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CHAPTER 1 - WELCOME HOME

Angel was not brooding, no matter what Cordelia said, but a certain amount of silent
contemplation was in order when your children were stolen from you by your enemy and taken
to a hell dimension. He had tried for so long to reach them, going through every mystic and



magical that owed him a favor, torturing the people who put it all in motion, nearly destroying his
relationships with the people around him. Finally after nearly a month of raging and rampaging
he finally had to accept that getting his children back wasn’t up to him. He would never give up
on them but he had to face reality and stop burning all his bridges to ashes. Because without
them the man his children one day returned to wouldn’t be a man worth knowing.

Connor, his son, would grow up in a world of death, destruction, and pain. Never really knowing
his father, never being taught all the things he had planned to teach him as he grew older. He
had planned to give his son a true father son relationship the kind he never had with his own
father. While he would be strict when he needed to be he would never disparage his son for
being who he was. Whoever that turned out to be.

Destiny, his little girl, he would never see her first steps, never know if her hair stayed blonde
like her mothers or if it would eventually darken to be like his. She had filled him with joy and
terror until he could hardly tell the two apart anymore. He would worry about her every day of
her life, more aware than most of just what exactly was waiting in the shadows to grab the
unwary and just what those shadows could do to young girls. He would have protected her,
would have protected them both, but now he would never get the chance.

Even now while fighting some inter-dimensional slugs all he could think about were his children.
Which he knew was dangerous, especially with the Destroyer on the way, but he couldn’t seem
to stop. He knew that he needed to focus on the here and now and the fight that could and
would kill them all if he was distracted but it felt like a betrayal. Like moving forward after so
short a time, even if that forward was only to the next fight was him leaving his babies behind.
He knew it was absurd but he also knew that no amount of logic would change that feeling
burning in his chest.

As the creature fell from the portal, as gnarled and nasty as something with such a moniker
would usually be, he braced himself for the attack ready to defend what was left of his family.
Then a second blinding light filled the room and the beast was being killed by… a boy?

The boy was gaunt and ragged but he could move quickly enough to be able to fight the thing
without much issue. He could tell he wasn’t utilizing his strength as well as he could be, he was
relying more on his speed to win him the fight. Shifting his weight back he prepared to face this
new threat, the fight would be different than it would have been with the big lumbering thing the
boy was taking apart so easily. He would have to be fast if he wanted to get them all out of this
without severe injury to any of them.

When the thing finally lay dead at his feet the boy turned to him and spoke two words he never
thought he’d hear.

“Hi, Dad.”

After that everything happened both too fast and in slow motion. Connor, his son, shot him with
no hesitation or remorse and his friends attacked. He yelled for them to wait, trying to will the
train wreck before him to stop, without success. Connor was too fast and the more he fought the



more his friends tried to defend themselves. Through all of this his main thought, he was
ashamed to say, wasn’t for the safety of his friends, or the implications of his son shooting him, it
was if Connor was here, where was Destiny?

He had hoped for the safe return of both of his children and now when one was standing in front
of him it made the absence of the other more acute. He needed to find his daughter and take
care of his son, he would not fail them both again.

xxxxxxxxx

Anna had spent her entire life to date hearing stories about the monsters who bore her and her
brother. They were soulless, bloodthirsty, killers without peer and if they weren’t careful that bad
blood would boil over in the two of them and make them just as evil one day. Eventually the
narrative had changed after years of observation and experimentation and she had become the
only one who needed to worry.

When Holtz had told them that they would be traveling back to the world of their father to face
the beast once and for all she hadn't known what to think. For as long as she could remember
Angelus had been the monster in the dark just waiting to pull her under and now she was
supposed to treat him like any other creature that needed killing. She had often thought that
Hotz was going about things in an overly convoluted way if he truly wanted the two of them to
exact his vengeance for him, but she had learned long ago not to voice her dissension out loud
to do so only invited pain and distrust.

Knowing she would have no say in what happened she had instead turned her mind to the
coming fight. While Steven was brash and assured of his inevitable victory she was far more
cautious. They were being flung into a world they had only ever heard tales about and told to do
the seemingly impossible. If killing their father was such an easy task Holtz would have
accomplished it himself before the two of them had ever been birthed. While her brother chose
to smash his way in the front door hot on the heels of a different beast to slay, a strategy she
had argued against for what seemed like days not seeing the point in jumping from one fight to
the next, she decided to make her entrance quieter and hopefully far enough away from
Steven’s entrance to go unnoticed and now she was beyond glad that she had. If she hadn’t she
might have missed so much, nearly as much as her fool brother had.

Anna watched Steven fight unnoticed from the balcony and tried to piece together what she’d
been told of her father and his world with what she was seeing. Their father was meant to be a
killer with no feelings or remorse, but he continually saved Steven, forgoing several easy kills to
keep him from any great harm and blocking the attacks of his own fellows to do the same. She
had tried to help her brother train over the years but any criticism from her was met with
disbelief and arrogance, that attitude was working against him now and it was only through the
concerted effort from his opponent that he hadn’t died already. While Steven had his speed and
used it to his advantage, though in all the wrong ways against a man far better trained, Angelus
was stronger and more experienced and that experience made him the clear victor. Hell, even
fighting with both sides he was clearly superior.



Although she supposed that forgoing the early and easy victory could be just a tactic to prolong
the kill, a way to make Steven suffer greater in the long run, though she doubted that even as
the thought occurred to her. When he spoke to Steven, who he called Connor, he sounded sad,
hopeful, and even concerned which just didn’t fit with the stories she’d grown up with.

When Steven was finally pinned by Angelus she tensed ready to jump in, to defend her brother
once again from a fight he had thrown himself into without a plan, but she didn’t have to, he let
him go uninjured. When Steven retreated Angelus even moved to follow him into the deadly
light of day. None of this was right, deciding she needed answers she sank further into the
shadows and listened. It was amazing the information that could be gleaned with just a little
patience and the right amount of silence.

“Are you sure that was Connor?” The large dark skinned man with the death grip on his
weapons seemed to doubt what his own eyes had shown him. Then again she imagined her
brother looked far different now to the infant he had once been and his doubt made a twisted
kind of sense. Her brother hadn’t said more than two words since his arrival and those two
words were hardly proof positive that what he said was true.

“Yes, I’m sure, and now he’s out there in an unfamiliar place all alone. Scared, probably
confused, I have to find him.” Angelus sounded so concerned, if he was simply aping true
emotion he was doing a phenomenal job of it. If she had not been raised on the stories of his
cruel nature and fondness for mind games she might have been taken in by it as well. His
companions gave no sign that they thought him anything but genuine but Holtz had warned
them both that the demon with the Angel’s face was a true master of deception. They likely had
no true understanding of the monster lurking just below the skin of their friend.

“Are you sure?” The too thin woman by his side seemed beside herself with worry, twisting her
hands together and squinting at the door her brother had just fled through like she thought he
would walk back through it any minute now. It was not a wholly unfounded fear, at times a foe
would circle back around immediately after a loss in the hopes of catching you unaware. Steven
would never think to do so, but it was to her credit that it seemed to be a concern ever present
in her mind.

“What? Damn it Fred, of course I have to find him!” Angelus tried to shake the others off,
something he should have been able to do easily, yet their holds were not broken. It was like he
wasn’t actually trying to escape them, or like he was trying to escape without hurting them.
Curious behavior for a man like him.

“No, of course you have to help him, I mean are you sure he’s alone. When he was taken his
sister was with him. If Connor’s back… where is Destiny?”

Destiny hmmm, she liked it, a lot better than Anna any way. She wasn’t sure how she felt about
keeping a name given to her by a monster, but the same could be said of the name she
answered to now. While Angelus and Holtz were truly different creatures entirely that did not



necessarily make one more or less monstrous than the other. At least not in her eyes. Maybe
she’d keep it, a new world deserves a new name after all.

A new start.

“I… I don’t know. What I do know is that Connor is here. When we find him we’ll ask him where
his sister is and try to bring her home too. This is the plan Fred you and…” She didn’t need to
hear any more; it was clear after the first few moments that they planned to track and assist
Steven not harm him.

Turning away she made her way out into this foreign land in search of her brother and tried to
clear her mind as she walked away. None of this made any sense to her at all Angelus was
genuinely concerned for her and Steven like a parent for a lost child, at first she thought he
might be faking it but she wasn’t sure anyone could fake that so well. Plus there didn’t seem to
be a reason to, the people with him were more hostile towards them than the famed monster.
She needed to find her brother, they needed to regroup and try to figure out what was true and
what was just more of Holtz’ enraged ramblings.

After hours of wandering, following the very obvious trail left by her dear brother, she came to a
very startling conclusion that no amount of stories about the land of her fathers could have
prepared her for. This new world was bright, loud, unfriendly, and just all around nothing that she
was used to. While Quor’toth was full of danger and pain it was relatively barren especially
when in comparison to this world. She could go for weeks at a time without speaking in her
world but in this one everyone had something to say and needed someone to say it to. People
yelled over every little thing, and she witnessed more than a few fights breaking out over petty
squabbles rather than territory disputes or scarce resources.

All in all, she decided she might just like it here. In this place she didn’t stick out, she was just
one among many and she liked it that way. Maybe things could be different here. Maybe she
could be different here.

She found her brother just after nightfall in an abandoned building on the other side of town from
where they started with a dead girl. Not exactly how she thought she’d find him but looking on
the bright side at least she’d found him. She knew better than anyone that if Steven truly wanted
to hide no one would be able to track him, not even through this unfamiliar terrain.

“What the hell happened Steven?” She was beyond angry, first he made her chase him all over
the place and then she found him with a body. Now he was prowling around the small room
trying to catch a scent for some reason, though she wasn’t sure what he was trying to smell so
intently in this room. The only smells here were rotting food, sweat, old fire, and decay. Nothing
worth breathing deep into her lungs.

“Medicine killed her, she was nice to me.” Short to the point sentences were never a good sign
when it came to Steven. It meant he’d already decided on what to do, usually something stupid
or reckless, and he was too focused on doing that to answer questions he thought were
irrelevant.



She watched her brother grab an object from the other room, a large piece of leather, and start
to sniff it. He was trying to track someone, but who? Everything was so confusing here, she
didn’t know anything, she hated all the new unfamiliar things almost as much as she loved
them. Before she could even try to figure things out the door behind her flew open and into the
room strode a man with one ear with two men behind him all holding weapons.

Wonderful, like her day hadn’t been bad enough.

“Hello.”

Well at least he wasn’t just going to fight; he apparently wanted to talk first, which would make it
easier to kill him. She half listened to his rambling about his ear, which her brother had cut off
after their first fight as a trophy of his victory, as she moved herself into a position to strike.

The man behind him and to his left was the largest she’d have to incapacitate him first. Just as
the man’s rant began to come to a close and she tensed to deliver her first blow, her brother just
as eager for violence beside her, the fight began in earnest without them. They were attacked
from behind and subdued easily and quickly. Looking up from their prone bodies she found their
father, and she couldn’t help the slight tug of respect she felt for his fighting skills, but he was
just standing there in the center of the room staring at them both with an expression of… joy.

How interesting.

xxxxxxxxx

“Destiny? Connor?”

Angel could not believe his eyes Destiny in front of him breathing and just being here with him
and it was joyous. Destiny was standing in front of him. Connor was standing beside her. There
was a dead girl just behind them both, okay that was a little less joyous but one thing at a time.
First he had to make sure they were okay. He had been so worried about them both, he wanted
to pull them into his arms and hold them tight and never let go. He wanted to promise them that
the hard times were over and that nothing bad would ever happen to them again. The words
were bubbling up in his throat, nearly choking him in their rush to be free and in the open air
between them all.

“Destiny, Connor I -”

He wasn’t able to finish because when he moved forward they both stepped back. Conscious of
it now he looked into their faces and saw what he’d missed before in his rush of joy. They were
afraid of him. At first the thought of his children being afraid of him both confused and hurt him,
he had never wanted to see that same look in their eyes he’d always seen in his own every time
his father raised his voice, then he remembered exactly who took them away from him and he
understood.



Who knew what Holtz had been telling them all this time? They probably saw him as a monster.
There was nothing he could do about that at the moment though, comfort could only come with
trust and understanding which would take time to grow between them. Now he would ask after
what he could do something about.

“Who’s the dead girl?” From how thin and ragged she looked not to mention the surroundings he
assumed she was living rough, but he wasn’t sure why yet. There were a lot of reasons to end
up in a place like this and while none of them were particularly good, some were worse than
others.

“She’s Steven’s friend. He said the medicine killed her.” Steven? Of course Holtz would change
their names, he wouldn’t want any tie to him and Darla to exist for them. He wondered what
Destiny’s new name was. Destiny sounded confused like she was just as in the dark as he was
and then he remembered she hadn’t been at the hotel so she was probably just now catching
up to what was going on like he was.

He wondered why they didn’t arrive together and where she landed when she did come through
to their world and above all when did she get there but all of those questions could wait. He had
a more important question he needed to ask now.

“Did she give you any of her … medicine?” What if she had? He wasn’t sure what any kind of
drug would do to his children with their unique biology. One taste could hook them or kill them or
go completely unnoticed. He hoped he was worrying for nothing, the last thing they needed was
a drug problem on top of everything else. Would they even let him help them?

He was so confused he didn’t know what to do. His babies weren’t babies anymore but they
were still unworldly and easily led astray. How do you help someone you love who was raised to
hate you?

“No. We will go now, we need to find somewhere safe to sleep. Do not follow us.” Well now he
knew where his son stood on the issue he supposed. But he saw that Destiny was torn. He
didn’t want to pull the two of them apart but at the same time he didn’t want to lose them in the
city either, Los Angeles wasn’t the kind of place it was safe to wander without help. After one
afternoon of trying things on their own they had somehow ended up in a flop house full of drug
addicts and transients, he didn’t want to think about how round two might end. As bad as the
abandoned building was with its lack of basic amenities like power or water he knew very well
that it wasn’t even close to the worst place a person could land in LA.

“Steven, wait, we can talk to him for a moment before we go.” Her voice was soft barely above a
whisper almost like she couldn’t believe the words that were coming out of her mouth. While his
son was angry and distrustful of him, it was starting to seem like his daughter was at least willing
to listen to him. If only he knew what to say.

“Why would you want to do that?” Harsh but understandable he supposed. Holtz was an old
fashioned kind of guy, he would have focused most on Connor believing that as his son he was
most likely to become like him while Destiny would be deemed in danger of becoming Darla. A



man like Holtz not only wouldn’t have understood Darla enough to know what to do to sway
Destiny away from that path, he likely wouldn’t have even thought about it much. To a man of
his time a woman, even a vampire woman, was never the primary threat. Or the primary
concern.

“Well, I don’t know about you but I don’t know much about this world other than it’s bright, loud,
full of angry people, and seems to revolve around something called money which looks nothing
like Holtz described when he spoke of it. This is his world he could help us understand.”

Yes, yes he could definitely do that. There were so many things they needed to be shown and
taught and if they would give him a chance he would love to show it all to them.

“You would trust him to do this? To be truthful with us and not manipulate us for his own ends?
He is a monster Anna, you know this.” Or maybe he couldn’t do that. While Destiny - Anna….
While his daughter seemed to be willing to give him a chance to prove himself it would seem his
son was having none of that. Now to see whose will would win out. If Holtz had managed to
raise them both with old world mannerisms then she would bow to his will, if not then it would be
anyone's guess.

“I don’t know what he will do, that is why I suggest we give him a chance and find out.”

“You are wrong, we both know exactly what he will do.”

“No, you know what he will do because Holtz told you it was so and if Holtz said it, it must be
true. God, will you please just think for yourself for once in your life.” It would seem there was no
love lost between his daughter and Holtz. While it pleased him to know the man had never truly
taken his place as a father to his child, on another level he dreaded to find the reason why. It
was clear from Connor’s behavior that Holtz had been more than able to engender loyalty
especially given the years he obviously had to do it in. So why didn’t he do the same with
Destiny? More importantly what did he do instead? He hoped it was a simple matter of her
gender, a man like Holtz while he’d had a wife and daughter of his own would not see a
daughter as being of equal value to a son. Maybe he’d simply neglected to give her the attention
necessary to form a true bond between the two?

“You can stay with him if you like, I should have known you would, I am going. He’s more your
father than mine anyway isn’t he.” What the hell did that mean? He watched as Destiny’s face
fell at that statement, all the emotion draining from her face and a mask of indifference he
recognized as the armor it was slipped into place. This was obviously an old argument.

“I will see you soon brother.” Something in her tone made the simple statement seem almost
like a threat. Connor, obviously having read it the same way, slowly backed out of the window
behind him never taking his eyes off of his sister. To his mind, and probably his instincts, she
was the biggest threat in the room. He almost felt insulted.

“So where do you want to have this conversation and where ever you pick can there be food
there. I am starving, dimension hopping really takes it out of you.”



Alright then, where to start?

xxxxxxxxx

Cordelia had just gotten off the phone with Angel and she still didn’t know what to think about
this entire situation. He had found Connor, then lost him, then found him again with Destiny only
now the only one coming back with him was Destiny and … she needed to order take out.

What would someone from another dimension want to eat? Something weird? Or maybe
something along the lines of comfort food. But would their comfort food actually bring any
comfort to someone not used to their food? One way to know for sure is to ask an expert.

“Fred! I have a question!”

They were going to have a guest and they needed to prepare. The only question left is where to
start?

She didn’t want to overwhelm the girl and she knew Angel wouldn’t want to either, but at the
same time they had a lot of ground to cover and most likely a limited amount of time to cover it
in. While Destiny was coming home with Angel tonight, there was no guarantee she would be
staying with them at all.

