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Chapter 1 - Reaching Out

Cordelia Chase used to be the teenage dream. She had looks, money, boys, social status, she
had everything. Now she had been reduced to nothing, beyond nothing really. All because of
one boy. Man. Person. Vampire. It didn’t matter anymore, all that mattered was that her life had
gone from a dream to a nightmare.



It was the early hours of the day, the sun still hadn’t broken free to cross the horizon yet and all
she knew was the haze of sex and pain that made up her nights. Drusilla had decided that it
was her job as the “older sister” to make sure that when “daddy” got back everything was ready
for him. She was convinced that now that the curse had been broken once and the loophole
was out in the open it was only a matter of time before it was broken again. The way she would
giggle when she talked about it made it clear that now that she knew the loophole she was
going to make sure the curse broke again, and again, and as often as possible until it was gone
completely. She wanted her vampire daddy back and nothing and no one would stop her. It was
clear that Spike didn’t agree with her, but it was just as clear that he knew better than to say
anything against daddy.

All of this certainty culminated in a new routine for the Sunnydale High head cheerleader. Nights
of debauchery and “training” lead easily into early mornings or lazy sex. Her days started now
just before sun up at four a.m. which gave them nearly two hours together before the pull of
sleep made all the vampires too sluggish to continue. She was learning the ins and outs of
every kind of sex act, or at least the ones that Drusilla deemed necessary for her to know. The
climax of each lesson was always a dual feeding with her and Spike on either side of her neck
sending heat coursing through her body before they all slumped over into a pile and slept until
nearly noon.

Today was different though, today she had a goal in mind and nothing and no one was going to
stop her. She needed some new scarves or necklaces. Something stylish to help her cover the
evidence of her new lifestyle so she was up with the sun and ready by eight to head out to the
mall. The early shopper got the best selection after all. She was down the stairs and to the door
before Drusilla’s dreamy voice pulled her back.

“Naughty kitten trying to run away and play all alone. Hissssss. Take this one with you, but hurry
back. I want my pony ride today.” In the vampiress’ arms was Harmony, her tight hold on the
other girl's breast making her whimper and mewl. While it was true that Dru and Spike did spend
a large amount of time with her keeping her in shape for Angelus their preferred playmate was
Harmony. She wasn’t sure what it was about the other girl that attracted the two so much, but
they had made their desires very clear from the beginning. Cordelia was their kitten but
Harmony was Dru’s pony and she liked to go for her rides every day.

Harmony for her part was clearly entranced. While she had begged and pleaded in the
beginning to be let go and for everything to please stop those pleas had ended quickly. Of the
seven girls that had been scooped up for the housewarming party they were the only two left
and something about that had broken all resistance in Harmony. The bodies of the other girls
had been disposed of and from the gossip around town hadn’t been found yet.

Seeing the blatant pleading in the other girl's eyes she shrugged and motioned for her to come
with. If Dru was willing to let her come along, who was she to argue. A little time away from this
house of horrors would do them both some good.



“Sure, come along Harm we’re going to the mall.” Heck, maybe Harmony would have the good
sense to just go home and hide instead of coming back. She doubted it though, the blonde had
never had the good sense to do anything she should without first being told to do it. Even then it
was a toss up if she would do it right or not. The last thing they both needed was for Harmony to
run and get caught, she would point the finger at Cordelia for sure and get them both in trouble.
So not worth the drama.

The ride down town was done in complete silence. There was really nothing for the two of them
to say to each other, not anymore. School would be back in session in a little over a week and
as it was neither of them knew if they would be allowed to attend or if they would spend the rest
of their lives stuck in the Chase family home. As a small nod to the friends they used to be
Cordelia sifted through the racks at a slower pace than she normally would, giving them both a
little time out among the masses. It was halfway through the ninth store when there was another
break in the routine.

“Cordelia.” Turning back towards the monotone male voice calling her name she met Oz’s green
eyes and tried to hold back the burning tears in her own. Oz.

“Oz?” She hadn’t seen the other boy in days, not since she’d saved him from Angelus at the
school. He’d come by the house a few times but she wasn’t allowed to answer the door. Seeing
him now, here, was more than just a surprise. Oz never shopped at the mall, he preferred the
vintage shops down the strip. He’d once told her that owning things that had already lived a full
life with someone else made him feel closer to humanity since his little furry transformations
began.

“Hey. I figured if I staked this place out long enough I’d catch you. Not even a genuine
apocalypse can keep Cordelia Chase out of the mall.”  He was here for her? Why?

He was shifting a bit, not enough to be called a twitch on anyone else but this was Oz. Any
movement was significant for him. He wasn’t comfortable, but she couldn’t tell why yet. Was it
just being in the mall or had something happened?

“Oz.” Anyone else would have called her out for repeating herself and said she was a lame
brain or something. Not the king of zen though, he was all about going with the flow.

“Cordelia.” There was something about hearing her name in his non judgmental monotone that
grounded her in a way that nothing else had in a long time. Closing her eyes she let herself
revel in the feeling, she knew it wouldn’t last. It never did.

“Why were you looking for me?” It had been so long since anyone had cared enough to actually
put in effort into finding her for any good reason. Or at least it seemed that way. As the days
dragged on it got harder and harder to keep everything straight in her head about what was real
and what was just… not.



“Several reasons really. You never answered the door when I came by and I wanted to make
sure you were doing okay. That and I wanted to know if you’d seen Giles lately, he hasn’t been
answering either.”

“Giles?” She hadn’t really thought about him since everything sort of wrapped up for her. She
remembered his lectures and their “training” sessions together in the library but after everything
it just seemed safer to avoid him. She had been lying to him after all and now he knew it.

“Yeah. I thought maybe he would answer for you even if he’s shutting the rest of us out. Buffy
disappeared after the fight and everyone has kind of just drifted you know.” Drifting was the
word for it wasn’t it. None of them were running for the hills like they should. They were all just
kind of stuck, suspended here waiting for something to come along and make them move again.
Waiting for someone really.

What he didn’t say was that Buffy wasn’t the only one who disappeared, Angel had too. She
might just love him for not bringing that part up. Thinking about it for a minute she figured it
wouldn’t really hurt anything to swing by and check on the tweed loving rascal. If anyone
understood things falling apart out of nowhere it would be her.

Besides if she refused to give Harmony a ride back to her house maybe the dumb blonde would
take the hint and run for cover. She doubted it though.

XXXXXXXXX

Rupert Giles was not a man known for being overly emotional. Even during his angst fueled
rebellion in his late teens and early twenties the only true emotion that he had let run wild with
him had been his anger, and it had been slow to build even then. Now though as he sat in his
lonely little apartment his grief was a near living thing, an all encompassing abyss set to swallow
him whole. He knew he needed to do something to try and claw his way back out of it again but
he could not find the strength, he had failed everyone else why not himself as well.

His slayer was run off to parts unknown with no one the wiser about when or even if she would
be returning leaving the hellmouth essentially unguarded. He had begun to see her true nature
over the past few weeks, her entitlement and drive to gain whatever it was that she thought
would make her life a happier one but he had been unprepared for this.

To shirk her duties so completely and without any form of warning after the battle they had all
gone through was a depth he had not thought she would ever sink to. Not that she would see it
that way. Oh, no he was sure that she would tell him that what she was doing now was just a
well deserved break after a long fight. That her running off with Angel was only the happily ever
after that she had worked so hard for. She would give no thought to the rest of them and what
they deserved he was sure. What about what he was owed? What about his rest? Or the others
whose lives had been irrevocably shattered by the actions of her black knight in tarnished



armour. She had no right to simply take the man out of their reach and leave them all to flounder
in the aftermath. No right at all.

He knew he was being harsh and lashing out at her for not being there when he needed her, but
her actions felt like the worst kind of betrayal. He had always been there for her whenever she
needed him, be it for advice or simply a strong shoulder to lean against and in his darkest hour
he was left alone.

Without Buffy.

Without Jenny.

He knew that was the crux of his current problems, the thought he refused to even think if he
could avoid it. His anger at Buffy, while real and even justified, was nowhere near the level he
was building it up to be; he was just more comfortable with the anger than with his grief. He had
lost people before, friends and relatives, people he had known for years upon years but nothing
like this. Jenny had been the first person he’d lost that he had truly loved and every day since
he was given the news by Xander Harris of all people he had been trying and failing to avoid the
one thought that would bring together the disjointed mess in his mind. The one thought he
daren’t think even now.

No, now was not the time for thinking, now was the time for drinking.

He had just managed to tip a generous amount of whiskey into his glass, only losing a
respectable amount to the desk when there was a knock on his door. Who could it be?
Everyone knew to leave him alone, he had ignored countless attempts to get him to open the
door and this one would be no different. Only this one was different. While the others, Oz if he
remembered right, would simply knock a time or two and maybe shout through the door that
they were worried this one was insistent.

Knock. Knock. Knock. Knock. Enough!

Lurching up he stumbled towards the door prepared to give the unfortunate soul on the other
side whatfore only to be stunned into silence by the brightness of the sun stinging his eyes. Oh
blast. He had forgotten it was daylight again, he had all of his curtains drawn and was wholly
unprepared for the attack on his senses.

“Geeze Giles, you look like hell.” He knew that voice he knew he knew that voice, he just
couldn’t place it past the pounding in his head.

“Whoever you are, just go away.” If he could get them away from his door he could go back
inside and immerse himself in the cooling darkness again. Where he belonged.



“Whoever I am? Do you need new glasses or something? Wait, where are your glasses? I don’t
think I’ve ever seen you without them before. I gotta say without them you could totally rock the
older hottie look, though not in those clothes. I didn’t know you even owned clothes that ragged.
Then again I didn’t know you owned anything other than tweed. This is definitely a step down
from the tweed, and I never thought I would ever say that. Congratulations on bringing me to a
new low.” About halfway through the verbal assault his eyes cleared enough to make out his
guest.

Cordelia.

He had failed her most of all, she had been in the clutches of a monster for weeks and he had
not seen it. In his fervor to protect her he had sent her deeper into the mouth of madness and
they had nearly lost her. If it had been anyone else at his door he would have shut them out, but
he could not do that to her, not after everything. Out of them all she was the one with the true
grievance against them all, him in particular and if she was here to speak her mind he could do
no less than hear her words.

Stumbling back into the darkness of his apartment he left the door open for her to follow behind
him, knowing the vivacious young woman as he did he was sure she would. Nothing stopped
Cordelia Chase from doing as she pleased, especially not social protocols. She was not one to
stand on any kind of ceremony. He wanted to reach for his bottle, to continue to drown his
sorrows in the burning heat of his favorite liquor, but he would not do her the disservice of giving
her any less than all of his attention.

