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AN: I was watching WITW earlier from the new DVD and I wondered, what if it was Buffy waiting for Angel when they got back? 
AN2: Just so you know, it’s Cordy telling Angel they should get together… not the other way around.

AN3: And, Angel and Buffy are back together, they got back together when they met in secret! 

“Angel, could I talk to you?” Cordelia wondered as she pulled Angel off to the side.

“Yeah, sure.” He followed her.

“About earlier…” she started.

“It’s okay Cordelia. You were right earlier. It wasn’t us. I love you Cordy, but not in that way.” He let her down gently. 

“But what about Kyrumption and what everyone’s been telling us?” she tried to make him understand that she believed they should be together. 

“Cordy, I know what everyone’s been telling us. And I would be inclined to believe that it’s true in our case,” he paused and saw her start to smile, but continued, “except for one little thing. We didn’t meet in the field of battle.” 

“But that’s not important.” She argued.

“I’m sorry Cordy. I have kyrumption or Moira or whatever you want to call it, but not with you. Every time one of those words is mentioned there is only one I can think of in my mind.” A half smile came over him as he thought of her. 

The one that he’d loved and lost. Despite everything they’d been through, her smiling face in his mind always made him smile.  

“Buffy.” Cordelia concluded. “I should have known. I could never compete with her for your affections.” 

“Cordy I’m sorry, I wish I could return your feelings, but I just- can’t. I can’t give you my heart when it’s been taken for over six years.” 

“Do I really still have your heart?” A silky feminine voice came from the balcony upstairs. 

A huge smile came over Angel as he looked up and saw his love standing there with Connor in her arms. She returned his smile and saw how good he looked in his tux. She walked down the steps with baby Connor in tow and the sight just made Angel melt. 

Cordelia saw how the two looked at each other and knew that no matter what, these two belonged together. She just shrugged off her feelings, thanking that they didn’t get into something and then have it end messy. She quietly left the two love birds alone and left the hotel. 

“I think Connor needs some Daddy-time.” Buffy handed him over. “I’ll be right back.” She kissed him on the cheek and went to use the ladies room.

Lorne came down and saw Angel holding Connor. He saw the stupid, happy grin the vampire was wearing. 

“She just showed up. She told me she was an old friend of yours, but when she started to sing Connor to sleep, I saw that she was more than just an old friend of yours. The love you two share is so deep and so pure; you should have smacked me for thinking you were meant to be with Cordelia. Not that Cordy isn’t an amazing woman, but she’s not it for you. This little blonde is it.” Lorne shared his input and patted him on the shoulder as he saw Buffy re-emerge. 

“You want to get out of that tux?” She suggested. 

“What?” Angel asked thinking she was meaning something else.

“Before Connor spits up on you and ruins it?” she finished her question. 

“Yeah.” He agreed and handed him over to Buffy. He was amazed at how calm Connor was in her arms. 

Up in his room, while Angel put his tux away, Buffy fed and put Connor down for the night. 

“So, you went to the ballet, huh?” she called. 

“Yeah, it was okay, except for the whole part where Cordy and I were trapped backstage in a time flux.” He said coming out of the bedroom in just a wife-beater and a pair of sweat pants. 

“Wow. No matter where we go, evil always follows doesn’t it?” she half joked and was half serious. 

“So, what brings you around? I thought we agreed that even though we were back together again, you were going to stay in Sunnydale to heal yourself and your friendships.” 

“I know. I just missed you, that’s all. I know we talk on the phone, but I missed you.” She looked down at the floor. 

He walked over to her and knelt down in front of her. He could smell her start to form tears and lifted her chin to meet his eyes. God how he loved her eyes. 

“I missed you too. You just surprised me, that’s all.” He explained. 
“Oh.” Buffy said simply as she went forward for a kiss, which Angel happily accepted. 

“Now, what’s the other reason you’re here. I know it’s not just because you missed me, I can tell when there’s something up.” Angel observed as they broke apart.

“It’s Willow. She’s abusing the magicks and I can’t get her to stop. I’ve tried talking to her, but it doesn’t help. Tara’s left her, you’d think that that would make her stop, but no! She’s too busy having fun with Amy.” She let her outburst finally deflate. 