CHAPTER 2 - TRUTH OF ME AND YOU

“Tacos?” The tall thin worrier from before was standing nearly too close as she babbled on
about the offering of food between them. According to Angelus this woman had also been
sentenced to years in a hellish dimension that was not her home world, so at his suggestion the



two of them had begun to talk about the important things of this dimension that may be different
from the one she came from while he and the others were in the corner having a private
conversation.

“Yes! Tacos are the most important thing in this universe. Okay, maybe not the most important
but they definitely rank right up there with oxygen, clothes, money, and particle physics. Except
with tacos they also taste yummy. Would you like to try one?” At the end of her little ramble the
tiny little woman held out a silver lump towards her as though it were the most valued of her
possessions, not wanting to offend the woman and risk losing access to the information she was
coming to understand she desperately needed she took it gingerly.

Looking into the large eyes in the overly expressive face still far too close to her own for comfort
she voiced her question meekly, trying not to appear ungrateful of the offering. She had asked
for food and apparently that request had been fulfilled, if unexpectedly.

“This is food?” The question made the girls' already expressive eyes light up with wonder.

“Oh, yes, it’s the best food there is. Well other than peanut butter. Or ice cream. Or most foods
really, it’s all just so good.” Looking down at it once more she shrugged, she had asked for food
and if this was truly the best this world had to offer her for sustenance then she would make do
and eventually adapt as she always had before. There were always ways to supplement a diet
when necessary and she would find a few to consider if this taco turned out to be as bland as it
looked.

Bringing the unappetizing looking mass towards her mouth she was about to bite down when a
hand shot out and stopped her.

“Oh, no honey, you see what Fred here has apparently forgotten to mention is that it’s in a
wrapper. You have to peel the silver part off first and then you can eat it. Trust me it tastes much
better without the paper coating.” Cordelia was something of an enigma, she appeared to be
actual friends with her birth father, something she had been told was an impossibility and had
been nothing but friendly to her since her arrival. She wasn’t sure if she trusted the act just yet,
she was still leery of them all but she was determined to give them a chance, for now at least.

“Sorry! I am so sorry! I just assumed and I shouldn’t have. Since I had grown up here … or
rather in this dimension since I grew up in Texas and not California, so when I came back from
Pylea even though it was all a bit different I still remembered most of the basics like wrappers
and things. I shoulda remembered to tell you about that part since you know you ain’t been here
since you were a ba-by.” For some reason the last part of her fast paced chatter caused her to
look away in guilt and self-recrimination. She also noticed that Cordelia shot her a look of
concern, almost as though they both thought that the mention of her old life, the one she should
have lived, would put her in a foul mood.

She wasn’t sure why they would think that, it was impossible to miss something you had no true
memory of or to long for a life you could not even imagine. She was just about to correct them
as she continued to unfold her “food”, she was still not certain about this so-called “taco”, when



her father finally returned with the final remaining member of his clan. The large warrior who she
had yet to see without a weapon of some kind tightly gripped at his side. That she could respect.

“Destiny… or would you prefer Anna?” She had nearly forgotten that he had heard Steven call
her name, she was startled to hear it from his lips so casually spoken. Then she remembered
her earlier decision to take a new name for a new world. Though this name would technically be
an old one, it would still be hers.

“Destiny’s fine.” Preferable even. It was somehow lighter than the name she had heard
screamed so often in the past and it was clear that it was the name they preferred or at least the
one they were most used to so they may as well use it now. She had no more attachment to her
former name than she did to her former life.

“Well, Destiny, these are my friends. You’ve already met Fred and Cordelia, and this is Gunn.
There’s another member of our group Lorne, you will be able to meet him later.” She nodded as
she took her first bite of the “taco” and froze when the flavors invaded her senses. The meat
was of a strange texture and far more tender than she was used too, the spices and other bits
and pieces mixed with it were in turn cold or warm and seemed to not be able to choose a flavor
to be, each section having a unique taste all its own and the skin which encased it all was
crunchy as though it were bone only it tasted even stranger than the rest and gave way far too
easily to truly be a part of a carcass.

“Didn’t I tell you tacos were the best?” Not wanting to hurt the woman's feelings by spitting out
the meal she had been given and risking banishment from the premises she forced herself to
swallow and answer as honestly as she could.

“They are certainly different.”

xxxxxxxxx

Angel watched his daughter take her first bite of food and had to fight not to laugh. It was
obvious that the different spices and flavors of Mexican food had taken her by surprise. He
personally would have chosen something slightly more bland as a first meal before slowly
working in the different spices but he wasn’t going to complain if she wasn’t. When Fred seemed
satisfied with the vague answer she got in response to her statement about the god-like quality
of her favorite food he moved on to why they were here.

“Destiny, you said before that you had questions about our world.” He hoped if he could keep
her talking and eating he would be able to learn a bit more about her. He already knew that she
hated Holtz and seemed to have a bit or a contentious relationship with her brother. Her
willingness to take on another name so quickly also pointed towards some issues with her
upbringing they might have to deal with sooner or later. Demons from childhood often controlled
you as you got older and he wanted something better for his children. He didn’t want either of
them to be haunted by things they couldn’t change.



“Yes, but before we get to the questions about this world in general I have a few about you
personally if that is alright with you.” He knew she would and that they would probably be both
brutal and centered around his past but he couldn’t bring himself to care. Not only did he have
his children back, even if one of them wasn’t currently with them but he was basking in the
adorable actions of his little girl. With every word she spoke she slowly shifted the taco farther
away from herself and closer to Fred who was running through her own personal pile of the
street food. She was like a child hiding broccoli under the mashed potatoes and hoping
everyone would assume they had already eaten them.

“Of course, you can ask me anything.”

“Why didn’t you kill Steven when you had the chance? I was here when the two of you fought
and you had a clear path to his jugular, why didn’t you take it? Everything I know about you says
that you are a cold-blooded monster who kills anyone and everyone indiscriminately, why did
you spare him?” Angel saw his friends stiffen in surprise at her blunt question, but he had
expected it. They had been raised by his enemy after all, and from what Connor had said about
him he doubted there had ever been any mention of his good deeds over the past century or so,
she had every right to be curious. She had grown up on stories of the great and horrible
Angelus only to one day meet Angel, confusion was to be expected.

“Well, that is a fairly long story, but I’ll do my best to answer you as honestly and completely as I
can. I guess I should start by telling you that my name is not Angelus, at least not anymore,
these days I go by Angel. About a hundred years ago in 1898, in the days when I was still the
monster I’m sure you’ve heard about, I attacked and killed a Gypsy girl, she was far from the
first but she was the favored daughter of her clan. When her people learned about what I had
done to her, and what I had done to so many before her, they cursed me. They restored my
soul, gave me back my conscience and my guilt, all the emotions I had lost as a demon were
forced back into me. I no longer kill humans, and it takes a good reason for me to even kill
demons, I am for lack of a better word reformed.” Angel simply stood there in silence waiting for
his daughter to either believe him or reject him.

He barely heard his friends all chiming in with their own assurances that he was now a force for
good, some with stories and others with only earnest honesty and the weight of their word
behind the statement. He knew it would take more than just his word that he had changed to
un-do so many years of conditioning, she had been taught from birth to hate him. For the
moment it would look like he had only changed his name and nothing else, but at least he was
able to say his peace. He watched her absorb everything she was being told and waited for her
to make the next move, no matter what she decided to do he would not rush her, not now, not
ever. She would come to accept him on her own terms, and hopefully so would Connor.

xxxxxxxxx

Destiny didn’t know if she really believed everything these people told her, Angelus as a force
for good and protector of innocents was a little hard to wrap her mind around after all, but she
decided to give them the benefit of the doubt for the time being. She wouldn’t let her guard



down around them just yet, but she would trust that they were being truthful with her or at least
telling her the truth they believed and proceed as though everything they told her so far was at
least plausible.

Angelus – Angel had admitted to his past of violence and death without hesitation so maybe
what he said about his life now was true as well. Holtz himself had admitted to being encased in
stone for well over a hundred years, missing the changes made in the intervening time it was
possible he had missed this development as well. Missed or disregarded, honestly with Holtz it
could go either way. If he simply hadn’t known about the curse, or more likely if he had
neglected to tell them about it in all his twisted stories that left one question. Did the curse
change things? Having a soul didn’t create a good man and being able to feel guilt didn’t mean
you did. She wasn’t sure how much weight to give to this revelation, but it was something to
think about.

“Okay, I believe you, for now. That’s enough about the past for the moment, time to move on to
the present. Main concern first then we can move on to other questions. What is money and
how do I get some? Everywhere I went today people were talking about it or asking for it and I
don’t seem to have any.” Everyone around her began to chuckle and she recognized it for the
relief that it was. They hadn’t thought she would take their word for her fathers character and
were relieved that she had. She supposed though, that a man so surrounded by so many good
hearted people had to at least have some good in him somewhere.

“Money is currency and for the moment I can provide you with some to get you started in this
new life. It’s normally earned through labor or some form of trade but we can table that until
you’re a bit more used to how life works here. You exchange money in verifying amounts for
food, shelter, clothing, entertainment, anything and everything in all honesty.” That made sense.
Holtz had touched on currency lightly when he was preparing them to come here but he hadn’t
dwelled on it like he had many other aspects of life here. Family, duty, and honor were the
building blocks of his lectures. The importance of avoiding temptation and sin were another
favorite topic but practical living advice never seemed to appear.

After nearly an hour of back and forth conversations on different topics about how to survive in
this bright and crowded world she decided it was time to go. While they all offered again and
again to let her stay under this roof with them she wasn’t comfortable enough around them yet
to fall asleep. She needed a place to hunker down and think, every plan she had going in had
been blown apart and she needed to regroup and try again. She needed to think about Holtz,
Angelus, Steven, all of them separately and together. She needed space.

xxxxxxxxx

Steven made his way towards the waterfront where his father had told him to go on the second
night after arriving in the hellish place. He hated it here, everything was confusing and far too
loud and he wasn’t allowed to kill the things that annoyed him. If Anna had stayed by his side he
knew he would have been in a better mood about things, but as his father had always warned
him, Anna’s bad blood had won out. She had chosen to side with Angelus.



He just didn’t understand it! No matter how bad things had gotten with her problems in the past
he had always been certain that she would have his back when he needed her, now not even a
full day after meeting that monster and that foundation was rocked and he was truly alone for
the first time in his life. Father had told him ever since he could remember that Anna would one
day fall into temptation and sin, that when it happened he should not blame her since it was in
her nature but he also could not hesitate to act.

He wasn’t sure he could, while he knew she was sinking into the mire he couldn’t help but think
he could save her. They had been together since the beginning and even the thought of being
without her made his heart ache.

No! He would not allow it! He would find a way to help his sister fight the darkness in her soul,
that part of her that was so connected with Angelus, and they would be together again. He loved
his family too much to see it so fractured, he would not allow Angelus to win, he would see them
all made whole again. Hearing the popping sound of a portal opening behind him he rose and
moved to greet his father and to tell him the sad news about his dear sister Anna.

xxxxxxxxx

Destiny moved through the streets of downtown Los Angeles and thought of everything she had
learned from Angelus and his friends. When it became clear that she would not be staying
within the confines of his home Angelus had given her all the money he had on hand and told
her to be careful, that their doors were always open to her if she needed them for anything. At
first she had been sure he would try to stop her, but he hadn’t. If anything he had been the one
to reign in his friends and assert her freedom to make her own choices.

This more than the stories told to her had made her pause to think that maybe this curse
business truly had changed things for her father.

He had stressed that the money would likely only last her the night and told her that if she
needed more she only needed to drop by the hotel and talk to him about it. Right now all she
needed though was food, she was starving. She had managed to choke down two of those
tacos but that had only fed her hunger a little, now that she had the time and space she could
feed the rest on her own.

She walked for a while wanting to be well outside of Angelus’ territory before she slowed down.
Once she was sure there was no way she would be running into anyone from the hotel without it
being intentional she started to look for a place to hunt. She found a place with thumping music
and a line down the block and considered her options, looking up at the sign over the club Trapt,
not really a name she would have gone for but the name wasn’t really what mattered she
guessed. She could either enter and find her prey within under the cover of the crush of bodies
and loud music or she could remain outside and pick off any who wandered her way. Either had
its pits and positives, but neither was truly ideal.

While many were entering, few were leaving and the ones that did seemed not only alert at this
hour but they also all moved in groups. It would be harder to get someone alone until later in the



evening if at all. Mind made up she hunched her shoulders against the cool night air and made
her way towards the doors.

Getting in was the easy part, it was finding what she needed that really put her on edge, she
had never done this here before, she only hoped that everything worked the same in this
dimension. Slowly circling the room just beyond the dance floor she watched all the people
swaying and grinding to the beat of the music and tried to decide who to choose, male or
female? Did it really matter? Much like the name of the club, the gender of the person she
chose was really more of an insignificant detail than a truly deciding factor. Spotting a girl
standing alone in the corner, looking very much lost and out of place, she knew she had her
volunteer.

Striking up a conversation with her was easy, the girl was beyond happy to have someone, hell
anyone, to talk to. Apparently coming to this club had been a friend's idea, and she had only
tagged along to be supportive of her friend's “alternative life choice”. It was even easier getting
the girl to agree to move even deeper into the shadows away from prying eyes, she simply had
to suggest that they move back to find somewhere that they didn’t have to shout to be heard
over the steady thump of the music. Now it was time for the true test of her abilities, if everything
worked the same here as it did in the other world then everything would go smoothly and no one
would be hurt at all. Looking deeply into the other girl's eyes she felt her own begin to dilate as
she captured the girl's attention fully.

“You’re going to be alright, you aren’t going to make a sound, this won’t hurt you at all.” She
waited a moment for the girl to parrot the suggestions back to her signaling that it had worked.

“I’m going to be alright, I won’t make a sound, this won’t hurt at all.” Good.

Fully in control she felt her face begin to change as her fangs became more prominent and the
veins beneath her eyes began to pulse and throb in time with her hunger. She leaned in towards
the girl's neck, finally going to be free of this hunger that had consumed her since first setting
foot in this new world. Food could only do so much, what she really needed was blood. The feel
of her teeth sliding through skin was euphoric as the warm rush of fresh blood flooded her
mouth and slid down her throat.

The sound of someone clearing their throat behind her made her whirl around, her “game face”
fully on display and the girl's blood dripping down her chin.

“Wow, scary. Has anyone ever told you how beautiful you are when you feed?” The man said
before his own face morphed and his yellow eyes sparkled at her with amusement, “Feel like
sharing?”

Huh.

“Who are you?”



Destiny kept her place between this stranger, vampire, and her ‘meal’ for the night. She knew all
about vampires of this world, and knew he would not leave the girl alive if he did begin to feed
on her, and she didn’t want that. No matter what else she was, the girl seemed very nice, and
she didn’t want her death on her conscience.

He was rather good looking, with his short brown hair and sexy confident smirk. He dressed
differently from the others around them, her increased hearing picked up the word ‘retro’ in
reference to him many times from the different conversations about him between the couples
surrounding them. Many of the surrounding crowd seemed to find him interesting enough to
want to take him into their bed for the night, if he were to hunt his own prey he would have no
problems finding several willing victims.

She hadn’t been around long enough to place people just by their accent but his was different
enough from the others that she knew he wasn’t from here. His eyes were the lightest and
warmest brown she had ever seen, and they seemed to be filled with the light of his own
amusement. His face was youthful but stern, he had the bearings of a man out of time and the
air of authority around him likely drew prey to him in droves.

“Not sharing then? Well, I guess the real question would be who are you? Cause I have to tell
you darling I’ve been wandering around this world for a number of years now and I can honestly
say I have never met anyone like you before.” As he spoke he moved closer to her before he
suddenly jerked to a stop, but stayed within her line of sight and outside of easy reach. He
wanted to engage but he didn’t seem to want to fight, yet.

“Is that supposed to be a compliment?” She found herself relaxing slightly when he stayed in his
same spot, not moving even an inch towards her.

“Could be, did you want it to be?”

“Who says I wanted anything?” The only thing she really wanted was to be free of this place,
she didn’t want to linger in this club surrounded by humans for any longer than she needed to.
Not after her feeding had been interrupted when she’d only barely begun. That taste of blood
had only increased her hunger and made her ravenous for more.

“Well not to brag or anything but it’s been said that I am kind of irresistible to the average
female.” His mouth tilted into a smirk, his eyes roving over her body in a slow appreciative
perusal.

“Then I guess it’s a good thing we’ve already established that I’m not average isn’t it.”

Seeing an opportunity to get the girl to safety she took it, even if it would mean talking to this
person for a while. Turning back to the girl she captured her gaze once more.

“Everything’s fine, you stepped outside for some air and passed out, when you came to your
neck was bleeding so you decided to catch a cab to the nearest hospital, you’ll text your friend
once you get there so she doesn’t worry. You won’t remember meeting me or anything that



happened after.” She could feel the strain around her eyes as she sent her meal away, she
didn’t want to see the girl killed but she was also still starving.

“I won’t remember you.” She watched the girl stagger away for a moment before she was lost in
the crowd.

Her mind was racing, what was she going to do now? She had managed to send the girl away
but she was still caught in this dance of push and pull. One wrong move could lead to deadly
consequences for everyone here.

Turning back to the man she went through all of her options, she could fight, she could run, or
she could temporarily surrender. If they fought they would bring more attention to the both of
them then either of them wanted. Some vampires wouldn’t care but the way he had quickly shed
himself of his vampire face after showing her told her he was trying to blend in. That wouldn’t
stop him from fighting dirty though, nothing would do that. If she ran it would make her look
weak and while it would have the advantage of forcing him to chase her to a less populated
area from what she had seen so far of this city there were not truly empty spaces to run to. That
left surrender, though it galled her to admit it.

