From: "Rosie" <RosiePozie@hotmail.com> 
Date: Sat Jul 14, 2001 1:10 am
Subject: Decisions That Become Your Destiny


Rei paced the room again smoking her cigarette. It was hot and she 
couldn't sleep. Normally it was easier for her to go to bed a couple 
of shots and the next thing she knew it was morning. But something 
told her to stay alert. In doing that it meant she couldn't be numb. 
Rei looked at the radio again remembering the song she heard from 
Josh. She felt closer to both of them for some reason tonight it made 
her remember why she did way she did...

<Flashback>

"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."

Rei looked down hoping that Criti'Yan could not see 
her reaction to her brother's name. "This had to be 
another one of his infamous tests." She thought
Unless Diana and Criti'Yan really had no idea who she was. 
Rei seriously doubted it. 

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 adresses in her hand.  If Kyle saw her 
he might try to rescue her. Then she would be free.
The thought of that made Rei's heart pound out of
control. Immediately she thought of Josh and Sean.
What would happen to the two of them if she were
rescued by Kyle? Yes, this had to be one of Criti'Yan's
games. Anger and frustration boiled inside of Rei. 
Reacting the only way she could she replied "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. Rei walked into her room and looked in the mirror
she had to make a choice and it had to be now. Her own 
freedom or Josh and Sean. Rei closed her eyes and wept 
wildly for a few minutes. She had no choice. She sold
her soul to the devil in exchange for the possible 
freedom of her two best friends. She was bound to The Sirians,
Diana and Criti'Yan for the rest of her life. She promised 
herself she would always keep them safe even it meant 
selling out her own kind. Even if it meant never being 
reunited with her beloved brother. 

She pulled out a picture she had hidden for so long of herself
on her brother's shoulders. It was taken a month before the second 
invasion. "I'm sorry Kyle." Rei whispered putting the picture back 
in her drawer. Rei put on some black leather paints and a white 
tank top. She got herself ready to go out of the town or at least 
look like she was. Rei wiped away the last of her tears. Reianna
Johnson Bates would die tonight. All that would be left was Rei 
Carson. Sirian Youth Corps spy and human traitor. She looked at 
the injection of procob or as the medical staff called it "Youth 
Corps Vitamins." Rei stared at herself in the mirror as she felt
the sting of the injection she was giving herself. "Goodbye Kyle" 
Rei whispered. This would be a tricky mission indeed spy on Robin
Maxwell and keep herself hidden from Kyle. 

Rei felt the fuzziness in her head. She watched as a wicked smile
came across her face. Rei robotically put on the rest of her make.
Skillfully she hid a knife behind her back. She walked out of the 
room. Criti'Yan stood there his eyes filled with lust. Rei smiled
seductively and walked by. Criti'Yan grabbed her as he looked
into her drug laden eyes. "I won't let you down." Rei said. 
Criti'Yan nodded. Rei walked straight up to him and cocked her 
head to the side as if she was going to kiss him. Instead she let 
their lips brush for a moment and replied. "You will have a full 
report by sunrise." With that Rei walked away. Rei had no clue
why her eyes were so red. Was she crying earlier? "Crying is for
the weak." She heard Klaus say in her head. It didn't matter now
She was on a mission. She took one more look at Criti'Yan.

<end flashback>


Rei laid on the bed staring at the ceiling. That was the start of her 
just giving into the procob. No longer caring. She didn't really 
remember much until she woke up one day in an abandoned warehouse with 
Josh staring down at her. All Rei did remember was that she was 
Criti'Yan's spy. 

From: "Jaime" <JaimeBoler@yahoo.com> 
Date: Sat Jul 14, 2001 2:13 pm
Subject: (Story) Powerless


Nigel paced and paced. He just couldn't stop, no matter how hard he 
tried. He was just outside the door where Diana and Elizabeth were 
within. As of yet, he had heard no screams, no loud cries for help. 
That was a good thing, Nigel knew.

Yet, he felt so unsettled, so useless right now. He couldn't let 
Diana see his concern for Elizabeth; she would use it against the 
both of them. 

But how could he keep his feelings inside? Diana was quick and 
cunning; she would look into his eyes and know the truth. 

Nigel could do nothing but wait for them to emerge. He hoped that 
Elizabeth emerged unscathed. She was trying to be so strong against 
Diana. Only Nigel knew the terror and uncertainty she faced. Only 
he. She was doing a good job of hiding her true feelings from Diana, 
but she couldn't keep it up forever. 

That's what worried him. When the facade crumbled, all hell would 
break loose. He had to be there to pick up the pieces. Diana wanted 
revenge, and she would use Elizabeth to get it. 

Then again, Nigel did not know how much longer he could continue with 
his charade. What would his sister say if she knew that Nigel was 
seriously planning treason? He had decided to join the other side. 
A very dangerous decision, indeed. But it was the right thing to 
do. And something he had to do in order to win Elizabeth's heart for 
good. He had to make sure she was forever free of Kyle's clutches. 

He continued to pace and to worry...


From: "Jaime" <JaimeBoler@yahoo.com> 
Date: Sat Jul 14, 2001 11:33 pm
Subject: (Story) A Room for Two



Robin pulled in behind Colby, and a valet parked their vehicles. It 
was quite a posh hotel. Robin was very impressed. It had twenty 
stories, two pools, tennis courts, three restaurants, shops, a beauty 
salon, a spa, and an exercise room. 'This is my idea of Heaven,' 
Robin thought.

"Wow, Colby, you picked a nice place to spend the weekend," she 
whispered, as not to be overheard.

Colby grinned, "Only the best for you, darlin'. You wait here while I 
get us two rooms."

Robin nodded and faked a Southern accent, "Sure thang, honey."

Colby laughed, "Not bad at all. I may just have to marry you."

"Maybe," Robin kidded.

He approached the front desk. Out of Robin's earshot, his demeanor 
changed. An unlucky bellhop who overheard the previous exchange 
noticed the difference.

Colby's voice changed. Gone was the Southern accent, and a cold, 
hard voice replaced it. "My wife and I want a room with a queen-
sized bed. No exceptions."

The clerk forced a smile. He hated dealing with these types. He 
punched some information into the computer and turned back to 
Colby. "And your name, sir?"

"Mr. and Mrs. Donaldson."

"And how will you be paying?"

"In cash at the end of my stay--"

He broke off as the clerk raised his eyebrows and shook his head.

Colby did not let the clerk speak, "I will include a bonus for you."

The clerk relaxed, punched in some more information, and gave Colby a 
key.

"Mr. Donaldson, this is a wonderful suite. One of our best. If 
there is anything you require, let me know. Someone will take your 
bags shortly."

Colby nodded curtly and turned toward Robin. The bellhop was stunned 
and stunned even more as Colby's expression changed yet again.

Colby smiled, "Well, unfortunately, they're having a convention here--
some sci-fi flick--and we got the last room."

"Room? As in one room?"

"Yeah, I'll have a cot brought in for me or something. Or I can 
sleep on the couch."

"Don't be silly, Colby. Come here," she commanded.

She put her arms around him, in the middle of the lobby, and pulled 
him close to her.

"This feels good, baby," Colby breathed into her ear.

"Kiss me," Robin demanded.

Colby obliged, "Yes, ma'am."

He touched his lips to hers. Robin felt a tingle as his tongue 
invaded her mouth, ravaging and ravishing her. Something was vaguely 
familiar about his kiss, but she couldn't put her finger on it...
From: JMacleod@paonline.com 
Date: Sun Jul 15, 2001 7:15 am
Subject: (Story)...To Dance into Dakness(Finale)