“Why aren’t you answering your door? Oz was totally flipping out about it.” He heard both the
accusation and the anxiety she tried to hide, her armour was back in place and as tightly
clamped down as it was in the beginning. He deserved it, he supposed, what little rapport he
had managed to gain with her during their near daily sessions in the library could not possibly
survive the strain of his neglect of her safety. Still she came to see him and deep down beyond
the haze of drunken melancholy that touched him beyond words.

“I have been allowing myself to wallow.” When dealing with this particular charge directness was
always best, she did not believe in tact and polite waffling.

“I can see that, eww and smell it. Are you done yet?” He wanted to snap at her, to rage against
the careless nature of her words, but her eyes said everything she did not. She was worried for
him, yes, but she was also deeply hurt. She needed him and what she was really asking was if
he would be there for her now. He felt so old and withered in that moment it drove him off his
feet, it was a miracle he landed in the chair at his desk rather than the floor. It all seemed so
impossible, the enormity of what was being asked of him, to move on.

Could he? Dare he? He knew as any person of his age did that moving on did not necessarily
mean letting go. That life did not pause when grief and emotion became too much to bear, if
anything that was when the walls closed in tighter. The easy path would be to take his anger out



on her and drive her off, back into the world where he no longer felt he belonged. The easy path
was filled with the promise of oblivion and a safe haven far from all life’s thorny decisions and
tearing consequences. He had never taken the easy path in his life, and he would not start now.

While his slayer may have declared her independence and abandoned her post, there were
other young ones still here that did need him. He would not shirk his duties to them. He ignored
the little voice in the back of his mind that whispered that this wasn’t what he really wanted. That
what he truly desired was to finally lay his arms down and rest at last, to be with Jenny again.
This might not be what he planned for or what he wanted, but it could become something to
hold on to in the end. In turn he could be someone for Cordelia to cling to as well, the dark
circles under her eyes told him that this was for both of them and far from pity. This he could
accept.

“Yes I believe I am.” They both ignored the slur of his words.

“Good. I was hoping we could do that whole story time thing again, if you have the time.”

“I believe I can fit you in my schedule.” Yes, he could help her find her way again and maybe
stumble across his own path back to salvation in the process. She was trapped in a hall of
mirrors with Angelus on one side and Angel on the other. Maybe it would do them both some
good to try to sort out which was which. He would never forgive Angelus for the death of Jenny,
but he knew Buffy well and he knew that while she was currently gone she would be back and
trailing behind her would be him. He needed to be ready to see him again, they both did.

Chapter 2 - From the Darkness



Spike laid awake snuggled up against his dark goddess and listened as the little princess tried
to quietly leave the room. He knew she was up to something when the night before she’d been
a bit too enthusiastic, it was like she was trying to wear them both out. Too bad for her it would
take more than what she had to knock him senseless. Now he just needed to decide what to do
about it, if he should do anything at all. He’d stayed awake because he thought the saucy minx
might try to dust them both in the early hours, that happened sometimes with the willful ones,
but it just sounded like she wanted to go a bit walk about.

When she’d come back the day before she’d smelled of the wolf and the librarian and heavy
drink, so maybe she was just worried and wanted to check in with her old life. By now she was
acquainted enough with his darling Dru and her ideas about what was proper to know that
getting out without an escort wouldn’t be easy. Not without a distraction at least.

Oh what a headache in the making. He loved his sire but she was always doing things like this
to him. She pouted and pleaded for pets but she was never the one having to take care of them
and two teens were far more work than just a silly bird. The blonde was bound up tight and it
didn’t sound like Cordelia was going anywhere near her, so this wasn’t an escape attempt or if it
was it was a rather cold blooded one. So she would be back, probably after whatever visit was
so important to her. The only question left was if he wanted to interrupt the bint and tie her up for
later or just let her have some headway and see what happened next.

Both options had some good and bad mixed in. If he tied her up then she wouldn’t be leaving
the house without Dru saying she could, plus. However, if he didn’t tie her up just right then Dru
would be mad at him for not treating the tart the way her scattered mind thought he should.
Given some of the contradictory things she was already putting the cheerleader through that
was a very real possibility. On the other hand if he let her go and she wasn’t back before Dru
woke he would have to deal with that tantrum and maybe be punished himself until she came
back. But, if she left and came back that would show Dru that the “training” was working and
might make her happy.

Deciding he was too tired to move he decided to just let her go and see what happened. Either
way it was going to be interesting.

xxxxxxxxx

Cordelia managed to sneak out of the house without Drusilla catching her, a feat she thought
was pretty darn praise worthy. She was in her corvette with the top down enjoying the early
morning haze of the day on her way to Giles apartment. The sun was only just peeking out and
the day was just beginning, it was peaceful.

Yesterday she had made a few tentative steps to repairing her relationship with Giles. Today she
was going to try and go a bit farther, she was surprised by how much she had come to miss him
and their talks. She knew she’d messed up, that if she’d told Giles about Angelus when she’d
first come out of the spell then he could have been better prepared. Ms. Calendar might still be



alive, Buffy might still be in town, everything might be different. This was her fault and she
acknowledged that but if no one else could get Giles to even answer the door then it was up to
her to try and drag him out of his funk. Even if he didn’t want her to.

When she’d seen him again for the first time since everything she had nearly broken down in
tears. He’d looked beyond rough, he was a shadow of his true self. Giles was a strong,
articulate, fussy British man of honor. The man in his apartment right now was a drunken, angry,
slob. He was a wounded animal. She knew that feeling, that slow drag down until rock bottom
started to feel like home. She didn’t want that for him, he didn’t deserve it.

She hadn’t intended to ask him to start up their meetings again, she’d figured that her being in
his face all the time wouldn’t exactly be the best way for him to heal. Seeing him, and smelling
him, had been enough to change her mind. She might not be his favorite person right now, but
what he needed more than anything was a reminder of who he was.

A watcher.

A scholar.

A Giles.

Maybe if he could find his lecture rhythm with her again he might be able to get his groove back,
then he could distance himself from her and the others could take over. Oz made it sound like
the others had at least tried to reach out, even if he hadn’t been answering. Who knows, maybe
by the time they were done Buffy would even be back in town; it wasn’t like the girl could
disappear forever.

Walking up to the door she braced herself for any blow back she might get, she promised
herself that she wouldn’t get angry no matter what he said. He had a right to be angry, she had
ruined his life.

The man who eventually opened the door after far too much knocking was a cross between the
Giles of before and the one she’d met for the first time yesterday. He’d showered so he no
longer reeked of bourbon and his clothes looked cleaner, at least she couldn’t spot any obvious
stains on any of it. It was more casual than the tweed and suits she was used to seeing him in
but it was a respectable if dated jeans and sweater combo. He didn’t shave so his stubble was
still in full force and he was missing his shoes but she was calling it progress.

“Morning Giles.” Holding out the coffee she’d stopped to get him she was glad he was sober
enough for it to be a wake up coffee and not something else he might take offense to. Not that
his being offended would have stopped her, but still it was nice to start out on a more even note.

“Good morning.” He stepped back and gestured for her to come inside, never voicing an
invitation became a habit after a while.



“Do you need a bit longer to get going or do you want to dive right in?” She would go with his
flow whatever that was for him. If he still needed time she would sit here and chat or just stay
silent and let him get there his own way. If he just wanted to get it over with so he could push
her out the door she would do the nice thing and try to hold in her questions so he could get
through it faster.

“I believe I am prepared, we can begin once we’re comfortable.” He waved her towards the
couch and he took the chair off to the side of it. This was a more casual and comfortable set up
than the lectures in the library and she wasn’t sure what to make of it. It was like he was trying
to make her comfortable, but why would he bother? Maybe it was just his English-ness rearing
up and making him be polite?

Folding her feet under her she did her best to touch as little as possible while she settled herself
down. This was his space and she had even less right to be here than most, but she couldn’t
stop her eyes from darting around taking in everything that he chose to own. There were the
books she expected and the various little nick-nacks that older people always seemed to collect
over the years. All in all it was very normal at first glance. A second glance showed that all the
books were ancient and the titles were all about the occult and there were random bladed
weapons placed strategically throughout the space so there would always be something in
reach.

“Now before we begin I want to explain something to you that has quite a large bearing on our
time together.” He looked slightly uncomfortable, but since he wasn’t wearing his glasses he had
nothing to occupy his hands with. He looked nervous.

This was it, the backlash. Cordelia took a slow deep breath and dropped her eyes to her lap
nodding for him to continue. She repeated her promise to herself that whatever he had to say to
her about her behaviour she would accept it.

“While Angelus’ life is fairly well documented, what with his exploits being very grandiose and
gossip fodder for generations both with Darla and on his own, Angel is another matter entirely.
In fact until he appeared here in the past few years no one even knew he and Angelus were one
in the same. The curse was whispered about here and there but no one truly believed it. When it
was first proposed the Council tried their hand at replicating it and failed miserably each time.
When no one could get the magic to work again it was circulated that the rumour was in fact just
that. While it was noticed that the Scourge of Europe had in fact separated and both Darla and
Angelus had disappeared from the public eye it was simply assumed that they had both been
recalled by the Master to serve him. While Angelus was well known for not being overly
respectful of the hierarchy Darla was and between her being his sire and her own sire being the
Master of their line it was believed that Angelus had been brought to heel.”

What?



“What?” She wasn’t sure what he was trying to tell her. Why wasn’t he yelling or worse softly
telling her all the ways he was disappointed in her?

“While I had many stories of Angelus to share I have few for Angel other than the ones that took
place here in recent years and the ones I do have aren’t documented. I had decided after
meeting the man and doing my own research to just take the rumours as fact until proven false.
It was the best way to handle such a polarizing figure.” When he was done talking he got up to
pace to the kitchen and she could hear the clanking of cups against saucers. He was making
tea.

She tried to wrap her mind around what just happened. Giles had been given the golden
opportunity to lay into her and he hadn’t. In fact he seemed to be apologizing to her for not
being better able to lecture her about Angel. Shaking her head she decided to let it go, it wasn’t
her place to tell Giles how to handle his obvious anger. If he wanted to ignore it for now then she
would too. She had promised herself she would follow his lead after all, she had just assumed
his lead would involve more screaming and head shaking.

When he sat back down, his tea balanced on the arm of his chair, she gave him a small smile,
the publicly accepted sign of easy forgiveness and an invite to proceed.

“So just tell me what you do know then.” She didn’t want to force him to talk about Angel or
Angelus but she was sure that it would do him some good to find the dividing line between the
two. Buffy would be bringing him back at some point and the slayer would not tolerate her
watcher refusing to toe the party line of forgive and forget she was sure to push for. She
aggressively refused to think about her own place once the tiny blonde returned or what it would
feel like to see him and watch him look right through her like he used to.

“I believe I mentioned before that Angelus was cursed around the last part of the nineteenth
century, around 1898 or so. That was when he began to fade from the public eye and his legend
began to recede so it’s our best guess for when the curse was first enacted. Ms. Calendar told
me a bit about how his curse came about and that was very enlightening.” His voice broke over
her name and they both sat in silence for a time, thinking.

