From: "Tamie Kwist" <amanda_donovan2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Wed Jul 25, 2001 10:20 am
Subject: (Story) The Waiting Game...Sean & Mike pt.1


Night faded into morning and for the first time, in a long time, 
Sean slept without any horrid visions to haunt his mind. He awoke at 
nine-thirty with his stomach rumbling to life. He gazed up at the 
ceiling trying to remember the last time he'd been able to keep any 
food down, not sure if he wanted to chance it today.
Looking down at his restraints the boy wondered how he'd ever 
managed to fall asleep like that. If nothing else it was from sheer 
exhaustion. Again his stomach growled and the pain was almost 
unbearable. Frantically he looked around to find the call button out 
of reach. 
"NURSE!……. NURSE" he called out until he got an answer from a blond 
woman wearing a pink smock.
"Yes?" she questioned.
An image of Margie Donovan, his mother, flashed in Sean's mind. The 
resemblance between her and this woman was uncanny. "Mom-" the word 
tumbled out of his mouth before he could catch it.
"Can I help you?" The Nurse asked.
"Aren't you?" he started to say feeling his eyes swell with 
tears. "I guess not."
She came over to him meeting his gentle and pleading eyes with her 
own. This couldn't possibly be the same lad that she'd been warned 
about. He seemed so calm…
"Can I get you something, Sean?"
"I'm hungry," he confessed.
Her lips curled to a smile. "Well, I need to talk to the doctor 
first, but-"
"How long?" Sean whined, not sure how much more of the pain he 
could take.
"I'll be back just as soon as I can."
She headed out into the hallway, and over to the nurses station 
where a man who stood about six foot three was. Beside him was a 
younger man of about 17 years of age.
"Can I help you?" she asked while scanning the board behind her for 
Pete Forsythe's number.
"I'm here to see my son, Sean Donovan," the man answered.
The nurse turned and looked at him. "You're Mr. Donovan? Sean isn't 
allowed any guests. I was about to call Dr. Forsythe. Why don't you 
have a seat over there," she motioned to a small waiting area with a 
television and a couple of love seats.
Michael Donovan nodded his head and tugged Josh's sleeve, 
together they waited in silence… 


From: "Tamie Kwist" <amanda_donovan2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Wed Jul 25, 2001 9:08 pm
Subject: (Story) The Hunted

Reaching the Brook Cove facilities, Siras had ventured from 
downtown Manhattan on an empty stomach. He'd followed the Woman 
closely, but lost track of her around ten in the morning as she 
slipped in and out of the mansion, and to her car. Siras had vowed 
to make this Woman pay for his injury, as well as rescuing the other 
nights meal. Siras knew that this Julie person would be of threat to 
Sean and wanted Sean to have no part of her and even though he knew 
he was too little too late on the matter, he still sought her.
Back at Headquarters, he'd pulled up her Bio in the Sirian database 
and found that she'd once been a prisoner of Diana's and a near 
conversion success. Oh, the treasure he would receive if only…
Ducking low behind a bush by one of the small, circular shaped 
apartments, Siras tuned his sense of hearing to the sound of a car 
pulling up across the distance. Had She returned? He poked his head 
up from above the evergreen and saw only a man with short, curly 
blond hair getting out of a pickup truck. Recognition was immanent. 
It was the man from the shopping mall, where Siras had received his 
injury. Siras knew that this man had connections to Julie Parrish. He 
would see to it that the Man confessed…

From: "Jaime" <JaimeBoler@yahoo.com> 
Date: Wed Jul 25, 2001 10:58 pm
Subject: (Story) Cover Up


Robin was getting worried. Colby had been gone a long time, and she 
had no idea where he could have gotten off to. 'Maybe he had a hard 
time finding the bellhop and apologizing to him,' she told herself.

She turned on the TV to move her thoughts elsewhere. "Like the sands 
of the hourglass, so are the days of our lives," the voice of 
MacDonald Carey announced. Robin shook her head. So many things had 
changed in this world since the Visitors invaded, and yet so many 
things had stayed the same. 

A key turned in the lock, and the noise startled Robin. Then, she 
relaxed--it was only Colby.

He walked into the room and shut the door. Running a hand through 
his short hair, he commented, "Gee, I really hurt that guy. I was 
only trying to have a little fun." He seemed so contrite that Robin 
had to resist the urge to take him into her arms and make his hurt go 
away.

"Hey, Colby, it's okay. I'm sure it was something else," Robin 
offered. "What did he say?"

Colby sat down, "He accepted my apology and allowed me to give him a 
good tip."

"See? Everything's good, then."

Colby nodded, 'Yes, everything's great.'



From: "Tamie Kwist" <amanda_donovan2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Thu Jul 26, 2001 9:13 am
Subject: (story) The Truth About Sean- Mike and Sean pt.2




Pete Forsythe pulled up into his parking space at the hospital 
having called Lauren recently after Nurse Jennifer beeped him, but 
Lauren didn't answer the phone. He guessed that she was probably 
still sleeping, but called Hannah to stop by and check in on her just 
to be sure.
His feet touched the pavement as he got out of his car and headed 
towards the hospital entrance. Inside the lobby he saw a visitor 
smoking and wondered "When do people ever learn." He wasn't in the 
mood for a confrontation, heading straight for the elevator. Seconds 
later he arrived on Sean's floor.
Mike Donovan caught sight of him as he rounded the corner. "I don't 
understand why I can't see him," Donovan complained.
"Sit down," Pete said wearily, going for a coffee pot nearby.
But Donovan didn't, only asking another question, seeing Pete's 
fatigue. "What the hell happened to you?
"Is it that obvious?" muttered Pete under his breath. "George 
Stewart passed away yesterday."
A sense of sadness washed over Mike. He'd only met George once, 
during an errand run to New York for the resistance. But he knew Pete 
Forsythe well, for the short few days that they'd spent together, and 
he knew what George's death meant to Pete. "I'm sorry."
Pete blinked a tear away and motioned to Josh, "Who'd you bring 
with you?"
"Pete Forsythe, I want you to meet Sean's best friend, Josh."
'Funny, I didn't think that kid could have any friends,' Pete mused.
Josh was beaming. "I know who you are!" He exclaimed. "You're Pete 
Forsythe, third basemen for the New York Yankees."
"Former third basemen," corrected Pete with a wry grin. He 
wondered how much this kid knew, that alcoholism had ended his 
career... 'In the past, Pete.'
Mike Donovan finally took a seat giving Pete the hint that he 
wanted to waste no time. Pete sat across from him on the other couch.
"It's not good, Mike," he confessed.
"I kind of figured that."
"The drug they had him on goes beyond anything we've ever seen. The 
withdrawals are so bad that he can't keep any food down. I don't know 
how long it will last. Dr. Maitland over at Brook Cove's been running 
tests in his lab with Julie, and I've called a specialist from 
Massachusetts. He's coming this afternoon for a formal meeting with me 
and Steve and Julie. You're welcome to attend."
"Thanks, I'd like that," Donovan nodded, though he wasn't so sure 
how comfortable he'd be in the same room with Maitland and... Julie. 
"How is she?"
"Oh," Pete smiled, remembering Amanda, "She's okay."
"Maggie told me what happened to her. I'm worried about her," he 
went on, letting his mind wonder from the subject at hand for a 
moment.
"Well, you'll see her later on then," Pete answered. "Sean's not 
too good at remembering people right now. That's why I wanted you to 
wait for me before you go see him. I don't know how he'll react."
"What do you mean?" Donovan began to play with a magazine, thumbing 
through its soft pages nervously.
"He's been known to attack people."
Josh broke out of his shell of silence for a few seconds to remind 
Donovan, "I told you, they trained him to kill..."
"Its okay though, we have him restrained," Pete said reassuringly.
"Well that's just wonderful," Donovan said dryly.
"If you're ready then," the doctor looked him in the eye.
Both men stood up as Pete added. "Josh, stay here, okay?"
Josh sat back and folded his arms across his chest wondering when 
his turn would be.


From: "Tamie Kwist" <amanda_donovan2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Thu Jul 26, 2001 9:45 pm
Subject: (Story) Tell Me No Lies


Steve Maitland went to his answering machine first when going in 
his house. He heard Forsythe's request for the meeting this 
afternoon. And he saw it pointless to attend. No one seemed to 
respect his ideas anymore. He vowed to himself that upon returning 
from that meeting, one with Hannah Donnenfield would come next. He 
was leaving Brook Cove for good.
Just as Steve clicked on the television for the late morning news 
there was a knock at his door... 
'Too little to late, Julie,' he thought halfheartedly, going to 
open it. Steve found himself staring into the eyes of Sean's mentor 
and felt a lump in his throat. Siras didn't wait for the invitation, 
but shoved Steven inside, slamming the door behind them.
"Where is she?" he demanded.
Steve put his hands up, backing away, but Siras didn't let up.
"Who?" Steve gasped.
"The woman that shot me and my student. Where is she?"
Steven's heart began to race and he broke a sweat. "I don't know. 
Gone for the day?"
"Hey," said Siras, grabbing him by the throat and pinning him down 
onto the leather sofa. "You'd hate to find out what will happen if 
you are lying to me. Where does she live?"
Feeling the claws dig into his neck, Steve was sure that the 
Visitor had broken skin and he screamed, trying to push Siras away, 
but it was no use. "No, I'm not.... t-telling you that."
Siras dug deeper, drawing a fountain of blood. The smell made his 
stomach churn with hunger and he went in for the kill. Steve could do 
nothing in his own defense as he was of the weaker species.

From: "Jaime" <JaimeBoler@yahoo.com> 
Date: Thu Jul 26, 2001 11:15 pm
Subject: (Story) Room Service

"Colby, I'm starving, and it's late. How about some dinner?" Robin 
asked.

He sighed and stood up. "I'm not really hungry, but we could order 
room service if you want."

Robin clapped her hands and sat Indian style atop the bed. "Yea! 
I've never had room service before!" She could have been mistaken 
for a young girl.

Colby smiled, "Well, by all means, darlin', you get the menu and 
let's see what we can order."

Smiling, Robin leaped up and found the menu on the nightstand. "I 
don't see any Southern food for ya, Colby."

"Guess I'll have to do without it, then," he kidded.

Perusing the menu, their heads almost touched. He could smell her--
and the scent was not one of fear but excitement and trust. 'She's 
starting to trust me,' he thought. 'My plan is working perfectly.'

"I had escargots once, so I think I'll have some tonight."

Robin shrieked, "Escargots?! That's snails!"

"Yeah, I know. They're a delicacy, you know."

"Gross! I'll have a club sandwich, chips, and a coke."

"Robin, no coke tonight. I'll order us some champagne to celebrate."

"Celebrate what?"

Colby smiled, "Why to celebrate fate--fate brought us together, and 
it will keep us together, I just know it."

She beamed at him, "Where have you been all my life?"

"Around, but I'm here now, darlin.' You order dinner; I've got to take 
a shower. This day has been long and hard and I want to wash it off."

"Sure." She picked up the phone and ordered room service.

Colby reached into his bag and withdrew a pair of boxer shorts and a 
short silk robe. He gave her a killer smile as he went into the 
bathroom.

He shut the door and hummed softly to himself. 'It won't be long 
now, Brian, before I avenge your death. I won't let you down.'


From: "Karin " <eponinecosette72@yahoo.se> 
Date: Fri Jul 27, 2001 1:50 am
Subject: Story: Sweden to L.A.

Ulrika looked over her shoulder. And looked if anyone was following her. 
She was very afraid and wanted to get out off this building. The 
Visitors could not be here, thanks to the Red dust. But they how 
work tougther with them were. Ulrika was leving this county now, she 
was not longer saff here. She hope thart they world forgett her and 
not fond out there she was going.
After some hours she was at her place a pack a bag. She want over to 
pick upp a fotoalbum as her then she was in U.S.A before as a child, 
before the Visters. She look how she and her grandmothers sisters 
granddaughers play with her. She wanted to se they agine. But first 
she have to get out off here.
She was soure thart now one have seen her then she come back to this 
flat.
Her plane will go now about five hours and she must get to thert now. 
She hade pack her bag and look around, she will miss her flat and her 
neigbers. She took one off her keys and ring on the door next to her 
and a women open thart:"Here is the key and took care off my flat." 
She women smaild and say:"You have a good time, Ulrika and be 
carefeld."
"You now I will, but I don´t think they will look fore me in L.A. and 
don´t tell someone.", The one hug her and said "Good look." She want 
in and call a taxi and she was now going to leve Sweden for to waint 
to U.S.A. to meat her relativs, she miss Robin, Polly, Robert and 
Kathie. Kathleen was died, if someone else off them was killed she 
didn´t know. Robin hade a child, Elizabeth hade she heard. The 
Starchild. Ulrika smild when she think off Robin. Her playfriend then 
she was there. The have had a fun time.
Now she was ready to go, look fore her family, her`s here in was 
died.



From: "Tamie Kwist" <amanda_donovan2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Fri Jul 27, 2001 9:30 am
Subject: (Story) A Father And Son Reunion

 Sean pushed his tray aside and wiped his mouth mumbling, "gross." He 
hadn't finished his plate, barely eating half of it. He looked at his 
guard, a chunky man who stood about six feet seven. The man hadn't 
taken his eyes off of him the whole time. 
"What the hell are you looking at, freak?" Sean demanded.
The man said nothing, watching Seans hands and waiting to see if he 
would go after the spoon again. It was the only utensil he had 
gotten. The meat had come to him cut up already and cold. Sean knew 
that they didn't trust him and that was why he had to plan his escape 
carefully, but there was never a single moment anymore when he wasn't 
being watched. 'There's a way out,' he mused. 'Get them to trust you.'
A knock at the door distracted the youth and the guard turned his 
back to open it.
'Not enough time,' Sean told himself. He saw the doctor come in 
with another man who looked at him and smiled.
"You've got company, Sean," the doctor announced.
'He doesn't look bad,' Mike Donovan thought, going over to embrace 
his son.
"Donovan- NO!" Pete snapped his fingers for emphasis as Sean 
struggled, pushing the stranger off of him.
Then the doctor's words registered with him. "You're not my father! 
My father IS dead."
"No, I'm right here, Sean," Mike pleaded wondering what lies Diana 
had managed to pour into Sean's brain.
Sean tried to gather an image of what is father looked like, but 
couldn't... He couldn't remember him.
Mike turned to Pete and asked, "How long does this last?"
"Selective memory... I dunno. You're guess is as good as mine. What 
about the kid?"
"Josh?"
Pete nodded.
Mike turned back to Sean who continued to stare. "Josh Brooks is 
with me. Do you remember-?"
"The Three Musketeers," Sean mumbled, hardly audible...
"I'll send him in, " Mike said, slipping out of the room. Pete 
followed.

From: "JMacleod" <JMacleod@paonline.com> 
Date: Fri Jul 27, 2001 8:04 pm
Subject: (Story)....Memories...just Dust in the wind.


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."
***************************************
Jenna watched Rei take a few more pulls on the cigarette and then crush it
out in the ashtray. Have you heard anything about..." Rei stopped herself
and looked out the window.

