from his position and rushed to let him in. "Sean! NO!" Margie
called out, terrified that her son's heroics would draw the Visitors attention
to their darkened house. Sean ignored her and quickly unlocked the door, opened
it and dragged Josh inside, then shut it and re-locked it. No sooner had he
rejoined his mother by the window and Josh ducked behind the couch, did they
hear the approach of several footsteps coming toward their house. He twisted
and turned on the hospital bed as once again he heard the sound of splintering
wood as the Visitors entered the house and dragged him and his mom out of it...

"Sean, want to play some catch?" Mike asked, coming to stand in the doorway of
the boys room in the dormitory at the Resistance light tower base.

"No." Sean said, "I have homework to do."

He could see by the pained expression on his dad's face that his refusal to
play ball had hurt him, but he didn't know how to prevent that. He just didn't
like playing baseball anymore and his dad was going to have to accept it.
After a moment or two, his dad left and Sean was alone with his thoughts.
Almost absentmindedly, he went back to the algebra problems that Lucy, the
Resistance's resident teacher had assigned him, his mind quickly calculating
the total and his left hand scribbling the answer down into his notebook.
Something about using his left hand caused him to pause in writing and he
flashed on a surreal memory of himself standing in the center of a glass
cubicle with flashing lights and in extreme pain, and then the sound of a
woman's voice calling out to him.

"Take my hand Sean. I won't let anything happen to you."

Almost against his will, his left hand rose and stretched out toward the voice.
A moment later he felt a soft hand encircle his own and the bizarre lights
disappeared and his pain slowly faded away. 

Relief flooded through him as the dream began to ease, along with the
remembered pain and fear he had felt during it. 


From: wendy mills <wendymypooh_2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Tue Jul 10, 2001 3:32 pm
Subject: Vivid Dreams part 2

Sean's relief over his last dream was short-lived as a newer one emerged from
within his subconscious state and began to play out...

He and Rei had been assigned with a group of Visitor soldiers to take out a
small base of Resistance members located in an abandoned warehouse on the
outskirts of Pasadena. They had come across the information by mistake, when
running into an old schoolmate of Sean's from San Pedro. Darby was a year older
than he and had been in Josh's grade at San Pedro Elementary. Although they
attended the same school, neither Sean nor Darby were exactly friends, but they
weren't enemies either. Sean and Rei were at an arcade that they frequented
every chance they got since it was one of the few places they were allowed to
go unsupervised. It was there in the noisy arcade that they could forget for a
short time that they were trained assassins and act like teenagers once again.

Spotting Sean, Darby immediately latched onto him and told Sean of his scary
escape from San Pedro on the night that the Visitors raided it. As wide-known
as Sean's father was in both the upper and underground worlds as a leader in
the Resistance movement, Darby mistakenly assumed that Sean was a member of
the Resistance as well. It was that assumption that led Darby to reveal to Sean
the location of the Resistance base he lived in on the outskirts of Pasadena.
They had attacked the warehouse and killed all but a few of its inhabitants. As
Sean and Rei had done a sweep of the building in order to see that it was
secure and all the Resistance members had been captured or killed, Darby had
rushed Sean from behind. 

Sean's assassin instincts had taken over and almost too easily, he flipped
Darby over his shoulders and onto the concrete floor below. While Darby lay
stunned on the ground, his breath knocked out of him, Sean had drawn a knife
and quickly slashed his throat.

"Messy, but affective." Rei had said as she had joined him as he stood over the
body. Catching sight of the horrified look on Sean's face she had laid a hand
on his arm and said, " Sean-"

"Save it Rei. Let's go. We have work to do." Sean had snapped, shrugging her
hand from his shoulder and continuing onto sweep the rest of the rooms with a
now silent Rei accompanying him.

It didn't matter how many times he did it, or whether it was in self-defense or
not, Sean knew he would never get used to taking another person's life. Nor did
he want to. He couldn't hide the fact though that each time that he killed, he
felt a surge of victory, accomplishment and pride sweep over him. He took
fierce pride in knowing that he was one-half of a two-member assassin team that
was better than any of the others were. Having Rei as the other half of the team was
an added bonus. As much as he tried to push Josh's absence from his life aside
and do the work he was ordered to do, he couldn't. It was a wound that stayed
fresh and was only eased at knowing that he still had Rei with him. He didn't
think that he would be able to handle it if he was separated from Rei as well.
He didn't like the thought of the monster he would become if he didn't have her
to keep him from slipping over the edge. It was Rei who reminded him that they
didn't do what they did because they had some allegiance to the Visitors; they
did it in order to stay alive and together.

Darby had been the first person he had killed that he had personally known
before he had become a member of the Youth Corps and it had bothered him more
than he had let on. There had been a sense of relief in him when his father
arrived in the Visitor compound and kidnapped him and yet, when Klaus came to
take him back he was just as relieved. Not so much that he didn't want to
remain with his father, but because he missed Rei so much. Then Klaus was
killed and he knew he couldn't depend on him to take him back to Visitor
Headquarters and to Rei, so he did it himself. 