“Amy the rat?” he wondered. 

“She’s not a rat anymore. Willow found a spell that allowed her to change back into a person. She found something else too, but we can talk about that later.” She avoided the subject of the actual, real, main reason she was here. 

He got up and paced around trying to think of how they could help Willow. He’d seen what can happen to a person when they OD’d on magic. It wasn’t pretty. 

Finally, coming up with a plan, he sat down next to Buffy and discussed it with her. She was a little weary at first at the idea of an intervention, considering how wrongly they’d gone in the past, but the least they could do, was try. 
The next day, Buffy sat in her house thinking of yesterday with Angel. God, how she missed him being in her everyday life. When she was ready, she knew that they would be together and not a moment sooner. But first, she had to patch up her friendships. One way to start doing that, was to help Willow. Then, when that happened, she had to be okay, herself.

“Hey Buff? You wanted to talk to me?” Xander called from walking into the house. 

“Yeah, I wanted to try an intervention with Willow. I know they haven’t worked in the past, but what’s the harm in trying, right?” Buffy suggested in an optimistic manner. 

“Buff, like you said, those things haven’t been all ‘Happy Days’ in the past. Why go there?” Xander just shrugged off the idea completely. 

“Because I love Willow! And so do you! And so does Tara and Dawn and the rest of us! I’m going to try and get her to understand that what she’s doing is wrong, and I’ll try a hundred different ways from Sunday to make sure to get that message through to her. So, are you willing to do the same?” She screamed. 

“I just hadn’t realized that it had gotten this bad. I know that she was having problems with magic, but I didn’t know it had gone this far to get you so worked up. I’m sorry Buffy.” He apologized. 
“S’okay. Willow will be home tonight and I was wondering if you and Anya would come?” she asked.

“Yeah, of course we will. Besides us, who else will be there?” Xander was curious all of a sudden. 

“Giles will be on the phone and I know even though they haven’t seen much of each other in the past three years they’ve been gone, they still care about Willow, so yes, Angel and Cordy will be here. That’s why it’s at night.” Buffy informed her best friend. 

“Just curious, but why didn’t Angel and Cordy come back with you?” 

“Cordy had a vision and Angel had to take care of it. Besides, Angel had to pack everything for Connor in case of an emergency.” Buffy said in a matter of fact voice. 

“Oh.” Xander replied, then realized, “What? Who’s Connor?” he demanded.

“Xander, Connor is Angel’s son. I’ve told you about him.” She coaxed him into remembering what she’d told him just a few weeks prior. 

“Oh, right. My mistake.” He smiled that goofy Xander smile of his and they walked to the back yard side by side as they watched Dawn next door handle the little one’s running around. 

“She’s going to be a great mom some day.” Buffy observed. 

“You’re a good mom too Buffy.” Xander pointed out that since Joyce had died, and minus her death, Buffy had been taking good care of Dawn. 

A small smile came over her as she watched Dawn play hide and go seek with the neighbors kids. It was so tiny, and small, Buffy barely even felt it on her lips and cheeks, but she knew that she had smiled a true smile. Everyone has to start somewhere. If she didn’t believe it earlier, she definitely believed it now. She was on the road to recovery, and it felt good.

A few hours later, after dusk, Angel and Cordelia arrived with Connor in tow. Now, everyone was here. They had set up Buffy’s living room with chairs and an old toddler chair for Connor. Buffy and Angel sat next to each other as well as Xander and Anya. Tara took a seat next to Dawn and Cordy went to sit in the chair in the middle of the room, always ready and willing to be the center of attention. 

“Cor? That’s for Will.” Xander pointed out. 

“Oh, well, why didn’t you put a sign that said: “Willow sit here” I mean, would it have killed you?” her old attitude came right back to her. She figured maybe it was just the Hellmouth. Then, she decided against it, it just had to be Xander.

Giles was on the line, and everyone could hear him clean his glasses in irritation. Now all they had to do was wait for Willow to get home. 

“Hey! I’m home!” Willow called as she came in the front door. 

