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Ring! Ring!

“Hello?” Buffy answered the phone in an irritated fashion. Who the hell was calling her at this hour in the morning? 

“You wanna tell me what the fuck is going on Buffy?” Angel yelled into his company phone.

“Angel? Why are you calling me-” she paused to read the bright green numbers on her alarm clock, but was interrupted by Angel growling at her.

“Why am I calling you? Gee, let’s think, Buffy. Why did you send Andrew to LA to pick up a psychotic slayer when I would’ve handled the situation?” 

“What do you want me to say Angel? I find out that you don’t have any hope left in you, that you just give up on your Shanshu and any possible dream of becoming human. I’m just supposed to hand you a Slayer and pray for the best when you’re in charge of Hell’s R US?” she spat back at him equally angry. She was the new head council person and she was dealing with a lot of pressure. 
“Who’s your informant? Did they explain to you the fucking situation as to why I don’t have any hope left in the Shanshu prophecy? Did they?” the last question came out as almost a sigh in realization and despair. 

Turning on the light in her darkened bedroom, she sat back against the wooden headboard of the bed and she could hear the anguish in his voice. “This isn’t just about some Slayer is it, Angel?”

“Please tell me that your lackey Andrew didn’t mean it when he very calmly and bluntly told me that no one from Sunnydale trusts me anymore. He said no one. Not Giles, not Xander, although he never really did anyway, not Willow, not Dawn and- not you. I mean, the others I understand, they never really did trust me again after-” he paused but never did they mention him losing his soul, “but I’m having a really hard time believing that you don’t trust me.” 

“I just don’t understand what would make you do it.” She answered cryptically.

“Do what?” was it just one of those days or was she trying to confuse him even more?

“Jump into the lion’s den! Why would you accept that position at Wolfram and Hart? You told me when we met after I came back that they had tried to make you lose your soul! Why put yourself in more danger?” Buffy questioned angrily raising her voice enough into the phone to accidentally wake Dawn down the hall. 

“Why do it Buffy? Why did I pretend to be Angelus when Spike first came to Sunnydale or when I, again, pretended to be Angelus with Faith? To get information Buffy! The Senior Partners have some big plan for me, and I figured that whatever it is, I may as well try and find some clues as to where the door is rather than rummaging around in the dark.” 

“Ang-” she started to apologize when he interrupted. Again. Would he ever just let her finish a sentence?

“Why do you think that we’re not on the same side anymore, Buffy? Fuck, Spike helps take care of Dawn a few times and help save the world *once* all of a sudden he’s some god damn saint? And I help you save the world and save the world a few times myself and I don’t even get a ‘by the way, I’ve decided to move to Rome’?”

“What does this have to do with Spike? I thought you’d be glad that he’s not around anymore.” She willed herself not to get emotional.

“What’s going on in here?” Dawn asked coming into her big sister’s bedroom to see Buffy trying to hold herself together. “Who are you on the phone with?” she asked, but the only response she got was Buffy holding up her index finger, indicating, to wait a moment. 

“I’m not sure if I should be the one to tell you.” He muttered under his breath.

“Tell me what?” she demanded angrily, yelling at him to just drop the cryptic man routine and tell her. 

Sighing, Angel went in for the kill, “Buffy, Spike’s alive.” 

Buffy’s eyes went huge with shock and confusion. Spike was alive? What the hell type of game was Angel playing now? 

All of a sudden, Buffy started hysterically laugh. Spike was alive? Yeah right, and she was going to marry Freddie Prinze Jr. 

Angel was kind of shocked by her sudden outburst of laughter. Not to mention a little confused. 

“O-kay, not the reaction I was thinking you’d have.” 

“I’m sorry Angel, but you said Spike was alive.” She tried to calm herself down. Dawn who had stayed quiet all through her sister’s conversation with who she now knew to be Angel, almost blacked out from shock. 

“I did, because he is. Well, not human alive, but um, un-dead alive.” He tried to make it sound like sense, at least to her. 

“A-a-are you serious?” she stuttered as she sprang from her bed and started to pace around her Victorian like room. 

“Of course I’m serious Buffy. You’d think I’d joke around that Spike was alive? Especially after how much he said he meant to you.” The last part of the sentence was in a soft voice that most people would’ve had to strain their ears to hear. Not Buffy, she heard every word loud and clear. 

“B-but how?!” she demanded an answer from him and she wanted one NOW!

“I don’t know.” He simply stated hoping that she would accept that answer, but if he knew Buffy at all, he sort of knew that she wouldn’t.

“What the FUCK do you mean, you DON’T know?” she screamed causing Dawn to cover her ears from not just the highness of Buffy’s voice, but from the language as well.

“Do I look like an all powerful psychic? I told you, I don’t know! I got this package in the mail and when I opened it, that amulet thing I gave you dropped out of it and then all this swirly shit came up out of now where and then there was Spike! He was incorporeal for a few weeks and then he got some mysterious package in the mail and then he was a full vampire again! And since I seem to be on a roll here, I’ll just explain why I don’t have hope in the Shanshu prophecy anymore. Because Captain Peroxide saved the world in Sunnydale with you, *once*, it gives him the FUCKING credit of being a champion and since he’s a vampire with a soul, that means that now, both of us are in the running. NOW do you see why I’m so FUCKING angry that the one person I wanted that human life with when I got my reward, no longer TRUSTS me?!” he blew up. 

Something in him just snapped and he wanted to just yell and he knew it was wrong to yell at her since they had parted on good- okay, speaking terms that last time, but this news just shook him to the core and she was the source of that. 
“What was that Angel? I’m sorry, I dropped the phone when Dawn tripped running out of the room. What did you say?” she apologized as she helped Dawn get some ice for her ankle. 
“GOD! I swear on the PTB’s that I don’t know how Spike is back.” All the anger just flatted right out him. He was just a popped balloon and now he had his calm, rational voice back. Damn how he just wanted to yell at her for actually having a relationship with Spike in the first place. Yet a greater part of him couldn’t do it, because he had left her, but not only that, but he had a son with Darla of all people and then he thought he was in love with Cordy. How had they grown so far apart? Even at her mother’s funeral, they still had that connection and that fire and passion when they’d kissed. 

“The who?” she asked jerking him out of his deep thoughts. 

“Sorry, Cordy got me hooked on just the abbreviation. The Powers that Be.” Angel clarified as he laid back in his recliner. 

“How is Cordy these days?” Buffy desperately wanted to change the subject since she hadn’t talked to him in months. 

“She’s in a coma actually.” His eyes darted down as if he was face to face with Buffy. 

“Oh my god! I’m so sorry, I didn’t know. How?” she sounded sincere for Cordelia’s unfortunate situation. They never really got along, but she’d never wish harm to her.
“It’s a long, long, long story that will make absolutely no sense to you and it makes even littler sense to me and I lived through it.” He tried to dodge the bullet of telling her about Connor, especially since no one remembered him.

“Please? Maybe I can help make sense of it.” She pleaded. He could see her pulling her puppy-dog face over the phone. 

For some insane reason he thought that maybe it was best to tell her of the last few years events. 

“It all started a few weeks after we met after you came back…” he trailed off as she intensely listened to the tale over the phone. Little did she know that it was a tale that she wouldn’t be happy about. 

An hour later, he was just getting to the part about Cordelia coming back from “above” and trying to regain her memory.

“The gang and I had taken a trip to Vegas and when we came back, there she was, standing in the lobby of the hotel and no memory of herself at all. She said she knew how to do things, but just nothing about Cordelia Chase. So, she didn’t remember anything from Sunnydale or supernatural. We tried to protect her from that part of our life, but she ended up thinking we were government spies or something like that.”

“That must’ve been hard considering that’s your job. You have demon clients all the time, or used to anyway.” She sympathized, she remembered how hard it was for her mother to accept the reality of the supernatural. 

“So, since we had lied about our jobs and our life, she knew we wouldn’t hurt her, but she didn’t trust us not to. In the end, she went to go stay with Connor for a while since he was the only one that hadn’t lied to her. We tried almost everything to get her memory back and finally we tried this spell that Lorne found. As usual, something went wrong and we all lost our memories of the past few years. Or, it made us all teenagers again, was really what it did.”

Something came over Buffy and she started to laugh again. She had been so quiet and patient within the last hour, and now she was laughing.

“I’m sorry, Angel, but, I didn’t mean to just start laughing.” She apologized as she tried to die her laughter down. 

“That’s okay, what was so funny?” 

“You.” She answered with lightheartedness in her voice.

“What about me?” he played along, since it had been years since they last had a nice, long talk. When they met after she’d come back from heaven, they hugged and cried and went their separate ways. 

“Just picturing you as a teenager is very frightening.” She finally contained herself not to burst out in pits of giggles at any random second.

“Okay, moving on. So, Lorne fixed the spell and we were all us again, but as Cordy regained her memory of her life, she ran out of the hotel with no chance of looking back. She came by a few days later, because she had seen something and that was what caused her to run away. The thing that she saw was due to rise that night.” 

“What was it?” Buffy pleaded that whatever it was, it was slayed that night.

“It was a big huge rock beast thing. It rose from the very spot Connor was born. It was what caused the rain of fire.”

“I had heard about that. Why didn’t you call me if you needed some help?” 

“Do you call me every time you need help?” he retorted right back at her.

“Touche.” 

“The Beast kept showing up wherever Connor was and we started to think that maybe he was connected to it somehow. Then, the Beast completely massacred all the people at Wolfram and Hart. They had a little girl up in what’s called The White Room, it’s a room that will connect you to the Senior Partners, and the Beast was there when we arrived. He’d killed the little girl as she told us, “The answer is among you.” 

“Did she take Cryptic 101 with you too?” Buffy asked sarcastically.

“Turns out the little girl was a part of some totem and all held some mystical energy inside them. The Beast was killing the members of the totem to block out the sun. We had one of them, but he was killed as someone spiked my blood while I was on duty. Manny was killed. The Beast was doing his ritual and we charged in there to stop him only to get squashed like ants. He mentioned Angelus and knowing me. Later, after the Beast was successful in taking the sun away, we realized that Angelus might know something.”

“But, you once told me that remember everything you did as Angelus. Why wouldn’t you remember?” Buffy questioned confused. 

“That’s what I said, because I do. But, after Cordy convinced me that maybe we could get some use out of Angelus. At first I was dead set against it, I didn’t want that, but I realized that letting him loose might provide some information.” 

“Don’t-” she pleaded with him not to say what he was about to say. 

“I had the guys make a cage that I couldn’t get out of unless let out, and Wes found a shaman that could take away my soul. We set it up and the spell he preformed made me think I had stopped the Beast and Connor and I defeated it. Then, afterward, I was in my room with Cordy and one thing- led to- another and-” 

“Stop. I can’t hear this. I won’t hear this. I won’t just sit here and listen to you talk about having another moment of happiness with another woman!” she sobbed into the phone at her past and once future lover.

“I know it hurts, but it wasn’t a picnic for me either when Spike decided to overly share some of your sexual adventures together.” Angel snapped into the phone sharing her pain. 
“The difference is: I can do this.” She gritted through her teeth as suddenly the phone went dead. 

Hearing the dial tone for a few moments, Angel too hung up. He went into his bathroom and fully intending to take a shower but realized that he just wanted to crash. He brushed his teeth while he was in there and washed his face. He dragged his feet to the closet outside his bathroom and changed his clothes into just a pair of sweat pants. He pulled back his covers from his bed and just climbed in. He laid there for a few intense minutes as he felt like he had enough of past-diving for one day. 
On the other side of the world, Buffy was calming herself down with the help of Dawn from her sob-fest. 

“I don’t know why I hung up on him. I’ve never done something like that. Not even to Dad when he’s called. It’s a lot Dawnie. I mean, to hear him say ‘I slept with my sire who I had killed four years before, for you, who this evil law firm (that I’m now running) brought back to life as human, then vamped again by Drusilla, created this child. A human child, but with super-strength and then was taken from me by a vampire hunter that said sire and I ate his family over two hundred years ago, into a hell dimension, and came back as a seventeen year old boy! Then, while I was waiting for CORDELIA to show up at a beach to talk about us maybe having a future, said son paralyzed me and stuffed me into a metal box and then proceeded to dump me into the ocean for the summer until Wes found me’. Not to mention the parts about him giving up his soul to get information about some baddie and visualizing his moment of happiness with the Queen Bitch from Sunnydale High!” fresh tears from what seemed like the never-ending well started to pour once again down her face. 

“Oh, Buffy.” Dawn comforted as she rubbed her big sister’s back and then drew her in for a hug. 

“I know I wasn’t a saint when I came back from the dead and had sex with Spike and didn’t tell you guys, but it wasn’t like I had a son with him! I didn’t unleash my psychotic demon upon the world again! And it wasn’t like I actually thought I loved Spike. I knew I was just using him, but I’ve only ever loved one man in my life. None of the others, not even Riley, did I ever think I loved or could love. Even if I had caught Riley, I know nothing would’ve been different. I still would’ve kept him at arm’s length.” She sniffed up the last of her tears and reached for a tissue that was sitting on the dresser right next to her bed.

“Buffy? Why did you tell him that you don’t trust him anymore?” Dawn questioned her elder sister.
“Since when did you become insightful?” Buffy teased. 

“Since you lied to him.” Dawn retorted seriously without skipping a beat.

“Dawn, it’s not that I don’t trust him. It’s the people he works for, that I don’t trust. They have ways of manipulating people to get what they want, and I’m just afraid that Angel is their little puppet on a string.” Buffy confided the truth in her sister. 

“Buffy, you say that you trust him, but did you ever trust in his decision to move to Wolfram and Hart, that maybe it was the right thing to do?” 

“Okay, who are you and what have you done to Dawn?” Buffy teased at how rational and thorough Dawn was thinking this through. 

“It’s still me, but after everything we’ve been through in the last year, I have a new perspective and some things. Yours and Angel’s relationship is actually one of them.” 

“Well now you have my attention. If you have a new insight on our doomed relationship, please share.” Buffy moved aside and let Dawn take the middle of the bed. 

“I think you’re still in love with Angel as much as you were before he left. I also think that maybe after your conversation the last time you saw him, you then later told Spike that you loved him before he died, and you feel guilty that maybe he heard that and that’s what pushed him into Wolfram and Hart.” 
“Yes Dawnie, I do still love him; with all my heart. I promised him always, and I keep that promise today. I feel guilty that I told Spike that I loved him before he died. In the seven years that I have known Angel, he’s the only man I have ever said ‘I love you’ to. In that sense of the word, and I meant it when I told Spike that I loved him. It wasn’t a friendship love, but it wasn’t a lover type of love either.”
“You know what you have to do Buffy.” Dawn admitted ominously.

“Yeah, I do.” Buffy whispered as she fell back onto her bed as Dawn crept next to her and slept with her sister that night. 

Buffy fell into a deep sleep of what was to come this next week. This next week, she was going to have to go to LA to not only face Angel, but Spike as well. Maybe then she’d be able to finally put her cookie-dough in the oven. The oven was pre-heating, but it wasn’t there yet. Soon though; soon. 
Buffy and Dawn woke the next morning and packed up a tornado. Buffy didn’t know how long she was intending to be in LA, she never knew with Angel, so she wanted to pack as many of her best outfits as she could. Also, before leaving, she called Giles to let her know that she was going to be going to LA and that she wouldn’t be able to be in contact with them for however long she was there. Buffy’d decided that this was an important enough trip that it was not to be interrupted for ANYTHING. Even if the world was ending, there were thousands of slayers now, they didn’t need her specifically. 

Finally, two hours later, both her and Dawn were packed and ready to go. Buffy closed the door to her apartment and silently walked away. 

The next day…

Buffy and Dawn were exhausted. They had gone from flight to flight. They had a three hour layover in the States, and a delayed flight. Finally, they made it to LAX and sighed in relief that the nightmare was finally over! 
“Hello?” Came a familiar British voice at the other end of the line.

“Hey, Dawn and I are here.” Buffy told the man.

“Okay. Thanks for letting me know.” The man told Buffy as he sounded busy.

“I’ll see ya.” Buffy bid the man farewell as she hung up her cell and proceeded with Dawn to pick up their luggage from the baggage claim. 

“Where are we staying, Buffy?” Dawn suddenly wondered as to where they would be sleeping. They had no contacts in LA other than Angel and Angel didn’t know that they were here.

