Episode 9, Simon Says

Prologue

It was around quarter pass one in the morning the sun was out, the grass was green, a typical beautiful summer’s day it was beginning to be. Inside the ‘Cinq Tient le premier role’ a five star French restaurant as the name it self said, Anita and Calvin sat at one of the posh side tables. 

 Anita was dressed typically in her classy yet not over the top black dress, her long silky black hair fell pass her shoulders, she gave a light smile to Calvin who had managed to take her out on this most expensive ‘date’ she didn’t exactly know were the money came from and technically she didn’t even care. It wasn’t as if she had deep feelings for Calvin or anything, in fact she had only gone on this stupid date with him because she owed it to him after having slapped him a couple of days ago. She was pretty sure he knew this wasn’t going to be a big deal either, it was a date in name, but in reality it was two friends, his treat…

 Anita scanned in her surroundings as she held her posh glass of black current and grape whine, she took a small sip admiring the warm rich colors of the restaurant. There was a rumor going around that Nicole Kidman had dinned here a few times. She looked at Calvin who was still eating away at his lobster. He hadn’t said a word, well partly because the deal had been he wouldn’t speak unless spoken to, she felt a little guilty; “you can talk now by the way” she told him. Calvin smiled “oh-thank god…for a minuet there I thought I was turning in to a mime” he breathed with relief. “So where’d you get the money to pay for all of this?” Anita asked placing her glass down on the glass table. Calvin shrugged driving his hand through his hair; “an old friend owed me some cash” he informed her “don’t worry, this isn’t all just for you-you know. I’ve always wondered what it feels like to dine at an expensive restaurant” he told her then pondered “kind’a expensive actually” he added. Anita shrugged “well, that’s why there called expensive restaurants” she reminded.
 “You know Calvin, aside from the whole ‘weird alien’ obsession and the ‘tacky’ dress sense, your actually not a bad guy” Anita admitted “I mean, not that id ever consider dating you again or anything, just I thought you were unbearable and annoying…Now I think I can tolerate you” she smiled. Calvin raised a brow “wow, your like…so ‘nice’” he said half appreciatively with a large amount of sarcasm. “I think there was a compliment hidden some were in that sentence.” He observed. 
 Anita grinned “hey, I’m trying” she reminded “so what do you think of Alexia?” she asked changing the subject. CJ shrugged “sexy, dangerous, leather clad” he said almost closing his eyes and smiling “thinkin’ how’d she look-in-a-bikini” he nodded with a slight drool. Anita pulled a disgusted face “ugh, oh please. That girl couldn’t see fashion even if a fashion magazine hit her in the face” she said leaning back against the comfy red chair. “Hey, who needs fashion when you’re the modern Xena?” Calvin smirked noticing Anita seemed just that ‘little’ bit jealous. 

 “Excuse me” 

Calvin turned around to face the waiter; “yes?” he asked “would you like anything else?” the waiter asked. Calvin smiled as he spoke in his fake posh voice “no sir, that’d be all” he chuckled “see how what I just did there?” he asked Anita. “You’re so mature… I’ve never wanted you more” she replied sarcastically. The waiter coughed and then gently placed a small peace of paper down on the table. Calvin looked at it “what’s that?” he asked looking up at the waiter. “Your bill” the waiter replied. 
 Calvin picked it up, instantly his face paled as his eyes widened “holly-mother of Zeus!” he shouted “are you kidding me?!” he asked. 

 The waiter looked at him emotionlessly “no sir.”

Calvin sighed “this is a crime you know” he glared as he reached in to his baggy trousers and pulled out a wallet. A few moments went by as Calvin searched through his wallet until he finally declared;

 “Were screwed” he said. 

Anita lifted a brow “I beg your pardon?” she asked, Calvin took a deep breath and then exhaled “I seem to have forgotten my credit card…” he let out. 

 “What?!” Anita jumped up “what do you ‘mean’ you forgot your credit card?!” she asked scowling at him. “I was in a hurry, you said I was supposed to be here before you got here” Calvin defended “I must have forgotten it in my bed room” he added. Anita sighed rubbing her temples “you just can’t ‘not’ screw up can you?” she asked. Calvin looked down as if he was hurt by that comment. 

 Anita breathed out “okay, look, I’ll run to the bank and deposit some cash. I’ll be back in a few minuets” she got up. 

 “Oh thank god!” Calvin sighed with relief “be quick, I don’t want to do the washing up!” he added. 

“What-ever” Anita walked off…

****   

Anita ran over to the opposite side of the road towards the Halifax bank, she stood in front of the cash machine and began to scurry around in her purse searching for her American express credit card. There wasn’t any one in front of her so she moved towards the cash machine, and looked at the small rectangular screen. “Oh Fu-” she muttered as she read the screen which displayed ‘Out of Order’ Out of order my ass! She thought to her self.

 She quickly placed her card back in her purse and made her way towards the banks double doors. She almost let out a shriek as she bumped in to some one who seemed to be in a bigger hurry then her. Her unzipped purse fell to the ground and the items from with in it cluttered out. Lipstick tubes rolled across the pavement, along with eye liner and nail polish cases, “Hey!!” Anita exclaimed as she quickly bent down and began picking her items up. How Rude!! She thought. 

 “Need help?” a shadow appeared blocking the sunlight, Anita turned her head around and looked up. A man dressed faded denim jeans and a denim jacket; he had light brown hair, blue eyes, fair skin. “Lance” Anita said half realizing “and no, it’s okay. Think I can manage” she admitted as she slowly stood up. “What happened?” he asked calmly, Anita shrugged “some jerk bumped in to me” she informed him, then raised a brow “where are you of to?” she asked. Lance smiled placing his hands in his pockets “I was just going to get my lunch from the take away.” 