Only to find out, to his great surprise, that he and Rei were about to be
separated for good. Rei was to remain in LA while he was being reassigned to
New York to serve as second in command to a Visitors Youth Corps Battalion in
Manhattan. His last night with Rei was bittersweet as both friends tried
valiently to stay optimistic on seeing each other again, yet knowing that it
was highly unlikely. As good as either of them had become at fighting, each
knew that one day somebody, somewhere was going to be better than them and that
they would eventually die. 

Sean whimpered in his sleep as he recalled the last time he had seen Rei...it
had been in the shuttle bay and he was awaitiing the arrival of the shuttle
that would be taking him away from Rei. The two friends had stood silently
besides each other, drawing comfort and strength from each other, for the days
of separation to come. In too soon a time the shuttle arrived and despite the
crowded shuttle bay, through their arms around each other one last time. Then
Sean had boarded the shuttle and had watched the tears begin to stream silently
down Rei's face as the shuttle door began to close. His own eyes had filled as
well as it closed all the way and the shuttle lifted off…

From: "Rosie" <RosiePozie@hotmail.com> 
Date: Tue Jul 10, 2001 7:48 pm
Subject: The Wall That Protects You

Rei opened her eyes again this night never seemed to end for her. All 
she wanted was sleep but the memory of Sean and Josh haunted her 
tonight. She remembered sitting in her room with Josh and Sean at the 
state school in Ojai watching their favorite movie the Three 
Musketeers. Sean had somehow smuggled the VHS cover with him into the 
Youth Corps camp. The three off them would use it as a focus point 
when they would try to fight off the procob. Rei always knew how to 
draw the two of them out if it seemed as if they were losing their 
grip of reality. To Diana's frustration it was the one thing she 
couldn't break between them. Sean depended on Josh, Josh depended on 
Rei and Rei was the heart of both of them. 

Rei sat up in her bed. She thought of Sean in New York. She closed 
her eyes imagining him safe possibly with someone that was taking 
care of him. She imagined Josh somewhere happy. That's all Rei wanted 
for both of them. That's why she did want she did. She remembered 
Criti'Yan words to Diana. "Josh is a good fighter I wouldn't exactly 
call him indispensable." The words made Rei's blood run cold. Rei 
looked up at Diana who was nodding her head. "Still he keeps Sean in 
control." Rei said pretending to be dazed. "I can not guarantee his 
safety for the next phase you and Sean will be going through." 
Criti'Yan said a hidden smile behind his eyes. Rei continued to look 
out into space. Her heart pounded out of her chest. Rei walked over 
to the youth center after her meeting with Diana and Criti'Yan. A few 
hours later she heard a pound on her door. She opened the door and 
saw Marcus a Youth Corps recruit standing in front of her. "Sean's 
father's kidnapped him!!" Rei bolted down the hall and banged on 
Josh's door. "REI!!!" Rei turned and saw Josh standing there. "Josh, 
is it true?" Rei asked. Josh looked down and nodded. "We need to go 
find him." Josh said his voice drug ladened. Rei gulped and looked at 
her friend. Suddenly her eyes went fuzzy again. "The Procob" She 
thought. Josh looked up as Rei twitch for a moment then said in a 
monotone voice "Do not worry Klaus will find him."

Rei woke up in the shower she looked down and saw that she was in the 
shower. The water was a strange color of pink. Rei looked at her 
hands and realized she was drenched in blood. After her shower Rei 
got dressed and walked into her quarters. Josh sat there in a chair 
his head down. "What happened?" Rei asked. "Marcus is no longer with 
us." Josh said. "Did he fail his exercise?" Rei asked. Josh 
nodded. "He was weak but Rei he was a better fighter than me." Josh 
said. "Josh you will be fine." Rei encouraged. She looked out the 
window. "What day is it?" Rei asked. "Sean was taken yesterday." Josh 
replied his his own voice. They heard a ruckus in the hallway. Rei and 
Josh looked out and saw Sean coming toward them. Rei opened her door 
as Sean came in. Behind the closed doors Rei hugged her friend 
tightly. "Why did you come back??" Rei whispered. "This is my time." 
Sean replied in his mono-toned voice. Rei nodded she looked over at 
Josh. Josh knew Sean was far gone. They heard a knock another youth 
corps member popped in and said. "Rei, Criti'Yan wishes to see you." 

Rei sat up in her bed remembering the night before Sean left to New 
York. "It's a prestigious position Sean." Rei said. Sean sat down 
packing the last of his things. "Yes I am very fortunate." Sean 
replied. "You know I am going to Tokyo in a few weeks." Rei said. 
Sean shook his head. "I have a briefing in New York perhaps we can 
take a day’s leave together." Rei suggested for a moment hope filled 
Sean's eyes. Rei smiled trying to sound optimistic knowing Criti'Yan 
would never let it happen. "Yeah that would be cool." Sean said. Rei 
sat next to Sean on his bed. They held each other's hands tightly. "We 
were a great team Rei." Sean whispered. Rei looked into Sean's 
eyes. "Yes we were." Rei said. "I meant the three of us." Sean said 
not knowing if Rei was there with him or if it was the procob. "I 
emant the three of us too." Rei said. The two friends hugged 
eachother tightly.