“We’re staying at a hotel Dawnie. Where else would we be staying?” Buffy answered her sister in a ‘duh’ fashion that she had been known for when she was fifteen. 

“And how exactly are we paying for said hotel? The new Watcher’s Council isn’t exactly rolling in the money yet.” 
“Don’t worry about it Dawn. I have it covered, okay?” Buffy informed her sister and glared at her to not press the subject.

They walked outside in the beautiful California sun and as much as they were dreading returning to the state that had them fighting for their lives and the lives of the world countless times, it did have a sense of homeliness. 
An hour later, they grabbed their luggage from the mob of people and magically caught a cab.

“Where to?” The smoky man asked from the front of the car.

“1481 Hyperion Ave. please.” Buffy answered as she and Dawn sat back in the cab. 

They arrived at the Hyperion Hotel and saw a very familiar face standing at the door way, waiting to escort them in. The man had changed so much since the last time Buffy saw him, she almost didn’t believe that it was him.

“Wes, it’s wonderful to see you.” Buffy set her bags down and hugged her ex-watcher. His hair was all ruffled and he’d finally gotten contacts instead of those silly little glasses. 

“Likewise Buffy,” as he returned the hug the eldest Slayer, “And Dawn, it’s lovely too see you again as well.” 

“Well, technically Wes, this is the first time we’ve met.” Dawn pointed out even though she still went in for the hug. Wesley just looked at Buffy confused, and Buffy just mouthed to him, ‘Later’. 

Wesley showed them the upstairs and to their rooms. Not surprising, Buffy chose Angel’s old room when they’d lived there mere months ago.

As Dawn was still gaping at the size of her room, Wesley pulled Buffy aside for a moment to talk to her.

“Are you sure you don’t want to me to tell him? It would be easier for you, you know.” He pointed out the obvious.

“I know Wes, but since when was our relationship easy?” she replied with a sad smile on her Cover Girl colored lips. “I do want you to give him this though.” She handed him a small, folded piece of paper.

“Will do Buffy, will do.” He gladly took the note that he was to pass on to his boss as soon as he entered Wolfram and Hart in an hour or two.

“Take care Wes, and thank you so much for letting us stay here. Will you-?” she asked moving her head towards Dawn’s room, silently communicating something that she didn’t want to speak. 

“Of course.” He replied happily as once again they hugged and he left her room to say goodbye to Dawn. 

Five minutes later, he’d left the two Summers women in the Hyperion Hotel and was on a mission to see Angel as fast as he could.
Angel was walking around Wolfram and Hart like the dead that day. He just couldn’t get his and Buffy’s conversation last night out of his head. He thought he felt her get closer to him, but he shrugged it off as she probably moved so he wouldn’t call again. How had things gotten so bad that they were now deliberately avoiding each other? Before, when he’d left they were just trying to avoid each other, but not, it was like a mission to stay away from the other.

“Angel? Are you okay?” Fred approached him in his office as he was just staring off into space.

Coming out of his daze, he saw Fred standing in his office with a folder full of papers. Oh how he hoped those papers were for him. It was so sad that he was actually happy about that, but anything was better than brooding over Buffy in his office at the moment.

“Yeah, Fred. I’m okay. Are those for me?” he pointed at the file.

“Ah, no, sorry, they are actually for Wesley. Have you seen him this morning? I can’t find him anywhere.” She voiced her concerns for her closest friend.

“I’m right here.” Sounded the British voice as he strolled into Angel’s office.

“Oh, where were you this morning Wes? I looked everywhere for you.” Fred asked shyly. 

“I just had some business to take care of; a client to be exact.” He walked over to Angel’s desk and gave him Buffy’s note. “She wants to meet you, here.” 

“Alright, I’ll go now.” Angel hopped up from his comfy chair a little too eagerly. 

“I’m afraid I must go with you.” Wesley informed his boss as he was grabbing his car keys from his other jacket.

“Why? You were just there?” Angel wondered looking for his damn keys.

Shifting slightly, how was he going to explain that Buffy didn’t want Dawn around for when they came to blows?

“One client wants to meet with you, and I should meet with the other.” He hoped Angel wouldn’t second guess his lie.

“Okay. Let’s go.” Angel replied pulling the damn little box key thing out of his jacket and heading toward the elevator.

“I’ll be back soon, Fred.” Wesley told the brunette. “Just put those files on my desk and I’ll take care of them as soon as possible.” 

Angel and Wesley came to the garage and picked the new 2004 mustang convertible. Keeping the top up, the headed out of the garage and onto LA streets. 

“Where are we meeting them?” Angel wondered at a stop light.

“1481- Oh, the Hyperion.” Wesley read the note pretending he didn’t already know that’s where Buffy and Dawn were. 

Knowing the route by heart, Angel pulled up to the Hyperion Hotel in twenty minutes. He was thankful for the shade in the back yard, otherwise he would’ve been in trouble. 

“Alright, where is she?” Angel asked in a tiresome tone as they entered the hotel. He felt something in the pit of his stomach, but he couldn’t understand why.

“I’ll go get her.” Wesley said as he moved upstairs onto the second floor towards Buffy’s room. 

Angel just moved around the hotel, remembering old times from the past three years he was here. This place would always hold a special place in his memories.

Upstairs, Wesley knocked on Buffy’s room and found her standing by the window, with her arms wrapped around her. She’d never looked more nervous. He remembered her cool and calm before The Ascension, but he never had seen her actually show her being nervous to anymore. 

“I’ll go get Dawn. I’ll take her to get some food and then, actually I have a mountain of paperwork back at the office. Do you mind if I take her back there? I know you don’t trust us, but please believe that we would never hurt Dawn or you or anyone for that matter.” He pleaded.

“It’s okay, Wes. Just don’t let her near anything that’s breakable.” Buffy joked.

“As you wish.” He simply said before he retrieved Dawn from her bedroom.

“Hey Dawn. How would you like to go get some food and then come to work with me?” he asked.

“Food sounds great, but going to your work? I don’t know Wes-”

“Spike will be there.” He interrupted.

“Okay.” She simply said as she grabbed her coat and headed out the door downstairs. She just caught a glimpse of Angel and realized what was going on. 

Angel looked up from the front desk to see Wesley showing a young woman with long brown hair out the door. 

“She’ll be down in a second.” Wes added before he left with Dawn.

Angel waiting around anxiously for this mystery woman to finally show herself, and then she did. She came out to the top of the stairs and gracefully walked down to meet Angel.

Angel’s mouth dropped to the floor when he saw Buffy standing there in front of him. She had grown even more beautiful if that was possible in Angel’s eyes. Her long, silky blonde hair was down and it reached her tiny little waist. Her green eyes still had the same sparkle that they always had, but somehow they seemed a little darker. She looked like she’d been worn out for about five or six years. 

Buffy wasn’t shocked to see Angel, why would she be? She set this meeting up. Still, seeing him downstairs in a suit shocked her. The only time she’d ever seen him formal was at her prom and that was four years ago. His hair was cut shorter and his dark, chocolate brown eyes were still as deep and soulful as Buffy remembered, but they held something they hadn’t held since they met on the bluff that one night. Emptiness. 

Breaking the tension and silence, Buffy found the courage to speak first. “Hello.” 

“Hi.” 
Angel was struggling for words, finally he blurted out, “What are you doing here?” 

Looking away from him, and his magnetic eyes, she stuttered, “U-u-um, I know that our conversation on the phone the other day wasn’t all that pleasant, but-”

“Especially the part where you hung up on me.” He interrupted already.

Buffy felt her anger rising, but cooled down, because she was determined to fix this and it could take a while; days, maybe weeks to get to the source of the problem if she knew Angel at all.

“I’m sorry I hung up on you. I’ve never done that to anyone.” She apologized sincerely and she looked him in the eyes.

“I’m glad I could be your first.” He snipped back, obviously pissed off about something. 

“Oh don’t be the martyr! Can you honestly tell me that if I was going on about having sex with Riley or Spike, for that matter that you wouldn’t have hung up; because it was too painful for you to hear? Can you?” 

“No, I can’t say that, because, you’re right, I probably would have. If you would have let me finish what I was saying on the phone, you might not have hung up on me so quickly.”

“What?” she wondered curiously but not enthusiastically.

  “After Cordy and I- when I started to lose my soul, I was calling out for you. I was thinking of you and what I had done. It wasn’t Cordy or anyone else that I was thinking of. I was thinking, ‘My god! How could I have let Angelus back into the world without calling Buffy with a heads-up?’” 

The lobby was eerily quiet for a few minutes after Angel dropped the bomb. Buffy finally decided to speak after she couldn’t take it anymore.

“So, did it work?” 

“Did what work?” he retorted back at her while he was aimlessly walking around the lobby of where he used to work.

“Angelus. Did he have information about the Beast or what?” 

“Yes and no.” Angel answered truthfully but cryptically. 

“Explain, please.” She demanded of her former lover as he sat down on the top of the front desk. 

“Well, Angelus did provide information that would help banish the Beast.”

“Why would he do that? I mean, unless he got something out of it, why would he help the good-guys?” she asked and from his silence, she questioned, “What did he get out of it?” 

“Well, he didn’t ask for anything. A proposition was brought to his attention very early on.”

“What? What proposition?” she demanded angrily as to what Angelus had wanted other than them all dead.

“Cordelia kind of, offered herself to him; in exchange for information about how to stop the Beast.” 

“Eww. I mean, I always knew that girl had a tiny thing for you, but, again, I say eww.” Buffy replied as she made a face that showed her disgust for the former May Queen.

“But it turned out the information was useless. The only people that could banish the Beast had been killed. So, since that was all Angelus had to offer them, they went back upstairs to restore my soul only to find it missing.” 

Buffy’s eyes went huge. They were bigger than the entire ocean as she shook her head and sighed. “I’m sorry, I thought I just heard you say that your soul was missing.” 

“It was.” Angel just nodded along trying to stay calm. He knew that she was going to freak after she heard the next few weeks tales. 

“Continue please, so I know how you are standing in front of me right now.” 

“Well, since my soul was missing, and the jar that contained it wouldn’t let the soul be extracted from it, we couldn’t find it with a locator spell either. Anyway, Cordy had received a vision from the PTB’s that showed her how to restore my soul. So, the guys went out to retrieve all the ingredients it called for and went down in the basement where Angelus was to try and put my soul back.” 

Buffy breathed a sigh of relief that Angelus’ rain of terror was only short lived. A few days at max. ‘That wasn’t as bad as it could have been’. She thought to herself.

“But it didn’t work and Angelus played on the fact that they thought it had. So, he managed to convince the rest of the guys that I was me again and they let him out. Or rather Cordy let him out and he tossed her in the cage. He ran upstairs and ran outside looking for dinner. They figured out that it was Angelus and not me and decided to track me. Connor knew my scent and followed him for a few streets. He had double backed and came back to the hotel to feed on Cordy and Lilah. He didn’t want to hurt Cordy right away, but he wanted a kill and went after Lilah. He chased for a while until he went in for the kill. Then she surprised him by throwing him off of her and running away while he was still dazed. He got up and proceeded to find Lilah on the floor of the hotel with a big huge hole in the side of her neck and blood gushing out of a dead body.” He finally finished in almost complete detail and looked over at her with terror and shock written on her face. 
It had been five years since Buffy had encountered Angelus, but it felt like yesterday to her. The way he taunted her about not having any experience in the bedroom, the way he left notes for her with flowers, the way he killed her friends as tokens of his affection still tortured her today. 

She closed her eyes and it was like a light bulb just clicked on in her head. She finally understood that this was how Angelus had tormented and tortured his victims when he played with them. It wasn’t just about hurting the one’s they loved to hurt them, it was the memories. People mourn death and they move on, but they never forget. 

“So, Angelus was roaming free in the city with no sun and any way of food to eat and to find the Beast. So, Wes went and broke Faith out of jail to help capture Angelus.”

“Why didn’t he call me?” she wondered. She had dealt with Angelus before, she would’ve known how to stop him. 

“Can you tell me that everyday you’re not prepared for my release?” he asked her quietly and honestly knowing the answer was yes. 

“You’re right. And to tell you the truth with the First going on in Sunnydale, I don’t know what I would’ve done.” She too admitted quietly. 

At long last, they were making some progress. They were admitting the truth of their situations to each other and it would take a good, long few hours before they entered what was going on with Spike and Angel running Wolfram and Hart. 
Two and a half hours later, Angel was reaching just the last few months with Spike.

“The amulet I gave you, showed up here a few weeks after your fight in Sunnydale. I opened it, and Spike came out.” He looked away from her.

“Came out? How is that possible? Not to mention how the hell did the amulet get to your office? Spike was buried in the Hellmouth, under the crater that is currently Sunnydale.” The pure insanity of it all boggled her. 

“Buffy, I don’t know either! That’s what I’ve been trying to figure out. Moving along, another mysterious package showed up here, about two months later and when it opened, it made Spike a real vampire again.” 

“Okay, what is up with you people and mysterious packages?” she asked sarcastically. 

“Since Spike helped save the world with you, he has the credit of being a champion. Since there is only supposed to be one vampire with a soul, the whole universe is in whack. Now, I don’t know if it’s meant for me.” He confided in her. Something he hadn’t done in a LONG time. 

“Angel-” she started to say.

“Buffy, he beat me.” He said quietly as he turned away from her, ashamed.

“What do you mean, he beat you?” she asked calmly, trying to understand what Angel was talking about and where he was going.

“We were tricked. We both were told that who ever drank from this Cup of Perpetual Torment was the one meant for the Shanshu. He beat me. Don’t get me wrong, we beat each other to a fucking pulp, but he had me there, ready to kill me, and then he didn’t.” 

“Why not?” she wondered curiously as to why Spike would let Angel live for any reason. It was no secret that he despised his Grand-sire. 

“In his words, ‘I don’t want to have to hear her bitch about it’.” 

“Okay, but you said it was a trick, so what happened, other than he beat you?” Buffy asked looking away from him, trying to hide her emotions as best she could. 

“He drank it and he said it was Mountain Dew. That was when we realized that someone fucked with our minds and did a damn good job of it. That’s not my point. That moment, when he beat me and he drank it, that was when it all went away.”

“Your hope.” She answered for him, as she understood now, why he was so cut off now and so lost. 

“I mean, think about something that you’ve believed in for years, and then have it be ripped away from you without having anything to say about it.” He almost cried as the truth of his words came rushing into his mind and then realizing what he just said.

“I’m sorry Buffy. I didn’t mean anything when I said that. I wasn’t thinking.” He apologized quickly but honestly.

“Angel, it’s okay. I mean, I’ve gotten over the whole ‘you-leaving me’ thing. I just haven’t-” she stopped herself before she could humiliate herself any further.

“Haven’t what?” he asked as his curiosity peaked.

“It’s nothing.” She looked away and decided that she couldn’t tell him. It was too many emotions that she couldn’t deal with at the moment.
“No, Buffy. You haven’t, what?” he demanded not letting the subject go. “We’re being honest here, so tell me what you were going to say.” 

“I haven’t gotten over you, okay?” she yelled at him, not caring at all anymore. 

Confused now, “So, you’ve gotten over me leaving you, but you haven’t gotten over me?”

“Isn’t that what I just said?” she bit out.

“Buffy?” he asked quietly, walking over to where she was standing defensively in his office.

“What?” she snapped, knowing he was right behind her. She felt him so close to her. 

Spinning her around and into her embrace like he did so many years ago on her seventeenth birthday, he attacked her mouth passionately and viciously. 

The savageness and primal force behind the kiss slowly came down and so did its victims. Angel looked into Buffy’s eyes really for the first time in what felt like eternity. 
“I haven’t gotten over you either.” He whispered into her ear as they grabbed a hold of the other for dear life. 

‘God everything is so complicated. But, if feels so GOOD to be in his arms again. To know that he’s never let me go, despite who he’s screwing or having kids with, it’s almost too much for me to handle. But, the same goes for me as well.’ She thought to herself and then asked out loud without realizing it, “Where do we go from here?”

“I don’t know Buffy. I don’t know.” Angel answered her question not letting her out of his arms. She felt so right in them, she felt like she’d die without him, wrapped around her. 
Just then, when they were finally having a moment’s rest, Angel’s phone rang. Kissing her on the head, he removed his secure, possessive arms from around her tiny, fragile waist. 