*******Joint Post by Jenna and Wendy**** Enjoy! 

"O.K." Mike said with a nod, "Only I suggest that we do it as 
quietly as we can. No sense tipping him off before we get started."
Jenna nodded absently, her mind jumping ahead to what they'd find in 
the warehouse. If it were a lot they'd have to use a forklift to do 
the loading. Pheadon spoke for the both of them when he said, "Such 
confidence Gooder, trust me when I say Jenna and I can handle 
ourselves."
"It's not your competence that I'm questioning here." Mike told 
Pheadon, "I just want to make sure we have a backup plan on how to 
get the weapons out."
Jenna nodded at Mike, "I know, that's what I've been thinking 
about. We may have to just grab what we can and run. Especially if 
there's a lot of stuff."
"WHAT!" Pheadon almost yelled. Jenna slammed a hand over his mouth 
to shut him up. She looked at him, "I don't know about you, but I 
think Tyler would like to see all of us leave here in one piece. I'm 
not risking any of us for this stuff, You got that Phea?" She said 
finally taking her hand away from his mouth. 
Pheadon stared hard at her a few seconds then nodded. "Yeah, I got 
it."
"You know I'm right." She said keeping her gaze level with his 
before turning and moving farther down the hall.
"That's our safest bet. At least we'll know what type of weapons 
are here and can plan a time to come back with a larger team." Mike 
told Pheadon before moving off to follow Jenna down the passageway.
"Damn…they're starting to agree with one another." Pheadon muttered 
to himself before following the others.
Mike bumped into Jenna as she stopped suddenly in the dark. "What's 
the problem?" He quipped.
"I heard something." She whispered back over her shoulder. She 
felt rather than saw Pheadon push aside Donovan so he could stand 
right behind her. "What?" He asked her.
"Shhh." She said waving a hand to quiet him. Both men tipped their 
heads straining to hear what she had. Slowly the sound registered on 
Pheadon, "Damn it! They're moving it!" He said urgently moving down 
the tunnel at a run. Jenna and Donovan where right behind 
him. "God, I hope we're wrong." She said to Donovan who was on her 
heels.
"Looks like plan A is out the window. Time for a little 
improvising." Mike told Jenna as they ran after Pheadon.
"Well…" she said, "Look at it this way, at least they may have done 
us a favor and already loaded it." Mike heard her laugh; "Never a 
dull moment when it's something the "Fixer" needs me to do."
"Yep, too bad he's not around to offer us a few words of wisdom." 
Mike responded sarcastically.
Jenna and Mike eventually caught up to Pheadon. Jenna stepped 
around him and watched his facial expression as he peeked around a 
cracked doorway in the wall. "Well?" she asked him.
"Not good. Four guards loading a van with what looks like what we 
came for and their armed. The only thing we have going for us 
besides surprise is that their packing regular heat." He said in a 
tight whisper.
"What are we waiting for? Four to three aren't bad odds!" Mike 
exclaimed. Pushing passed Pheadon and pulling a matching lever to 
the one he had pulled to close the door at the other end. This time 
he yanked the lever upwards and brought his weapon around to the 
front of him as the door began to crack open. "It's party time."
Pheadon stopped Mike and slammed the lever back into place so the 
door shut again. "No!" He whispered loudly. Jenna placed a hand on 
Mike's arm. "Give me a second here, I think I have a better idea." 
She turned to Pheadon with a grin. "Remember that time in Egypt? 
The two guards outside the tomb?" She asked him.
Pheadon stared at her a second thinking back, Mike saw a wide grin 
form on the other man's face before he said, "Yeah…. I do, think 
it'll work?" He asked her. 
Mike watched her give a nod as she tucked her gun into the back of 
her pants and unbutton her shirt a few more buttons as well as giving 
her hair a fluff. She grinned at Donovan as his eyes followed her 
every move. "Put your tongue back in your mouth Gooder, I'm not your 
type."
Donovan grinned wolfishly, "I like a woman who is not only beautiful 
and intelligent but dangerous as well." Mike replied.
Pheadon looked back over one shoulder at Donovan then back to Jenna 
with a shake of his head as if to say, "Get this guy." Jenna just 
grinned and looked at them both, "You guys ready?" She asked 
finishing her primping.
She received a nod from Pheadon along with a wink. "Knock em' dead 
kiddo." She almost laughed realizing more so than Mike had that 
Pheadon was deadly serious.
Jenna opened the door to find that her luck was holding all four 
guards had their backs to her at the moment. Jenna moved out a bit 
away from the wall and heard Pheadon slide the panel back into 
place. She knew he was still watching and waiting. She stepped out 
a bit further and cleared her throat catching the guards' 
attention. "Uh, an leisgeil mi?" she said batting her eyes 
innocently and trying to look frightened. The first guard swung 
around at her voice, gun at the ready. "HEY!" He yelled at 
her, "What the Hell! Where did you come from and how'd you get in 
here lady?"
Jenna held her ground and managed to get a few crocodile tears out 
and started babbling in Gaelic. She moved forward as the other three 
guards moved closer. They where all built well.
She ran her hand through her hair. One of them came closer and 
looked at her intently. She could tell he had a few thoughts of what 
he would have liked to do but her strange language was unnerving all 
of them. She could just hear Pheadon in her head cracking up. She 
continued her string of Gaelic insults as rapidly as she could. The 
tall one to her right touched her hair and she used his movement to 
her advantage. Grabbing his forearm with both hands and using the 
momentum she swung upward, before the others knew what had happened 
their pal was on the ground staring up at her as if she had two 
heads. "NOW!" She yelled in clear English. She heard the door to 
the secret panel swing open and Pheadon and Donovan came tumbling out 
like they where on fire. Jenna ducked as a spray of bullets reigned 
over her head and struck the first guard full in the chest. She took 
that moment to put her gun to the man who was still lying speechless 
at her feet. She jabbed the gun she now held into his 
stomach. "Up!" She ordered him, "Now, or you die!"
Mike threw himself into a roll as he and Pheadon tumbled out from 
behind the hidden doorway. He let his momentum carry him further 
into the room and up on one knee. His gun firing at the guards even 
before he had come to a complete stop. Out of his peripheral vision 
he saw Jenna duck low to avoid being hit and could just make out 
Pheadons form in a similar crouch on the other side of Jenna.
Jenna moved her gun upward motioning for the guard to get up from 
where he lay. He moved slowly, she moved closer to him and 
said, "Tell them to stop or your gonna be dog meat like your buddy 
there." She said pointing to the dead man on the ground. 
He glared at her but did what she asked. "Halt Fire!" He yelled 
over his shoulder. "Stop man or she's gonna kill me!" HE backed up 
a pace. "Far enough!" Jenna barked at him.
He stopped. She pointed to Donovan and Pheadon, "You see these two 
men?" He nodded at her, "These are my guard dogs, make one wrong 
twitch and you'll be dead faster than you can blink, you got that?" 
She saw the three men nod at her. "Good, now we're getting 
somewhere." She moved toward Pheadon, keeping her gun trained on the 
guards, "Up." She said to him. He stood up from his crouch. "I 
want whoever has the keys to that truck to hand them over to this 
gentleman here." Pheadon stepped forward and stopped, waiting.
Mike came up out of his crouch ever-so-slowly, never taking his eyes 
off of the two guards that remained a good distance away from Jenna 
and Pheadon. The guard that Jenna had flipped over her shoulder at 
the beginning of their little escapade stood slightly in front of the 
guard closest to him. Obviously the guard in question had realized 
it too and was slowly moving his left arm upwards and into the lining 
of his jacket.
"I wouldn't do that if I were you." Mike told him, his voice filled 
with deadly calm. "Not unless you're wanting to pick out your 
tombstone a little early."
Jenna froze, watching the man that Mike was talking to. She watched 
as he halted his movement. She turned to Pheadon, "Frisk him, frisk 
all three." She said her voice deadly calm. Pheadon moved in. 
Jenna cocked the gun in her hands, "I'd behave if I where you." She 
said addressing the man who had been going for his jacket pocket.
As Pheadon patted him down, Jenna moved the group of men into a 
straight line. "Ok fellas, here are your choices: A. you give me 
what I want and we go away with you still alive. B. You misbehave 
and I get what I want and you die. Hmm, which would you chose?" She 
said directing her question at Mike.
"You wouldn't of even had to tell me the choices if I were in his 
shoes. But if I had to make a choice, I'd definitely take plan A. 
Death doesn't so anything for me." Mike replied, never taking his 
eyes off of the guard while Pheadon searched him.
Jenna smiled then, "See…" She said jabbing a thumb in Mike's 
direction, "Smart man." Pheadon returned to Jennas' side, he'd found 
two handguns and two knives on pat down. "Their clean boss lady." He 
said as he handed her the two knives and gave Donovan an extra 
handgun tucking the other stray in to the back of his own pants. 
"So…" she said, "Who's the lucky guy who's gonna give me the keys to 
my new ride?" Silence was her answer, and then one spoke up. "Uh, 
Lady?"
She turned and saw the guard on the end of the line standing closest 
to the dead-man pointing a finger at the corpse. Jenna sighed and 
made her way to the body. She knelt down, her gun still on the 
standing men and began to pat down the body. She found the keys in 
the mans right hand jacket pocket. Standing up she moved away a few 
paces and threw the keys to Donovan, "Start it up." She said quickly.
Mike nodded at Jenna as he caught the keys with one hand and started 
backing quickly toward the truck, his eyes never leaving the guards 
as he did so. Just as he was about to maneuver his way around the 
side of the truck toward the driver's side, he caught a glimpse of 
movement through the foggy glass of the door. "Heads up! We're 
about to have company." He shouted out a warning to Pheadon and 
Jenna only seconds before another group of guards, having heard 
sounds of gunfire, barged into the room.
Jenna and Pheadon cut tracks and ran after Mike. He had hopped in 
and started the truck, Jenna and Pheadon laying down return fire as 
they made it to the passenger door as Mike got it moving. Pheadon 
continued to shoot from his position, he had shoved Jenna in and 
turned as he climbed up, covering their crashing departure.
Mike released the parking brake, pressed on the gas and clutch and 
slammed the gear stick into drive. The truck leaped forward and sped 
down the short driveway away from the building. No sooner had the 
front wheels become level with the pavement of the loading area, than 
Mike turned the wheel sharply to the right without slowing down, then 
straightened it and steered the truck toward the gate they had come 
in a short time earlier.
As Mike swerved down the driveway, Pheadon clung to the window and 
continued firing at their pursuers. Gunfire reigned around the truck 
some of it striking the side. He said a silent prayer they wouldn't 
all be blown sky high. He heard Jenna shout and felt her grabbing 
for his jacket. "Here!" She demanded thrusting a newly loaded gun 
into his hands and taking away the other. This she started to reload 
immediately. He nearly fell out of the cab as Donovan headed around 
a curve. He was seconds away from literally crashing the gate. 
Pheadon pulled himself inside the cab as the truck struck the closed 
gate. "Damn it man, I thought you said you could drive!"
"You want me to pull over so you can drive?" Mike snapped at him.
Pheadon gave him a nasty look before grabbing his gun again and 
leaning back out the window. The guards had given chase and where 
coming up behind them on the nearly empty streets of LA. Mike 
managed to hit some side streets, when he heard Jenna yell, "There! 
Pull in there!" She was pointing to a truck stop on Mike's 
right. "How much of a lead do I have?" Donovan shouted at Pheadon. 
"Twenty seconds tops!" Pheadon yelled back at him from his position 
outside the window. "They haven't cleared the corner yet." 
Mike yanked the truck into the lot and headed down the driveway 
toward the back of the restaurant. It was quiet at that hour and 
there where thirty or so trucks parked side by side, all their lights 
out. Their drivers turned in for the night if they weren't eating 
inside the diner.
Mike kept his foot pressed to the gas pedal, hoping that he would 
reach the back of the restaurant and find a place to park before 
their pursuers turned the corner and caught a glimpse of the trucks 
rear-end barreling down the driveway. The next few seconds seemed 
like hours as Mike careened into a parking space beside another 
diesel, slammed on the brakes and cut the lights. The truck lurched 
to a stop throwing him, Jenna and Pheadon all forward then back 
against the seat.
As silence descended around them Jenna could hear her heart thudding 
against her chest, she locked gazes with Mike and stayed that way as 
they all heard the sound of an approaching engine. She felt Pheadon 
press closer and tug her downward toward the floor of the cab, Mike 
moved with them. Pheadon turned and sat with knees pressed to the 
seat and back to the dashboard, head down, she watched as he tried to 
carefully peer out the window for the whereabouts of the guards.
Mike shifted his position on the floor of the cab so that he too 
could peer out the window in the driver's door. Seconds played into 
minutes as they waited to see if their pursuers would figure out 
their hiding spot.
Pheadon watched as a jeep loaded down with four armed men pulled 
quietly down the rows of parked and silent trucks. They passed the 
diesel beside them and ignored the smaller truck, it must have 
appeared as the same type of truck from the rear due to the fact that 
Mike had pulled in and all they could see were the rear of the 
trucks. Theirs was easily as tall as the others beside it. Pheadon 
let out a small breath. "Come on man, keep going." Jenna heard him 
whisper as he continued to follow the jeeps progress. She leaned 
forward but was pushed back into place by his restraining hand. She 
threw him a dirty look but stayed put.
Mike held his breath as he heard the sound of a jeep approaching 
their hiding spot and fortunately kept going. He watched as a jeep 
filled with four armed men passed by and continued onto the next row.
Pheadon watched the jeep roll by; he threw a glance at Donovan who 
was also watching the jeeps progress. "I say we give it at least 
twenty minutes maybe thirty and then split." He said quietly over 
Jennas' head.
Jenna looked at both men and nodded at Pheadon, "Good idea. Then 
you drive us back to the sushi bar and I can drive him home and err, 
run my other errand." She said quietly.
"Sounds like a plan to me. I only hope we can get our shadows to 
agree to it. You think if we ask them nicely they will?" Mike 
replied.
Jenna snickered and sat back up on the cabs seat. Pheadon threw 
Donovan the first real smile from the time he'd first met him and 
said, "I don't know, wanna test that out Gooder?"
"They seemed more your type than mine." Mike said with a wide 
grin. "Just don't stay out too late now ya'hear."
Mike was rewarded with a good laugh from Pheadon. "Will you two 
stop? Your gonna get us caught!" Jenna said with a grin of her own.
Thirty minutes passed in almost complete silence for the three in 
the truck. At times Jenna had the insane idea that the men where 
just waiting for them. So when Mike and Pheadon agreed it was time 
to go, she tensed and held her breath until they had hit the street 
and where almost halfway to the sushi bar. She turned to Pheadon and 
asked, "Too easy you think?" 
He shrugged, "No, they where pretty stupid. I'd only be more 
worried if the visitors where back and helping track us. Relax Mac, 
We're home free." He told her.
"I'd have to agree with him there. As raids go, this one went 
almost like clockwork, the only casualty was on their side. We done 
good." Mike said, glancing down at her from his seat.
Jenna nodded. Pheadon pulled the truck into the parking lot of the 
sushi bar and watched as Donovan got out. Jenna hesitated a second 
and gave him a light kiss on the cheek before following Donovan out 
of the truck, "Take care big guy." She said. Pheadon winked at her 
and gave her a shove toward the door. "Go, I'll see you at the HQ." 
She nodded and hopped down beside Donovan. 
Donovan and Jenna made their way toward the jeep and stood watching 
as Pheadon pulled the truck out and made a right in the direction of 
the HQ.
Jenna climbed in and unlocked Mike's door. As he slid in she looked 
at him and giggled. Then started the engine and pointed the jeep 
toward his apartment building.
"What's funny?" He asked her.
She shook her head, "Sorry, just stress I think and that last joke 
between you and Pheadon. Admit it Gooder you like my pitbull."
"Well, he does kinda grow on you after a while." Mike told her, "As 
pitbulls go, he's a good one to have around."
Jenna nodded. The ride back to his apartment went faster then the 
ride from it. It seemed like no time had passed at all when they 
found themselves parked outside the doors. Both had spent most of 
the ride back re-running the nights past events through their heads. 
Jenna parked the jeep and let the engine idle as Mike opened his door 
to get out.
Mike hesitated a moment before getting out of the jeep. The night's 
events had let him see more into the person that Jenna was and made 
him admire her all the more. The lady could definitely handle 
herself in a crisis and he couldn't help wishing that they had met 
under different circumstances. He would have liked a chance to get 
to know her a little better.
As Mike hesitated Jenna took the opening she had been waiting for. 
She leaned toward him and placed a gentle hand on his cheek, turning 
his face to hers, she gave him a soft smile before leaning in to kiss 
him. The kiss was slow and soft. Jenna pulled away and sat back in 
her seat. "I'll tell you this…" She said on a whisper, "If I weren't 
madly in love with Galin, Julie Parrish would have one hell of a 
fight on her hands." She said.
Mike's response was to fold Jenna into his arms and give her a 
deeper more lingering kiss. When the kiss had ended Mike released 
his hold on Jenna and said, "Galin's a very lucky man."
Jenna smiled, "He knows. I remind him every day we're together." 
Jenna watched as Mike got out of the jeep and closed the door. 
He reached into his ear and removed the listening device, and then 
unhooked the mic and receiver and handed them to her through the 
window. "Where to now? To Tyler and the HQ?" he asked. 
Jenna shook her head with a smile and said, "No, no rest for the 
wicked I'm afraid, I still have one more errand before the night's 
through and I can sleep." 
He nodded.
"Godspeed and safe journey Mike." She said as she started to pull 
away.
"Take care of yourself Jenna Macleod." Mike told her.
She nodded and waived as she pulled out. It would be a while until 
they saw each other again. 





From: "Tamie Kwist" <amanda_donovan2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Sun Jul 15, 2001 4:31 pm
Subject: (Story) What A Man Might Do For A Decent Meal pt.2


I’m coming! Julie thought maddeningly as she hurried to open her 
front door. From what she knew, the telephone was on its third ring. 
She hated the thought waking Amanda-Beth by putting her down to 
answer the caller. So with the baby in one arm, Julie grabbed it 
before it reached the fourth ring.
"Parrish here," she uttered, sounding out of breath.
"Say, Dr. P, how about a some fine wine and some T-Bones, just you 
and me, tomorrow evening?"
The caller was male, but she didn't recognize his voice right away.
"Who is this?!" she growled impatiently.
The caller chuckled softly on the other end and Julie was about to 
lose her calm and hang up then he gave in.
"It's me, Denny. Having a bad day, or something?"
She felt her heart slow down as her palms broke into a sweat. "Wha- 
no. I'm fine."
"What about dinner tomorrow?" he prodded.
"Uh-" she paused, glancing through her appointment book, and 
remembering that Mike could be back as early as tomorrow. She wanted 
to keep her evening free incase something came up with Sean.
"Uh?" he questioned. "That's not the enthusiasm I was hoping for."
"I'm thinking," she grinned.
"Do you really want to get back into it when I was an ass those 
last few months," he guessed.
"No. I'm not staying in New York, I told you."
"Tch- Tch, we don't have to discuss that now. I just want dinner, 
not a long term commitment."
She mulled it over for a few seconds, while biting her lower lip.
But her caller wasn't patient. "Are you there?"
The thought of going out at night scared Julie. She liked to drive 
during the day when she could be more certain that she wasn't being 
followed. Her heart told her to trust Denny, and she reassured 
herself that maybe he was just trying to return the favor of her 
running him to the hospital
"You're getting out earlier?" she changed the subject.
"Yup. They said I was a good boy and I can leave tomorrow. You 
don't mind being with a one handed bandit, do you?"
"No," she giggled. "Can we make it a lunch date instead? I kind of 
have some things I need to take care of in the evening."
"Anytime with you is wonderful."
"Well, thank you, Denny."
"What about Bella Capri?"
Memories of her hellish ordeal game rushing back to haunt her as 
Julie said, "No."
"You don't like Guido?"
"It’s not that," she sighed. "There's a nice French Restaurant over 
here. Its called Jean-Luke's."
"I know the place."
Julie remembered her schedule and how Sari was leaving at noon for 
Atlantic City, and how she would see her off at JFK. "What about if I 
meet you there at one thirty?"
"You have yourself a date, madam."
"All right then. I'll see you then. Bye," she said nervously and 
hung up, not believing she was about to go out with a man again. 
Carefully, she laid her baby down, and went to her closet, trying on 
dresses. 'Nothing too flashy' she thought. 'Can't deal with that 
yet... Yet? What am I thinking? What about Mike? I must be stupid.' 
She held up a hunter green, floral print rayon gown, and looked at 
herself in the mirror. Her eyes were sunken in and puffy from lack of 
sleep while her cheekbones stuck out grotesquely. 'Who am I 
kidding?' she thought. 'No one will find me attractive anyway.'