Rei sat in a chair watching Sean sleep. He sometimes had nightmares 
especially when he was insecure. Rei watched as Sean whimpered then 
flared. Rei jumped on the bed and hug him tightly. "Shhhhh, we are 
here. Me and Josh." Rei whispered. "Josh?" Sean asked. "Yep he is 
here two. We are all back in my old dorm room eating Hot Tamales 
Candies we just finished watching The Three Musketeer and we are 
listening to that cheesy song at the end." Rei said quietly. Sean 
gulped hard as Rei wiped the sweat of his face. He shook hard as Rei 
held him tight. "Your that part in the song. Josh always said that." 
Sean said his shaking dying down. "What part?" Rei asked. "The part 
that says: I'll be the wall that protects you. That's you." Sean said 
dozing off into a deep procob induced sleep. Rei held her friend 
tightly crying like she had never cried before soon he would be gone 
and she would be alone. Rei did what she had to, to keep them safe 
she knew if she didn't send Josh away Criti'Yan would have killed him 
and if Sean didn't get away from Diana now she would forever have a 
hold on him. At least this way Sean had a chance. Rei looked down at 
her beloved friend and continued to hug him tightly.

Rei watched the shuttle as it disappeared into the sky. "Sean's safe, 
Josh is safe." Rei thought. "That's all that matters." Rei looked 
down she felt a presence from behind her soon it was right behind 
her. Rei could feel the cold breath on the back of her neck. "Are you 
happy?" Criti'Yan asked. Rei nodded. "So we have a deal?" Criti'Yan 
asked. Rei nodded. "Very well let's start with this." Criti'Yan 
grabbed Rei and kissed her roughly. Rei closed her eyes tightly for 
the first time praying the procob would kick in.....


From: "Tamie Kwist" <amanda_donovan2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Fri Jul 13, 2001 10:18 am
Subject: (Story) What A Man Might Do For A Decent Meal pt.1


With his skin itching from the lack of having had a bath in two 
days, Dennis Lowell removed his hospital gown and put on another. He 
looked down disheartened at his hand which lacked a few fingers. 
The thought of his attacker being a Visitor had crossed his mind more 
than once. But here in New York?
A nurse brought in a tray for his afternoon meal. He sat back in 
the bed, covered up with a white sheet and pale yellow blanket, then 
opened the plastic, mustard colored lid to reveal a platter of 
Salisbury steak, green beans and mashed potatoes. Denny salted his 
food carefully, buttered the potatoes, put some sugar into his tea 
and stirred. Then he scooped up a mouthful of steak, took a bite. The 
bitterness of the meat made him spit it out. 'Hospital food!' he 
thought angrily, going for the potatoes next. 'This is a load of 
crap' he mused. 'All the seasoning in the world couldn't make that 
edible.' He couldn't understand why hospital food had to be so 
tasteless. With the outrageous rates they charged these days, six 
hundred dollars a day for a room, Denny felt he was entitled to a 
decent meal. The thought of going home to his lonely apartment 
tomorrow didn't appease him a bit either. He didn't cook much for 
himself, but had settled on a diet of frozen entrees. With is mother 
dead, he couldn't quite recall the last time he'd had a home cooked 
meal... 'Julie.' A smile came to Denny's face as he thought of her 
again. 'Now there's a good cook'. He remembered how is former 
girlfriend used to enjoy trying out new recipes, and made him a 
special meal those two years that they were together on their 
anniversary every month.
Denny remembered the day he'd found her, sleeping in her car, 
parked across the street from his summer beach cottage. She was 
simply beautiful with her flowing blond hair, hanging onto a bottle 
of Chardonay for dear life. He'd asked her what she was doing there 
and she said she didn't have a place to stay. He offered to let her 
use his bathroom to freshen up, as a good Samaritan would, and helped 
her up the winding wooden steps to his cottage. Julie didn't make it 
to the restroom, but passed out on his living room floor for a coupla 
hours. When she awoke, she seemed suddenly uncomfortable as if she 
was annoyed with herself for allowing him to take her in. She 
reluctantly revealed that she was a sophomore at UCLA, studying 
medicine and biology. Denny admired her determination, and the fact 
that she'd just walked out of a relationship that she felt was moving 
too fast. She spoke of a boyfriend who insisted on marrying her. 
Julie feared she wasn't ready for it yet, she just wanted to 
concentrate on her studies.
It just so happened that Denny had an extra room and offered Julie 
a place to stay. Their relationship was casual for the first few 
months, until Denny finally admitted to himself that he found her 
extremely attractive, the way she smiled, the way she looked at him 
and the sweet smell of her Gloria Vanderbilt perfume. After cooking 
steaks out on the grill one night, they'd found themselves dancing 
under the moonlight to Reo Speedwagon's "Take It On The Run." It was 
Julie who'd reached up suddenly, pulling his face to hers. He could 
still remember her mouth, sweet from the wine, and the softness of 
her skin as he made love to her that night.
The memories sent chills up his spine. Suddenly, he put the lid 
back on his plate and picked up the phone, dialing the number Julie 
had given him.