“Angel’s Office, this is Angel.” He greeted to the other person on the phone in his ‘company’ voice. 

Buffy continued to stare out the window of the gorgeous view Angel had of LA. Noticing that he hadn’t said anything in a moment, she tore her gaze from the life outside of them, and looked at him as she watched her love’s face fall. 

“I see.” He said as shocked as he could be at the moment. “Thank you.” He replied as he hung up his phone and faced toward Buffy. 

“What? What is it, Angel?” Her curiosity bursting through the building as the anticipation rose in her. She wanted to know what the hell was going on and why he was looking like he was. 

“It’s Cordelia. She’s awake.” The sentence came out awkward to him. Then, what part of their life or job wasn’t awkward. He was a vampire with a soul, running the Devil’s Playground! How was any of that normal?

Buffy’s eyes grew wider as she didn’t expect that sentence to come out of his sensuous mouth. Looking around, she didn’t know how she felt toward the present situation of Cordelia being awake. She felt nervous, but she knew that she shouldn’t. She and Angel just poured their hearts out to each other and said that they missed each other and what the hell did that mean for them? Then they kissed and now Cordy’s awake, and she was just so confused. One couldn’t he put to rest until the other was taken care of. Either they worked out what was going between them now, or they dealt with Cordy and her role in this-

She was jumbled out of her thoughts as she heard Angel speak into his speaker phone, telling everyone to meet in his office. Now!

One by one, they came in. Buffy was introduced to Fred, who reminded her of Willow. Oh, how Buffy seriously missed Willow at the moment. It had been far too long since they saw each other. Next came a tall, black man who was wearing a professional business suit. 

“Gunn. Charles Gunn.” He introduced himself in a very elegant manner and kissed the top of her hand. Buffy thought she heard a low growl come from Angel’s direction, but she didn’t want to say anything. At the moment at least.

Lorne came into office wearing his ever popular bright colored suit with the matching Seabreeze in his hand. Buffy liked him immediately. He just had a kind aura about him, even with the green skin and horns. 

Wesley came tumbling last with someone attached to his hip. Buffy nodded to him and Dawn came in, running and squealing. She ran over to Angel and gave him a big hug. It’d been so long since she’d seen him. Though, they’d never really met. That fact didn’t stop her though.

“Hi Dawn.” He greeted the young woman who he had loved like a sister to him when he’d been in Sunnydale. Wow, had she really grown up since he last saw her. A smile came to his lips as he hugged her. He remembered times they’d spent times together, he, Buffy and Dawn. He realized how special those times were.

She let go of him and said ‘hey’ to all the other guys. 

“Okay, so, well, I asked all of you here because, I got a very interesting phone call a few minutes ago. Cordelia’s awake.” 

Silence followed throughout the room as no one said anything. The words were unspoken, but Angel, Wes and surprisingly, Buffy didn’t want to go down to see her. She’d decided that Angel had to work through his feelings for Cordelia first before they dealt with their, whatever it was that was starting again between them, and she didn’t need to interfere with that. 
The first night of wonder and doubt plagued Buffy until the hours of the morning. Luckily for her, Dawn was with her for a good portion of the night before she got too tired and headed for the sack. Buffy laid awake in her bed, staring at the ceiling that probably used to stare at for hours on end when he was too pig-headed to ever say what was on his mind. 

That day was so agonizingly long. Buffy felt like she was being tortured in hell only with the torture, you kind of knew what was in store for you. Angel didn’t call at all during the day. It wasn’t until at least eleven o’clock at night that Buffy’s cell phone rang. Buffy, being in the bathroom at the moment couldn’t answer it.

“Dawn? Could you get that?” she called not being able to take the call. 

“Got it,” Dawn yelled back. “Hello? Buffy’s phone, this is Dawn speaking.” She greeted politely to the caller. 

“Hi, Dawn. It’s Angel, is Buffy there?”  
“Yeah, she is Angel, but could she call you back in a minute, she’s kind of, um, incapacitated at the moment.” She couldn’t help but smile at the fact that Buffy’d been waiting all day to hear from Angel and the one time she left her phone, he called. 

“Okay, that’s fine. Thanks. I’ll see ya later Dawnie.” He replied as he hung up the phone and continued to go to his elevator and go up to his apartment. He needed sleep after today’s turn of events. He hadn’t expected to see Lindsey again. Ever. He wasn’t surprised though for some reason. Thoughts of Buffy and what they’d talk about soon started to invade his thoughts. 

Buffy came out of the bathroom and asked, “Who was that?” 

“Your boyfriend called. Just your luck, huh?” 

“What did he say? And he is NOT my boyfriend.” Buffy reminded her sibling that they really weren’t dating. 

“Yet. I told him you’d call back. His cell number is on the caller ID.” Dawn pointed out in case Buffy didn’t know his number. Turning away, Dawn went to her room for the night and Buffy followed hitting the call button after she’d dialed his number. 

His phone rang as she walked into his old room and started to undress. She grabbed a pair of cotton pajama’s and pulled on the bottom’s as Angel answered his phone. 

“Hey.” His groggy voice came to her ear.

“Hey. How are you?” she asked with precaution not wanting to fuck up everything she said. This part of the healing process was delicate and easily broken. She didn’t know what was going on with her and Angel now, but whatever it was, she didn’t want to start off on the wrong foot.

“I’ve been better. Um, there’s something I need to tell you before our conversation goes any further.” 

“What?” she hated it when he did that. He’d always mount up her curiosity and then he’d always pause for a few moments, yep there was that pause. Then he’d come out with it. 

“Cordelia died.” The sentence came out a little too android like for Angel’s taste, but he didn’t understand what had happened. She’d been there with the gang, she helped with him when he’d been fighting Lindsey, then she’d just disappeared after they’d kissed. She did say something about understand when the time was right. Who knew Cordy had it in her to be cryptic like the rest of the group? 

“Oh, god, Angel. I’m so sorry. Do you want me to come over? Is there anything I can do?” she stopped her motions of pulling the covers down from her bed and sat down anxiously awaiting for what Angel was about to tell her. 

“Yeah, if you could. I really need to talk to someone and the guys are all out having a drink.” He mustered out.

“Okay, just give me about fifteen minutes. I’ll be there.” She hung up and quickly jotted down a note to Dawn that she’d gone to see Angel in case she woke up. Pulling on one of her sweatshirts, she ran downstairs and flagged down a cab. 

“Where do you go from here, Miss?” the cab asked.

The double meaning struck Buffy at her core. For the second time in her life, she didn’t know where she was going. 

“Wolfram and Hart, please.” She told the cab driver and off they were. 
Twenty minutes later, Buffy hurried through the lobby of Wolfram and Hart and made it to Angel’s apartment. When she entered, she didn’t see him in the living area, so she checked out his kitchen, which in all respect was pretty nice considering he was on a strictly liquid diet. 
Wandering, she came across his door and opened it slightly to see a light peering from inside. 

“I was beginning to think you got lost.” He joked, knowing that she had wanted to explore his place. 

“Well, this place is big enough. Not as big as the hotel mind you, but pretty damn close.” She observed looking around his room, while she entered. 
“I suppose you want to know what happened here the last two days with Cordy, huh?” he asked in an unemotional voice as he sat up, letting her view his bare, muscular chest. 

“That would be okay with me, if it’s okay with you.” She suggested in case he really wasn’t ready to talk to her about it yet. 

A part of her really was dying to know what happened between him and Cordy, and how Cordy had suddenly died. That part of the story still boggled her. 

“I went and saw Cordy in the hospital wing with Wes and she was okay, but was definitely confused about the whole thing with me running ‘Hell, Incorporated’ as she put it, and Connor being gone. Not to mention when Spike suddenly showed up, and proceeded to try and make a snack out of her.” He gritted angrily through his teeth, trying to keep his human face in tact and not let the demon slip out.

“Wait, he did what?” she asked confused as to why Spike would do such a thing since he had a soul and hadn’t consciously done anything bad since he’d had gotten it. 
“He walked right up to her and bit her. Told us that his source had told him that she was evil and he was just testing to see if it was true. That wasn’t the worst part. The worst part was when he said that his source was calling himself ‘Doyle’.” 

“As in…?” she inquired not needed to say the rest. 

Angel had informed her of the friend that he had lost when he’d first moved to LA. He’d confided in her how close the two of them had grown. It would make sense that he’d be so pissed to know that someone was mocking the memory of someone so important in his life.        

“As in,” he nodded his agreement that they were talking about the same person. “It turns out it was this former lawyer who used to work here, named Lindsey McDonald. He skipped town a few years ago and I guess heard that I took over Wolfram and Hart and wasn’t pleased so he wanted revenge. Anyway, we fought, and he’s gone to visit the Senior Partner’s now. We got back here and the rest of the gang decided to go out for drinks. I went to get my coat and Cordelia followed. We talked and she told me that she was on a different road now, and that the PTB’s had owed her one. She didn’t waste it, she got me back on track as planned and then she left. She came back and we kissed. The phone rang and I took it. She said, “You’re welcome” and that was the last thing she ever said to me. The phone call was the hospital telling me that she’d died and that she had never woken up in the first place.” 

“That’s weird.” Buffy concluded, feeling a little hurt and jealous that Cordy and Angel had kissed, but there wasn’t anything that she could do to change it. 
“Yeah, it is, but what I was thinking was that that Powers That Be allowed her to be here to help me physically to get me back on track, but all along she was still lying in her bed. Kind of like, an ‘Out of body’ experience. Only she could touch things. Does that make sense?” he questioned becoming confused with his own logic on the subject of the last few days.

“Angel? We live in a world with vampires, demons, and hellmouths. Does any of that make sense to you?” she quipped back at him, not meaning to sound sarcastic, but it kind of was a stupid question. 

“I guess you’re right.” He mumbled as he got up and walked over to the window with the spectacular view. 

He heard Buffy’s little voice say, “I know this is a bad time, and if you don’t want to, I understand completely, but um, what’s going on with us?” 

Not turning around to look at her, he repeated the phrase that was really starting to annoy the hell out of both of them. 

“I don’t know, Buffy. Can we talk tomorrow?” He asked, and he glanced at his clock and saw that it was just a few minutes past twelve, “Or later today, as it is?” 

“Yeah, that’s fine.” She whispered and he could hear the hurt and frustration in her voice. He was frustrated too with their situation, but he really didn’t want to get into it with her and 12:07 in the morning. 

She was just getting ready to leave and go back to the hotel when his very tired voice asked her, “Do you want to stay here tonight? I mean, it’s ten after twelve in the morning in LA and I don’t really feel comfortable with you going out alone.” 

Suddenly a realization came to him and he wanted to hit himself in the head, and say, “duh!” 

“Buffy, did you leave Dawn alone?” 

“Yes I did.” She countered defending her choice to leave her sister alone.

“Buffy! She’s just a kid! I can’t believe that you would leave her alone like that, especially in the hotel when anyone can just waltz right in there! She could be kidnapped!” he shouted like a madman. Or worse, a parent. 

“Calm down, Mr. Overreacting. Do you honestly think I’m that stupid to leave Dawn alone there without some kind of protection? I had Wes cast that Sanctuary spell so that she couldn’t get hurt. And FYI Angel, she’s 18, she’s not exactly a kid anymore.” She informed him that she had made all the precautionary needs when she’d arrived. 

She was well aware of all the potential danger that lurked outside at night, especially in LA. Plus, she had been training Dawn for the past year and a half; she could handle herself pretty good in a fight. She could still use some work, but it just basic strategy on how to go about killing the attacker. 

“Oh.” Was all the Angel had to say after he’d just acted like an ass and an overprotective parent, all in one short out burst. 

“Do you really mind if I crash here tonight? I don’t want to impose.” She said sheepishly, asking politely if he was sure that he didn’t mind that she spent the night. 

“I really don’t mind. In fact I wouldn’t mind if you came over here and slept in my arms tonight.” He offered her.

Her eyes kind of bugged out. Here he was offering her the chance to once again sleep in his arms that felt like a sanctuary to her, but he didn’t want to talk about them until later today. She just hoped that whatever the day brought, this was a positive step toward recovery. 

Gently gliding under the sheets that Angel used for his bed, she got comfortable and continued to have Angel spoon against for the entire night. Soon, both parties fell into a deep sleep. It was the best night of rest either of them had had in about five years. The last time they’d slept this good was the tiny little nap they shared before Buffy’s prom and they had the talk about ‘drawers’. Buffy only hoped that their talk later today, didn’t end up as bad as the one right after their drawer talk. 
When Buffy woke up at an unbelievable hour in the morning, birds were definitely not chirping and the sun was- okay, it was shining, but that wasn’t the issue. 
She woke up to the telephone angrily yelling at her to answer it. 

“Hello?” she answered very groggily as she rolled over and yawned only to find a stiff, firm body right next to her. 

“Where in the hell are you?” the girl’s voice came out as an angry shout.

“Morning to you too Dawn. I’m over at Angel’s. I don’t know when I’ll be there, so do you want me to send someone out there to get you to bring you here?” 

“Yeah, that’s fine. That’d be cool. Maybe we could talk today. About stuff, I mean.” Dawn slid in her comment about them talking, as if she were a predator hunting its next prey.

Groaning, Buffy got up off the bed and walked to the bathroom. 

“I don’t know Dawn. After Angel and I talk, and I don’t know how long that can take, but knowing us, probably the whole day. After that, I think I’m going to be pretty talked out. Do you mind if we rain check until tomorrow?” she pleaded with her younger sister to understand. 

“No, that’s fine. I know you and Angel have a lot to talk about, and maybe not so much of the talking,” she implied.

“Alright, I’ll ask Angel to send someone over there as soon as possible to pick you up and bring you back here.” She informed her sister and hung up the phone.

As she opened the door and returned to the bedroom, she saw a frantic looking Angel sitting there.

“Angel? Are you okay?” she asked worriedly.

Relief struck his beautiful face as he looked at her and said, “Yeah, I just thought last night didn’t happen. I thought I dreamt it all.” 

Smiling, she couldn’t help it, she shook her head. “Nope. I came here last night and you asked me to stay.”

“And you said yes.” He admitted quietly to himself, but knew that Buffy heard every word.

“Duh!” she teased him, which worked like a charm, and she was rewarded with one of his best, but rarest features. A smile. Just a regular, simple, run of the day, smile. She forgot how much she loved it when he smiled at her or something she said, like just now. 
Quickly turning more serious, knowing that they had things to do today. There was only so much time for yelling, crying, yelling, apologizing, swearing and more yelling.

“Oh! Do you think you could send someone over to the hotel to pick up Dawn and bring her back here?” she asked him.

Looking at her like she’d honestly think he’d say the word ‘no’ to that question, he nodded, “Yeah. I’ll send Fred and they can do girlie things together. If that’s alright with you?” he questioned thinking that Dawn could use a day out of in the city. She’d been cooped up for a few days now. She had to be going crazy.

“That’s no problem. Just be sure to tell Fred that under no circumstances is she to leave Dawn alone with any guys.” She said seriously. 

Picking up the phone and punching in Fred’s extension number, he awaited the line to be answered.

“Hello? Winifred Burkle.” Her Texan accent clearly heard over the ear piece.

“Fred, it’s Angel. Look, I need you to do me a BIG favor. Do you have a whole bunch of work to do today?” 

“Ah, no not at the moment. Why?” she wondered what was going on and where this was leading.

“I need you to drive over to the Hyperion and pick up something for me. It’s something very special and very fragile to me. I need you to keep Dawn company for me today while I talk to Buffy. Could you just, show her around the city? Maybe go see a flick?” he asked.

“With NO food names in the titles!” Buffy called from the background which got a giggle from her and Angel at the memory of their last movie experience. 
“Did you catch that?” he asked, smiling once again at Buffy.

“Yep, I sure did.” Fred made a mental note.

“Oh, and Buffy says that under no circumstances is Dawn allowed to be alone with guys.” He told his employee and friend in both a fatherly and big brotherly tone.

“Okey-dokey boss. I’ll keep out all day. Just tell me when you and Buffy are down with your soap opera for the day.” She snickered and then hung up before Angel could get a chance to retort to her comment.

“Uh-oh. Why do I feel the need to ask where that came from?” At Buffy’s confused look, he finished, “About Dawn and the guys.”