Suppertime Interruption by Shelley

A troop transporter slowly made its way through the haze of the sitting
sun along the desert-scape. It settled in front of the small yellow domes
of an underground dwelling place. The dust swirled around the
transporter as it let down its ramp and a section of troopers and their
officer disembarked and proceeded to the first dome, which they entered.
They travel down the incline of the ramp to the second level where they
entered a long wide hallway, passing several apartment doors before
coming to their destination.
Within the small apartment, a Sirian woman dressed in long flowing
gown of shimmering fabric lounged behind a low table, her meal finished,
was watching her young charge slowly pick at his meal. She studied his
downcast face, the dark gray green eyes peeking out from underneath the
long delicate eyelashes. The full rose color lips in a boyish pout. 
“Why do I have to eat my vegetable?” came the plaintive voice from the
boy whose eyes met the slivery gray eyes of the Sirian woman. “Its
gross! You don't eat any vegetables.”
The Sirian ignored the child's comments thinking to herself when you
become the adult, you can chose to eat whatever you want rather she
asked, “Timko did you finished reading the book Howard loaned you?”
“The one about dinosaurs?” Timko answered hopefully for it was a
picture book rather than the other one with few pictures and all words.
Timko hated reading in English. It was difficult for the letters would
swim around on the page for him and he could never understand its many
rules of spelling. Why the sounds took so many different letters
combinations, an ‘e’ could be long or short depending on which other
vowel was next to it or at the end of the word. Sometimes it even made
the sound of a long ‘a’ if the silent ‘i’ was next to it. Or the letter
‘c’ was a hard sound
or soft like an ‘s’ or even ‘k could be like a hard ‘c’ or just be quiet
giving a word an extra letter to confuse him. It was very difficult and
frustrating not at all like Sirian Prime used on the ships. In the
Sirian language there were no exceptions to any letter or letter
combination, words were spelled the way they were said which Timko
liked. He didn't even mind when the Visitors around him corrected his
articulation of their language for it helped him to read better.
The Sirian sitting across from him shook her head no. He then offered
dejectedly, “No, Baba Mable. It's too hard. I need your help. I want
you to read it for me”
He always added the title Baba, grandmother, to Mable’s human name
because she behaved just like all the other older women in his family
and community, and because it was a title of affection and respect. 
“My reading it for you will not help you master the skills. You must
read it,” explained Mable in a gentle but firm tone of voice. Mable knew
Timko’s reading skills in English would improved if he only practiced
them more but his lack of confidence held him back. His first years of
schooling were not pleasant and then his parents then found a private
school which specialized in teaching children with learning disabilities
when the first invasion occurred. But when the second invasion came that
school was quickly turned into a Visitor training center for the Junior
Youth Corps. 
Normally the Terra Junior Youth Corps facilities were the most harmless
of all the Sirian facilities, more interested in extolling the virtues
of good Sirian citizenship
on its students and developing the essentials academic skills its
students needed to
succeed in an Youth Corps establishments. But Timko’s experiences in
that Junior Youth Corps's school were devastating to his self-esteem for
numerous reasons.
It was not because Timko was not athletically enough for he played
teamed sports very well nor was it because he needed pharmaceutical
enhanced learning like some of the other students; however, it was
because he refuse to give up his cultural and religious upbringings. He
was not an American citizen but rather a Canadian whose parents worked
at the Canadian Consulate General in Los Angeles. His parents were part
of the diplomatic staff, his mother worked in within Passports and
Citizenship Services as a clerk; while his father, a member of the Royal
Canadian Mounted Police, was assigned to the International Liaison.
Timko never spoke about what his father actually did except to say that
it was not all ceremonial work. 
“But the words are too difficult for me!” he protested and then in more
childish voice he earnestly pleaded trying to manipulate her into
reading it as a bedtime story. “I want you to help me. Tell me what the
words are.”
The entryway buzzer chimed and the child jumped from his cushions on
the floor, all boyish arms and legs, taking full advantage of the
disruption as an opportunity to leave the table and its discussion
behind him. In his excitement he nearly collided into the sides of the
two screens which separated the Mable’s office area from her private
living quarters. He opened the door exposing the officer and his
troopers.
A shock look appeared on the officer's face at the sight of a half
grown human child standing before him. He never seen a live human child
before, the only humans he seen came as pre-cut vacuum sealed sliced
meat. He heard the rumors of a Sirian officer who kept a pet human
within this training facility. He saw the human boy's eyes widen in fear
at him and his troopers. 
This is not Howard or anyone of Mable’s other students or a even one of
her
colleagues. These are strangers! Panic thoughts race through the boy's
head. They
here to take me away!
“Timko. Heel!” instructed Mable evenly, who had followed behind the boy,
and then to the to the officer at the door. “State the nature of your
business.” 
Timko slink a few feet behind Mable but stayed within her peripheral
vision,
and with a hand gesture from her, he sank to the floor on his knees safe
from their
reach. He wanted to hide from them but if they were here to take him
away they
would quickly hunt him down. 
The officer handed a sealed envelope to the woman saying “Your movement
orders. Madam ”
Mable open the envelope and read the documents before finally saying, “I
see.
And you are here to insure I go?”
“Correct” he confirmed, “We are here to insure you with your research
are loaded onto the awaiting shuttle and delivered to your assigned
mothership.”
“And who is it's commander?” she carefully kept her voice in a neutral
tone as she wondered who was being saddled by her special unit.
“At present, the Inspector General has taken command of it.” he
answered. “I shall see that this animal is returned to the research
kennel.”
A low whimper of no issued from Timko as he looked in horror as two
soldiers proceeded to reached under his arms to escort the him to
kennels. The kennels where horrible things happen to his kind. The tears
rolled down his cheeks as he tried to be brave and think about how nice
it would be with is parents and all his other friends in heaven. Death
did not scare him but dying did for in the research kennels humans died
very painfully slow deaths.
“That is not necessary. This human is very valuable. An essential part
of my
research. He will accompany and not as a kenneled human.” Mable answered
to the
officer. “Insure my property is packed and include all articles that are
Timko’s. He
show you what is his. And I will see that my own research is packed.” 
The officer stood staring at Mable unsure of what to do. What to do
with the human child was not part of his briefings. Furthermore the
humiliation of being ordered to pack this animal's things. 
Mable stared at him as she spoke in an icy voice, “Is there a problem?”
“The human is not part of the movement orders.” he carefully protested.
“He is now, unless you are in need of certain behavioral incentives ...”
she countered with a very pleasant smile, too pleasant of a smile. The
kind smile of from one who is comfortably used to dispensing her
considerable authority when needed 
The troopers looked nervously at one another fearful of what would
happen to them if this senior officer decided to examine each and
everyone of them for their political sentiments. She could as the senior
member of the government's Neural Educational Psychology Behavior
Modification Unit. On her expertise, she could deem a soldier or an
officer unfit for duty and proceed to rehabilitated the person away from
the erroneous beliefs, and incorrect behaviors to those which were most
suitable for the support of the Sirian government. 
Nervously the officer followed Timko into the small bedroom he shared
with Mable. Without attempting to hide his disgust, the officer commence
to packed the child's possessions into a shipping box that one of the
troopers placed in the room. Timko rolled his plush toy beaver that he
used as his pillow into sleeping mat. A hand made gift from his paternal
grandmother who gave it to him on St. Nicholas Day. The last one he
celebrated with her before the Visitors came back and his world was
turned upside down. 
There was not much to pack of Timko’s life. Some clothes, a couple
books, a small photo album and a few educational toys of construction
sets. Nothing different than any other Sirian child except there was no
miniature hunting tools or weapons of any sort or sports gear. 
Mable entered the room to see Timko’s long face. The child always
looked sad when he appeared confused by events in his life. Ignoring the
other occupant in the room she sat down on her bed and motioned Timko to
come. She hated to treat him like a large dog but in public they kept
this facade. It kept him safe and it kept other Visitors from
questioning her loyalties. 
“Well my little pet.” Mable started once he sat down at her feet. She
ruffled his hair affectionately through his thick brown hair, their eyes
met as she flashed him a conspiratorial look. “Don't fret my little pet!
Nobody here wants to play in my fun house of illusions ... except for
maybe you. That is why you are the focus of one of my many different
research projects.” 
The officer left the room leaving her to whisper to Timko, “We are
going home. And we will find your paternal grandparents this time.”

From: "Jaime" <JaimeBoler@yahoo.com> 
Date: Tue Jul 17, 2001 1:48 pm
Subject: (Story) The Prey, part 1

Gary, the bellhop, loved his job; the wages weren't great but he made 
a lot of money in tips. He loved the hotel and the people with whom 
he worked. They were all a close-knit group and watched out for each 
other. You had to be careful, after all, because times weren't what 
they used to be. Some guests just weren't on the up-and-up.

That was the feeling Gary had when he heard the "married couple" 
talking. Something wasn't right with the man, Gary knew. He lied to 
the woman, to Dan the clerk, changed his voice, and acted strangely. 
But Gary couldn't believe Dan would take a bribe. He guessed it was 
because Dan's wife had cancer. Gary decided he might better inform 
Lorna, the manager. She could get to the bottom of this situation.

Just then, Dan motioned for Gary to help with the "married couple's" 
bags. Gary groaned silently and walked slowly towards the couple. 

'This is just my luck,' he thought.

From: SHELLEY <sds126@home.com> 
Date: Tue Jul 17, 2001 5:37 pm
Subject: The Journey: Part 1

The Journey: Part 1

Mable settled Timko into a seat of the transporter well away from the
line of
sight of the officer who delivered the movement orders. She had not
bothered to
make time to change into her uniform, merely placing a cloak over her
shoulders as
something to use as a blanket to cover the sleeping child. It would be a
long trip and
it was already well past the child's bedtime. Timko clung to her, trying
to cuddle
into her lap as much as his lap belt would allow. He was still dressed
in the short
beige tunic of home wear rather than in a school uniform, which he
normally wore
during the day. 

Timko had entered another growth spurt and nothing fit him well at the
moment. He was not a bulky child but rather a tall and slender child who
would
develop a more muscular structure as he reached adulthood. Mable could
tell by
Timko’s oversized sandled feet he was not finished this growth spurt.
She sighted
softly thinking how privileged she was to see him grow. Something his
parents were
denied. 

It was not very long ago when she took him away from that school. Yet
it felt
like another lifetime. Since taking Timko on, her life became a time of
acting, of
taking more risks. She blocked any thoughts of his parents from herself
and of what
they were missing. Mable refused to play certain mental games with
herself! Namely 
those games where themes ran on the “what would have happen if I didn't
do (fill in
the blank with said action)...” or the “ what if I did do the following
(fill in the blank with said action).” Both were exercises that led to
guilt or back patting. Something she refused to indulge in like someone
carefully avoiding the joys of chocolate because it might lead to
obesity. 

“But I do self reflect on the past as much as the next person but
useless
self-reflections are an indication of my doubts on the ethics of my
chosen actions,”
she caught herself thinking. 

Mable untangled herself from Timko to reach into the storage
compartment
above them. She retrieved their one travel bag and took out the book
Howard loaned
Timko, Watership Down. There was a picture of a rabbit grazing in a
meadow. She
placed it on the seat and re-stored their travel bag to its place. 

Timko’s face lit up at the prospect of Mable reading him the story.
They
settled back into the seats with Timko snuggled eagerly under the cloak
into
Mable’s arms listening attentively to her low soft voice. They both
entered the world
of the downs and taking the surrounding section of shock troopers along
with them.
Timko struggled to stay awake as Mable read. Just before sleep finally
caught up to
him, he looked intently into her eyes whispering, “I love you, Baba
Mable.”

Mable stroked Timko’s head before lifting him onto her lap so he could
stretch
his limbs. The warmth of the sleeping boy penetrated through her clothes
and as she
looked into the contented face of the child she finally gave into the
need, to
reminisce about an old friend. She found herself musing of how she
became a
sympathizer:

“I never regretted not joining the fifth column during that first
invasion. It was
not my time to risk my lot with theirs. I now understand my time of
dissension was
still to come. There was so much I had to learn about humans; Martin
became my
guide. 
As much as his duties would permit, Martin loved watching humans as much
as he loved exploring the geography of the area where the mothership was
assigned.
When I wanted to understand further how the environment affected the
human
female psychology, he found the places for me to quietly observe them in
their 
natural settings. I suspected many of our field trips were the cover
for him to meet
his resistance contacts. It didn't matter to me. I wanted to know about
the dangers
of the multistory and underground parking facilities habitants. So many
human
women express a fear of these places. I needed to understand their fears
if I was to
assist them. 
He found a multi-story underground parking lot. It was in an area of the
city
which did not seem to hold danger for human females. I learned of the
rape statistics
from the local rape crisis shelters before I went to explore the area.
As I explored
and observed how the female motorists moved warily in the confines of
the concrete
space. Few moved with confidence of the hunter. Rather they were much
like mice
venturing about to forage. Only letting their guard down when they saw
the police
car sitting in there or when they sat safely secured in the lock space
of their own
vehicle. How vulnerable these females are to attack,” I thought. It
became another
reason for me to help Martin to sabotage any of Diana's conversion
attempts.

<Flashback> The First Invasion: 

This is not the way I would handle this case thought Mable as she
watched
the frustration mount in Diana's tone and posture as the young blonde
woman in the
conversion chamber once more evaded Diana's grasp. 

Diana ordered the technician to increase the pain stimuli to the next
level. The
technician complied for it was pointless to challenge Diana. Few of the
personnel on
this ship would risk it unless they were very secure in their position
within the
military and with powerful connections on the homeward. Martin, Diana's
senior
aide, possessing both, would openly challenge Diana whereas Steven
fawned over
the Leader's former concubine while carefully looking for better
alliance.

As an independent observer from Pamela's ship, Mable quietly noted the
brutal manner in which her former student conducted the session. 

‘The conversion chamber has many therapeutical uses, chiefly as a tool
of
healing the brain by creating or eliminating neural pathways for
behavior
modification of undesired behaviors such as phobias, and obsessive
compulsive
behaviors, addictions, eliminating post-traumatic stress disorder, and
finally to allow
an individual to rapidly master new behaviors or concepts by creating 
new neural
pathways.’ Mable’s opening lecture in 'Orientation To Conversion 
Intervention', ran
through Martin's head years after he sat in her class.
It is still an essential course for all senior officers enrolled at the
War College at the Military Academy who held a command level position
within a mothership. Now he stood with his favorite instructor, hoping
that the blonde human in the chamber could keep adapting to the stress. 

Mable quietly whispered to Martin, “Another one of her fine examples of
the
conversion chamber as a tool of torture. This human will fight until she
either
chooses insanity or death. She is already adapting to the stimuli as an
anchor to
reality.”

“Diana is determined to break her.” answered Martin in a very solemn
voice.

“Breaking someone is not conversion!” Mable flatly stated. “The
over-use of
physical pain or psychological pain is unwarranted. It is not the way to
handle this
case or most cases.” 

Martin cut in, whispering “But then, if you were handling this case,
Julie
Parrish would be proceeding to the next stage of acquiring the new
behaviors.”

“without drugs and a nanny to ensure she stays loyal to us.” added
Mable. “I've
seen enough for my report. Let's go!”

They quietly exited the room and hurried through the corridor of the
Political
Treatment Wing to the senior officers’ lounge were they could talk
openly in
private where no one would find their presence together out of the
ordinary. 

Once settled into the meal of rats and vert, Martin finally ventured, “
How
long does the human have before she ....”. His voice trailed off; he
could barely
venture to say it, “becomes damaged goods or an animated puppet?”

“Within minutes if she was handed over to you or me. Either of us will
have
her converted without damage but with Diana's mishandling of the
conversion. ...
The human is already damaged. Pushing a subject to the learned helpless
stage does
not result in a successful conversion! They become too unpredictable.”
Mable
lectured. “And very dependent on the us. If sent back to her people,
they will
discover that something is seriously wrong with her and eliminate her.”

“Then what can we do to hamper Diana?” he asked nearly resigned to the
fact
that Julie would soon be Diana's. 

“Give her a focal point; another reason to resist Diana's
manipulations. Hope
of rescue ... or an opportunity to escape.” answered Mable who then
added in a her
most matter of fact tone. “I wager that this human would sooner choose
death than
join Diana. .... This not the way I would handle this conversion!”

“She has a heart defect.” offered Martin. “Maybe it will cause
problems.”

“You're displaying more than just a passing interest in watching Diana
fail at
something!” teased Mable. “If I may venture an observation, it would
appear your
allegiance to Commander Diana is not unreserved?”

Martin didn't speak as he turned to the drink on the table leaving
Mable to
continue softly. “Diana's is completely fooled by the behavior of those
around her.
For one so ambitious she fails to see that others have their own goals
and reasons
for being here. Diana is brilliant but at times her emotional
intelligence is, ... shall we say,... below the mean of the general
population ... whereas Julie Parrish is in the superior range in thise
key area of intelligence. And that can become Diana's undoing.” 

“And what does this have to do with my loyalty to my commander?” he
asked, carefully keeping his voice neutral and yet curious to learn
more.

With an impish smile scrawled across the reptilian features, she
offered in a lilting voice, “Whatever you are up to I don’t want to know
about it ... nor do I want to be drawn into it. But ... if ... I can
help ensure that ... a certain former student of
mine .... was to experience a series of humiliating failures at this
stage of her career
... then ... Well ... I understand we are both on this task force by
free choice not
because the Leader can’t bear to see us. The fleet had not cleared the
first navigational point when he hosted a soiree where he was introduced
to a certain
woman who is now rumored to become his consort.” 

“I would love to watch Diana's reaction to that news but only from the
safety
of the bridge’s internal security station.” laughed Martin at the
gossip. It felt good
to laugh with an old friend. 

“Ah yes, the infamous temper tantrums! What are you doing to keep your
stress levels manageable?” 

Martin ignored the query from Mabel and asked “Why did you remuster
into
the ... ?”

He did not want to say Neural Educational Psychology Behavior
Modification
Therapeutical Division. Since the rise of this Supreme Leader to power,
this field
was quickly becoming employed as a tool of political inquisition by
certain loyalist
factions. Mable understood her friend’s change of topic as his way of
admitting his
involvement in the fifth column without directly stating it.

“For many reasons, Martin. Some of which you are now at the junction of
comprehension. 

“Such as?”

Mable’s silvery gray slitted eyes stared into his blue contacts, “As
when, what
is required out of the good in the face of evil. One can stand idle and
not do what is
within ones power to do or one can act! I have chosen my area as you
have chosen
yours.” 