“It would seem that Darla brought Angelus a present in the form of a gypse virgin girl, no one is
sure why she did this if it was a special occasion or just a whim she chose to follow. Some have
speculated she may have been a “birthday” gift, but that is neither here nor there. Once the two
of them had finally killed her after hours of torment they took her body back to the gypsy camp
Darla had taken her from and left her body for her people to find. When she was discovered and
the extent of the horrors visited upon her were truly known her family was furious and wanted
vengeance. Using their magic they cursed Angelus with a soul to forever feel the guilt and pain
for his victims that his demon had denied him.”

“Why didn’t they just kill him?” It had really bothered her when she first learned about everything
the curse entrailed. Why did they curse him knowing it could be broken at some point, a



guardian watching over the situation or not, and just leave it that way. Didn’t they care that they
were basically just pushing the problems down the line for a future generation to deal with.

“They wanted him to suffer as his victims did. He did not deliver a quick death to their daughter
so they would not deliver one to him. I believe that they thought he would end his own existence
not long after, but they were wrong. I suppose they underestimated his survival instinct.” Giles
was trying to be impartial over there but she could hear the anger in his voice. He was probably
thinking along the same lines she was and cursing the people of the past. Only he was probably
cursing Angel too.

“So where did they get the soul?” It wasn’t like souls were just hanging around everywhere,
right? That would be creepy if they were and what soul would volunteer to be an eternal stick
poking an already cranky bear. That didn’t seem fair really, the soul hadn’t done anything to
deserve being stuck like that. Had it?

“I beg your pardon?”

“Whose soul is it? Is it his? Is it a random soul? How did they know that the soul they picked
would feel guilty? I mean I’ve met a few humans around here that have so-called souls and they
don’t feel an ounce of guilt for the sick crap they do.” There were a lot of if’s and flashing error
signs with this whole curse business. Sometimes people really did make things more
complicated than they had to be.

Giles sat back with his eyes closed and she began to fear that she’d broken him or something.
That or maybe he was falling asleep, maybe he was really drunk but good at hiding it until the
urge to sleep hit. She’d seen people like that at nearly every party.

“You know it has never occurred to me to ask that before. I’m not sure.”

“Oh, okay. Well then, what happened next?” She was fully prepared for him to shut the
conversation down and ask her to leave or maybe just stop talking altogether. He did neither
and she was shocked to feel how pleased she was by that. Maybe their relationship wasn’t so
far gone after all?

“Well, no one is truly sure. Like I said before the curse was never confirmed before his time here
in Sunnydale. It is documented that Darla and in turn Spike and Drusilla all took to hunting and
killing gypsies for a time, something they had shown no interest in in the past, but there was
never any mention of Angelus being with them on these hunts. It’s widely believed now that they
were trying to get the curse reversed. After that Angelus isn’t spotted again until the Boxer
Rebellion in China in 1900. The four of them are spotted for a short time enjoying the carnage
and while the main focus of that time period was then William the Bloody killing his first slayer it
was also noted that this was the final time the four of them were ever spotted together. No one
is truly sure what led to their separation but I would speculate that Angel tried to return to the life
he had known before and failed. Barely over a year later he was spotted again in America near



Ellis Island, he immigrated here and left Europe behind completely. To my knowledge he’s never
been back.” It made sense, if the soul was supposed to make him feel guilty about the bad
things he’d done then getting away from the place he’d done them should have been his first
step. Instead it was his tenth or something, so like a man.

“So Angel didn’t go straight to being a broody dark crusader type?” She couldn’t really imagine
him any other way.

“No. In fact he followed the same type of progression as a recovering addict. Small progress
forward with occasional back sliding and depression until he stabilized and began to rebuild
himself into the man we knew here in Sunnydale.”

“Did anything else catch your interest about his past?” He’d said that there wasn’t much so she
was almost sure that there wouldn’t be much else to say but when he smiled she knew she was
wrong. Whatever caused him to smile like that was definitely a story she needed to hear.

“Yes actually. When I was checking my sources I came across a rather humorous tale regarding
Angel in Chicago in the 1920’s.”

“What happened there?” Oh the roaring twenties, it always looked so glamorous in pictures and
the idea of Angel being a part of it made her heart skip a beat. He would look so handsome in
the style of the era.

“It involved a flapper girl, a speeding car, and a puppy.”

“Oh this I have to hear.”

xxxxxxxxx

Buffy snuggled deeper into the covers of her bed, the bed she shared with Angel, and sighed.
Coming to L.A to escape from everything in Sunnydale had been great at the beginning, but
now Angel kept talking about when they were going back. She didn’t know why he wanted to,
the only thing waiting for them there was anger and pain. Sure they had each other again now
and would be able to face anything, but they had kind of flaked and she could just see Giles
eyes of disappointment from here.

When Angel had come back to himself and embraced her, his mind so muddled and his eyes so
confused all she wanted to do was get him away from Cordelia before she could ruin things
again. She knew that it was really Angelus that had chosen the brunette over her but she didn’t
want to take that chance so when she suggested that they take some time to get back to rights
again away from everything he had agreed. Or at least he hadn’t fought her on it. The first few
days were rough with Angel’s memories of his time without his soul coming back slowly bit by bit
almost like he was reliving each day as it came. She tried to help him but he wouldn’t talk to her,
he wouldn’t talk at all, he would just sit there and scowl.



She knew he had to be kicking himself for ruining their relationship like that, but she’d done her
best to help him understand that those things were all in the past now. They could be together
again, just like they were before. She might not know everything he’d done without his soul, he
had been avoiding her since he knew she would notice and stop him, but she was sure none of
it was his fault. Angelus had done those things, not her Angel.

Everything would be fine, but he wouldn’t touch her. Not even a kiss. Okay she understood that
he was scared now that his curse could be broken again, she was his bliss after all, but come
on. After everything Angelus had put them both through they deserved a little comfort. Sitting
up, her eyes searched the apartment until she found him sitting in a corner nearly invisible in the
shadows. He was back to hardcore brood mode. So not of the fun.

Maybe he was right, maybe they should go back to Sunnydale.

“Angel?”

xxxxxxxxx

Angel sat in the corner of the little apartment he was sharing with Buffy and watched her sleep.
He wasn’t sure what he was supposed to do now, he finally remembered everything he’d done
when his curse broke and the memories only confused him more. He knew Angelus, he knew
every aspect of him and what happened just didn’t make sense. He had been happy. Content
even, and that didn’t seem possible. What he felt with Cordelia was something he had never felt
before, not even with Darla. Darla had been his sire, his teacher, his lover, his everything for a
time. She showed him things that blew the top off his head and molded him into something
beyond what he’d been as Liam, but she never made him happy.

Of course she didn’t. Darla was all about taking while my vixen did nothing but give.

No!

Angelus was always there in the back of his mind but over time his voice had gotten quieter and
quieter but now he was back in full force. His whispers were now shouts for him to do the things
he wanted to do. All morning while Buffy slept he’d tempted him to feed on her, he reasoned that
she wouldn’t even try to stop him until it was too late. He pulled up memory after memory of
what it was like to have warm slayers blood pouring down his throat and filling his veins. He
could feel his fangs itching with the need to feel it again, so he sat as still as possible and tried
to resist.

Oh don’t resist! Give in to your nature and be a VAMPIRE.

No!



Buffy kept telling him that all was forgiven, that it wasn’t his fault that the things that Angelus had
done had nothing to do with him. She was wrong. Angelus may have done those things, most of
which Buffy didn’t even know about, but he could feel them. He could taste them. He craved
them. Because the truth was he was a vampire and deep down under it all he wanted what
Angelus had simply taken. He wanted that life.

Well who wouldn’t? My vixen is one of a kind. If you drain the slayer we can walk out of here
and go straight to Sunnydale and back into her arms. With a quick stop over to see the kids of
course. Dru misses her daddy something fierce when I’m away.

Angelus wanted Drusilla to force him out, if anyone could do it she could. All she had to do was
listen to the stars or look into her cards and see what it would take. Not that she would even
have to put in that much effort if the key to the lock on his monsters cage was bliss than
everyone would know the way out.

Cordelia.

Cordelia Chase was someone that he’d overlooked for the most part while he was in Sunnydale.
She’d been a temptation he couldn’t afford to indulge in while he was trying to earn the Slayers
trust. He still remembered how she used to press herself against him “for comfort” every time
something scary would happen. Or how she used to tease him into laughter when she found
him alone. If he thought she was a temptation before with just those memories now she was
nothing short of the best seduction.

If he closed his eyes he could see every inch of her tanned skin in exquisite detail. The way she
arches her back when she’s begging for more. The sound of her moans when she’s almost
reached her climax. The feel of her-

“Angel?”

Back to reality soul boy, Cordelia is mine and you get stuck with this one. Good luck swimming
through the tidal wave of tears.

Opening his eyes he looked towards Buffy tangled in the rumpled sheets of the bed and
wondered if she realised yet that he never shared it with her. He hadn’t slept since they left
Sunnydale and he was pretty sure he wouldn’t sleep until they crossed back over the town line.
Leaving like they had didn’t feel right. They needed to go back.

Chapter 3 - Into the Light



Giles wanted to pace but this wasn’t the library and his apartment didn’t have the floor space
he’d need to work off his energy. They had exhausted all of his knowledge of Angel’s distant
past, limited though it was, the day before and today all that was left to discuss was his time in
Sunnydale. He didn’t like thinking about it at the moment, his emotions were all over the place
and now that he was sober it was getting harder to hold onto the hate that was keeping him
comfortably numb.

Angel’s days in Sunnydale were wrapped around all of them, and thinking about him brought up
things better left fogged by alcohol. Buffy and her infatuation from the start, no matter how
forbidden. Willow and her loyalist dogmatic fervor for seeing her friend happy. Xander and his
jealous rage at the man that blinded him so easily. His own fascination with the idea of a
vampire with a soul that blinded him just as much. They had all been complicit in some way with
the forming of the status quo that made Angelus’ infiltration of their lives not only possible but
simple. In fact the only one of them that managed to have an appropriate and prolonged
response to the revelation that Angel was a vampire was Cordelia but they had all soothed
away her instincts and lulled her into believing as they did.

Still this needed to happen, the line between Angel and Angelus could no longer be so easily
blurred and with his likely return Cordelia needed to be able to distinguish between the two.
Buffy would accept no less, and even he would not be able to sway her he was sure.

“So Angel comes to Sunnydale. Dun. Dun. Dun. Mwahahaha.” He was glad she was keeping
her sense of humor up, if only a mocking form of it. She would laugh and smile but he could see
the pain in her eyes and he wanted nothing more than to lie to her and tell her it would all be
okay now. The monster had been chained and all was right with the world. The truth was
however that they were still on the hellmouth and okay was rarely a descriptor that could be
used here.