“Oh, that. Um, let’s just say that the last boy she was with, was much older, but damn, the girl does have good taste. I mean, if I wasn’t already taken-”

“Are you?” he quickly asked before she had a chance to finish her sentence.

“Am I what?” she innocently asked.

“Taken?” he finished in his usual soft, quiet voice. The voice that was so melodic to Buffy that it made her heart flutter.

“Angel, I’ve been taken since I was sixteen.” Buffy she admitted to him as she looked straight into the eyes that constantly haunted her nights, and sometimes her days. 

“Oh.” He said neither happy nor disappointed with her answer. 
“So, Fred’s taking Dawn out, so now, no worries. We’re free to talk about anything you want.” Buffy said as a matter of fact.

They sat there, in his bedroom, he still in his boxer shorts and she still in yesterday’s clothes decided to get dressed. He chose just regular, every day clothes and had the clothing department send up a few things for her to choose from. 

“I guess I’ll go first,” Buffy started as she strutted across the big, wide, sun-shining window in his room. “Like I said before, I’ve been yours since I met you that first night in the alleyway and proceeded to kick your ass.” 
“I thought you didn’t like me.” He challenged in a playful manor.

“Angel, I may be blonde, but I’m not dumb. I admit at first, it was based on attraction, but that was only because I didn’t know you yet. And when I did, I found the most amazing guy that I had ever met. And that’s when I fell in love with you. I haven’t stopped loving you since that day.”

“Even after…” he trailed on.

“You left?” he nodded, not willing to say the words, “Yeah, I still loved you. You have to understand, a big part of me was so furious with you because you left. But an even bigger part of me was raining fireballs on your head because you just gave up on our relationship and you didn’t consult me about your fears. You didn’t treat me like the woman you supposedly love. You treated me like some two-week fling. And that’s the part that hurt the most.” 

“I’m sorry. I had a lot of time to think about the way I ended things with you Buffy, and I wish I could go back and change them, but I can’t. All I can say is, I’m sorry.” 

“It’s okay. I forgave you a long time ago. I guess I should be the one to apologize now.” 

“Why? What did you do?” he asked as his insatiable appetite for curiosity grew bigger by the second. 

“When I came to see you and saw you with Faith? I said that I didn’t love you and anymore and didn’t trust you anymore and that I did those things with Riley. I lied. Biggest lie of my life and I am so sorry that I hurt you with that. I was in a bad place and I felt betrayed by you because of Faith and I was so blind with hurt that I just wanted someone else to feel it too and I’m so sorry about that.” 
“I forgive you Buffy. I understand what it’s like to just want the pain to stop. I love you so much.” He admitted to her after a moment of just sitting with you and having her in his presence. 

She didn’t really know what he expected her to say in return. He didn’t really expect anything. It just felt good to finally say that to her again after so long. 

She looked up into his eyes and smiled at him one of her sad smiles. 

“I love you-” she was cut off by someone charging in through the door and she heard the voice she never thought she’d hear again. 

“Hello cutie.” Spike greeted as he caught the love birds in a private moment with his trademark grin in full tact.
“Spike.” Both parties said his name in sync with the other. 
Running out of Angel’s embrace, Buffy ran to Spike to jump into his. Angel couldn’t help but feel jealous. He knew he had no right to, considering what he just went through with Cordy and all, but he couldn’t stop how he felt. And god! Could he get one simple, life changing talk with Buffy? That’s all he was asking for!

“I missed you so much, William.” Buffy murmured in his ear which caused him to directly smirk at Angel who he saw was looking uncomfortable. 

Remembering that Angel was in the room and that they were just about to talk, she let go of Spike and quietly asked him to wait outside for. 

“I’ll just me a moment.” She said. 

Turning back around to see Angel, she calmly walked over to him and saw the hurt that was very clear and evident in his eyes. 

“Angel, I know we just hit a break through, but I need some time alone with Spike, if that’s okay. I need to work things out with him the way you needed to work things out with Cordy. Please?” she asked him as he closed his eyes and whispered in her ear.

“Okay. That doesn’t mean that I have to like it.” 

Knowing exactly how he felt, she smiled at him gratefully and kissed him on the cheek. She turned away and walked out to where Spike was standing in the hall. Awkward silence started to form when Buffy quietly asked, “You wanna talk a walk?” 

Simply nodding his platinum blonde head, they headed down the hallway and Spike started the conversation. 

“So, you’ve been in Rome? Isn’t it lovely there?” 
“It’s beautiful there. We’ve only been for two months or so. Dawn’s been okay with the move.”

“How is the little nibblet?” Spike asked always having a soft spot for the girl who was like a little sister to him. 

“She’s good. She’s out with Fred right now, but the transition has been good for her. With the exception of all the ‘ooh’s and aah’s’ that she gives the boys there. How have you been? Since you got back, I mean.” She asked him not quite sure what type of answer she was looking for. 

“It’s been okay. The first couple of months were rough on me, cuz of the whole ‘Casper’ effect goin’ on. Since I’ve been made flesh again, I’ve been out on the job that Soul-boy used to do.” He rolled his eyes.

“Why are you doing that, Spike? Is it because you truly believe that this prophecy is meant for you, or is it really only something that you want to take away from Angel?” She asked him honestly, not judgingly. 
“I don’t know. I started this because it was something that I could take from him. I’ve never been able to do the things he’s done to me. I couldn’t have Dru, I couldn’t have the respect of a Master Vampire until after he left, and I couldn’t have-”

“Me. Spike, you can’t change any of those things. I’m truly and eternally grateful for what you did for me in Sunnydale. I don’t think we would have made it without you. You were wrong about one thing though.” She left him hanging.

“What’s that, luv?” he turned away from her. 

“I do love you, Spike.” She admitted to him. 

“I’m sensing a but here.” He chimed in, knowing that it was too good to be true.

“It’s complicated. Angel is the love of my life, and I’ll always love him. Nothing can change that. Not even death. But after he left me, it took a part of me with him. Then Riley happened and that whole mess. I never loved him, and it was so obvious that even you saw it. Then I died, and I came back. I know I used you, but during that time, I saw a part of you that I’d never seen before. After what you tried… even with a soul, I still didn’t want to trust you. I did, for the sake of the mission and for the group, but I didn’t trust you with me until that night in the house. When you opened up your heart for me to see, and you just held me. I knew then that you wouldn’t hurt me again. I told you I loved you and I meant it. It’s just…” she stopped when he pressed his index finger to her lips to quiet her. 

“I’m not who you want to be with.” 

“I’m sorry Spike. I can’t help the way I feel.” She let a few tears roll down her cheeks. 

“I understand luv. I may not like it, but I understand.” His eyes flew to the floor and just stared at the multicolored carpeting.  

Knowing how much he must have been hurting she enveloped him into a hug and whispered, “I did miss you Spike.” 

“Oh yeah? Why’s that love?” he wondered, teasing her. 

“Whose ass am I gonna kick now?” she smiled and took a deep breath. She looked at the clock and saw that it was 4:57. “If you want Spike, I can have Fred bring Dawn back here and you two can spend some time together. Hang out.” Buffy offered. 

“Yeah, that’d be nice. It’d be good to see little Dawnie again.” Spike smiled at the thought. He missed having her around, always fascinated with his stories about his evil days. 

“I don’t know how long it’ll be, so if you want to hang out here, I’ll let Angel know.” Buffy did the same thing she’d done to Angel; she kissed him on the cheek and slowly walked back to her dark avenger. 
Quickly walking back to his office, rushing back to her soon to be… whatever… she flew through his office doors and ran into his arms. 

“Buffy? What are you?” he got out before she attacked his lips with her own in their search for the fire he brought out in them. 


“Shh. I love you Angel. I love you SO much.” 

He looked at her, making sure that she really was here and it wasn’t the fantasy that he’d had only about ten million times. 

“I want to be with you Angel. I don’t care about the sunlight or children. I’m having a hell of a time raising Dawn on my own; I don’t need another child. I just need you. I’ve only ever needed you.”

“But-”

“Screw the damn curse Angel! We’ll find a way around it. I can call up Willow and ask her to look into it.” She told him in her ‘I’m Buffy the badass leader’ voice. 

“So, does this mean, that you’re done?” Angel very wearily asked her. 

“Done with what?” she wanted to know.

“Baking?” he asked with little conviction, still trying to figure out the analogy in his head. 

“If you must know, then that’s a yes. I’m done, I’m cookies. Ready to be eaten- enjoyed by the one I love.” She declared as he moved down in for another kiss. 

“Mmm. Chocolatey.” He teased as he continued the exploration of her mouth. Retracing everything about her, about the woman he hadn’t touched in that way in so long. 

Spike walked down into the main lobby to see his newest crush, Fred, talking to another brunette woman with hair down to her upper middle back. He got a strange feeling that he knew the woman. While he couldn’t stare at her face, he could stare at her backside. He found he really liked looking down there. 

She turned around and he was horrified to see Dawn standing there talking to the shy, yet sometimes demanding little Texan. 

“Oh god, no! Bad thoughts! Bad Spike!” he hit himself on the head and looked up to see the newly turned eighteen Dawn Summers standing right in front of him. 

“Spike.” Was all she said before she went into give him a hug. 

She let go of him and they did the same thing as he and Buffy had done not ten minutes ago. They decided to take a tour of Wolfram and Hart, by foot and started to talk about all kinds of things. 

Dawn talked about going to England and setting up the new Watcher’s Council, then the move to Rome and how she was doing in school. She very proudly informed him that she had been accepted to a bunch of colleges. She was deciding between Northwest and U of M at the moment. She just wanted a change from the whole, Valley-girl, California scene. 

When she was done, Spike talked about what he’d been doing in LA since he’d been back. About the prophecy and Lindsey saying he was Doyle. All in all, it was a good, re-acquainting conversation. 

Plus, it gave Buffy and Angel some very much needed alone time. When she did finally leave Spike and headed up to Angel’s apartment, she walked in and saw something she didn’t expect. She half way expected them to be full on macking on his bed or on the table. They were just sitting comfortably in each other’s embrace as they sat in front of a fire with the blanket on their legs. 

“You two are something, I have to admit.” Dawn stated announcing her presence. 

“Hey Dawnie. Did you talk to Spike?” Buffy wondered, not moving her very secure position from Angel’s side. 

“Yeah. It was good.” She said as she came over and sat in the comfy chair next to the couch. “Obviously things went good here.” Dawn clearly stated what the blind would have seen. 

“Yeah. We talked and then Spike walked in. Buffy went out and talked to him, then came rushing back into my office declaring her love for me.” Angel explained as his attention went to Dawn. 

“What about the curse?” Dawn inquired the real reason as to why they broke up in the first place. 

“When we talked, we decided that we’re going to have Willow look into that and see if there isn’t something she can do. I mean, she put it there twice, there’s got to be something.” Angel figured. 

“Not to go all pre-teen on ya, but I thought you guys would have been seriously making with the smoochies when I walked in here.”
“One: You’ve been hanging out with Faith too much. Two: We did for a while, but Dawn, kissing and sex aren’t the bases for a relationship. Yes, they are nice bonuses and good ways of telling the other how they feel, but it’s not everything. Angel and I haven’t really been around each other in four years. We need to get to know each other again. That’ll take time.” Buffy seriously informed Dawn on how she viewed relationships.

“And we all know that that’s something Angel’s got a lot of.” Dawn quipped. 

“Yes, he does. Even after he becomes human again, he’s still going to have a rich, full life with lots of love and may be someday, have the child that he should have rightfully had.” 
“You said having children wasn’t important to you.” Angel questioned her. 

“It isn’t. I’m just saying that if one day I happen to be pregnant, that day wouldn’t suck. That’s all. I don’t need them, and I don’t want them unless they are with you. So if you can’t give me children then I don’t need or want them period.” Buffy very confidently informed her lover. 

“Whatever.” Angel just huffed, not happy about the children issue.

“Hey, Angel? Can I talk to you for a second? Alone?” Dawn asked him as she headed toward his kitchen area out of hearing for Buffy. 

Getting out of the position he was in with Buffy safely wrapped next to him, he followed the youngest Summers to the kitchen. 

“What is it Dawn?” Angel asked, sincerely worried.

“I’m fine. But you on the other hand are already pushing it.” 

“Huh?” he asked dazed as to what she was talking about.

“Angel, you’re an intelligent guy. Let me make this idea very clear to you. I’ve noticed you’ve solely focused on all the negative aspects of yours and Buffy’s relationship. Did you ever, once, stop and look at the good?” Dawn wanted to smack him for being so stupid.

“What good, Dawn?” he harshly whispered so Buffy couldn’t hear.

“For starters, she’s happier right then I’ve seen her since before you left! Angel, everything has it’s good and it’s bad. Hell, look at your decision to take over Wolfram and Hart, to willingly let Angelus free last year; which, by the way, I’m still majorly pissed at you about, but let’s recriminate later. My point is, if you go into something there’s always going to be good aspects and bad ones. The trick is not to focus on all the BAD!” she punctuated the last word of her rant, to get her point across that that’s what he had been doing. 

“Okay, okay. I’ll focus on the good. Geez, remind me not to talk to you about the hell that was last year.” He teased her after he clearly received the point of her talk. 

They exited the kitchen and Angel went right back to his spot at Buffy’s side. It felt like he’d never left her at all. Dawn, noticing how much the couple needed to be alone, she just wondered where she could stay. 

“Oh, sorry. Um, we’ll go and if you want, you can stay out here. I’m sorry I don’t have anymore beds, but the couch is pretty comfy. I’ll get you some blankets and a pillow.” Angel offered which Dawn gladly accepted.

After Dawn went to bed, Buffy changed into her pj’s and Angel put on a pair of black silk boxers and climbed into bed with Buffy still safely and securely in his arms. He was seriously going to take Dawn’s advice and just focus on all the good in their relationship. Out with the bad and in the good. 

He drifted off into a deep sleep with her snuggled in his embrace as a tiny smile formed on his lips as he dreamt of his one true love.          

The next day, as promised, Buffy spent the day hanging out and talking with Dawn. Angel hadn’t really minded since he was dosed with paperwork.    

“Just make sure she’s in one piece when I’m done today.” He joked to Dawn about Buffy as he kissed her on the top of her head, and winked to Dawn. 
Dawn just smiled at the secret they shared. It was nice to share something with Angel that was just between them. She’d gotten over him a long time ago. Still, it was that big brother- little sister stuff. 
Buffy saw the smile and decided to say something after Angel left. When he did, she looked at Dawn incredulously. 

“What?” Dawn asked innocently.

“What was that about?” Buffy asked speaking slowly. 

“What was what about?” Dawn just shrugged off the question pretending not to know what she was saying.

“The look between you and my honey. What are you not telling me? Is this about what you had to speak to him about last night?” Buffy asked worried. 

“Yeah, it was okay. So what? There was a problem and it’s fixed now, at least I hope it is. Can we move on? It’s really not important.” Dawn tried to coax her off the subject. 
“No, if it wasn’t important then why did you involve him? Why didn’t you involve me?” Buffy wondered. 

“It was just- I needed a guy’s perspective okay? If you don’t mind, I’d just like it to stay between me and Angel.” Dawn pleaded with her sister. 

“Okay. I respect that. Just, if you have a problem, you know you can come to me, right?” Buffy made sure that she was able to be Advice-Girl. 

“Yeah, I know. So, you’re back then?” Dawn giggled at the news. 

“Yes, we’re back, officially. We’re going to call a meeting tonight with his gang and ours. We’ll have Willow VIA Satellite and Giles and Xander on the phone. We’re going to make ONE announcement, but you are the first to know it officially.” 

“Yeah!” Dawn cheered as she gave a big hug to her big sister for finally being happy. 

“I know! I’ve been waiting for this day since the minute he walked away on graduation day. It was a bad time, but I think it was for the best. We both needed to grow and become the people we were meant to be. Now, we’re ready again.” 
“I’m so happy for you. But what about Italy?” Dawn asked remembering they still lived in Rome.

“Well, actually, I’m not planning on going back. The whole ‘Italy’ scene didn’t really work for me. I’m going to stay here with Angel, but if you want to go back to England that’s okay. I mean, I’d miss you, but if it’s what you want, then go for it. I’ll fly out there to visit and you can fly in to visit. It’ll be okay.” Buffy offered her sister the option of going to live in England with just Giles. 