From: "Tamie Kwist" <amanda_donovan2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Tue Jul 17, 2001 8:52 pm
Subject: (story) What A Man Might Do For A Decent Meal (Finale)

**I know I'm jumping ahead of the game here, just anxious to meet 
someone again**

Julie woke bright and early the next morning, was off to work after 
dropping Amanda off at Constance's, and luckily Sari's plane took off 
on time too, giving her enough time to run home and change into her 
rayon gown. It still looked too big on her, but she refused to go down 
to a size 2. It was just ridiculous.
Arriving at the restaurant at one fifteen, Julie ended up waiting 
for Denny for a good twenty minutes. She got a booth in a secluded 
corner as the waiter lit a single candle in the middle of the table. 
Denny came up carrying a bouquet of red roses.
"For you, Madam," he explained, handing them to her and taking a 
seat across from her. Self consciously, he put his left arm in his 
lap, hiding the bandages that were concealing his wound.
Julie smiled at him, but it wasn't enough to hide her skinnyness, 
and it was the first time Denny noticed her frail condition now that 
she wasn't hidden beneath an oversized sweatshirt and pants.
"What have you been doing with yourself?" he questioned.
"What do you mean?" she asked.
"Champagne please," he told the waiter who retreated then Denny 
turned his focus back on his guest of honor. "You look different than 
the last time I saw you four years ago."
Duh. She thought. Be nice. He didn't mean anything by it. She 
forced a smile. "I had a baby."
"Yes, I know," he said matter-of-factly. "But usually when women 
are expecting they tend to gain weight. You seem to have lost some."
Julie's lips drooped to a frown. "Do you have a problem with that?"
"Are you sick or something?" he pressed on. "You don't look well."
I knew this was a bad idea, she scolded herself, only 
saying, "Look, I think maybe I made a mistake here." She got up 
suddenly, tossing the roses on the table.
"Julie?" he questioned.
"I was a little concerened that you hadn't changed, Denny. But I 
was wrong. You're more callous than you ever were."
She grabbed her purse and headed for the door. Denny sat and downed 
the champagne alone…

From: "Bill" <bb1678@hotmail.com> 
Date: Wed Jul 18, 2001 12:36 pm
Subject: (Story) Truth and lies [Part 2]

Diana's anger began to rise slowly, but her voice remained 
calm, "Evil...?"
She smiled, "That's an interesting subject... but for another time." 
Diana walked over to the wall, which contained a large display panel. 
She switched it on, and began to press the buttons on the display. 
The screen displayed an image, "Do you recognize this man, Elizabeth?" 
She didn't need a response, Elizabeth's face told her all she needed 
to know. Elizabeth stared at the screen for a few moments, trying her 
best hold back the tears. She got up from her chair and moved closer 
to the display. 'Could it really be?' she thought. 
Her voice caught as she tried to speak, "I have never seen a picture 
of him before. All I have is a memory..." 
Diana's voice softened, "Tell me Elizabeth, what happened to him?"
She sobbed first then replied quickly, "He's dead..."

Diana never held out any hope of him being alive, but hearing it from 
Elizabeth gave her a sense of finality. When she learned of his 
disappearance from Steven, she knew that she would never see him 
again. She had gotten over his death alone, never speaking to anyone 
about her grief... Grief was a weakness to Diana, and as much as she 
wanted to dismiss it, it slowly consumed her like a parasite from 
within. It soon turned into anger, another weakness-- but anger was 
strength to Diana, it was something to be used and not repressed. 
When ever Diana weakened and felt pity or guilty for acts against the 
humans, she used the that painful memory, drawing that immense anger 
feared by all...

Elizabeth now found herself talking about her father for the first 
time with someone outside of the resistance. It quickly dawned on her 
that she didn't know any real facts about her father. It also was 
apparent that Robin and Julie carefully dodged all the questions she 
raised. Robin didn't want to talk about him, while Julie seemed to 
know very little. She knew was that she was a result of an 
experiment, and the reason Robin never wanted to talk about him was 
obvious. Elizabeth figured out that her own father could only have 
raped her poor mother. As she reminded herself of the sickening 
facts, her hatred of her father grew stronger, but even so she still 
wanted to know more about him. She was like a moth to a flame.

She had a chance of discovering the other side of herself; she knew 
the fact that Diana wouldn't dodge the hard questions... Another 
question rang through her mind, 'Can I trust Diana's words?' She 
shook the question from her mind and continued her conversion. "Did 
you know him well?"
"Yes I knew him well..." Diana turned away from Elizabeth, sighing 
she said, "We were... close." There seemed to be a hint of bitterness 
in her voice.
"Close?" Elizabeth paused, taking in her own answer. 
"You loved him didn't you?" Diana could detect the surprise in 
Elizabeth's statement.
Diana replied in her sarcastic way, "And there I thought you had me 
all figured out?" She dropped the sarcasm, and replied softly, "After 
all, how could such a monster like me be capable of loving someone?"
"I..." 
She turned back to face Elizabeth, looking into her eyes. She cut in 
with a defiant tone, "Yes I loved him... The saddest thing of all... 
he was the only man I truly loved... but it seems some things are 
never meant to be."
The room fell silent, save the drone of the Mothership, which seemed 
to grow louder as the silence continued. Diana paced trying to 
dissipate her growing anger. After a few seconds her pacing stopped, 
her tone was soft again,
"What do you remember about him?"
"Not much... My mother took me to see him... he was in this glass 
chamber. " Diana's expression changed, she had a good idea what the 
chamber was for... 
"He seemed pleased to see my mother and I... I remember him talking, 
but I can't remember what he said."
"What happened after that?"
"I don't know, I don't really remember... people were shouting and... 
I'm sorry I can't remember..."
"Did you ever see your father after that?"
"No."
"You said he was in a glass chamber, was he in some kind of 
laboratory?"
"I think so... Yes, it must have been."
Diana could feel the bitter irony... she used Robin, and they used 
Brian...
"They used the red dust on him didn't they?"

Elizabeth's face showed her shock, she had never given any thought 
about it, but all the pieces of the memory began to fit 
together. "Yes, the red dust... the chamber turned red..." An image 
of the test tube that robin held in her hand flashed into her mind, 
then the chamber turning red as the dust dispersed. "Oh no, it can't 
be... she..."
Diana's voiced hardened. "She used the red dust on him, didn't she 
Elizabeth? She murdered your father!"

"But he raped her!"
"Raped...? Is that what she told you?" 
Elizabeth broke down again, her voice cracking "She has never said 
anything to me, but it's not difficult to figure out what really 
happened!"
"You are wrong, she was in love with him..."
"So what? That doesn't mean a thing, he still raped her, and you put 
him up to it!"
"I oversaw the experiment, she made no attempt to..."
Elizabeth's anger exploded, "Shut up you lying bitch, just shut up!"
Diana's tone hardened, "The entire experiment has been fully 
documented Elizabeth." She accessed the display screen once 
again, "You won't trust my words, but I'm sure you can trust your own 
eyes..." Elizabeth looked at the display screen:

Experiment 10-4E231

Chief Science Officer's database --- 
Level 10 security, database is unlocked

Date of experiment: 20/10/1983

File Type: Video 

List of subjects
--------------------------------------------
Subject: Maxwell, Robin -Name withheld-
Species: Human Sirian 
Sex: Female Male
Age: 17 23

Summary of experiment:
Investigation of interspecies reproduction. 

Contents of Video:
Subjects initiating in the Human method of reproduction.

Elizabeth was visibly disgusted, "You expect me to watch my own 
conception?"
Diana grabbed Elizabeth's arms, holding them tightly. She looked down 
into Elizabeth's tear-filled eyes, "No I don't, but if you really 
want to know the truth it's in that video file... I know it's a 
disgusting prospect, but can you live the rest of life with that 
question over your head?"
She gazed back into Diana eyes, but she didn't reply. Their gazes 
locked together for a few moments. Diana let go of her arms, "I'll 
leave you alone to gather your thoughts." Diana left the conference 
room, as Elizabeth stared into the display screen.

By Bill and Jaime

The Prey, Part 2

By Jaime

Robin smiled at the young man who came forward to get their bags. He 
seemed very nervous, and she wanted to make things easier for him.

"We're in room 2066," she told him cheerfully.

The bellhop only nodded and motioned for them to follow him to the 
elevators. Colby reached for Robin's hand, she held fast to his. 
Robin had scarce instances of love in her life, and she was excited.

The elevator that they boarded took them to the very top floor, and 
the bellhop led the way down the hall. The bellhop persisted in 
looking oddly at Colby, as if Colby had two heads, and staring at the 
two of them. Robin could feel Colby tensing up. His whole body 
seemed like a rubber band at the brink, poised at action, and about 
to recoil.

2066 was suddenly in front of them, and the bellhop opened the door 
and placed their bags on the floor. After explaining where to find 
ice, what the room service hours were, and what-not, he seemed even 
more ill at ease. He made a point of sticking his hand out to Colby 
as he was leaving. Robin stifled her laughter as Colby withdrew a 
wad of gum from his mouth and placed it in the poor bellhop's hand.

"There you go, man, it'll double your pleasure. And thanks!"

The bellhop looked stunned and ran out of the room.

Colby looked instantly chagrined, "I shouldn't have done that. Gosh, 
I've got to apologize to that poor guy."

Robin sobered, "Yes, you do. And give him a real tip."

Colby didn't look back at her as he exited the room. But he heard 
her. And he was going to give the bellhop a tip he'd never forget...





From: wendy mills <wendymypooh_2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Wed Jul 18, 2001 2:19 pm
Subject: Jenna and Julie.


Mike paused beside the door to the front entrance of his apartment building to
watch Jenna drive out of the parking lot. The evening had definitely turned out
better than he had thought it would a few hours earlier. Then he hadn't even
been sure his being involved in the so-called raid on Science Frontiers was a
good thing, since he basically hadn't known how it was going to go down, who
was involved or what weapons and gear that they would be having. That's why he
had been so insistent that Jenna tell him how the raid had been planned out
before they had arrived at their rendezvous with Phaedon at the Sushi Bar.

Jenna had at first, tried to deflect his questions, so anxious was she to make
the prearranged meeting with Phaedon in time. He remembered how dark her eyes
had become and how thinck her brogue had deepened when she had told him that
she would tell him anything he wanted to know as long as he got into the jeep
and they could be on their way to the rendezvous with Phaedon. It had been her
fiery demand, her passionate plea for his cooperation that had propelled Mike
into the jeep and nothing else. He had realized then that Jenna was just as
dedicated to fighting against the Visitors as he was. That had lessened his
resentment and anger toward her for barging into his life and making demands on
him, when all he really wanted to do was go to New York and be reunited with
his son and the woman he loved.

There wasn't any way around the fact that they he was still in love with Julie.
He had tried unsuccessfully over the past year to try and get Julie out of his
system. He had told himself many times that she hadn't ever really loved him or
else she wouldn't have left him and accepted a job thousands of miles away from
him. He had felt her absence more keenly at night when he retired to an empty
bed. It just wasn't the physical side of their relationship that he missed, it
was the little things as well. The way her eyes lit up when she saw him, how
her forehead would crinkle in consternation as she studied a page full of
formulas she had brought home from Science Frontiers or how her hair smelled of
vanilla and her voice would deepen after a kiss.

Mike shook his head to clear it of the memories of Julie his mind had conjured
up to replace his musings about Jenna. He supposed it was because of the
similarities in appearances and personalities that the two women shared, that
allowed his mind to drift from one woman to the other. It was clear to Mike
that despite his attraction to Jenna and the two brief, but passionate kisses
that they had shared a few moments ago, that his heart would always belong to
Julie. Now it was time for him to make Julie realize it as well.


From: JMacleod@paonline.com 
Date: Wed Jul 18, 2001 5:09 pm
Subject: (Story)...A Rocky Reunion...

Jenna thought back over her evening as she headed away from Mike 
Donovan's place. She could still feel that last kiss he had given her 
and ached for Galin. Mike was handsome and one incredible guy, but he 
wasn't Galin Stone. She brought Galin’s face into view in her memory 
and smiled. "I miss you baby." She murmured to herself as she 
headed through a green light into downtown LA.
She was heading out to do her final task before heading back to 
headquarters and 24 hours of solid shut-eye. Tyler had almost had a 
fit when she had told him what she wanted but in the end he had caved 
and just said, "Fine Mac but she's your responsibility." And walked 
away from her.
Jenna had been good friends with Kyle Bates since she was fairly 
young. They had become friends through tight family ties and had even 
traveled overseas together when they where teens and he had 
introduced her to the light of his life, his little sister Rei. He 
adored her and she was as strong headed and good looking as the rest 
of her family. But when the visitors had come, Jenna had heard very 
little from Kyle, only what the news flashes gave her about what the 
LA resistance was up to. She had tried to stay in touch with Rei but 
the young girl had disappeared. The next time she had seen her was 
when Josh Brooks had brought her into the New York resistance 
headquarters after a very hard detox off of whatever the visitors
had doped her up on.
She had lost track of the young woman for a while garnering only 
bits and pieces over the last year. But when she had heard Tyler 
mention Lathaniel it had given her an idea of where she might find 
Rei. The girl had been a big fan of all sports but especially kick 
boxing and she had seen Rei in action, she was a hell of a fighter. 
So after the hospital raid, she had pumped Lathaniel for as much info 
as possible and that was when he had mentioned the Tech Noir club. 
She had made him give her directions and decided that she would head 
there after the raid on Science Frontiers. As it turned out Mike 
Donovan's apartment building was only a fifteen-minute ride away from 
the club.
She parked the jeep and locked it up. Looking around, it was 
around three am at this point and the streets where pretty empty. 
This was not the best place in town she decided turning up the collar 
on her leather jacket. She felt the reassuring weight of the MP5 at 
her back and made her way to the door of the club. There she 
encountered two burley-looking men, she got a good looking over as 
she approached. She looked at the one closest to her and gave the 
password that Tyler had passed on to her to get in to the fight club.
"Neon Puddle." She said quietly.
It worked somehow like magic both giants stepped back and opened 
the door letting her pass without harassment. Making her way to the 
bar she considered getting a drink but knew she'd need all her wits 
to get through the next half-hour with Rei. 
"Hey there, get you something to drink?" The bartender asked her.
She shook her head, "No, I'm looking for someone." She said to him.
He laughed gruffly, "Well darlin I'm single and I get off in an hour."
Jenna smiled but shook her head again, "Sorry, I'm already spoken 
for, but I'm looking for a young girl, bout so high," she said 
holding a hand only an inch below her own 5'4" frame, "black hair 
short, she fights here sometimes?" She said to him.
The big man nodded, "Your talkin bout Rei." He said pointing to a 
dimly lit staircase. "Up two flights, first door on the right."
She handed him a twenty, "Thanks." She said heading toward the 
stairs. She reached the door and just out of caution she took out the 
MP5 and took the safety off. She knocked two times, nothing. 
Reaching out she turned the handle, surprisingly it turned with 
ease. 
"You're either slipping or drunk." She thought to herself angrily.
She pushed the door open and shook her head at what she saw. Rei was 
passed out cold sprawled out on a couch that should have been tossed 
into the garbage about thirty years before. Jenna shook her head in
disgust and came into the room and closed the door quietly behind 
her. She let her gaze roam the room. Besides the coach that the 
girl was sleeping on, there was a small kitchenette with table and 
chairs and a small bathroom. A boom box was playing from where it 
was perched on the counter separating the "rooms". Jenna tucked away 
the MP5 and headed into the kitchen. She found the cleanest glass 
she could and filled it halfway full with water. Making her way back 
to the coach she gave thought to what she was about to do then tossed 
the glass of water in Rei's face and watched as the girl sat straight 
up coughing and sputtering.
"Get up!" Jenna said coldly staring hard at Rei. She watched the 
girl’s face go through about a dozen emotions before she finally 
reacted.
Rei stood up sputtering out the last remaining drops of water on 
her face. She reared back as if she was going to hit Jenna. But when 
she realized who it was Rei's shoulders drooped. "It figures out of 
all the people that could have found me tonight it had to be you
who finally did." Rei said sitting back down and lighting a 
cigarette. "What do you want?" Rei asked Jenna coldly.
"You’re coming to help me set up the new HQ, as long as you behave 
yourself Tyler says its fine." Jenna stated.
Rei looked at the woman standing before her and said, "You give him 
your first born to get him to agree to that?" Rei shook her head 
then and said, "No, the Resistance hates me." She looked away and 
took another puff of her cigarette. Finally looking back at Jenna 
she asked, "What's in it for me?"
Jenna looked at her seriously and said "Redemption, Rei."
The young girl laughed. "Don't you know there isn't redemption for 
the damned? What do you think they're going to do when they see me 
Jenn? Say 'Oh look there's that poor mixed up kid who's responsible 
for the death of 157 resistance fighters. Gee, we really should give 
her a chance.' You're as delusional as...." Rei stopped then, and 
reached for her bottle. 
Jenna slapped it away from her. "As who Rei? Kyle?! Because you 
know what? That's the only reason Tyler's giving you a chance. I say 
you take it." Jenna said walking toward the bed and reaching for 
Rei's beat up leather biker jacket. She threw it at her.
Rei caught it and threw it down on the bed beside her. "I've got a 
match tonight." Rei said stalling.
Jenna looked at the girl in front of her. "Don't do this Rei. You 
turn your back on this and it's done. This is your last chance to try 
and do some good. Deep inside that tough exterior you know I right." 
Jenna said.
Rei gulped hard. "You don't understand…sometimes it still gets…all 
fuzzy. I don't know what to do. I hear Diana in my head and then all 
I feel is anger and..." Rei stopped. She looked at Jenna for a moment.
Jenna saw the same little girl that she loved and who adored her 
big brother. "If you don't try to fight this then Diana wins." Jenna 
told her.
Rei stared out the window for a moment, Jenna’s words striking a 
cord in her. Something Josh and Sean told her during their 
training. "Never forget who you really are Rei. If you do then Diana 
wins." Rei turned to Jenna and nodded slowly. She put on her jacket, 
reached for the small dufflebag under her bed and threw it over her 
shoulder. "Don't expect me to be all warm and fuzzy with Tyler or any 
of them." Rei said.
"I wouldn't expect that of you Rei, it's not in your nature. " 
Jenna said.
Rei looked at her a second then walked over to the window and 
pushed it open and jumped out onto the fire escape. "We need to go 
out this way because when the boss man figures out I skipped out on 
the last match he's going to blow a fuse." Rei commented finishing 
her cigarette.
Jenna watched Rei climb out the window and sighed. 'Well, she's 
coming. That's something.' She thought. "I'm glad your coming, I'm 
gonna need your help, and Rei? Your doing what's right."
Rei thought of Criti'Yan briefly. "Yeah just keep telling me that."