 Anita’s lips formed an ‘o’ shape “well, don’t let me stand in your way…actually I really got to go to the bank, before Calvin ends up doing dishes for the rest of his unnatural life” she admitted “although really since its his fault, may be he deserves it” she wondered. 
 Lance chuckled and took a step back “you know I think its better I stay out of this” he said jokingly. 

 Anita sighed; “suit your self, but I’m off” she turned around and walked in to the bank. Lance smiled and nodded his head, his eye caught sight of a small case on the pavement, he bent down and picked it up “you forgot you’re…foundation?” he read the label. 
The Halifax bank was quite large spacious from inside, white floor, light blue and grey walls, large glass windows with blinds that allowed the sun shine to drape in. A couple of comfy white leather couches on the sides. At the left end were the account booths and the accountants. Anita lined up behind an elderly woman in the queue. She sighed impatiently almost as the queue hardly seemed to be moving, there was only two accountants, and apparently five four customers in the queue including her self and the elderly lady. A woman in a business suit stood in front of the old lady, she had her young daughter with her. Anita found her annoying as she kept running around the place, there where two men ahead of the woman and her daughter. 

 Anita gently messaged the back of her neck as she looked up towards the white tiled ceilings fitted with white spot lights. “Pricy” she thought.

There was a light tap on her shoulder behind her and Anita spun around “ugh!” she muttered “Lance!” she hit him lightly “quit creeping up on people!!” she warned, her expression turned to delight as she saw Lance holding her foundation case, “oh!” she snatched it from his hand almost. “Thanks!” she embraced him in a hug, Lance felt awkward, it seemed Anita really loved her products. 
 A brief moment of silence and serenity was blown away by the double doors being slammed open and three armed men in black combat gear flooding in to the building. Machine guns were fired in the air the security guard at the far end of the bank was first to be hit falling limp on the ground, a bullet squeezed pass a gap between the bullet proof window at the accountants desk tore in to the shoulder of one of the accountants. Blood splattered on to the window as screams echoed inside the bank. Lance instinctively grabbed Anita and dove to the ground, “get down!!” he shouted. Anita covered her eyes as more bullets were fired. She noticed the old woman had fallen on the ground, she wondered if she had fainted or she had been shot, although she couldn’t see any blood on her. 
“Oh my god”
Chapter one

“Oh my god” Anita said “the little girl” she realized. Lance held on to Anita tightly “don’t move” he told her then quickly scanned around “there” he noticed the little girl was hiding underneath a table. Anita glanced back to see if the little girls mother was alright, she looked away in disappointment as she saw her limp on ground as well, “why is it every where I go blood and carnage follow?” she asked grimly. Lance didn’t reply, he kept his focus upon the armed robbers, although they didn’t seem like they were here to rob, there didn’t seem to be a certain urgency or fear of being caught coming from their body movements, there faces were hidden by black gas masks. Looks like they’ve anticipated the arrival of the police he thought. 

 The leading burglar stripped of his mask to reveal it wasn’t a he but rather a she; as the mask came off it revealed short black raven hair, vanilla white skin, and dark red lips, she had one red contact in her eye and the other was black, she had a red wide triangular shaped mark going down across the right side of her eye. 

 “Domino” Lance gritted through his teeth, the same woman that had attacked Calvin and his girl friend Phoebe a couple of weeks back.

 Domino smiled as she cocked her head around looking at the frightened faces in the bank “well isn’t every one in here just a fearless little wonder?” she said sarcastically, then beamed a smile at the security camera above on the ceiling and blew it a kiss as she blew it out with her machine gun. 

 Domino stepped pass the mess looking around at the people who were down for cover, “this is an old fashioned stake out people, stay down, co-operate and I assure you, you wont be the first to die” she chuckled “Mole, Fuse, secure the perimeter. Shoot any one who so much as moves a muscle” she ordered. Fuse and Mole nodded, then took there positions, Mole taking the main entrance and making sure no one else got in or out, while Fuse checked if their was any one else in the single booths. 

 Lance’s began to count the remaining people who were still alive, one of the male accountants, the little girl, the elderly woman, and of course Anita and him self. Anita had crawled towards the old woman trying to help her. Lance smiled weakly; he had never known Anita to have been the type of person to ever risk her own life, where as it here seemed she was more afraid for the old woman’s life then her own.
Across the road Inside the ‘Cinq Tient le premier role’ Calvin sat tiresomely at the side table next to the window as he waited for Anita to arrive back so that she could pay the bill and free him from hours of dish washing that lay ahead. He had asked the question whether she would even return, but he tried not to think like that since the answer would most likely always be yes. The waiter had already hassled Calvin three times to pay up or face the consequences, Calvin had tried to explain the situation but-well, and you know how posh and French waiters can be like? Anyway, apparently he had gone to call the manager now. I’m not afraid of him! He thought, unless his big and is an ex pro wrestler in which case I’ll scrub the deck if he asks me to! 

 He turned his head around nervously towards the window hoping to see Anita coming out from the bank with the money, but no such luck-“hurry up Anita!” he thought out loud impatiently. The waiter arrived with the manager “great” Calvin muttered…







****

Alexia stood in front of the pond in New York central park, a couple of ducks fluttered around bathing in the sunlight. She let out a sigh as she placed her hands in to the pockets of her black leather pants and gently leaned back against the tree trunk. Its branches swayed left and right with the wind, Alexia could feel the breeze blowing through her open short red crimson hair. The light squeezed through the gaps of the tree branches and hit on to her fare skin. She bit her pale red lip and looked down; she could hear the sounds of children playing in the background. Families out on pick nicks just to spend some quality time with one another, her mind had raced back to the dream she had-had before she had met Lance. The dream of that woman that had looked exactly like her playing with her child, she hadn’t known it had been Sunlight at the time, Lance’s wife… Or had it? 