“Yes. We’re not certain how long he was here before he made himself known to Buffy on her
first night in town, but it’s likely he wasn’t here overly long. The Master and Darla would have
sensed him if he’d lingered in their vicinity and Buffy said that Darla was surprised to find him
near.”

“So he came here for Buffy? Stalker much?”

“Yes.” He was afraid she was right. The timing of his appearance hadn’t seemed overly sinister
at the time, but once his true name was known it should have. He had thought that like other
vampires of his strength he was simply drawn to the power of the Hellmouth and not the slayer
that guarded it. Then as time wore on he began to think that helping slayers was simply a part of
his supposed atonement, but no other girl had ever even hinted at meeting him. Not even the
girl who preceded Buffy, India Cohen.

“So he introduces himself to Buffy, bet that went over well, then what?”

“He began to help her in small ways. Information at first, then once he was revealed to be a
vampire he began to help her fight.” He remembered the tumultuous times that followed that
particular revelation. Buffy first began to question not only her duty as a slayer but his authority
that day. If he was so caught off guard by this vampire with a soul, then he was of no true use to
her. No one wanted to be dictated to by an equal, and for that one moment they were equal in
their ignorance. Then Darla bit Joyce and Buffy came to her own conclusion and never swayed
from it. Angel was her ally.

“Wait so she didn’t know? Isn’t she supposed to be the one who can always tell?” At this
Cordelia rolled her eyes and he was heartened to see a bit of the old Cordelia in her
mannerisms. So much so he did not reprimand her for her disrespect, he simply carried on.

“Some vampires can hide themselves, though it does take a large amount of power; only a
Master of the species can even attempt it. To be honest since there is truly only one slayer at
any given time until recently and she is one of a very few who can sense a vampire from any
distance, the others all being witches of a certain power level, they see no need to hide.”

“Cocky much?” In some respects it was. While there was only one slayer, now two, there were
other entities in the world that could sense them and hunted them for one reason or another.

“Indeed.” Vampires were in fact one of the few races of mixed breed demons that come into
being thinking themselves invincible. The higher their power level the more self assured they
were. Even minions who were arguably the lowest of the creatures had a remarkable capacity
for self delusion. It was why when they found a slayer nine times out of ten they fought rather
than run.

“So what else did he do with you guys before I joined the team?”



“Nothing overly specific, he acted as an almost counterpart to Buffy herself. When she needed
someone to speak to that she thought would understand the isolation and depth of her calling
she would go to Angel. There were times where his presence or knowledge was integral to
completing a given task, but for the most part his help only served to speed things up a bit.” He
knew he was being a tad unfair, Angel had helped on several occasions. He simply wasn’t
feeling overly generous towards the man at the moment.

“Huh. I always thought he came in and changed everything. The way Buffy and the others talk
about him it always sounded like he was a hero.” He thought about it for a moment. Was there
more harm in letting the myth of Angel’s heroisms die or trying to balance them with reality?
While the man could and did help the innocent and fight the forces of darkness he was not
human and never would be. She would know that better than most. However, there may be
times in the future where she was forced to rely on Angel for help and he didn’t want her to
second guess it when help was offered.

Sighing he tried to be as fair as he could. Good lord, he needed a drink.

“He has managed to save countless innocents and offered advice and insight we would never
have been able to gain without him. I do not wish to diminish his influence over the group but he
was prone to self isolation. He would show up when a crisis was imminent then disappear again
once it was averted. The longest he would ever remain was during patrol and even then he
would only participate occasionally.”

“Must be a guilt thing, the soul poking at him if he’s around humans too long.” He had never
thought of his soul playing a part in his antisocial behavior. As a scholar the idea intrigued him
but as a man who simply wanted the vampire to go away he didn’t care why he did it just that he
did. He only hoped that pattern would hold true on his return.

“It is a possibility, but one that has never been explored.”

“Yeah, talking to the guy was usually like pulling teeth. Hey, even I only really got him to laugh
like twice and I’m beyond charming.”

Part of him wanted to ask how she had managed to make him laugh, he had never even seen
the chap truly smile, but a larger part just wanted this conversation to end now. He had been
forced to think about Angel for longer than he could stand.

“So-”

“I believe that is all for today. When you come back again we can go over some of your
questions.” He didn’t mean to be abrupt, but he needed to be alone now. She didn’t seem
offended, but then again it took more than a forthright personality to offend Cordelia Chase. The
girl was as brutally honest as they come.



“Okay.” Rising to walk her to her car, even in broad daylight he worried for her, he tried to project
confidence and contentment to some degree. He didn’t want her to worry for him.

xxxxxxxxx

Xander was making his weekly stop off to try and see Giles, he had been coming by since
everything happened but he hadn’t managed to lay eyes on the guy yet. He felt bad for him and
everything but he needed to snap out of it now, this was getting ridiculous. Plus he was starting
to really worry and everyone knew that worry wasn’t good for you. Cordelia always said that it
gave you premature wrinkles. Thinking about Cordelia only made his head hurt even more, if
what he felt for Giles was pity and guilt then what he felt about Cordelia had no name. It was a
soul deep chasm of every emotion in existence piled up on top of each other. The most powerful
emotion being guilt. He wished he’d done more or said something sooner or anything really,
anything but stand there while his friends trashed her life even more than it already was. Now
he couldn’t even make himself even try to see her, he couldn’t even do as much for her as he
was doing for Giles. He was such a coward. He didn’t want to see the judgement in her eyes,
the rightful judgement, it would rip him to pieces. Or worse she wouldn’t answer the door either.

He was about a block away from the apartment complex when he stopped. Cordelia’s cherry red
convertible was parked outside on the street and the sight of it was enough to freeze him in
place. Was Cordelia trying to see Giles too?

He had just started to pull himself back together and douse the quivering fear flaming up in his
belly at the thought of having to face both people who had every reason to hate him at the same
time when he saw it. Giles was walking Cordelia to her car. Giles was outside. Giles was a little
rough around the edges and had a respectable scruff on his face that was still a week away
from being called a beard, but Giles was semi back among the living. He had a small lifting of
his lips that could sort-of be called a smile in the face of the full force pageant beam that
Cordelia was aiming his way.

Turning around he all but skipped back the way he came from taking the well worn route to see
Willow. He had to spread the good news. All the worry he’d been denying and pushing down
since the hospital started to melt away. He might never be the same again, but Giles was going
to be fine. Cordelia would make sure of it.

xxxxxxxxx

Willow was furious and every word out of Xanders mouth just made her madder. Giles let
Cordelia into his apartment. Cordelia! She and Xander and Oz had been stopping by practically
every day to try and get some kind of an answer from the man and Cordelia just walks up and
gets let inside on the first try. It had to be the first try too, since no one had really seen the prom
queen since everything that happened the night Buffy and Angel left.
Cordelia!



It made her so mad. Even when everything goes wrong it all seems to turn out okay for Queen
C. Sure Angel left with Buffy but Cordelia was instantly forgiven by Giles for everything while
she was left outside in the cold. Everything that happened could be traced back to her and she
was the one that got to start over probably without even having to ask for it.

It wasn’t fair.

She had tried to talk to Giles all along, ever since she realised that her magic wasn’t working
and Xander let it slip that Giles had put some kind of mystical training wheels on her. She had
spent days at his door knocking until her hand all but bled, pleading with him through the door to
just let her in so they could talk. She was the one who called him every single day, even if he
didn’t pick up and she even tried putting a letter in his mail slot but that didn’t get a response
either. She had tried everything and been ignored but Queen C just strolls up and practically has
the red carpet rolled out for her.

It wasn’t fair!

She was a good person, a good student, a good friend, and a darn good witch. She didn’t
deserve to be shunned like this. First Buffy left town, because of her. Then Giles locked himself
away and only opened his door to her. Then Xander only came to see her because he saw her
first. She bet even Oz still talked to her. She hadn’t seen Oz since he’d healed up from the fight.
She thought they were getting somewhere, mending bridges or whatever, and then he just up
and left saying something about needing space. Space!

All of this because of one little spell that didn’t even work right. Sure after Xander laid it all out
for her she felt a little bad for Cordelia. He was right that no one deserved everything that
happened to her, but that didn’t change the reason why she did the spell in the first place.
Cordelia was wrecking everything, she just wanted it all to go back to the way it was before her
new world revolved around Cordelia the same way the old one did.

She wanted it to go back to just her, Xander, and Buffy spending time in the library with Giles.
Giles would tell them about the latest big bad and they would put their heads together and solve
it, saving the whole town. They would never tell anyone but they would know that they were
heroes. Buffy would be dating Angel and every day she would come to her with a new story
about something he did that was just so romantic or so confusing and they would stay up most
of the night on the phone talking about what it meant. She would be dating Oz and when people
asked she’d say she was with the band. He would be silent around everyone else, kind of like
Angel was, but when they were alone he would talk to just her. Xander would be snarking
behind them with a witty comeback for everything but he would always be there for them even
though he was only human. Then at the end of the week the three of them would go to the
Bronze and just hang together. Like always.



She didn’t understand why everything had to change and as far as she could see the reason it
all changed was clear. Cordelia. Everything was fine before she started coming around and
twisting things around to suit her own needs over theirs.

She would go talk to Giles tomorrow, if he was letting people in again then he wouldn’t shut her
out. She would tell him that she needed her magic back.

Everything would be fine.

xxxxxxxxx

Oz sat in his room strumming his guitar thinking, something he tried to do at least once a week.
Just him and his music, nothing else around to interrupt his thoughts or make him lose focus.

Cordelia had managed to get through to Giles so now he had a minute to breathe and just think
about himself and what he wanted for his life. It all used to be so simple, he wanted to learn a
few chords on his guitar and play his music for the rest of his life. He didn’t even have to be in a
band he just wanted to play. He knew he most likely wouldn’t be able to make a living at it,
especially not in Sunnydale, but he figured the rest would just work itself out naturally. His path
would present itself when he was ready to take it. He might be a teacher. Or a writer. Or
anything really.

Then he met Willow and became a werewolf. After that his path shortened to a trail he was
forced to walk and he clung to the one light spot in his new and terrifying life. Willow. She
understood and didn’t judge him for sprouting fur once a month and he thought alright this was
it. His happy ending had come early. He figured that was because his death was more and more
likely to come early too. Being a regular human in Sunnydale had a danger factor to it but once
you threw in a supernatural twist well then it just became impossible. He started setting small
milestones for his life getting through a day, then a week, then a month, beating this next
baddie. Small attainable things. His future became a thing of the past, at least in his mind. He
was here, he was breathing, and he had Willow that was all he needed. He even still had the
band. Life wasn’t great but it was good enough for him. Then things changed again. Willow
changed.