"About Kyle?" Jenna finished. "No Rei-Rei I haven't."

Rei's head whipped around quickly. Her breathing got a little labored then
it began to relax. It had been years since she heard one of Kyle's nicknames
for her.

Jenna saw her reaction and frowned. "I'm sorry." Jenna said.

Rei shook her head. "It's o.k. It was just weird to hear it." Rei explained
trying to not show her vulnerability. For once Rei's sincerity showed. She
looked over at Jenna probably the
only person besides her brother and Josh and Sean that Rei respected. "It
seems like a million years ago doesn't it? Me and Kyle in Scotland. Remember
that sweater he bought me?" Rei asked.

Jenna laughed. "I remember you wouldn't take it off…Kyle finally had to wait
until you fell
asleep to take it off you to wash it. He adores you." Jenna said smiling at
the girl.

Rei allowed herself to get caught in the memory for just a moment then lit
another cigarette. "Oh well, now that touching trip down memory lane is over
how much farther?" Rei asked
coldly.

"Not much longer." Jenna replied hearing the abrupt change in Rei's tone of
voice. She wanted so badly to take away the torment that she knew that Rei
was suffering in silence. However she knew better then to even try. She
could only be there like Tyler had been for her so many times. She knew that
if Rei wanted to talk she would. "Tough love" where words Jenna had learned
fast in the Fixers presence. He had helped to shape her into the person she
was today, tough and self-reliant. Galin had softened the edges and shown
her love, she knew he didn't always approve of Ham's presence in her life
but he knew better then to interfere with their relationship. Tyler had been
a surrogate father, against his will really, but grudgingly he had taught
her what she needed to know in order to protect herself, and he would never
admit it, but she knew he loved her. She gained not only black and blue
marks from falling down during his training but she had also gained respect
for the man. She sighed and pulled into the hidden driveway of the
headquarters.

As she approached the building she noticed Rei look around in surprise and
then turn to her. She smiled and said; "Wouldn't expect this would you?"

Rei just shook her head and climbed out of the jeep and followed after
Jenna. The first two floors of the plant where the only ones with lights on.
Jenna said a prayer that Phaedon had gotten the weapons back here safely.
She didn't see the truck anywhere. Then again Tyler had
probably dumped it already. It was almost like Tyler had read her mind. He
appeared in the doorway and stood patiently waiting for them. He glanced at
Rei and then back at Jenna.

"You make out OK?" He asked her.

She nodded and then covered a yawn. "Fine." She answered.

"We got the bedding and food and Phaedon's dumping the truck." He said
referencing
the weapons drop off without having to go into detail further in front of
Rei.

Jenna nodded wearily. "Good." She said.

"I reserved you space on the second floor, second room on the left. Two beds
and I took the liberty of dumping your stuff in with it. Phaedon grabbed it
when he was checking you out of the hotel." He looked back at the jeep then
back at her, "Where's Gooder?" He asked her.

Rei chuckled to herself as Tyler continued to ignore her presence. "Nice to
see you too pal." Rei muttered her voice dripping with sarcasm. Jenna poked
Rei in the side. Who took a
final puff of her cigarette and killed it on the floor.

"Uh, he had to go out of town, he'll be back as soon as he can." She said
heading toward the stairs. Rei following behind her never even looking at
Tyler. Jenna turned around and looked back at him, "Don't wake us for at
least 12 hours. I don't know about Rei but I haven't slept for 48 hours and
I need some serious down time." She said continuing her climb. She
heard him grunt.

"Yes ma'am." He said heading back to the room he had reserved for his
office.

True to his word Tyler had left Jenna's duffel and backpack lying on a made
up bed. She shrugged off her leather jacket and tossed it down beside her
stuff, and began to rummage in her things for her favorite nightshirt. It
was one of Galins hockey jerseys, he hadn't known that she's swiped it, but
she didn't think he'd mind much. "Well I don't know about you, but I'm
gonna shower and change and hit the sheets for a while. Think you can get
some shut eye?" She asked watching Rei as she shoved her duffel under the
next bed and flop down on it.
She nodded and lit another cigarette. Jenna headed off to find the showers,
she knew she remembered seeing one on this level. It was a good hour later
that she came in still toweling her head dry to find Rei sleeping but
fitfully.

Rei tossed and turned haunted with images of the past. Rei remembered Kyle
taking her somewhere right before going to the state school in Ojai. She
remembered the wall being a blinding white and a woman sitting in room
decorated with soft floral prints.

Kyle walked up to the women and kissed her on the cheek. "Camille this is my
sister Reianna." Kyle said his voice sounding strange to Rei. Kyle motioned
to Rei to come and stand in front of the women. "Look Camille.This is my
sister." Kyle said his voice thick with emotions.

"I told you it wouldn't work." They both heard.

Rei looked up and saw a large man in a white coat. Kyle nodded. "I just
hoped that maybe if she met Reianna.. If she knew I found her...." Kyle said
The man nodded. Kyle handed the man a large wad of money and said "Not a
word of this to my father."

The man shook his hand and said. "No problem you better go now though."

Kyle grabbed Rei's hand . Rei looked at her brother and asked "Kyle who was
that?"

Kyle smiled at his sister and said "Hopefully one day you'll know her better
right now she's
really sick." Kyle explained.

Rei looked at her brother strangely "Was that your Mom?" Rei asked.

Kyle nodded slowly "Yeah." He said quietly.

"Why would she want to meet me?" Rei asked.

Kyle wrapped his arm around his sister and said "Because your just that
special."

Rei found herself in the head mistresses office at the school. "Kyle please
don't leave me here! Why can't I just go home." Rei cried.

Kyle held his sister tightly. "Rei you have to stay here. With Jennifer, I
mean with your mother gone there's no one to take care of you." Kyle said.

"I'm almost 16!" Rei argued.

"Still you can't be alone. This way I know where you are." Kyle said.

"Why can't I just stay with you?" Rei asked.

Kyle hugged his sister tightly. "Rei-Rei I would love to have you stay with
me but the old man checks up on me too much. And I need his cash flow to
support you." Kyle said.

"I don't care about his money!" Rei cried.

Kyle held Rei shoulders and said. "Well I do, I care for you. You are a
Bates Reianna never forget that. Everything that is mine is going to be
yours. He can't throw you away because he wants too. You are to special for
that." Kyle said tears filling his eyes. Rei held him tightly. "I got to go
now. I won't be able to see you much for a while but I love you Squirt."
Kyle whispered. With that Kyle left the office. Rei tried to chase after him
but he was
held back by the head mistress and her assistant.

"NO KYLE PLEASE DON'T LEAVE!!"

Jenna watched Rei writhe in agony. She tried to recall a lullaby but
couldn't manage, she was just too tired, so she began to hum the tune to one
of her favorite songs, "Dust in the Wind". Slowly the words came to mind and
she softly sang them realizing that her voice was somehow helping to sooth
Rei in sleep.

"I close my eyes…only for a moment and the moments gone. All my dreams
pass before my eyes in curiosity. Dust in the wind….All they are is dust in
the wind, same old song. Just a drop of water in an endless sea. All we do
crumbles to the ground, though we refuse to see…dust in the wind. All
we are is dust in the wind…Don’t hang on, nothing lasts forever but the
Earth and Sky. It slips away and all your money won't another minute buy.
Dust in the wind…all we are is dust in the wind. Dust in the
wind….everything
is dust in the wind."

Jenna continued to hum softly as she climbed under the covers and closed
her eyes. Sleep came soon leading her down into dreams of Galin.



From: "Karin " <eponinecosette72@yahoo.se> 
Date: Fri Jul 27, 2001 6:51 pm
Subject: Story: Remember


Ulrika was in the taxi. She was leving Stockholm fore a way. A long 
way, she was afried thart they will find her. But she was doing thart 
thing no one have think about, to get in to the Vistiorsland. 
The taxi move to the airport, Arlanda. Ulrika look out off the 
carwindows and close her eyes like she need to take it esey or even 
get som vrest. She was so sleeping. 
Her mind thart on to the past, her memorys. She way back before the 
Vistiors and how she and her friends was get out and fising and 
swiming and have fun. Then the was a teeager. The Maxwells family how 
she only hade meet two times in her life. She have writhing to 
etshoughers. Ulrika and Robin was the same age and hade a lot off fun 
together. Daniel Bernstien, a friend to Robin have been playing thith 
them. Never have she seen he been a Vistiors friend. 
Ulrika open her eyes and put on her freestyle and get on a good 
song:"Sommartider" with the musikgroupp Gyllene tider. Per Gessle, 
the singer was now in a popgroup could Roxette. 
She want on to her memory.
Once the Maxwell have been here in Sweden, it was fore five years a 
go. Robert have some work to do here in the age of the vikings and 
the middle age Sweden. Ulrika hade try to get Robin and Polly lear 
Swedich without mutch succest.
She was not frome Stockholm, but frome a little town in middle of 
Sweden could Hallsberg. Thart was a big trianstation and a 
roudwheeltower. She have move to Örebro a city some mils frome 
Hallsberg and later on to Stockholm. 
The car was ner the airport now and Ulrika open her eyes and pay the 
driver. She grepp the bages and look over the airport and get inside. 
She most get Robin now, she didn´t know they the lived, but she have 
Robins nummber. She want to the telefon and ring. 
Some singnels later Robin anser.
"Hey Robin it´s me, Ulrika. I´m to L.A. and I wonder how it´s with 
you?" Ulrika notest thart Robin have something on her mind then she 
try to speak to her. "Robin, I will ring agin then I´m in L.A. It´s 
should be so nice to se you, Polly and Elizabeth."
Robin sound happy to here form her and she said thart she cane call 
her anytime, but she was buissy wright now.
Ulrika said bye and look suprice and she wonder thart Robin was doing 
wright now.
She want out, It´s was latte in the nigth and the plan will get up in 
the air any time now. She tolk her bagge and her pastport(a false) 
and waint to the bording.

From: "Rosie" <rosiepozie@qwest.net> 
Date: Fri Jul 27, 2001 8:55 pm
Subject: Time To Remember

Josh watched as Mike and Pete made their way to him. Josh stood up. 
He looked at Mike's grim face. "It didn't go well did it?" Josh 
asked. Mike shook his head. "But he remembers you." Mike said. "Mike, 
I'm sorry but you have to understand the three of us meant everything 
to eachother we kept eachother sane." Josh explained. "You better get 
in there." Mike said. Josh began to walk down the long hall resisting 
the urge to run. It had been so long since he saw his best friend. At 
the same time however he was nervous. He had explained over and over 
to Mike how much Rei meant to his son. He hoped Sean would remember 
that pack as well. To the rest of the world Rei Carson was a cold 
blooded killer to Sean and Josh she was the other part of them. Josh 
walked into the room. Sean's eyes lit up. "JOSH!" He cried. Josh ran 
up to him but stopped short when he saw his friend trying to give him 
the Sirrian handshake. Right then and there he knew Sean was still 
being controlled. Josh took his hand in his and gave responded to the 
Sirrian greeting. "They got you to huh?" Sean said. Josh nodded 
wordlessly. Sean glared at Pete and Mike. "They have Rei too?" He 
asked. Before Josh could anwser sean began to try to break free of 
his restraints. "WHERE IS REI!!!! WHAT HAVE YOU DONE TO HER??? I WILL 
KILL YOU!!!!" Sean raged. "WHERE IS SHE??!!!!!!" He screamed. 

Josh held out his hand trying to calm his friend. "They don't have 
her Bro, I was hoping you knew where she was." Josh said. Sean shook 
his head. "They sent me to New York. You don't kow where she is?" 
Sean asked. "She's been missing for about a year now." Josh said 
quietly. Again Sean began to rage. "LET ME GO!!!!" He screamed. He 
looked at josh. "We have to find her!!" Sean cried for the first time 
looking like a 15 year old boy. "We will." Josh said. Sean stopped 
resisting and began to whisper. "I'll get free from here soon. Which 
room are you in? I know how we can get out of here." Sean said again 
Josh nodded as the guard pulled him away. He walked up to Pete and 
Mike and spoke softly. "He thinks I was captured and you better get 
some leather restraints on him. Sean always had a hard time getting 
out of leather ones. You keep him in those other ones he'll be out of 
here before you know it. It's going to take a bit of time to get him 
detoxed. There's some pills in my bag, high level sedatives start 
putting them in his drinks." Josh explained. "You know what to do?" 
Pete asked. Josh shurgged "I've deprogrammed other kids in the Youth 
Corps I don't know if I can help Sean. Rei was always the one that 
could reach him but I'll try. I need to gain his trust." Josh said.

Josh cleared his throat and began to speak loudly. "You don't need to 
restrain him." He said. Pete looked at Josh and said. "Like hell we 
don't. And don't you get any funny ideas." Pete said. He looked at 
the guard and said. "Cuff him to the chair." Josh began to resist 
putting up a good show in front of Sean. "LET HIM GO!!!" Sean 
screamed. The guard pushed Josh into the chair and cuffed him. Josh 
glared at Pete and Mike. "We stay together!" Josh said. "We'll see 
about that." Pete replied in the mean time. He walked over to the 
closet and pulled out some leather restraints. "Make sure these are 
on the kid." He said. The guard nodded and proceeded to put the 
restraints on. Sean looked down defeated. 

A few mintues later Josh and Sean were alone in the room. "Don't 
worry man we'll get out of here." Josh said. Josh saw Mike watching 
from the doorway. He push himself up against Sean's bed. "Bro there 
is something in my pocket can you reach it?" Sean asked. Sean nodded 
and reached into his pocket. Sean looked and saw it was the picture 
of the three of them. Josh's voice suddenly became 
soothing. "Remember the pack. Remember what we said?" Josh asked. 
Sean began shaking. His face became covered in sweat. Josh tried to 
get closer to him. "He didn't know what to do next rei always took 
over from here. She would rock him until the shakes stopped. Instead 
of Sean making it through them he passed out. Josh shut his eyes 
tightly. Mike walked in looking at his unconsious son. "Mike I know 
you don't like but I have a feeling if you want you son to make it 
through this we need to find Rei."