 She still doubted her self; she had been through so much over the past months, changed so much. Was the idea of starting a life too much even for her? Had Damon been right? Once a cold blooded killer-always a cold blooded killer? David Rain was gone now, out of her life forever, a part of her still felt sad, but the most part of her was almost relieved, perhaps it was better that he was killed, she doubted her self if she would actually have been able to take his life…
 As the wind picked up she took her hands out of her pockets and fully zipped up her black leather jacket. May be its time to move on with her life, forget what’s happened in the past…
 Just as she moved out of the shade of the tree her cell phone went of, she quickly slipped her hands in to her leather jacket pocket and took out her silver Motorola cell “hi” she answered flipping the lid open, there was no response. Odd she thought as she flipped the cell phone shut figuring the line had been cut. May be wrong number…
 Before she could place the cell back in to her pocket, it went of again; “Hello?” she answered again this time with a bit more sharpness to her tone. There was a rustling sound from the other end this time, then some one spoke in a rough voice; “it’s been so long since I heard that voice” it was a man, no questions asked. “Who is this?” Alexia asked curiously. There was a light chuckle at the other end then the man spoke again “don’t you remember?” he asked. Alexia looked confused as she tried to remember, the voice did seem familiar, but she was getting no names or images. “Who?” she asked again, “I think you have the wrong number” she told him about to move the phone away from her ear when—

“No actually, I don’t believe I do Alexia.” 
 Alexia looked around she couldn’t see any one, “how do you know my name?” she asked “who are you?” she demanded. There was a soft laughter followed by a sigh “don’t worry; I don’t blame you for not remembering me. After all, who can blame you, with the amount of proxaline in your system you probably still don’t even know who ‘you’ are.”

There was a moment of silence, Alexia was completely taken by surprise by this phone call, he knew her name, claimed to know her better then she knew herself…he even knew about the proxaline drug David Rain had pumped in to her system. Alexia was quickly beginning to lose patience with who ever this person was; “this better not be some sick joke!” she attacked. “I don’t ‘joke’ sweat heart!” the reply was quick and defensive. “Then tell me who the ‘fuck’ are you?!” Alexia snapped losing her patience. 

 “Id mind my language if I were you, wouldn’t want me to kill you’re ‘new’ so called ‘friends’ now would you?” the old rough voice answered provokingly, “What?!” Alexia asked surprised, this weird conversation was taking a turn for the worst it seemed, first this guy think he knows more about her then herself, and now his threatening her friends. “And what’s that supposed to mean?” Alexia requested. More silence on the other end, it was cut by a weak slurping sound. “It means, I have your friends held hostage at the Halifax bank, Lance and what’s her name…” fingers clicked “the one with the appetite for fashion…Anina or some thing” he tried to remember. Anita. Alexia knew instantly “you’re lying, I don’t believe you” Alexia said hopefully, “fine, go check the Television, I’ll talk to you in a few…”

 “Wait!” Alexia tried to stop him, but it was too late, who ever he was he had already hung up on her. She breathed out in annoyance and scanned her surroundings, just in case some one was watching her. She wasn’t sure if this person was genuine or just a fake, some one using her past to get to her. She had killed a lot of dangerous people in the past; most had been working closely to crime lords, or drug dealers. Then there was also the case of people like Voltz who had been innocents caught in the cross fire who had wanted revenge on her…

 It occurred to her that perhaps the caller number had been saved to her cell phone so she quickly looked through her cell phones recent calls list, no such luck, whoever the caller had been had used some kind of sweep and clean phone; this also suggested that they could be the real deal…

 She quickly made her way out of the park gates and towards her black Suzuki motorbike, and jumped on; she started the engine and then switched on to the local radio station and listened carefully. Her worst fears where quickly answered when the channel Six news crew reported that a number of people had been held hostage at the Halifax bank, the police had also arrived just a few minuets ago. Worry etched upon her face as she breathed out trying to think about her next move. If any thing happened to Lance or Anita because of her, she would never forgive her self. They where the only people who had come in to her life and been honest, Lance had helped her out of the dark, given her hope… 
 No. She would never let anything happen to them, she would help them, save them. She picked up her black helmet and put it on, tightened the silver buttons on her black leather cut-hole gloves and then gave the engine a growl. Before you could say presto she was storming of in to the distance leaving a trail of dust…

It had now been an entire hour since the Halifax bank had been attacked and taken over; it was vastly becoming apparent these robbers weren’t actually robbers, most likely terrorist. For starters, robbers don’t usually hold people hostage unless they have no other choice, these people had enough time to grab the loot and get out. But they didn’t, they where after something else…
 Four police cars and two vans surrounded the bank from out side, two helicopters circled from the sky, one was a police chopper the other was a news chopper. Along with the NYPD were also photographers, journalist and the paramedics who seemed prepared for the worst. The police had forced the crowded behind the railings to keep the curious civilians back from danger. 

 A door swung open and detective Cecelia Reyes hopped out of her vehicle, she had on a bullet proof vest and dark brown jeans, “what’s the situation?” she inquired. Detective Clay Hamilton walked up to her, he too was also in a bullet proof vest and armed. “Eye witnesses say three fully armed people in combat gear went in and started firing” he told her. Cecelia nodded “any hostages?” she asked. “Five, we identified them through security cameras placed out side the bank, we got the in-tell on them.” He handed Cecelia a folder, she took it and began flipping through the pages; “any fatalities?” she inquired. Clay sighed in disappointment as he nodded “we think five, but where not sure” he admitted. “Melissa Hallet, Clare Hallet” Cecelia read “she’s 7 years old” Clay cut in. Cecelia nodded, she knew they had to get the little girl out of the bank some how. “Anita Lohan, Lance Owen…” Cecelia paused; she recognized the name, and the picture… “I’ve seen this man” she remembered a week or two ago at the tube station. “Friend?” Clay asked questionably. “I’m not sure” Cecelia said then closed the file and leaned against her open car door. 