“Who I am is none of your concern so I suggest you go your way and I’ll go mine, then we can
both enjoy the rest of our nights.” It was at least worth a shot, but she didn’t think he would go
for it. He seemed far too intrigued by her to just walk away now, but a girl could try. If he did walk
away she might be able to get back to her night. Though she would have to make sure he didn’t
walk away from her just to walk to the girl she had sent away.

“I don’t think so sweetheart, you see it’s been quite some time since anyone caught my interest
quite like you have, hell what am I saying, no one’s ever caught my interest like you before. So
here’s my counter offer, how about you and I go find us a table in a dark corner somewhere and
talk hmmm. It doesn’t even have to be here, if you prefer it there’s a coffee shop open twenty
four seven just down the block, better lighting, not to mention less people. So what do you say?”

“Lead the way.” She wasn’t sure what coffee was but she hoped this coffee shop was truly less
crowded than this club. If nothing else less people would lead to more options. Or at least fewer
casualties.

“That a girl. What’s your name then? I don’t usually ask, but you’re something of a special
circumstance all your own aren’t you.” Arrogant much?

“Destiny, my name is Destiny.”

“Nice to meet you Destiny, my name is Lawson, and I can tell you and I are going to be such
good friends already.”

“Yeah, I just bet.” As she followed Lawson out of the club she wondered what the rest of the
night would bring, it had already seen so many changes in her life she wouldn’t be surprised if
there was at least one more waiting for her.



CHAPTER 3 - MEETING YOU, MEETING ME

Destiny took another sip of the black bitter liquid called “coffee”, and tried not to grimace.
Between the tacos and the coffee she was surprised anyone ate anything here. Deciding she
had had enough she slid the cup towards the center of the table and waited for the questions
she knew would come.

“Don’t like the coffee?” He gestured towards her cup with his spoon, an almost affronted look on
his face at the idea that she wasn’t going to finish the drink she ordered.

“Not really.”

“No surprise there, you didn’t put cream or sugar or nothing in it. These days no one takes their
coffee black, which is a crying shame. In my day if you wanted to drink coffee you drank the
coffee you didn’t pour a pound of sugar in your cup until your spoon can stand up on its own just
so you can pretend you're drinking anything other than the coffee you asked for. Kids today.”
She wasn’t sure where to go conversationally after that, so she chose to wait until he steered
them along where he wanted to go. This little rendezvous was his idea after all, she had wanted
them both to just walk away not sit down and chat.

“So I gotta ask, what exactly are you?” Of course that would be the first question, she should
have expected as much. Men were predictable in the worst ways, if they didn’t understand
something they would poke and prod at it until they deemed themselves an expert. Only then
would they move on.

“I am none of your concern. Next question.” Come on, move on, she did not think a discussion
about her two vampire parents would go over well when in the company of a vampire.



Especially one so young. She hadn’t noticed in the bar surrounded by so many others but he
couldn’t be more than fifty or sixty years dead. She could taste him on her tongue and he felt
fresh in her mouth. When she had been talking to Angelus she could practically feel his age in
her own bones, but this guy was still spry. Baby vamps were not on her list of confidants.

“No seriously.” Of course seriously, why would he assume she thought he was joking? Then it
struck her, he was using slang. Well two could play that game. She might not have been in this
world long but she had picked up quite the vocabulary so far in her efforts to better fit in with her
surroundings.

“Seriously, I’m not answering that question so you might as well move on.” If he wanted to move
along physically that would work even better.

“Why not?” He looked so earnest and curious she almost relented, almost.

“Let me put it to you like this. I agreed to come here and let you ask me questions, I never said
my life would be an open book you could flip through at will. I’m not telling you so just move on
or we’re done here and I walk out.” She raised an eyebrow daring him to make the wrong
decision, she’d seen Cordelia do it to Angel and was fairly certain from his reaction that her
imitation was spot on.

“Touchy, touchy, alright then moving on. If you won’t tell me what you are, could you maybe tell
me what you’re doing?” What kind of a question was that? One that deserved a special kind of
an answer she supposed.

“I don’t understand? We’re sitting here while I drink a rather vile beverage and have a stilted
conversation. All at your suggestion I might add. Careful or I might start to think you aren’t
paying attention.” She knew she was being a little bitchy, making him spell everything out, but
he started it so she felt justified.

“No I mean why are you in L.A., granted I haven’t been here for very long, only a few years
really, but even I know you’re not a local so why are you here?” Oh if he only knew just how
much of a “local” she was.

“I was born here in L.A. I’ve been gone for a while but I’m back now.” There that should be
vague enough for him to draw his own conclusions. “Now if we’re done here I have to find
somewhere to sleep soon.” Their interactions had been civil so far but she didn’t want to push
her luck.

As she pushed up from the table she felt his hand encircle her wrist holding her in place.
Normally she would have simply ripped his hand off for presuming to touch her, but she had
been doing so well since this whole conversation began she didn’t want to end it on such a
violent note. At least not without a real reason.

“You know I have a place that can offer shelter from the light, if you don’t mind sharing that is.”



Her mind came up with a million and one reasons to refuse his offer out of hand and one big
reason to accept. While she didn’t trust him around while she slept any more than she trusted
the others, he was a vampire. If anything happened she could kill him without feeling any kind of
guilt.

“Yeah, sure, alright then. Lead the way.” If nothing else it would keep her from being alone on
the first “night” in a new world. She didn’t want to admit it but being without her brother for the
first time was making her feel things she never had before. She was lonely.

“You know I’m starting to sense a pattern here. Not that I mind always taking the lead, but when
do you start contributing to this relationship?” His smirk of confidence was infectious and she
found herself returning it with a grin of her own.

“Oh, it’s a relationship is it?” His next words were spoken so low that if she’d been anything
other than what she was she wouldn’t have heard him at all.

“Could be.”

xxxxxxxxx

Cordelia knew that Angel was worried about Connor and Destiny, his normal broody-ness was
twice as dark, but she also knew there was nothing he could do for them at the moment. Connor
didn’t trust them at all, and Destiny only trusted them as far as she had to for now.

“Angel, you have to stop moping about this, she’ll be back tomorrow, you can see her then.” She
hoped she was right. Destiny had never made any firm plans to come back, but they were the
only people she knew so she hoped she would. It was bad enough when people from other
places came to L.A and got swallowed up by the city so easily, she didn’t want to think about
what could happen to two teens who weren’t even savvy enough to survive in Kansas trying to
navigate this hellish place.

“I’m not worried about tomorrow Cordy, I’m worried about tonight. Neither of them know a whole
hell of a lot about our world and now they’re both just wandering around in it after dark with little
to no cash and no plan at all. What if something happens to them?” He sounded so much like a
worried parent it broke her heart, she had to get him to snap out of this, it wasn’t healthy. They
would be fine!

“Angel! Would you listen to yourself? They survived years in a hell dimension, I doubt one night
in L.A. will do them any permanent damage.”

“I just-” He couldn’t bring himself to say it but she heard him all the same. He was worried she
wouldn’t come back. He was worried that their explanations about how he was different now
wouldn’t be enough. He was worried that his past was going to ruin his present, again. Running
a hand up and down his back she tried to comfort him.



“She’ll be back, Angel. She’ll come through that door tomorrow and be brimming with more
questions for you to answer, and when she does you’ll be here. You’ll get the chance to explain.”
She did her best to hide her own anxiety about the matter, knowing it wouldn’t help things at all
to show her worry.

She was beyond confident that the both of them would be able to survive L.A. after dark, if she
was honest she was a little more worried about the other people knocking around out there who
might bump into them. They were raised in a hell dimension by their fathers worst enemy after
all. Who knew what they could be getting up to.

xxxxxxxxx

Destiny looked around the old abandoned building that was Lawson’s daylight shelter and was
grudgingly impressed by what he had done with so little to work with. The outside of the building
gave no sign that it had been occupied any time in the last decade at least, while inside he had
created his own personal haven.

She gazed at all the art and other little odds and ends and realized that this was more than just
a place to wait out the sun; it was in fact his home. He’d chosen all of these things with care and
an eye towards what he liked and what he wanted to wake up to and fall asleep looking at every
day. She imagined all of his choices would be more revealing of the kind of man he was if she
knew anything about this world beyond what little she’d managed to gleen so far in the scant
hours she’d been a part of it. Some of the things scattered around were so far outside of her
experience she couldn’t even identify them on sight.

“So, Lawson, tell me about yourself.” She knew next to nothing about him and after seeing
where he lived she found that being so in the dark did not sit well with her, the only thing that
kept her from running or attacking was that she knew he was just as in the dark about her as
she was about him. Somehow being on even footing information wise gave her comfort and
made her bold in her attitude towards him. She wanted to know more.

To understand.

Looking around this room and its treasures that she knew nothing about she felt a pang of
sadness shoot through her chest leaving behind burning embers in its wake. She wanted to
have a space like this, a place that told the story of her life to anyone who took the time to look
and see it.

“What did you have in mind, sweetheart?” Well, it was good to see that his arrogance never
seemed to waver, even when allowing a stranger into his home. That filled in one puzzle piece
at least, though the swaggered seemed to be off somehow. Like he had to think about what to
do before his body shifted itself to move to his commands. His bravado did not come naturally to
him.

She wondered not for the first time, if he was regretting his obviously impulsive invitation. As
strange as it was for her to be here it had to be even stranger for him to have her here. Did he



expect her to understand all these things and judge him for them? Or did he want to explain and
show her his world? Did he want her to leave? If he did, where would she go?

“Well, I know that you’ve been in L.A. for a few years now, and that you haven’t been a vampire
for even a century yet. Other than that, all I have is your name and your address.” Not all that
much to go on for a girl like her.

She watched him start a little at her sure tone. He hadn’t told her his age, but she knew it all the
same and that seemed to throw him off balance worse than her being in his space. If he’d been
human he would have taken a deep breath but as a vampire he simply shook himself until he
got his swagger back. He leaned against the wall behind him with his arms folded across his
chest and tried to look and sound as confident as she did. She could have told him he wasn’t
pulling it off but that seemed rude.

“What else is there to know? You already know what I am, who I was has nothing to do with it.”
His expressive face seemed to shut down as he spoke, his emotions hidden behind a wall of
stone and ice.

Oh, so he was bitter about being a vampire. Probably turned against his will then, Holtz had told
her and Steven that happened often. But, she thought that once they turned they kind of got
over it and found pleasure in what they had become. Lawson sounded almost like he missed
being human, like he wanted to go back to being whoever he was before he was gifted with
eternity.

“I didn’t ask about who you were, I asked about who you are.” Who he had been in the past
would do her little good in the present. Though she found that she was curious what sort of man
he had been, to so despise what he had become. It was telling that when she asked about him
his own mind wandered so readily to the past, she hadn’t mentioned his humanity once but it
seemed to be constantly on his mind.

“There’s a difference?” Oh, there was always a difference, people always changed. Sometimes
in ways that were all but imperceptible to anyone other than the person themselves, other times
it was a more seismic shift that could be seen by anyone who laid eyes on them. It was written
in their eyes and branded on their souls, for some reason that’s the change she could see within
Lawson though he had no soul left to brand.

“Most definitely. I’m sure that whoever you were as a human was a good man. You seem like
the type, and I would love to hear all about the good old days at some point, but right now the
way you used to be really isn’t my main concern. You know, while I’m standing here in your
home and all. Right now.” As she spoke she deliberately leaned to the side to see even more of
his home that lay behind him. She was fairly short so she couldn’t look over his shoulder, but
that didn’t stop her perusal though.

“Ah, well I doubt you’re afraid for your safety, you don’t seem the type to fear much at all.” That
was true enough, spend enough time fighting monsters and normal predators lose all hold over
you. She knew she was stronger, faster, and most likely better trained than most any creature



found in this world. It wasn’t likely that an average vampire, and a baby one at that, would stand
a chance against her.

“True.” She could tell her confidence knocked him off his stride for a minute, that seemed to
happen to him a lot, she wasn’t sure how he thought this would go but she could tell from his
reactions this wasn’t it. It took him a moment to reply. It would seem he wasn’t used to such
declarations from his guests, or maybe he simply thought that as a woman she should have
pandered to his ego and pretended to be less than she was. If that’s what he thought he was in
for a rude awakening. She was not that kind of girl, if Holtz could not turn her into a simpering
wilting flower this vampire had no chance of it.

“Well then, I guess we better hope it doesn’t come to blows between us. We wouldn’t want to
bruise anyone's ego, now would we?” As his words filled the empty space between them a new
light seemed to enter his eyes, one she had not seen there before.

“I guess not.”

As he spoke he’d been steadily moving towards her. Closer and closer. Until they now stood
less than an inch apart. Looking up at him now she wanted nothing more than to kiss him, to
hold him close and feel his body against her own. There was just something about him that
seemed to scream safety. It was like she knew deep down that he would never intentionally hurt
her, but even knowing that she also knew that she wasn’t really ready for this next step he was
working towards either. She didn’t trust her own instincts, not here and not yet.

She knew what sex was, not that she’d ever participated living in a dimension populated with
only her brother and Holtz as eligible bed mates, but today had been confusing and so full of
changes, physically, emotionally, and even mentally, she didn’t really want to endure anymore
change. No matter how promising that change seemed.

“Lawson.” She was surprised to hear her voice break over his name. Her voice had always been
as steady as her gaze and now it was betraying her.

“Yes, Destiny.” They were now even closer, their lips almost touching as they spoke.

“I’ve had a long day, full of some very confusing changes.”

She hoped he understood and didn’t hold it against her or make her spell it out. She knew if it
became a physical fight she would easily destroy him but after the day she had already endured
if their fight took a verbal turn she was nearly sure she would cry. If she did cry she would have
to kill him so there would be no living witnesses to her shame and that would be a shame all its
own.

The smile he sent her was almost sad as he drew himself back.

“Understood sweetheart, no fighting, or exertion of any kind. Well, if you’ll follow me I’ll show you
where you can bunk down for the night.”



Following behind him she couldn’t hold back her sigh of frustration. Her life was so screwed up
right now, when this whole godforsaken day had started it had all been so simple. Go to a new
world, kill the monster Angelus, and then live out the rest of her life the same way it had always
been. What the hell was she supposed to do now? Now that everything had changed, and this
new world had turned her every thought around.

CHAPTER 4 - HOME

Angel was up fairly early waiting for Destiny to come back, if he was being honest he hadn’t
truly slept since she left. He knew it wasn’t likely that she would turn up at the crack of dawn
especially since she hadn’t even left the hotel until around two in the morning, but he’d rather be
early and have to wait than miss her when she finally came looking for him.

It was a day of busy work, there was a silent understanding that barring a vision from the
powers they weren’t taking on new cases at the moment, with Cordelia alternating between
dusting and filing with the occasional break to flip through a new magazine. He spent his time
lounging in the lobby trying and failing to read. Every little squeak of hinges or shuffle of papers
had him looking up to check the door.

Destiny didn’t show until around two in the afternoon and when she did she hovered in the
doorway for a few minutes before making the decision to fully enter. He didn’t blame her. It was
going to be hard getting past a lifetime of thinking he was a monster, walking into the hotel must
feel like strolling into the lion's den. Dangerous, stupid, and counter productive.

“Destiny, good afternoon. Did you find a good place to stay last night?” He had given her a
couple hundred bucks and a fast rundown of where and how to find the kind of motel that didn’t



require ID but was still safe enough to bed down in. He hoped she took his advice but the scent
of dust and asbestos on her clothes told him she probably squatted in another abandoned
building instead.

“Yeah, I met a guy at a club and he let me crash at his place.” The slight emphasis on the word
made him think that it was something new that she had only just learned. She was picking up
the lingo, so to speak fairly quickly. That would really help her out in the long run. He tried to
work past the words she actually spoke, but he couldn’t.

“What?” His voice sounded so strained, it was a wonder that any sound came out at all. She
went home with some guy from the club? He remembered some of Cordelia’s horror stories
about her dating life out in the glitz and glam of L.A and cringed at the thought of his daughter
having to try and navigate those waters alone. Not to mention his own involvement in some of
those escapades filled with demonic pregnancies and thoughtless jerks.

“Yeah, after I left here I found this club and decided to check it out. Best way to learn about a
culture is to watch the behavior of a large group of people after all. When I was there I ran into
this guy, we ended up having this really vile drink called coffee. I don’t know if any of you have
ever tried it but it’s really bitter and kind of nasty so I would steer clear if I was you. After the
coffee chat I said something about going to find somewhere to stay and he offered to let me
come back to his place so I did. It was a really nice place. Very comfortable bed.”

“What?” He more than most knew how easy it was to seduce the unwary, but something about
the way she spoke gave him hope that wasn’t what happened last night. She was casual about
her time spent with this boy and didn’t seem to have any questions about what happened. Could
it be that this guy really just gave her a place to sleep with no strings attached.

“So you two shared a bed?” Even if they did it didn’t necessarily mean anything, but he had to
know. So he would know just how painful this punk's death needed to be when he eventually
tracked him down.

“No, I slept in his spare room.” With those words Angel finally started breathing again,
metaphorically. “I mean I thought about having sex with him, but then I just felt so tired I decided
to just sleep instead.”

“So this guy was cool with… everything.” He wasn’t really sure what she was asking, he
supposed he was just worried that Destiny’s mystery man might have pushed the issue a little.
This was L.A. after all, and more often than not any act of kindness from a random club guy
came with a bit of a price tag. That tag usually included sex, if not right away, then soon after. If
being best friends with Cordelia had taught him anything about being a young woman in the city
it was that.