Willow had always been this shining star of goodness in his mind. A sweet innocent girl who
didn’t think about him in a certain way just because he was in a band or even just because he
was a werewolf. Willow just let him be himself and he loved that about her. Hell, he just loved
her full stop. Now though he’d seen a new side to Willow, a darker, meaner, more Harmony-esq
side to her and he wasn’t sure how to feel about that.

Willow had never judged him and he felt wrong for judging her now but the two situations
weren’t the same. She never judged him for being a werewolf, but as a werewolf with the proper
precautions he wasn’t a danger to others, and anytime he was it wasn’t a sneak attack he was a



fast moving bunch of slobber and fur he wasn’t sneaking up on anyone and surprising them.
Willow was. Magically and verbally. She had proven that with how she dealt with Cordelia.

So how did he deal with Willow. The idea of just cutting her out of his life hurt, but if he couldn’t
trust her how could he keep her close?

Shaking his head he decided to wait a little longer before he decided. Buffy and Angel were out
of the picture for the moment so Willow had no excuse to fall back on. If she did something now,
it would be all her and he would know. If she tried to be understanding and compassionate then
he would give them another chance. He really didn’t want to give her up, but he would if she
forced his hand.

Chapter 4 - Through My Tears

Giles was prepared today for Cordelia and her questions, the girl was brimming with them and
he had promised he would try to help her understand better this time. He worked better when he
was lecturing to her about the past, but he would do his best for her today. He stayed up half the
night just staring at the bottle of bourbon, never taking a sip, thinking about if he would even
open the door this morning. It would be so easy to just shut her out and go back to wallowing in
the dark, but he was an adult and he would face this in an effort to help them both.

A soft knock on the door drew his attention, he knew if he hesitated he would talk himself into
doing something unforgivable so he got up and answered without putting too much thought into
it. He should have at least looked to be sure it was Cordelia, since instead of the expected
brunette he was faced with an irate redhead. Willow had finally gathered her courage to come
and see him. This he was not prepared for.



She was obviously angry, but so was he. This was not a good situation for either of them to be
in. Unfortunately since they were in his home he couldn’t walk away and he knew it wouldn’t
occur to her to do so, they were stuck.

“Willow, now really isn’t-” He had been gearing up to gently steer her away, the last thing any of
them needed was another confrontation between her and Cordelia.

“Oh, now is the perfect time. Or is Cordelia the only one you have time for now?” The look of
hurt on her face at his apparent rejection was enough to soften him, he stepped aside to let her
in hoping this wouldn’t come back to bite them all later.

“I’m sorry, you’re right I should not have shunned you and the others like I did. I was working
through some things and while that is no excuse for shutting all of you out it was a necessary
step that I had to take. What brings you here this morning?” He had a good idea but until she
said it he could feign ignorance.

“My magic. You need to undo whatever you did to it so I can have it back. It’s infuriating, I can
feel it but I can’t reach it. Do you know what that’s like? No, you don’t, because no one ever did
something this cruel to you.” It broke his heart that she thought his actions cruel, but he stood by
his decision. That fact that she was standing here now making demands rather than seeking
understanding told him he did the right thing.

“No they did not, I only wish that they had. You needed this to help you gain some control,
something you sorely lack. I’m sorry that having your magic bound this way upsets you, but it is
for your own good.” He truly did wish someone had taken the time to notice his struggle for
control and acted in his best interests. He most likely would have reacted the same as Willow
was now, all young people would, but that didn’t change the fact that it had to be done.

“My own good? What do you know about my own good?”

“Do you not remember when we were all faced with Eyghon? That was the result of my having
too much power and not enough boundaries. Like you I thought I was smart enough and strong
enough to do whatever asinine idea took hold of my mind, and like you I was wrong. You
harmed a fellow human being, yes you did so without meaning to cause what you see as actual
harm, but you did it.”

“That was an accident, I wasn’t trying to hurt Cordelia!” Even now she refused to acknowledge
what she’d truly done. Her eyes wouldn’t meet his when she spoke her lie, but she stuck to it all
the same. He never should have taught her magic to begin with, they should have started
smaller and worked their way towards the mystic arts. It was partially his fault and he accepted
that but now he was trying to correct their course, that had to count for something.

“Then please enlighten me, what were you trying to do? You never did explain your intentions
and if you are telling the truth and they were benign then tell me and maybe I will change my
mind. Was it a mistake?” If he could get her to admit to what had happened, maybe he could
lead her towards the truth.



“I was just trying to get you to see her for what she really was. You were all fawning over her
and acting like she was some poor innocent girl, but she was tearing us apart. Her being there
was wrong!”

“So instead of harming Cordelia you intended to harm the rest of us?” He was stunned at her
casual announcement of such a vile act. How could she think something like that was okay to
even attempt. She needed more help than even he had realised before if she couldn’t see the
problem with what she was trying to do to them all.

“No!”

“Yes! What you are speaking of is mind magics, you wanted to alter us all to fit with the image of
the perfect life you had in your head. That is harmful, that is invasive, and frankly in most circles
it is considered a type of rape. You had no right to attempt it and you have no right to use it as
an excuse to absolve yourself of your wrongs. You tried to hurt multiple people and because of
your anger you instead harmed only one. Either way you do not deserve to have your powers
unbound. It is clear to me that even now you don’t understand what you’ve done or why you
shouldn’t have done it.”

“Why are you twisting things?” She turned from him now, her back to him she didn’t even
acknowledge what he had implied about her actions. She didn’t want to see it as wrong, so she
refused to.

“I’m not twisting things Willow, I’m being more than clear. You want your magic back, I’m saying
you can’t have it. Your powers will be unbound and returned to your will only when you prove
that you can be responsible.” Even while he was trying to gently express his thoughts he
wondered if he was doing her a disservice. Maybe if he was harsher with her now it would save
her grief in the future, but he did not want her to turn from him completely in her anger. There
was no telling where she would go if she left their group, she knew just enough about the dark
side of their town now to put herself in grave danger. He wouldn’t be able to live with himself if
she was hurt because she wouldn’t listen to him.

“I am responsible, I’m Willow there’s never been a more responsible person than me.”

“In most things yes, with your grades and every task given to you of course you are a studious
and responsible young woman. That is not the point we’re talking about here. With power like
this it’s not enough to be simply smart or just good, with this kind of power you have to be kind
and I don’t think you are. You are a good friend and a truly good person, but there are things in
life that blind you too easily. Cordelia Chase did nothing to deserve your ire, yet still you
attacked her, that is not the mark of a person ready to wield such powers alone. I’m sorry.”

“You’re sorry!” By now her volume had risen to near ear piercing. He needed to sit down and try
to center himself again. He was in no shape to have this conversation with her now. No shape at
all.

xxxxxxxxx



Cordelia was late, not that she and Giles had a set schedule but she had been making a point of
coming to him early in the day. She didn’t want him to have a chance to start drinking before she
got to him and then she kept him busy for as long as she could to keep him from the bottle.
Today was different. Today she’d been caught on her way out by Drusilla and Spike.

Cordelia walked silently down the stairs towards the door. The vampires were still awake this
time, but if she walked with purpose none of the minions would dare try to stop her. She could
hear the moans and slaps of sex coming from everywhere and the soft wimpers of their victims
and she just wanted to cry. She wanted out but she didn’t know what to do or how to break free.

“Naughty kitten, hiss.” Turning she found a naked Drusilla standing in the doorway to the dining
room, with Spike looming behind her. “Kitten can’t leave us, she’s daddy’s favorite.”

She for one was getting tired of waiting for Angelus or even Angel to come back to town. She
knew that was what the others were waiting for, that they wouldn’t leave until Angel made them
go.

“Spike kitten is being mean, put her over your knee.”

“Yes dear.” She wanted to run but she knew it wouldn’t help her at all. When Spike grabbed her
arm and dragged her into the dining room and towards one of the chairs around the table she
didn’t resist. He had her over his lap with her ass sticking up into the air in no time, though for
once he didn’t bother stripping her bare first. He was probably in a hurry, he already had some
deep scratches in his own chest from an angry Drusilla, he likely didn’t want to take too long.

The first slap was fairly tame, almost teasing, and her clothes helped to muffle the pain a bit.
The next was a bit harder but still nothing too bad, she was just starting to think that she might
be able to get through this when Drusilla started talking again.

“Punish her Spike! Punish the naughty little thing!” Drusilla was on the table next to them
rubbing her hands up and down her body. She was getting excited seeing her like this and they
all knew it. The next hit was at full strength and it jerked her body forward until her head hit
against the table Drusilla was sitting on making the deranged vampiress giggle.

She wanted to cry but she was all cried out, there were no more tears in her. The next hit made
her want to scream but she didn’t, she refused to give them the satisfaction. Not anymore.

Sitting in the car in front of Giles’ apartment complex for a minute she shifted from one side to
the other trying to get herself comfortable enough to get out of the car. It wasn’t working and she
knew it wouldn’t, but she had to try. Stepping out she straightened her dress and gave her hair a
good flip to try and snap herself back into place, she was Cordelia Chase and she could do
anything. Coming up to the door she could hear muffled yelling from the other side, that was
strange no one else had ever been here before. Maybe it was his landlord? Or a neighbor?

Getting closer she peered through the semi-closed curtains to see Willow standing in front of
Giles really laying into the man. Her hands were on her hips and her mouth was going a mile a



minute, even her feet were stomping every few seconds. She was livid. Looking over at Giles
she found a man defeated. He was sitting in his chair at his desk with his face hidden behind his
hands and anyone who looked could see the man was close to losing his temper. Or his mind.

Feeling her own fury rise she straightened up and pasted on her best May Queen smile before
barging in without knocking, something she would never normally do, catching them both off
guard. Good, that would make this easier.

“Giles, I'm here for our daily chat. Sorry Willow, this is our hour to talk.” She tried to make it
sound like she didn’t know the other girl hadn’t been invited over but they both knew she did.
Giles hadn’t talked to anyone but her yet and while she was working on getting him to come a
bit more out of his shell of grief and pain, this was not helping.

“We’re not done.”

“Oh yes you are. Run along now.” Her smile promised retribution later, it was the one she used
to use against her sycophantic followers whenever they would step too far out of line.

She watched Willow rise up to fight before she deflated again just as fast. Without Giles or Buffy
or anyone really to back her even at a distance she was out matched and she knew it. Looking
over towards Giles for help she finally saw the broken shell of a man she’d been screaming at
for who knew how long and lost all color in her face. She messed up and now she knew it.

Watching the other girl flee filled her with the same kind of satisfaction she used to feel when
she would put a poser back in her place. It had been what felt like an eternity since she’d had
that rush, too bad she couldn’t just sit back and enjoy it.

Looking back at Giles she thought about what she was supposed to do now. She could just let it
go and pretend that nothing out of the ordinary had happened. She could make an excuse and
leave after giving Willow enough time to put some distance between them, leaving Giles alone
to pull himself back together. Or she could do what came naturally to her and charge full speed
ahead.