 “Do we know what they want?” she asked looking towards the direction of the bank, trying to size up what was going on inside there…
 Clay shrugged “I don’t know, but let’s find out” he suggested, picking up a speaker from the back seat of his car. 

 “This is Detective Clay Hamilton” he began, “we would like to know why you’re doing this, what do you want?!” he asked then nervously turned his gaze to Cecelia and said “I really should have taken negotiating classes” he admitted. Cecelia let a light chuckle escape her mouth “you and me both” she agreed.  

About ten more minutes passed and the heat wasn’t exactly helping the situation, Clay and Cecelia and the other cops were still waiting for the response from the bank robbers slash terrorists, it wasn’t confirmed which they were yet so the situation had to be handled delicately. Cecelia was beginning to worry, she feared the longer this took the chance of more people getting hurt or dieing increased, also if this situation wasn’t handled soon it would be taken out of Clays and her hands. FBI and the SWAT teams were already preparing for the worst; the Mayor was also beginning to ask questions over the phone.
 Five more minuets drained away and then finally the response from the robbers or terrorists came, it wasn’t exactly the friendliest lingo but hey if it kept the police force at bay the criminals were satisfied. 

 “Don’t attempt anything smart, or else” Cecelia repeated what they had said, “some thing tells me there not faking.” That was a fact considering they had already killed the security guard that was one confirmed fatality.     
 The news crews where all over this, taking this as an opportunity to increase there ratings, it disgusted Cecelia to the core.

 “I’m Trisha Banks reporting live from out side the scene, were three terrorists have taken hostages inside the Halifax bank. Police have confirmed one fatality…” she paused and listened to some one who had approached her, “hold on, news just in. it’s been confirmed two fatalities have taken place—

 Anita sat on the cold floor next to Lance leaning against the wall; she could roughly make out the commotion out side through the glass windows. “So this is how Bruce Willis felt in Die hard” she thought out loud. Lance arched a brow “it could be worst” he told her. Anita glared “I’m sorry, I don’t see how!” she replied sharply. The little girl was still sitting underneath the table. Anita felt a great deal of pain for her, her mother was dead, she seemed freaked, she had attempted to calm her down earlier on but it didn’t seemed to have worked, and who could blame her?
 The accountant had been beaten up a couple of times, he was well bruised and half dazed, Domino had discovered it had been him who had set of the alarm. 

 “Why are they still here?” Anita asked Lance, “I mean, they wanted the cash they could have taken it before the feds got here” she added. Lance acknowledged her point then answered “some thing tells me their not here for the money.” Anita gave a hurtful expression etched with fear and worry all over “then what do they want?” she asked desperately. Lance remained silent, but he knew his silence should have said it all, Domino wasn’t here for the cash, but some other reason…he found the courage to finally speak up and ask; “what do you want?!” he asked. 

 Domino chuckled as she stood near the blinds looking out the window “isn’t it obvious?” she returned a question. A question Lance finally knew the answer to—

“Alexia” he thought out loud. Anita heard and huffed “why am-I not surprised?” she said bitterly. 
Lance brushed Anita off as he focused towards Domino “why do you want her?” he tried to find out as much as he could from her. Domino simply shrugged “honestly I don’t know and I couldn’t careless, it’s not anything personal” Domino supposed, her attention still fixed out side the window. She cocked her head towards Mole who stood guarding the main entrance and spoke “their up to some thing” she tried to alert him “if they try some thing…you know what to do” she reminded; Mole gave a gentle nod and tightened the grip on his weapon. “So you’re getting paid, explains why you’re showing a great lack of interest for the bundles of cash inside the volt” Lance noted. Anita raised a hand “you know, if you’re not interested in it I don’t mind taking it” she suggested sheepishly, Lance shot her a look and Anita lowered her head slightly in shame “or may be not” she decided after all. 

“Who’s your boss then?” Lance tried to squeeze every ounce of information from Domino with out making it to obvious. Domino turned around and faced him; she had a dark menacing smile across her face “wouldn’t you like to know?” she had caught on to what Lance was up to, not that she cared, it showed how little a threat she thought Lance was and apparently not even a blip on her radar. 

Anita breathed in then spoke up again “so hey, if you guys are after Alexia…how about letting us go?” she half suggested and half pleaded “I mean, you don’t need us” she added wearily. Strangely enough she found her self still cursing Calvin, damn you!! 

 “Because their using us as the bait” Lance had figured out.      
Domino examined the other hostages, the old woman seemed like she would die of a heart attack any moment. She was sat back against the side wall as well. Anita spared her a glance and then slowly crawled towards her. 

“Hey” she smiled warmly “are you okay?” she asked. The old woman nodded “yes, dear” she seemed very weak and broken. It hurt her to see some one so old broken. 

“What are you two talking about?!” Domino demanded. Anita rolled her eyes at her “I’m just comforting her!” she scowled back. Domino was about to respond but her attention was directed towards the accountant who let out a groan as he held his wrist, which looked very much broken. 

“His hurt” Lance pointed towards the accountant “let me tend to his wounds” he suggested, Domino said nothing, “he could die!” Lance urged. “Fine, but if you two try anything, I swear, I’ll blow their heads of” she threatened. Lance gave a nod and then slowly moved towards the accountant. “What’s you’re name?” Lance asked as he slowly took his hand away from his wrist and examined the wound, it seemed fractured rather then broken, always a good sign…well better then broken anyway. “Kurt” he coughed, aside from the fracture he was still in bad shape, a couple of bruises on his face, left eye was purple and swollen just like his right cheek, he had a large gush above the forehead as well. “I’m Lance” he introduced him self “don’t worry, it’s not as bad as it looks” lance informed him. “It looks like it’s just a fracture” he added sympathetically, Kurt chuckled “feels a lot worst” he admitted. Lance smiled weakly “try not to move, it’ll make it worst” Lance advised.