“Yeah, sure, I mean he was a vampire so it’s not like he had much room to judge or anything.”
That statement was the one that put him over the edge and caused his mind to be empty of all
thought. There was no safe place to hide, so he decided to simply not think at all.



xxxxxxxxx

Destiny wasn’t sure what just happened, but Angelus seemed to almost freeze in place.
Reaching up she waved her hand in front of his face and got no reaction. Was he okay?

“He’s fine sweetie, just give him a minute.” Looking over towards Cordelia she let her confusion
show. Was this normal? Cordelia didn’t seem phased, if anything she looked almost amused.

“Is he okay?”

“Yeah, he’s just having a dad moment. It’ll pass, but be prepared to go into a completely
different conversation and know if you bring the boy up a second time this will happen all over
again.”

Different conversation? She wanted to talk to him about a lot of things, but she wasn’t sure
where to start. They had talked about his past for a bit the night before and she didn’t want to
continually bring it up when she wanted to know about so much more. He and his friends had
made it quite clear what they thought about his past and she didn’t want to shut the
conversation down too quickly. What should she ask about?

Should she ask about her mother? A woman Holtz had spent a lifetime claiming had no
redeemable qualities to speak of. Was she truly a monster or like her father had she changed in
the time Holtz had been made of stone? Would she want to know if she was?

No Darla wasn’t a good place to start, she loomed so large over them all she would engulf them
if given the chance. She needed to start out smaller and work her way up to the bigger
questions.

She wanted to ask him about his hunger, to know if it matched her own or if she was truly an
abomination, but again that was a larger conversation. Nearly every conversation she wanted to
have seemed to be simple starting points for larger topics. There didn’t seem to be any safe
space where a question could be a simple and straightforward asked and answered kind of
deal.

She needed to find a question to ask that would let them both have at least a part of the
conversation they were both dying to have. She wanted to know more about the life she could
have had, the life she should have had, but she didn’t know what to ask about that wouldn’t hurt
them both in the telling.

Holtz had always made a big deal out of why he chose their new names for them. She
wondered if her original name had any kind of meaning behind it.



“Why Connor and Destiny?” Neither name seemed random but at the same time for all she
knew they could have been. She had heard many strange names in this town and that was after
only being here less than twenty-four hours.

“Well I named Connor after not only my own Irish heritage but I made his name stand for
something.” Her father had been Irish? No one had ever said so in the past and she found she
was a little saddened by that fact. All anyone ever talked about were his past deeds, not his
heritage or his life.

“What did it stand for?”

“Names have meanings and roots and the one I gifted my son is from the Gaelic name
Conchobhar, it means strong willed and wise. I gave him that name because I wanted him to be
everything I wasn’t when I was a man. I wanted him to have the life that I… that I never did. Not
to say it was anyone's fault but my own that I didn’t have that life. I was too busy standing in my
own way to see what was right in front of me and I wanted better for my own son. I wanted him
to always be wise enough to really see the world around him for what it was and not what he
thought it was.”

“Why did you name me Destiny?”

“I never knew your mothers true name, only the one given to her by her own sire. When she
became a vampire she let go of everything that was once a part of her human life. I asked her
about it once, why she seemed so against everything humanity had to offer. While a lot of
vampires hated the weakness inherent in being human Darla seemed to feel a particular disdain
for the human condition. She told me that becoming a vampire was her destiny, that fate chose
her to become something more than she was and that casting away all other things was her
way of embracing that. When you and your brother were born, your first day was her last. In
choosing to sacrifice her life to preserve yours she changed her own destiny and re-embraced
her humanity. I named you in honor of her choice and true awakening like I named your brother
in honor of my own. The two of you were a second chance.”

She wasn’t sure how she felt about being a second chance for a woman she would never know.
Then again Holtz had always said something similar about how she and Steven were his
second chance at true vengeance. Maybe it was a common parental feeling, but she didn’t like
hearing it anymore now than she had then.

Getting up she excused herself and all but fled. She wasn’t sure how to feel to be honest and
she didn’t want to try and work it out with an audience. She could hear her name being called
out behind her but she didn’t stop, she couldn’t.

xxxxxxxxx



Cordelia kept her hand on Angel’s shoulder holding him back and out of the daylight. It was
becoming a habit of his to try and chase his children into the sun. She needed to help him calm
down and think outside of the panic he was feeling, but she didn’t know how. All he could see
was Destiny running away from him and he couldn’t seem to hear her calling out to him.

Making a decision she pulled her hand back and snapped it back across his face full force. She
knew it wouldn’t be enough to truly hurt him, it never was, but if she was lucky it would be
enough to help him snap out of it.

It was.

“Are you listening now?” The look of kicked puppy betrayal on his face just wasn’t fair. He was
the one who pushed her to this point with no regard for her manicure.

“You hit me!”

“Well, someone had to. You were trying to run off after her and even if it wasn’t the middle of the
day making it more likely you would be a big pile of dust before you reached the street it would
still be a bad idea. I know you want to get her to talk to you and tell you what flipped her out so
hard, but you can’t do that. When someone all but stumbles out of whatever room you're in like
that it’s not an invitation to follow after them. If you run her down now and try to demand
answers she’ll never come back.” He looked so lost she just wanted to reach out and give him a
hug, but that wasn’t what he needed from her. He needed a voice of reason, comfort could
come later.

“I can’t just let her-” He was still trying to gently shake her off and under any other
circumstances that would have pissed her off beyond belief.

“You can, and more than that you have to.” She could see she wasn’t getting through to him,
yet. He still hadn’t taken his eyes off the door. Normally being so ignored would have set off her
temper. She would have thrown her hands in the air and given up, walked away ranting about
pearls of wisdom before swine like men. Instead she simply clamped her hand down harder, if
he wanted to get past her he was going to have to hurt them both.

“But what if-”

“No! I understand that she might need someone right now, she looked pretty wrecked. But you
need to understand that right now, that someone isn’t you.” She didn’t want to hurt him but she
also didn’t want him to blow his chance by rushing things.

When he finally stopped struggling and sat down to put his head in his hands she closed her
eyes in silent prayer. She hoped she’d just done the right thing.

xxxxxxxxx



Destiny made her way back to Lawson’s loft, she didn’t know why she was going back there,
she supposed it was because besides the hotel it was the only place she really knew in the city.

She had walked away from the hotel in a bit of a daze, her mind whirling around and around as
she tried to come to terms with the idea that Holtz and Angelus might not have been so different
after all. It probably wasn’t fair of her to even think that over one shared sentiment, but the
similarity of it kept ringing in her mind. Second chance.

She didn’t want to be a second chance, not to Holtz, not to Angelus, and not to Darla. Not that
she was in any way sure that Darla herself would have seen her that way. Maybe it was just a
male parental figure quirk to think in those kinds of terms, maybe her mother would have been
different.

“Problems?” If she had less control of herself and her own body she would have jumped at the
sudden sound. Instead she simply glared at the man who made it. “Oh, not only problems, deep
problems.”

“I don’t want to talk about it, Lawson.” While she had become a bit closer to the vampire than
she was to most others in this new place that didn’t make him her confidant. She could only
imagine the shock and horror on his face if she ever did confess to him the things that were on
her mind. The very idea that two vampires could possibly procreate without turning someone to
continue their sire line would be enough to send him into fits.

“Are you sure? Because your words say no but your eyes are shouting please ask me.” Closing
her eyes she berated them for being so weak.

“My eyes are shouting nothing.” It was only after his light laughter registered for her that she
realised he’d been teasing her. Keeping her eyes closed she silently huffed in annoyance, jerk.

“Sure they are, they’re very expressive eyes. Like right now they’re screaming at me to fuck off.”

“How could you know that? My eyes are closed.” She wasn’t sure how to respond to this kind of
teasing. There was no maliciousness to it and no real stakes in place. If she lost the verbal spar
there would be nothing but laughter in response.

“True they are, but your shoulders are practically in your ears. I hate to be the one to tell you this
doll, but you are stressed.”

She supposed she was. She hadn’t been in this world long, but nearly every second of it had
been spent on high alert. Between her brother, her father, the likely impending arrival of her
“step-father”, and trying to navigate a society she didn’t understand, her life had gotten far more
complicated than she had ever thought it would. Coming here was supposed to be simple, it
wasn’t supposed to be… this.

“I don’t want to talk about it.” If she talked she was going to cry and that was unacceptable.



“Fair enough. What do you want to do instead?”

“Forget.” She wanted to just close her eyes and float away. Find a place she could just shut out
the world and let all her problems die for at least a little while. Why was that so damn hard?

“Oh! Really. Well you’re in luck I am an expert at forgetting. Come with me.” He grabbed her
hand and pulled her deeper into this home, to a corner she hadn’t explored yet. Since he’d been
so kind to invite her in she had been trying to stay out of his private areas and not be too
intrusive. While she knew deep down their association was most likely going to end in a fight to
the death, she didn’t want to cause him un-do hurt before then. This was his home and she was
a guest.

Stopping in a far corner he laid down on the ground face up, never letting go of her hand he
dragged her down with him and just stayed there. She wasn’t sure what was happening or what
was supposed to be happening but she for one thought it was getting a bit awkward. She was
just about to demand answers when he reached over and flipped a switch. Dozens upon dozens
of light clicked on over them, in varying colors and brightness. After a moment they began to
blink and dance casting lights and shadows against the ceiling until it took her breath away. It
was amazing.

“Can you feel the amnesia taking hold yet?” His words were whispered like he didn’t want to
disturb anything about the moment and she understood why. This was magic.

“Yeah.” She kept her voice just as low, as whisper on the wind.

“You’re welcome.”

“Thank you, Lawson.” She thought about it for a moment, her thoughts still whirling even with
the tranquil surroundings before she decided to be brave. “I learned something about my
parents today that I kind of wish I didn’t.”

“What did you learn if you don’t mind me asking?” His fingers began to lightly run back and forth
against her hand. His touch was feather light but for some reason it was all she could feel in that
moment, that warmth of being next to someone else. Of being seen even when they were both
looking up and away from each other.

“I learned that they aren’t as different from the man who actually raised me as I thought.” She
kept her eyes solely on the lights, maybe if she didn’t look at him or anything else but this little
piece of magic it wouldn’t hurt so much.

“And that’s a bad thing?”

“Yes.” She had never come this close before to admitting out loud how much she hated Holtz.
How much she despised him and the ruined childhood he’d foisted on her and her brother out of
some petty desire for revenge for something that happened decades before they ever drew
breath. How much she hated him for turning her brother into someone she could barely stand to



be next to, who was always judging her for things beyond her control. How much she had
wished all her life that he had never come into their lives at all. How she had dreamed for years
about what her life could have been like if she’d been allowed to stay here and have the life she
had been meant to have. Only to have that dream start to shatter against the rocks so easily
and quickly with just one revelation out of a thousand more to come.

“Well, is this something you learned the sum of them?”

“What?”

“You said you’re upset because they’re similar, right?” She gave a little grunt of agreement she
didn’t want to give voice to the revelation again. “So now I guess the only question is do the
similarities outweigh the differences. Are they more alike than they are different or is it just this
one way they are the same?”

She wasn’t sure, not really. The only things she knew about the “adults” in her life for sure were
the big things. Vampirism vs. humanity. They had to be different in most ways for that alone.
Didn’t they?

“I don’t know, I don’t really know much about my birth parents at all. At least nothing I can trust
to be true.”

“Then I suppose you need to learn a bit more before you can really say how angry you are.
Getting angry is natural but being angry just to be proven wrong later just plain sucks. Trust me.”

CHAPTER 5 - POWER PLAYS AND OTHER GAMES



Angel waited anxiously for his daughter to come back. This was becoming his new daily ritual,
sitting in the lobby trying to will the door to open. After a night of reflection he thought he knew
where he had gone wrong the day before and he was eager to try again. Talking about his
daughter's non-existent childhood was too much, he needed to try and keep any future
discussions about the here and now. At least for a little while longer.

He would talk to her about the city in general, or the different foods she might like, or where she
was staying. That last one might feel like a minefield in the making, but he had a feeling it would
be a safer bet than anything to do with the past.

“Tell me something else about my mother.” Only years of playing it cool kept him from jumping at
the sound of his daughter's voice beside him. He hadn’t even heard her come in. As his heart
began to calm he finally processed what she’d said, she wanted to know more about Darla. That
seemed like a bad idea all around.

“You want to know more about Darla?” If she was asking he couldn’t just refuse to answer, if it
was anyone else he could have waved them off with claims of desired privacy but this was his
daughter one of the few people who truly had a right to ask questions.

“Yeah, I just… I don’t know you’re still here for me to learn about on my own but I can’t exactly
watch her and come to my own opinion now can I. If I want an honest look at her you’re kind of
it in the information department.” That was true enough.

“What do you want to know?” He didn’t know much about her early days as a vampire and
frighteningly less about her time as a human but he would offer it all up if it would erase some of
that hurt in her eyes. He doubted she would want to know about her birth, but if she did he
would brave those memories too. For her.

“Nothing overly specific I guess. Just, what was she like?” Now came the hard choice: did he tell
the truth or protect the saintly vague memory of a dead woman who gave her life for her
children? Knowing there were books and sources out in the world that could easily tell the truth
and out his lies he decided to be as honest as he could.

“Darla was a complicated woman on the simplest of days. I know that her human life wasn’t an
overly kind one so when she became a vampire she did her best to become something else
entirely. We all do really, but it never really works like we plan.” Complicated didn’t even begin to
describe that woman, but there were some conversational lines even he didn’t want to cross.
Not unless he had to. So he would stick to generalities as much as possible.

“Why not?” Why not indeed. How could he explain that even becoming a different species didn’t
seem to truly change people? You might think you’ve changed, you might work hard to try and
change, but in the end you were still you. Always.

“Well, no matter how hard you try, at least some of who you were will always shine through.
When you become a vampire the demon takes over your body and your memories and as much
as the forces for good like to say that it can look like you and act like you but not be you they’re



wrong. There will always be some of you still in there, it just so happens that nine times out of
ten that some is the worst parts of you. For me it adopted my anger towards religion and my
consuming need for validation and gratification and amped them up to an inhuman degree. For
Darla it took on her lust for everything. Blood, sex, power, she was always consumed with her
need for more and more of whatever she saw as having been denied to her during her human
life. Not that she would ever admit it.” Darla would never admit to having anything remaining of
her human self within her, and woe betide any who tried to say otherwise.

“Can a vampire ever carry over the good they once had?” He could hear the hope in her voice
and knew she had to be thinking more of her club boy than Darla, but he wouldn’t bring him up
first. He’d take any opening he could find to try and help her navigate this new relationship
easier but if he tried to push her too far he would just end up pushing her towards him. Even he
knew that.

“In a way. One of my line was a poet and a romantic in his life so when he turned he became
devoted to his sire but it was to an unhealthy degree. He would die for her but I don’t think he
ever truly stopped to think about what it meant to love her. The man wanted love so the demon
did too, it was just the way they went about obtaining it that was different.”

Love’s bitch indeed.

“Did anything good of my mother transition over?” Thinking back on it he tried to find something
uplifting or at least relatively kind to say but he’d already resolved not to lie. Darla was miserable
from birth to second death and that was a fact no one could escape, not even Darla herself. As
much as she tried to find her peace and joy in the mayhem and blood, she never truly did. She
was always looking for that little something more, that give back that never came.

“Your mother kept most of her sadder traits, at least in my opinion. Much like William, your
mother craved love in her life. Only she lived a life that taught her to be suspicious of any love
offered long before she was turned so when she came close to having it she would always self
sabotage. That didn’t change with age.”

“Did you two love each other?” No. He’d said as much to Darla when she’d first come back into
his life. She never made him happy and as hard as she tried to claim otherwise he never made
her happy either, they just distracted each other from their misery.

“As much as we were able to. Neither of us were truly creatures of love and kindness, but we
did find some joy in our time together. We might have been able to find something closer to bliss
if we each hadn’t been so consumed by the games that gaining your fangs tends to bring into
your life.”

“Games?”

This was his perfect opening, if his daughter was going to stay with this vampire she’d met he
would make sure she understood as much about what that entailed as possible. While it was



true that every vampire was different, some things were simply instinct and therefore universal.
Those lessons he could teach her.

xxxxxxxxx

Destiny pushed through the heavy door that led to the loft area Lawson had made his home and
tried not to sigh in frustration. This place had been an easy non-judgemental place she could
escape to whenever dealing with everything became too much and now it had become a
minefield.

Angelus had spent their entire afternoon together telling her more about vampire culture, from
the perspective of a vampire, so she wouldn’t be caught off guard if the club boy as he called
him tried something, it was sweet if a little paranoid. Though now she knew more about
vampires and their weird psycho-sexual behaviors than she had ever truly wanted to. On the
plus side now she knew she really was one of a kind, because she could safely say she had
never had any of the impulses he described.

The loft was dark, but she knew that he was still there. She could feel him. The tingles of a
watching predator danced along the back of her neck and down her spine. It felt kind of nice, a
low level buzz against all of her senses.

“Lawson.” She made his name more of a statement than a question, it wouldn’t do for him to
think he could ever sneak up on her after all. He may be nicer than she’d first assumed he
would be, but he was still a vampire after all and if her talk with Angel had taught her anything
today it was that vampires were all about the power games. Though she did kind of wonder if
some of the more whimsical things she’d seen from him were really from his human side.
Wouldn’t that be strange.

“You came back.” He stayed in the shadows, his voice echoing off the walls so it seemed to
surround her. He was trying to un-nerve her. He would have to do a lot better than that.

“It seemed easier than finding somewhere else to stay. I can just as easily go if you like.” She
didn’t want to act like she owned the place, and could come and go as she pleased, it was his
home after all. He would have the final say in if she stayed or left. Though if she did leave while
it would be at his request it would be under her own power and by her own choice. He could not
force her out even if he tried and they both knew it.