From: SHELLEY <sds126@home.com> 
Date: Wed Jul 18, 2001 11:24 pm
Subject: (Story) Journey: Part 2

<Present>

Timko stirred as the transport shuttle landed in one of the many
arrival and
departure terminals on Sullam Voe’s moon. It was here that Mable and
Timko
would take temporary quarters until her unit arrived, from here they
would depart as
a unit to the assigned mother ship, She nudged the sleeping boy awake. 

He stirred slowly not wanting to awaken. The noise of the troopers
unloading the shuttle and the exchange of air from the terminal into the
transport
shuttle refreshed him. He sat up with a start and looked past Mable to
see out the
pilot's window to the large hanger bay in front of him. 

It was reminiscent of the time when Timko first arrived this way
with Mable
a year ago. They came through one of the massive arrival terminals on
the moon
where all military or civilian transports of personnel and freight were
funneled 
through before it was cleared onwards to the planet side. Now he was
leaving the
planet through a parallel series of exit terminals. 

At the end of the second invasion the fleet retired so suddenly from
the
Earth system that Mable did not have time to return the child to his
family hence he
came with her to Sulliam Voe. Movement orders were movement orders. She
would not abandon him to the turmoil of a civilization struggling to
rebuilt itself
from a war. Disease or starvation would no doubt claim his young life.
As an orphan
how long would he last in a refugee camp? 

Mable ran into dead ends with her search for any of his family 
members. His
only surviving set of grandparents were of advanced years and could
already be
dead. Why would not his government answer her simple requests of
re-uniting him
to family? One of the country's ten provincial social service agencies
finally
responded with a low ranking social worker who stated that they would
send a
worker to escort the child back to Alberta as soon as a placement in a
temporary
government foster home could be found. 

The fleet left before a social worker could come. Somehow Mable felt
relieved. She did not realize it at the time how attached she became to
Timko. The
child elicited a tenderness in her, something she could not explain to
herself. All she
knew was how wonderful it was to have the love of a child back in her
life. In the
short time Mable had Timko, she came to appreciate this species slower
development stages. 

How different the child rearing practices between their people were
because
of the longer dependency stage of human children. Timko would not enter
puberty
for several more years, at least five maybe six years calculated Mable.
He was ten.
Very much an older child with both feet in firmly planted in childhood
and yet ever
inching towards the next developmental stage. If he was a Sirian child
he would be
entering his next molt and starting puberty.

She carried the child to their new quarters. The amount of traffic
of troopers
and officers moving about; of personnel operating equipment moving the
essential
stores to the departure movement; along the with the deafening noise was
overwhelming; it was an organized chaotic ant hill of activity. Her
fears of losing
Timko were not unfounded. He would disappear without a trace. Lost human
children had the same priority level for security forces here as a lost
dog or cat
would in certain regions on Earth and with the same life expectancy she
bitterly
thought. 

Two and half hours passed before Mable could tuck Timko into a bed.
The
quarters were larger than what she would have chosen but rank offered
certain
privileges and certain eccentricities as long as one handled the
responsibilities. 

She lay down next to the human too tire to eat the food provided by
the
housing authority. “Well at least the food is something we both can eat.
One thing
that can be said about the military is that it seem to have more than
enough rations
made from vegetable proteins and other plant material.” she found
herself saying out
loud. 

Mable sank into further memories of that year. To the date she first saw
Timko at play. 

<Flashback>

Mable met Martin once more. This time along a boardwalk which
paralleled
the sandy beach. They nimbly dodged the roller skaters and cyclists
along the level
side walk. The local population were enjoying the warmth of the sun;
sunbathers
playing beach volleyball and surfers splashing in the water as they
paddled their way
out to sea to catch a retreating wave, while other surfers were waiting
for the right
wave to ride in. On the sandy beach and on the grassy park area, people
were
playing frisbee with each other or with their pets. 

Mable and Martin stopped to watch a small dark haired boy throw the
plastic red disc to a golden yellow dog who chased it, leaping high into
the air and
catching it and bringing it back to the child who threw it again. and
again. The pair
never tired of the game. The female parent called to the child in a
voice that was
neither Spanish nor English, “Timko ... .” 

The child raced the animal to the umbrella covered picnic table as
the ever
circling gulls wheeled in flight while several landed and boldly
strutted towards the
family in anticipation of scraps. The dog bolted from the table setting
the feathered
moochers to flight but were quickly replaced by more gulls.

The boy called to the dog “Come! Steven! Come here, boy!” 

The large dog loped to the boys out stretched hand for a tidbit of
kobassa.
It greedily ate it and whined for more.

The boy stood up and held another piece high saying excitedly,
“Stevie, Sit.”

The dog sat attentively waiting, for the next command from the boy,
“Shake a paw” 

The panting, yellow dog stuck out its right front paw to shake with
the boy's
hand, all the time whining excitedly for the next command. 

“Okay boy! Lick your lips!” and its large tongue complied. Finally
the treat
was dropped to the open mouth of the tail wagging dog. The child's
parents
applauded approvingly to the boy who then first bowed to his private
audience of
two and then to the two Visitors. For a long moment Timko’s and Mable’s
eyes met
and neither were willing to look away first. What she saw in the boy's
eyes she like.
His open trust drew her into to him. He smile and waved at her and in
spite of herself
she found herself smiling and waving back.

Mable then slowly turned away from the boy and the dog saying, “If I
die
today, I would go very happily!”

“Enjoying the outing?”

“Yes! It's so perfect. The ocean, the sun, and watching the
inhabitants at
play. These tableaux of life could be our world before the attack.”
Mable stated as
she nodded her head to the family enjoying their meal before continuing.
“And
seeing the metaphorical likeness of our Head of Fleet Security ... at
play!”

Laughing Martin added, “I will never be able to meet Steven's gaze
without
thinking of him as a large, hairy, drooling, yellow dog chasing after a
frisbee.”

“Or performing for rations!” she added before pleasantly asking, “How
is
your leg?” 

“It's fine now.” He answered. “Well worth the scar to see the combine
expressions of humiliation and defeat on both Steven's and Diana's faces
while
Pamela refused to entertain their explanations of what went wrong with
the prison
transfer to the ground.”

“I used to love watching them explain away their gross
incompetence's and
failures onto everyone else but themselves. Now I see them as more
dangerous to us
than the resistance,” mused Mable out loud. Then in a more flirtation
voice she
asked, “So where could one access the video records of this closed
meeting? ”

“Lost your touch already. You taught me everything I know within my
areas
of expertise. I never imagined the day would come where I would develop
a system
that you couldn't get into” he teased her with a knowing smile. 

“And how is Miss Perrish?” Mable bluntly came to the point of their
meeting.

“I'm not sure. I understand Diana finally broke her moments before
the fake
Mike Donavon arrived.”

“I did study the data of the last session. When Mike came in,
Julie was
given hope and a reason to keep fighting Diana's attempts. What is it,
“Give me
Liberty or Give me Death” was that not the rallying cry of their
independence
movement?” 

Martin answered. “I believe so”

“Then with her returned to her own people she will have to develop
coping
strategies to deal with the damage that was inflicted on her.” she
returned to the
topic of their meeting. 

Martin asked, “Could she? On her own? I understand not many
individuals
are able to overcome a badly handled conversion on their own or a well
handled one
without developing other problems.” 

“A good conversion is one where the subject does not object to the
interventions, one where he or she like the adjustments to his or her
personality and
improvements to his or her behaviors.” Mable repeating the words from
one of her
many lectures to her students to him. She took a deep breath not wanting
to
continue but realizing he only need her to voice his own concerns. 

She could tell from his subtle body language and that he respected
the young
woman as a comrade in arms and because her resistance cell was
complimentary to
his own cell of fifth columnists. Plus there is the special pleasure of
watching Diana
ambitions run aground on a reef of failures. It tickled many of those
within the fleet
who had more military experience or research successes but were passed
over for
promotions to see her fail. It was no longer quiet rumor but open fact
of how Diana
got her command. So there became more quiet supporters willing to help
see
Diana's fall which Mable was quickly becoming one given the topic of
Martin's
discussions with her. 

Finally Mable gave her assessment of the current situation. “Hence
your
unasked questions. Is she a risk to her unit? To your own personnel?
What will keep
her from returning to Diana? Or will we need to send in a minder? Can
this become
something you could possibly exploit for the resistance on both of the
sides? Or
should she be carefully removed from her command?” 

Martin nodded knowing Mike would not agree to the possible solutions
to
the real threat Julie now posed to the unit but Ham Tyler would
understand. Mable
discern what Martin hazard to his own cell to implement the rescue plan.
Playing the
Supreme Commanders off was child play. Even playing Steven to take the
fall when
it was not his plan was easy. But what if it was too late for Julie
Parrish? 

Mable continued, “Always the strategist. It depends. If Julie
realizes that the
rape sequences chosen by Diana were reflections of her own sick secret
perversions
for Julie, ... as a tools to reduce her to a state of learned
helplessness using fear of
rape and the need to be rescue by Diana ... rather then the actual
relationship
between her and Mike. ... Julie can fight the control Diana has gained
but it will
come at a costs ... Such as doubting herself. ... Julie understands
what perversions
were in store once Diana gained full control. It could lead to more
terror and
abhorrence of Diana ... Because Julie now shares the same dark
conclusions we have
concerning Diana's psychic.” 

Martin turned away from Mable to face the sea where the sun's
uncomfortable glare reflected off the water into his dark protective
glasses. Mable
allowed him the privacy of his thoughts as he weighed his next course of
action. She
turned to watch the family at the picnic table. 

Staring out to sea he simply stated, “Is there more?” 

Mable nodded saying, “However, Julie may never be fully capable of
articulating those fears to her own people. It will always circle at the
edge of her
reasoning like a dream. How she chooses to handle the fears and hatred
will either
help or cripple her. And if one of her species was to rape Julie, I'm
not sure if she
will be capable of handling it the way she was trained. 
The best case situation is: she regain functions in a wide range of
psycho-social areas of her life to appear normal. But she will never be
completely
normal without help from us. It all hinges on whether she is able to
admit to herself
where she needs our help to repair the damage.”
They then slowly continued their way along the pathway heading into the
shelter of the park. 

It was the last time Mable saw Martin alive. He fled the ships. When
her
duties allowed, she always carefully looked about the streets and the
country side
for him hoping that he would see her or maybe she would see him first.
It was not
long before the fleet withdrew with Pamela's ship as one of the first to
leave planet's
orbit. 

When the fleet was recalled by Diana, Mable heard the official story
of
Martin's death at the hands of the resistance and knew it to be a lie. 

<Present>

Mable pondered on what was Diana hiding from Philip, no doubt the truth
about Martin's death? Or is there more to it? Strange how Pamela and
John both
supposedly died at the resistance hands. Maybe returning to Earth will
allow me to ...
to what? ... 

“I miss him,” she whispered as she struggled to keep her grieve as an
unspoken sentence. 

From: "Jaime" <JaimeBoler@yahoo.com> 
Date: Thu Jul 19, 2001 9:56 pm
Subject: (Story) The Prey, part 3: Lizard Bait

Criti'Yan's father taught his sons to hunt at night. "Only at 
night," he'd said. Criti'Yan was breaking his father's cardinal 
rule; yet, he had no other choice.

Steadily advancing down the hall, Criti'Yan did not see the bellhop. 
But he could smell him. In the hunt, his senses heightened. 
Criti'Yan sensed the smell of fear. To his Sirian olfactory gland, 
the smell was strong, pungent, but so sweet. Involuntarily, his 
breathing quickened and saliva gathered in his mouth. But he had to 
be careful. He couldn't afford to be found out now. He had come so 
far.

Instinct told him the bellhop did not take the elevator. 'No,' 
Criti'Yan surmised, 'the bellhop took the stairs.' 

As he opened the door to the stairway, he knew his guess was 
correct. The smell of fear was stronger; the bellhop was not far now.

Criti'Yan loved the thrill of the hunt. These days, he did not have 
the opportunity to enjoy it often. He would have his chance this 
day, however. Criti'Yan smiled; this is what he had been made for, 
and his father would have been proud. So would his brother.

"Be careful, son," his father's voice warned across the millions of 
miles of deep space. His son heeded the warning.

Descending the stairs, Criti'Yan smelled each exit for signs the 
bellhop had exited the stairway. As yet, he found no evidence that 
the bellhop had strayed from this path. 

It was a cat and mouse game to Criti'Yan. Although he was no cat. 
He was a lizard, and the bellhop was his bait.


From: "Tamie Kwist" <amanda_donovan2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Fri Jul 20, 2001 7:55 am
Subject: (story) Losing Your Best Friend

With a chiquita banana box in hand, Pete Forsythe hesitated to 
enter George Forsythe's Harlem office. He put his palm on the door 
and rested it there a moment, saying a silent prayer and wishing 
George the best. George was gone...
A familiar tune began to rattle its precious melody in Pete's 
mind...

...Packing up the dreams God planted in the fertile soils of you, 
Can't believe the hopes he's granted, means a chapter in your life is 
through. But we'll keep you close as always. It won't even seem 
you've gone. Cause our hearts in big and small ways will keep the 
love that keeps us strong... And friends are friends forever if the 
Lord is the lord of them. And a friend will not say never cause the 
welcome will not end. Though its hard to let you go, in the Father's 
hands we know, that a lifetime's not too long to live as friends. No, 
a lifetime's not too long to live as friends...

Pete could almost cry. He reached in his pocket and went in, 
gathering odds and ends to take back to Lauren for salvage. He ran 
across an old wooden photo frame with a faded black and white photo 
inside. On the shores of Waikiki had stood Lauren's mother, Noelani 
in traditional Hawaiian dress, bikini top, lei and grass skirt. And 
beside her was Lauren who looked to be about seven. It wasn't hard 
for Pete to see who Lauren had gotten her gorgeous looks from. Pete 
thought of Lauren at home, alone, unwilling to get out of bed, 
unwilling to face the truth.
For Pete, George Stewart had provided a deep friendship that went 
beyond what would be expected of any potential father-in-law. George 
had been Pete's professor, his mentor and confidant. He would be 
sorely missed. 
Collecting the rest of the treasures, Pete came face to face with 
an empty leather chair, again paused for a brief moment, then turned 
off the light switch knowing he would never be back again.