 “I was going to go to the hospital to see Mr. Moon, I think he likes me” Silvia the old lady Anita was comforting said “I lost my bus pass and came to the bank to deposit some cash” she added. Anita beamed a weak smile “yeah well, generally that’s why people come to the bank Silvia” she replied bluntly “and you know Mr. Moon?” she asked rather surprised, she wasn’t exactly all to thrilled at the thought of seeing that old man again, but then again, she would rather be at another one of his crazy party’s then stuck hostage at a bank by miss trigger happy bitch. “He must be so worried about me” Silvia continued, I wouldn’t bet on it. Anita thought he probably doesn’t even know she’s at here. And speaking off, where the freakin hell is CJ?!! 
“You think his figured it out by now?” Anita asked zooming around to face Lance who was sitting next to the accountant a foot away. “Yeah, I’m sure his…on his way here, working on getting us out” Lance said hopefully.     

Chapter Two

“OH MY GOD!” Calvin Jackson stood from his table and threw his arms up “I don’t believe this!” he began. “I’m a paying customer! How can I do the washing up?!” he asked. “I don’t see you telling any other paying customer to do you’re dishes??!”
The Manager of the restaurant stood arms crossed “you haven’t paid!!” he replied losing his patience. “No but I’m going too!” Calvin corrected “when?!!” the manager flung his arms up. It was almost a scene out of Will and Grace, only it was a restaurant manager, and Calvin though had feminine qualities wasn’t actually gay. “As soon as she gets back!” he said “Anita, my friend…she will come, I promise, I know she will…” he was getting serious and on verge of pleading “I know she will, I believe in her” God, look at me…reduce to begging… He thought. “Oh who am I kidding, she’s probably at the salon chit chatting and laughing it up with her blonde friends about how she left me…” he gave up. He breathed in then sighed “okay” he surrendered “point me to the pile of never ending dishes that I’ll probably spend my entire life doing…”
The manager nodded finally glad Calvin had given in, he turned his back and told him to follow. Calvin followed then stopped, “hold on” he said “I left my wallet on my table” he realized. “Who cares it’s not like theirs anything in it” The manager said rather cheekily, Calvin threw him a look, “my grandma gave me that wallet!” he informed him. Though it is too bad she didn’t put any money in it when she had. 
 Calvin walked over to his table and picked up the wallet, his eyes darted outside the window for a brief moment, his eyes caught on to the commotion out side, a couple of police cars, a news crew van was mostly blocking his view, he tried to peer around a little. “Looks like some thing big happened” he thought then shrugged “oh well” he shrugged and walked towards the kitchen. 
 The kitchen was rather tight and mediocre considering how big the actual restaurant was, it actually paled in comparison. Calvin looked around “dude, looks like the kitchen from Donalds. And I’ve worked their so I know it isn’t a good place” the manager had left Calvin, it was now the chef who seemed to be in charge, and he wasn’t all to pleased with that remark; “Ach! You insult my Kitchen!!” he said. Calvin grinned sheepishly “yeah, well word of advice, you could clean up in here once a century too” he suggested checking out the counter tops. “This is an out rage” he said then pointed Calvin in the direction of the sink. Calvin paled and dropped his shoulders “mother-help me!” he gulped…

**** 
It was dark inside the room; the only light that was coming was from the small lantern placed upon a small old antique wooden table. All was silent; all was still, but that of the rocking chair which squeaked with every move. A shadowy figure sat on the rocking chair by the table, the light from the lantern edged and high lighted features across his face mostly hidden by the dark. Blue eyes, pale skin, peachy lips, a rough unshaven look, a few wrinkles here and there, from profile he seemed like he was at least late thirties or early forties. Dressed in a simple brown blazer, and brown shirt black brown tie, he let out a rough cough, and then leaned forward just a little. His shadow almost danced on wooden oak boards as his hands reached forwards to the Antique table. By the lantern was a small black cell-phone. He picked it up, and flipped it open; he hit the redial button and then gently brought the phone to his ears…

The road had come to a stand still, the cars weren’t moving or budging even an inch, horns went of impatient drivers like always threw insult after insult to each other even though knowing it was neither ones fault. Road rage, it was a miracle man kind could even co exist with each other let alone run a civilized society. Luckily for Alexia, she was on her Suzuki motorbike, and traffic didn’t prove to a big an issue as she cycled through lanes and squeezed through gaps between cars. She wasn’t sure what was holding up the traffic but she assumed that it was the police due to the bank hold up. Guess they want to keep as many people away from it as possible. Made sense, but she wondered how many cops exactly where in her way as well. She had to get to Lance and Anita; she wouldn’t let them die, not because of her. As she raced through the gaps her mind continued to wonder astray, and every time it did, all it did was raise more questions. Who was he? How did he know about her? And why was he doing this? What did he want? What was his motive? She could go on all day of course, accept that wouldn’t help the situation. She had to save her friends, then find this man and beat the information out of him no matter what it took. Her cell phone went off, speaking of the devil. She reached in to her pockets and answered slowing down on her bike. “If you hurt my friends I swear—

She wasn’t allowed to finish her sentence, she was cut off; “you’ll what?” he demanded “listen sweet heart, right now, I’m in charge, you’re in no position to be throwing any idle threats at me” he put her straight. Alexia hated to admit it, but he was right, she wasn’t in any position, right now, the ball was in his court. “What do you want?” Alexia asked deflated. “You’re one hundred percent cooperation” he requested. Alexia sighed and then answered “you have my attention” she agreed. “Good, now listen carefully, I don’t want you to try any thing smart, don’t attempt to rescue you’re little friends, just do as I say” he continued “understood?” he tried to make sure. “Crystal” Alexia replied “what do I call you?” she asked, “figure where doing business here, I should at least know you’re name” she told him. The man chuckled “daddy didn’t raise any fool” he realized “Simon, you call me Simon…”

“Simon” Alexia blinked slightly phased, again, that name, it seemed like she had heard it before, as though she remembered it from some were. But were??