“You can stay here as long as you want. It’s nice having someone else around again. Especially
someone who isn’t trying to rule over me.” He sounded almost resigned at the thought that she
might try to dominate his life. She felt the sudden urge to reassure him. All the things that Angel
had told her about vampires told her that as far as vampire interactions go Lawson was likely
always bottom of the heap. He was more sensitive than most and others would see him as an
easy target. She needed him to know that she wasn’t like that, that she would never be like that,
but she needed to make sure he knew that didn’t mean he could take the top position himself.
They were equals, of a sort.



“Yeah well, vampire power games aren’t really my thing. It’s your home. I'm just a guest in it. For
now.” She tacked on the last to make it clear that she could just as easily leave as she could
stay. It wouldn’t do her any good for him to start believing he had her at a disadvantage. She
had other options and he needed to know that up front. Her other option was singular in nature if
she wanted to go somewhere familiar but he didn’t need to know that.

“What an enlightened way of looking at it. It’s almost refreshing.” She could feel him moving
around the room, even though she still couldn’t see him. What was he up to now? Not that she
was overly worried, if he didn’t come out into the open soon she would make the choice for
them both and they would go from there.

For all that vampires could so easily overpower humans, she could easily over power everyone.
She was stronger and faster than any vampire could ever hope of becoming. A baby vamp
under a century old was no threat to her at all.

“Almost?” She was beginning to like this game, it was a war of words, no strength only wit and
skill. It was rare for her fights to stray away from the physical arena and she was enjoying
herself, probably a bit too much.

“Well it’s also to be expected that you wouldn’t be big on vampire games when as far as I can
tell you aren’t a vampire. Or are you? I’ll admit you do drink blood as we do, but as far as I can
tell that is where the comparisons stop between us.” That was true enough, from what she’d
seen she did have little in common with the vampires of this world. Though being born of two of
them she supposed she could still be called a vampire herself. Or maybe she was something
else entirely. A new breed of vampire. Which was both exciting and depressing, being a one and
only could get lonely fast. Not that she would ever wish this existence on another, no matter how
lonely she might become in the future.

“Does it matter what I am?” Did it matter to him? Was that why he was letting her stay here, was
he trying to understand her? To figure her out? Had it all been a game, a lead in for this
confrontation, and if it was, did that really change anything?

“No, I don’t suppose it does.” She could feel his breath on the back of her neck. He was so
close to her now they were nearly touching. Without thinking about it her instincts kicked in, a
threat was close, she just reacted. Spinning in place she grabbed him at his neck and the base
of his skull before she threw him over her body and across the room.

Oops. She may have forgotten to hold back as much as she would have for a human threat and
now he was slumped against the far wall covered in broken plaster and dust. What now?

“Sorry. So sorry. I didn’t mean to do that. I didn’t hurt you did I. You were just so close, and I
couldn’t see you but I knew you were there and I just… reacted. Really though, if you think
about it, that was all your own fault. I mean you started it, with your trying to be sneaky and
everything. Don’t do that!”



She could hear him laughing, he started to somewhere in the middle of her little speech.
Laughing was good, she supposed, it was better than anger after all. But at the same time…
hey he was laughing at her. That was so not funny.

“It’s not funny!”

“As the one who landed on his ass I have to disagree with you on that, it was a little funny.
Besides I wasn’t laughing at you sweetheart, I was laughing more at myself. There I was telling
you how I hate vampire power plays and then not ten seconds later I go and try one on you, and
I fail miserably at it. Then you started your little rant and I just couldn’t help it, you’re just so cute
when you’re miffed.”

“Oh, okay then. What now?” She was a little startled to be called cute so blatantly, but she was
prepared to let it pass by without remarking on it. For now. They had other concerns to deal with
before they could confront their attraction to one another.

“Well, if you’re still alright with staying here after the stunt I just pulled, I would suggest a game
of sorts so that we can get to know each other better.”

“What sort of game?” She wouldn’t mind getting to know Lawson better, but at the same time
she had to be careful about what she revealed about herself. If she gave too much away she
might just have to kill Lawson, and she didn’t want to do that to her first sort of friend here in this
new world. That would be a bad example to set.

“So you’re still fine with being here with me, even after I was such an ass?” He seemed almost
relieved, like he’d been certain she would leave before and was now trying to catch up to the
fact that she was staying instead.

“Sure, why wouldn’t I be? I mean you failed after all.” She saw him wince and wondered if she
had maybe thrown him a little too hard, but he didn’t seem to be having any trouble walking
around so she figured whatever it was his vampire healing would be taking care of it before too
long.

“Point to you on that one I guess. Well the game I have in mind is a bit of give and take. Still
interested.”

“I suppose.”

xxxxxxxxx

Angel sat in his room and looked at the sketches he’s made of his children, both as infants and
what they looked like now. He wished more than anything that he’d been able to watch them
grow up, to help them understand the world. Now it was too late. No matter what he taught them
they would be making their own way in the world, making their own decisions both good and
bad.



They would be making connections, both good and bad.

Connor hated him with a sort of fiery vengeance that is learned over too many years to counter
easily. He knew deep down that he would likely never regain his son, not completely. There
would always be a part of Connor that would be held back from him no matter what he did. A
part that would be waiting for an excuse, any excuse to go in for the kill. Always looking for
some shred of proof that Angelus still existed. That was if he could even convince him that he
wasn’t currently Angelus to begin with.

Destiny was more willing to at least give him a chance at proving himself. Something he was
beyond thankful for, but at the same time that willingness had estranged her from her brother
and made her more vulnerable to the manipulations of others. People like this vampire she was
all but living with. No matter how many times or how many ways he’d asked she’d refused to tell
him a name to go along with this bloodsucker. He would find out eventually, he just hoped it
wasn’t too late for her when he did. For all of her experiences in that hell dimension she was still
very young, and far too easily fooled in a world that she didn’t understand well enough yet. He’d
done what he could to explain vampire dynamics to her, to try and prepare her for any mind
games this guy might try but he knew sleep would be a long time coming for him.

xxxxxxxxx

Cordelia stood outside of Angel’s room and she could practically feel his worry through the thick
oak. She understood it, she really did, they were all worried about Destiny and Conner, but she
knew there was really nothing they could do about it at the moment. To help people, first they
had to trust you, to truly believe that you only wanted what was best for them, and at the
moment neither of them felt that way. All they could do was wait, worry, and make sure they
knew that if it all became too much for them they would be here ready and willing to help if
needed.

While she was worried about Destiny and her new vampire companion she was more worried
about Connor. Destiny would come to them, in fact she had already come to them for help,
Connor still didn’t see them as an option and that was far more dangerous than anything else
either of them might face out there. Having no fall back, and no one to rely on when you were
used to having someone at your back was a dangerous position to be in.

Thinking about either of them made her heart break into a million little pieces with nothing she
could do to even try to piece it back together again. The only thing that would make any of them
truly whole again would be if they could go back to the time before it all fell apart. Before they
lost Destiny and Connor. Before they lost Wes.

Feeling the burn behind her eyes she turned to walk back downstairs before Angel noticed her
standing there and came out to comfort her, the last thing he needed to deal with right now
would be her sorrow when he was already dealing with so much of his own.

CHAPTER 6 - FAMILY MATTERS



Lawson was sitting in his living room for lack of a better term and thinking about Destiny. They’d
put off their game until later, she’d wanted a shower and a quick hunt first. He could understand
that, what he couldn’t understand was what he was feeling for this girl. She’d kicked his ass
without even really trying and yet he still wanted her here. Still wanted to be around her. If
anyone else had done that, his pride would have demanded that they find somewhere else to
rest, but not her.

She was something different, something special, he felt a connection to her that he couldn’t
explain. Hopefully their little game would help him come to grips with it, whatever it was.

His thoughts were just about to go through another confusing loop about Destiny when he heard
a crash from the ally outside. Normally he would just ignore it, but he could smell Destiny nearby
and he was worried.

He got out to the alley just as the rain began to fall and was stunned by what he saw. There was
Destiny and she seemed to be fighting with some boy about her age, but that wasn’t what was
stunning him into immobility. It was the speed of their attacks that left him unable to move. They
were each moving so fast they were just a blur of motion, how was that possible?

Each kick and punch was practiced and came with ease, he’d seen some of the older vamps or
demons fight in a similar way but they were all ancient. This kind of fighting only came when you
were so comfortable in your own skin and so confident in your own skills that doubt never
creeped in. While he was no slouch in a fight he could confidently say that he would be dead in
minutes if he went up against either of them. Though it was clear from watching that Destiny
was the winner from the beginning. She had more control while the boy was all wild energy and
barely contained rage.



The rain was making things slippery and anyone else would be slipping and sliding in every
direction but the two of them were nothing but graceful. They flipped and jumped without fear
and always landed on their feet. For the first time since he’d become a vampire he was starting
to envy someone something other than their humanity. He was beginning to envy them both for
their power. Now that was a first.

The fight seemed to drag on with Destiny dodging and blocking more than hitting, but it was
clear even with her defensive stance that she was the one in complete control of them both. She
chose where they moved and how he just followed along behind her trying to catch up but never
quite being able to.

Until she decided to end it and he went down.

Hard.

xxxxxxxxx

Destiny stood over her brother's prone body as the rain poured down over both of them. Why
would he attack her? Did he honestly think he would win now, when he never had before?
Destiny had always been faster, stronger, and more vicious in all their bouts against each other.
A change in location wouldn’t change that. Why would he think he even stood a chance?

Holtz.

Of course it was obvious now, Holtz must have put him up to it just like he did with every other
stupid thing her brother had ever done. Although their surrogate “father” had never pushed the
issue before, when she was the one protecting his boney old ass from every creature within a
hundred miles in every direction, it seemed like now he truly wanted to pit them against each
other.

“Had enough brother?” She knew from experience that the only way this fight ends is when he
gives up and limps off to lick his wounds in peace. He was the kind of boy who would simply
keep throwing himself at any obstacle in his way until either the obstacle was removed or he
was too hurt to get up again. She personally thought it was stupid, but it seemed to work for
him. As long as she was there to back him up at least.

“How could you?” His rage lashed out with each word, he was truly over the edge, and she
knew just who had helped put him there.

“How could I do what? Kick your ass? Well, it was really easy to tell you the truth.” She tried to
play it off with a joke, but even she could see the genuine fury in his eyes. The rage that Holtz
had put there so long ago, that only seemed to grow with each passing year. She knew in her
heart that one day her brother would cross that line that he wouldn’t stop trying to hurt her, and
when that day came she would have two options. Kill him, or let him kill her. What broke her
heart was the unbending knowledge that she already knew what she’d choose when that day
came.



When it came down to it she loved herself just that little bit more.

“How could you turn your back on your family? FOR HIM!” She watched him slowly climb to his
feet, the superficial wounds she’d given him already healing.

“I have never turned my back on you, it’s always you turning away from me. I was never good
enough, never human enough for you. We’re in a new world now, we don’t have to be the same
people we were back in Quor’toth, I don’t want to be that person anymore, the monster that you
try to bring into the light! Angel and his friends are good people, they’re helping me understand
this new place, they’re helping me survive it. You have Holtz and I have them, why is that such a
problem for you?” Did her brother truly wish for her to have no one, to be alone without him?

“He’s a monster!”

“According to Holtz, but then again according to Holtz so am I.” She saw the change grip him,
saw the desire to attack fill his eyes just before he actually moved. It was enough, she was fast
enough for that one slip to be enough to make all the difference.

She had him pinned against the wall before he could land a single blow, his arm twisted behind
his back, his face pressed into the bricks.

“This fight is over, go back to Holtz, I won’t let you tell me what to be anymore.” Wrenching his
arm up higher against his back she heard the sickening snap of bone. It wouldn’t stay broken for
long, but hopefully it would be long enough for him to calm down. She released him, letting him
slide down the wall in pain, before she turned to make her way back to the loft, back to Lawson.
Before she had time to overthink what she was about to say she paused for a moment and told
him the one thing she’d never had the courage to say before.

“You’re my brother and I love you, I only wish you felt the same way about me, but know that if
you ever attack me again I won’t hold back. I am done letting you or anyone else try to control
me, try it again and you will fail, hard.”

xxxxxxxxx

Steven watched his sister walk away from him while he cradled his now broken arm. He’d
always known she was strong, but this was the first time he’d really seen it. Seen her, clearly.
Even now that she was embracing her darkness she still held back while they fought, was that a
sign? A sign that she was at heart a good person, in spite of her inherited darkness? Were they
wrong to continue to push her?

If they continued to push her, and she chose her darkness over them out of spite, would that be
their fault or her own?

He could feel the pain of bone scraping against bone as his body tried to heal itself from an
injury it had never had before. Even with all the fights he’d gotten into with all manner of
creatures in the past none of them had ever had the strength needed to break him so thoroughly



before. The pain helped him clear his mind of the anger that had fogged his ability to think, he
was pushed out of attack mode and as he sat against the wall of the alley he tried to understand
what had just happened, he tried to understand exactly how everything had changed, and
exactly what to do about all those changes. Did he continue on with Holtz's plan, or did he go
his own way like she had. Was he strong enough to go it alone like his sister could? He just
didn’t know.

As he slowly made his way back towards his temporary home and his father he thought about
how many times he and his sister had fought over the years. Time and time again they were
pitted against one another and he was starting to think it was time to stop. They were fast
approaching the day when they would both go too far and there would be no coming back from
it. As much as he feared his sister descending into darkness, what he feared more was a life
without her.

That was something he could never imagine.

xxxxxxxxx

Lawson sat on the edge of his bed and waited. Once things started to become more emotional
and less violent between the two of them he’d retreated to give them their privacy. He had
stayed just long enough to now know that the boy was Destiny’s brother, did that mean he was
just like her? He’d seen enough of the fight to know that he definitely wasn’t as strong or as fast,
so did that mean they weren’t the same at all? It was no use sitting here wondering, it wasn’t
like he could use logic to understand their differences when he’d never come across anything or
anyone like either of them before in his entire existence.

As he heard footsteps echoing off his walls he waited for Destiny to make an appearance. He
wouldn’t demand answers, hell he wouldn’t even ask for them, he would wait and let her tell him
anything that she felt comfortable saying. He better than most knew what it was to need to keep
secrets, to keep the past hidden.

Hell, he didn’t even really think she was keeping it a secret. It was more like she just didn’t think
to mention certain things. Like because it was common knowledge to her, it just didn’t occur to
her that it might not be so obvious to those around her. He’d gotten that from some of the things
she’d said to him, or rather the way she’d said them. Off handed comments, almost like she just
assumed that he already had the context needed to make sense of it.

Looking up he found her standing in the doorway, soaked to the bone, just waiting.

“Hi honey, you’re home.” He watched her head tilt slightly in confusion, as she tried to place
what he’d said. To understand what he meant by it. Just another clue telling him that there was
more to her than he’d originally thought. Far flung references to old world writers and
philosophers landed but common idioms and everyday sayings seemed to throw her easily.



“So, you had a little visitor. I’m no stranger to strained family reunions but that was a little over
the top even by my standards.” It was the same kind of violence as any vampire family reunion
only amped up to a level that most people, creatures or not, could never reach.

“Yeah, my family is a little over the top by anyone's standards.” She stepped closer to him and
that’s when he saw it, finally, the sorrow she was usually so good at hiding. She hid it better than
most, but that little fight had really done a number on her, maybe not physically, but it beat her
down nonetheless.

“You alright darling?”

She staggered towards him, steps halted and short. When she finally reached him she simply
leaned in towards him, eyes pleading.

“Just help me forget it, forget my fucked up family, if only for a while.” Time under the lights
wouldn’t do it this time she needed more than a few moments of lighthearted joy to pull her free
from this one.

“I can do that darling.” Reaching up his hands closed over her shoulders, before he gently
pulled her down towards him. This he could do for her, if he could do nothing else for her, he
could do this.

Their mouths connected and he took the lead, showing her how to move and where to touch.
He was certain this would be another thing that was just that little bit out of reach for her and he
was right. She hesitated and waited that one breath too long before she reacted. He was going
to be her first and for once that didn’t fill him with the dark satisfaction of conquest, it filled him
with awe. She had chosen him and now he would choose her in return.

Her skin was cold to the touch from the rain but he knew just how to warm her. Her low moans
and subtle gasps gave way to the curious glide of fingers and light filled eyes of wonder. He was
taking her to a whole new world and she was embracing it and him with all she had. No one had
ever done that before and he felt like all the air he didn’t technically need had been knocked out
of him. It hurt to see such trust in him knowing that no one else ever had or ever would feel
something even close to it again. She saw him, fangs and all, and still looked at him like this.

It was paradise.

xxxxxxxxx

Destiny didn’t know what she had expected really, she knew about sex in the abstract, but she’d
never participated in the act herself so she was a little lost. Was it going to hurt? Would it be
amazing? The truth was that it landed somewhere in the middle. It had been amazing being that
close to another person, even if he was a vampire, but it had also stung a little at first. After the
initial discomfort though she’d begun to understand what all the fuss was about.



Now as she laid there in his arms listening to the rain fall down around them she felt content.
Like all the awfulness of the day had been washed away by this one act. She knew it hadn’t,
that once she left his arms the world would be there waiting for her, but she wouldn’t change this
feeling for anything.

“So I know that guy was your brother, but do I need to be worried about him coming back?
Defending your honor?” She could hear the laughter that never seemed to leave his voice, but
the tremble of worry beneath was also echoing around her mind stealing some of the warmth
from her skin.

It was a good question, a fair question, after all Steven was immune to the deadly light of the
sun like she was. He could be a real threat to Lawson, assuming he knew that Lawson even
existed. Either way, it looked like it was time to come clean with him, about everything.