From: Jaime Boler <JaimeBoler@yahoo.com> 
Date: Fri Jul 13, 2001 9:16 pm
Subject: (Story) The Spy Who Loved Me--Part 3


 Joint Post by Rosie and Jaime

As Colby led the way to the hotel, his persona of Criti'Yan seemed to awaken from its slumber. The sleeping giant or the sleeping reptile, take your
pick. Alone at last, Criti'Yan could collect his thoughts and remember his objective. Ah, yes!!!
 
Rei played a tough game of cards. He laughed aloud, and appreciation showed on his handsome face. He had agreed to her demands, simply because he needed her. And she knew it. It was amazing to Criti'Yan what she would do for Josh and Sean, and it made him jealous. Nonetheless, Criti'Yan managed to convince Diana, and the transfer of the two boys was complete. Physically, the tie of the "Three Musketeers" had been severed. But emotionally, the tie would never be broken.
 
Criti'Yan allowed Rei time to celebrate her apparent victory over him and time to accept the transfer. Then, he summoned her and she stepped into his
office. The room was dark, and Rei sat down in the chair as Criti'Yan commanded silently. The only light in the room came from a projector that pointed to a screen on one wall. Criti'Yan's voice sounded through the darkness, "I have something to show you." He was behind Rei, managing the projector and he shut the door. The show was on.
 
The first image was of a Sirian family--a father, mother, and two sons and a daughter. They looked so happy. He cleared his throat roughly, as if he couldn't bear to remember, "These are my parents and my brother and sister."
 
"Your brother who was killed?" Rei asked.
 
"Yes, Briti'Yan or Brian as he was known here on Earth."
 
He pushed a button and the next picture invaded the screen. It was a handsome young man in a Visitor uniform. "This is what Brian looked like on Earth."
 
Another button, another image. This one was of a young woman who looked like a teenager and a young girl of 8 or 9. They were with a horse. The woman was fair with brown eyes and short, curly brown hair. She was smiling. The girl was tall and had long blond hair. She seemed shy but she was smiling at the
camera.
 
A hard edge found its way into Criti'Yan's voice, "This woman murdered my brother. This is Robin Maxwell."
 
"And the child?" Rei wanted to know.
 
"She is of no importance to you. I don't want you to harm the woman or the child. I only want you to spy on Robin and report back to me on everything, and I mean everything."
 
"Where do I start?" Rei demanded.
 
He laughed, "Don't give me that, Rei. If I thought you couldn't do this, I would have chosen someone else. But you're the one; you're special, Rei. You're moving on to bigger and better things. And this is your first mission." He paused, "Start at the Club Creole, a popular Resistance hideaway. Or at the home of a young man she fancies, Kyle Bates, I think."

Klaus's replacement handed her a slip of paper. "Here are the addresses."
 
Rei sounded angry, "Why do you want to know all about her?"

He laughed, "Oh, Rei, you humans think you are the only ones to feel emotion. We Sirians can hate, too. I want revenge. I want Robin to drop to her knees and beg me for her life. I'll just laugh in her face, but I want her to beg. Beg as my brother surely begged her. I want her to be afraid. I want to cut out her heart. And I want to eat it, Rei," he smiled cruelly. "I want to crush the Resistance, and I want all of them to suffer. And then I will take the child in the picture and defeat the Enemy. I'll be a hero to my people."
 
Rei clutched the addresses in her hand. "Get ready for disappointment,  Criti'Yan, that's a lot to live up to." He threw back his head and laughed heartily. "That's why I like you, Rei, because you aren't afraid of me.
But you should be. Now you have an assignment. You're dismissed."
 
With her head high, she got up and walked out of his office.
Criti'Yan smiled while driving at the memory of Rei that day.
She had been the perfect spy...

From: wendy mills <wendymypooh_2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Fri Jul 13, 2001 10:02 pm
Subject: To Dance in Darkness

Joint post by Jenn and Wendy 

Mike, observing Jenna, closely saw from the set of
her shoulders and her determined stride that she was more than just a little
upset over the comment he had made a few minutes earlier in his kitchen.
As Jenna made her way toward Pheadon's jeep she mulled over her words with
Maggie and Donovan. She felt herself getting hotter by the second. She knew her
next words would be equally laced with heavily accented scotch brogue and
sarcasm.

Following after Jenna as she led the way toward an army issue jeep in the far
corner of the parking lot, Mike felt his own anger continue to grow. There was
so much about Jenna, and this raid that he didn't know about and it greatly
disturbed him. Maggie was right, the main reason why he was still alive today
wasn't only because of his instincts and quick reflexes, but because he had
people he could trust backing him up. Mike stopped a short distance away from
the jeep and said. 

"Jenna, I think there's some things we need to get straight before we go any
further."

Jenna stopped cold in her tracks and turned slowly to face Donovan. She felt
her anger flare but kept a tight grip and just continued to breathe deeply.
Tyler had told her, warned her! She owed the man ten bucks. Tyler had bet her
that "Gooder" here would eventually "Get to her." He'd been right, she
considered making Donovan fork the money over. She kept her cool and stared at
Mike, waiting.