“Don’t hurt you’re pretty little head over it sweet heart, all will be revealed soon” Simon told her in a calm tone. It worried her how calm and relaxed this person sounded, not many people she’s worked with in the past or killed, could ever keep that amount of calm and composure on there voice, there was always some kind of strain. “So, what do you want from me?” Alexia asked getting tired of playing his game. No reply, “hello?” she asked “hello?!” she repeated “damn!” she had been cut as she had passed a small bridge ahead. Only a few seconds later and the cell phone rang again, Alexia quickly answered, stopping her bike near the pedestrian walk. “What happened?” Simon asked. Alexia glanced back “bad reception, I got cut while I passed a bridge” she informed him, he didn’t reply, another moment of awkward silence followed then finally he spoke up again. “Alright, Arch-Vile road, down main street, theirs a military compound, I’m sure you’re well aware of it. I need you to break in, and steal a disk for me” he clued her in. “A floppy?” she inquired, “no” he replied “a zip-disk” he corrected. “It’s kept in the head office, security wont be to strong, but then again it could get heated, if it does, I’m sure a person of you’re expertise is more then capable of handling it. I don’t care what happens along as you get me that disk; if you fail…I don’t believe I need to tell you the consequences of you’re failure…” he educated her. Alexia gritted her teeth as she answered back “if I do this you’ll let them go” she told him rather then asked. “Only when I have the disk in my hand” he told her. 

 “Fine” she agreed…

Three minuets later and she tried to way out her options, she could either bring this man the disk, but in all honest truth she would still be in the same place with Lance and Anita still in danger, and their was no guarantee this man would even keep to his end of the bargain. After much thought and conflict with her self, she decided the best course of action was to save Lance and Anita her self, or at least stall long enough for the police to get them out. And then after she would deal with this Simon guy. Either way would work as long as it succeeded, but she had promised her self she would not be played a pawn on a chess board; so she continued down the road towards the Halifax bank…

****
Anita breathed out exhausted “god how can I be exhausted I’m not even allowed to stand up!” she told her self almost, she had truthfully had enough with the situation; she had half the mind to walk out of those doors. Although every time she tried to stand up her legs just wouldn’t budge a muscle. Feeling tired and slightly cramp from sitting on the cold hard floor, she attempted to shift her legs to another side. “There isn’t any chance that you’d let me walk out for a few minuets just to stretch my self out a bit is there?” she asked jokingly. None of Domino or her self bothered to answer, Anita shrugged “figured as much” she admitted with a sigh. Then turned and gazed towards the table were the little girl was still hiding, Anita hadn’t taken the moment to admire the little girls features properly. The small round face, pink lips, baby blue eyes, chubby cheeks, two blonde pink tails, she was dressed in a red and white stripped dress with a white sweater over it, black sandals with rolled up socks. In her arms she tightly held on to a small brown teddy bear. Their was fear all over the little girls face, her eyes and around them had turned pink because she had been sobbing under the table for large amount of time. Well since the gun shots had first fired. Hell if Anita could have fitted under the table she probably would have been down there with her…

 “What’s wrong?” Lance asked turning his gaze from Kurt the accountant for a brief moment, Anita huffed for like the thirty six time probably “this whole situation” she replied grimly. 

 Lance was little comforting as he gave her a nod, she could tell he was trying his best to keep his cool, but even Mr. suave couldn’t hide the fear. Lance was brave, she knew it, but he was still human, not some super powered freak like Alexia or some really cocky vampire like Damon. Speaking, wouldn’t she like to see him attempt a bank heist right about now…?

She looked around just in case her wish came true, no such luck, “luck” she breathed out irritated, if luck had been with her today, she wouldn’t be here to begin with. “We are lucky” Lance said clearly over hearing her mutter the word luck with such disrespect and contempt. 

 “How so?” Anita questioned

“We could be one of the dead” he told her simply, Anita looked down, he was right; she hated it when he was right. Despite how sucky this day had been she could have been among the fatalities.
 A cell phone went off, Lance looked at Anita it wasn’t neither of there phones, but the thought of using the cell phone hadn’t occurred to Lance before. He had been busy dealing with the situation, or rather attempting to, not to mention Domino had been standing watch. Until now that was, it had been her phone that had gone of. Lance watched as Domino answered and then turned her back to them. Lance slowly reached in to his pockets and carefully drew out his cell phone. Anita realized and almost snapped “you had a cell?!” she whispered attackingly “I forgot!” Lance defended in a hush voice; he took of the volume, and then slowly searched for Alexia’s number, he couldn’t talk to her given the situation, the worst possible thing he could do would be to alert Domino who was talking to some one over her cell, Lance wondered if it was her new employer given that her old one David Rain was dead. “Send her a text message” Anita whispered. Lance nodded, and started writing a text message, he had just begun when a sharp pain shot in his hand and the phone went flying in to the air and then smashing against the floor. Domino had kicked him, she stomped on the grounded cell phone, and making sure it was un-useable. She pointed the gun towards Lance and made a tsk, tsk gesture, then beamed him a grin, “that’s not such a good idea, considering I’ve just been given the order to kill one of the hostages” she informed him. 
 “What?!” Anita shrieked almost. Lance gulped as Domino brought her machine gun to his face; she took a step closer and then almost poked his neck with the tip of the gun. “Tell me who I should kill?” she asked, “you?” she inquired, then suddenly looked to the Kurt and gave him a nod “or him?” she asked. “No, please!” Lance urged “you don’t have to do this!” he sucked it all in. Domino moved taking a step away from Lance then cocked her head towards Anita. “How about her?” she asked “you want to die?” she asked Anita. Anita glared at her both with anger and pain, but mostly fear, what was that quote Calvin had said after watching star wars? Fear leads to anger, anger leads to hate, hate leads to suffering…or was it the other way around? “I’m not afraid of you!!” Anita blurted almost accidentally, when she had realized she had she quickly covered mouth “did I say that out loud?” she asked hoarsely “because what I really meant was—