“What was all that about?” She had seen that Willow was angry but she hadn’t been able to
really hear any of the words through the door, and all talk had stopped when she came in. If she
knew what the fight was about she might be able to help.

“Willow came by this morning to discuss her magic with me.”

“What about it?” Did Willow want a magic tutor? Giles had been there to help the girl ever since
she started delving into her wiccan side, but maybe she was feeling neglected without him
around all the time. Everyone knew that Willow valued information and learning above
everything else.



“After her behavior towards you, and the spell she cast against you, I had her magic bound. She
now believes I was unfair and has demanded that I undo it. I refused and that is where you
came into the fray.”

“Wait. Willow was the one who did that to me?” Her brain could not process that, there was a
disconnect between reality and fantasy that was making it hard to breathe. She had thought that
Angelus or Drusilla had arranged for her little peyote-esq dream walk of self discovery, after all it
came down heavily in his favor. Hearing that it was Willow made her stomach clench in an
emotion she couldn’t identify. It wasn’t fear. It wasn’t even anger. It was something new and
powerful, but she didn’t have the time to really try to figure it out just yet. She needed to pay
attention to Giles.

“Yes. She was trying to make the rest of us see you for who she thought you were and because
of her malicious intent it didn’t go as planned. Once I realised she was the one responsable and
the reasoning she held for her actions I took steps to keep her from doing such harm again. She
can no longer use her magic at her own discretion.”

“Huh.” So Willow hated her that much? Enough that her hatred caused her magic to hit the
skids. She hadn’t thought she’d factored into life that much for the redhead. Sure she’d said
some awful things to the girl and been verbally slapped back in return, but that was just normal
teen drama. It wasn’t worth that level of hate, at least she never thought so before.

“Are you alright Cordelia?” She wanted to tell him that she was fine, that the idea of someone
like Willow doing magic on her in hatred didn’t send shivers down her spine but the words
wouldn’t leave her throat. They were stuck behind that lump there that was making her eyes
burn.

Huh, she finally knew what that emotion was. Betrayal. She felt betrayed. The monsters were
supposed to attack, not the heroes. Slowly breathing in she got the pain to subside enough for
her to answer Giles before he started to panic and try to help her. She didn’t want him to look at
her with pity, she couldn’t take it. Pulling on her best Queen mask she threw his question back
at him.

“Am I alright? Are you alright? When I got here she was really laying into you, if one of us has
the right to be upset right now it’s you. Being attacked in your home has to be kind of bizarre
and really upsetting.”

“Yes, I believe I am doing fine now. It was just a shock to see her here when I wasn’t expecting
her.”

“That I get.” That would have been the point, Willow knew that Giles wasn’t seeing people right
now, but she found a loophole and snuck in. It was an ambush.

“Did you have questions for me?”



“They can wait.” The two of them sat in silence just finding comfort in not being alone. When it
was time for her to go she gave him a soft smile and was rewarded with one in return. She was
making progress.

xxxxxxxxx

Oz had waited for Cordelia outside of Giles apartment and talked her into coming to the Bronze
with him. He knew that all their problems couldn’t be solved by just pretending like the last few
months never happened, but he wanted to remind Cordelia that there were still good things out
in the world waiting for her.

She was in her element, while he didn’t see any of the usual Cordette posse around that didn’t
stop Cordelia from holding court. She passed judgment on fashion and declared who was in and
who was out of the crowd. She never left her table while in the past she used to split her time
between holding court and moving on the dance floor.

It wasn’t until someone mentioned having missed seeing the usual girls around that Cordelia
started to get a little down. No one had really seen Aura or Blue and Oz could only claim to have
seen Harmony once at the mall. The Cordette’s had vanished and everyone was clamoring
either for some good gossip about where they went or to replace them.

He was so caught up in his own thoughts about what could have happened to the other girls
that he didn’t notice Cordelia starting to hyperventilate until it was very noticeable. Seeing her
starting to panic he reached out a hand to touch her shoulder, he meant it to be a show of
support but the moment he touched her she flinched away and tears began to pool in her eyes.
She jumped up and ran from the table, pushing people out of her way and he followed. He tried
to make sure no one else did but his main focus was getting to his friend who was in obvious
pain.

When he made it outside he found her standing in the middle distance trying to get her
breathing under control but the very sound of it made him flinch back in empathy. He wanted to
embrace her and help to get her breathing back under control but he didn’t want to set her off
again, she didn’t seem to want to be touched so he just stood in her eye line and silently waited.
He would wait all night if he had to, but he would be there for her no matter what.

Through her sobs she started talking about her friends and where they were now or rather
where they weren’t. They were no longer among the living. Halfway through her broken retelling
her legs seemed to give out and she fell to the hard asphalt, he could smell the blood from
where her knees hit. She didn’t seem to notice she just kept saying she was sorry and asking
why they hadn’t been found yet.

He stepped towards her, he wanted to help pull her up off the ground and get her home, but she
had other ideas. When he was close enough to touch she latched onto his waist and broke
beyond words. She sobbed into the side of his coat, her ragged breathing and fractured coughs
the only sound around them. He didn’t know what to say. There was nothing to say.



xxxxxxxxx

Xander saw Cordelia rush out of the Bronze with Oz close on her heels and he followed them. If
there was some kind of trouble he wanted to help, he was still feeling beyond guilty about his
lack of help before and he wanted to change that. He knew that being a good guy now wouldn’t
ever change the absolute asshole he was before, but that didn’t mean he couldn’t try to be
better.

What he saw when he cleared the doorway made his whole body lock up. Cordelia Chase,
queen of Sunnydale High and the biggest baddest bitch to ever walk her halls in all of
Sunnydale history, was on her knees in the alley surrounded by trash and grime sobbing. Oz
was standing over her with a look of anger and pain on his face while she babbles incoherently
into his hip. Her arms were around his waist holding him to her like she thought he would shake
her off, but anyone looking could see all he wanted to do was find some way to comfort her.

Xander did too.

He wanted to help, but he knew that his being here would just make things worse. It was one
thing for Oz to see her breaking down, but if she knew he had seen her too she would be
mortified.

Chapter 5 - Tears of Fear

Xander wasn’t sure why he was coming to Giles with this, heck he wasn’t even sure he would
be able to get the man to open the door for him, but he couldn’t think of who else he could talk
to. His circle of friends had shrunk dramatically lately down to practically none, he was only on
vaguely speaking terms with Oz right now and the other boy was busy. Buffy had skipped town,



Willow was losing her mind, and there was no one else in the know that he could go to. Now
wasn’t the time for self pity though, now was the time for optimism and hope. Knocking on the
door he prayed it would open this time. Hearing the turn of the knob and the creek of the hinges
he sent up a silent thank you for the answer to his silent prayer.

“Xander?” Most people would be offended at the incredulous tone but he understood. Not only
was it nearly midnight, but him just showing up out of the blue alone wasn’t exactly normal. He
hadn’t really seen Giles since the hospital when he had to tear his world apart by telling him the
worst news he’d ever had to tell anyone. He couldn’t look the man in the eyes after watching
him break down like that.

“Hey. I know you’re taking some time and whatever, and I don’t blame you after everything, but I
really need to talk to someone about this so I don’t screw it up and well you’re the only one who
can give me good advice.” He could have gone to Willow but even he knew that would have
been a bonehead idea. When it came to Cordelia Willow had a blindspot a mile wide.

“Of course, what’s happened?” Stepping into the cozy little apartment he let the feeling of being
warm and protected seep into his skin. He hadn’t realised how much he missed this feeling of
being somewhere he knew he was safe until just then.

“I was at the Bronze and I saw Oz there with Cordelia. I didn’t go over, I didn’t want to
accidentally start something, I have a bad case of foot in mouth disease on my best days I think
we all know that. I did keep a bit of an eye on them though, just to make sure everything was all
good and for a while it was. Cordelia was doing her thing surrounded by the vapid and shallow
elite and Oz was being a silent statue behind her kind of smug in a cool zen way, same old
same old. Until something changed. I don’t know who said what or who did what but something
set Cordelia off big time. She basically had a panic attack right there in front of everyone and
she just up and ran out. Oz was right on her the whole way but I followed just in case, the alley
behind the Bronze isn’t exactly vampire free territory after all, and what I saw shook me bad.”

“What did you see?” Looking into the calm, paternal eyes of the man who had become a bit of a
surrogate father to them all he debated what to say next. He was getting tired of being the
bearer of bad news and it was starting to mess with his mind a little. Deep down he knew that
him having to be the one to tell Giles all this messed up stuff wasn’t going to make the man turn
on him but it was a real fear he couldn’t shake.

“By the time I got out there, and I was right behind them not even two minutes, maybe three,
from the time I lost sight of them and found them again and boy did I find them. She was on her
knees just sobbing, I have never heard a sound like that come from a real life person before.
She was hugging Oz and crying like her life was over or something.” Or like her very soul had
been torn to shreds. He had never heard such agony before. He hoped to never hear it again if
he was being honest.

“I see.”



“Like I know that everything lately has been hard on her and all, but I don’t know I guess I
thought that it was over. Angelus is gone, danger passed, time to move on to the next badie like
usual. Pretty stupid huh, nothing Angelus did was in the realm of normal. Then I saw her tonight
and I just froze. I wanted to help her but I didn’t know how. Ever since I started figuring it out that
Cordelia was in trouble I promised myself that I would do better next time, that I would help her
when she needed me to but I didn’t. I just didn’t. I couldn’t move and my brain just kept circling
around about how she already had Oz and how she wouldn’t even want me to help her, but then
it changed. Halfway home I started thinking that maybe I should have helped anyway right?” He
had been so sure that leaving was the right thing to do, until he wasn’t. Now he was here for his
second opinion.

“Not necessarily. Like you said she already had help and your presence may have made her
feel crowded or watched.” Or worse. He knew the real reason that he didn’t go to her, they both
did, but Giles was too British to say it.

“Or judged right? Cause that’s where my brain went. She would think I was judging her because
that’s what I did, I judged her and made her life even worse when she really needed someone to
be there.”

“You were unaware and now that you are you’re trying to do better.”

“Am I though, I said I would, I promised that when the time came I would jump in and defend her
no matter what but the time came and I froze.” He could feel the tears starting to fall down his
face so he turned away and wiped at them, real men didn’t do things like that. He didn’t want
Giles to think less of him, or well any less of him than he probably already did.

“That’s not exactly what happened-” He couldn’t let him finish, he didn’t need Giles to make
excuses for him he made enough of those for himself. He just needed him to listen and he
needed to get this out.

“Yeah it is though. I promised that I would be a good guy from now on and then I didn’t do
anything. I tried but I just couldn’t move. Am I a bad guy Giles?” The tears were coming in
earnest now and he couldn’t stop them. He tried but just like with everything else he tried to do
he failed.