Buffy let go of Angel’s hand and walked in to meet Willow who was hanging up her coat in the closet. 

“Buffy what is it?” she asked, gravely concerned for her friend when she got her serious look. It was almost as intimidating as her own resolve face, but this was big for Buffy. 

“I’m fine, Will. Can we come in the living room? We need to talk.” She said cryptically as she practically dragged Willow into the room filled with people.      

“You’ve got to be kidding me.” She muttered under her breath. 

“We’re not Willow. You have a problem and it’s hurting you. We want you to stop.” Buffy opened up the floor. “Please. When Angel came back from Hell, you guys did an intervention and we all know that I wasn’t pleased, but I listened to your concerns.” 

“Okay. I’ll give it a try.” Willow said as she sat down in the middle of the room, in the chair that was placed specifically for her. 

The gang looked around and no one was stepping forward to be first. When no one said anything, Tara got up first. It only seemed logical that she say her stuff first being her girlfriend. 

“Willow, I love you. We all love you. I don’t know what you’re going through. None of us do, but I know that this isn’t you. You would have never used a spell on me to forget a simple fight, if something wasn’t right.” 

“Tara, I’m sorry. I’m not good with confrontation and I didn’t know what else to do.” Willow tried to explain. 

“I know Will, but the point is exactly that. You’ve just been resorting to magic to fix everything. Magic isn’t something that can be taken advantage of. I know I sound clichéd with I say this, but it really is a privilege and something to work for.” She finished her statement of worries and explanations. 

Willow didn’t say anything. She just let that absorb her and waited for the next person. 

Giles cleared his throat on the telephone, “If I may?” He asked. 

“Go ahead Giles.” Willow confirmed that he could go.

“Willow, I know that I’m not there in person, but I hope you know that that doesn’t change or mean anything.” 

“I know Giles.” She said sadly, wishing her mentor was here.

“Willow, I’ve known you for years. You were the first one of the group that I met and you are such a bright, intelligent woman, who has always seen the rational side to things. When I was pushing Buffy too hard, you were the one to tell me that I was. So, all I ask Willow is that you be rash now and think about what has been happening in your life.” 
“Thanks Giles.” She thought about that too. Most of the time it wasn’t she who was the rash one, it was Buffy. But she saw that when Buffy was the wreck, it was Willow who was rational. 

“I guess I’ll go next.” Anya announced in her happy, chipper voice. 

“Great.” Willow muttered under her breath but Angel caught it with his hearing and chuckled a little.

“Willow, I’ve never done this before and sometimes I don’t even like you that much, but you’re important to Xander so that means that you’re important to me. So, I just want to say that I worry about you.” Anya finished and uncomfortably walked back to by Xander.

Willow just scrunched her brow and thought, ‘Did that actually just happen?’

Angel got up next, “Will, I know that we haven’t spoken for a while, but I do consider you a good friend. You were there to tell me that Buffy had… died, and I’m glad it was you. I’m also grateful that you brought her back to me,” he paused to look over at his Buffy, “I don’t know much about what’s been going on with you, but I do know that whatever it is, it isn’t healthy. I’ve seen what happens to witches or warlocks that go off the deep end. It’s not pretty. There is no way you can come back if you go too far. I just want to say that I do have deep concerns for you.” Angel finished. This was probably the longest any of them heard him speak, except for Buffy. Angel wasn’t Mr. Talkative. 
Wanting to cry that she was important to people she really hadn’t had any contact with in a while, except talking to Cordy every great once in a while, she started to grasp the concept that maybe she really did need help.

“Hey Will. I know that in high school, we weren’t best friends, but I grew to like you. And I’m glad that we keep in touch, you’re the only one from high school that I talk regularly to. And Angel can vouch for me that I’ve grown as a person and when I say that I really do care for you, I mean it. I wish you better.” She smiled sadly and honestly. 

Willow was surprised that she really had grown. She was so much more than she was in high school, who ever would have predicted that Cordelia Chase would be fighting the forces of evil after high school and grow from the experience. 

Dawn went next, “Willow, you’re like a second big sister to me. You and Tara took care of me while Buffy was gone and I really appreciate that, and I just wish that you’d let us take care of you.” 