“Thanks Buffy. I love you.” Dawn could hardly believe what was happening. 

“I love you too.” Buffy smiled as the sisters embraced once again. “Just don’t get into too much trouble. I don’t want to have to travel 3000 miles just to kick your ass.” 

“I won’t.” She promised her. 

The rest of the day was spent talking and giggling. After a few hours, they started to rummage through Angel’s movie collection and Buffy found the perfect movie for them to watch. When she saw it, she knew that he had bought it with her in mind. 

“What about this one?” Buffy showed Dawn the movie. 

“Oh, I love that movie!” She squealed. 

“I know me too. You’d never think that a manly vampire like Angel would ever own a copy of ‘The Princess Bride’.” Buffy giggled at the thought. 

Buffy hopped over to Angel’s jumbo screen and plopped the movie in. Dawn came over to where the Summers sisters had set up a bunch of make-up stuff to do holding a tub of microwavable popcorn. 

When The Princess Bride was over, they decided that they needed something other than a sappy love story. Surely Angel had some action movies at hand. Dawn picked out Pirates of the Caribbean. It was the perfect movie. It had action, the love story, Johnny Depp and not to mention Orlando Bloom. 

Two hours later, as the movie was still going, Buffy had fallen asleep and Dawn was still watching, as Angel came in through the elevator. 

“Hey.” He called, taking off his jacket and hanging it up. He didn’t know that Buffy was asleep until he walked over to Dawn and saw Buffy peacefully sleeping on his couch. 

“How was work?” Dawn asked as she stuffed a handful of popcorn into her mouth and paused the movie to direct her attention the very tired vampire.

“It was okay. Clients were killed, big bad was stopped; typical day at the office. Look about this morning, I hope you didn’t get into trouble with Buffy.” He started to apologize. 

“Don’t worry about it. I’ve learned how to direct conversations with Buffy. I don’t get to do it very often, but if I have to, then I do. We had a nice day. We talked and then we watched The Princess Bride. We did each other’s hair and nails, gave each other a facial. She’s been out for about an hour now.” 

“That’s good. I’m glad you had a nice day. I have an idea and I was wondering if I could ask for your advice.” Angel asked.

“Sure, what is it?” Dawn inquired. 

“I’m planning on surprising her with lunch tomorrow. Could you tell me what her favorite food is? I know what it used to be, but, I’m not sure anymore.” He admitted the last part quietly. 

“Sure, it’s the same.” She smiled at him for just being him. 

“Great. That helps a lot, and if you wouldn’t mind, could you tell her to dress nicely?” 

“Won’t she think something’s up then?” Dawn suspected. 

“You’re right. You know what, just tell her to be here at 12:30?” 

“Sure. I’ll distract her so you can set up or do whatever is it that you need to do.” Dawn agreed to his plan.

“Thanks Dawn. You’re a good sister.” He complimented her. 

“Thank you for being in her life again.” She thanked him.

A moment of silence filled the room.

“You mind if I help finish that popcorn?” Angel asked. 

She handed him the bowl and he sat down on the floor in front of the couch, right in front of Buffy and continued to watch the last half hour of the movie with Dawn.     

In the morning, Buffy woke up in a big comfy bed, but she didn’t remember how she got there. She looked over and there was her Angel sleeping like the dead (pardon the pun) and in the sunlight. 
Suddenly a she had a flash of her and Angel kissing on the pier. 

Jerking out of it, she wondered when in the hell that came from. It was probably just from a dream she had that she didn’t remember. How many times had she dreamt of her and Angel kissing outside in the bright shining daylight? To say a zillion times, would be an understatement. 

She leaned down and kissed Angel on the lips, to which he woke up and pleasantly returned her affections. 
“Good morning.” He said as he looked at her sitting up in bed while he was still lying down with his right arm on her pillow. 

Grunting when he saw that he had to be downstairs in his office in forty-five minutes, he got up and kissed Buffy before he headed to the shower. 

She skipped out of bed, threw on some more presentable clothes in case someone walked in and started to make her own breakfast. She found a box of toaster waffles in his freezer and pulled them out. 

As she was waiting she was getting out a plate for herself and for Dawn when she woke up, when a woman walked into Angel’s apartment. 

“Can I help you?” Buffy asked, not knowing who this woman was or why the hell she was in her boyfriend’s apartment!

“I’m looking for the Big Guy. He’s got a meeting with me in ten.” The woman confidently sat down on the chair and saw the little brunette sleeping on the couch. 

“He’s getting dressed. He should be out in a few.” Buffy informed the little woman who was wearing a suit that was showing entirely too much to the viewer for Buffy’s taste. Especially when that viewer was Angel and would be walking in at any second.  

“Who are you again?” The woman asked with a coy, fake smile on her face.

“I’m Buffy. The Vampire Slayer. Well, the oldest anyway.” She introduced herself. 

“Buffy. I’ve heard Angel talk about you many times. I’m-” she started to introduce herself but was cut off by Buffy interrupting her.

“So not interested.” Buffy replied in a condescending manner.

“Interested in what?” Angel asked coming out of his bedroom all dressed for work. When he looked over and saw Eve sitting on his chair he understood what was going on. 

“I was just meeting your friend here Angel.” Eve said sweetly. 

“She’s not his friend. She’s his girlfriend.” Dawn smugly informed the cheap woman who was shocked to see her awake.

“You’re up, good.” Buffy said as she went over to the waffles and threw them on the plates, ready to be eaten. 

“We’ve got a meeting Angel.” Eve reminded him. 

“I thought we discussed that you weren’t going to be coming around here, EVER again?” Angel said calmly not wanting to yell in front of Buffy, or Dawn for that matter. 

“You can try as hard as you can to keep me out Angel, but I just keep coming.” She said cryptically as Angel wasn’t lost her choice of words. 

“Get out.” He gritted. She reluctantly did as she was ordered and walked away, seductively moving her hips to try and bait him. 

“Don’t worry about her. She’s just a liaison to the Senior Partners. I’m trying to get her out of here, but she keeps managing to get back in.” 

“It’s okay. You, go to work, and I’ll see you when you get home.” Buffy commanded. 

“Hey, you want to have lunch today?” He asked quickly.

“Sure, I’d like that.” Buffy smiled at the thought of them having more alone time with him today. 

“Okay, I’ll call you when I’m done.” He said as he kissed her good-bye for the day and ran out the door. 

“Breakfast?” Buffy looked back at Dawn who had completely devoured both waffles. She gave Dawn a disapproving look as she shook her head. 

“What?” Dawn just looked at her innocently.
Later in the afternoon, Buffy and Dawn made their way back to the Hyperion to gather Buffy’s clothes and all their other things. Since Buffy’s clothes were here and Angel had to set up the apartment, Dawn stalled Buffy by making up some excuse. Confidently, Dawn had laid out all of Buffy’s clothes for her to view which one she thought Buffy should wear. Buffy, didn’t understand what the big deal was about since it was only lunch with Angel, but Dawn convinced her that it was Angel and Buffy should want to look her best for her man. 

“Whatever.” Buffy just shrugged it off and went with it anyway.

Finally, Dawn settled on a midnight blue peasant-top dress with black strap sandals. 

Buffy pulled her long blonde locks up and into a French twist. She checked herself and her work on her hair and smiled at herself at a job well done. 

As Buffy and Dawn were entering Wolfram and Hart, Dawn walked off in another direction, toward Fred’s office and called to her big sister, “Have a good time!”

Buffy walked down the halls of Wolfram and Hart, Buffy stopped at his office to pick him up, only to find him gone. 

Confused, she went back up to his apartment and was stunned when she opened the door. 

Angel had taken off his work jacket and revealed his simple white shirt with the top two buttons undone. He held one single pink rose in his hand, waiting for her to take it. 

He had closed the curtains and had set up candles all around the living room. In the center, at the kitchen table, he had two plates for them. He had made chicken with corn and salad. He had a bottle of Merlot to go with lunch and he’d had a special dessert delivered just for them. 

“Oh my god, Angel.” She said, turning emotional. He was so good to her, she felt like she didn’t deserve him sometimes. 
“I hope those are tears of happiness.” He hoped as Buffy walked in front of him and kissed him with such a fiery passion. 

“I love you so much.” She breathed to him as they separated and laid their foreheads together. 

He handed her the rose and took her hand. He led her to the table and ever the gentlemen, pulled out her chair for her and pushed her in. 

He walked over to his seat and they both started to eat. Buffy loved that he remembered her favorite food. 

“I just can’t believe that you remembered. It’s been so long.” She just couldn’t believe that he’d done something incredibly sweet for her. 

“I have a confession to make.” He confessed as she poured them the wine. “I remembered, but I asked Dawn if it was still your favorite.”

“Oh! I get it now. Now I get why she wanted me to dress nicely. So, you too are in cahoots. Should I be worried?” she asked.

“No. Now, why don’t we enjoy our meal?” he suggested to which she delved into her wonderfully cooked chicken. 

It tasted like it was melting in her mouth. The juices and the sweet taste was mouth watering. She remembered how much of a wonderful cook Angel was… it was one of his best qualities. 

Dinner was shared with good conversation about Buffy’s touring in Europe and of what Angel remembered of it. How he longed to go back, but he was running an evil law firm now, it wasn’t as simple as apple pie. 

With the thought of dessert in his mind, he got up and cleared the plates. He pulled out a carton of ice cream and put a couple of scoops in each cup. He couldn’t taste it, but he knew Buffy would love it. 

“Oh Angel! Cookie-dough-fudge-mint-chip is my absolute favorite! You are the best boyfriend ever!” she squealed when she received her cup. 

They sat on the couch as they ate their ice cream, talking and laughing. Angel realized that no one could make him laugh like Buffy could. He’d tried to force so many emotions when he thought there might be something with Cordy, he never realized that they were being forced. 

As he was went to eat a bit of ice cream, a small droplet, sunk down to his chest. Buffy noticed and looked at it for a moment before, she had another flash, like earlier. Only this time, she and Angel were laying in bed, and had obviously been making love. They were eating ice cream when it dripped on his chest and he looked at it. 

“Ah, mortal coordination leaving something to be desired?” he said sarcastically.

“Wrong, it’s just right.” She said as she licked it off his muscular chest and they both laughed, then they kissed and made love again. 

“Buffy?” Angel asked, growing concerned for her. 

Jerking out of her flash and into the present, she looked at Angel and could sense something going on. Then it left, and she was fine. 

“I’m okay. I just, thought of something that’s all.” She half lied and half told the truth. 

Angel let it go for now, he knew that there was something she wasn’t telling him, but he didn’t want to push. If he knew Buffy at all, he knew that when she was ready to tell him something, she’d tell him. 

“Thank you so much for this wonderful surprise lunch. It was just what I needed.” She smiled and leaned in to kiss him. 

A kiss to which he happily reciprocated. After a few minutes, Buffy needed to breathe and Angel had to get back to work. 

“I had a wonderful time. I’ll see you when you’re done?” she smiled seductively at him as he left. 

“You bet you will.” He winked and was out the door ready to face the cruelest hell dimension if it meant that he’d get to see Buffy smile like that just one more time. He hummed all the way to his office.
So, since plans on informing the gang on the night they’d planned had backfired due to Angel’s newest client coming in and trying to kill them all, they’d opted to tell them tonight.

All of Angel’s friends huddled in his office as well as Dawn who knew what was coming. Wes had an idea, but didn’t want to assume anything in case he was wrong.

Giles was on the line with Xander and Willow came in on the television. 

“Is everyone here? Physically and technically?” Buffy chirped in her sweet, loving voice. 

All were accounted for and finally, the time had come. 

“You’re probably wondering what this meeting is about. Well, as you can tell, I’m in LA, with Angel. We’ve come to a compromise that we are back together. Now, before anyone starts throwing accusations around, Xander,” she pointedly said as she looked directly at the telephone, “we’ve discussed what this will mean for us and for Dawn. I gave Dawn the choice that if she wanted to go back to England to stay, she could. And if she wants, she can stay in LA with Angel and me.” 

“What about the curse?” was almost a consecutive chant around the room at the same time. 

“We’ve talked about the curse and were actually going to ask Willow to look into for us. Maybe some kind of binding spell or bounding spell?” Buffy asked hopefully as she eyed her best friend on the large screen in front of her.

“I’d be happy to look into it for you Buffy.” Willow smiled as she saw how happy her best friend was. 

There was this luminous light around Buffy, it was something that Willow hadn’t seen since before Angelus had come back. She knew that Angel had put that spark back into Buffy and would do all she could to try and keep them together. 

“What do you guys think?” Angel asked his associates on their opinions.

“Congratulations.” Wes offered them as he hugged Angel and then Buffy. 

Fred, Gunn and Lorne shared a look and smiled at how happy Angel seemed. This little blonde slayer girl seemed to make him happy, so, they were happy. 

“I don’t know you that well Buffy, but you seem like a really nice person. It’s good to know that the woman who stole Angel’s heart wouldn’t easily give him up without a fight.” 

“Thanks Fred.” Buffy nodded as she gave the Texan a smile in gratitude.

Lorne eyed the little woman for a moment and then sweetly asked, “Would you just sing a little for me?”

Giving Angel a confused look, he just nodded his head to tell her to consent to the weird request.

I will remember you

Will you remember me?
Don't let your life pass you by

Weep not for the memories

Remember the good times that we had

Let them slip away from us when things got bad

Clearly I first saw you smiling in the sun

Wanna feel your warmth upon me 

I want to be the one

I will remember you

Will you remember me?

Don't let your life pass you by

Weep not for the memories

I'm so tired that I can't sleep

Standing on the edge of something much too deep

It's funny how I feel so much yet cannot say a word

We are screaming inside oh we can't be heard

I will remember you

Will you remember me? 

Don't let your life pass you by

Weep not for the memories

So afraid to love you more afraid to lose

Clinging to a past that doesn't let me choose

Where once there was a darkness, a deep and endless night

You gave me everything you had oh you gave me life

I will remember you

Will you remember me?

Don't let your life pass you by

Weep not for the memories
A sea of memories came crashing over Buffy as she remembered a day that she hadn’t ever remembered before in her life. It was a day filled with Angel and her making love in a strange apartment and lying in his bed together… listening to his heartbeat! 

It wasn’t possible! Was it? It had to be a dream! Only in her dreams was Angel ever human and with her! Was this a cruel joke?

More memories flashed in front of her as she saw that she was fighting this weird looking ‘teenage mutant ninja demon’ that she was fighting and saving Angel from. She defeated it, but Angel was badly hurt. 

Then she remembered that he told her that he’d asked the Oracles to change him back into a vampire. He said that they weren’t meant to be together, they were meant to fight for the sake of good. They didn’t belong to themselves, they belonged to the world. 

Then their time was over after an emotional goodbye and god! She told him she’d never forget and she did! How could she forget the best day of her life, no matter who erased it or not!

She just stared at a very concerned Angel at the moment and let the confusion show on her face. She quickly stood up and away from him and all the others in the room. It was too crowded in here for her. She had to get out!

“Buffy…” Angel cooed to her as she backed away very frightened. He didn’t know what just happened, but he figured it couldn’t have been good if it was making her act this way.

She didn’t respond. 

“Buffy…” he tried again. “Just say something sweetheart, please. Just let me know that’s you’re okay. Can you do that?” 

She just nodded her head.

“Okay, just say something baby,” he pleaded. 

“I’ll never forget!” She screamed as she ran out of his office and down the hallway. 

Angel just froze in his tracks of trying to stop her as those three little words echoed in his mind from the forgotten day over four years ago. 
Buffy ran as far and as fast as she could at the moment. She ran all the way down stairs to the first floor lobby and ran straight into somebody knocking both of themselves down. 
“Oh my god! I’m so sorry. I wasn’t looking-” she quickly apologized to the man she’d just crashed into. Looking to see who she’d just bulldozed into she found the comforting eyes of none other than Oz. 

“Oz? What are you doing here?” Buffy asked astounded that of all people she would run into in Wolfram and Hart, Oz would be one of them.
“Well, actually, I came here to talk to Angel about something. I heard he was the new CEO of this place, so, I came here to ask him a favor.” Oz simply replied. “What are you doing here?” he wondered with the stoic look always present on his face.
“Angel and I got back together and something’s just come up and I don’t know how I feel about it, so I was running to clear my head.” She explained.