"Ever since you and your pit bull broke into my apartment the other night,
you've been feeding me only enough information to get me to do what you want."

Jenna sighed heavily suddenly feeling all thirty-two hours of the last few days
come crashing down on her shoulders. She ran both hands through her long blonde
hair in frustration. 

"Mr. Donovan…" She said quietly. 

She knew without a doubt that had Galin been present at that moment and heard
the tone of her voice he would have been wise enough to take a step backward.
Donovan on the other hand had no clue who he was dealing with and therefore was
oblivious to the fact that he was in danger.

He waited silently for her to continue, his frustration growing as steadily as
hers.

Jenna moved closer to him, coming so close he was forced to lower his head to
meet her gaze. To anyone watching they would have appeared to be a couple about
to kiss. "…Do you trust Ham Tyler?" She asked quietly.

"Tyler's not here." Mike replied realizing that Jenna had overheard the
conversation he and Maggie had, had in the bathroom.

Jenna smiled then, and watched as Mike involuntarily took a step back in shock.
It was a dead on Tyler grin. The kind the man would give right before doing
bodily harm to an unsuspecting target. 

"How right you are." She said coldly. She took a deep breath of the cool night
air then and glanced back longingly at the jeep. She knew that the man before
her wasn't budging until he was satisfied he was 'In good hands.' She decided
to make Tyler pay her the ten dollars when she saw him next. Jenna knew without
a doubt that her next words would be laced through with her brogue, there was
just no way to stop it, she had reached her boiling point.

"So, what would ye like to know? You know; that the pit bull and I haven't
disclosed. I mean ye heard me talk to Tyler. You must know the man trusts
me…with his life I might add! Oh, and yours too…of course." She said waiving a
hand airily as if Donovan's life was to be dismissed easily. 

"Yeah, well I don't see Tyler anywhere around do you?" He asked caustically.

"No, I guess he thought you wouldn't be such a chicken of a little lass with a
gun!" She shouted at him. "Damn you Gooder, tell me if you can do this one
small thing! HELP me here! You seemed ecstatic when ye heard what we were
after. You have no clue of what's coming do you?!" She yelled at him angrily,
once again closing the gap between them.

"Lady, I'm no coward! I just don't like going blind into a dangerous situation!
There's a difference between knowing who you can trust to watch your back and
being afraid!" Mike shouted back at her.

"Bloody Hell!" She moaned lowering her head so that it rested on his chest. She
sighed in defeat and finally looked up at him. "I'm not calling you a coward
man! Please…" She begged him softly. "…Tell me what you want to know, but do it
on the way, we're losing precious time." She watched him closely. Almost
positive she'd blown it. Tyler would skin her alive if they lost this cargo. 

"You can ask me anything, I swear it!" She said backing toward the parked jeep,
all the while praying he'd follow, they needed Mike's help to complete this
raid. She knew there wasn't a chance in Hell of she and Pheadon getting in and
out alive with those weapons if they didn't have the man standing in front of
her as a guide.

Mike nodded curtly at her before walking around to the passenger side of the
jeep and climbing in. He fastened his seatbelt around his waist and waited for
Jenna to climb in beside him. As Jenna backed the jeep out of the parking space
and headed into traffic he felt his anger begin to recede.

Jenna glanced quickly at the clock on the dash, it read 10:45pm. They'd just
make it to the sushi bar on time. "Ok…ask away." She said to Donovan not taking
her eyes from the road.

Mike took a deep breath and said, "You're right, making sure this raid is a
success is more important than any problems you and I may have."

Jenna snickered quietly, "Wow, now we have problems, and here I thought I was
on the way to a proposal." She said trying to sound cute.

Mike couldn't help laughing as well. "Can you imagine what our children would
be like?" He asked her in mock seriousness. 

She sighed and said; "Very beautiful, but very pig headed!" For that she
garnered yet another laugh from him.

After the laughter had died down and some of the tension that had risen between
them since the incident in the kitchen had eased Mike said; "So, who else is in
on this raid besides you, me and the pitbull?"

Jenna gave a soft snicker at the description Mike seemed to have chosen to
describe Pheadon. "That's it." She said, "Tyler felt that this would be an easy
enough assignment for the three of us to pull off. I'm just hoping he's right."

"Glad to know he feels so strongly about my capabilities." Mike commented
sarcastically.

Jenna glanced over at him and said, "Let me tell you right now that he thinks
your pretty good. He wanted you in on this from the word; 'Go'. You don't give
the man enough credit. I know he can be a hard ass and I admit he can be hard
to stomach…God knows I wanted to shoot him for pulling me all the way here from
New York, but I know he must have needed me badly or he wouldn't have asked."
Jenna said as she followed traffic along the freeway.

"So, what's the setup? Weapons, communications, etc.?" He asked her settling
back into the seat.

"Weapons are basic military issue, communications are a bit neater. Tyler
managed to…err, borrow some wireless mics and thin radios and night vision if
needed." Jenna grinned then; "Those credit cards you heard me ask for earlier
are some very cool new break in toys."