From: "Tamie Kwist" <amanda_donovan2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Fri Jul 27, 2001 9:29 pm
Subject: (story) Maggie's Betrayal

After having baked a couple of casseroles for George's funeral, Julie 
sat in the rocking chair in her living room, giving Amanda her 
afternoon bottle. Her mind wandered to thoughts of the dear ones she 
had lost in her life and feelings of regret. As a resistance fighter, 
Julie had seen more than her fair share of death. She hated to think 
that Amanda might grow up in a war-ravaged world with no hope for 
tomorrow.
Every day the little girl became more adjusted to her new 
surroundings and the mother that cherished her so much. She freely 
gave smiles and coos. It was hard for Julie not to want to keep her 
near all the time. That fact had resorted to Amanda spending quality 
time in her mother's laboratory during the working hours of the day. 
And neither Julie nor Amanda minded each other's company. 
A subtle knock at the door led Julie to get up and ask, "Who is it?"
"Your buddy Maggie," a woman replied.
Julie felt her heart skip a beat as the thought of Donovan being 
with Maggie crossed her mind. She looked through the peephole just 
to be sure. But Maggie was alone.
Amanda let out wails of protest when her bottle was taken away so 
that Julie could undo 6 bolt locks to let their guest in.
"Just a minute," Julie tried to reassure her knowing that Amanda 
didn't care whether the door was opened or not. She wanted to finish 
eating.
Maggie stood there puzzled by the sound that was coming from the 
inside of Julie's cottage. Almost a minute passed before the door 
swung open. Maggie eyed it skeptically asking, "Do you have enough 
locks?"
"I'm collecting them, its my new hobby," Julie deadpanned, quickly 
grabbing the bottle of formula to calm Amanda.
"I see you have more than one new hobby," Maggie observed watching 
Amanda. She kept silent, not sure what she should or should not say.
Julie nodded. There was only one question that was on her mind 
right now. "Where's Mike?"
"At the hospital with his son," Maggie replied, taking a seat on 
the sofa. "I wanted to talk to you before he did."
"When's that?" asked Julie, nervously reclaiming her favorite chair.
Curiously, Maggie looked around the room noting the presence of a 
playpen and a swing as well as a baby monitor.
"Is she staying here?" she wondered.
"Yeah," Julie smiled, looking into Amanda's green eyes. "You didn't 
answer my question."
Maggie shrugged. "He's concerned about Sean, naturally. Julie, I-" 
she broke off, giving her friend an incredulous stare.
"Oh, c'mon. Go ahead and ask me," Julie teased, seeing that Amanda 
was through sucking and had noticed Maggie staring at her. "Why do I 
have her here-"
"You're her Mom," Maggie guessed.
"Okay," Julie agreed, deciding not to offer any information for the 
time being. "Do you want something to drink?"
"No, I'm fine."
Pulling Amanda up into a sitting position, Julie started to rub her 
back gently.
"I told him you were raped," Maggie blurted out after a few seconds 
of silence.
Suddenly, Julie wasn't watching Amanda anymore, but giving Maggie a 
cold stare and demanding, "WHY?"
"He cares about you. And I've been worried. No one's been able to 
get through to you. I thought maybe he-"
"You betrayed my trust," Julie summarized. "I don't want him 
feeling sorry for me. I'm sick of being treated like that!" Another 
thought crossed her mind and she didn't like it. "What else did you 
tell him?"
"Nothing, really. I couldn't keep him in suspense about Sean."
"And her?" she indicated the baby.
Maggie shrugged. "No, I couldn't tell him about that. I just…" she 
paused for a beat. "Julie, he's still in love with you. I had to tell 
him why you left him hanging."
"Well, thanks," she said sarcastically. "I guess I don't have much 
left to say to him then."
Feeling a stab of regret, Maggie started to get up. "Well, now that 
I've ruined your day, I guess I'll leave."
"Not yet," she pleaded, feeling a tear start to form in the corner 
of her eye. "Maggie, I'm sorry. I don't blame you and I know you're 
only trying to help."
Surprised by Julie's confession, Maggie stood there sensing that 
there was more. Julie smoothed away the tear from her eye before it 
could fall and Maggie started to wish that she would go and seek 
professional help. She said nothing. 
"A lot happened while you were gone," Julie explained.
"I heard that George passed away and Siras got out."
Again, Julie nodded. "I uh, did some DNA testing on Amanda with 
Sean's blood."
Maggie's stare became more incredulous as she tried to put the 
pieces of the puzzle together, but they didn't make any sense. "What 
are you saying?"
"What I've been denying for a year, that Amanda is Mike's and I 
should've tried to find that out sooner, but I was just so- "she 
broke off in tears. Something else occurred to her. "Did he say if he 
was angry at me for hurting Sean?"
Studying Amanda's physical features, Maggie smiled. "I didn't tell 
him that. She doesn't look like you, that's for sure."
A bit of relief came over Julie. "How is he?"
Before Maggie could offer any further details, Julie’s phone started 
ringing.
"Hello?" Julie said seconds later, holding Amanda in one arm and 
the phone in the other.
"Somebody wants to see you," Pete Forsythe explained. "And we're 
having a little chat with Sean's new physician. Could you swing by 
and get Maitland and-"
"I don't know where Steve is. He hasn't been returning my calls."
"Sweet."
"And I have Amanda too. Maybe now isn't such a good time for me to 
meet with Mike."
"I'll watch her," Maggie offered.
"I'll be down shortly," Julie corrected herself. "Bye." 



From: "Ann Tate" <tate886_thequeen@bigfoot.com> 
Date: Sat Jul 28, 2001 9:08 am
Subject: Camille: Re-Occurring Nightmare



The newborn baby girl cried, and Camille held her close, and rocked
slowly back and forth. "Shhhhhh, little Reianna," she soothed. "Everything's
all right. Your Dad will be here soon to take us home!"
Camille lay back on her hospital bed in her private room, and carefully
lay the newborn next to her. The baby, named Reianna after Camille's
maternal Grandmother, fluttered her eyes, then sighed and closed them
tightly. After assuring herself that her daughter was asleep, Camille let
herself relax, and she immediately fell in too a fitful doze.
She was rudely awakened by the sound of her baby girl crying at the top
of her lungs. She sat bolt upright in time to see the retreating back of a
woman, and her husband, Nathan, leaning over her bed.
Who was that?" she asked, alarmed. "Where's she taking my baby!"
"It's just a nurse, darling," Nathan said, his tone far to sweet to be
trusted. "She's just taking your Reianna for a---"
"No!" Camille exclaimed, her voice rising. "She wasn't wearing a
nurses' uniform!"
'Now Camille," Nathan said in much harder tones. "Don't upset
yourself. Reianna's going to be just fine."
Quietly, Nathan reached over his distraught wife, and pressed the
button to summon the nurse.
"I want my baby!" Camille shrieked brokenly as her husband took her in
to his arms. She struggled against him, but had no hope of breaking his
grip.
"Is there a problem here, Mrs. Bates," the nurse, a kind looking woman
in her mid forties asked.
"My wife's a little upset," Nathan said with sugar sweetness. "Can you
do something."
"Well," the nurse hesitated, closely examining Camille. "Perhaps a mild
sedative to help her relax.."
Camille screamed, and struggled even harder in her husband's embrace.
"Just relax, Mrs. Bates," the gentle older woman soothed as she
injected the sedative in to Camille's arm. Her screaming died away, and her
struggles began to subside almost immediately.
The nurse brushed Camille's hair away from her forehead. "She should be
fine, Mr. Bates. It's probably just a bit of post-pardum depression - it's
quite common. Call if she needs anything else."
"Thank you, nurse," Nathan said, looking relieved. "I will."
After the nurse had left, Nathan firmly closed his wife's door, and
came back to her bed. Her eyes were half open, and she stared blearily up
at him.
"I told you," Nathan said, all gentleness gone from his voice as he
firmly gripped his wife's limp little hands. "Reianna's going to be fine ...
I've given her to a *decent* Mother. You don't want your daughter being
raised by someone as inept as you, do you, Dear!"
Even through the haze of her sedative, Camille gasped, and tried to
pull her hands free from Nathan's. "Stop it!" Nathan commanded harshly.
"*Your* daughter is fine, and she'll be well taken care of by her *new*
Mother. Besides ... you didn't think I'd let your bastard girl inherit
anything from me. It's rightfully Kyle's, and your little *love-child* won't
ever see a penny of it ... or you, for that matter. Now, be quiet, and let
the sedative do it's job."
*NO! NO NO NOOOOOO!!!!* Camille screamed ...
... and jerked violently awake. she sat up, trembling and completely
disoriented. She had no idea where she was, and for a frightening second,
she wasn't even sure who or when she was?
She drew her knees up, and wrapped her arms around them, and rocked
slowly back and forth. Gradually, she remembered what was happening. she was
hiding in an abandoned building, somewhere near the outskirts of LA, and
she was hiding there because she intended to brave the lizards patrols to
get in to the city, and to find her son, Kyle.
"Reianna<" she wept quietly. "My little Reianna .. I'll find you too,
honey ... Mommy will find her girl, I promise you that!"


From: "Karin " <karinosterman@telia.com> 
Date: Sat Jul 28, 2001 1:49 pm
Subject: Story: The past


Ulrika open the letter and started to read it. She was in Örebro a 
town middle of Sweden and it´s was not a smal town, but not the 
bigest.
She was in her rum and say it was frome Robin. Ulrika looked on the 
letter and find out it was send many mounth ago. Not odd becose off 
the couse around the vistiors new about the scies. Ulrika how was 17 
years old and as the same age as Robin, have many friends how was 
Vistoris friend. She have been there too. Thart was moust intressting.
She started to read Robin letter. She read thart her father have a 
diffucult time right now, but it will get over then they how now the 
family will understand the was not treator to the vistorors. Polly 
was very tesing in a way. Kathie was okej. Ulrika stopp to read. She 
look on the papper and law thart down. Robin wright about she have 
falling in love in a gay called Brian. Ulrika smiald then she read 
it. Robin ponit out his the one. she have nerver feelt thart way fore 
anyone in her lifetime.
She started to wright about how wonderful and kind he was to her. 
Ulrika stop reading agine. She look up and saw suprside out. He was a 
vistoror. Thart was Robin thinking. It could been not health. But 
Ulrika know how Robin was one she have falling fore som one. Robin 
wright on thart he was a yough leader in L.A. Then Ulrika stop and 
lay down the latter and get to a tebel then a papper law. Brian is in 
Örebro. A vistoirthing was in Sweden now about the yough 
orginationsen and someone from L.A. will come this way. Ulrika read 
the papper once more and look on it agin. This latter was many mouth 
old and tharth have happing. Ulrika wanted to go to this meting and 
se this Brian, how her mothers cusins child and one off ther 
beasfriends have folling in love thith.
She oppen the door to her room and want down to livingrum and pick 
out a fotoalbum. She oppen thart and look on a foto on a young Robin. 
She look like Robin in a way. She wanted to know thart have happning 
to Robin. She have to.


From: "Tamie Kwist" <amanda_donovan2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Sat Jul 28, 2001 7:02 pm
Subject: (story) No Show


With butterflies in her tummy, Julie 

drove to the hospital 
promising herself a cup of coffee once she got there. She knew that 
her life was about to change, but didn't know if it was for the 
better. Certainly stopping by Steve's before leaving the Brook Cove 
cottages had been of no comfort. His car was in its place, but he did 
not come to the door. She debated on whether or not to go into work 
and see if he'd walked there, but didn't want to keep Donovan, 
Forsythe and Dr. Colby waiting.
Julie wasn't found of Dr. Colby, Sean's new physician, but vowed to 
keep her mouth shut for Pete's sake. She questioned herself as to how 
far she wanted to get involved on Sean's behalf. Honestly, she was 
relieved that Donovan was here now to play his part of parent.
She parked her car in Steve's assigned place because it was a 
closer walk and she sensed that he wouldn't show up, and if he did, 
he wouldn't have the nerve to say anything to her. Palms sweaty, 
Julie pushed the number four on the elevator. Its doors slid open 
and she entered. Her stomach gurgled again as the elevator began it's 
decent upwards. She'd always hated elevators, especially the ones in 
the tall buildings downtown Manhattan. Julie braced herself against 
the wall, her mind wandering to her appearance. She'd wanted to 
freshen up a bit before coming here, but had opted not to make a 
spectacle of herself in front of Maggie. She thought of all the 
things she needed to say to Donovan, and wondered if he would truly 
forgive her. She had not forgiven herself for being away from their 
daughter for so long.
The doors swung open and the elevator chimed. Julie looked up at 
the numbers. It had only gone to three and a gray haired woman 
stepped in.
"Nice day," the old lady spoke in a soft voice.
Julie nodded. She didn't feel like talking. She waited for her 
floor and departed, the pains in her stomach growing more threatening 
with each step. 
`Room three o' five', she thought to herself, wondering if there 
were any time to spare to check on Sean who was in three sixteen now. 
She glanced at her watch and decided there wasn't. Just seconds 
later, she found her destination and went in the small room where two 
men sat.
She could smell the scent of Donovan's cologne, and quickly denied 
to herself the fact that she'd missed it. She gave him a smile, but 
couldn't find the voice to greet him.
"Hi," he spoke first.
"Want some coffee, Julie?" offered Pete, breaking the tension and 
getting up from the round table.
"Uh, no," she said knowing her stomach wouldn't accept it. "Just 
some water. Where's Dr. Colby?"
"I sent him by Maitland's," he confessed. "I figured Steve wouldn't 
respond to you or me going to pick him up."
"How long ago?" she questioned.
"Well, he called from Brook Cove right after I got off the phone 
with you so-"
"I went by Steve's and his car was there, but he didn't come to the 
door."
"Maybe he went into work. I told Colby to check with Mitchell," 
Pete explained setting the styrafoam cup in front of her. "We'll give 
him another ten minutes. Traffic's a bitch this time of day."
Donovan listened to the verbal exchange between them, and couldn't 
get over how thin Julie looked. She felt him staring at her and 
looked at him.
"How is Sean today?" she asked.
"He doesn't recognize me," Mike explained. "Is that normal with 
conversion victims?"
Feeling sorry for Julie, Pete took the liberty of explaining. "I 
don't think it was the conversion itself, but the drug he was on. 
We've been trying to break him from it, but he's been going through 
one helluva withdrawal."
"Trying?" Julie argued. "I thought you weren't giving him the PCP 
anymore."
"Colby said to give him four milligrams a day."
"Oh, I see," she said skeptically.
Tired of having his actions doubted, Pete filled his own mug with 
black java and took a seat too.
"This is bad?" Donovan questioned.
"Believe it or not, I'm trying to get him stabilized so we can send 
him to Brook Cove. You don't have him on your insurance, do you?" 
Pete asked.
"What insurance?" he replied sarcastically.
"I was afraid of that."
"I'll take care of the bills," Julie offered. "I'm kind of 
responsible for him being here anyways."
"Well, now that you mentioned it," Donovan looked at her, "He did 
mention something about you shooting him. Do you want to explain that 
to me?"
For a second the coldness in his voice made Julie doubt Maggie's 
confession to her. "I didn't want to lose him again. I shot him in the 
leg. It wasn't fatal."
"His leg will be fine, Donovan," said Pete reassuringly. "It’s his 
mind that needs healing.'
Julie nodded in agreement then looked at Mike and said, "I'm sorry. 
Where are you staying?"
"Nowhere, yet," he replied glancing over at Pete. "Well, old pal?"
Pete sensed that Donovan didn't have a lot of money to spend on a 
motel room for God knew how long, but Lauren was his first 
priority. "It isn't a good time for company with Lauren losing her 
dad."
"You can stay at my place," Julie spoke up.
Her offer caught both men off guard. "Are you sure?" They both 
asked simultaneously.
"You can have the bedroom. I've been on the couch anyway," she 
shrugged, glancing up at the clock.
Donovan scratched his brow, second guessing. "Maggie told me about 
what happened to you. Are you sure you're okay with this arrangement?
Besides, I have Josh Brooks with me."
The mention of Maggie's betrayal made her angry for a split second. 
Her only regret was that Donovan would probably try to get her to 
talk about it. She hoped he would spend more time with Sean than at 
her place.
"Yeah," she said. "Josh can stay too."
Pete looked at his watch. "Maybe I ought to go call Hannah and find 
out if Maitland is at work."
"Need a quarter?" Julie teased, watching him leave the room. 