“I don’t think he’ll be coming back here, he lost the fight, he won’t try again in the same area.”
Which was true, every time Steven lost a fight to her he would always find somewhere new to
try his luck the next time. Like he thought if he could just find the right place to attack he would
win, when they both knew that really wasn’t how it was going to work.

“He wouldn’t want to give you home field advantage again?”

“I don’t know what that means but, I suppose. Beyond that there is really just a lot of drama that
built up to this fight.” Years worth really. A lifetime of Holtz pitting them against each other in
small ways leading up to this ending that was always coming.

“Tell me about it.” Tempting, his offer was just so damn tempting. To unburden herself, to tell this
man whom she had no history with, who held no expectations of her, everything.

“Do you really want to hear me rant about my family?”

“From what I’ve seen your family is very interesting so, yeah, rant away.”

“Well the first thing you need to know about Steven and I is….” She talked for hours with his
arms wrapped around her so still it was like he wasn’t there at all. It was peaceful and freeing in
a way nothing else ever had been before.

It was paradise.

xxxxxxxxx

Cordelia grabbed her purse from her desk and did a quick double check that she had everything
she needed for the food run she needed to make. Everyone was starving, even Angel so she’d
called in their order to their favorite Chinese place and now she just had to run to the butchers
before it got there so they could all eat together. Not that Angel really ate with them, he was so
stupidly self-conscious about drinking blood in front of them, it was ridiculous it wasn’t like just
because they didn’t see it they forgot that he was a vampire or something.



News flash that secret is already out and proud, time to strut!

Shaking her head at her inner monologue she stepped out of the hotel, only to stop in her tracks
at what she saw.

Destiny.

The girl was standing out front of the hotel like she was unsure of her welcome or something. As
she got closer she saw some healing cuts from a fight peppering her arms, and her fury rose,
she still felt so protective over her and Connor. Swallowing it back she knew that if she came on
too strong and let her anger fly it would just send her running in the other direction, so a more
subtle approach was needed for this.

“Destiny? Did you need something, sweetheart?” The girl didn’t even twitch, so she at least had
her fathers stoicism, if nothing else. Looking at her in the bright light of mid-day though the girl
was all Darla, there wasn’t much of Angel to be seen in her. A bit around the eyes maybe the tilt
of the nose but other than that he just wasn’t in her.

“Not really, I just…”

“Wanted to talk to someone?” She knew that look, that silent pleading for someone to listen. Her
body might be all Darla, but that look was all Angel.

“Yeah.” She sounded so relieved to not have to say it all out loud. Like having someone else
guess was less shameful or something, well they would just have to deal with that while they
were at it. She didn’t imagine that good mental health had been a big thing in her hell dimension
home.

“Well, if it was me you were looking for then you’re welcome to walk with me. I was just headed
out to get everyone some lunch.” Letting the invitation go as a casual, an either or kind of thing,
she turned and began to walk down the block leaving it entirely in her hands. She could follow
her or take the final steps into the hotel to see Angel.

She made it less than half a block before she felt someone step up to walk beside her.

“So was there anything in particular that you wanted to talk about? Something else you don’t
quite understand maybe?” So far they’d explained money and where to find it, crime, the police
and why it was a big deal to follow all the laws and to never fight the cops if it could be helped,
drugs and how to identify the more common types by sight, and how to find somewhere to live.
On her own she’d discovered night clubs, grocery stores (though she employed the five finger
discount and they had to discuss theft), and the beach (apparently there wasn’t much water on
Quor’toth so she spent a whole day just staring at the ocean).

“Boys.” Oh boy, that was one she wasn’t looking forward to trying to explain, they were just too
complicated. Way too much subtext involved.



“Anything specific about them or just boys in general?” Maybe if she had a specific problem to
work off of they could narrow it down a little bit.

“Why are they so … strange. Like Steven, he thinks that I’ve turned my back on my family by
associating with you and the others. So what does he do? He attacks me, like all of sudden he
can actually win a fight between us. It would take a lot more than just a change of scenery for
that. Then after the fight I will admit I was a little emotional, I mean my brother did just seriously
try to kill me, even if I know that he never stood a chance of actually getting it done. The boys
got no real discipline.

“So I go to Lawson and we have sex, like really nice make me forget all my problems for at least
a little while sex, and it is just so… so new and just good you know. Afterwards he asked me
about Steven, he’d seen us fight and he was a little concerned about Steven maybe coming
back, understandable given his whole inability to deal with any level of sunlight problem, so I
told him a little bit about it. I didn’t even tell him some of the really bad parts and what does he
do? He gets up and just leaves. That was last night and I haven’t seen him anywhere since. So,
why are boys so strange?”

Wow, okay that was a lot to take in. Destiny was having sex, and the fact that that revelation
wasn’t the biggest shock of the whole speech was a shock all its own. Connor, eh, Steven tried
to kill Destiny. Destiny was stronger than her brother, the brother who nearly took down all of
them including Angel when he first popped into their dimension. The toad who slept with Destiny
while she was vulnerable and hurting just got up and took off like she was some cheap hooker?
That bastard! What were the odds she and Angel could track this jackass down with just a
name? Soooo not the point at the moment, she needed to focus and handle this as best as she
could.

“Well, when it comes to… Steven, I really don’t know what to tell you. That’s a bit beyond my
experience me being an only child and all, but maybe Angel could help you with that, he’s a bit
more fight-y than I am. Not that I can’t handle myself in a fight, but you know he’s been at it
longer. As for this jackass Lawson, well men are not only weird, they’re sometime stupid to.
There really is no understanding them sometimes, but we can talk about it a bit more if you
want, see if maybe we could figure it out together?”

“Yeah, I would like that. I mean it’s not like I could figure this stuff out on my own. Thank you
for… I don’t know, just thank you.”

“No worries, we’re family after all.”

xxxxxxxxx

Destiny followed Cordelia around for about an hour picking things up here and there as they
discussed the inner working of the male brain, and both came up empty for an explanation.
When Cordelia had figured out that Lawson had been her first time, she’d gotten a little angrier
than normal but that hadn’t lasted long so she just let it go, it wasn’t like rapidly changing
emotions was anything new to her.



It wasn’t until they pushed open the doors to the hotel, their arms laden down with food and
blood that smelled nearly rancid that they got any kind of answer. There in the middle of the
lobby were Angel and Lawson. They were both dripping blood and sporting their fair share of
bruises, they’d obviously been slugging it out for a while now.

“What is going on here?”

Both men stopped in their tracks and looked towards them wearing identical expressions of
equal parts guilt and defiance. They were going to be stubborn about this. That was fine, she
could be just as stubborn. She would have her answers damn it, even if she had to beat it out of
both of them.

xxxxxxxxx

Wes laid awake in his cold bed and tried to think of another good excuse for why he was doing
what he was with Lilah of all people. He knew it was wrong, he knew he should end it, but at the
same time he had no reason to end it. All the reasons he came up with had to do with them,
those other people. The ones who used to matter to him so much, until the day they’d all
collectively turned their backs on him.

He’d done what he thought was right, what he thought was best for those babies, never
intending for any harm to come to them, intending quite the opposite in fact, when he’d been
ruthlessly cut down and summarily cast out over the course of a single night. There were no
reasons to stop, not anymore, those reasons were all long since gone and they were never
coming back.

As Lilah slipped between the sheets and her warmth reached him he couldn’t stop himself from
reaching back towards her, the one person who was there with him, the one person who hadn’t
taken the moral high ground, because she knew she hadn’t a leg to stand on in that arena so
she didn’t even try.

“You will never believe who has come to town, lover.”

CHAPTER 7 - WE MEET AGAIN



Lawson found himself walking through the sewers of all places, something he hadn’t done in
years. The smell was enough to set off his now supposedly non-existent gag reflex, it was
rancid and truly enough to kill a dead man. Normally he would have made sure he was back
home at least an hour before the sun rose, but this time home was the one place he knew he
had to stay far away from. Far from home and far from her.

Destiny.

The girl who with a few simple words had twisted his life all around. She didn’t even know what
she’d done, that much was clear by the simple way she’d blithely continued after dropping
everything he’d been searching for for so long in his lap.

Angel, Angelus, whatever you wanted to call him was in L.A., he was here. The man who had
ruined his life, turning him into neither a man nor a monster. The man who had turned him into
nothing. He had searched and searched for this man for nearly the entirety of his existence as a
vampire. At first he’d been fine without him, if the man didn’t care for him then he would go his
own way and never even think of him again. Then he realised he needed him and he started to
search and found nothing year after year, until now.

When he had asked Destiny about her brother, he had never in his wildest dreams thought that
he would hear that the boy was here trying to kill the man he had hated for a little over half a
century now.

“His name is Steven, and he’s just so focused on his mission that he’s been blinded to
everything else around him. He has tunnel vision and my refusal to help him with no questions
asked makes him think that I’m against him or siding with his enemy.”



“Who’s this enemy?” Was her brother one of those conspiracy nuts who thought that everyone
was after him? Or was his opponent more supernatural in origin?

“His name is Angelus, though I hear he goes by Angel now, and now that Steven has found him
he’s obsessed…”

He hadn’t heard much after that shocking revelation, though he did hear the name of the place
where he could find him. Where he could finally have the confrontation he’d been longing for, for
so many years now. The Hyperion.

He remembered the Hyperion from back in the days before his new existence, of course he’d
landed in luxury, it somehow fit with the selfish son of a bitch he’d once known.

After his turning, once he was no longer of use to him, Angel had sent him on his way. Actually
making him swim for it, racing the dawn to dry land. The fact that he wasn’t the only vampire in
danger of having his backside scorched off wasn’t nearly as comforting as one might believe it
to be. After that he had spent years trying to understand what it was that he had become, what it
was that he’d been turned into. While he’d known from the start that he was a vampire, he’d
read enough dime store novels to understand that instinctively with his new found craving for
blood, that didn’t tell him what he was, not really.

For the first decade he’d gone his own way and never really thought twice about the man who
had changed his life so quickly and that had been fine, but then this awareness took hold and
he just couldn’t shake it. He met more and more vampires and began to understand that he was
different somehow, he was wrong inside. The things they found pleasure in would at times turn
his stomach and he found he still had a moral code of sorts that didn’t exist in the others. He did
all the things he was supposed to do, he’d killed women and children, tortured husbands and
fathers just to hear them scream but there was nothing there for him. Nothing but this nagging
feeling that he shouldn’t be there and shouldn’t be doing those things even if he didn’t know
what else to do with his time.

When all the others talked about their first instinct being to track down their human ties of family
and friends to sever them in bloody and painful ways he couldn’t relate, he had never had that
urge. When he thought about his human life even to this day he still felt something for those
people even if it wasn’t what it used to be. It was something. It was enough of something that he
kept watch over them from a distance and made sure they were safe from things like him. He
didn’t want to see them or more accurately he didn’t want them to see him but he wanted that
small bit of comfort he got from knowing they were out there somewhere. That his decision to do
this to himself, to become this thing in order to save his crew and complete the mission hadn’t
been a total waste.

God he was sick.

So eventually he had fallen back on his navy training and decided that what he needed was
direction, a mission. So he’d assigned himself one, to find the man responsible for his situation
and gain his answers. It had sounded simple enough, he’d even come up with a plan to help



him achieve it, but enacting it was far harder. Finding a centuries old vampire with multiple
names that never seemed to stay in one place for more than a year was grueling and truly a
lesson in frustration.

Every time he thought he’d found something or someone to help him one of two things would
happen. Either they hadn’t seen Angelus in decades or in some cases centuries or they feared
his rep so much that even the thought of selling out his location was enough to have them
quaking in fear. After over two decades of false leads and failure he’d finally given up on the
idea of finding him and had instead settled down here in Los Angeles to wait out his eternity in a
place that never really changed. Sure the fads came and went, never lasting longer than it took
to grow used to the latest eye sore, but the heart of the city would always be what it always was.
Stardom and greed. A place where no one would notice that he never aged because it was filled
to bursting with people trying desperately to do the same thing.

Now though his luck had changed, now his mission was completed when he wasn’t even trying.
Glancing up at the shaft that would lead him into the basement of the Hyperion Hotel he smiled
for the first time in what felt like years. Creeping into the main room he found the man he had
been searching for, standing not ten feet from him.

“Hiya chief, you got a sec?” Seeing the surprise on his face was the best payout a guy could
dream of.

xxxxxxxxx

Hiya chief, those words washed over him and sent Angel back to a small submarine on the
bottom of the ocean. Those words filled his veins with ice. Those words filled him with shame.

“Lawson, what brings you by?” Mentally he took stock of his people, and was grateful to realize
that they were all otherwise occupied at the moment, outside of the building. Lorne and Fred
had gone to some rare book dealer who had several volumes from another dimension for sale.
Gunn was reconnecting with some of his old contacts for the tenth time this month alone. With
Cordelia going out to round up all the food before everyone got back he had about twenty
minutes to take care of this and make the hotel safe for his people to return to.

“Well, chief, I heard a rumor that you were in town and since I’ve been looking for you for about
five decades now, I thought I’d drop by. I think it’s past time you and I had ourselves a little chat,
don’t you?”

At the other man's words guilt began to flood his mind. He was ashamed to realize that he
hadn’t truly thought about Lawson nor his actions on that submarine in years. He had been so
focused on the present and all the new and at times terrifying problems he had to deal with that
thoughts of his past sins had begun to abate more and more of late. He would hear him out, he
owed him that much, then he would dust him as he should have done years ago. His heart
clenched at the thought of how many victims he must have claimed by now, he should have
never let him walk away in the first place.



“I agree, what did you want to chat about?” He took a deep unnecessary breath and mentally
braced himself, preparing to listen to a long litany of grievances and pontifications. Most
fledglings, once they came into their own, had long lists of their sires' failings on the tips of their
tongues. Lawson, he was sure, had more than his fair share.

“Let’s start with, what the hell did you do to me?”

“What are you talking about?” It wasn’t like the boy didn’t know that he was a vampire, he’d
been made painfully aware of that at his turning. What the hell was he asking?

“I mean what the hell did you turn me into, cause it sure as hell ain’t a vampire. I did everything I
was supposed to, I hunted and killed indiscriminately for years, but it did nothing for me. The
blood tasted like ashes in my mouth, I felt nothing! I even felt bad a few times, like I wasn’t
supposed to be hurting people, like I wasn’t supposed to be here. So you tell me boss, what am
I supposed to do now? Hmmm? How am I supposed to feel? TELL ME!”

He watched as true tears began to track down the man’s face, he could see the pain and anger
swirling in his still all too human eyes. He was right, he wasn’t a vampire, at least not a normal
one. A vampire wouldn’t give a damn about any of this, he would have been enraged at his sire
for leaving him to fend for himself but he would have attacked physically not verbally.

“I’m sorry.” That was it, the only thing he could say, the only thing he could offer. He knew what
was wrong with him and it was his fault, he’d done this, by turning a man while he had his soul
he’d damned him to live in the same in-between that he did only without an explanation why.

“You’re sorry? Sorry!” With a final yell the fight was on, and there was only one way it could end
now. In a cloud of dust.

As fists began to fly Angel knew that he should end this, just dust him and be done with it, but
he couldn’t. A part of him hoped that once he was given a chance to vent his anger Lawson
would calm down enough to listen to reason, to let him help him as he should have decades
ago.

“What the hell is going on here?” The intrusion of the distinctly feminine voice had him turning
towards the door to face Destiny and Cordelia just as Lawson's blow landed on his face,
sending him skidding across the lobby floor.

Not good.

All plans for helping the other man evaporated in his panic over what could happen to the
people he cared about if this enraged vampire got near them. While he would feel bad about
killing Lawson, it wouldn’t be nearly the level of anguish he would feel if something happened to
Cordelia or his daughter. When it came down to it the choice was simple, they lived and he died.
Inching a hand slowly behind him to grip the stake he kept on his person at all times he
prepared to take advantage of the other man's shock at the interruption before he had time to
gather himself and attack again.



It was time to end this.

xxxxxxxxx

Cordelia stood in the doorway of the hotel warring with herself. Normally if she came home from
an errand and found some random guy beating on Angel, which happened often if she was
being honest, she knew what to do. Run for the weapons cabinet and help but today was
different because today she wasn’t alone. While she was fine with putting her own life at risk to
try and help Angel win any fight, she wasn’t so keen on putting his daughter in the middle of
things with her. Especially not after the night the other girl had already had, she was already
kind of busted up from the fight with her brother and she didn’t need to get into another one. So
that left the question of what she was supposed to do now, while she didn’t want to leave Angel
alone to fight she might have to. As Destiny stepped farther into the lobby it seemed the
decision was made for her. They were staying.

“Lawson?” Destiny sounded so confused, like the fact this Angel fighting douchebag was here at
all had flipped her world around on her.

So this was Mr. Love ‘em and Leave ‘em. Not bad looking at least, the girl had taste, but that
didn’t stop her from hoping that Angel kicked his tight little ass. What he’d done to Destiny
deserved a beating if not a dusting! You didn’t just walk out on a girl after taking her virginity and
not expect a beat down from her relatives.

“He’s Lawson? The Lawson?” She needed to make sure before she said anything. At the
younger girls slow nod she knew she had the right jackass, but what was he doing here?

“You know Lawson?” Glancing over at Angel she saw so much confusion covering his
expression she felt bad for him. There he was kicking a random vamps ass and in walks his
daughter with his name tripping off her tongue, he must be so twisted around. Well she could fix
that.

“We all know who Lawson is and he’s not bleeding nearly enough, punch him in the face.” She
watched as he thought about asking questions but the look on her face must have said enough
because he just shrugged and walked intently towards the other man, content to do as asked.
Good boy.