“Well, I don’t know if you need or even want it, but I’m open to listening if you feel that you need to talk about it.” Oz offered her with a kind smile that was so rare on Oz.
“Thanks Oz. I think I’ll take you up on that. Everyone else has a personal opinion of what I should do right now and it’d be kind of nice to talk to someone who doesn’t have a personal vendetta against Angel and I together at the moment.” She replied as they walked out the door of the office building and walked down the street to the little coffee shop called the Coffee Spot. 

Back at Wolfram and Hart…

“What the hell did you do, Deadboy?” Xander shouted over the phone. 

“It’s a long story.” Angel quickly replied as he was too exhausted to get into it with everyone now. 

“Too bad! Explain.” Willow’s resolve face very evident on the giant screen in the middle of the room. She was the whole thing, but didn’t understand what had happened. 

Sighing, knowing that he shouldn’t have ever thought he could just let this go unresolved that night, he got up and walked in the middle of the room and sat down the couch. 

His put his head down as not to look at each of them as he told them the story of the best day of his life.

“You guys remember when I came to Sunnydale your first year of college and I didn’t tell Buffy?” He asked and everyone said their approval’s of their remembrance. “One of you must have told her, so she came running to LA to confront me about the issue of me not mentioning that I was there. As we were about to part again, after we discussed things, a demon attacked us and it ended up getting away.” He paused for a moment and looked out the window of the apartment. 

“And?” Giles chimed in.

“We went patrolling together to find it and kill it, only we ended up arguing about our relationship instead and finally, we split. Buffy went into the day and I continued in the sewers. I found, fought it, killed it, and its blood mixed with mine. I was human.” He admitted the last sentence in a very quiet voice, he was sure no one would hear. 

A chorus of “Oh my god!” and “Dear lord’s” came from the room as Angel hung his head. 

“I went to see the Oracle’s to see if it was for real and they told me that it was. I was a real boy. I went and found Buffy and at first we- okay, I thought we shouldn’t rush back into a relationship since she had just started college. We were about to part ways when we touched and it all went down hill from there. Or rather, up hill, but that’s too much info. Buffy and I made love all day, until Doyle came back in saying that the Morah demon had regenerated itself. I went out to fight it, only to find that I couldn’t fight it anymore.” 

“So, what happened?” Fred asked engaged in this romantic yet tragic story of Angel and his lady love.

“Buffy found me, and killed the Morah. I went back to the Oracles and demanded that they change me back. The demon had said that I stayed human, Buffy would die. I begged them to save her life and take mine back. They did. Obviously.” Angel finished.

“What did you tell Buffy?” Willow asked making the connection between the story and Buffy’s reaction.

“There was a tiny catch in them turning me back. Only I would remember the day. Buffy and everyone else would have no memories at all of the events that occurred. When I told her what I had done, she fought so hard for me not to leave her again. I didn’t have a choice though. It was done. We kissed one last time and held on to each other for dear life. She just kept repeating, ‘I’ll never forget, I’ll never forget’ over and over again until it happened.” He said trying to hold back the emotions he still felt toward that day. 

“I’m guessing Buffy just remembered that day.” Gunn concluded voicing the observation.

“But it’s not possible. The Oracle’s told me that no one but ME would remember. Ever. Why would they let her remember now, of all times?” Angel yelled frustrated. 

“Why not go ask them?” Fred asked saying what the obvious was.

“Can’t. They were killed.” Angel bit out. 

“What could have triggered the memories is my question.” Wesley hopped in, for the first time voicing his logic aloud. 

Everyone remained quiet when the realization hit them square in the nose.

“The song!” They all shouted at once. 
At the Coffee Spot…

“So what do you think I should do?” Buffy asked Oz as she fiddled with her mocha chino. 

“Well, that’s hard to say.” Oz looked away from her and then back at her directly. “You said that Angel risked his life to save your own.” He stated and she shook her head in agreement and to keep going. “But he did it without informing you. Thus making another decision without your input.” He summed up what Buffy had just confessed to the wolf.

“Yes.”

“Well, I can’t tell you what you should do. All I can tell you is that if it were me, I’d go back to him and have a long talk about what it means to be in a relationship. About the communication and the trust that the relationship is built on.” Oz wisely said. 

“Thanks Oz. I think that’s the most I’ve ever heard you talk. At least all at once. See, we all grow. Shall we?” Buffy offered him her arm as they got up and left the shop to walk back to Wolfram and Hart. 
At Wolfram and Hart, the gang was looking up texts about memory and memory revival. Wes was so close to his ‘eureka’ moment he could feel it. It was just on the tip of his tongue. Willow was searching on the net still on the screen and Giles had said that if he found anything with Xander, he’d call immediately. Lorne had gotten a call about a client that he had to go see and Gunn and Fred were making food rounds. 

Angel was standing by the window looking out at the skyline wondering where Buffy was. If she was okay, what was going through her head at the moment. He looked over and saw Dawn sitting quietly on the couch reading a book she was engrossed in. She hadn’t said a word the entire time Buffy was missing. 

“Dawn, are you okay?” Angel asked as he made his way over to Dawn and sat down next to her as he looked to see what she was reading. 

“Mmm hmm. I’m fine.” She said as she didn’t even look up to see who was talking to her. 

“Buffy’s been missing for a while. I’m a little worried that you’re not worried about her.” He voiced his concerns. He hadn’t ever seen Dawn like this before. She usually needed to know where Buffy was at all times to make herself feel better, safer. 

“I’m not worried.” She still didn’t look up. 
“Why not?” He wondered.

“Because you’re here. She’ll come back.” Dawn turned the page not daring to meet his eyes for one second. 

Angel eyed her for a moment and her calmness and reassurance that Buffy would come back. As much as he believed Dawn was right, there was always that nagging voice in the back of his head that told him that she wasn’t. That he had royally fucked himself now and that she’d never forgive him. 

Shaking his head of all negative thoughts, he had to believe what Dawn had told him earlier. He had to focus on all the positive in their relationship. If they still had one. 

Buffy walked in front of the apartment and took a deep sigh and with Oz’s reassuring nod, she bravely walked back into Angel’s apartment. 

Angel turned around as fast as he could and the relief on his face to see her was indescribable. He hadn’t been that relieved since he’d come back from hell and saved Buffy from Pete. 

Buffy quietly walked into the center of the room and all eyes were on her. Everyone (except Wesley who hadn’t even noticed she’d entered the room) had stopped what they were doing and were waiting to see what would happen next. Oz quickly followed in as well as an outburst from Willow. 

“OZ! How are you?” Willow asked in shock. She missed him so much. 

“I’m good Will. It’s good to see you.” 

Willow didn’t say anything else as she looked at the saddened face of her best friend and knew that this wasn’t the time. 

“Hi.” She looked at him and quietly greeted him. 

“Hi.” He did the same as he looked over at the youngest Summers and saw that she had a smirk on her face but was still entrapped in the book. 

Buffy didn’t say anything. She just looked at Angel. Her Angel and ran to him with tears in her eyes. She jumped into his embrace and he just held her.

Gunn and Fred came into the room carrying the food at that moment.

“Who had the turkey?” Gunn asked as he dug threw the bag of food and stopped when he saw the interaction between Angel and Buffy.

In Angel’s arms Buffy whispered in his ear, “We need to talk.” 

He smiled sadly and nodded at her order. They definitely needed to talk. 

He let go of her and she took his cool hand in her tiny one, and proceeded to lead him out of the apartment and into a different room in the large building where they could have some privacy.

“Eureka!” Wesley shouted as no one paid attention. All the attention was on Buffy and Angel leaving and then Oz just standing in the middle nodding his head at the present situation. 
Buffy led Angel into an empty office room and at first, neither knew where to start or what to say. 

“One of us should speak before the next apocalypse.” Angel quipped.

“That’s so not funny. With our luck one’s on it’s way right now.” She humored herself and tried to lighten the deeply tensed mood. 

“So, I gather you talked to Oz about what happened.” 

“Yeah, he- he listened to the problem and objectively offered his opinion of what he would do in the situation.” 

“You’re spending way too much time with Giles.” He smiled at how cute and precise she was being. “Well, that’s good. It’s good to have that person on the side that doesn’t gain or lose anything from the confrontation.” He said more seriously.

“Yeah.” She quietly said.

“So, what did he say?” Angel wondered out loud as Buffy started her speech. 

“Look, I understand why you did what you did. To be perfectly honest, I think I would’ve done the same thing. I remember what it’s like not being able to fight, even for a day, it was a day too long. I just want you to know that I still love you.” She admitted right off the bat as tears started to form in her eyes.

“So, you forgive me?” Angel asked not thinking he heard her confession correctly.

“Angel, it wasn’t ever about me forgiving you. It was just about me sorting through all these emotions that were coming back to me and working them into my head. I mean, I was remembering the best day of my life and I couldn’t just say ‘Oh, okay’ and then just go on without processing through it.” She told him with firmness in her eyes. 

Angel very cautiously walked to her and tipped her chin up to meet eye to eye. Now, there wasn’t anything left in their relationship that was a secret. Everything was out in the open, told and unfolded. They were finally having a true second chance at them and Angel was not going to lose her again. 

She sighed as she looked into his chocolate eyes and saw how much love and devotion he had in them. It was hard to describe the love between them. All the words in the dictionary couldn’t even compare to what they felt for their soul mate. 

Angel dipped his head down and their lips met in a passionate exchange of love and desperation. 

Buffy couldn’t help but moan as she missed the man that fit her so perfectly in every way. He was the only person in the world who she could admit anything to, and he’d understand. He wouldn’t chastise her for thinking some of the things she was thinking. He understood her calling and her confusion toward the world, the loneliness of it all. Their love and being together was such a beautiful disaster. 

Breaking the breathless kiss, Buffy looked at Angel and once again, put her tiny, manicured hand in his strong, cold hand and led him back to his apartment. 

Inside, there was chaos everywhere. In the corner, Wesley and Fred were frantically searching through books as Gunn was making some calls on his phone to confirm whatever it was they found out. Willow was searching through her books and sharing info with Oz as Lorne was consoling a now crying Dawn. 

“What’s going on?” Buffy asked gravely as everyone watched as she and Angel walked back into the room.

“I think we figured out why you remembered the forgotten day.” Wesley offered as he looked down at his notes. 

Leaving both Buffy and Angel on cliffhangers, (no pun intended) Wesley walked over to them to confirm a few facts. 

“Angel? You said that the demon that attacked you that day was a Morah demon? A solider of darkness?” 

“Yes.” Angel confirmed.

“Did he say anything to you? Maybe about an End of Days?” Wesley asked skeptically as he looked back and forth between Buffy and his boss.

“Yeah, he said that the End of Days was fast approaching. Why?” Angel asked not making the connection.

“It’s coming.” Fred confessed as she walked over to the couple.

“When?” Buffy asked frantically needing to know all the information.

“Within a day or two. Just enough time to prepare.” He sighed. Bringing bad news always made for a mood killer.

“See! You jinxed us! Good going!” She half-seriously pointed at Angel in a blaming fashion.

“But why-” Angel started but was almost immediately cut off by Buffy.

Buffy looked confused, “What does this have to do with me remembering that day?” 

“We believe that the Powers allowed you to remember the day because then you’d remember how to fight them so we could have a better chance to win.” Wes summed up.        

“Oh.” Buffy nodded her head in agreement. “Never a dull moment.” She said to no one in particular. 

“Buffy, Giles and Xander are going to fly out tonight to be here to help with all the new slayers that have been trained.” Willow said on the screen. 

“Thanks Will.” She said and then something clicked in her head. “You guys start getting to work! I gotta go take care of something. I’ll be back soon.” She called as she was stopped by Angel’s hand still in hers.

“Where are you going?” He asked wanting the truth.

“Look, I just have to go see somebody. I promise I’ll be back soon.” She turned away again only to turn back around. “Would you do me a favor?”

“Anything, love.” Angel said as he was starting to worry.

“Would you just, see what’s up with Dawn? Please?” She pleaded. 

Nodding his head, she whispered, “I love you.” She kissed him on the lips, savoring his taste and then ran out the door. 

He was transfixed on the door for a few minutes. 

“Alright! You heard the woman! Let’s get to work.” Angel called making the same call Buffy did. 

Walking over to Dawn, Lorne was still trying to soothe her. Angel patted Lorne on the back and nodded his head to the side to talk to him somewhere else.

“What happened?” Angel asked looking at Lorne as he crossed his arms.

“It is not all right in that little girl, Angelcakes. She started to hum and I read her. That girl may seem all fine and dandy on the outside, but she is so confused about where her place in this world My Little Darkling.” 

“Why would she be confused? She doesn’t even have a place in this world yet. All she should be worrying about is what college she should go to. What boy she should date.” 

“Those are just little life altering decisions for her. From what I could get, she has always been with her big sister. Now, Buffy’s staying here with you, leaving Dawn to be on her own.” 

“But Buffy offered her that if she wanted she could stay here.” Angel added.

“Exactly. She doesn’t want to. She wants to go to England and live with Xander and Giles and train to be a Watcher. The little dumpling has so much potential too.” He smiled sweetly over at where Dawn was sitting. 

“So, what’s the problem?” Angel demanded as he was not connecting the dots.

“She wants to go to England, but she also wants to stay here. And she doesn’t want to stay here for Buffy.” Lorne spilled cryptically. 

“Who would she stay here for then?” He was so confused! Now he remembered why he blocked out his teenage years as Liam. They were so damn irritating, with the constant battle within yourself.

“She wants to stay here for our other friendly neighborhood vampire.” He looked around the room noting how everyone was still working. 

Angel’s eyes were about to bug out of his eye sockets from what Lorne just laid out. He had no idea that Dawn liked Spike. Damn, Lorne was right. It couldn’t be easy for Dawn. But he just couldn’t fathom Spike and Dawn together. 

“What in the bleedin’ hell is going on in ‘ere?” Spike yelled as he came into the apartment with Buffy in tow. 

‘Ah! Speak of the devil.’ Angel thought.

“Buffy? What is he doing here?” Angel gritted out as he vamped out. 

“Calm down, honey. If this is as big as Wesley says it is, we’re going to need all the fighters we can get.” She directly told the room that no matter personal opinions, Spike was going to help in this fight. 

“Then I guess that’s where I come in.” A new voice came in as all eyes looked upon a familiar face that they welcomed with open arms.

“Faith.” Angel greeted his friend as he walked over and hugged her. “How are you?” He asked with a smile on his face.

“Five by five. Yo, B. Wus up? What’s with all the doom and gloom going down?” Faith asked in her street manner-ish voice. 
“Well, as always, we have another apocalypse. Something called the End of Days. Wes can fill you in on all the info, but all I can tell you is that we’ve got the soldier’s of dampness-”
“Soldier’s of darkness.” Angel corrected her as he walked up behind her, set his hands on her shoulders for support.

“What he said, and they’re on their way. We don’t know how many there are, but we need to fight them with as many of us that we can. I’ve already got Xander, Giles and Willow coming out here, is Robin here with you?”

“Present.” He called coming in the room.

“That’s my line.” Buffy whined. 

“Sorry.” He apologized. 

“So, we have two days to prepare and Wes can tell you the rest.” Buffy told them as she walked over to a spot with Angel at her side. Always her side, always her equal. 

“You okay?” He asked kind of stupidly.

“I just want to know when the Powers or whoever are going to give me a break. I think I deserve one after all. I’ve been fighting for so long, it’d be nice to just- not. At least for a while I mean, so we could some us time.” She took his hand in hers and Angel did the only thing he knew how to take her mind off of things.

He bent his head down and captured her lips in a seemingly innocent kiss. She breathed a sigh of relief as she felt his cool mouth on hers. This was the way she wanted it all the time. Him, here with her and they were together. Why did everything have to be so Romeo and Juliet with them? 

“That was nice.” She happily commented. 

“Just nice, huh?” He teased back. 

She liked his playful side. She remembered a time when he would rarely even crack a smile. Not that he did it so much more now, but his mood was definitely lighter than it had been that last year that they were together. 

“You know it was more than nice, but it was just what I needed. How do you do that? How do you know when and how I need you?” She asked seriously looking in his eyes as the love was pouring out of hers. 

He bent his head down and softly whispered in her ear, “Magic.” He smiled mischievously as she grinned back at him. 

“Must be.” She whispered back in his ear and they just held each other for a few moments, needing more contact but not wanting to have too many PDA’s. 