“No. No you’re not a bad guy Xander, please don’t think that.”

“How can I not? She was being terrorized by the guy that I said from day one was a bad dude
and what did I do? Nothing. No, I did worse than nothing. I made it harder for her. You didn’t
hear her tonight Giles, she was broken and I had a hand in breaking her. She must have been
so scared before and I didn’t see it. If I’m such a good guy, how did I not see it?” How did none
of them see it? She had seemed so strong, everything had a sarcastic comment attached or a
breezy laugh like it was nothing. She gave off that vibe that no matter what happened it would
all just roll right over her and she would always be fine. Only she wasn’t fine anymore. She
probably hadn’t been fine the whole time.



“Being a good person, a kind person, which I believe you are, isn't about not making mistakes.
It’s about doing your best and fixing the mistakes you do make. It’s about learning from the
wrongs you do and the pain you cause others and becoming better from that lesson. Did you
harm Cordelia? Yes. Were you the only one who did? No. Have you learned from your past
actions? Yes, I think you have.”

“No I haven’t, I didn’t help her.”

“Tonight your help wasn’t needed. You were right in your first thought, she had Oz with her
tonight and he is a young man of endless empathy who she trusts to be there for her. Your next
chance to help her will come tomorrow and the day after that and the day after that. Yes
Cordelia has been damaged by her experiences with Angelus but now it is up to us, the people
who know her, to help her find her way back to the life that’s still waiting for her. If you truly want
to help her then help her to find herself again. Invite her to spend time with you during the day in
places where the sun shines. Show her there is more than the darkness even in a hellish place
like this. Do you think you can do that?”

“Yeah. I can do that.” She might slam the door in his face, but if she did he would just try again
and again, like he did with Giles. Eventually she would see that he only wanted to help her.

“Good. You are a good man Xander and with a little more time and a bit of help I believe you will
one day become a great one.”

He walked out of Giles apartment and back towards his home feeling better than he had in
ages. Tonight he was a man, and more than that he was ten feet tall and nothing could touch
him. He was a man with a plan.

xxxxxxxxx

Oz was exhausted and stressed and sad and just done with life at this point. After he had
managed to get Cordelia from the alley into his van he sat with her for over an hour while she
cried and he felt so useless. There was nothing he could do to even try to make her feel better
about things except tell her that everything was going to be fine now which only seemed to
make her cry harder. After he dropped her off at her house he drove around for a while trying to
get his head back on straight, he needed to do something more than just taking Cordelia to the
Bronze every now and again. He was her friend and it was time he started acting like it, he was
now determined to see her every single day from now on. Even if it was just for a minute to ask
her how she was doing and make sure she knew he was there if she needed him, he would be
there for her.

Coming up to his door he saw Willow sitting on the steps of his porch and tried not to growl in
frustration. He still wasn’t sure what was going on between the two of them and tonight was not
the night to find out.

“Willow, now really isn’t-”



“Why does everyone keep saying that to me? Am I really so horrible that no one has any time
for me anymore? You and Giles would rather spend time with Cordelia than me?” That was it,
the way she said Cordelia’s name grated against his last nerve and he was done.

“You don’t get to sneer at her name, you of all people don’t get to do that, not after what you’ve
done. You’ve changed Willow and I don’t think I like the person you’ve become. You attack
people with magic, with words, with your thoughts even. Everyone can see it when you think
badly of someone, you don’t exactly have a poker face. The Willow I knew, the one I fell in love
with, the one that I thought was worth waiting for and adored with every breath I took would
never have done any of those things. That Willow was kind and sweet, that Willow had
compassion for her fellow man no matter who they are or what they’ve done. What happened to
my Willow?”

“Nothing happened to me, I’m right here, you’re the one who walked away.” She all but stamped
her foot, she really couldn’t see what was happening around her. She was so blinded by the
way she thought things should be, reality was slapping her in the face now and it wasn’t letting
up.

“I didn’t walk away, I just needed some time to think and decide what to do now. After everything
I needed to know if I could still love you, this version of you. It was so hard to think about it, I
thought you and I would be a forever kind of deal, but if this is the new you then I want no part in
it.”

“I’m the same me I was before.”

“No you aren’t and if you can’t see that then you need to take some time and think through a
few things yourself. The Willow I fell in love with felt compassion for her vampire self from
another world. The Willow I fell in love with still loved me even after I became a werewolf and
protected me from a poacher. The Willow I fell in love with wouldn’t have hurt someone who was
already bleeding for no reason at all.”

“There was a reason, plenty of reasons!” She was still trying to justify what she’d done. She
wasn’t facing it and if she wanted to move on then she had to.

“Name one that justifies what you’ve done and I’ll let it go. Name one that doesn’t have to do
with Buffy and Angel being soulmates in your eyes. Name one that doesn’t have to do with
Cordelia saying hurtful things when we were all kids. Name one Willow.”

She didn’t say anything, she just stood there with tears rolling down her face and he wanted
nothing more than to just reach out and wipe them away. He didn’t want to hurt her but she had
to hear it and this time she had to listen. Xander had said it to her before, but she never seemed
to hold onto it. Maybe she would this time.

“That’s what I thought.” Turning away he walked inside, his heart breaking with every step. This
was for the best.



xxxxxxxxx

Giles greeted each teen as they arrived at his apartment the next day, he had called all four of
them that morning and requested they come by. He had spent the night thinking about
everything, and he knew it was time to let them all back into his life as best he could. There
would of course still be moments where he would need his solitude but the time for true isolation
had come and gone. They needed each other now. Once the four teens were as comfortable as
they could make themselves he began to explain his new idea to them.

“I know we are all hurting in our own way and it will take time for us all to come to terms with the
things that have happened. However, in our anger and grief we can not leave the Hellmouth
unprotected, there are still vampires and demons stalking the innocent of this town and we can
do something to help them.”

“But Buffy isn’t here.” He was beginning to think he had done them all a disservice by
emphasising the slayer's role in fighting the forces of darkness. Now Buffy thought herself a
near God and the others thought themselves useless without her. He had only been trying to
urge caution but it was becoming clear that he’d gone too far.

“No, she is not, but we are. We may not be slayers but we have the knowledge necessary to
patrol this town and do our best to help. Sunnydale is not the only hellmouth it is just the most
active, the others are contained by average individuals like us. They must use strategy and
each other to achieve their goals but they can and do achieve them. So can we.”

“But-” He didn’t want to let them start making excuses, once the first one was used they would
think they weren’t able to succeed. He needed them to believe in themselves.

“It will not be easy, I’m not saying it will be. But if done correctly it will be fulfilling. We will know
that we’ve done our best to help our fellow man survive the threats that surround them.”

“What can we do? I mean individually, it’s not like any of us have the muscles to take down a
nest of vampires or even a weak demon.” Xander was at times surprisingly shrewd, especially
after his stint as a soldier for Halloween. He wasn’t so much doubting the goal as he was the
method which was a valid concern.

“Not alone no, but together with the right weapons we could. Instead of fighting them one on
one I propose that we move together as a group. While Oz is not as powerful outside of her wolf
form he is still stronger than an average human and that could be to our advantage. In human
form he is indistinguishable from any other teenage boy, he would be underestimated and that
would give him an edge. Xander is adept at strategy and can use multiple weapons since his
time as a soldier on halloween, we can use that to our advantage as well. Willow, your magic
combined with mine should be enough to keep most threats busy at least for a short time while
the others get into position. Cordelia, you and I have been working on your fighting skills for
some time now and I believe you are strong enough to be an asset when paired with Oz in the
field.” He could see the sparks of pride in each of their eyes, he had given them the right words
to find their courage. He told them he thought they could win so now they thought it too.



“I’m in.” “Me too.” “Me three.” “Why not, let’s give it a try.”

“Excellent. We will start with nightly patrols, as a group, it shouldn’t take more than a couple
hours each night to traverse the cemeteries in town. We aren’t going to be taking on any
demons we find, for now we are just trying to keep the vampire population under control. Any
questions?” He knew there would be with this group there always were. He only hoped the
questions stayed on topic.

“Yeah, what are we going to call ourselves?”

“I beg your pardon?” It was a vain hope he knew that now.

“Well we can’t just continue to be the scoobies, we need to strike fear in undead hearts. So what
are we? Oh and we need codenames. I for one want to be known as Nighthawk.” Xander had a
wide grin on his face that was infectious, soon everyone was laughing and calling out
increasingly ridiculous names.

Oz was dubbed Howler, which he took in stride.

Willow was dubbed Glenda at her own insistence.

Cordelia was dubbed Queen, she would accept nothing less than a royal moniker and they all
knew it.

They dubbed him, very much against his will, G-man. He was also voted as the leader of their
small band of misfits with Oz as second in command. Willow offered up her old walkie talkies to
help them stay in contact if they got separated and Cordelia offered to drive them so they didn’t
have to walk the whole town twice over since they weren’t on the look out for stray demons in
between destinations. Oz quietly suggested some new clothes that were on the darker side and
calmly voted for a dress code for their shoes. Sneakers only in case they had to run.

They were as ready as they were going to be

Chapter 6 - Coming Home



Oz wasn’t sure how he’d been voted second in command but he wanted a recount of the votes.
This was crazy and they all knew it. It was one thing to sit in Giles apartment and talk about how
they didn’t need a slayer to patrol and about how they were a team, but being out here was
something else entirely.

Giles was up on top of the mausoleum in the center of their little field of slaughter yelling out
instructions and warnings. Xander and Willow were taking on anything that came at them from
the left which had him and Cordelia taking on all the vamps from the right. Giles took care of
anyone bold enough to climb up to him and tossed out weapons when needed, with surprisingly
good aim. They had tried it with someone else up top yelling out commands but it never worked,
whoever was up there always got distracted or in the case of Cordelia just started yelling out
trash talk against the other side. Once a cheerleader, always a cheerleader.

So far they had dusted about a dozen vamps tonight and they were still coming, he was getting
tired and he was pretty sure that inhaling all this vampire dust had to be playing hell with their
lungs. When they would go out with Buffy there would only ever be a max of three vamps in any
one cemetery and sometimes they would go the whole night and not see any action at all. It
would seem that word was out that the slayer had skipped town, because every night they were
besieged on all sides by vamps by the dozens. In each cemetery.

He and Cordy had worked out a system where he would grab whichever vamp they were
fighting and she would stake them, she had wicked aim and hit the heart first try nine times out
of ten. He had pulled nearly every muscle in his body keeping hold of the squirming undead, but
it was the best they could do together. If Cordelia tried to grab one she would either freeze or
get knocked down easily, it was like she was fighting with herself more than anyone else, so
having her take the lead was dangerous.