As he pulled his fist back Destiny started to back out towards the door. Not good. She could see
it on her face that she had reached her limit and there was nothing any of them could do to help
her in that moment. She didn’t trust any of them nearly enough for any of them to be able to call
her back now.

“I don’t even want to know what’s going on here, I’m out.” Without another word the girl was
gone, not even sticking around long enough to see Lawson hit the ground. She supposed she’d
handle this then, it wasn’t like the girl didn’t have enough to deal with as it is.

xxxxxxxxx



Destiny stood outside of another club that she found, this place seemed to be filled with them.
This one was flashier than the last one she went to, but that could work in her favor. If everyone
was busy watching the lights, then no one would notice when someone went missing. She didn’t
want to think about everything or anything at the moment, she just wanted to get lost in the
flashing lights and loud music to get lost in the city until her mind went numb. Her father hitting
the man she was intimate with seemingly without knowing who he was to her had been the
capper that tipped her over the edge. She didn’t want to have to deal with any of it anymore, she
just wanted to exist.

She was just starting to zero in on her mark, a young man drifting farther and farther from the
entrance as he tried his luck with everything in a skirt, when an older woman in a business suit
stepped into her path. Who the hell?

Didn’t this woman know better than to get between a girl and her dinner. Even if she wasn’t in
the know she should at least feel that urge to run that seemed to trip up every human she had
ever faced down. She watched the woman look her up and down like she was sizing her up, big
mistake. If this woman didn’t remove herself soon, she would do the removing for her.

“Hello Destiny, my name is Lilah I’m an old acquaintance of your fathers. Could we maybe step
to the side and talk for a minute?” Looking the woman up and down she shrugged trying to hide
her curiosity. She had never met an old acquaintance of her fathers before, either father. She
was cautious though, none of the men in her life seemed to have a good past full of happiness
and smiles so just knowing one of them wasn’t enough for her to put her guard down. Not even
close.

“Sure.” Turning away from the doors she hadn’t made it through she took a deep breath and
tried to focus, if this turned into a fight it wouldn’t do her any favors to be distracted by things
that weren’t relevant to the situation. As it stood she was trying to figure out which father this
woman was talking about, Angelus or Holtz.

Once they were far enough away from the crush of the crowd not to be overheard without some
effort on the part of the listener she decided to just ask.

“So you know my father?”

“Actually I know both of them, though I was only on friendly terms with Holtz.” Interesting way to
phrase it. As far as she knew Holtz wasn’t particularly friendly with anyone in this world. In fact
he seemed to hold some kind of deep disdain for them all because he thought they tolerated evil
rather than taking the time to fight it.

“So what did you want to talk to me about?” If she wanted to talk about Holtz she was out of
here. She hadn’t seen the man since she left “home”, and while she knew he planned to follow
behind them she wasn’t sure if he’d arrived yet or not and she didn’t care enough to find out.

“Less of a talk and more of an offer. I know this new world must be very confusing for you, I
know it was for your father after his awakening. I just wanted to offer you the same help I gave



to him back then, a guiding hand. I could help you learn all the ins and outs of this world or if
you are more interested in the past I can help you sort through that just as easily. My people
have had a certain interest in Angelus and by extension Darla for a long time now and we know
more about the both of them than anyone else you could ask.”

“You want to tell me about my parents?” She wanted to gossip? There was something about this
woman that put her hackles up and made her want to back away. She was doing that thing that
so many in this world did, she was saying one thing while implying something else. She hated
that! Why couldn’t the people of this world just speak plainly?

“If that’s what most interests you, why not? It’s not like they’re something to be ashamed of. On
the contrary they were both strong, intelligent, interesting people and if I was you I would be
more than just a little curious about them both. I’m sure Angelus hasn’t told you much of they’re
past, he’s shy like that. I could help you understand some of the more complex matters involved
in their long histories. Or I could help you find a trainer to continue your fight training. I can tell
from the way you hold yourself that you’re a fighter, you wouldn’t want those skills to rust from
disuse would you.”

“I’ll think about it.” Walking away from the woman, she decided to just go home and leave the
club behind. She didn’t trust this Lilah woman not to follow her the whole night and there was
something about her that screamed not to let her stand at her back for too long.

xxxxxxxxx

Holtz stood in the shadows watching the abomination stride into the darkness with who was
likely to be her next victim and sighed in frustration. Steven had failed to subdue the demonic
spawn, he wasn’t motivated enough to beat her, maybe if he showed him the danger she posed
to those around her he would be more inclined to give it his all. Showing the boy the body of one
of her victims should help to clear his mind of thoughts of a touching reunion, and if the girl did
not kill the woman he was sure another victim could be found or even created for his purposes.

“Follow them Justine, tell me everything.”

“Of course.” At least she was still faithful to him, to his cause. Hopefully by night's end Steven
would be faithful once more, released from the grip of that hell spawn he called a sister.
Hopefully.

CHAPTER 8 - EXPERIENCING LIFE



Cordelia looked over at the two men who were both sitting on the floor of the lobby bleeding and
shook her head once more at the stupidity of men in general. Sure she had been the one to tell
Angel to hit the guy, but they had already been fighting when she came in so she took no
responsibility for this whole mess. This was all them.

While Angel just looked tired and confused Lawson looked devastated, like his whole world no
longer made any kind of sense. She felt kind of bad for the guy, though she was reserving full
judgement until she heard the full story. No time like the present for that one.

“So who wants to start talking first?” Lawson kept his head down and turned away from her but
Angel knew better than to try and ignore her. He slowly climbed to his feet and moved to sit on
the ottoman they used for after fight patch up times. She could tell that while he was smarting a
bit from the multitude of body blows he took, he would be fine within a few hours so she wasn’t
overly worried about either of them. At the moment the only person she chose to worry about
was Destiny.

“Cordelia, this is Sam Lawson. I met him back in 1943 when he was an ensign in the navy
serving his country during world war two. Back then the submarine he was serving on became
trapped at the bottom of the ocean and the government didn’t want the other side to get it for
various reasons only became apparent once I was in the middle of everything. Since they didn’t
have the technology back then to go retrieve the sub themselves without giving their positions
away they came to me.”

“You fought during the war?” That didn’t sound like Angel, or any vampire really. A lot of fighting
in wars took place at all hours, namely the daytime. The last thing a vamp would want would be
to be trapped in a place during the day that wasn’t safe from intruders.



“No. I was still a bit too deep in my period of self loathing and I was hiding from the world. I
wasn’t as down as I had been in the early years of my curse, and would be during some of the
later years of it but I was very much in denial. No, rather than wait for a vampire to volunteer for
this little assignment they decided to just take me and wrap me in thick heavy chains before
dropping me in the vicinity of the damn thing. Once I’d sunk to the bottom I managed to get
inside through one of the missile silos. Once on board I realised what they really wanted to
protect, it wasn’t the tech or the crew but the vampires they had on board that they were ferrying
to a new location for their experiments. The Americans had intercepted a German vessel and
taken on its cargo without realising what they were bringing on board, but the people who sent
me down there had definitely known.”

“The government was experimenting on vampires?” That seemed like a bad idea. If you poked
at demons too much they might just get organized and poke back. Hard.

“And other demons besides, they still do in fact though I managed to shake them after just the
one ‘mission’. I knew a few of the vamps involved, mainly Spike though I’d at least heard of the
other two. At some point after the abrupt landing on the ocean floor the vamps had been freed
and as they are prone to do they started feeding on the crew. By the time I got down to them
there were only about a dozen left.”

“That’s horrible.” What must the crew have thought as these monsters from old stories came
tearing towards them while they were stuck with nowhere to really run to. It was scary enough
back in Sunnydale where it was a wide open space, there was a lot of running in Sunnydale.

“I managed to convince everyone to agree to a type of cease fire for a little while so the humans
could get around the place freely enough to get us all off the ocean floor. None of us wanted to
be stuck down there so that part was easy, at least while everyone was still relatively full.”

“Why would you care about being down there? Vampires don’t need to breathe.” It wasn’t like a
vamp could drown, they would just stop pretending to breathe and be fine. Not that she thought
he should have let the crew be eaten, but it wasn’t like he couldn’t have gotten out of there even
if the worst had happened.

“True, but there are other factors. We might not need to breathe but the ocean is dark and deep,
even a vamp would have a hard time navigating down there especially without gravity or the
ability to get your bearings by sight alone and panic would eventually set in. Even a demon can
become disoriented after too long in a place like that. Once panic started to take over you would
just start swimming in whatever direction you thought was up and nine times out of ten you
would be wrong about that which would just take you deeper down. If you did finally manage to
right yourself after however long of floating around twisting in every direction there would be no
guarantee of what time it would be when you finally broke the surface and believe me after too
long in that nightmare the light on the surface wouldn’t trigger the danger warning in your brain it
would just be a sign of the way out. Then you would just be floating ashes.”



“Huh. I never thought of it that way.” And kind of wished she never had to again. The description
alone was enough to fuel her nightmares for at least the next month. Or at least give her some
light claustrophobia.

“Neither did Spike or the others until I pointed it out. Of course having just come in from out in
the ocean I was a bit more familiar with the sensation being out there and that deep down could
instill in a person. Sinking deeper and deeper as the chains dragged me down, watching as the
light of even the moon got farther and farther away. It does things to the mind. Things I didn’t
want to experience again unless I had to.”

“So what happened next?” Maybe if they moved on quick enough her skin would stop crawling.

“Well the crew was allowed to work for a time, but just as we were reaching the finish line one of
the vamps calling himself the Prince of Lies with the help of the Nazi office they had taken on
with the cargo of the captured ship managed to do a lot of damage. Most of that damage was to
the ship trying to keep it and us from reaching the Americans with everyone on board, but they
also went after the only member of the crew left who could fix the damage they had done.
Lawson. The officer stabbed him and he was bleeding out everywhere, he couldn’t tell me how
to fix it and he was quickly losing the fight to stay awake and try to fix it himself. We had no real
medical supplies and even if we did we were rapidly running out of air so they would have been
useless to keep him alive. Seeing no other option I turned him.”

“You turned him?” Her mind seemed to shut down at the revelation, the confession. She wasn’t
sure how she was supposed to react here, was she supposed to condemn him? Absolve him?
Did she even have the power to do either of those things?

“The only person I ever turned after my curse.” He wouldn’t look at her, or him, as he said it. The
guilt and shame evident in the hunch of his shoulders and the twisting of his fingers.

“Oh Angel.” She hadn’t thought Angel had ever turned anyone. She had run into a few of the
vamps he’d turned in his evil days, but she never thought she would meet someone who had
their humanity ripped away from them by the man-pire she loved.

“You pity him? HIM? He ruined my life!” She wasn’t ashamed to admit that she jumped a little at
the sudden venom screamed at them both. She had been so caught up in Angel’s story she had
practically forgotten that the other person with them was a part of it too. If not more a part of it
than Angel himself. That day was a footnote in Angel’s long past but it was the precipice from
which Lawson was pushed into the abyss. Forever.

“I gave you a choice.” Angel was getting defensive now, all the shame he’d been broadcasting
before was shoved down below his anger at being attacked. His anger at her being attacked.

“Some choice!”



“True, but it was more than most of us got.” Which was a sad commentary in and of itself. It was
true though no vampire ever really got a choice, they might have the illusion of one but if
someone wanted to turn you that was it. End of story. End of life. End of soul.

Oh boy. She didn’t even know where to start with this one. They were both so angry and hurt
they weren’t listening. Not to each other and not even to themselves, what were the chances
they would listen to her?

They were both so focused on what happened to them that day, the violation on both sides, that
they were missing a fundamental question. The only question that ever really mattered after any
momentous decision that changed so much.

“Would you do it again?”

“What?” God sometimes boys could be so thick! It was a straightforward question, not the riddle
of the sphinx.

“That’s a question for both of you. Knowing what you know now, all the trouble and bullshit that
came after. Would you do it again or would you have let it all play out differently? If you hadn’t
turned him Angel then it sounds like this submarine never would have made it back to the
surface. The vampires would have fed, maybe even you if pushed far enough, and the crew
would have died. The vamps that remained would have either just tried to leave, which sounds
easier said than done, or they would have devolved into a fight that left maybe one left undusted
to make the frankly traumatic and dicey swim for freedom. If you hadn’t let him turn you Lawson,
coerced by the circumstances or not then you would be long dead and likely never recovered
from the ocean floor sixty years ago. Your old crewmates all beside you, just as dead and
forgotten. That’s assuming that no one ever found the thing, which isn’t a given what with the
fact that apparently everyone and their mother was looking for that tin can back then. So best
case dead and forgotten on the ocean floor, worst case towed in by the enemy that now has
their hands on something it sounds like you were all determined to keep out of their reach. So I
ask again, would you do it differently if you could have? And if you could, how?”

They both sat stunned into silence. That was the thing about men, human or not, logic rarely
entered into an argument unless introduced into it by someone else. Historically a woman.
Deciding to leave them to ponder on the past alone, she grabbed her lunch that was slowly
growing cold and headed outside to wait for the others. One of them walking into this mess
unprepared was more than enough.

xxxxxxxxx

Destiny stood in Lawson's home trying to piece together everything Lilah had told her. The
woman had made an interesting offer, not one she was inclined to accept without looking into
her more, but it had been interesting nonetheless. After watching the woman stride off into the
night, the club had lost its appeal, and even though she was still hungry she found herself
coming here instead. She knew Lawson would likely kick her out when he got home, after his



confrontation with Angelus, but for the moment it was the only safe place she knew to take
shelter in.

She laid on the floor in that one special spot where she had once been so happy for what
seemed like hours just watching the flashing lights as her thoughts wandered. She was
beginning to hate this world, it was so confusing and there were too many ways to step wrong.
At least in Quor’toth there were set rules for every situation. If a Largarath was chasing you, you
headed towards the cliffs, if a Parnoff was sleeping you stayed as quiet as possible, if Holtz was
in a bad mood you disappeared for a day and a half until the storm had passed. Here there
were far too many people to keep track of them all and they each had a history with someone
else that she didn’t know about.

She knew that this Lilah woman wasn’t being truthful with her, and the way she spoke about
Angelus let her know that whatever past events she was hiding was probably for a good reason.
She claimed to be friends with Holtz but had spent nearly their entire conversation none too
subtly referencing Angelus and Darla. She claimed to want to help but at the same time she
seemed far too eager to incite some form of violence, and she didn’t seem to care what the
target was. It was like she just wanted to see her fight somebody and she couldn’t figure out
why. She just didn’t know what to do anymore, if she ever did.

“What are you doing here?” She didn’t jump, she’d heard his quiet footfalls approaching, she
had simply been waiting for him to decide to talk or not. She didn’t hear any of the anger that
she expected to find in his voice, that didn’t mean it wasn’t there of course, just simmering under
the surface but she couldn’t hear it. If anything he sounded defeated and for some reason that
made something deep inside her twist and ache, she didn’t want to be the cause of his
heartache. Watching his tense frame from the corner of her eye she knew he was expecting a
fight at the very least. Deciding to cut through all the bullshit power plays early on in this
conversation, she’d already had enough of those for the night, she turned towards him and told
him the truth.

“I didn’t have anywhere else to go.” Her words seemed to take the wind out of his sails, his
entire body deflating as the stiffness fled.

“Have you eaten yet?” Shaking her head, she took the hand he held out to her and followed
where he led. Wherever it was it had to be better than her own mind.

xxxxxxxxx

Steven made his way back towards the warehouse that his family called home, he’d been out
later than he knew was expected, but he had needed to think things through a bit on his own.
He knew that his father wanted him to put his sister down, but he wasn’t sure that was the right
response to her defection. With a little patience he knew he could get her to see reason, to
come back to where she belonged. He had always known that one day he might need to kill his
sister, her more demonic urges would inevitably get the better of her, but he wasn’t sure that day



had come just yet. While she had sided with the monster that made them, as far as he knew she
hadn’t yet done anything that couldn’t be undone with time.

Turning the corner, he was so lost in thought that he nearly missed the scene before him. His
father was on the ground, his neck nearly torn in two, his loyal friend Justine by his side holding
his now cold hand. Knowing he was too late, that his father was already gone did nothing to
soothe his roiling thoughts as he rushed to his side.

“What happened? Who did this?” Had it been Angelus? Another random creature? This place
seemed to be crawling with them. Whoever it was he would track them down and exact
retribution for this.

“She did this.” Turning to the voice behind him he found a sharply dressed woman he’d never
seen before. Who was she? Why was she here?

“Who are you? How do you know what happened?” Was she another friend of his fathers?
Another loyal soldier fighting back the darkness that seemed to engulf this world so easily?

“My name is Lilah Morgan, I was an acquaintance of your fathers before he left this dimension. I
only recently heard of his return and was coming to see him when I was nearly knocked down
by a young woman running past me. Your sister. When I came closer I found this. I am sorry.”
He was so lost in his own anger he never saw the look that passed between the two women as
he stormed off in search of his sister. He never questioned how this woman could know his
sister on sight if she only just learned of their presence here. He never wondered why she was
still here long enough after the event for his fathers body to have grown stiff and cold, seemingly
waiting for him. The only thing on his mind was his vengeance and his rage.

He would fight his sister again and this time he would not lose.

xxxxxxxxx

Destiny looked around her at all the people in varying stages of undress and even more varied
stages of consciousness trying to gain her bearings, this place while dilapidated and run down
on the outside was fairly decent within. Something she was beginning to learn was quite
common in this world. When she had taken Lawson's hand she’d assumed they were going to
another club or somewhere to hunt, but this place was something else entirely. Allowing him to
pull her down onto a small couch she glanced around at all the seemingly eager humans
mingling with the vampires. Their faces were euphoric as fangs tore into their flesh, old wounds
both long healed and just starting to scar over covered their arms and necks, not to mention
other parts of their anatomy now on display. The vampires looked just as at peace and lazy as
the humans, a sort of harmony she thought was impossible between the two species.