From: "Tamie Kwist" <amanda_donovan2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Sun Jul 29, 2001 10:13 pm
Subject: (story) An Omen

With her nerves finally settling from the day’s excitement, Julie 
exited the main highway through Brook Cove and drove down her street, 
Long Island Court. Off in the distance she could make out police car 
and ambulance lights of red and blue reflecting off of the glass 
windows on the apartment complex. Nearing the scene of the 
excitement, she could clearly see the yellow police tape strung 
across Steve Maitland’s front yard. "Oh, God...No!" she cried 
frantically, pulling her car up into her own space in front of her 
apartment.
"What?" asked Mike Donovan who sat in the passenger seat next to 
her. Until now he'd been silent worrying about his son and Josh who'd 
insisted on staying with him Sean.
Julie didn't answer, getting out of the small car and sprinting 
across the parking lot and over to the yard. She crossed the yellow 
tape asking an officer, "What happened here?"
The black man met her blue eyes with his dark brown ones 
muttering, "You can't be here, Ma'am."
"I'm not leaving until I get answers!" she argued stubbornly.
Donovan was suddenly there beside her. They watched as two body 
bags on stretchers were loaded onto the ambulance behind them.
"Who were they?" Donovan asked.
Julie shook her head, making a mental note that Steve Maitland's 
car was still in its place. She looked to the police man for answers.
"Where is the man who lives here, Steve Maitland?"
He shook his head. "You knew the victim?"
Her throat contracted and she could feel the tears coming on as her 
mind began to accept the truth. "He was my lab partner. What 
happened?"
"Did you know a Dr. Colby also?" he cut her off, reaching for his 
scratch pad from his shirt pocket.
She shook her head. "He was coming out here to get..." she paused 
for a beat wondering what had happened to them. "-Maitland for a 
meeting with me and another doctor. How did they die?"
"I can't tell you that now, Ma'am," he said simply. "What is your 
name?"
"Doctor Juliet Parrish. I live over there. Were they shot?"
"Ma'am, I-"
"Please," she begged. "I've been stalked lately. I need to know-"
"We think a Visitor got them," he finally admitted. "You were 
stalked by whom?"
"They were eaten?" she guessed, remembering Denny. 
"How'd you know?
"Another friend of mine was attacked a couple days ago," she 
explained, "Dennis Lowwel. It was at the Underground."
"Your stalker?" he questioned.
Julie shook her head hoping he wouldn't question her about the one 
thing in her life she didn't want to talk about.
"Who's your friend?"
Donovan held out his hand for a quick handshake. "Mike Donovan, 
we're with the LA resistance."
"What resistance? War's over," the officer quipped. "Can I have 
your number, Dr. Parrish? I may have some more questions for you?"
After giving her home number, Julie headed back to her apartment 
with Donovan. Julie was very disappointed to find that Maggie hadn't 
taken advantage of all of the locks available to her. But she was too 
upset about Steven to think about that now. Her thoughts came to 
another obstacle... Amanda. 
Maggie was sitting on the couch without the baby. The playpen and 
swing were empty as well.
"Hello, Stranger," Maggie gazed up at Donovan. "Julie, I'm glad you 
made it back when you did. You almost had a break in. The guy 
disappeared when the police came across the street a bit ago. I don't 
know what's going on." 
"I told you to lock all the locks!!" she snapped wanting to ask 
where in the hell Amanda was, but knew better right now. "Steve was 
attacked..." she broke off. "He's dead."
Maggie jumped to her feet quickly, and went over to Julie, sensing 
she was going to break down. Julie embraced her, only to whisper in 
her ear, "Where's Mandy?"
Maggie smiled, backing off and wiping Julie's tears away and 
smiled. "Safe and sound. Sleeping."
Donovan cut in asking, "Julie, are you in some sort of danger?" 
He'd seen the locks and guessed that it was more than her living in 
fear. "Who do you think is responsible for what happened to Maitland 
and your other friend, Dennis?"
"I'm seeing a pattern here..." Maggie smirked.
"SHUT UP!" Julie glared at her.
"Okay," she agreed. "Well, it’s been fun. I better get home now. See 
you soon, Mike."
Julie watched her go without saying goodbye...



From: "Jaime" <JaimeBoler@yahoo.com> 
Date: Tue Jul 31, 2001 10:11 pm
Subject: (Story) Promises Made--Part 1

Robin watched TV and then thumbed through some magazines while Colby 
showered. The room service attendant had told her their food would 
not be ready for forty-five minutes. She would have plenty of time 
to shower before the food arrived.

The bathroom door opened, and the man poised at the threshold took 
her breath away. He was the most handsome man she had ever 
seen. "Movie star handsome." At Colby's surprise, Robin covered her 
mouth. She never meant to say it aloud.

"Who's 'movie star handsome'?" Colby asked, holding back a grin.

Thank goodness that she was holding a magazine. "This new actor--Tom 
Cruise," Robin offered, showing him the cover of the latest "People."

Colby groaned, "Oh, him, he won't last. His fifteen minutes will be 
over soon." His robe was tied around his waist, but a little of his 
chest was exposed. Robin couldn't look away and wanted desperately 
to touch his skin.

She stood up, "I'm going to take a shower." She rummaged through her 
bag and withdrew what she needed. "I'll be right out," she promised.

Grinning, Colby replied, "I'll be waiting."

Robin closed the door behind her but didn't lock it. There was 
absolutely no reason to. Besides, she wouldn't refuse his company if 
he offered it.

Moments later, Robin let the hot spray wash the day away.

Criti'Yan/Colby listened as she turned on the shower. He laughed 
softly. It would be so easy to kill her in there. He approached the 
door and turned the knob carefully. Just as he suspected, the door 
was not locked. It was an open invitation, he knew. But not tonight.

When she went to bed--when she was dreaming of his dead brother or of 
him--he would do it. He would kiss her on the lips. Hard. She 
would awaken, startled but eager. He would place a pillow over her 
face and smother the life out of her. He would tell her who he was. 
He'd have the last laugh and make her a promise. A promise to do 
everything in his power to kill any and all who had anything to do 
with Brian's death. Brian's unfortunate end gave birth to many 
rumors. But Criti'Yan had found out the truth. Rei had dug deep and 
reported back to him. 'Oh, Rei,' he thought. 'Soon, we'll be 
together.'

"Ah, tonight, I can hardly wait," he paused and glanced at the 
door. "Where are those snails?"



From: Jaime Boler <JaimeBoler@yahoo.com> 
Date: Sat Aug 4, 2001 8:42 pm
Subject: The Conception--Part 2


Joint Post by Bill and Jaime


Elizabeth approached the computer cautiously.
Directly under the file she had just opened was
another file that dealt with Diana's experiment.
The star-child punched the keys to open the file,
but it was to no avail. The file was locked; only
Diana could obtain access.

Right then, she came to a decision. If the file
concerned her, then Elizabeth had a right to see it.
Locked or not, security clearance or not, top-secret
or not, Elizabeth had to know the whole story.

Gathering every last ounce of the energy she
possessed, Elizabeth closed her eyes. She would use
her powers to open the file. Diana would never know
she saw anything that she wasn't supposed to.

She placed her hand on the display screen, and
closed
her eyes. She began to concentrate on the locked
file, her mind drifted into the computer's memory. She
saw the logical binary patterns, which made up the
computer's memory.

As she concentrated harder, the ones and zeros began
to make sense, they were transformed from bit
patterns into a form, which was compatible with a
biological brain. It now only took a mere thought to
unlock the file.

The screen displayed the file.

CSO's personal experiment log

Experiment 10-4E231 20/10/1983

[Zygote removal for DNA analysis]
The experiment is a complete failure. The subject's
DNA is not entirely compatible. I have run a
diagnostic on the analyzer's genome algorithm, it
seems it has not been properly implemented for the
Human genotype.
The algorithm was quickly reprogrammed, and a rescan
of zygote was performed.

Upon the rescan, major gaps were discovered from the
Sirian side of the DNA strands. In addition to that,
if I do not intervene, the cells will not undergo
meiosis. The cause of that problem is missing Sirian
vectors.

Although it is beyond the scope of the experiment, I
will not let this problem put an end to it. I will
inform the military science's division of my
intention to alter the parameters of this experiment
to include genetic manipulation.
It will take some time for the message to arrive,
however by the time it reaches Sirius it will be too
late, so I will proceed without their approval for
now. I will assign another Human to the original
experiment when time permits.

[+1 hour from DNA analysis]
The missing Sirian vectors are a minor issue,
however there is still the problem of the slight
incompatibilities, which jeopardizes this
experiment. In order to save the Zygote, I have
decided to use my own DNA to complete missing
strands.

A major proportion of the Sirian and some of the
incompatible Human DNA, has been removed and
replaced with my own, the numerical amount is around
40%.

Elizabeth got to the end of the file and blinked
rapidly. She stepped back and covered her mouth
with her hand. 'I have to sit down,' she thought
desperately.

Mind and emotions whirling, she sank down into an
uncomfortable chair. For one delirious moment, she
thought she would laugh from the shock of it. Here
she was, a bombshell just thrown at her, and she was
thinking about the uncomfortable chair.

The star-child closed her eyes and rubbed her
temples.
Somehow, she knew this was the truth. She had
always felt, though she never said, that she and Diana
shared a bond in some insane way. It went beyond
being
Diana's pupil in the first weeks of her life. 'No,
it's deeper than that,' she knew.

All her life, she had felt more one species than
half of both. Willie would explain trivial things to
her at times when she was having trouble with human
emotions. Elizabeth wondered fleetingly if he had
guessed. If Elizabeth was part Robin, part Brian,
and part Diana, then that meant that she was more
Sirian than Human. It meant that she had been living
a lie. It meant she was connected with Diana, who had
killed, lied, tortured, and committed countless crimes
against Sirians and Humans.

Elizabeth was racked with silent sobs. But she did
not doubt Diana's personal log. Diana would lie to
others, but never to herself.

It was a nightmare to Elizabeth, a strange dream. 
But it was reality. How would she tell Kyle, her
mother, or the others?

Elizabeth stood up and hugged herself, because no
one was there to hug her. "Zon, why? Diana's
daughter? Zon, no!" she cried. Her voice raised and
her cries were loud, "No, no, no! Oh, Zon, no!"


From: "Tamie Kwist" <amanda_donovan2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Tue Aug 7, 2001 12:02 am
Subject: (story) It can't get any worse

Leaving Lauren's side at the couch, Pete Forsythe sprang to his 
feet to answer the phone which was on its tenth ring. His eyes 
remained on Lauren as she lay there with a blank stare.
"Hello!" he snapped.
"Easy, lad," said Hannah Donnenfield. 
Pete wasn't in the mood to talk to anyone, he would just have to 
fake cordialness for now, "Hi, Hannah."
"How's Lauren?"
'That's a dumb question,' he thought. "Resting."
"That's good. Peter, I'm afraid I have some bad news for you."
Sitting on the edge of sofa's arm, Pete draped the phone cord over 
a lamp on the mahogany end table. "Did someone else die?" he said 
matter of factly.
"That's right dear. Your doctor friend, what was his name, Jack 
Colby and Dr. Maitland."
"What?" he exclaimed, rousing Lauren out of her daze and torment. 
She sat up and gave him a puzzled stare. 'Hannah' he mouthed at her.
"How?"
"They were eaten by a Visitor, or so the police think," her words 
were simple, but cut through the moment like a knife.
Pete immediately began to wonder about Julie, as complicated as her 
life must be at the moment, this would only make matters worse for 
her, no doubt.
"Does Julie know?"
"Yes, I think so. I saw her and Michael talking to the policeman in 
Steve's yard. By the way, how is Mike?"
He shrugged. "He has a lot on his mind."
"Yes, no doubt with Little Amanda to contend with. Hopefully she 
will be a ray of light. How's the boy?"
"He doesn't recognize him." His gaze dropped back to Lauren as she 
turned on her side. "Hannah, I have to let you go now."
"See you tomorrow, Peter," were the words she spoke before hanging 
up.
'Tomorrow, a helluva day' thought Pete as he hung up the phone.



From: "Jaime" <JaimeBoler@yahoo.com> 
Date: Thu Aug 9, 2001 10:22 am
Subject: (Story) "To Us!"

Robin dried her hair for several minutes and emerged from the 
bathroom. A modest purple robe concealed her frilly nightgown. 
Colby was leafing through a magazine and stopped to smile at her. 
Robin smiled back.

A knock sounded at the door. "That must be room service," Colby 
announced. He stood up and walked to the door.

Robin cleared off a space on the table on which to place the food. 
Colby opened the door, and the attendant wheeled the cart inside.

"Room service as you requested, sir," he greeted.

Colby replied, "Yes. Excellent. Thank you." This time Colby handed 
the man several dollars as tip. Robin held back a laugh as the man 
left the room.

"I'm hungry. Let's eat!" Robin set the food on the table, and Colby 
popped the cork on the champagne bottle. Then he poured the bubbly 
into their glasses.

Robin took the glass he offered, and they sat across from each other.

"I'd like to make a toast," Robin offered. Colby raised his 
eyebrow. She continued, "To new horizons."

Colby added, "To us!"

"To us, definitely," Robin agreed.

Their glasses clinked, and they held eye contact as their lips met 
the rim of each glass at the same time. Each took a sip.

Colby lifted the cover of his dish. "You want some snails?" he asked.

Robin made a face. "It looks disgusting."

"Okay. More for me," he said as he took a bite, savoring the 
creature. Robin watched as he closed his eyes.

"I'll stick with my club sandwich, thank you."

Colby laughed. They talked and ate and talked and drank. Soon, the 
whole bottle of champagne was no more.

Robin had had too much to drink, and she knew it. 'Strange how it 
doesn't seem to affect Colby,' she thought. It wasn't long before 
her tongue loosened and all sorts of things came out of her mouth.

Criti'Yan smiled. 'This is just what I want.' He sat back, ready to 
enjoy the show. And Robin's revelations.


From: wendy mills <wendymypooh_2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Thu Aug 9, 2001 6:29 pm
Subject: An Uncomfortable Silence


An uncomfortable silence settled over Julie’s living room after Maggie had
said her goodbyes and left. Mike didn’t know where to begin the conversation
and it seemed like Julie was having the same problem as well. There was just so
much he wanted to ask her and so much more that he wanted to tell her, but at
the same time he was afraid of saying or doing anything that would cause an
argument between them or hurt her in anyway. 
She had been through so much in the past year and so he was reluctant to ask
her any questions regarding the rape, her method of rescuing Sean, where their
relationship stood and whether or not she would return with him to LA and take
her place as the leader of the Resistance once again, afraid that by doing so
it would cause Julie to become defensive towards him or make her shut down
entirely. If he could get her to agree to go back to LA with him, Mike knew
that the rest would work itself out in time. All he wanted now was to keep her
and Sean safe and the best way to do that is if they were all together in LA
where he could keep an eye on them. The hard part of it was going to be
convincing Julie and Sean to let him take care of them. 