"He definitely has a knack for coming up with some pretty nifty toys. I can
recall more than once when we would have lost a bunch of people if it wasn't
for him and Chris supplying us with Teflon bullets and nitro, etc." Mike said
gazing out the window.

Jenna's face flickered an emotion Donovan couldn't quite define. It had
happened when he had mentioned Chris Faber, but it had come and gone very
quickly. "Yeah, they're quite a team." She said with a grin.

"It almost makes up for what a jerk he is."

She smiled and nodded, "Almost."

"You have a better team in mind?" Inquired Mike.

She giggled then, "No, that's not what I meant, it's just that Tyler has such a
lack of…finesse." She said, "But Chris…he's always been such a diplomat. It's
just funny what opposites they are but how well they gel."

"Yeah, don't I know." Mike said softly, remembering how often he and Julie
would argue over the best way to proceed with a plan. Julie always took the
more cautious approach to a situation, wanting to know everything there was
about a potential target, before working out a plan. While he usually chose the
more impulsive route. In the end though they would always come up with
something that was satisfactory to both of them. 

The sudden shriek of a car horn nearby brought Mike out of his reverie about
Julie and back to the present and the situation at hand. He straightened in the
seat and fumbled with the seat belt in an effort to ease the tension of were it
lay across his throat. As Jenna turned the car into the parking lot of the
sushi bar, Mike asked, "So, now that we've covered who's on the team, weapons
and communications, I guess there's only one more answer I need to know."

Jenna turned off the car and turned to him with a questioning look; "Oh? And
what's that?"

"You don't really eat sushi do you?" Mike said with a grin.

Jenna giggled as she hoped out of the jeep and led him to the rear entrance of
the sushi bar. "Actually it's very good, you should give it a chance." She said
tapping twice on the back door before opening it and stepping inside.

"No thanks, I've had my fill of raw fish back when I was a re-con pilot in the
service. I'm strictly a meat and potatoes man now." Mike responded as he
followed her in the door of the restaurant. 

Jenna shook her head; "Mike, you have more in common with Tyler than you know."
She said waiting for him to enter behind her before she swung the door shut
behind them and led him to the dinning area out front.

Mike followed cautiously behind Jenna as she led the way through a spacious and
noisy kitchen filled with chefs, waiters and waitresses moving hurriedly back
and forth as they tried to fill their customers orders correctly. The room
itself was steamy and filled with a putrid fish aroma that made his stomach
take a sudden lurch. As Jenna continued on into the dinning area of the
restaurant, Mike felt relief flood through him. For a moment there he hadn't
been too sure he was going to be able to hang on to the last of his dinner.

As Jenna exited the bustle of the kitchen and out the swinging doors into the
dinning room she turned right and made her way to a back booth where Pheadon
sat waiting for them. He was bent over what appeared to be the Sushi bar's
accounting books. Jenna slid into the seat across from Pheadon. "Hi, there big
fella." She said offering him a grin. She was rewarded with a slight frown as
he glanced at his watch and back to her. "Your cutting it close aren't you?" He
asked her.

"We have time." She said making room for Mike as he slid in beside her in the
booth.

As Mike sat down beside Jenna he couldn't help locking eyes with the man before
him.

Pheadon watched Donovan with interest, the man was watching him suspiciously.
Pheadon shot him what he hoped would pass for a grin. "Gooder." He said in
greeting using Tyler's pet name for the cameraman. He turned his attention back
to Jenna and asked what he'd been dying to know since he'd seen her come in.
"So, Mac…" He said using Tyler's pet name for Jenna. "…you owe me some money?"

Jenna looked at him and rolled her eyes then stuck out her tongue as she
reached for her wallet. Pheadon gave a loud laugh and took the proffered
ten-dollar bill she handed across to him. "I KNEW it!" He practically shouted.

"Oh shut up!" She snapped at him. "Where's my stuff?" She asked Pheadon.
Pheadon reached under the table and brought up a small silver case a little
larger than a wallet. He handed it to her as well as a small box that looked a
bit like a thermometer to Donovan.

"What's that?" Mike asked curiously.

She clicked open the lid of the small silver case and sighed in shear delight.
Inside where what appeared to be five thin cards, they where a little larger in
thickness than a credit card and each had a small indentation in the upper
right hand corner. Mike watched Jenna as she grinned like a kid in a candy
store. "I love it." She murmured still fingering the cards.

Pheadon chuckled watching the delight on his partners face, "Those," he said
answering Mike's question, "Are a cat burglars dream, those can get her past
just about any lock. By the way, the big man says you break those, don't come
back to HQ." Pheadon said to Jenna.

Mike burst out laughing at the scowl that appeared on Jennas' face over
Pheadons comment. "So, are we going to get this on the road or sit around
chatting about expenditures."

"Tyler should bloody well pay me that ten dollars." She said turning her scowl
on Mike.

Pheadon shoved out of the booth and said, "Come on kids, we've got some fun
ahead of us."

Jenna shoved at Mike's arm to get him to move. He was still chuckling at her as
he slid out of his seat and followed behind Pheadon.

"Men." Jenna muttered.