Willow and Xander were a bit more chaotic and individual with their attacks. They couldn’t seem
to gel together like they should have, they were lifelong friends but together in the cemetery they



fought like they couldn’t trust each other to back them up. Xander was all hand to hand and
crossbows while Willow used nearly nothing but her magic. Occasionally she would use it to
throw a vamp in the path of one of Xanders bolts, but usually they fought like they were alone
and not a team.

This was not a sustainable system and they all knew it. Buffy had better come back soon or they
were going to be overrun just by the vampires. The demons were probably having a field day
with no one around to stop them.

xxxxxxxxx

Giles had barely gotten through his door when the phone began to ring. While that wasn’t
necessarily unusual, he did have a great many acquaintances in other timezones, but unless it
was an emergency such calls were scheduled in advance to be sure he would be home to
answer them.

“Hello?” He didn’t want to have to deal with this whatever it was, but he knew from experience
that just ignoring the things that were out of the ordinary never boded well for anyone who lived
and thrived on a hellmouth. The universe had a way of laughing at the fools who did so here.

“Rupert, good of you to finally answer.” He tried to keep his temper in check but even hearing
the voice of Quentin Travers had a way of snapping his control. The pompous ass.

“Why are you calling?” He wasn’t technically a watcher any longer so he didn’t have to be polite
to him anymore.

“That’s no way to speak to me Rupert. I was calling to give you a heads up we’re sending a new
watcher your way to take over the duties you failed at.”

“I didn’t-” He knew better than to try and defend his position but he still tried every time. Being
told he failed was something that grated on him every time he heard it.

“We also got word that the new slayer is making her way towards your little town, the hellmouth
must be calling to her. Please try to keep everything under control until they arrive won’t you.”

“Who are you sending?” He hoped it was someone with at least some experience, though he
more than most knew that the Council was running a bit short of those at the moment.
Academics they had in droves but people who could actually survive on the Hellmouth were in
short supply.

“A young chap named Wesley Wyndam-Pryce he’s Rogers’ boy, a legacy, you know much like
you were. Pity how that worked out for you, huh. He’s a by the book sort and he should be able
to get your slayer into shape in no time at all.” Like you failed to do. The subtext was heard loud
and clear, he simply chose to ignore it.

“That’s really not a good idea.”



“Oh do you think so? Why not?” The sarcasm and derision dripping from every word was thick
enough to cut with a knife, but he had to try even though he knew the other man would never
really listen to him. They were making a mistake.

“While I have yet to meet this new slayer it sounds to me like she’s coming here on her own
without a watcher, and that tells me she might be as much of a wild card as Buffy. Buffy will not
listen to someone straight out of the academy, she simply won’t.” Honestly it was a toss up most
days if she would listen to him, and she actually respected him in her own way.

“Of course she will, she’s a slayer, it's her duty to listen to her watcher and perform her tasks to
the best of her ability.” He made it sound so matter of fact like he was talking about stories
instead of people. Like it never occurred to him that someone would refuse to play the part they
were given, even though they both knew it happened on occasion.

“That may well be, but between myself and Merrick she has grown used to older men leading
her. She trusts that we know what we’re doing because of our age if nothing else. If I remember
right this Wesley is barely out of his twenties. They won’t respect him.”

“Then it will be his job to earn their respect won’t it. We all have to start somewhere.”

“Yes, but-” The dial tone sounded in his ear ending what he had to say. This was terrible.

He honestly felt bad for this young fool, he remembered what it was like to be just out of the
academy full of that surety that they were on the side of good and peace. Life in the field had a
way of beating that out of them all. Once you see the lifeless body of your first slayer that
certainty starts to crack and decay. Some manage to find a new way of looking at things, but he
never did. He couldn’t. These were human lives they were playing with and no amount of
academic study and professional distance made it any easier to stand over the body of a
teenage girl knowing that you helped to put her there.

“I’m sixteen years old Giles. I don’t want to die.”

Those words had ripped his heart out and left him breathless for days. How many others had
thought those same thoughts before her only to be guilted and forced into the situation anyway.
They were grown men and women standing on the sidelines waiting for someone else to save
them and he was sick of it.

A legacy Travers had called this new fellow. He knew what that meant, all books and no smarts.
He wouldn’t truly be able to fight or make the tough calls, he would be worse than useless he
would be in the way. He would do his best to help guide him but if the decision needed to be
made he would make it and he would always favor the young and the innocent above all others.

xxxxxxxxx

Wesley Wyndam-Pryce was well aware of his reputation around the Council. They thought he
was a bit of a ninny and that he would fold under pressure, but he was going to prove them



wrong. He would live up to the Wyndam-Pryce name and show them all that he was worthy of
being a member of this prestigious body.

The idea of going to an active hellmouth for his first assignment was a bit daunting, especially
one with a slayer with a track record like Ms. Summers, but he was more than up to the task he
was sure. He had his books packed and his credentials at the ready, while he couldn’t work in
the school as Mr. Giles had done he was sure he would be able to attain ready access to both
slayers soon enough. No one was overly sure of the identity of the newest girl, though there
were signs that she was moving steadily towards Sunnydale. That was a bit of a mess, but he
would overcome it all.

“Are you ready?” His mother was standing in the doorway, while she wasn’t an overly
affectionate woman she would be the one person he would miss while he was away.

“Yes.” There was no need for a showing of emotion, it would just embarrass them both.

“Good, now remember your training and you’ll do just fine. Rupert Giles is a good man, no
matter what the others have to say about his recent behavior, you can rely on him. He was a bit
of a wild card in his youth but he became a strong and stalwart defender of good, if you run into
any trouble or come across a situation you weren’t prepared for ask his advice. You don’t have
to take it but it never hurts to hear it.”

“I understand mother.” He had spent the last year hearing all about Mr. Giles from every
direction. His so-called fall from grace was the talk of the Council for months after his sacking,
his mother had been the only voice of reason he ever heard truly defend the man to any degree.

If he was being honest the idea of meeting the man he’d heard so many stories about was a bit
intimidating. He supposed he could just try his best to make a good first impression and go from
there, while the man was his senior he would not allow himself to be walked all over. He was in
charge now and he needed to be sure that was never in question.

Grabbing his carryon luggage he took one last look around his room to make sure he hadn’t
forgotten anything and headed out towards the airport. There was really no need to stop to say
goodbye to anyone, least of all his father, it would simply be a waste of valuable time. He was
on his way to fulfilling his destiny.

xxxxxxxxx

Faith had finally made it to California, though Sunnydale was still at least three days of travel off.
Her watcher had talked all about this place before… well before. She had made a whole big
deal about how if she was called they would both be going there to fulfill her destiny. She would
just talk and talk and talk all about Buffy and how she’d done the impossible and made it where
two slayers could be called at the same time. How she defied death and prophecy. How she
was going to be one of the greats. Well one of the greats was exactly what she needed right
now, if Kakistos came looking for her, she wanted to be somewhere where the backup wasn’t a
bunch of screaming sissies.



When Nancy had first started coming around and told her all about this slayer gig she thought
the woman was out of her mind. She didn’t have the look of a crazy type, but she had learned at
an early age that crazy was good at hiding. Then she’d launched into this whole song and
dance about how powerful she was going to be someday and about how she was meant for
greater things. She still wasn’t buying it, but it was a way out of the hell she lived in with her
mom so she played along. She always thought she would just stick it out until she got a little
older, play the long game of pretend, then bounce when it wasn’t working for her anymore.

Seeing her first vampire but a bit of a hitch in that plan. Suddenly there was this whole new
world full of threats and she was all about learning how to defend herself. She still didn’t think
she would ever be this chosen warrior chick, but she would take the lessons to heart either way.
Then it all went to shit when this big bad vamp came along and decided to make a meal out of
both of them, only he wanted a show first. Watching Nancy die was a new level of fucked up she
didn’t even know existed until that moment, and it sent her hard into panic mode. She was just
starting to think that her end was coming when she felt this rush build up inside of her.

She was chosen.

Suddenly she knew exactly what to do. She got free and started wailing on the minions the big
guy left behind while he popped out for a minute and turned them all to dust. Out of some last
dregs of respect she took Nancy’s body when she ran and left it somewhere it would be found
and reported. The two of them hadn’t exactly been bosom buddies or anything but the lady had
looked out for her in her own way, so she figured she owed her or something.

Good deed done. Debt paid. Time to move on.

Look out Sunnydale, she was coming to town.

xxxxxxxxx

Buffy didn’t want to go back to Sunnydale but Angel was insisting, he said that they needed to
go back and face things. She didn’t want to. Sunnydale was full of too much drama and what
was sure to be epic frowns of parental disappointment.

Sunnydale had responsibilities.

Sunnydale had hard choices.

Sunnydale had Cordelia.

She didn’t want to tempt fate, not when Angel had been acting all wiggy lately, he was acting
like he was feeling guilty about everything under the sun, even after weeks of basking in the
glory of being together without any troubles he still wouldn’t touch her. They still weren’t back to
being them again. No matter how hard she tried or what she said she just wasn’t getting through
to him and the two of them going back didn’t seem like the best idea to her. Not yet anyway.



“Can’t we just stay a little longer?” It wasn’t that where they were was even that great, it wasn’t,
but it at least wasn’t Sunnydale. God, sometimes she thought the town itself was just a giant
blackhole of despair that sucked all the happiness out of the lives of the people there. The
second you crossed that town line all hope stayed on the other side.

“No.”

“Angel-” She wanted to make her argument again, maybe she just wasn’t being persuasive
enough. If she could find the right words maybe he would understand why going back now was
such a bad idea.

“I understand Buffy, trust me I do, but it’s time to face the world again. So I’m going back. The
only thing left up in the air is if you’re coming with me.”

Huffing out a sigh of frustration she went back to packing, of course she was going with him she
would never leave him to go back there alone. To her. She just couldn’t shake this feeling that
this was the end of something more than just their little mini-vacation together.

She could feel it in her soul, there was something waiting for them back in Sunnydale and
whatever it was it would change everything and she didn’t want things to change. Not again.
She wanted the two of them to go back to the way things were when they would make-out at her
bedroom window because she was grounded and they couldn’t stand to not see each other.
Like when they would spend their patrol nights holding hands and talking about everything that
came to mind, sure she did most of the talking but he was always just there for her in a way no
one else ever had been before.

She wanted that sweet rush of love back and all she could feel now was this ache of knowing
that no matter what they did or how much they wanted it they could never really be what they
were. Not anymore.

“Are you sure-” She didn’t get to finish her thought before he was snapping at her. His temper
had shortened significantly since his soul had been temporarily misplaced.

“Yes.” His hissed response made her jump a little. Not just because it was so abrupt but
because there was a slight growl in his tone. She had been noticing that more and more lately, it
was like his vampire side was closer to the surface than ever before. Like Angelus was closer to
them all.

She didn’t want to think about what that meant about things back home. The Angel from before
had done everything he could to seem more human, but now it was like he was barely holding
on to his humanity and it scared her.

Look out Sunnydale it was time to go home.