Buffy went second to last. She sat in front of Willow, her best friend and tried not to cry. She knew that power can corrupt; she just didn’t ever think that Willow would ever be one of those people. 

“Will, you’re my best friend. You were there for me when I needed you all the time. You were the first one to know about Angel. You were the one to held me when he left, and technically you were the one who supplied us with the opportunity to get back together. You all were there for me when my mom died, and all I can say is, let us be there for you in you’re time of need. Please?” She begged, holding her cries in. 

Willow wanted to break down with Buffy but knew that she still had to talk to Xander. God, what was he going to say? He was the only one who had been with her without everything she’d gone through in her life. His words would mean the most. Even more so than Tara’s. Tara would never hold a part of her. That part belonged to Xander and it always would.

Xander got up last and sat down in front of Willow to talk to her. She was Willow; his Willsters, his best friend since kindergarten. 

“Hey Will,” he started in his usual soft voice. 

“Hi.” She whispered ashamedly. 

“Will, what’s been going on?” he was the first one to ask her what was wrong, and not just tell her words. Sure, the rest of the gang meant well, but no one knew her like he did. No one ever would. 

“I don’t know.” She lied. 

“Yes you do Will. You know you have a problem. If you didn’t, you wouldn’t have easily agreed to do this. So, you tell me what the matter is.” He replied seriously. 
“You already know.” She tried so hard to not look at him. She knew that she’d fall apart if she did. 

“I do. But, I want to hear it from you. Look at me.” He quietly told her. 

She shook her head no, desperate to do anything but look in his eyes and see the disappointment there.

“Willow, please, look at me.” He tilted her hanging head and looked at her big green eyes.

As soon as she saw Xander, what she saw surprised her. She didn’t see disappointment or anything else negative. All she saw was love for her. Seeing that, she did as she tried not to, but she broke down, covering her face with her hands.

Xander, calmly and gently took her in his arms and cradled her. He just kept repeating, “I love you.” Over and over again in her ear until she started to recompose herself. 

The gang looked on in amazement. They hadn’t been expecting that to happen if they were honest with themselves. 
Everyone looked at each other and one by one, they left the two best friends alone, knowing and understanding that they needed this time together.
Willow had had a rough first few days, going cold turkey from using any magic. Xander and Tara stayed with her during the day while Anya ran the shop and Tara spent the night with her. 

Wesley and Gunn had called Angel with an emergency saying that he and Cordelia needed to come back to LA right away. 

Buffy was sad to see him go, but knew that he still had work to do in LA. They’d promised each other that they’d see the other soon. Buffy was still unhappy and Angel didn’t expect her to rush. She needed time to just be and no pressures.

Buffy was out walking home late from the Doublemeat Palace when she sensed something around her tree in her front yard. 
“What do you want?” She asked nonchalantly, knowing who was there.

“Well, well, well, Slayer. Out late again, huh?” The voice said as he blew smoke from his cigarette toward her, throwing the bud on the ground and stomping it out. 

“Look Spike, I really don’t have time unless it’s some unimaginable evil that’s come to kill me again.” She said tiredly, waiting to go inside to see if she received an e-mail back from Angel. 

“I just wanted to tell you love, that I think you’re ready. I know that I ‘ate the bastard, bloody have a right too…” he stopped his personal vendetta when he saw her eyebrows rise in amusement. “But for some wacky reason you love him and he makes ya ‘appy. God knows he don’t deserve you-”

“Doesn’t.” Buffy corrected him on his English.

“Whatever, I’m just sayin’ that I can’t stand to see ya sittin’ ‘round here doin’ nothin’ but workin’ in a place that is below your standard’s, and as an observer, I think your personally ready for whatever it is ya ‘ave goin’ on with ‘im.” He finished. 

“Thank you Spike. I know that you love me and have been here for me, but you’re right, I love him. I loved him before you even came to Sunnydale, Spike. Even then, you were trying to kill me on a weekly basis.” She said as she thought more about it. 