Julie leaned against the front door in which she had shut and locked after
Maggie had made her departure. Even knowing that Mike was staying at the
cottage with her, and that he would defend her to the death if anyone broke in,
it didn’t stop her from making sure the door was shut tightly and all the locks
were fastened in place. She knew that her fears of being attacked again were
illogical and highly unlikely, Julie couldn’t stop them from surfacing no
matter how hard she tried. Eventually, she knew, they would go away or she
would get better at handling them, until then she would continue to keep her
house locked up tight whenever she was in it.

To take her mind off of her fears, Julie decided to focus her attention on
Mike. Although he stood only a few feet away from her, he seemed lost in
thought and didn’t take notice of her observing him. His hair was a little
longer than she last seen it, but his eyes were the same green of spring grass,
his nose slightly crooked from when Ham had broke it during one of their many
altercations and his jaw strong and determined. Despite the warm weather, Mike
still wore his jacket, but it was unzipped and she could clearly see the blue
shirt he wore underneath. His strong, muscular legs were clothed in a tight
pair of white jeans and on his feet were a pair of his favorite tennis shoes. 

He was exactly as she had remembered him and the knowledge brought sudden
tears to her eyes. He was strong and comfortable and safe and up until that
minute she hadn’t realized how much she had missed him. She had to admit that
she hadn’t allowed herself to think much of him after the rape had occurred,
feeling sure that he would never want to touch her again once he learned she
had been soiled by another man. Now she realized that it was she who felt that
way and not Mike. It was she who was going to have to learn to let go of the
guilt and shame about what had been done to her, in order for her to take back
her life and share it with not only her family and friends, but eventually with
Mike as well. That was something she realized that she still wanted more than
anything else. She just didn’t know how to make it happen or whether Mike still
wanted to pursue a relationship with her. Julie was willing to give it a try
though, if not for herself, but for Amanda’s sake. She wanted her little girl
to grow up knowing who her daddy was.



From: "Jaime" <JaimeBoler@yahoo.com> 
Date: Fri Aug 10, 2001 10:48 am
Subject: (Story) Laying It All on the Table

Robin sat on the floor with her back propped up against the bed. 
Colby reclined on the bed above her.

With a slight slur, Robin began, "I was in high school when they 
came, the lizards. All I cared about were boys, clothes, and 
makeup," she laughed hysterically. "But that's how all my friends 
were, too." She hiccuped and giggled.

"When they came here, I was apprehensive and scared a little. But 
life went on, you know, at least at first. But then it all changed. 
Polly got picked on at school for being a scientist's daughter, Daddy 
was so scared--Daddy! We went on the run and hid in a pool house. 
But Daniel turned us in and we left for the mountains. It was so 
horrible there. Nothing to do. We couldn't really go outside. No 
MTV and no one my age," she paused and shut her eyes.

"Daddy took me to a Resistance hideout in L.A. and it was no 
better. I went for a walk--I just wanted to be in the light. I got 
caught. See, I thought I was in love and that he loved me, but I 
didn't know what love was. I still don't, I'm afraid. I was 
rescued. But my mother was killed and we hid with the Resistance. 
Our lives changed forever." Tears began to roll silently down her 
cheeks.

"I found out I was pregnant. Pregnant at 17. I couldn't tell them 
about the father. Not then. I had twins. One died, and the other 
was not normal. I was very depressed, upset, and angry. Angry at my 
parents, the Visitors, my baby, myself, him, the whole world."

She turned around and looked at Colby, "Have you ever killed 
anybody? Because of the war?"

Colby nodded, "Yeah, I have."

"But you had to, right? It was war, right? Kill or be killed?"

"Yeah, something like that."

"I know. See, I killed somebody. But it wasn't in combat. I was 
over the edge, that's just what it felt like. There was nowhere to 
go. I killed him--my baby's father." She was crying openly now.

"I just couldn't help it. I snapped, see. Why am I telling you all 
of this? God, I don't know. I'm really bombed. Colby, I'm sorry."

He smiled, "It's okay, Robin." He pulled her up and onto the bed. 
He wrapped his arms around her and she cried on his shoulder. "Sshh. 
You're okay. That's over. They are all gone now--even him."

Robin pulled back, "How, how'd you know he was a Visitor?"

"Well," he began, "you said you were captured and I just thought..."

"You're right."

He continued to hold her. After her cries subsided, he said, "Robin, 
let's get you into bed. Come on."

He helped her into bed. "You're a really great guy, Colby. A real 
gentleman," she giggled.

"Can't argue with you there, darlin'. You get some sleep."

She was out like a light.

'All the rumors. All true. Rei was right. She won't sway me. No,' 
he thought.

He'd do his job and then he'd find Rei. But he was enjoying this cat 
and mouse game. It excited him. He believed her, sure. His brother 
had broken quite a number of hearts. But she shouldn't have killed 
Brian. 

'No, not my brother. So now you'll pay,' he promised.




From: "Bill" <bb1678@hotmail.com> 
Date: Fri Aug 10, 2001 6:15 pm
Subject: (Story) Turth and lies [Part 3]


Joint Post by Bill and Jaime

The double doors of the conference room closed behind Diana, "Make 
sure no one gets in or out of that room." The trooper bowed his head 
slightly, "Yes, Commander."

Diana made her way to along the corridor. She spotted Nigel down the 
far end, his back towards her. Diana watched him, analyzing his body 
language, watching his frantic pacing. She walked towards him,
trying to be as silent as possible, but her first step alerted him.

Nigel straightened up and realized that it was Diana. "Ah, Commander, 
am I to assume your meeting with Elizabeth is over?"
"No, it is not over yet; I have left Elizabeth to give her some 
privacy. She needs time alone to make a decision."
Nigel's face showed both his puzzlement and his concern, "A decision? 
What kind of decision?"
"A personal matter..."
"I see," he was surprised and couldn't contain his worry. 'Careful, 
you must tread carefully,' he warned himself.

"You seem worried about something, Nigel?" 
"Worried? What gave you that impression?" he asked, trying to sound 
nonchalant, but not fooling Diana.
Diana smiled, "Years of training in Psychology… you are clearly 
worried about something."
"Well, I..." he paused and collected his composure. "Yes I am 
worried, but it's just a personal problem. In fact, it's not really a 
problem at all. You know what happens when you have time alone--the 
mind wanders sometimes..."
Diana's eyes widened slightly, "Really? It seems to me that you
are worried about Elizabeth?"
"Elizabeth? Oh, no, it's nothing related to her, Diana..."
"Nigel, I'm not stupid... you are clearly involved with her... 
Emotionally involved."
He was taken aback. "That's not the case; we are merely friends, 
it's nothing deeper than that, I assure you!"
"I hope for your sake it is nothing deeper... she already has 
someone." 
"Yes, I know... Kyle Bates," Nigel's admission sounded 
bitter. "Speaking of Bates, what are you planning to do with him 
exactly? An execution perhaps?" He brightened at the thought.
"I have no reason to execute him..."
"But he's apart of the resistance!" Nigel shouted vehemently. 
"Surely you must eliminate him, once you are through with him, of 
course."
Diana smiled, "Who says I'm through with him?"
Diana continued, "Elizabeth cares for him... If we are to be on 
friendly terms with the Star-child, we can't hurt Kyle Bates now... 
can we?" 
He knew she was right but the hurt didn't leave him, "I see your 
point."
They made their way to bridge, "Excuse me, Nigel. I have to make a 
call."
"Of course, Diana."

Diana walked over to the communications station. "Open a channel to 
the den-sho'na detention centre, get me the detention commander."
The communications officer nodded. "I'll take it in the commander's 
station."

Diana walked into her new office, though the official name is 
the "Commander's Station". She sat in front of her desk, waiting
for the incoming transmission. As she waited, her thoughts returned 
to Elizabeth. 
She resisted the urge to spy upon her, `She might be
my enemy, but I would trust her, more than some of my peers…' She
smiled crookedly at the irony.

The display screen on the desk bleeped, snapping her away from the 
thoughts. "I have the commander on short range channel, commander."
Diana pressed the button on the base of the display. A reptilian face 
appeared on the display, "Ah Diana, nice to hear from you... How can 
I help?"
"I want Kyle Bates transferred to my ship immediately."
The elder visitor tried to keep his annoyance from being too obvious.
"Why didn't you just keep him on the mothership after you
converted him? It would have saved a lot of work..."
Diana's face dropped slightly, "You must learn to keep that mouth
of yours shut... It may get you into trouble some day! Fortunately 
for you, all communications to the commander's station is heavily 
encrypted."
"My apologies Diana, I didn't think..."
"Just see that the transfer is uneventful... I'm sure you can handle 
that..."
"Yes of course..."
"Good. I expect him here on the hour. Diana out."
Diana swiftly exited the commander's station and headed back to the 
conference room. 



From: JMacleod@paonline.com 
Date: Fri Aug 10, 2001 7:31 pm
Subject: (Story)..."Morning sickness...."

The first thing that hit her upon waking was the smell of coffee. 
The second was music; it was coming from downstairs in the office 
section of the building. Jenna looked to her right Rei was still 
sleeping. She had a feeling the Rei had, had less sleep in the past 
days then she had. She yawned and stretched and just soaked in the 
sounds around her. She could hear Tyler yelling at one of the guys, 
all she could catch was, "…. No, Damn it I said that way!" Jenna 
snickered, "Always giving orders." She mumbled quietly. The other 
sounds where even fainter, possibly a truck was being offloaded. She 
threw back the covers and padded over to the nearest window that 
looked down on the yard below. She could see Pheadon and Daryian 
lugging boxes into the building. Had to be the Medical supplies she 
had ordered a few days before. It was the only thing they had left 
to bring in.

She sighed and headed to her duffel to pull out the day's clothes. 
She chose a pair of old blue jeans and a faded blue sweatshirt that 
she loved. She headed for the nearest bathroom and with the clothes 
tucked under one arm and rummaging through her makeup kit for her 
toothbrush she didn't notice Rei stir from sleep.

Rei sat up in her bed, she got up and reached for her duffel bag 
pulling out a pack of cigarettes from the carton she had purchased 
just before Jenna came to get her. She sat up and waited for Jenna to 
finish in the bathroom. She watched as Jenna walked out without a 
word. Rei got out of bed and walked in; she splashed cold water on 
her face. She used her shirt to dry off her face and walked out of 
the bathroom and into the adjacent room.

Rei looked at the punching bag and mat on the floor. She began 
punching the bag hitting it in precise locations. "You know he's is 
still looking for me, Criti'Yan that is. He wants me to help him." 
Rei said punching the bag more furiously.

Jenna froze, toothbrush still gripped in her hand and a little 
white foam around her mouth. She gazed over at Rei for a moment in 
silence before continuing to brush. She did so slowly and then 
padded back into the bathroom and rinsed her mouth out and came back 
into the room. She watched Rei silently. In a bid for time she came 
over and steadied the bag so Rei's blows would be more effective. 

"I hope you know you're safe here with me." She said low. She saw 
Daryian and Pheadon pass the door with more boxes. They ignored the 
girls and kept going. She wanted to give a helping hand but realized 
this might be her chance to get Rei to open up a little. "When did 
you last hear from him, and how close to finding you do you think her 
is?" She asked Rei.

Rei gulped hard and got a far off look in her eyes. "It's not a 
matter of how close or how far he is to finding me. It's a matter of 
how determined he is and how much he's enjoying the hunt." Rei said. 
Rei leaned against the wall and looked at Jenna. "For him and his 
family the thrill doesn't come in the completion of the task but the 
hunt itself. This is Criti'Yan's favorite part. I have always been 
his favorite prey ever since I was in the Youth Corps. He wanted me 
and he waited patiently mapping out his moves, calculating his steps 
till he finally got what he wanted." Rei said. "What do you think my 
brother
would say if he knew? If he knew that I had spied on him for a year 
and never said anything? If he knew that the sister he adored sold 
her soul to Diana? What do you think he would do if he knew she had 
spent countless nights in a cold blooded killer's bed? Better yet 
what do you think Kyle would say if he knew his sister's name is 
synonymous with traitor?" Rei asked letting out a bitter laugh. Rei 
hit the bag a couple of more times. She took precise jabs at the 
punching bag. Jenna watched as Rei fought her own demons. Suddenly 
she beat the bag furiously. Then out of nowhere she spun around and 
kicked the bag so hard it snapped from where it was hanging and hit 
the ground. Rei began to shake. She lit a cigarette trying to calm 
down. She pushed past Jenna and went into their room. She grabbed her 
bag and darted into the bathroom. Rei turned on the shower and got 
in. She sat there on the floor ice cold water hitting her trying to 
fight the tears in her eyes.

Jenna sat with a lump in her throat. The last few days had been 
hard and she missed Galin's strength. She sighed and thought of the 
young girl in the bathroom. Kyle loved her so much and Jenna had 
also looked at Rei as a little sister. Beside Galin and Tyler, Rei 
was the only other person she considered "Family". 

She got up and made her way to the bathroom. She was shocked at 
the way she found Rei sitting in the shower but didn't show it, 
instead she grabbed a towel, turned off the water and dragged Rei 
into a standing position. She wrapped the large towel around her and 
grabbed another smaller towel from the rack behind her. She used 
that to towel dry Rei's hair, when she was done she stepped back and 
looked at Rei quietly a moment before speaking.

"Get dressed and meet me downstairs in fifteen minutes we have work 
to do and I need you together, and Rei, I'm saying this only once, 
you do NOT need to worry about this monster. I'll kill the bastard 
myself if he even comes near you. Kyle loves you, still does always 
has and that will never change. As for your name…that can be 
changed. You and I both now how, I'm not saying it's going to be 
easy but I have faith in you. You can do this! Now get dressed!" 

With this Jenna left and slammed the bathroom door behind her and 
made her way downstairs. She was nervous, and hungry. One seemed to 
always lead to the other.

Rei sat there for a minute. The girl buried deep inside who was a 
part of The Three Musketeers, the girl that use to ride horses with 
her brother and Jenna, the girl full of hope longed to believe in 
what Jenna had said. But then the memories of who she
had become came flooding back to her. Rei stood slowly and got 
dressed. She looked in the mirror lit a cigarette and 
said. "Showtime." With that Rei began to walk down stairs.



From: wendy mills <wendymypooh_2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Sat Aug 11, 2001 6:38 pm
Subject: An Uncomfortable Silence part 2

After waiting another couple of minutes for Mike to speak up, Julie pushed away
from the door and took a deep breath. She tried to think up something to say in
order to get Mike's attention and couldn't remember when it was she had ever
felt so awkward around a man before. It almost felt like she was back in high
school asking a cute boy she liked whether he wanted to go to the movies with
her. She let out a wry chuckle that startled Mike out of his reverie. He
looked over at her with a questioning look upon his face, not knowing if he
hadn't heard the joke she had told because he was so lost in thought or if she
was laughing at him.