From: wendy mills <wendymypooh_2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Fri Jul 20, 2001 8:15 pm
Subject: Mike Receives A Shocking Revelation


Mike let himself into the apartment building and strolled quickly across the
lobby to the elevator. Normally he would just take the flight of stairs up to
his second-floor apartment, but he was too tired to tonight. After a few
seconds the elevator beeped as it landed on the lobby floor and the doors
opened. He stepped inside and pushed the number 2 on the control panel and the
doors slid shut. Another couple of minutes passed as the elevator seemed to
creep at an irritatingly slow speed and finally came to a stop on the second
floor.

When the doors opened, Mike stepped out and started down the corridor in the
direction of his apartment. He reached his door a few minutes later and
inserted his key, not stopping to knock beforehand, so sure was he that Maggie
had gone back to sleep after he had left with Jenna.  When he opened the door and
walked in, he was surprised to find both Maggie and Josh awake. He closed the
door quietly behind him and relocked it, wondering to himself what was going on
or what had happened while he was gone.

Maggie sat in a chair near the window, while Josh's lean frame sat curled up on
the windowsill. A relief flooded over Maggie's beautiful features for an
instant before a wide grin appeared. Mike couldn't help but return the grin,
realizing that Maggie had been unable to go back to sleep, until she knew he
was safe. Maggie's heartfelt concern for his safety, sent a flood of warmth and
appreciation through him and made him realize once again just how lucky he was
to have a friend in Maggie Blodgett. 

"The raid must have gone good seeing how you returned home in one piece."
Maggie commented quietly.

"Yeah, it was a load of fun." Mike responded.

He sent Maggie a puzzled look as he gazed at Josh's curled form. Josh seemed to
be off in his own little world and hadn't even acknowledged Mike's return with
so much as a 'Hi'. The look Maggie sent back was one filled with concern and
something else that he couldn't quite read. He motioned for Maggie to follow him and
the two left the living room and went into the hallway outside his bedroom door.

"What's going on with Josh?" Mike asked.

"Your not going to like what I say Mike." Maggie began in a whisper. " Josh
told me while you were gone, that he and Sean are close friends with Rei
Carson."

"Rei Carson?" Mike asked, lowering his own voice.  "Isn't that the Visitors’ human
assassin who is responsible for killing nearly 160 resistance members?"

Maggie nodded solemnly. " There's more, Mike. Josh says that up until a few
months ago Rei didn't always work alone. Rei and Sean worked as a team until
Sean was reassigned to New York."

Mike shook his head vehemently in denial, not wanting to believe what Maggie
was telling him. "No. No! There's no way I'm going to believe that my boy's
capable of killing anyone, not even in self-defense!"

"Mike, I'm sorry. It's not something I liked to believe either, but none of us
know what else the lizards have done to him! " Maggie said, reaching out to lay
her hand on his arm.

Mike shrugged his arm away from Maggie's hand. " I don't care what Josh told
you! I refuse to believe that Sean has become a cold-blooded killer!"

"Well you better believe it Mike, because it's the truth!" Josh said from the
living room doorway. "As hard as it is to believe it, you've got to. I didn't
want to believe he could kill anyone either, but he told me what he had done
himself!"

Josh's declaration rocked Mike to the core of his being and he suddenly found
himself more weary than he had ever been before. Mike shoulders sagged as he
realized that Josh was telling him the truth. Josh and Sean had been best
friends for years and not once had he ever known the other boy ever say
anything against his son. He could easily read the regret and anguish in Josh's
eyes over having to be the one to tell him such horrible news about Sean.

"If it makes you feel any better, none of what Sean's done is his fault." Josh
told him.

"First you tell me my son has become a killer, then you tell me he's not. Which
is it?" Mike exclaimed.

"Why don't we go back into the living room and let Emma sleep? No since in
waking her up if we don't need to." Maggie suggested before Josh could respond
to Mike's comment.

Mike and Josh silently agreed and together the threesome made their way back
into the living room and took seats. Tense silence filled the room, as Mike
brooded over what he had just been told, Josh tried to organize his thoughts
and Maggie waited for either of them to begin.

"You already know about us being taken and handed over to Klaus to train for
the Visitor Youth Corps. Well what you don't know is that while we were being
trained, we were also being drugged on a daily basis with a Visitor
hallucinogenic called procob. It virtually made us into zombies. While the drug
was working, we had no control over our minds, our bodies or our actions and
the Visitors made good use of it. The students under Klaus' tutelage that showed
the most promise during exercises, by their quick learning and creative
maneuvers, were given special privileges and a certain degree of freedom. After
our initial training was over, we were assigned other duties to do and weren't
able to spend much time with each other except at night.

Rei would sneak out of her quarters and into the one that Sean and I shared and
we would sit up and talk. It was always around eight or so when the effects of
our daily dose of procob would begin to taper off and Rei and Sean seemed to
remember bits and pieces of things that they had done. You don't know how hard
it was for me to sit and listen to my two best friends describe how they had
enjoyed killing somebody. Or how hard it was for them to admit it." Josh said,
his voice breaking.

Mike waited until he had composed himself again and then asked, " How is it that
you are here and okay, when Sean is lying in a hospital in New York?"

"I don't know how Sean got put in the hospital. What I do know is that we got
caught talking late one night and then next thing I know, I've been transferred
to work in the engineering section of the mother ship and Sean was transferred
to New York.  Fortunately for me the Visitor I was assigned to work under was a
Fifth Columnist, who along with another one detoxed me off the procob and
helped me escape. I came here as soon as I could." Josh finished.



From: "Jaime" <JaimeBoler@yahoo.com> 
Date: Fri Jul 20, 2001 10:33 pm
Subject: (Story) The Prey, part 4: The Kill
Criti'Yan heard heavy breathing on the thirteenth floor. His 
auditory senses picked it up from several floors below him. He was 
so close now that he could taste the human.

'Oh, how sweet it will be!'

The teachings of Klaus came back to Criti'Yan. He did not slow his 
pace on the stairs but proceeded at a quieter rate so the bellhop 
would be unable to detect him as of yet. Then, the hunter saw his 
prey.

Chest heaving, the bellhop was trying to catch his breath. Silently, 
Criti'Yan crept up behind him. It took every ounce of will power he 
possessed not to kill the human right then.

"Wait for it. Wait," Klaus commanded. And Criti'Yan never disobeyed 
his master.

To further rattle the bellhop, Criti'Yan tapped the man on the 
shoulder. The bellhop whirled around, terrified. 'This is just a 
nightmare,' Gary told himself.

But it was too real. The bellhop opened his mouth to scream, but no 
sound escaped his lips. Criti'Yan used his powerful body to knock 
the bellhop to the floor. Then, using a technique that Klaus taught 
him, Criti'Yan hauled him up by the head. He then managed to put 
both his hands around the human's diaphragm. Criti'Yan squeezed the 
breath and the very life from the human.

The bellhop was dead seconds later. The prey was no more. Once 
again, the hunter proved victorious and claimed the spoils of 
victory. Flexing his powerful jaws up and down, Criti'Yan disposed 
of the victim the only way he knew how.

When he was done, he realized he had been gone a long time, and that 
Robin would be looking for him. Confident that he would soon perform 
the same ritual with her, he smiled and ascended the stairs. It was 
time to romance his brother's killer. 

Criti'Yan almost felt sorry for the stupid bitch--almost. She was 
the ultimate prey, and he was the powerful hunter tuned in to his 
target: Robin.



Painful Truths by Rosie

Josh waited for Mike to say something. Finally Josh sat down across 
from him. "I know this is hard for you to believe but it's true 
Mike." Mike looked at Josh. "Why is it, no information was ever given 
about my son being teamed up with Rei Carson?" Mike asked. Josh 
thought of Criti'Yan for a moment. "That's the way they or she wanted 
it I guess." Josh said getting a far off look in his eyes. "My 
assumption is Rei didn't want Sean's name to be revealed so she took 
all the responsibilty for the raids but it was common knowledge 
amoungst the Youth Corps Rei and Sean were a team." Josh 
explained. "Then that must be it. Rei got him to do all those 
things." Mike said closing his eyes. Josh stood up. "Damn it Mr. 
Donovan! Listen to me. Rei never forced anything on anybody. She 
became a Youth Corps member to be there for your son. She's done 
nothing but protect us since this nightmare happened. I don't know 
where she is. I am hoping Sean does. Mr. Donovan, Rei's no more a 
monster than your son and when we find Sean and if he is in his right 
mind again he'll want to find Rei" Josh said. Mike looked up at the 
kid that seemed more of a man. "You sure about that?" Mike asked. 
Josh sighed and soberly looked at Mike. "Mike, Diana and her 
conversion chamber couldn't break our bond. Please don't try you 
might not like the choice Sean makes if you do." Josh said speaking 
with confidence. 

Rei found herself at the state school in Ojai. She was running. She 
turned back and saw Josh and Sean chasing after her. She made it to 
the watering hose and pointed at her two best friends. "Don't come a 
step closer or I'll shoot!" Rei said teasing them. Sean looked at her 
and said "You wouldn't dare." Josh circled her "You're already on 
seven demerits eight means cafeteria duty" Josh reminded her. Rei 
lowered the hose. "You're right." She said looking as if she thought 
about it. Then a devilish grin crept across her face. "But it would 
sooo be worth it!" Rei exclaimed shooting first Sean then Josh with 
the hose. Sean and Josh grabbed her from each side. Rei fought 
valiantly to keep the hose. In a matter of moments all three of them 
were covered in mud. Suddenly they heard a bellowing voice "CARSON! 
BROOKS! DONOVAN!" Rei holding the hose spun around before she could 
stop it.A stream of water assaulted the head mistress. Rei drop the 
hose. The headmistress rubbed the water out of her eyes as she glared 
at the three of them "Who started this." She demanded. As always the 
three of them in unison said "I did" trying to cover up for each 
other. "It doesn't matter all three of you in my office after you 
clean yourselves up!"

Thrity minutes later Rei stood at her window looking out at the 
stables. Her brother wanted to make sure she could see the horses 
from her dorm room. Kyle knew it would make it a bit more bearable 
for her. She walked over to the drawer and pulled out her picture of 
her and Kyle. She stuck in her waistband where she always kept it. 
She remembered one of the bullies snatched her beloved picture once. 
Before she could do anything about it Sean had him pinned to the 
ground as Josh took the picture from the kid. After that everyone 
knew not to mess with all three of them. Rei smiled at the thought. 
She looked out the window and started to shake as she watched a 
Visitor shuttle start to land. "Sean" Rei said. She flung her door 
open, all the kids in the dorm were running around. "JOSH????!!! 
SEAN??!!!!" Rei screamed trying to find her friends. "JOSH??!!!! 
SEAN???!!!" She screamed again. She ran down the hall towards their 
dorm room. Finally she heard two voices yelling "REI!!!" Rei turned 
around and saw Sean and Josh coming toward her. Rei looked at Sean , 
grabbed his arm and ran down toward the stables. 

A few minutes later Rei was covering both Josh and Sean with 
hay. "Rei hide!" Josh whispered from under the hay. "No they have no 
reason to want me but they might want the two of you." Rei exclaimed. 
She heard footsteps coming. Rei pretended to be grooming a horse when 
a whole squad of Visitor troops invaded the barn. "HANDS UP!" One of 
them yelled. Rei pretended to be shocked at their arrival. "Who else 
is in here?" They asked. "No one why?" Rei said. "Sean Donovan. Where 
is he?" They asked. "I don't know Sean Donovan." Rei said. She heard 
a rustle from behind the troops. Rei gulped hard when they threw down 
one of the school kids in front of her. They grabbed the kid by the 
hair and said. "This her?" The kid looked up at Rei with apolegetic 
eyes and nodded. "That's her. She's Sean's and Josh's best friend. 
The three of them are inseperable." The scared kid whispered.The 
Visitor officer grabbed Rei by her hair. "Where is Sean??" The 
officer demanded. Rei remained silent. "Alright then you're coming 
with us." Rei was marched out of the stables. They didn't get four 
feet from the entrance when Rei heard "DON'T TAKE HER!!!". Instantly 
Rei's eyes filled with tears knowing whose voices those was. "No 
Sean. What have you done?" Rei thought to herself. They all turned 
around and saw Sean and Josh coming toward them with their hands up 
in the air. "I'm who you're looking for." Sean said. 

Sean stood there with the Visitor guards. He looked at his two 
friends who were assembled with the rest of the kids not to far from 
him. Rei watched as the another shuttle descended. Slowly Sean was 
marched into the shuttle. Rei took two small steps then began running 
toward Sean. "NO TAKE ME TOO!" Rei pleaded. The Visitor troops looked 
shocked. "I HAVE NO ONE! TAKE ME TOO!" She cried. The troops waited 
for the woman standing on the platform to do something finally she 
nodded as the grabbed Rei. Josh began to run toward the shuttles as 
well. "MY NAME IS JOSH BROOKS! I AM THE ADOPTED SON OF ROBERT MAXWELL 
TAKE ME TOO!" Josh cried out. Rei and Sean both yelled "NO!" But it 
was to late all three of them were ushered inside the shuttle.

Rei stood on a platform all the lights were going around her all she 
could feel was pain. "Let me help you Rei. Let me take away the 
pain." She heard before she knew it Rei saw her hand reaching out for 
the voice. Before she could regain control she felt someone's cold 
hand in hers. "What do you want Rei?" The voice asked. "To be yours." 
She cried as the pain got more and more intense. Suddenly the pain 
stopped.Rei looked up and saw who was holding out her hand to her. It 
was none other than Diana. Rei screamed "NO!" Suddenly she woke up 
and saw Jenna driving. Jenna looked at the girl who was drenched in 
sweat. Rei lit a cigarette as her hand shook, within a few minutes 
she regained her composure. "You o.k.? Jenna asked concerned. Rei 
nodded and quietly said "Nothing I can't handle." 


Getting Some Much-Needed Sleep by Wendy

Mike tried hard not to let on to Maggie and Josh just how much Josh's news
about Sean affected him, but knew he hadn't succeeded when he caught the
compassionate look Maggie was giving him. Besides Julie, Maggie was the only
person he had ever felt comfortable with enough to share his inner feelings
with. The two of them had developed a special bond while fighting the Visitors
together that had only deepened as time passed by. Mike knew that if it hadn't
been for Maggie he wouldn't have survived the past year without Sean and Julie.
She was the best friend he had ever had and the closest thing to having a
sister as he was going to get.

He struggled to put a rein on his turbulent emotions and instead focused his
attention on Josh. The troubled teenager hadn't said anything for several
moments and Mike wondered suddenly if Josh thought he was going to blame him
for letting Sean get recaptured by the Visitors. After all, Josh had insisted
upon accompanying Sean to the state school in order to keep an eye on him and
Mike had entrusted him to do so. If there was one thing Mike had learned about
the Visitors, it was that they were very persistent in seeing a job completed
and would have certainly killed Josh on the spot if he had tried to prevent
them from taking Sean. 

"There wasn't anything that you could have done to stop Sean from being taken
Josh." Mike told him quietly. " Besides none of that matters anymore because
Sean is safe now and so are you. What's important now is going to New York and
helping Sean recover as best we can."

"Mike's right, Josh. There's no sense in you dwelling on the past. The only
thing you can do now is be there for Sean and let him know he can count on you.
Do you think you can do that?" Maggie added gently.

Josh lifted his head up and looked first at Maggie, then Mike. Relief flooded
over him as he realized that neither of them blamed him for what had happened
to Sean. Then determination filled him as he replied to Maggie's question. 

'I'll do whatever you tell me if it'll help Sean. I won't let him down again."

"Good. " Mike said. "Right now I suggest that we all go and get some much
needed sleep. I'm bushed."

'Night Mike." Maggie and Josh said and headed off to the spare bedroom and the
twin beds they had each claimed for the night.

'Night." Mike said, taking off his tennis shoes. He stripped down to his boxers
and tshirt, pulled the afghan on the back of the couch down over him and turned
off the lamp on the end table. It didn't take long before he was soon fast
asleep.