Pheadon led them out front to a dark colored van that sat at the curb waiting
for them. Pheadon opened the rear door and motioned for Donovan to climb in.
"In ya go, Jenna will help you wire up while I get us there." Turning back to
Jenna as Mike climbed in he said, "You know how?"

She nodded absently as she clambered in behind Donovan. "Yes, mom I know how."
She said coldly. Her response got her another chuckle from both men. 'Boy is
this gonna be a fun evening.' She thought silently. Once Jenna was in and
Pheadon had shut the door and got into the driver's seat Jenna leaned down and
removed a small black suitcase from underneath her seat. She lifted it up onto
the seat beside her and opened it, then turning to Donovan she hesitated then
said, "Uh, I'm gonna have to get a bit close for this, that ok?"

"Sure." Mike answered, a bit amused over her hesitation. "So long as your hands
behave themselves."

Jenna sighed, "It's not my hands that'll be the problem." She said. She
steadied herself against the rocking of the van and kneeled on the seat with
her left knee, throwing her right over Mike's leg; straddling him. Head bent
down, she leaned in closely and flipped back the collar of his jacket and began
to secure the small microphone into place.

Mike staid very still as Jenna leaned into him to secure the mic on his jacket.
His senses where assaulted with the musky scent of her perfume mixed with her
flowery scented shampoo. It had been quite awhile since he had any woman this
close to him and he suddenly found it difficult to breathe because of her
nearness. 'Damn Mike, you're acting like a shy schoolboy!' He scolded himself
fiercely. He forced himself to breathe evenly, less Jenna catch onto how her
closeness affected him. As soon as the mic was secure, Jenna straightened and
handed him the earpiece and small receiver that would tuck into his back pocket.

Jenna removed herself from her seat atop Mike's leg and sat back in her seat.
Tucking her earpiece and mic into place, she leaned forward flipping up the
tail of her jacket and tucked her own receiver into place. She then leaned away
from Mike and tapping her ear spoke low testing her finished product. "Testing,
Phea, Mike? You guys hear me?" Jenna and Mike heard Pheadon hum the first few
bars of "The Lion Sleeps Tonight." And both snickered.

"I got you here, Darkangel." Mike responded using Jenna's code name as he spoke
into his own mic, "Can you hear me?"

"Loud and clear Gooder." She said with a smile as she turned back and faced
forward again. "That's a go Phea." She said.

Pheadon parked the van a block away from their entry point and turned off the
engine. He got out and came around back to find Jenna already digging into the
gear Tyler had included.

Mike hopped out of the back of the van and looked on as Jenna began removing
weapons from inside a large duffel bag.

Jenna handed each of them a HK MP5 and extra ammo then began to load one for
herself.

"Teflon loaded?" Mike inquired as he took the gun from Jenna and examined it.

"Of course." Pheadon said as he loaded his. He turned back to Jenna when he was
done and said; "Don't forget the silencers."

Jenna handed them each a silencer and crawled out of the back of the van. She
slung a small backpack over her shoulder and closed the door. "Ok fellas…let's
go."

Mike exchanged quick glances with Pheadon. "She likes being in control doesn't
she?" He asked. The question earned him a scowl in reply from the other man and
Mike refrained from saying anything else as both followed after Jennas
retreating form. As he hurried to catch up with the petite woman who was such
an enigma, Mike found his senses awakening to the sounds around him and his
instincts kicking in. His long legged stride allowed him to catch up, then
overtake her as they approached the outer gates of the Science Frontiers
building and took cover in the evergreen bushes growing wild beside it.

Jenna followed Mike into the bushes with Pheadon right behind her. Jenna
checked her watch, it was just approaching 11:15pm. "I want to wait until we
spot the next patrol. Once they're gone we make our way through the gate and to
the employees entrance. I'm estimating it should take me only 30 seconds max to
get the door open." She looked at Donovan, "I'm gonna need you and Pheadon to
take out the entrance guard. He shouldn't be missed right away."

Mike nodded. He retreated out of the small copse of bushes that they had taken
cover in and cautiously made his way toward the gatehouse. Out of his
peripheral vision he saw another dark form creep out of the bushes and realized
it was Pheadon. Mike slowly, silently approached the fence, ducking every so
often behind another set of bushes as he neared the entrance to the gatehouse.
Mike flattened himself against the brick wall of the gatehouse and inched
alongside it until he could peek into the single window and locate exactly
where the guard was. Slowly he lifted his head up and peered into the small
interior and saw that the guard sat directly below his head. A small color TV
was on and Mike could just make out the black and white images of an "I Love
Lucy" episode playing. He resisted the urge to get caught up in Lucille Ball's
crazy antics and instead tapped roughly on the window and then ducked down out
of sight.

Pheadon had left Jenna behind still hidden in the bushes and had tagged after
Donovan. He had an idea of what the man had in mind and carefully crossed the
street and strolled up a ways before crossing back over and taking up a
position on the opposite side of the gate directly across from Mike and the
guard house. He waited for the second guard he knew would eventually come.
Jenna watched the two men leave and shook her head, she was beginning to get
frustrated with Donovan again. She was gonna get that ten dollars back from
Pheadon and make Gooder fork it over to Tyler in person. She was gonna have to
rein him in or he'd wind up getting them caught or worse killed. She rose from
her hiding place and quietly followed Donovan making sure to leave a good
distance between them. She didn't want to get in the way at the moment. She
knew Pheadon could handle what Mike had in mind.