"I was trying to remember when it was that I had last felt so awkward with
trying to start up a conversation with a guy." she told him with a grin. 

"High school right?" Mike said, smiling back at her.

Julie looked surprised. " How did you know?"

"Who didn't feel awkward back then." Mike replied.

"Surely you jest. When have you ever felt awkward? I bet the girls were lining
up at your feet." Julie teased. 

"Only in my dreams. You must have had boys following you around wherever you
went." Mike teased her back.

"Only in my dreams." Julie mumbled in retort.

Mike grinned again and Julie found herself returning it. Their eyes caught and
held for several seconds and Julie felt a familiar pain tug at her heart. The
look in Mike's green eyes clearly told Julie that he still cared for her and
she was both thrilled and frightened by it. Knowing that Mike still had
feelings for her sent a warm, tingling sensation throughout her body, followed
immediately by a rush of fear. Not a fear of Mike trying to force her to do
something she didn't want to, she knew she was perfectly safe with Mike in that
aspect. But the fear of never getting over the rape enough to let another man
get close to her again( Mike specifically) and having that fear chase him away.

Julie averted her gaze from Mike's as a sudden urge to cry swept over her. She
bit down hard on her lip until she tasted blood and shook her head to clear it
of unwanted memories. When she had succeeded in calming herself, she lifted her
head up to look at Mike. 

" I could use some coffee. Want some?" she asked quickly.

"Sounds good to me." Mike replied softly, having caught a glimpse of her face
before she had lowered it and knew that offering to make coffee was her way of
saying she needed a few minutes to compose herself.

"Why don't you make yourself comfortable and I'll go start the coffee." Julie
told him, gesturing toward the couch before heading for the kitchen.

Instead of sitting down as Julie had suggested, Mike chose to remain standing
in order to give the room a more thorough look. The walls of the cottage were
an eggshell color and sparsely decorated with pictures of playing, laughing
children and animals by that artist, Charles something or other, that he knew
Julie was particularly fond of. The living room set was of earth tones with oak
accents, as was the coffee table, end tables, bookshelves and the cabinet that
held Julie's tv, stereo and vcr. Throw pillows in slightly bolder colors were
positioned at the ends of the couch and on the chairs and blended with the
cream and brown carpeting. There were several boxes stacked in a corner of the
living room along side the bookshelves. And a baby's swing and playpen were
setup in another corner.

He was still puzzling over why Julie would have baby furniture, when she
returned from the kitchen carrying two steaming coffee cups. Mike took the cup
Julie offered him and followed her over to the couch where they both sat down.
He took a sip of the hot liquid and was pleased to find that Julie had
remembered that he liked his with two spoons of sugar and no cream. 

While she had been in the kitchen waiting for the coffee to brew, Julie had
been doing some thinking on how best to tell Mike about Amanda. She had
finally decided that the best way to tell him that he had a daughter was to
break it to him as gently as she could and hoped he took it well. She set her
coffee cup down on the table and turned to face Mike.


"Mike, there's something I have to tell you." she began.

"What is it?" Mike asked softly.

Before Julie could reply, a loud wail pierced the quiet interior of the cottage.


From: "Susan" <susnow@yahoo.com> 
Date: Mon Aug 13, 2001 11:40 pm
Subject: (story) Commander Gerald

The commander of what used to be the San Francisco Mothership sat 
eating lunch, and was enjoying Spinoza's political and theological 
treatises when her executive officer entered the room. 

Sub-commander Theodore was always surprised to see her physical 
appearance, even after two months serving under her. She was the 
oddest superior officer he'd ever had, and it glaringly showed up on 
the outside of her. Gerald was a female, but no human or Visitor 
looking at her the first time would ever realize that, because the 
bodysuit she wore was undeniably male. She was tall and blond, and 
she had a nice tenor voice to match her chosen physique.

Theodore was blunt about it. "The humans may not have known 
at first that you're a woman, but they know by now. And they laughed 
at you."

Gerald retorted. "Let them laugh. They'll underestimate me that 
way. They always have."

Theodore chuckled at that. It was one of the things he loved 
about Gerald. She always appreciated verbal opposition, even when it 
was insulting. Gerald was the type of commander who liked to have all 
feelings about her, positive or negative, out in the open. And, she 
didn't mind her underlings questioning her decisions, because, as far 
as Gerald was concerned, the whole invasion wasn't really about her. 
And she was always ready to hammer that point home to anyone . . .

"Theodore, there is really only one fight here. And that is: 
Whenever more than one intelligent species exists in the universe, 
there will always be conflict, and only one of those species will 
dominate. Examples from both our history and human history prove this 
to be true. One group either dominates or exterminates the other. You 
and I are fortunate to be the dominators and exterminators, and I 
intend to do everything in my power to make sure it stays that way. 
It's unfortunate that other Commanders in the Fleet don't have the 
same attitude that I have, but then, many of those who didn't 
remember that basic fact aren't around anymore . . . 

"I expect loyalty from you, Theodore, but not because I'm your 
Commander and you love me so much. I expect it because loyalty to me 
means loyalty to your Race. Having power is a responsibility, and the 
perks that come with that power exist merely to make that 
responsibility easier for those who have it. When we Commanders have 
the responsibility to protect our Race's survival and dominance, we 
don't really have time to shine our own boots, do we?"

"No, Commander."

"So, if plotting against me for my position is more important to 
you than the survival of your own Race, I will personally transfer 
you to another command with my highest letter of recommendation. 
Which do you prefer?"

Theodore was stunned in admiration. He was exactly the kind of 
person who would plot for a higher position, but the bluntness of her 
statement made it hard to refuse. "I'll stay here, Commander."

"Good!" Gerald smiled in genuine happiness. "You can relax now."

Theodore smiled in return.

"By the way, Theo, I personally prefer extermination to 
domination, because there's always the chance of rebellion if the 
subservient race is kept alive. But the humans may have a weakness in 
that might prevent them from ever dominating us in return. Sit down." 

He took a seat.

Gerald took some of the contents of her lunch and held them up. 
It was a flipper from a dolphin. "Take the dolphin, for example. It 
has a large enough brain all right, but ... it doesn't have the 
means to make tools, so it can never build the means to dominate. Now 
take the human ... "

Gerald reached for a severed hand that had been lying right next 
to the flipper. "This species has evolved an opposable thumb which 
allows it to build tools. But ... its females have lactation, and 
its offspring take a longer time to mature ...."

"I'm not following you," he admitted.

"It's just a theory of mine. Their weakness is that human females 
must spend a great deal more energy taking care of their children 
than our females, so that less of their females' energy can be 
utilized in other activities. To have a healthy baby, they must 
breastfeed, furthering dependence on the mother, whereas I, for 
example, would never have to do that. And once that attachment is 
there, it remains stronger than the father's attachment to it. And 
because of this imbalance, their men and women will always be in 
stronger conflict with each other. Then, add in the longer maturation 
of the offspring, and it only gets worse."

"In our species, offspring and parent have greater independence 
from each other because of quicker maturation, so not so much energy 
is required taking to take care of our children; and the males of our 
species have an equal chance of providing nourishment to our 
hatchlings, therefore less conflict between men and women."

She paused for effect. Theodore nodded.

"All of which frees up energy that can be spent in dominating and 
exterminating, which humans have less of ...it's no secret that 
where the humans developed baby formula and bottle feeding, the men 
and women are more equal to each other, and the technology is 
greater. But, even so, there is still the problem of delayed 
maturation."

Gerald's eyes twinkled at Theodore.

"All of which gives Sirian women such as myself more time to do 
the business of advancing our Race. But, unfortunately, all this can 
change. The humans could develop incubators, or find a way to 
increase offspring maturation rates. Which, Theodore, is another 
reason why I favor extermination."

She picked up the hand she'd used for the demonstration and 
continued nibbling on it. Then she handed it over to Theodore.

"Want some?"

From: "Jaime" <JaimeBoler@yahoo.com> 
Date: Tue Aug 14, 2001 2:32 pm
Subject: (Story) Warning in the Guise of a Dream


Robin slept fitfully and dreamed rather unpleasant dreams. She 
dreamed of her daughter, but Elizabeth was still a child in her 
dreams.

They were both on the mother ship but were separated. Robin was 
lost and couldn't find her way along the corridors that seemed to go 
on forever. Seeing the entrance to another passageway with a key 
still in the control, Robin hurried to it and pushed it in. With an 
almost musical sound, the door opened and she stepped through.

A man in a Visitor uniform stood at the other end of a large 
room. His back was to Robin.

"Brian?" she asked softly. But she knew it wasn't Brian.

Suddenly, Elizabeth appeared beside her. The child seemed to 
materialize out of thin air and Robin breathed a sigh of relief. 
Elizabeth grabbed Robin's hand.

"Mommy," Elizabeth began, "you're not safe here. You have to 
go. Please, Mommy. He's not who you think."

Robin was puzzled at what she said but she didn't argue with her 
daughter. Elizabeth used all her strength to drag Robin out of the 
room and back out to the main corridor. Robin wondered who the man 
was she didn't get a chance to look back.

She looked around, trying to find a way to safety. But nowhere 
was safe on the mother ship. Not for her and not for her daughter. 
She turned back toward Elizabeth. To her horror, Elizabeth was 
gone. Robin was all alone in the cavernous passageway. Opening her 
mouth, she started to call out for Elizabeth.

"Elizabeth?!" the sound echoed and Robin cringed. 'Stupid, 
stupid, you'll draw the Visitors here.'

The hair stood up on the back of Robin's neck and she knew that 
something was behind her. She hated to look and see what it was but 
she had to.

Slowly, Robin turned around. A large lizard was making its way 
toward her. The creature appeared similar to a Komodo dragon and 
Robin screamed. Terror filled her and her limbs wouldn't move. She 
had to run, but she didn't know where to go. The lizard advanced 
forward toward her and the look in its eyes told Robin it was 
hungry. Robin knew it was going to kill her.

Out of thin air again, Elizabeth materialized. "Come on, 
Mommy! We've got to go!"

With all her might, Robin moved her body, and she and Elizabeth 
ran down the passageway. But the lizard continued toward them...




From: wendy mills <wendymypooh_2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Tue Aug 14, 2001 11:48 pm
Subject: Daddy



While Julie had been in the kitchen waiting for the coffee to brew, she had
been doing some thinking on how best to tell Mike about Amanda. She had finally
decided that the best way to tell him that he had a daughter was to break it to
him as gently as she could and hoped he took it well. She set her coffee cup
down on the table and turned to face Mike.

"Mike, there's something I have to tell you." she began.

"What is it?" Mike asked softly.

Before Julie had a chance to answer Mike's question, a loud wail pierced the
quiet interior of the cottage, startling both of them.

"What was that?" Mike exclaimed, setting his coffee cup down on the coffee
table and leaping to his feet. He scanned the living room with his eyes,
searching for possible in an effort to identify whatever or whoever it was that
had made the high keening sound and determine whether it posed a threat to him
and Julie

Although she had been equally as startled by the wail as Mike had, Julie had
quickly recovered and recognized the sound as Amanda's. Julie had quickly
learned that the single wail was Amanda's way of alerting her mother or whoever
was watching her that she was awake and wanting up. Julie also knew that if she
didn't come quickly enough to pick Amanda up, that more wails would shortly
follow and continue until her daughter got her way. Impatience was only one of
many personality traits that Amanda seemed to have inherited from Mike. 

"Doesn't appear to have come from anywhere in hear. Maybe I should check out
the rest of the cottage to see what I can find?" Mike whispered.

Julie fought the urge to burst out laughing over Mike's overreaction to hearing
their daughter cry for the first time as she rose to stand beside him. When she
thought that she had her laughter under control, she reached out a hand and
touched Mike's arm. Mike glanced down at her questioningly.

"Mike, that sound came from what I kind of wanted to talk to you about." Julie
told him.

"It is?" Mike asked in surprise.

"Yes, it is. Wait here." Julie told him cryptically and then crossed to the
closed door that he had seen during his earlier perusal of the living room. 

Julie let herself quickly into her bedroom and found Amanda sitting sleepily up
in the middle of her bed. Her daughter's green eyes lit up when she recognized
her mother and a wide grin split her face. Julie stepped over to the bed and
swept Amanda up into her arms and hugged her, at the same time feeling the
bottom of her diaper to see if she needed to be changed. It was still dry.

As she opened the door and stepped out into the living room with Amanda in her
arms, Julie's pulse began to race and her heart to thump maddeningly against
the wall of her chest cavity.She had been both anticipating and dreading this
moment ever since she had found out for sure that Amanda was Mike's, unsure of
how Mike would react to knowng he had fathered another child.

Mike's eyes widened in surprise as he took in the baby in Julie's arms. It was
obvious to him that the child was girl as she was dressedin a pretty pink
playsuit and had a matching ribbon in her dark, wavy brown hair. There was
something in the young girl's green eyes and smile that made him catch his
breath and his eyes dart to Julie's face and then back to the toddler's.

"Who's this?" Mike asked softly, his eyes never leaving the toddler's cherubic
face.

"This is Amanda." Julie said hoarsely. " She's your daughter."



From: "Tamie Kwist" <amanda_donovan2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Wed Aug 15, 2001 9:38 am
Subject: (story) Daddy...continued


Mike stood there for a few seconds taking it all in. He didn't have 
to question whether this child was his or not, in spite of all that 
had happened in his absence from Julie's life. This child seemed to 
have a few distinct Donovan characteristics, ones that she shared 
with her big brother.
...Sean... Mike suddenly remembered, squinted his eyes and felt a 
tear form in the corner of one of them... Don't start that now, 
Donovan, he told himself.
Julie watched Amanda stare back at her with a puzzled look. She 
neither smiled nor protested and Mike was doing about the same.
"Well?" she boldly interrupted his thoughts.
"I can't get over how much she looks like Sean," he said softly.
"You mean you?"
He nodded slowly, "Now for the obvious question..."
Without a warning, Amanda, started her wailing again and squirmed 
in his arms. "Well, okay. Maybe you and I can get acquainted later," 
said Donovan, giving her back to Julie who turned away with her and 
headed back to the kitchen. Amanda didn't stop crying this time.
Julie pulled a bottle out of the fridge and heated it up in her 
oversized microwave.
"Any chance you could've told me about this sooner?" Donovan 
questioned. "I would've liked to have attended her birth, been there 
with you-"
"No, you wouldn't have," Julie blurted out.
Only Mike didn't realize that she was referring to her own mental 
turmoil at the time, and not a blatant wish for him not to be there.
"What makes you think that? I'm the one who begged you to stay, 
remember?"
'Just what I need now, another argument', she thought, 'he'd 
probably be comforted to know why... strange as it may be.'
"They had to put me out," she confessed, hearing her voice 
crack. "I didn't want to have anything to do with her until I knew 
that she was yours."
"And then you took one look at her and said-?"
"-No," she cut him off, putting the plastic container back 
together. "I didn't really look at her until a couple weeks ago. My 
mother's had her all this time. And then when we got Sean, I was able 
to do a conclusive DNA test and know for sure."
He felt like a heel for second, realizing that he had taken the 
fact that Amanda was his for granted, when Julie, on the other hand, 
had probably been through hell wondering. More thoughts came to his 
mind, like wondering how to introduce their little miracle to the 
resistance. Maybe taking Julie out there wasn't such a good idea 
after all. They'd definitely be safer away from the front lines of 
the war.
"I was thinking about maybe going back to Los Angeles with you," 
said Julie after a few seconds of silence, and a trip to the couch 
for Amanda's mealtime.
"I don't know if that's such a good idea," he admitted, going to 
get a warmup on his coffee and hers.
"Please, Mike," she felt like a child begging her father for a new 
toy... "I don't feel safe here."
He could see the tears and fear in her eyes and remembered watching 
her fasten all the locks on the door only a moments ago and thought 
how ironic it was, how much he'd wanted her to go back with him, when 
he thought it was going to be just the two of them and Sean, and how 
much things had changed in only a matter of seconds since those 
thoughts had last crossed his mind. Strange, she would ask his 
permission, he thought. When Julie wanted something bad enough, she 
usually just did it... but to answer her question now, he couldn't, 
because he had a strange feeling he'd be listening to his heart on 
the matter instead of his head.
"Look," he sighed, "I think maybe we need a little time to think 
all this through. I think we both want what’s best for her. It’s been a 
long day and-" he stopped for a second to watch his daughter as if 
falling in love for the first time...