A Talk with Emma by Wendy

Mike was awakened from a deep slumber seven hours later by the fragrant aroma
of fresh brewing coffee, biscuits baking and eggs and bacon frying. He
unwrapped the afghan from where they had twisted around his legs as he slept
and sat up. His eyes felt like they were glued shut and his mouth tasted like
death warmed over. He got up from the couch and started to walk toward the
bathroom when he realized that he was clad only in his tshirt and boxers and
there were women present in the apartment. He pulled on the jeans that he had
thrown on the floor the night before, then stumbled to the bathroom. After
using the bathroom, he washed his hands and brushed his teeth before exiting
the bathroom and starting towards the kitchen. On pausing in front of the door
of the spare bedroom, he tapped it open slightly and saw that both Maggie and
Josh were still sound asleep. He wished that he was as well, but knew, despite
how weary he still felt, that he would never be able to go back to sleep. There
was too much that he needed to do before he left for New York.

Emma's was at the stove expertly flipping eggs and turning bacon, when Mike
came into the kitchen. He leaned against the doorframe and waited for her too
turn around and see him, but she didn't, so he said,

"Don't you know it's an ungodly time in the morning to be up?"

Emma jumped at the sound of his voice breaking through the otherwise silent
apartment. " Good morning to you too. And it's ten thirty. I don't exactly call
that an ungodly hour." she replied without turning around.

Surprise filled Mike. It had seemed to him that he had barely gone to sleep,
before he was awakened by the smell of coffee brewing and breakfast cooking. "
My mistake. I was thinking that it was much earlier."

"That's because you stay up so late." Emma said as she turned away from the
stove and got a good look at Donovan for the first time. His sleep tousled hair
was standing up on end, there was a night's growth of stubble on his chin, his
eyes were squinting from lack asleep and the clothes he wore were wrinklied and
sweat stained. A slow grin began to slide across her face as she looked at Mike
and abruptly a giggle escaped from her lips.

Mike's sleep filled eyes narrowed at Emma as her grin deepened and she giggled.
He had the sneaking suspicion that he was the object of her amusement and he
wasn't so sure he liked being it. He was about to say somethign to that fact,
when he caught sight of his face and upper body in the toaster on the counter,
and although the picture was distorted, he couldn't fault Emma for laughing.

"Not everyone looks as good as I do after only six hours of sleep." He told her
with a grin. 

Emma burst out laughing. "If you say so."

Mike moved to get a coffee cup from the cabinet and Emma placed the last of the
eggs and bacon she had cooked onto a plate in the center of the stove. It
wasn't until Emma turned to place the plate of eggs and bacon on the stove that
Mike saw traces of tears on Emma's cheeks and her eyes were filled.

"Hey, what's all this?" Mike said, getting up from the chair he had taken a few
moments earlier and pulling Emma gently into his arms.

Emma leaned against him for a moment, before saying, "It felt so good to laugh
with you just now, that I feel like I'm dishonoring Reese's memory somehow. I
miss him so much Mike. It's like a constant pain in my chest that won't ever go
away."

"You listen to me Emma. Reese wouldn't want you to grieve for him every moment
of the day. Deep down inside you know that. Reese would want you to smile and
laugh and enjoy life again." Mike told her.

"I know. I know you're right, but how can I enjoy life when the one person I
want to enjoy it with is gone?" Emma said. She pushed herself out of Mike's
arms and wiped the tears from her face with the back of her hand.

"One moment, one hour, one day at a time, until the day comes when you don't
hurt anymore when you think of him. When you can look back upon the life that
the two of you shared and treasure it. It's not going to be easy, but you don't
have to do it alone as long as I'm around." Mike told her.

"Thanks, Mike. That means alot to me." Emma told him. " I suppose we should eat
while the food is still hot. Should we wake your other guests up?"

"No, let them sleep. They can reheat it theirs in the microwave." Mike told her.

While they ate, Mike told her briefly about the events of the night before,
minus Josh's revelation about Sean and Rei, and told her that as soon as Maggie
and Josh were ready that the three of them would be flying off to New York.
Mike invited Emma to stay at his apartment until he got back from New York and
revealed his hopes of returning to LA with both Sean AND Julie. After he was
finished eating, Mike took a quick shower and told Emma he had a couple of
errands to run and would return shortly. 

The first place he stopped at was the bank, where he withdrew enough money to
tide him over in New York while he waited for Sean to recover and a little
extra to leave Emma for food any emergency that might spring up. Next he
stopped at the Hot Salsa and roused Juan from a sound sleep in one of the
underground rooms. He told Juan the outcome of the raid and that he should
begin replenishing what weapons and supplies they had on hand in preparation
for the Visitors return. He told him that Jenna or Ham might get in touch with
him soon and disclose the whereabouts of the new Resistance Headquarters. As a
precaution he asked Juan to post someone at his apartment building to protect
Emma while he was gone. he didn't know when or how the Visitors were planning
their return to Earth and LA, but knew his apartment would be one of the first
places they raided. Juan assured him that she would be well protected and Mike
left.

By the time he arrived back at his apartment, both Josh and Maggie were up,
showered and sitting down at the kitchen table eating their reheated breakfast.

"You two about ready to go?" He quizzed as he poured himself another cup of
coffee.

"I am." Josh said, finishing the last of his eggs and carrying his plate over
to the sink.

"Me too." Maggie replied, and followed behind Josh.

"Emma, as a precaution there's going to be someone watching the apartment at
all times until I get back. There's an extra set of keys to the apartment
hanging on a hook inside the cupboard where the coffee cups are kept.Along with
another set of keys for the SUV. I'll have one of Maggie's employees drive it
back from the airfield for your usage. Here's some money for food and anything
else you might need while I'm gone." Mike said, handing her a bulging envelope.

"Mike, I don't need-"Emma started to protest. 

"I'm not leaving here unless you take it, so you might as well save your
arguments for another day." Mike told her gently, but firmly.

"Okay." Emma reluctantly replied.

Mike retrieved his duffle bag and camera bag from the floor, where he had
tossed them earlier, waited for Josh and Maggie to grab theirs, then led the
way out of the apartment.


Chris’ Second Post

By Douglas

Chris looked around the metal lined corridor. Just next to the door he had
just exited was a stainless steel desk with two drawers set into it. A console
with some buttons and alien script underneath. Chris wasn't going to touch
any of them, as they might start an alert. Three was also a blank videoscreen.
Chris assumed it was some sort of guard post. Checking the drawers revealed a
couple of energy packs for the laser pistol, and an ID card which looked as if
it doubled as a security access card.

There were a number of other doors in this corridor, each leading into cells
similiar to the one he had been in. Eight cells in all, three of which were
still occupied. Using the security card to open the door to the first occupied
cell, Chris noticed an emaciated woman, her long blond hair streaked with dirt.
She cowered in the corner as he entered.

"What do you want now, I don't know anything about the resistance? I can't
tell you anything, don't torture me..."

"Easy, easy, I'm here to get you out. My name is Chris, come one.."

"You don't sound like one of them she said doubtfully"

"Ok, now whats your name?"

"Gillian, Gillian Moore"

"Ok, Gillian, do you have any idea where we are?"

"I think its a small base, where they hold people prior to moving them to one
of those awful ships"

"Okay, I think we should get out of here"


By Tamie

Squinting into the bright, afternoon sun, Julie climbed out of her 
car and headed up to her mother's house. The temperature had warmed 
up to a blissful forty-five degrees, but still she didn't ever think 
she would get used to New York weather again. She found herself 
missing her apartment in Santa Monica, where the Pacific Ocean was 
only a few blocks away, and a pleasure to go to most of the year. 
Unlike LA, Long Island Sound's waters were icy cold in early April. 
All Julie could do was walk the beach with her heavy winter coat on, 
she didn't dare get in the water. Of course she didn't have much 
hopes for wearing a bathing suit again, on the other hand. Now she 
had two scars, the one on her hip from her confrontation with a 
Vistor when she'd tried to rescue Benny, and the other across her 
left breast where her attacker had assaulted her.
Julie was becoming extremely self-conscious of herself these days 
and the thought of Donovan coming back didn't make things any easier 
for her. "He won't be interested in you. He'll be interested in 
Sean... and Amanda." Julie bit her lip as she headed up her mother's 
concrete steps. "I wonder if he's still holding a grudge because I 
didn't come back... Don't be silly- Donovan's a handsome man and he's 
probably had a hundred other dates since I've been gone. Well, okay," 
she admitted to herself with a smile, "A hundred is a bit much."
The door swung open and Julie was greeted by Constance who gave her 
a soft "Shh." Then took her by the hand and led her into the kitchen.
Julie knew the "shh" meant Amanda was sleeping, and she knew how 
her mother felt about waking a sleeping baby. 
"I'd like to get home today, Mom," Julie reminded coldly, watching 
Constance go to start the coffee pot.
"How was your date?" Constance asked.
"Oh, it wasn't," she confessed.
"Are you sure you didn't try hard enough?"
"What's there to try?" Julie argued. "Besides, I might be leaving 
soon."
"Where are you going?"
Julie hated getting the drill from her mother. She felt like a 
teenager again, being lectured for coming home too late at night.
"I have to help fight the war. I thought I told you already."
"You're leaving Mandy here, aren't you?" Constance gave her an 
accusing stare.
Julie hadn't thought much about it, but knew that a resistance base 
was no place to raise a baby. "I don't know. I'll have to talk to her 
father."
"Well hopefully Mr. Donovan has some sense. I can't believe you 
would actually consider-"
"I want her to be safe just as much as you do, Mom. God forbid the 
Visitors should ever find out she even exists. I can't let her go 
unprotected."
"She has me!"
Julie shook her head, knowing that she had better do some thinking 
and real fast. But all she wanted to do right now was get her baby, 
go home, and start cooking for George's funeral tomorrow.



Touchdown by Tamie

Cold…so cold…
Mike Donovan found himself in an empty warehouse among friends. 
It was freezing and he pulled his suede leather coat around his 
shoulders while sitting on a metal chair at a card table and playing 
Poker. Before each player was a pile of nails and screws, as it was, 
they were poor. The war had robbed them of nearly every thing. Now 
they were living here in this metal building, only hoping not to be 
found by the enemy. 
Scratching his beard, Donovan eyed his hand… a jack, a queen and a 
pair of aces, a two and a seven… he smiled.
"This is getting old," complained Kyle Bates, staring down at his 
own lot of cards.
"Losing, Kid?" said Ham Tyler as he conjured up a sardonic 
grin. "How about you, Gooder?"
Mike flashed him an evil grin, reaching for his bottle of 
Coors. "I'm raising you five nails."
"Five?!" gasped Elias Taylor, throwing in his own. "Sheez! Who 
taught you how to play?"
"Margie," he nodded. "She used to beat me all the time."
"Good god. Here we go with your ex again," muttered Tyler. "What 
happened between you two anyway? Did she betray your trust or 
something?"
"Everything with you is about trust, Tyler," Donovan shot 
back. "But no, for your information, it wasn't like that. After Tony 
and I got the Emmy in eighty-"
"You won an Emmy?" interrupted Kyle.
Again he nodded, finishing his sentence, "Well I started getting 
a lot of assignments and got pretty into it, away from home alot. 
Then she started being a bitch. Next thing I knew it, she wanted a 
divorce. How come you never talk about your wife, Tyler?"
Tyler shrugged. "Dunno. Guess I'm a little more-"
"-impersonal," Kyle finished for him. 
They heard a car pull up outside. And they grabbed their guns as a 
precaution. Just as Donovan was about to get up, in walked Julie 
Parrish who was flanked by Maggie Blodgett and Chris Faber. The three 
of them laughed and carried on as if they were unnoticed.
Donovan hated the way she was dressed… A bright green haltar top 
and a black leather mini-skirt, and fish-net stockings… and pumps 
with three inch heels. And her makeup, well she had Tammy Faye Baker 
beat by a long shot. Who the hell was she trying to impress? Her hair 
was drawn up in a French twist with a few curls spilling loosely 
around her face.
Ignoring Donovan's puzzled stare, Julie came over and slapped a 
stack of papers in front of Tyler."
"Careful," he begged, pushing his pile of hardware out of the 
way. "Did you do everything I asked you to, Julie?"
"All there," she smiled. "But hey, I didn't have to do EVERYTHING, 
he was very appreciative, if you know what I mean." She winked at 
Donovan. "Hi, , I didn't know you were coming back today."
"Obviously," he glared, with hostility evident in his tone.
Chris Faber grabbed a beer out of the fridge muttering, "Told ya 
so, Julie."
"Well, call me a f-fool," she slurred.
Maggie scooped up Ham's winnings asking, "You guys are playing for 
hardware? What is it, desperation?"
"Mmm hmm," Mike grinned up at Julie, giving her shirt a tug. "Just 
tell me one thing, How come you never wore anything like this for me?"
Julie bent down to whisper in his ear and he got a whiff off her 
perfume. It was a bit much, but still she implied, "Would we have had 
sex more often if I did?"
Donovan sensed her sarcasm, because their encounters had been more 
often then the norm, sometimes overpowering the love they'd shared. 
Julie stayed there waiting for a response, but he said nothing. He 
was angry.
Maggie watched as his cheeks flushed and asked, "Julie, what did 
you say to him?"
"You haven't seen anything yet, Maggie," she giggled, then 
whispered in his ear. "If I'm turning you on that much we can go 
right now,"
This time, he turned his head to look in his eyes.
Julie grinned, straightening and muttering, "You were right, 
Chris." She grabbed the files back from Ham and said, "I'll put these-
"
Mike grabbed Julie pulling her back down beside him and smelled her 
breath then concluded, "That's what I thought."
She looked deep into his eyes saying, "I thought you were going to 
kiss me."
"Oh, shit!" Maggie snickered, pulling up a chair.
"C'mon, Gooder." Ham begged. "Its been your turn for-"
Mike waved him off asking Julie, "How much have you had to drink 
tonight, or can't you EVEN remember?"
"Two or three," she shrugged. "I'm sorry, Mike. I would've never 
said those things to you had I known you were going to be an asshole 
about it."
"I AM an asshole," Donovan muttered. "And I know you wouldn't be 
saying any of these things if you weren't drunk. Maybe you had more 
like six or seven."
"I'm not drunk," she pulled away, picking up a piece of chalk and 
drawing a straight line. "See, watch…" she walked across it 
carefully, not teetering a bit.
The others laughed. Mike nodded at her, "Bet ya can't go backwards."
"You're on, Romeo," she said, using his pen name from Radio Free 
America. He grinned as she put her hands over her eyes and started 
walking backwards, one foot behind the other, but she stumbled in her 
high heels and greeted the floor, butt first. "It's the shoes," she 
whined. "Hey, Maggie… wanna play hopscotch?"
Maggie got up and drew the board with the chalk singing, "My 
mother, your mother lived across the street-"
"Eighteen Nineteen alligator street," Julie chanted along with her.
Down on her hands and knees, Maggie whispered to Julie, "What did 
you say to him?"
"Somebody go get my camera," Mike called out as the two women began 
to toss nails across their grid. He threw down his cards face up. "I 
beat ya, Tyler."
"Have I told you how much I can't stand you, Gooder?" Ham asked 
tossing over his pile of nails. 
"Everyday," Mike grinned and went over to join the women folk.
"I saw a boy down the way, hey hey…" Maggie sang as she stumbled 
onto the number seven.
"His name was Michael and he couldn't play… hey hey," Julie echoed, 
hopping all the way to ten.
"You're cheating," Maggie complained. "Back to number one, hon."
Julie sat down on a pail of paint feeling woozy from jumping and 
skipping. "Maybe Briggs made that last one stronger than he said he 
did." She slid down onto the floor, feeling the cold concrete through 
her pantyhose and looked up at Mike, "You didn't like my song?'
Chris came over with a wine cooler, but Julie waved it away, "I 
don't want to get drunk."
"Thought you were already," he quipped.
"I p-passed the walking test, Officer Faber."
"Hey, Julie," said Mike, putting a hand on her shoulder, about what 
you said a little bit ago-"
She gazed up at him, her cheeks turned a bright crimson red.
"Yeah?"
"N-no, not that. What did you do with Briggs anyway?"
"Somebody's jealous…" Maggie sang. "They danced close, Mike."
"How close," he turned to Julie. "How close?"