Just as Mike had suspected would happen, his tapping on the window had startled
the guard out of the Lucy induced stupor he was in and had come outside to
investigate. The unsuspecting guard had barely enough time to open the
guardhouse and step down onto the sidewalk, than Mike lunged out of his hiding
place behind the open door and quickly knocked the man upside the head with the
butt of his gun. The guard fell to the ground unconscious and Mike grabbed him
roughly up by the feet and began dragging him out of the open and into a nearby
clump of bushes. When he had succeeded in dragging the unconscious guard into
the bushes, Mike resumed his position by the guardhouse as they waited for the
other guard to appear.

Pheadon watched Mike drag his victim into a bush and turned as he heard
approaching footsteps. The second guard rounded the corner and was heading
toward the small gatehouse when Pheadon nailed him with a right hook that
literally sent him spinning before he fell and hit the pavement. Pheadon walked
around him and did as Mike had done and unceremoniously dumped his package next
to Donovan's. As he turned back toward the entrance to Science Frontiers, he
felt another presence beside him and looked down to find Jenna standing at his
side. She flashed him a quick grin and followed him toward the gates where they
had left Donovan.

Mike waited until he had seen Pheadon take out the other guard, before dashing
into the guardhouse and flipping the switch to cut off the electricity. He
waited until he had seen both Pheadon and Jenna dash onto the Science Frontiers
property before flicking the electricity back on. Then he exited the gatehouse
through the other door and rejoined Pheadon and Jenna. "What next fearless
leader?" He quipped good-naturedly.

Jenna rolled her eyes and took off at a jog toward the rear employee entrance.
Once there, she knelt by the door and hurriedly reached into her backpack for
the toys Tyler had sent her. She felt Pheadon crouch beside her, he and Mike
took up position, one on each side of her. Both faced outward, guns at the
ready. Phasing out her backup team she removed two of the thin cards and the
thing that Mike had thought looked like a thermometer. In actuality the
instrument would help decipher the key code to the door. She hooked one card
onto each end of the decoder and placed one in the electric lock and the other
into the hand held machine, she punched in a few instructions and watched as it
flipped through alpha and numeric codes. About 30 to 40 seconds passed before
the door beeped and a green light appeared. Jenna stuffed the equipment back
into her mini-backpack she carried, stood up and reached for the knob. She
opened it slowly and was about to step inside when Donovan laid a hand on her
shoulder. "From here on out, I take point." He told her.

Jenna turned on Donovan angrily, "We've already covered this, it's not open for
discussion, this is our mission, you're not on point here I am!" She hissed at
him shrugging off his hand. Pheadon groaned aloud, "Hey!" He snapped at them,
"Could we debate this later, lets move! Jenna, let him lead us to the stuff.
Donovan, the second we hit the area where the weapons are stashed you agree to
back off! We need to get the weapons to HQ tonight without fail!" Jenna glared
at Mike but at Pheadons outburst she backed down and moved aside to let Mike
enter first. "Fine." She said quietly.

Mike grabbed hold of the door before it could slam closed and alert security to
their presence. He shot a withering glance in Jennas direction, before
cautiously slipping inside and glancing around. The employee's room was empty.
He signaled for Jenna and Pheadon to join him inside, then began creeping
slowly across the room in the direction of the door leading out into the
hallway. Even though the room was shrouded in total darkness there was a faint
glitter of light coming through the foggy glass in the door. This allowed him
enough light to see a few inches in front of him and kept his feet and knees
from connecting to the scattered furniture around him and making any noise. The
only sound that alerted him to the fact that Jenna and Pheadon where still in
the room with him was their breathing. He was beginning to see just how good
the two worked as a team and made him realize that he owed Jenna an apology, he
should have never doubted her abilities. After all, she had learned from the
master himself. 

Another minute and he was beside the door and waiting for Jenna and Pheadon to
join him before opening it.

Jenna crept up beside Donovan, Pheadon coming up right behind her, but his back
was constantly to her and he faced outward covering their backs. They couldn't
be too cautious, somehow to Jenna this felt all too easy, "Like taking candy
from a baby." as Tyler would call it. She looked up at Donovan for his next
move with a questioning eyebrow, "Now where?" She whispered. 

"This is the tricky part. This door leads into a hallway that will take us to
the entrance to the secret passageway I told you about. Thing is…the lever that
you push on to make the door leading into it is "in" the wallpaper. Unless you
know where it's at you'll never know where to find it. Trouble is, I don't know
whether or not the place has received any additional remodeling." Mike
whispered.

"Great." Jenna said on a sigh. "Well, there's only one way to find out isn't
there?" She whispered back. Pheadon looked at her with a grin and said, "In for
a penny in for a pound." She groaned and gave Mike's arm a shove, "Let's go."
She urged him.