“Shut up!!” Domino growled clubbing Anita with the butt of her gun, Anita shrieked as her head hit the ground. Running on pure instinct Lance jumped up and dove towards Domino, he managed to knock her down as well, but the bitch actually was well trained. She kicked Lance of off her and quickly rolled back on to her feet. By now Fuse has joined Domino as well; Lance realized he could get shot if he makes any more sudden moves. Domino scowled angrily at Lance as she picked up her machine gun and moved towards Lance and back handed him across the side of his face, he staggered back hitting the wall as well. “Sit the hell down!!” Domino barked. Lance did as she said fearing another fist of fury from her. He slowly sat back down, wiping the blood from a small cut on the side of his cheek. “Are you okay?” he asked Anita, Anita didn’t answer; she was sulking, and hiding.

“You!” Domino glared at the old woman Silvia “get up!” she ordered “why?” the old woman asked frightened to the core. “I said get up!” she shouted again. Lance clenched his fist through gritted teeth, he so wanted to jump in and help the old woman. But that would get him no were. “Please don’t hurt me” Silvia sniffed. “okay” Domino assured her, then pulled the trigger, Silvia barely had time to scream or react as bullets tore through her chest, and blood spouted on to the floor, her weak cry eclipsed by the sounds of the gun shots. 
Anita covered her ears and screamed as did the little girl under the table, Lance looked away in disgust and horror, so did the accountant, each one fearing whether they would ever get out of this alive…

Chapter Three

The dishes were getting higher and Calvin’s arms ached like he had just been working out at the gym for a full three days. He was beginning to think his skimpy arms might just fall right off. Would get me out of doing the dishes, he felt as though he had been betrayed, you bring a girl out to dine and what does she do? Leave you high and dry! The cheap version of fairy liquid which was actually called airy liquid wasn’t doing any wonders for his sensitive skin. In his mind he had been trying to find ways of getting out of this dump, so far he was deciding between either pretending to faint or just run out-so conventional. But if it worked who cared? Well besides the management. Pablo one of the chefs walked passed him; he was dressed in typical chef gear, white apron, and puffy white hat. He was quite large for a chef in such small kitchen space, Calvin wondered if he actually ever got stuck between the counters now and again. While cleaning the dishes, in between small mini breaks he had managed swipe a few treats from the table, a small fairy cake and a chocolate bar from the vending machine from hell. It wasn’t working so they kept it open and unlocked. The chocolate had tasted minty and so very much expired but the fairy cake had been cute and tasty, later on when Pablo left-he was thinking of swiping a few more from the baking trays, from on top of the oven. Pablo geared his fat ass towards a small greasy radio and switched it on; he muttered a few words in god knew which language as he tuned the stations to the local one. That’s when he was sure he heard some one mention the Halifax bank, he listened carefully for a moment and the more he did the more his eyes widened in disbelief. “Dude. Did he just say Halifax bank on—

“Yeah” Pablo quickly cut in “there’s been some kind of hostage situation. Terrorists I think I’m not sure. But they cleared all the customers out of the restaurant as well, just the staff left.” Pablo finished. Calvin shook his head, “uh-oh” he thought worriedly. Calvin didn’t waste any more time, he quickly took of his apron and tossed it aside making his way out of the kitchen, Pablo said some thing from behind but Calvin didn’t really pay much attention to what he had said exactly. Entering the main customer area he looked around and saw all the empty seats. His heart skipped a beat as he rushed for the double glass doors only to rattle them, they were shut. “Damn!” he muttered, his eyes widened again, his face paled seeing the scene unfolding across the road. He couldn’t see much aside from police cars, vans and of course the good old paramedics anticipating the worst. “Oh god, what if she’s hurt?” he asked or worst…what if she’s… He shook his head. No, think happy thoughts. It’s Anita! He tried to comfort him self with the thought that she’s probably just not at the bank, she just decided to leave him hanging dry. Bitch! He hoped, but it wasn’t working, despite how many happy go lucky scenarios he tried playing back to back in his mind nothing would change the fact that if she was in that bank, it was because of him. Oh god, I killed the wicked witch. Even his dried sense of humor wasn’t working, he just felt more and more concerned. 

 He helplessly looked around, driving his wet hands through his hair and every time he moved panic was all over his body language as though he was cigarette addict unable to go a day with out smoking. He needed to call some one who would know what to do, he needed to call Lance. When theirs some thing near, and it don’t look good…who you gonna call?
 “Damn it Lance pick up!” no one was answering at his apartment, that did definitely confirm Anita wasn’t there, which meant she was definitely at the bank. He searched through his really cheap cell phones address book, eventually finding Lance’s mobile phone number, he hit the dial button and then waited to be connected. But nothing, not even a ring, now he was convinced some thing was wrong. Calvin nervously pulled out a chair from a side table and sat down. He slumped his head on his hands as he tried to gather a moment, “think Calvin, think!” he muttered. Then ultimately decided to call Alexia, she would know what to do… he hoped.
Alexia slipped in to a side road, it was less jam-packed with cars and a lot more quiet, the only thing she could hear was mostly the helicopter way up above the roof tops thudding around the crime scene. This was the only route she could have taken in order to avoid the police and the road blockage from the main roads. She was probably just a few minuets away if not less. Thoughts continued to play on her mind, as she realized how much Lance and Anita had come to mean to her in such a short period of time. Well may be not Anita much. But Lance, his compassion had almost taken her aback, he took her out of the dark and in to the light, reached out and helped her when she had lost everything—but above all else, he had given her hope, he was a true friend. But if anything happened to them today, if anything happens to them. I’ll make sure some one pays…and that some one would most likely be Simon, if she could find him that was. Then her cell phone went off. She quickly moved her hands towards her pockets pulled it out and answered it. “What do you want now?” she asked angrily, there was no reply, she heard a faint gulp as if some one swallowed and then came a voice so frightened she almost didn’t recognize; Calvin.
“Alexia, hey… some things happened” he said, “I know” she answered “don’t worry, I’m on it” she said reassuringly as she came towards a cross road. “Is there anything I can do to help?” Calvin asked. Alexia took a brief second to reply “as a matter of fact there is. Find out for me who Simon is” she told him, “Simon who?” Calvin questioned unaware. Alexia was about to reply but just as she came to the middle of the cross road a black Volvo smashed front first in to the side of Alexia’s motorbike. She let out a scream of pain as she felt some thing rip in her right leg as she was thrown six feet away from her bike her head bouncing of and hitting a hydrant pump. Her bike was completely decimated under the car, she saw in a hazy vision as two men stepped out but after that she passed out. 