… A hard thump woke Donovan out of his dream and he opened his eyes 
to see the JFK runway before him.
"Good evening, Sunshine," Maggie Blodgett told him. "We're here."
Josh crawled up into the cockpit as the plane came to a halt. "Did 
you sleep okay, Mr. Donovan?"
"Yeah," Mike confessed. "I had a weird dream."




The Pack by Rosie

Josh sat down in the back of the plane waiting for Mike to give him 
the o.k. "Don't get your hopes up." Josh told himself. He didn't even 
know if Sean would remember him or Rei. Sean pulled out the picture 
of three of them together in Ojai. "All for one and one for all." He 
whispered. Sean would remember he had to have faith in that.

Sean Donovan shook madly as Josh watched the clock and Rei held him 
tightly. Sean's dose of procob was more intense than theirs. Diana 
wanted to keep him drugged and dazed as much as possible. Josh stared 
at the time. "Wh..wha.. what's..th.the ti...time?" Sean asked. Rei 
rocked him gentley. "Shhh it's o.k. just a couple of more minutes." 
Josh watched the clock 8:20 by 8:22 the shaking stopped and Sean 
would be off the procob for at least 37 minutes. Until the next dose 
of "vitamins" were distributed. Sean held Rei tightly as the last of 
the drug wore off. "My Dad, Diana has my Dad. I saw him today. In a 
room but it wasn't a reall room." Sean said completely confused. Rei 
looked up at Josh. "That's great maybe he'll come and get you." Rei 
said still holding her best friend. Sean shook his head. "Not without 
the two of you." Sean replied. Josh looked down at his best 
friend. "Sean, if your Dad comes to find you go with him. Rei and I 
will find out way to you." Josh said. Rei gulped hard and tried to 
smiled bravely. "That's right Sean." She said.

Sean sat up and looked at Rei. "They won't let you go Rei you know 
that. Not now." Sean said. "It doesn't matter you'll be safe. I will 
make it through somehow." Rei said. "Besides Sean if you get out then 
maybe your Dad could help find Rei's brother and then.." "NO" Rei 
demanded. "Don't try to find Kyle just go with your father." Rei 
said. Sean shook his head. "I'm not leaving! Stop talking as if I am 
already gone!" Sean cried. "I belong here with the two of you. This 
is where I am going to stay." Sean stated. Rei looked Sean in his 
eyes. "Josh and I are nothing but pawns Sean and when we serve our 
purpose Diana, Klaus, Criti'Yan and the rest of them will throw us 
away like yesterday's news. You can get out though. Your father still 
cares enough about you to see you free. Once your free than you and 
your Dad can find a way to spring Josh." Rei said. "What about Kyle?" 
Sean asked. Rei shook her head. "Kyle's got enough to deal with 
Nathan orchestrating this open city deal. He thinks I am dead that's 
the way I want to keep it. Besides I overheard Klaus say they are 
uping my procob dose." Rei whispered. "How much?" Josh asked. "10 
CC's more than Sean's." Rei replied. 

The three friends sat there quiet for a moment. They knew what that 
meant Rei would soon be used for infiltration missions and high level 
assasinations. "They are sendind for John." Rei said taking a deep 
breath. Josh and Sean knew who John was the most decorated and most 
successful spy in the entire Sirrian Fleet. "Why is he coming here? 
Isn't he in Arizona?" Josh asked. Rei nodded. "He is going infiltrate 
the Los Angeles resistance some special mission for Diana. But he 
will be spending a few weeks training me." Rei explained. "You have 
to get out now Sean if you don't they'll use you as well." Sean shook 
his head "If they do then at least you'll be there with me." Sean 
said. Josh watched the two of them carefully as they came into the 
realization of their fates. 

Josh stood up. "Listen I've heard that if you concentrate on one 
thing while they are injecting you it's the one thing you remember 
after the drug wears off." Josh said. Josh pulled out the picture of 
the three of them. "This is our one thing." Rei and Sean nodded. "No 
matter what we rmember this picture and eachother." Josh said trying 
to sound brave for his two best friends. "Sean's right Mike may never 
come to get him. And if he does Sean might not be able to make the 
right decision at that moment. So we remember this." Josh stated. Rei 
nodded hugging both of her friends. "I promise no matter what." Rei 
said. Josh laughed "Remember when that styupid kid took your picture 
away and Sean an I beat him up to get it back?" Josh asked. Rei 
laughed. "I remember." Rei said. Josh looked at Sean. "No matter what 
Rei Sean and I promise you we will always come to your rescue." Josh 
finished. Sean smiled and nodded. They looked at the clock. Rei had 8 
minutes to get back to her room before the "vitamins" were 
distributed. Rei stood up. "Hey Carson." Sean said. He put out his 
hand as Josh covered it. "All for one." Sean said. Rei put her hand 
in as well "And one for all." She said Josh smiled at the two of 
them. "No matter what." 

Maggie walked into the back of the plane. "We are clear." Maggie 
said. "You ready?" She asked. Josh nodded. "More than you know." 




The Conception by Jaime

Elizabeth heard the door close as Diana exited the room. She did not see her leave as her eyes were
shut. However, she could not block out the emotions raging through her soul.


She had to view the file; yet, the star-child believed that it would change everything. Diana had
planted the seeds of doubt into her head, and Elizabeth felt compelled to see for herself.


Her hands shaking, she touched the controls that would play the video. An image filled the screen. She let out a sob in reaction. 'Diana might be right,' Elizabeth told herself. She couldn't speak the revelation aloud--not right now.


There was Robin--a younger, softer, so vulnerable Robin. The woman who was Elizabeth's mother. Her
hair was long and down past her shoulders. Her eyes were red-rimmed, and tears had smudged her makeup.
She wore black jeans and a pink Oxford shirt.  Robin was pacing the cabin, even though the room was very
small. She raised her fist in desperation and sank down upon the small bed.


Suddenly, there was a sound, and the doors to the room opened to reveal a young man. He stepped into the
room, and Elizabeth recognized him as the man from the lab. He was her father, Brian. Slim, tall, and
handsome, he had light brown hair that touched the collar of his Visitor uniform. His body language
showed concern.


Robin rose from the tiny bunk, and the two sank into each other's arms. Through her tears, Robin
whispered, "Brian--."


"Shh. I won't let anyone hurt you," he promised and looked deeply into her eyes. Their lips met in a
kiss. Brian backed away, gauging Robin's reaction. She did not pull away or offer resistance. Instead, she
answered his unspoken question with her body.

Elizabeth watched as her mother and her father created her. She felt strange--she was probably the
only one ever to witness one's own conception.
She moved closer to the screen to get a better look at her father. Elizabeth could not tell if he truly
loved her mother or was merely performing a duty that Diana had assigned him. Nonetheless, he was not
forcing Robin into anything that she did not want to do.


Robin was clearly in love with this Visitor who would be the father of her child. Her eyes were closed,
but his were open and looking at the camera. "Looking at Diana, no doubt," Elizabeth remarked.


'But that wasn't the point,' Elizabeth reminded herself. Robin clearly had a choice, and she had made
that choice. He did not force her; he did not rape her.


Elizabeth pressed another control to stop the file and sat down. She closed her eyes and rubbed her temples. She had to calm herself before Diana returned to continue their chat. To the star-child, the revelation changed everything.
Just as she was afraid it would. It meant her mother lied to her or at least never told her what she had a
right to know. It meant her mother had killed her father right in front of her. Julie, Willie, Mike, Ham, her Grandfather--they had lied, too.


At the moment, Elizabeth was angry, hurt, and confused. She didn't feel as if she belonged anywhere--not with the Resistance and not with the Visitors. Her whole life was a lie.


She began to cry, even though she didn't want to. "Kyle, she sobbed, "where are you? I need you so much
right now, Kyle."


But no one comforted her. And, most of all, she wanted to look her mother in the eye and ask why. 
The only one who could make it better was Kyle, and Elizabeth did not know where her beloved was.


She stood up and dried her tears. Diana would be back soon. As she paced, something caught her eye...


Tyler and Jenna Infiltrate the Old Hospital

By Zak

As Jenna sprinted along behind Tyler, she soaked in her surroundings 
as fast as she could. The ground was muddy in spots and dry in 
others and there were not only a lot of tyre tracks but there where 
other markings as well, most of them pretty deep. They reminded 
Jenna of the type of tracks from a wheelbarrow or cart of some kind. 
Like people had been moving equipment from one building to the next, 
whatever the hell it was, it was damn heavy. She had had to stop 
herself more than a few times from falling. Even a sprained ankle 
could get them all killed at this point in the game.

Tyler hit the wall and spun around to face her and Lathaniel as they 
came up behind him. As Jenna landed behind Tyler she caught sight of 
Phaedon tucking himself behind a large trash bin. Daryian had 
already managed to fade in somewhere, even with her night vision she 
couldn't make out his hiding place. She felt a tugging sensation and 
turned to face Tyler. He pointed around him to the inside of the 
loading bay with two fingers and then back at himself, he was warning 
her to stay alert. She nodded. She could see that the door was 
cracked slightly. She watched in apprehension as he turned and edged 
closer to the door to pear inside and get a better look.

Tyler could see one... No, two guards talking behind a large truck. 
He signalled Lathaniel and Daryian, ~Two men, 60 feet, no sounds~ and 
then drew his finger across his neck.

Lathaniel and Daryian nodded, looked at each other briefly and after 
opening the door just enough to let themselves in, crawled up to the 
back of the truck. Lathaniel could see that there were actually 4 
guards, two inside a small glazed room and the two Tyler had 
noticed. Lathaniel and Daryian swapped a flurry of hand signals and 
split up.

They were both in position 2 minutes later. Lathaniel crawled slowly 
until he had reached some crates about 6 feet from his targets. They 
were both so engrossed in their conversation, they did not notice his 
arrival.

Daryian managed to sneak along the side wall of the loading bay, 
hugging it as if his life depended on it. He reached the glazed 
room, and sat on his haunches beneath a small window into the room, 
pulling out two.22 calibre silenced pistols. He blinked, took a deep 
breath and looked over towards where Lathaniel was hiding.

Lathaniel was just about to move when the two guards shuffled around, 
one was lighting a cigarette for the other. Lathaniel smiled to 
himself, knowing that one of them would not be able to even notice 
his approach as he bent down to touch the cigarette in his mouth to 
the offered lighter.

Coming out of cover like a vengeful Wraith, Lathaniel stalked up 
behind the first man snapping his neck with a movement almost too 
quick to follow. Holding the man under his right arm before he could 
fall to the floor, he moved quickly onto his second target. Snapping 
his knee up into his stomach as the man tried to straighten up. The 
air whooshed from his lungs, just in time for Lathaniel to follow up 
with a kick to the mans crotch that made his target's head spin.

Using the few seconds the man took to recover from this attack, 
Lathaniel laid the first man on the floor. Incredibly, the first 
guard had almost recovered before Lathaniel managed to grab him 
around the throat, digging his fingers into the guard's windpipe, 
drawing blood. The man died.

Simultaneously, Daryian sprung up, and put two rounds into each of 
the seated guard's faces. They died before they had even registered 
his presence.

Tyler had been watching his team-mates work and once they had 
secreted the four bodies and checked the area up to the main building 
entrance door, they signalled the all clear. Tyler, Phaedon and 
Jenna ran as quietly as they could into the warehouse.

Tyler signalled Jenna and Phaedon to make entry and secure whatever 
was on the other side of the door.

Jenna followed Phaedon into the warehouse as they both crept silently 
to the door leading into the hospital. They each removed their night 
vision gear, leaving the device hanging around their necks like a 
pair of sunglasses. Taking up positions on each side of the doorway, 
Phaedon looked across at Jenna and with hand signals told her that he 
would take point and she was to remain his backup. She gave a nod of 
understanding and watched as he cracked the door open, she moved 
around him, now keeping close.

Phaedon peered inside, what he was looking at was a long white 
hallway with brown wooden doors spaced approximately four feet 
apart. He crept further inside, it appeared clear on both sides, he 
made a right hand turn and had to slam his back against a wall almost 
immediately to keep from being seen by a nurse at the nurses station 
just two doors up. He could see Jenna's face peer cautiously around 
the corner after him. He waved her inside, but held out a hand 
halting her and motioned her to stay put as he crept forward a little 
further. She nodded but he could see by the look on her face that 
she had as bad a feeling already as he did. He moved forward, 
stopping only a half-foot from the corner. He moved his head out and 
took a chance on glancing at the desk quickly. 

The nurse hadn't moved. She was working on papers and appeared to 
have her head down not paying attention to anything around her. He 
grinned and moved forward softly, his feet making no noise on the 
floor. He reached the desk before she noticed he was there. He 
watched as her mouth formed a small `O' shape in surprise. He 
quickly pointed the at her face and said in a whisper, "Don't make a 
sound and you'll walk out of here alive, you understand?" 

He was surprised when she smiled at him. It wasn't long until he 
realised why. He felt a gun in his back before she said anything. 

"I think it's you who needs to keep quiet," she said in a cool voice. 

Phaedon heard the deep voice behind him say, "Hand me the gun very 
slowly."

But before he or the guard had any further chance to react, Jenna was 
standing beside the guard, her gun only a few inches from his head. 

"No big fella, I think its you who hands my friend there your gun. 
Very slowly," she said with emphasis. 

The guard froze at her voice, he looked at her then handed Phaedon 
the gun as Phaedon turned to collect it. It was only then that 
Phaedon realized that Jenna had a second smaller handgun also pointed 
at the woman behind the desk.

"Tie them up and I'll alert the others." Jenna said quietly.

He nodded and began to herd the guard behind the desk along with the 
nurse.

Jenna made her way back cautiously to the door and cracked it. 
Sticking her head around the corner she gave a wave to Tyler to let 
him know he could move the rest of the team in. 

Tyler nodded at Jenna, and turned to Daryian and Lathaniel, "OK we're 
up."

Jenna headed back down the hall to join Phaedon, who was just 
finishing locking up their two captives, gagged and bound in a hall 
broom closet.

Tyler rose from a crouch and loped off down the corridor towards 
Jenna's retreating form, Daryian and Lathaniel following. He reached 
the desk in time to see Phaedon shutting the door to a broom closet.

"What's in the closet Mac?" Tyler asked, using his nickname for her.

"Two people we found here. They're tied and gagged, they won't be 
causing any trouble any time soon," she answered.

Ham nodded at Daryian. Daryian walked to the closet and pulled the 
door open. Drawing his .22 pistol he killed the two bound people.

"No prisoners on this one Mac, we've already killed four in the 
hanger after all," Tyler told her.

Daryian shut the door to the closet and reloaded the small pistol, re-
holstering it.

"OK, op-sec check everyone," Tyler commanded.

The team checked each others packs and weaponry, ensuring that 
everything was secure and not about to drop from a harness and give 
their position away. Jenna noticed that Lathaniel's fighting knive's 
plastic sheath was hung too close to his pistol's plastic holster. 
She told Lathaniel to relocate one or other, "We don't want the sound 
of your holster and sheath banging together as we `stealthily' run 
down a corridor."

Lathaniel smiled at her, "True enough."

Tyler signalled the team to follow him.

A few minutes, and three more dead guards later, they reached a large 
door with an electronic lock. 

"Plasteel," Lathaniel said.

"What?" Asked Phaedon.

"Plasteel, a mixture of plastic and steel. It's Visitor tech. It 
has the strength of steel but weighs only slightly more than plastic 
of the same thickness. It also has thermo-resistant properties." 
Lathaniel answered, checking the door and lock system.

Phaedon looked at Lathaniel, bemused.

"Lathaniel spent 6 days straight crawling around the guts of a 
mothership in Berlin, gathering information and mapping. Where do 
you think we got the schematics for the motherships from?" Ham 
said. "This is the guy who enabled us to prime all our missions on 
the mothership."

"Quite the celebrity," Jenna commented quietly.

"Right, enough jawing. We going through here or not?" Daryian asked, 
bringing everyone back to the present.