“I know this isn’t the time, but in case you were wondering, I talked to Dawn. Well, I didn’t talk to her so much as I found out what was up.” He admitted as Buffy looked up from his neck and into his eyes.

“What’s up?” She asked concern filling her every being.

“She’s fine. But, she’s so confused. She wants to take you up on your offer and go back to England to train to be a Watcher, but she also wants to stay here. Buffy, I hate to tell you this, but she doesn’t want to stay here to be with you.” The guilt and sorrow flowing out his mouth like wine.

“Then, who would she stay here for?” She asked incredulously. 

Angel didn’t say anything, not wanting or being able to stomach the words. Instead, he pointed over to Spike and let Buffy think of what he showed her.

Buffy watched as Angel pointed to Spike and the way Dawn was looking at him. She had the same goofy look Buffy had when she first started to have the hots for Angel! 

“Oh my god!” she screamed and Dawn instantly looked at Buffy.

“What’s wrong?” Dawn came rushing over to her sister. 

“YOU- HE- WHAT- VAMPIRE!” She screamed not being able to form a sentence. It was too inconceivable to her to fathom Dawn and Spike together! That was her little sister! And hello? Vampire! 

“What I think Buffy’s trying to say is, How can you like Spike? He’s a vampire.” Angel cleared up.

“Oh.” Dawn’s light-bulb went on. 

Buffy stood there with hot peppers coming out of her ears. How could Angel be so calm about this? It was Dawn. And SPIKE!

“How-”

“I can be calm about this because remember us? You were two years younger than Dawn when we started dating and Spike’s a hell of a lot younger than I was.” Angel surmised. 

“But-” Buffy started to say.

“No. I’m eighteen. I’m an adult and I like Spike. He’s got a soul, so you can’t use that against me. As Angel said, I’m older than you were when you guys got together and it’s not like I can let loose evil-Spike if I give him a happy.” Dawn quipped back, regretting the last thing she said.

“Low blow.” Both Angel and Buffy said simultaneously. 

“Sorry, but I know it’s unconventional, and morally wrong, he’s a pig, a slob, selfish, but he’s sweet, funny, he makes me laugh and he’s one of the three people who make me feel safe and loved. Protected. He’d never let anything happen to me. Since you’re my sister and I’m so over you,” she looked at Angel and continued “that leaves one person.” Dawn confided in how she really feels about the second en-souled vampire. 

Looking at Angel, and seeing his ‘what can we do to stop her’ look, she sighed and consented her blessing that if she wanted Spike, they wouldn’t stand in her way. 

“Thank you! Thank you! Thank you!” She jumped for joy. 

“Just remember that if he hurts you, I’ll be glad to stake him.” Angel offered a little too enthusiastically. 

“He won’t hurt me. Besides, Buffy’s been teaching me how to fight, I probably couldn’t take him, but I wouldn’t be a wimpy casualty.” Dawn perked up.

“Thanks guys. That helps in my decision somewhat, but I still don’t know.” The light dimmed in her eyes. She still had a hard decision to make.

Buffy let out a slow, breath bringing the sanity back into her life. She moaned when Angel started rubbing her back to bring her body to ease. 

“Yo! Lovebirds! We gotta get a battle plan moving here!” Faith called as the she bent back over the table Wesley had set up with all their possible options.

“Nope, never a dull moment.” She quipped to which Angel chuckled. 
Plans and back up plans and back up plans were made as the Scooby Gang and the A:I turned Wolfram and Hart team set out on going to War. Again.
The next day and a half were hell. No one slept. If they were lucky, they might have caught an hour nap. The gang was all accounted for. Xander, Giles, Willow, and Kennedy flew out to the LA to help in the newest battle. Of course, Xander and Giles brought about an extra twenty-five or thirty slayers with them.

Through Wes’, Giles’ and Fred’s combined calculations, they figured where the Morah’s would be rising. With so many coming, they figured that their best guess of them rising at the salt factory was pretty logical. They weren’t just prepared for Morah’s; they were also prepared for other ‘creepy crawlies’ as Buffy called them. 

Gathering all their weapons, Buffy made sure that each person had at least two stakes on them. She had a feeling that vamps would be showing up, so each person was locked and loaded.

The day of the fight, the gang was growing restless for the night to fall. Buffy was getting particularly agitated, so she had conned Angel into sparing with her to make sure she wasn’t rusty.

Dawn had just commented that it was because she wanted to see Angel without a shirt on. 

Buffy didn’t deny it but said that while that wasn’t the main reason, it was a much appreciated bonus of having such a yummy boyfriend. 
Angel led the way to his personal training room and both parties got set to spar. They hadn’t done in so long; it’d be good to train with someone their own strength. To be with someone who they both could comfortably use their full strength.

Angel just took off his shirt and put on a pair of old sweat pants, and Buffy did the same and put on a training bra. She fixed her long blonde hair into a secure ponytail. 

“You ready?” Buffy asked in a serious voice as the smile on her face proved otherwise. 

“Bring it.” Angel replied equally watching her as they both started to circle each other, waiting for the other to make the first move.

It was Angel. He moved his fist to not really connect, but to just get this on the way. Buffy reacted the exact way that he’d intended to and now it was really on.

For the next hour, neither Buffy nor Angel kept the upper hand. When one did start to seem to get the better of the other, the other would turn it around. 

It was during of the moments that Angel was starting to get the upper hand that the gang walked in. 
Those that worked with Angel thought for sure that he’d win. 

Those who worked with Buffy knew differently. 

Wiggling out of Angel’s grasp, Buffy managed to kick him out under his feet and she fell right on top of him.

“Surrender?” She asked straddling his chest as her breathing caught up with her. 

“To you? Always.” Angel implied more than he meant, which achieved his goal; to make Buffy blush. He smiled liking that he could still do that to her. 

They never even knew that they had an audience until the gang started clapping at their show.

Instantly coming out of their own worlds, they looked up like deer caught in headlights. Buffy got up off of Angel’s chest and offered her hand for him to take. He graciously did as he kept the contact with her hand.

“How long have you guys been here?” Buffy asked in her sweetly innocent voice.

“Long enough to know that you guys are pretty much equally matched.” Gunn spoke up, truly amazed that this tiny girl, even though she was a Slayer, could take down Angel.

“That’s true. Buffy and I are matched pretty well. When we’ve sparred in the past we’ve both won and lost. One thing I can say is that we’ve both always gone full out. We’ve never held back with each other.” Angel told the group of people standing around his training room.

“Was there a reason why you guys were here?” Buffy asked concerned something was up.

“Yes… we, we, we-” Giles stuttered.

“What is it Giles?” Angel asked grabbing himself and Buffy a towel to wipe off their sweat that they’d worked up.

“We were wondering if the girls could use your training space to start to get ready.” Giles asked politely.

“That’s no problem. Anything you guys want to use, just let me know and someone will get it ready for you.” Angel said pointedly to the group of girls behind them. 

“Thank you.” The leader, a small red head said. 

“No prob. We’ll just go get cleaned up and you guys can do whatever.” Angel said as he practically dragged Buffy out of the room and back to his apartment. 

As the day drew on, the gang were all with their partners. Buffy and Angel. Willow and Kennedy. Wesley with Fred. Faith and Wood. Even Spike and Dawn. Oz, Xander and Gunn were all sitting around together as they played cards. Xander couldn’t help but chuckle at the memory of him and Willow trying to teach Anya how to play Poker. God, how he missed his An. He knew that she went out nobly and wouldn’t have it any other way, but that didn’t stop the aching in his heart of her not being with him. 

Giles was sitting in the corner at the desk filled with books trying to find any new information at all. He didn’t want to miss anything. 

Lorne was asleep on the couch with his trademark Seabreeze on the coffee table, half full. 

Angel sat in the armchair with a half asleep Buffy on his lap. When he started to make himself more comfortable with her on him, she started to come back into the land of the awake. Placing her head in the crook of his neck, she made her awakeness known.

“It’s weird. Seeing you in sunlight.” She commented.

“Eh, after two hundred plus years of not seeing it, minus a few days, it’s not all that I remember it to be. And right now, I never thought I’d be one to say that I can’t wait for it to be dark so we can fight.” 

“I know what you mean. I just wish that this chapter of our lives would be over already.” She said and then paused, beginning to retract what she had just said. “Not us. I don’t want us to be over yet. You don’t do you? You don’t us to be over, right?”
“Buffy, baby. Calm down. No. I know what you meant. And no, I don’t want us to be over.” Angel reassured her that he wasn’t going anywhere. “And besides, we’ll never be over. Not completely. You’ll always have my heart.” He said sweetly but cryptically.

“And you’ll always have mine.” She returned his affections as she finally watched the sun start to set. That was her cue.

“Okay guys! Time! Let’s stick a fork in this thing!” She said as she reluctantly left Angel’s comfy embrace and saw the other couples get up as well as the guys and Gunn woke Lorne up. 

As they gathered their weapons, Buffy took a moment to talk to them all. 

“I just want you guys to know that I’m honored to be fighting along side each and every one of you.” She said very emotionally, but then put on her brave face and said, “Now let’s go kill us some demons!” 

Walking out of Wolfram and Hart, they entered Angel’s garage and everyone got inside a car to drive to the salt factory. The extra slayers climbed inside a van that Angel had borrowed and was driven by Giles.  

During the ride, Buffy didn’t let go of Angel’s hand for one second. If something was going to happen to either one of them, she wanted to be sure that she or he remembered this time together. Shaking off bad thoughts, they reached their destination as the sun set. 

Buffy walked to the back of the car and grabbed her fighting axe and her scythe from the last apocalyptic battle she fought. 

Once everyone was situated with weapons and stakes, Buffy led the way inside the factory. 

As she walked inside, she saw a hoard of green ninja demons and as she suspected a few other demons as well as vampires. 

“Remember everyone, on the Morah’s you must hit the jewel in the middle of the forehead or else they will come back.” Buffy reminded the troops. 

“Buffy?!” Rona called from the group of the other Slayers. “What about the other demons?” 

“Go for anything.” She said sternly as she faced back to the growing number of demons and decided it was now or never. 

Giving Angel’s hand a tight squeeze in silent communication that they were going in, he gave her a soft nod in reassurance that she was right. 

Breathing a quick, short breath, she charged into the large factory full of demons, vampires and other creatures.

The vampires immediately sensed the intruders and went charging against them. Most of them were easily dusted by Buffy running by or by Angel who was right behind her. 

Those that weren’t dusted on first contact were easily dispatched by Angel and Buffy. Once they were gone, they looked at each other and went to the other side of the factory that was in mad chaos. 

Everywhere Morah’s were fighting and the girl’s were hitting their stone in the middle of the head, causing bright, blinding lights to be flashed all over the cold space. 

Angel and Buffy exchanged weapons and headed back into the fight. 

The fight ensued for another half an hour as the Scooby Gang hadn’t lost anyone yet and the Morah’s were becoming fewer and fewer. 

As Buffy was fighting with a Morah, she heard Angel call out her name in pain. 

“Buffy!” 

Instantly she smashed the jewel in the Morah in front of her and abandoned the rest of the fight to go to Angel. 

As she ran to him, she saw the Morah coming in behind him and tried to warn him. 

“ANGEL!” she screamed at the top of her lungs. 

It was too late. The Morah had blind sided him and was staked in the heart. (I know the Morah probably wouldn’t have had a stake or known that Angel was a vampire, but it’s my story and just go with it)

Just like in her dream six years ago, as she reached Angel, his body started to turn to dust. 

“NO!” She screamed as she reached him and watched as his body very oddly started to turn to ash slowly. 

She held his head crying, wanting him to come back to her and when his head started to turn to ash, it was done, but then started to reform. 

Buffy watched in utter amazement as Angel’s body just started to come back to her. What was going on? 

Angel’s eyes fluttered open and looked at her. He suddenly had the need to breathe!

“Buffy.” He said breathlessly. 

“Angel?” Her tears falling over his face. 

Very evidently breathing, he started to get up but found that he needed her help to accomplish that task.

She obliged and took his very warm hand in hers and a smile washed over her. He had fulfilled his destiny. He was human! 

As the last Morah was killed the gang came over to a star struck Buffy and a human Angel. 

“What happened?” Buffy asked Angel. 

“It was weird, as I was dying; I was speaking to the Oracle’s. They told me that it was time that I received my reward. It was time for me to be human.” 

“But what about your strength?” Buffy asked curiously reminding him of the last time that he had turned human. He couldn’t fight anymore.

“I still have it. They basically made me the equivalent of a male slayer.” He said as he brought his hand to the back of his head to stop the throbbing pain. 

“Did they say anything else?” Giles wanted to know for purely his own knowledge.

“Yes.” Angel said cryptically. “They said that Buffy and I can finally take a short break.” 

“How short?” Buffy groaned. 

“Only until the last of our children are grown.” He said with a smile on his face.

“But then we’ll be too old to fight.” Buffy figured out. 

“Exactly.” Angel said as he brought Buffy’s face up to his and attacked her mouth. His kiss was sealed with promises for what would happen once they got home. He’d spent too much time without her and now that they were basically released from their duties, he wasn’t going to miss another moment of her life.
Leaning on her shoulder the rest of the way to the car, Angel held the blanket in his hand that was once a shield from the dangerousness of the sun. 

Looking at Buffy and smiling at her, he tossed away the blanket and walked with her out in the sunlight. 

Feeling the sun on his face outside was so different than when he felt it in the office. There, he was still in a cage, and it was worse, it was like they were dangling this forbidden thing right in his face. 

“Come on champ. Let’s get you home.” Buffy voiced to him quietly. 

“I know it’s used a lot, and particularly by me, but can we just not use the word ‘champion’ anymore?” He asked politely yet complaining.

“Your wish is my command. Okay, guys. As per requested by the newly human male here, we are to never say the word ‘champion’ again. Clear?” Buffy demanded in her delicate sweet voice. 

Everyone agreed without a second thought which gave Angel a big relief. 

As Buffy was helping him into his car, his stomach growled louder than he would if he was vamped out.

“Somebody’s hungry.” Buffy teased.

“Yeah. I could really go for some food right now. Take me to the store. I need to get some human food.” Angel proposed.

“Oh, no. Rule number one of being human, never go shopping on an empty stomach. You’ll want everything in sight, and then when you get home, you won’t eat it. No, I’ll take you through a drive-through and then later, we can go shopping, okay?” She coaxed him. 

“Perfect.” He said in a dreamy like state. 

“So, what do you want?” 

“What do I want? Well, that’s easy. You, baby. I always want you.” He played as he started to move in to kiss her neck. 

Letting the happiest smile in the world be present on her face, she closed her eyes in pleasure and said, “I meant to eat.” 

“I stand by my previous statement.” He teased her as he moved in closer and brought his lips to her face. 

Kissing her chin, she giggled at his playfulness. Taking his head in her hands, she moved his sensuous lips from her chin to her mouth that so desperately needed his. 

Regretfully breaking the kiss, she knew that Angel was new to the whole ‘breathing’ thing, so she broke it to let him have oxygen. Not to mention, she needed it too. 

Turning the key in the ignition, he whimpered at the loss of contact, but Buffy just placed his nice, warm hand on her thigh for the trip and he was so sorely tempted to move it to her nether regions, but reminded himself that she was driving and he wasn’t a total beast. He could wait until they got home.
Ten minutes later, she parked the car in the Wolfram and Hart garage. She and Angel literally ran to the elevator to take them up to his apartment. 

When it ‘dinged’ and opened its doors, Buffy and Angel were already undressing each other, frantically moving inside the apartment as they stopped kissing to only remove an article of clothing from the other.

Angel picked her up and she instinctually wrapped her bare legs around his smooth muscular torso as he carried her to the bed. 

He wanted this time to be like their first time. Except for you know the whole Angelus part afterward. That wasn’t going to happen ever again. Thank god. 

He laid her on the top of his bed, and as she laid there with her makeup smudged and her hair all spread out on the pillow like a halo, and he thought she’d never looked more beautiful. 

Gliding his hand over the side of her face on her cheek, he looked in her eyes and told her with his heart and all his being, “I love you.” 

She mimicked his actions with her hand, and told him, “I love you too.” 

No words were spoken for the rest of the night between them. 