From: "Karin " <karinosterman@telia.com> 
Date: Wed Aug 15, 2001 11:04 am
Subject: Story: Remember part 2


Ulrika was sitting in the airplane, she was fanley going to tell 
Robin the thurth about her and wart she have down. She fell the tires 
in her eyes.
She will never forget herself to do her mums cousiens daugher any 
harm.
Ulrika have never realy understand the danger Robin is in. She know 
thart the Visitorys wanted her badly.
How will she tell the things the knows to her and will she belive 
her. She hope thart Pierre have not find Robin jet. He´s so dangers. 
She have meet him on a holiday she was madly in love with him., She
never gueast thart he was a lizard. The chock she have. The things he 
said to her. 
She know the true story about Brian and have he was taking. She was
there. How can she tell Robin thart she know Brian. Her feeled sik to 
this. She did not want this to happend. But the truth will come
out. "Maggie, you have never said anything. You have alway take care 
off me in this times." 
Ulrika look upp and saw have people was looking at her. She took up 
her mirror and look, she have read eyes and it?s look as the have
been criyning.
"I have a resent to cry!" said her maid. Her qilt to
things in the past how lead to this domeday.
Pierre will get anyone a was in the deal to killed Brian, specill 
Robin.


From: "Karin " <karinosterman@telia.com> 
Date: Wed Aug 15, 2001 11:28 am
Subject: Story: Remember part 3


"Brian, I remeber Brian like he have talk to her today". Ulrika look 
out off the window. She have meet him in Sweden, he was here on a 
meeting around the Vistorry friendsorginationsen. She have go there 
to se him. Robin letter did like she want to se him. And she 
understand way Robin was in love with him. She did not fall fore him 
at first. She was a friend becose how is he. She did not know him. 
She have seen Daniel and she know him from the time she was in L.A. 
She had to talk to Daniel, maby he know something about Robin. Daniel 
was happy to se me. And he interdose me to Brian and say she was a 
cousin to Robin. Not true but she could not blame him fore not to 
rember thart. Brian have something strange in his eyes then Daniel 
talkt about Robin. Something was troble him. After a week, the want 
back and she want with them. Nobody leved in the Maxwells house so I 
move in. Ulrika was meeting Daniel mostley, she know him well.
So Ulrika beging to know Brian. He was a big mistoury.
He like to be in her present, maby becose he´s missing Robin. She 
think.
Ulrika was never in this group, but I was neding Daniels freindship 
to surway.
So Daniel meet Maggie and Ulrika and Brian. One day she heard her 
talk on then the phone. She talk about Robin and something thart she 
was pregment. Ulrika thanted to know more so she start to talk to 
her. And she say thart she know Robin.
Thart night then the was taking Brian. Ulrika know thart something 
was going to happning, but not thart. She was very nervuse and so 
three man came and thart was some argrument. One off them hit Brian 
with a buttle and was going to Daniel and talk about Ruby. Ulrika 
have a small memory about her and she find out there thart Daniel was 
reponsebel to her death. Úlrika live in the firsth moment. Ulrika 
fleed out of the country to Sweden and hidd there to the Vistorory 
was gon.
Ulrika find out thart Robin have twins. Elizabeth her daougher was a 
live. The other one was dead. And Robin killed Brian. She know him, 
but he hade hurt Robin and she was the one hows was the must importen 
betving them. She hade talk to Robin, but she never could said thart 
she know Brian.
The second invation came and Ulrika was trappt in Europe. To my 
happines the vistitorys will not come to Sweden. The read dust stop 
them. She did a stuperd thing then she thent on holiday.
Ulrika meeat a handsome man and she feel in love at the firt side. 
He`s was charming and very nice. He´s name was Pierre.
Afther a way he ask her thart have happend to me under the Vistors 
first ockupeston of Earth and she told him. Ulrika want him to know. 
He smield and at her and started to laughe at her.
"Thank you, Ulrika, you have destroy you Cousin Robin." I look at him 
and did not understand wat he mend. He told Ulrika to her face. He 
was Brians friend. "Brians friend?" she ask and he said nothing more. 
He tired her upp and let her there. He said to her thart he will come 
back and killed her to any day, but firth he will killed Robin. He 
will killed her becose thart Ulrika was one of them to trick Brian. 
He will waint to play thith her, like a cat play with the dinner. He 
want to se her soffer."HOw will come firt to Robin you or me?"he ask 
Ulrika and hit her and she thourt no she will died. When Ulrika was
waking she was in Sweden. She fleed home and get her things to save 
Robin and worn the recistens. She hope thart Pierre never chanse his 
face or alse they have no chanse at all.
She tolk up her salephone and she ringed to Robin´s father ransch and
nobody was anser the phonecall. Ulrika look out of the windos,"Please 
let it not be to late."

From: wendy mills <wendymypooh_2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Wed Aug 15, 2001 9:25 pm
Subject: Skulking


Siras had slunk out of Maitland's cottage a mere couple of minutes before the
first police vehicle had screeched to a halt outside. He had barely managed to
hide himself in the dark shadows of a cottage two cottages down from Maitland's
and watch with slitted eyes as he watched the two officers climb out of their
patrol car and approach the cottage with their service revolvers drawn and
cautiously approach the open front door. 

With nearly a gleeful anticipation he watched as the officers entered
Maitland's cottage and almost immediately retreat back outside. One officer
barely made it to the front lawn before beginning to retch and the other only a
few steps more. Their obvious distress over his handiwork made him snort with
silent laughter. Human males seemed to pride themselves on being tough and yet
they couldn't handle just a little blood?

As he continued to watch, another vehicle arrived, this one he identified as
that of being an ambulance. It was what had been used to take him to the
hospital when that wretched woman Julie Parrish had shot him and Sean. While
that one had been used in helping to imprison him, he knew that the vehicle was
primarily used to rush people in health distress to a medical center where they
could receive help for their ailments. He didn't think that it was going to be
of much use here. There wasn't enough left of Dr. Maitland or his friend for the
vehicle or its attendants to find let alone help.

More police vehicles arrived, among them a black car, in which he watched two
bulky black bags placed after a policeman had removed them from inside. It was
obvious to him that the two black bags held what remained of Maitland's and his
friend’s body after he was through eating. Even a carnivore like himself who
relished the tender flesh of human meat, over that of one of their ill raised
rodents, didn't eat everything. 

A short time later another car squealed to a stop behind the police cars and
the person he was looking for, Julie Parrish, jumped out of the driver's side
and ran between the parked cars to the front lawn of Maitland's house, followed
closely by a tall, dark-haired man. Both were stopped from proceeding any
closer by a police officer. He couldn't hear the words that were being
exchanged, but he could almost feel the woman's distress over learning the fate
of her friend. He was sure that if Julie Parrish knew that she was
inadvertently responsible for her friend's death, then she would most certainly
have fallen apart. He would most certainly use the information to torment her
before he killed her, because more than anything he wanted her to suffer for
keeping him imprisoned. For causing him undue pain and making him go without
food simply because she could. 

He watched attentively as the woman was led back to the car by her friend, who
placed her in the passenger side of the car and then climbed in behind the
wheel. They drove a short distance down the road to another cottage and got
out. A smile played across his lips as he thought of the coming fun he was
about to have.


From: wendy mills <wendymypooh_2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Thu Aug 16, 2001 2:16 am
Subject: Togetherness


"Look," Mike sighed, "I think maybe we need a little time to think all this
through. I think we both want what's best for her. It's been a long day and-"
he stopped for a second to watch his daughter as if falling in love for the
first time...

Julie held Amanda cradled in her left arm and held the bottle upright with her
right hand. Amanda's cherubic cheeks puckered with the strain of keeping her
lips firmly planted on the nipple of her bottle while she drank. One small hand
reached up to lightly touch the hand that held the bottle, before falling away
again a few seconds later. 

Mike found himself mesmerized by every single motion or sound that Amanda did,
feeling a rush of emotions he had long since forgotten rise up inside of him
once again. Wonder, hope, love, pride, fear and protectiveness rushed through
him at such an alarming speed that his breath caught in his throat. It wasn't
that the love he had felt for Sean at his birth had lessened as he had gotten
older, it had only changed to accommodate each new phase he went through until
it settled into the deep love he now carried. 

Julie silently observed Mike as he gazed at their daughter and she felt her
heart swell with love for him all over again. It was true that their
relationship had never been an easy one from the start, but they had always
managed to find a common ground somewhere. It was only after the war with the
Visitors had ended and they had begun to create a new life with one another
that she had realized that she didn't know what she had wanted. She knew that
she loved Mike, but hadn't felt at all ready to settle down and get married
like he had wanted. That was why she had chosen to take the job working for
Hannah Donnenfield at Brook Cove. It was a chance to live apart from Mike and
really take stock of her life and what she wanted in it. 

Only she had never gotten the chance to decide for herself what she wanted. It
had been taken all away from some cruel stranger on her second night in
Manhattan. After the rape she had had a hard enough time functioning like a
normal person and just hearing a man's voice in the same room with her had
nearly sent her into hysterics. She had thought then that it would be better if
Mike ever forget that she existed, as that was how she felt as well. Slowly
though she had begun to get used to hearing men's voices as neither Pete nor
Steve would let her out of their sight for too long. Gradually she had begun to
get over the rape, gone back to work, gave birth to Amanda and given her to her
mom to raise as she knew she was incapable of caring for a child she had
conceived through rape. Always though, at the back of her head, was the
suspicion that Amanda was really Mike's, conceived during that last night they
had spent together before she had come to Manhattan.

Feeling eyes upon him, Mike dragged his gaze away from Amanda's to focus on the
face of her mother's. Julie's blue eyes were shiny with unshed tears of
happiness and pride and...dare he hope…love as she looked at him. His own heart
swelled with a love for Julie he had not known he still possessed. It was more
than a love a man had for his lover or a husband for a wife, it was the love
that a man had for the woman who had given him the most precious gift he could
ever have. He had felt a similar love for Margie when she had given him Sean,
but even then, Mike knew, it had never been as deep as the love he felt inside
of him for Julie. 

Mike's eyes never left Julie's as he leaned forward, leaning carefully over
Amanda so as not to disturb her as she fed, his mind set on kissing her. Julie
sensed that Mike was about to kiss her and tensed up. She forced herself to
relax, knowing that Mike would never force her to do anything that she wasn't
ready for. Besides she had thought about kissing Mike ever since she had found
out that he was coming to Manhattan. She closed her eyes as Mike's lips
touched hers in a warm, but brief kiss. He drew back almost immediately and
though she knew he had done so for her sake, Julie couldn't help feeling a
little disappointed. When she opened her eyes, Mike's face was still only
inches from hers and she could easily read in them that he had been just as
reluctant to end the kiss as she was. His thoughtfulness for her feelings
warmed her more than the kiss had.

"Um," Mike said, clearing his throat. " It's getting late. Why don't we go to
bed and we can discuss what to do in the morning?"

"Okay." Julie agreed. It had been a long, emotional day and she was tired. "If
you'll hold Amanda while she finishes her bottle, I'll go get some bedding for
you. I hope you don't mind sleeping on the couch. I haven't gotten any
furniture for the spare bedroom."

"After sleeping on an Army cot, sleeping on a couch is a luxury." Mike told her.

Julie carefully handed Amanda to him so that the nipple of the bottle never
left her lips and went in search of sheets, blankets and a pillow for Mike,
while he finished feeding their daughter. Julie was soon back with a pile of
bedding in her arms and Mike rose from the couch so she could make it out for
him. When she was done, Amanda was transferred back into Julie's arms and she
and Mike said their goodnights. For once Julie didn't feel the need to close
and lock her bedroom door behind her, assured that Mike wouldn't allow anything
to harm her or Amanda.


From: wendy mills <wendymypooh_2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Thu Aug 16, 2001 10:57 am
Subject: Unbreakable Bonds


Joint post by Rosie and Wendy. 
Josh sat there his hands tied behind his back. He watched Sean as 
tossed and turned in his sleep. For a moment he felt helpless. Rei was always 
the one who knew how to calm Sean. She would hold him tightly and rock 
him back a forth until the procob withdrawals subsided. He had hoped 
the sedative would have had more of a calming effect but Sean's 
procob dose must have increased dramatically since last they saw 
each other. Josh closed his eyes trying not to think of Rei. God he 
missed her. Being with Sean just made him ache for her even more. He 
knew somewhere inside Sean must be feeling the same. Sean opened his 
eyes briefly. 
"How many more minutes? He asked Josh. 
Josh looked at the clock. He had no idea how long until the procob would wear
off. 
He always tried to have a definitive answer for Sean. So he took what time the
procob normally took to wear off and tripled it. 
"Twelve minutes top buddy." He told him. 