What was this place?

“This is a bite house. It won’t replace the hunt for you, unless you’re really lazy and can’t be
bothered to go out looking, but every now and then it’s nice to have your meal deliver itself



without all the hassle of having to go looking for it. After the day we’ve had I thought this would
be a nice change of pace.” He sounded kind of off, like he was in a bit of a daze, but given how
she’d left him at the hotel that wasn’t overly surprising. What was surprising was how he hadn’t
let go of her hand yet. She thought he would be leery of her after his confrontation with her
father, but if anything they had somehow grown closer.

As he gestured to a young woman for her to lay down between them she began to feel the
bloodlust overtake her, fogging her mind and removing all her worries. Her veins throbbing with
need as her fangs began to push against her gums.

Did she dare do this? She had always been taught to be ashamed of her hunger to only ever
indulge when it was far beyond simple hunger and even then to never feed on humans. She
hadn’t really stuck to that last rule of course, but anything other than human blood always tasted
so awful it was hard to choke it down and even harder still to keep it down. She figured that as
long as she didn’t hurt anyone too badly she was free and clear to feed on humans, but to do
this was something else entirely. Not only was she going to feed on a human without any mental
push to lessen the pain, but she would be sharing her meal with another vampire. It seemed so
intimate.

Did she dare?

She knew her face had shifted already and as she glanced over into the yellow eyes of her
companion that looked at her with such awe and delight at her monster coming to the surface
she fought her smile. She had never had this before. Someone who didn’t judge her for the
things she needed for survival. Someone who didn’t judge her for who she was. For what she
was.

“Bon appétit baby.” The little growl of hunger and lust he let escape as his fangs tore into flesh
was exhilarating. Thinking about it for a moment she looked down at the young woman between
them whose eyes were closed as she savored the sensation of being fed upon. Raising her
wrist to her mouth she let her tongue glide along the skin of her inner wrist, tasting her and
forcing a moan from her lips. Yes, this was exactly what she needed. As the hot rush of blood
filled her mouth and the sharp cry of ecstasy escaped their “donor” she knew this would be a
memory she would hold tight to for years to come.

It was completely worth it.

For a little while she could put it all behind her and just sink into this one moment. This one
moment where there was no Lilah, no Steven, no Holtz, no Angelus, no troubles to tempt and
confuse her. This moment was all there was now, everything else was for later.

xxxxxxxxx

Cordelia knew that Angel was worried, hell she was too, but she also knew that life couldn’t stop
just for that. When her vision had hit earlier that night she knew he hadn’t wanted to go, had
instead wanted to stay here and wait for Destiny to come back, but they had both known that



wasn’t an option right now. He was a champion and as much as he wanted to he couldn’t just
turn his back on that because there was something else he’d rather be doing now.

Reorganizing the same file for the tenth time she admitted, if only to herself, that she was
waiting for more than just his return. While she knew she wouldn’t be able to relax until her
people came walking back through that door she could also admit that Destiny was one of her
people now and she wanted to see her come back too.

The phone ringing pulled her out of her own thoughts, thankfully. She was getting sappy in her
advancing years and it didn’t suit her at all. Picking up the phone she tried to keep an up beat
tone as her head was still splitting from the pain of her vision. There was no need to run off a
potential client just because she was a bit crabby.

“Angel Investigation, we help the hopeless.” The old jingle was getting a bit trite, but she
couldn’t bring herself to change it. Every time she heard it or said it herself all she could hear in
her mind was Doyle mangling the simple greeting over and over again.

“Cordelia?” The voice on the other end was hesitant but strong, just what she would expect from
the girl she was coming to know and love so easily.

“Destiny?” She didn’t want to bombard the girl with questions and tempt her to run, she knew
better than that after years of dealing with Angel. Sometimes you just need to wait and let them
come to you. If she was calling so late there was a reason for it.

“I had a question.” She could do that, hell she could talk all night long if that’s what needed to
happen. And if all that talking meant that Destiny would still be on the line when Angel returned,
well the more the merrier.

“Sure sweetie, what did you want to know about?”

“Do you know a woman named Lilah Morgan?” Oh lord, this was bad on a whole new level.

xxxxxxxxx

Lilah stood in the command room at work, her eyes jumping from one monitor to the next. While
she knew that Angel’s spawn would come to true blows soon she didn’t know where so she had
a team with full recording equipment dispatched to each possible location. They were at the
Hyperion, at the loft where the girl was staying, at the scene of Angel’s latest heroism, and
following the boy at a discreet distance in case they met somewhere in transit.

This fight was going to be unlike any other and they weren’t going to miss a moment of it. The
tape would be taken and studied by every relevant department and hopefully it would help them
come up with a plan of what to do with the vampire spawn that seemed so beyond the scope of
their experience. They had tested them briefly against one another once already and the speed
and skill they each displayed was mind boggling and that had been all but a play fight. Sibling
rivalry at its most tame. What would a true fight show them?



Hopefully? Everything.

CHAPTER 9 - BONDING TOGETHER

Steven was hunting for his sister, a challenge that had never been so challenging before. This
new world they both inhabited was so spread out but so crowded with different people and
scents that finding only one person was nearly impossible. If he hadn’t had a starting point, he
might have failed in his mission before it even began.

He knew her though, her habits and her drives. After a kill she would be moved to return to a
place of safety and comfort. After killing their father she would run back home to lick the wounds
he surely gave her. He ignored the voice in the back of his head telling him that he had smelt
none of her blood near the body. He ignored it when it called out from the dark recesses of his
mind that Holtz had never been a true father to his sister, only an adversary. He ignored it all to
focus on his consuming rage that had blanketed his senses since he stood over the body of the
only father he had ever known.

Standing outside the home of his birth father he let that rage burn even brighter. After a
monstrous act where else would she run to but back to the side of the monster who bore her.
She would be here, if not yet then soon. She had to be.

Pushing through the doors he found the building empty but for a single female. He vaguely
remembered her from when he first arrived in this world but he paid her no true mind, she wasn’t
who he was after. He could not scent his sister in the air, and while Angelus’ scent was
everywhere it was slightly stale. He wasn’t here either. Gnashing his teeth he turned slowly in a



circle, his eyes tracking through every corner and every shadow searching for the trap they
must have laid. After killing his father they would have known he would come, they had to be
here!

He could hear the rise and fall of the female's voice as her words washed over him lost in his
haze. She was trying to get his attention, but he cared nothing for her. Until she laid her hand on
his shoulder. The moment her skin laid against his own and scorched him with her heat he
reacted. Grabbing her hand he leveraged her over his shoulder and sent her sliding across the
floor into the wall. His breathing was heavy, though she weighed barely anything at all, that
small act of violence had done nothing to cool his rage. Looking around he began to smash
everything he could reach. Furniture, walls, glasses, mirrors, windows, it all crumbled before
him.

“What’s going on here?” At the sound of the beast's voice his anger found a fresh target. The
demon's back was turned as he helped the woman up from the floor giving him the perfect
opening to attack.

The fight was fast and vicious with the man doing more talking than striking, he was on the
defensive and something about that filled him with great satisfaction. He had the creature at his
mercy. He wanted him to feel the fear and pain of death, the certainty that the end was coming
that he was sure his true father felt. He wanted to pay back in kind every blow, every wound.
While Justine and the other had said that his sister had done the deed, he knew she would
never have done such a thing without this vampire urging her deeper and deeper into the dark.
If he hadn’t coerced her into giving in to her baser nature he was sure he would have been able
to save her like he had planned. He ruined everything.

Rather than fight like a true man the cur continued trying to speak with him, to talk him down.
Like there could be anything he could say that he would want to hear. Even if his words were a
confession and plea for absolution he would not care to hear it. He didn’t need to hear the
words, he knew what the bastard had done and that was all that mattered.

He had just landed another blow to his legendary face, bleeding it the smallest amount, when he
felt his shoulders being pulled back. Twisting away from the other who had grabbed him he
turned to face the newest opponent only to come face to face with his sister. How dare she
stand there looking so confused after what she had done. She knew why he was here, and she
knew what had to happen now.

Pulling back his hand he struck her with all his might sending her across the room until her back
met the counter at full force. Her fall to the floor would have given him a moment of joy at any
other time, any blow that felled her was worthy of celebration, but tonight all he wanted was for
her to feel the pain she had inflicted upon his life so carelessly.

His next blow was easily blocked, and his body was peppered with fast and furious smaller hits
grinding his joints together as his limbs snapped back from the force. She concentrated her
blows to his abdomen trying to tire him, but it wouldn’t work this time. This time he would win.



“Why are you attacking?”

“Why did you kill our father?” If his voice broke before he could finish his question it was only
because of her fists hitting him, no other reason.

“What?”

“Don’t act as though you are innocent. You left witnesses, they saw you flee leaving his body
behind you to rot!” She left them both behind. God this hurt so much more than he ever thought
it would. Every time father had said he would one day have to put his sister down like a rabid
dog while he agreed out loud he never thought it would ever happen. His sister had always
been so strong and in control.

“Steven I didn’t-”

“Lies!” He wouldn’t listen to her lies, her half truths and pleas of innocence. Not again. Listening
to her talk about how she was in control was what landed them here. If he had just fought
harder the last time they came to blows, if he hadn’t held back then, none of this would have
happened. Father would still be here to help him understand things.

“Steven!” Her voice warbled with emotion, but he knew it wasn’t true. Demons felt no emotions!

“No.” Reaching out he grabbed at her neck wanting to break it and stop her from saying
anything else. He couldn’t hear it, it would break him.

The moment his hand made contact with her neck something changed. She changed. Her
confusion melted away and her own anger rose up to take its place.

With both hands she pushed him away until his back hit one of the columns with a resounding
crack. Whether it was the column or his bones he didn’t know, everything hurt so much, he
wasn’t given the time to try and piece together if he could still move she was on him too quickly.
She dragged him around until he was lying prone on the floor and she knelt over his chest, her
fists coming at his face over and over again. He could feel the bones and cartilage giving way
under the force, but he couldn’t even bring his hands up to try and block her; they were pinned
to his sides by her legs.

He could hear shouting and seeing hands trying to pull her away but she shook them off, not
finished with him yet. The blows continued to fall but she moved as she struck, hitting him
everywhere seemingly at once.

Then she was gone.

The fight was over, he had lost again. He really thought he had her that time. His whole body
hurt and his every attempt to right himself so he could run to somewhere safe to heal failed as
miserably as he had before. He could not even shift his body at all to try to gain his footing.
When he looked up to find Angelus standing over him he thought he knew what was going to



happen next. He would die here, where he had first entered this world. Fitting really, dying
where it all began. Where arguably he should have died days ago, if this man hadn’t shown him
mercy and allowed him to run.

Instead of the killing blow he expected he was lifted from the floor, the arms holding him strong
and steady as he was carried up the stairs and to a room down the hall. The woman from before
was behind him carrying some kind of box that smelled strangely of starch and chemicals
ordering that he be laid down so she could see him easier. As his wounds were tended to he
closed his eyes and let himself fall into the depths of sleep. He didn’t want to exist here any
longer. He wanted it all to end, but it simply continued on like a nightmare with no way out. His
father was dead, his sister was truly set against him, he had been lied to in some way though he
still wasn’t sure who was lying to him and why, and now the man he had been raised to loathe
was showing him more kindness and compassion than any other ever had before.

As he sank deeper he let the tears he’d been holding back for so long finally fall. What did it
matter if they did, there was no one left to see them. No one that matters anyway.

xxxxxxxxx

Destiny didn’t speak as she and Lawson walked back to his loft. She didn’t know what she
would say even if she had the energy to try. Her brother had truly thought so low of her that he
thought she would have killed Holtz behind his back and then simply fled. Did he not know her
at all?

Maybe he didn’t, and that hurt more than anything else could have. The one person she had
always thought would be on her side no matter what, wasn’t. Reaching the bed she laid down
and curled in on herself. She had never felt this before and hoped to never feel it again.

She thought Lawson would simply leave, that he would see her emotional breaking as a sign of
weakness, something Angelus said vampires abhorred and flee. Instead she felt him settle
behind her, his body flush against hers. His arm curled around her and he just held her. The
sobs came slowly, she had never made noise as she cried as far back as she could remember,
but this time she did. Her harsh cries moved and shook her body, but he just held her through it
all. He didn’t try to tell her to stop, he didn’t try to tell her it would be okay, hell he didn’t even try
to hold her tighter. He just stayed.

When she started to quiet down she heard him mumbling behind her, his lips against the back of
her neck.

“The first time is the hardest. You never see it coming when they completely destroy you, but it
does get easier. I promise. I promise you it does.”

“First time?” This was hardly the first time she and Steven had come to blows. In their youth it
was nearly a daily occurrence, usually encouraged by Holtz.



“Being betrayed by someone you thought you could trust.” Was that what happened? Was that
why it hurt so much?

Reaching down she grabbed his hand as it rested against her stomach and threaded her fingers
through his. If this was betrayal she never wanted to feel it again. It felt like dying, like she
couldn’t breathe.

Closing her eyes she let her tears fall as she listened to his words of a better tomorrow where
they could start again and try to be better.

That sounded nice. If only it was true.

xxxxxxxxx

Lilah stood in her office reviewing the tape of the fight again and again. It was shot through a
window and wasn’t the best quality having been done with a handheld camera, the shaking of
the operator's hand as he tried to follow the fast paced movements hadn’t helped any.

Between the two it was clear who the superior was, until it wasn’t. The girl had started out only
blocking and backing out of range and then everything switched and she was unleashed. Lilah
had never seen anything like her before, and she was sure none of the others had either. They
would have to plan carefully before taking this to the senior partners.

This project deserved their full attention.

CHAPTER 10 - EPILOGUE



Travers had started to think that perhaps he had lived too long. He remembered the days when
life was simple and easily defined. The days when there was one slayer and that one slayer
answered obediently to the council and the world was divided into black and white. Humans
were good, mystics were bad and the slayer protected the humans from the evils of magic and
other wordly threats.

Now there were vampires with souls and other vampires with electrical whatsits in their brains
making them good. There were two slayers neither of whom remained within their assigned
place for any length of time, both rebels in their own ways. There were watchers who went
rogue in either direction at any given whim. There were prophecies that contradicted one
another directly and still others that foretold such events as to be unbelievable they were so
fantastical. And now after all that, there were now children born of vampires that seemed to be
alive in their own right and heavens forbid able to possibly breed with humans to create a new
race or superpowered creatures.

Sitting at his desk he rubbed his eyes and wondered if things would not have been simpler had
he just died in his younger years so he could have gone to his grave believing in the world order
with no notion of what was to come next. Wouldn’t that have been grand. Alas it was sadly not
to be, he was not only here for these catastrophic events he was in charge of marshalling the
forces needed to fight against the ever flowing tides.

Time to rally the troops.

xxxxxxxxx

Giles got off the phone and immediately removed his glasses for cleaning, they didn’t really
need it but to be honest ever since he moved to Sunnydale they rarely did anymore. Looking
over towards his Slayer who was still not a hundred percent after her recent… return, he
wondered if this little assignment from the Council would help her or damage her all the more.

While it was true that Buffy no longer worked for Travers and his ilk, and hadn’t for some time
now, the news coming from Los Angeles trumped all past indiscretions and divided loyalties. If it
was true that two vampires had procreated, then it would be all hands on deck as it were. It
would appear that they would be taking a trip.

He wasn’t sure yet what he was meant to do with Dawn during this coming adventure, she could
not be allowed to travel with them. If heavens forbid something were to happen to them all she
would then be stranded in a nearly unknown city without aid or comfort to be found. His first
instinct was to leave her here in Xanders care, but he had a feeling they would need the boy on
this journey as he was one of the few who had always seen through to the heart of Angel and
never allowed sentiment to guide his actions. If he took only Buffy and Willow with him to try and
fight against the man, and there would be a fight of which there was no doubt, he would need
help keeping them both on point. His next thought, though much more reluctant, was to leave
her with Spike as a minder. The vampire had been nearly fanatical about the young girl's safety
since… well since the event. But once more he was loath to leave Spike behind, while Xander



would offer guidance Spike would offer needed muscle. If Buffy could not be persuaded to go
against Angel, it might be necessary for Spike to be there to take on the task himself. While
Xander might despise Angel, Spike truly wished to kill the man and that was something that
might come in handy. Anya would be of no use without Xander there to reign her in and explain
to her for the umpteenth time why you had to feed human children daily. Tara would be needed
as a steadying force for Willow. They were all it seems spoken for.

He supposed he could simply pack her away to her father’s for a short time, explaining it away
as a much needed vacation from the perils of living on the hellmouth, but the two’s relationship
had become strained of late and might end in an even bigger fight than the trip to L.A.

Perhaps he would be better served to simply allow her to tag along. Oh happy day.

xxxxxxxxx

Faith couldn’t believe what her lawyer was yammering on about, the Council was pulling strings
to spring her. She had half a mind to tell them to take their pardon, all wrapped up in its attached
strings, and shove it up their collective asses. Then they told her why she was being sprung and
she knew that Angel would probably need her in this fight, if the rumors were true.

Out of everyone in her former life he was the only one that took the time to come visit her on the
regular, not just to preach either, he came by just to talk. To keep her up to date on the
happenings in the shadows of the world, and the unexpected rays of light that would sometimes
work their way through. She owed him more than she could ever repay, but she could start now
by having his back. If those kids really did exist, no one would be laying a hand on them, evil or
not, without the big broody ones say so.