The next morning, Buffy woke up to the pleasant memories from the previous night. A smile from all the times they made love came over her face as she looked at the clock next to on Angel’s bed side table.
It was eleven o’clock. They’d been fast asleep for most of the night, finally becoming exhausted and not wanting to wear themselves out in one night, they fell asleep around four in the morning. 

Buffy started to get out of bed, but was stopped by a protective arm around her stomach. 

Looking back down at her sleeping angel to see if he was awake, she found that he was. 

“Hey.” 

“Hi.” His voice was low and groggy. His stomach still hadn’t been fed, and if he didn’t feed it soon, it was going to take over his entire being. 

“Poor baby. I’ll go make you some breakfast. You’ve made me breakfast in bed before, and now it’s my turn to return the favor.” She said sweetly as she pulled on one of his shirts.

“Ahh, why don’t I help?” Angel offered.

“Why? I wanted to do this for you.” She whined in a baby fashion as if he wouldn’t let her have a toy she wanted. 

“Baby, I’ve seen you cook. I just turned human. I don’t want to die yet.” He joked. 

Her eyes went big with astonishment that Angel would say that.

Seeing her reaction, he just couldn’t stifle his laughter any more. 

“Why you!” She laughed herself and turned on her heel, her shirt flying with her and walked into the kitchen. 

Grabbing some eggs from the refrigerator, she moved down his cupboards and pulled out a bowl. 

“Where did those eggs come from?” Angel wondered. He certainly hadn’t bought any eggs.

“I had Dawn stop at the market this morning and bring a few things.” She taunted him. 

“When?” 

“When I woke up this morning around nine. I left her a voice mail and apparently she got it.” Buffy still taunted him as she poured the milk in the bowl and whipped the eggs in a fast pace. 

Letting them set for a moment, she went back under and pulled out a pan, sprayed some PAM on it and set it on the stove. 

Pouring the yummy contents on the pan, she turned the oven on and began to make scrambled eggs. 

She remembered when her mom used to make eggs for her and Dawn in the morning. Her mom would let her help while Buffy conned Dawn into setting the table. 

Adding the salt, she looked over at a shocked Angel. 

“Honey? You want to bring your jaw back up, it’s not flattering.” She teased him mercilessly. 

Doing as she told him, he got up and like a drone, grabbed some plates and glasses for them. 

Pouring himself some good old fashioned orange juice, Buffy opted for some apple cherry juice. As he went to put the cartons away in the fridge, Buffy turned to him and they shared a brief kiss, the first of the morning as she made him a meal he’d never forget. 

Digging through the drawer, she pulled out some utensils and asked Angel to put some toast in the toaster for her and him if he wanted. He did. 

A few more minutes and they were done. 

Buffy was impressed that she remembered how to make scrambled eggs. 

Angel was impressed that she didn’t set off the smoke detectors. 

When the toast popped up, Angel grabbed the two hot pieces of bread and set them on the plates that were ready to be eaten. 

“Dig in.” Buffy said as she put salt on her eggs and then passed the shaker to Angel. 

Angel waited for her to take a bite first to know that it wasn’t deadly, when she didn’t fall over gasping for breath, he figured he’d try. 

‘You only live once.’ He thought to himself. ‘Or in my case, three times.’ 

As the steaming hot eggs came into his mouth, he closed his eyes as they truly were delicious. He had pegged her all wrong. Sure she couldn’t make most things, but she sure did make good scrambled eggs in his opinion. 

Seeing her amused look on his face, he decided to not be cruel and tease her further, but to sit back and enjoy the scrumptious meal his slayer had made. 

As breakfast was over, they decided to shower and we can all guess what happened in there! ( Buffy and Angel came out of the steaming bathroom both feeling complete. At least for the moment. 

Buffy threw on some pants of hers and another one of Angel’s shirts. 

“I’ll be back later with more food!” she called as she grabbed his car keys, kissed him goodbye and set out to do some serious shopping. 

Food was so wonderful. There was so much of it, and she only had so much money. Sure she could buy two hundred dollars worth, but it wasn’t enough. She wanted Angel to experience food and its different varieties. 

Shrugging, thinking, ‘I’ll just have to go slowly.’ She set out on a food mission. 

At the apartment, Angel was sitting on his couch pensively thinking when someone barged in. 

Making sure her eyes were covered, the female said, “Buffy, Angel? Are you guys here? If you are and I’m interrupting, I’m SO sorry-” 

“It’s okay, Dawn. It’s just me.” Angel said as he interrupted her. 

Removing her hand from her face, she looked and saw it was only he that was here. ‘Good.’ She thought. 

“What are you up to? Where’s Buffy?” She wondered.

“She went out. She had more shopping to do. She really appreciated you getting her that food this morning though. I never knew she could make eggs.” Angel commented to Dawn and mostly himself on that last line. 

“Yeah, Mom taught us. But what has you all in ‘serious’ face?” She asked concerned.

“I’m just thinking about something. Something very important.” He answered very ominously. 

“Is it good?” Dawn asked as she sat down next to him to try and help him if she could.

“Very.” He didn’t make eye contact with her. 

“So, what’s the problem?” She didn’t understand.

“I’m just thinking of how I want to propose it is all.” He very carefully worded his sentence. 

Dawn got the hint and her eyes went wide with excitement and happiness. She wanted to jump for joy. This was serious though. And as she wanted to show her happiness for him, she also had to fulfill the little sister end of this deal. 

“Angel? You know that I love you like a brother. But if you hurt her, I’ll be the last face you see. Ok?” She said in a deathly eerily voice and then went to her California Valley Girl voice for the ‘okay’. 

Looking a little creeped out by Dawn being scary, he nodded his head in understanding. 

Smiling in a satisfying way, she got up and then walked out of the room to leave Angel alone with his thoughts. 
Two hours later…
Buffy walked into the apartment carrying bags of food, seriously needing help she dropped the food in a second as she saw what Angel had done to the apartment. 

There was no natural light. Just little candles on the floor. Three to be exact. 

Buffy bent down to retrieve a pink rose next to the candle and the note along with it. 

Follow the candles… 

She folded the note and continued on the path that Angel had set up for her. 

Coming up the next candle, she bent down to pick up the yellow rose next to the note. 

It will lead you…   
Smiling at the possibilities of what was going on… the one thing that was actually happening didn’t enter her radar.

She came to the last candle and found a white rose next to the note this time.

To your one true love
She smiled at the words. He definitely was her one true love. All the others never compared. They didn’t even light a flicker of the emotions that Angel stirred in her. 

Opening the door to the bedroom, her jaw dropped as she had to gasp for air. 

The room was filled with pink, yellow and white roses. 

In the center of it all, was Angel, in a white silk shirt and black dress pants, holding one single red rose in his hands. 

“Angel…” she said his name as if it were a sacred prayer. 

“Buffy? We finally have our chance at being together. I don’t want to waste any moment of it. So,” he trailed on as he got down on one knee and handed her the rose he was holding. 

“Buffy Anne Summers, will you do the incredible honor of becoming my wife?” He asked as he pulled out her Claddagh Ring. 

Tears already in her eyes, she made fresh ones as she heard the words she thought she’d never hear from his mouth. 

Nodding her head ‘yes’ and then vocalizing, “Yes. I’ll marry you.” She accepted happily. She turned and looked at him and continued, “On one condition.” 
“What?” He heart almost stopped. 

“Are you still my guy?” She asked sweetly as her arms wrapped around his neck and she smiled lovingly up at him. 

“Always.” He answered and met her lips in a passionate kiss. 

The End… or is it? 

Year: 2020

“James Patrick O’Brien! Angel! Get your asses down here!” Buffy called in a very pissed off mood as Angel arrived home from work. 

Angel was just walking in from a long day at work and really didn’t want this right now. 

James poked his head out the door and gave a frightening look. Whatever he did, he was in trouble and so was his dad. This couldn’t be good.

“Yeah mom?” James squeaked out being the braver of the two at the moment.

“Angel how could you?” Buffy just ignored her sons question and went straight for her husband. 

“What?” He asked innocently. He didn’t know what he did, but apparently it was something bad.

“James excuse us for a moment while I talk to your father.” Buffy said sternly as smoke was practically coming out of her ears. 

As James exited thinking he was off the hook, he groaned when his mother said, “I’ll be with you in a moment.” 

Angel gulped. 

“What’s wrong honey?” He tried to coax her to relax.

“Don’t you ‘honey’ me! Angel! James is grounded! How could you just ‘okay’ him to going out last night? Just because I wasn’t here, doesn’t mean that his grounding doesn’t still stand!” She yelled.

Oh! That, yep, he was screwed for sure on that one. 

“I’m sorry. I forgot! I’ve been busy at work; it’s kind of hard for me to remember when my son is ungrounded. I got home early and thought I just might have seven hours of sleep.” Angel exclaimed trying to make her see his side.

“I thought you might have forgotten, that’s why you’re forgiven for right now, but you have the honor of regrounding our son for manipulating you into letting him go out. Because I’m very certain that he didn’t forget and knew that you did.” She smiled sweetly. 

“Daddy!” a little girl came running into the kitchen area with Willow waving bye at the door. 

Looking over at her best friend, Buffy waved goodbye as well. 

“Hi sweetheart.” Angel picked her up and held her in his arms. He really didn’t get to see his family enough. 

“Hi mommy.” She called as she latched onto her daddy since he was home. She hated it when he left for work and sometimes left for days at a time.

“Hi Kathy. How was your day at school?” Buffy asked as she played with a stray lock of dark brown hair. 

“Good. We read stories today! Daddy!” she called turning her attention back to her father. 

“Whatty?” He teased her which caused her to giggle.

“Can I read you and mommy my story tonight before I go to bed?” she asked excitedly. 

“It’s okay with me. What do you think mommy?” Angel asked turning his attention back to Buffy. 

“That sounds absolutely wonderful.” Buffy agreed with Angel. Of course, there really was no other choice. Kathy would do things the way she wanted them done, no body would tell her differently. They didn’t know where she got that trait from. 

“Kathy, why don’t you go in the living room with Cassidy and let me and mommy have a minute alone?” Angel coaxed his daughter. 

Not wanting to let her daddy go, she started to say no, but then decided that mommy and daddy really did need to have some time together. She let go of her tight hold of her dad’s neck and Angel placed her on her feet. 

As soon as she was grounded, she took off for the living room to talk to her older sister. 

“Hi.” Angel walked over to his wife that he missed dearly. He bent his head down and caught her lips in a long over-due passionate kiss. 

“Hi.” She whispered. God, she missed him. Usually, he wasn’t here when she got home. He wouldn’t come home until late at night. He’d stop by around dinner time to have dinner with his family and spend a little time with them, but then had to get back to work. 

“How was your day?” Angel asked taking her hands in his, just enjoying the feel of her on him. 

“It was okay, I had conferences that I had to attend to. Hence why I’m home late.” Buffy reminded him, seeing as how he forgot just about everything else except what he was doing at work. Buffy was glad that he remembered their children’s names.

“Why are you here so early?” Buffy asked curiously. 

“I had a few things left at the office and then decided to take a little vacation and spend some time with my family.” Angel informed his happy wife. 

“Oh! You haven’t had one of those since our honeymoon.” Buffy smiled happily at the idea of spending time with her husband when she came home from work. 

“I know.” He grinned knowingly. 

She brought his head down in a fierce kiss that she needed. 

After a few minutes of intense making out, a little voice came from the doorway. 

“Eww! Mommy, daddy kissy face!” the little four year old giggled. 

“Ana!” Buffy chastised.

“Cass!” Angel called his eldest daughter to retrieve the little munchkin. 

“I got her!” Cassidy said as she scooped up her littlest sister. “Gotchya!” She laughed which caused Ana to giggle loudly as well. 

Walking with Ana laid in her arms, Cassidy came over to her parents and handed Ana to Buffy while she hugged her dad. 

“Hi dad.” She hugged him happily.

“Hi Cass.” He replied equally happy.

His youngest girl was currently wiggling in her mother’s arms waiting a turn to see her father. 

“Daddy!” She cried.
Taking his youngest in his arms, she laid on his chest that was covered by his suit and wanted to fall asleep right then and there. 

Smiling at how their daughters were so attached to their father always amazed her. Shaking her head back into reality, she took Ana from Angel and led Cass away so Angel could talk to James in private.

“James. You’re father would like to speak to you.” Buffy said as she walked by her only son and brought the other two into the living room. She was going to need Cass’s help in putting Kathy and Ana to bed. 

“Hey dad.” James walked in the kitchen with his shoulders slumped. 

“Sit.” Angel’s booming voice caused the fifteen year old boy to jump. 

“Did I-” James started to ask his father a question to try and feign ignorance.

“Don’t talk.” Angel ordered immediately as his son tried to get out of what he did wrong. Angel sighed and rubbed his forehead. “You know, I work long days, I help provide for this family and I know I’m not here all the time, but it really hurts to know that you would take advantage of that to suit your own needs.” Angel tried to keep his voice calm and not yell at the boy. 
“Dad-”

“Don’t. Talk.” He punctuated each word separately to get his point across. 

James just cast his eyes down in acceptance of the yelling that was sure to take place. 

“What were you thinking? That you could get away with it? That your mother or I wouldn’t’ve noticed? Did you have fun?” Angel asked expecting an answer this time.

Quietly, James said, “Yes sir.” 

“Good, because you’re not going out for the next three weeks. Also, no phone, and no television. And if your mother and I decide to go out during that time, I’m sure you’ll be happy to watch Kathy and Ana for us.” Angel smiled in mock.

“What about Cass?” James demanded.

“If she doesn’t have a date, she’s welcome to stay home, but I’m sure that she’ll find something to do on those nights. Have fun.” Angel patted his son on the shoulder and walked upstairs to get ready for bed. 
He walked into his bedroom and took off his jacket, and neatly put it away in his closet. 

“Honey?” Buffy called from inside Ana and Kathy’s room.

“Yeah?” He answered back tiredly.

“Kathy’s ready to read us her story.” 

“Okay.” He took off his shoes, feeling the relief that came and quickly made his way to his younger daughter’s room. 

He walked in the pink colored room and saw Ana patiently waiting with Kathy in Kathy’s bed to hear her big sister read. 

A gentle smile came upon his lips at the sight of them together. He came and sat next to the lamp on the night stand next to the bed and his wife. 

“Way up high in the apple tree” She read the title and turned the page to read the story. 

When she was done, she got an astounding clapping from her parents and her little sister for finishing the book on her own. She hadn’t needed to ask her mom or her dad for help on any of the words. They were so proud of her and she was of herself. 

“Okay, the time has come.” Angel said as he picked up Ana and placed her in her bed. He pulled up the covers and kissed her on her forehead goodnight. 

“To talk of many things.” She giggled as they did their routine when he was here.

“Of shoes and ships and ceiling wax.” He continued.

“Of cabbages and kings.” She finished and giggled slightly. “Good night daddy. I love you.” 

“I love you too baby.” 

Switch time! Buffy went over to Ana and it was Angel’s turn with Kathy.

“You did so wonderful tonight honey. I can’t wait to hear all your stories.” Angel said as he saw the excitedness in her eyes. She didn’t say anything at the moment but she knew that things were going to get better.
“Goodnight daddy. I love you.” She informed her dad as he kissed her goodnight. 

“I love you too.” He smiled and turned back to find Buffy waiting at the door. 

With one flick of the light switch, the room was dark and they closed the door most of the way. 

Walking tiredly back into their bedroom, both parents undressed and climbed into bed together. 

Angel held her so tightly. It had been a long time since they’d had one of these precious moments together. 

“So, what did you tell James?” Buffy suddenly asked turning her head to look at Angel. 

“I told him that he wasn’t going out for the next three weeks, no phone, no t.v. and if we wanted to go out, he’d watch the girls.” 

“So, we’ll be going out frequently, right?” She smiled joyously and knowingly. 

“Of course.” He said as he kissed her neck and her back, enjoying the feel of her around him once again. 

“I love you, you know that right?” Angel said seriously as he halted his actions for a moment.

“Yeah. You know how much I love you?” She turned fully to see him and his bare chest.

Touching his cheek with her hand, she lovingly ran her hand on his face in comfort. 

“Yeah, I do.” He took her hand and kissed it, as he moved further down and caught her lips in a fiery kiss. They lost themselves in the night both thinking, ‘Life couldn’t get any better than this.’

The End… for real this time… 