"Where's Rei?" Sean asked sounding more like a scared little 
boy. 
"I don't know bro, I don't know. I was hoping you could tell 
me." Josh replied. 
"I haven't seen her in a year." Sean said. 
Josh sighed realizing he had seen her last. "How is that Sean?" Josh asked. 
"After you left they transferred me to New York. Criti'Yan's orders." Sean
said. 
"What about Rei?" Josh asked. 
"I don't know." Sean said. 
Josh looked down putting the pieces together. Rei must have orchestrated it.
She had done it to keep both of them safe while sacrificing herself in the
process. He looked at Sean. 
"Bro, when I get loose I am going to find her. Are you with me?" 
"You bet." Sean told him. "You have any ideas on how we're going to get out of
here?" 
"I'm working on it. It shouldn't take me too long to work my way loose from
these ropes. As soon as I'm free, I'll untie you and we can go from there."
Josh answered. 
A sudden thought occurred to him. When he had started out in his search for
Sean, he had planned ahead to detox him from the procob. Finding Mike in LA and
learning that Sean had been found and was in a hospital in New York he had
automatically assumed that it was because he was going through procob
withdrawals and was out of control. To him it didn't appear that Sean had any
other injuries, but he knew all too well that looks could be deceiving. Before
he helped Sean escape from the hospital and they started out on their search
for Rei, he wanted to make sure that Sean was healthy enough to be leaving the
hospital. 
"Sean, why did they admit you to the hospital?" he asked. 
The innocent enough question seemed to puzzle Sean for a moment, as if he
wasn't quite clear as to how he had gotten to the hospital or why he was still
there. Then a dark expression crossed over Sean's face as Josh watched, one
that made him shudder involuntarily at the pure evilness in it. It was a look
he had often seen on both Sean and Rei's faces when they were loaded up on
procob and had just returned to the Youth Corps headquarters after an
assignment. 
"Some lady named Julie shot me in the leg. She shot Siras too. Said that she
was trying to rescue me from him, but it's a lie! Siras would never hurt me,
he's my friend! Josh you have to find him! He was hurt pretty bad and they
won't tell me if he's all right! I swear if he's dead, then I'm going to kill
her! No one hurts my friends and gets away with it! No one!" Sean told Josh
heatedly, his voice steadily growing more angry and louder the longer he
talked. 
"Sean, you have to calm down! I'll help you find out what happened to Siras
when we get out of here, but that's not going to happen if a nurse comes in
here and reports to the doctors that you're out of control again! Not only will
they restrain you better, but they'll probably move me to another room!" Josh
ordered, hoping that he could get through to Sean before a nurse came in. 
His hasty order must have sunken into Sean's thick skull, because almost
immediately after he had finished Sean quit shouting. Sean seemed to sink back
onto the hospital bed in near exhaustion and made Josh realize just how weak
his friend really was. Sean was in no condition to even get out of bed, let
alone go traipsing off in search of Rei. As much as he wanted to find Rei and
make sure she was safe, Josh knew that right now he had to instead focus on
helping Sean get better. Once Sean was healthy enough to leave the hospital, he
would resume his search for Rei with Sean. Together they would find her and
anyone who dared to try and separate the Three Musketeers again would face dire
consequences. 



From: "Jaime" <JaimeBoler@yahoo.com> 
Date: Thu Aug 16, 2001 2:14 pm
Subject: (Story) Death Threats


Criti'Yan gazed at Robin and knew that she was having a nightmare. 
He flashed a wicked smile in the darkness. 'Stupid girl,' he told 
himself, 'her nightmares are nothing to fear. What she should fear 
is I, Criti’Yan, right here, right above her.'

Indeed, he was propped up on his elbows next to her in the bed, 
careful not to disturb her sleep. She moaned softly, tossing and 
turning on the bed.

'It's really a shame,' he mused. 'She's a beautiful woman--shallow, 
stupid, immature, but lovely to look upon.' He almost laughed at the 
absurdity of it all. For a moment, he wished she were Rei, and that 
the two of them were together at that moment. 'Soon, Rei, soon,' he 
promised.

"Out of all the women on the Earth, why did her DNA have to be the 
one?" He had not meant to speak his thoughts aloud, but he needn't 
have worried. Robin was dead to the world. Criti'Yan grinned 
shamelessly at his train of thought. 'Well, not quite yet.'

He pondered the ways to kill her. Strangulation, drowning? How? 
And then he knew. He wanted to watch the life leave her body and 
feel her struggles cease. He wanted her to know his name and the 
name of his brother. Death by smothering would be Robin's ticket to 
Heaven or to Hell. Would he eat her? No, he wanted to send her 
corpse back to the Homeworld. 'A gift to my parents,' he decided.

Criti'Yan grabbed hold of a pillow on his side of the bed. He 
adjusted himself on his knees above her, and still she did not stir. 
He held the pillow over her head. Inch by deadly inch, second by 
blissful second, the pillow reached closer and closer to Robin's 
lovely face. Closer to the life of her being. 

His heart beat fast and wild within his reptilian chest. His pupils 
dilated and saliva gathered in his mouth, just the way his body 
reacted to the thrill of killing. He just couldn't help himself. 
This was the natural reaction to the hunt. To him, it was more 
tantalizing than the sexual act. He was a hunter about to make Robin 
his next victim.

How sweet it was to play the game. He moaned in anticipation. The 
pillow almost touched her.


From: wendy mills <wendymypooh_2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Thu Aug 16, 2001 7:56 pm
Subject: Entering With Deadly Intent-Siras POV



As soon as he could manage to leave his hiding place without the risk of being
caught, Siras made his way down the street toward the cottage that Julie
Parrish and her friend had entered. He approached the cottage cautiously and
slipped into the shadows to one side of it. 

A few moments later the door to the cottage opened and a slender form with
blonde hair stepped out onto the lit porch. At first glance Siras it appeared
to be Julie herself and he felt exhilaration fill him at how easily his
revenge was going to be enacted upon her. Just as he was about to step out of
the shadows and attack her, the woman's head turned in his direction and he
realized with disappointment that it wasn't his prey after all but one of her
co-conspirators. Reluctantly he hung back and allowed the woman to make her
departure unscathed.

He moved further into the shadows beside the shadows and found a window in
which he could peer in and observe what was going on inside the cottage with
minimal risk of his being seen. The room in which he peered in at was dark, but
the room adjoining it was well lit and he could see both Julie and her friend
moving around it. They appeared to be arguing over some trivial thing and Siras
found himself becoming bored with his surveillance. Then a bright light flashed
suddenly into his eyes and he had to duck quickly away before they received any
permanent damage. When he could see again he saw that the room he was looking
in on was what the humans called the dining room and she had crossed through it
in order to get to the kitchen connected to it. Siras switched the way in which
he was standing so that see could see better into the kitchen and observe
Julie's movements as she made the foul smelling drink called coffee the humans
were fond of drinking.

He could almost taste the salty tenderness of her flesh as he bit into it and
felt saliva gather at the corners of his mouth. His eyes drank in the size of
her as he tried to estimate how long it would take him to devour her small form
and go on to the much larger meal of her male companion. He was brought out of
his thoughts as the kitchen light blinked off as Julie left it and continued on
into the living room with two porcelain mugs in her hands. As she passed
through the hallway she reached up with her right elbow and flicked off the
light switch. 

He again shifted his position and settled into the shadows to await however
long it took for Julie and her friend to finish their conversation and go to
sleep so that he could enact his vengeance on her. A half hour later Julie
again entered the kitchen, this time with a tiny infant in her arms and heated
up a bottle while he watched. Catching sight of the infant child's cherubic
cheeks as Julie passed by the window made his stomach grumble with hunger even
though it had only been a short time before he had attacked both Maitland and
his unfortunate friend. Not long after she returned to the living room than the
lights went off in the cottage. 

He waited for what he hoped was a long enough time and then began to struggle
quietly with the window that he had done his surveillance through. The window
was locked from the inside, but luckily for him it appeared to be ancient and
soon gave under the pressure he put upon it. Cautiously he raised it upwards
and climbed inside and began creeping along the dinig room wall toward the
living room. He didn't see any movements that would alert him to whether Julie
or her friend had been awakened by the window opening, but didn't see any. He
knew however that he couldn't take nothing for granted. The way in which Julie
and her people had treated him as the warrior that he was had equally alerted
him to their previous roles as Resistance members during the war and to treat
them as the enemies that they were. Although he knew that many of the
Resistance members had been very resourceful in developing the red dust that
had killed many of his fellow Sirians, he couldn't bring himself to think of
them as anything but the troublesome cattle that they were. 

It was this misconception about the two humans he sought to surprise, that led
him to be surprised instead. One moment he was advancing his approach and the
next moment he felt something or someone lunge into him and felt himself being
propelled backwards. His initial surprise lasted mere seconds as he grasped
hold of the person who had tackled him and threw him off. He pressed his
attack and fell on top of his opponent who he had quickly deduced was Julie's
male companion and locked his hands around his throat. The man weakly tried to
pry his hands off of his throat but couldn't and Siras felt a deep sense of
elation fill him. As soon as he was finished with the male human then Julie and
her infant would be at his mercy. It was to his great surprise when he heard two
gunshots go off behind him and felt a tremendous pain sweep through his upper
body. Realizing that he had now become the prey instead of the hunter, Siras
swept to his feet and ran toward the open window as fast as his wounded body
could take him. Two more gunshots went off beside his head as he dove out of
the window, climbed to his feet and slithered off into the night.

From: wendy mills <wendymypooh_2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Thu Aug 16, 2001 7:57 pm
Subject: Settling In For The Night.

As soon as Julie had said her goodnights and Mike saw that the bedroom light
had been turned off, Mike removed his shoes, stripped down until he was wearing
only his tshirt and boxers, and stretched wearily out on the couch although it
was a tad bit short for his long frame. He rumpled the pillows around until his
head was resting at a comfortable on them and closed his eyes, only to reopen
them a few minutes later. As tired as he was, his mind was refusing to settle
down long enough for him to go to sleep.

There had just been too many new developments or revelations that had been
delivered to him over the course of the past couple of days. First Jenna and
her pet had broken into his apartment and at gunpoint had revealed that Tyler
had sent them to him for help in planning the Science Frontiers Raid and told
them that the lizards were planning another return to earth soon, then Maggie
had arrived from NY with both good and bad news involving Sean and Julie. He
had been relieved to learn that Sean was once again safe in the hands of people
he trusted, but that relief had been short lived when Josh had shown up and
revealed to him that not only was Sean detoxing off some potent drugs the
lizards had given him, but that he worked alongside Rei Carson the infamous
assasin who had killed several Resistance members. To top it all off Maggie had
let it slip to him that Julie had been raped shortly after her arrival in
Manhattan and that was the reason why she hadn't made any contact with him for
the past year.

The one bright spot out of the whole mess was learning that he had fathered
another child. It was clear to him from the start that Amanda was his, she
couldn't look so much like her big brother Sean and not be his. Mike couldn't
help hoping that as Amanda got older that she didn't pick up some of the traits
in her mother that he admired so much. Strength, compassion, wisdom,
vulnerability, grace… all these things were important for a woman to have and
Julie seemed to have them in abundancy. 

He had arrived in Manhattan with the intention of waiting long enough for Sean
to be released from the hospital and then head back to LA with him and
hopefully Julie in tow. With everything that the two of them had been through,
he knew they had the strength to get through anything else the lizards tried to
pull, only this time the lizards would have to go through him first before he
would ever let Sean or Julie be hurt. Although finding out about Amanda had
been a shock, Mike didn't see any reason why his initial plans should change.
He intended to take care of what was his…and Amanda was definitely his...so
instead of just the three of them heading back to LA it would be the four of
them. It was actually five if he counted Josh as well.

Exhaustion began to set in then and Mike found his eyes eyes getting heavier
and heavier. He was almost totally asleep when he heard the creaking sound of a
window being opened. Mike rolled silently over onto his side and reached down
into the side pocket of his duffel bag and withdrew his gun, while scanning the
darkness around him for any signs of moving shadows. Mike sensed that the sound
hadn't come from within the living room itself, but from somewhere else in the
house. He rolled off of the couch and onto the floor and crouched behind the
end of the coffee table so that he could scan the dark interior of the dining
room. 

Just as his eyes had caught sight of a creeping shadow of a figure along one
wall, a slight sound to his left caused him to turn in that direction.He could
barely make out the shape of Julie's petite figure as she crept cautiously out
of the bedroom with a gun in her hand as well. He wanted to tell her to stay in
the bedroom with Amanda, but couldn't do so for fear of alerting whoever it was
that had broken in to the fact that they were aware of his presence in the
cottage. 

After burping Amanda and laying her down on the middle of her king size bed,
Julie had used the bathroom that adjoined her room and changed into a
nightgown. Wearily she had climbed into bed beside Amanda and turned off the
lamp beside her bed. Usually she kept a nightlight on in the bedroom so so that
she could see to maneuver around her bed to retrieve a bottle from the kitchen
to feed Amanda, but also has a safety measure for herself as well. She never
wanted to be caught unaware again by anyone whether it be human or lizard.
Tonight though she had felt no need to turn the nightlight on so sure that she
was that Mike would protect her and Amanda from any harm. She had barely closed
her eyes when a creaking sound coming from another part of the house caused her
to come fully awake.

Terror filled her in a blinding rush for several seconds, making it impossible
for her to move or scream for fear of alerting the intruder to where she was
at. The terror soon was replaced by a fierce anger that settled into a deadly
calm. She had face up to more evil in her lifetime than she could ever have
imagined and had lived through it. She had been a victim one too many times for
her liking and was determined not to be one again. Besides she knew that she
wasn't alone to fight off whoever it was that had broken into the cottage, Mike
was here and she knew he would defend her to the death if need be. She,
however, didn't intend for that to happen though. She was perfectly capable of
taking care of herself. 

Julie pulled on the drawer to her nightstand and removed her gun from within
it. Silently she slid out of bed so as not to awaken Amanda and began to creep
cautiously toward the door, staying low to the ground. The living room was
empty save for a shadowy figure crouched by the coffee table and Julie knew it
was Mike although she couldn't see him clearly. She had no other time to think
though as she heard a slight, but distinct sound of someone walking across the
hardwood floor of the dining room. She crept a little mor eout of the bedroom
so that she had a clear enough view of the dining room so as to offer some aid
to Mike if he needed it.

Mike waited until the shadowy figure had nearly entered the living room, before
leaping up from his hiding place and rushing it. His ultimate goal was to take
the person by surprise and keep him or it from getting any closer to Julie or
Amanda. He tackled it around the waist and the both of them tumbled to the
ground. They rolled over and over and guessing by the strength in his
opponent's arms, Mike realized that he was fighting a lizard. He had just
enough time to think that it was probably the same lizard that had killed Steve
Maitland and his friend before he was tossed onto his back by the lizard and
his breath was knocked out of him. Mike came around just as the lizard wrapped
his powerful hands around his throat and began to squeeze. Mike grabbed his
wrists and tried to pull the hands at his neck away, but the lizard was
amazingly strong and he began to feel himself losing consciousness. Two shots
rang out in the silent cottage and he heard the lizard gasp in pain. Almost
immediately the hands at his neck loosened and suddenly the lizard's entire
weight was lifted from his body and he could hear thrashing sounds in the
dining room as the lizard made his getaway through the window in which he had
made his entrance as another couple of shots echoed rang out.

As soon as she knew that the intruder was gone, Julie flipped on the living
room light switch and ran to help Mike into a sitting position. "Next time will
you listen to me when I tell you it's not safe for me and Amanda to stay here
in Manhattan!" she snapped, " We're going back to LA with you Donovan whether
you like it or not!"

"Okay, okay." Mike agreed, his voice hoarse. Julie crumbled beside him in
relief and he held her tight as she sobbed against him.