 One of the two men dressed in black looked at the crushed bike, whilst the other glanced down towards the cell phone. “Alexia?!” some called from the phone, “what happened?! Are you alright?” the man raised his foot then let his black boot grind down in to the cell phone with full force smashing it to bits.
To Be Continued…

Plan

Alexia attempts to save Lance, but one of the hostages is killed, she is told to not try it again over the phone.

Cecelia and Detective Clay find out about the hostage situation at the bank, they along with other police get there immediately.

Simon tells Alexia to bring him disks from the military secrete facility.

She has little choice but to do as he says.

She breaks in to the military compound and gets the disk.

Calvin finds out about the hold up in the bank and goes out to see.

The police attempt save the hostages but with little luck, Clay is shot and killed. 
Simon tells Alexia the disk is useless, he doesn’t need it, he tells her she can go save her friend. So she does. But before she can get there Lance has been already taken, Anita is still there. She kills Fuse, Mole already died.

“You’re not the boss of me!”
“Come to daddy baby!”

“Who’s your daddy now?”

“scream if this hurts chica!”

“Scream if ‘this’ hurts chica!”

Prt 2 the finale 

Anita gives the police officers her statement, Beth arrives on the scene as well; the two women later join up with a worried Calvin. The three call Alexia who is already searching for Lance. Alexia tells them about Simon, Calvin begins to try and find out who he is. In an attempt to find Lance. 

Lance and Simon have a small chit chat, then call Alexia and tell her to meet him at the TRX building rooftop.

Alexia informs Beth, Anita and Calvin, whom all suspects it’s a trick, but unfortunately they have no choice, accept to go in fully armed. 
Alexia faces a long battle through the building, taking out guards and what not, until she gets to the roof, were revelations are revealed. Lance is shot at the end, Alexia is captured. The TRX building is blown up luckily Beth and Calvin saves Lance b4 that. 
Previously 
(Roof tops)

Alexia pumped the Sais in to Marcus’s stomach; he croaked in shock and horror, “looks like I won’t be-needing you after all” she told him coldly.
(Cut to TRX)

David smiled looking at her warmly. “I know I have you, and you’ll always have me.” He walked over to her and bent down next to where she was sitting, his hands gently moving towards hers and locking them.

 Alexia smiled gently at him. “I love you, dad.”

(Cut to Lance’s apartment)

Lance: “Look. You have to listen to me… My wife looked exactly like you. We were expecting our first child, but she died in labor. I lost my son that day as well…everything I ever held dear, all ripped apart from me in one day… you can’t begin to imagine how I felt. And now I saw you…”

   Alexia put the gun down slightly. “You expect me to believe this crap.”

   “Then why are you still listening to me?” Lance asked questioningly. 

Lance continued “You want to know exactly what I want to know. Why the heck do you look like Sunlight? Or…” He paused and with slight anger, he added. “Or, you know everything already and you want to kill me to shut me up.”

 Alex shook her head. “No, I don’t know anything.”

“Does your dad know anything about this?” Lance asked…

(Cut to Calvin’s apartment, as he hacks in to David Rains computer)

 “We’re in.” Calvin smiled nervously at Lance who was looking at the computer screen in awe. 

  They opened up the files and read…

…‘Alexia has spent previous years in captivity being trained to be the ultimate super soldier’… 

 …‘Alexia’s life has been fabricated’…
…‘She has lived for the past three years believing she was involved in a car accident on September 12/2002, she believes that her mother died in that accident and she herself was put in a coma by it for a month’…

…‘When she awoke she was told she suffered serious head trauma, which had caused her amnesia. Alexia knows nothing of the accident or her childhood, only what the doctor and I have told her’... 

…‘Alexia has been clon-’

The screen fuzzed-

(Cut to-TRX, Alexia, David Rain and Lance confront each other)
   “Yeah... Sunlight was my twin sister; we got separated. End of.” Alexia looked at her dad; he was looking at Lance smugly. 

   Lance was fuming, he breathed out trying to calm himself down. “Do you believe anything that comes out of his mouth?! Sunlight never had a sister, let alone a twin. She had both parents and they all lived in England all their life.”

   Alexia narrowed her eyes in confusion. “That’s not true… dad?”

Lance: “David isn’t even your father. He made up the crash so you wouldn’t ask any questions about your past… they gave you Polaxine, so you wouldn’t have any humanity. You’ll be blank and you’ll just be ordered about. Ever wondered why you’re so cold, merciless and different?…”

(Cut to later, David alone at TRX)

“Simon. We have a problem.”

(Cut to Lance’s apartment)

 “Help me,” Lance suggested, “Help me find out who you are. Help me bring the man that did this to you down.”

“I will.” Alex declared.