“I’ll let ‘ou go in then. Nibblet’s probably waitin’ for ‘er dinner.” He half smiled as she happily eyed him as she walked back into her house. 

After Dawn inhaled her dinner, Buffy finally sat down to quickly check her e-mail, then had to do a sweep through the cemeteries before getting a couple of hours of sleep before she worked in the late morning early afternoon. 

‘You have mail’ the automated voice said as she opened her inbox.

“Spam, spam, Giles… Angel!” She cried happily to hear from him.

She opened her mail and read his note.

From: stealth_guy246@hotmail.com
Subject: I need help

To: slaygal1999@hotmail.com     

Buffy, 
I know that we aren’t scheduled to meet again for another week and a half, but I need your help with something. More accurately, some one. Could you help out?

Always, 

A

Buffy closed her mail box and grabbed a few clothes, threw them in a suitcase, grabbed Dawn, left a note on both doors saying that she’d gone to LA to help Angel and was out the door. 

Two hours later, she arrived at the Hyperion as she saw Angel coming down the stairs with blood straining his forehead.

“Buffy.” He greeted her, noting that she must have gotten his e-mail.

“I got here as quickly as I could. What’s goin’ on?” She asked concerned as she approached his messy appearance. 

Wesley made a mental note to be on alert of Buffy being around. 

“Where is everybody?” Buffy asked as Angel handed her Connor. 

“Oh, let me see.” Dawn squealed as she came in to the hotel after talking on the phone with Willow who was worried about them and their note. 

Buffy handed Connor to Dawn as she eyed Angel to see if it was okay. He slightly nodded his head that it was okay, and she walked over to where Wes had already gotten out the first aid kit.

“Let me clean that for you.” She offered him. He didn’t refuse. 

She sat him down on the weird looking thing in the middle of the room, Buffy didn’t know what it was called, but it was pretty funky looking. 

“So where is everyone?” she asked a second time as she cleaned the blood. 

“Gunn and Fred are out on a case, and Cordy’s on vacation with Groo. He came back shortly after we returned. He and Cordy met in that hell dimension I told you about.” He clued her in as he saw the confusion on her face. 

“Oh.” She remembered him telling her about that.

“Did you feel the earthquake?” he asked suddenly realizing that they were in the car as it happened. 

“Yes, we were fine. Luckily we were at a stop light. No one was hurt. Is Connor okay?” 

“Yeah, he’s fine.” 

“Maybe we should get him checked at the clinic just to be sure.” She offered him. 

“Yeah, that’s a good idea.” Angel agreed. 

(Note: Angel didn’t go to the doctor in Loyalty, he’s going now in what would be Sleep Tight… the woman’s going to switch the blood now)
Twenty minutes later, Buffy and Angel arrived at the clinic that Angel visited regularly to have Connor checked out to see if anything was wrong.
“Mr. Dad to the rescue.” The mother to the right said in a joyous voice. 

“Check me out, I’m Mr. Dad.” He glowed as he turned to Buffy who was equally impressed that he was so attentive. It didn’t surprise her, just impressed.

“Mr. Angel?” The nurse called from the door. 

Buffy stood up with him as they walked to the room. 

Connor was fine, but the doctor was probably a little on edge after Angel slightly interrogated him about things that Connor would do. Buffy calmed him down and they left the room as one of the mom’s from the waiting room was walking back to her room. 

As they reached the door to the waiting room, Buffy turned around, “I forgot my purse, just give me a sec.” She called. 

When she entered the room, she did not like what she saw. 

“What the hell are you doing?” she asked the woman who was clearly trying to put a vile of blood in her pocket.

“Nothing.” She stammered as she knew she was caught. 

“That’s Connor’s. Put it back. Take the one you put down and put the real one down.” She ordered growing more pissed off by the second.

The woman didn’t speak nor did she comply with the Slayer’s demand.

“I really don’t like repeating myself. I suggest you put it back before I have to get violent.” She stalked toward the woman. 

When she saw seriousness in Buffy’s eyes and movement, she put it down and ran out of the room. 

Buffy rolled her eyes and threw the fake vile away and placed the real one where it was supposed to be. 

“What took you so long?” Angel asked as she approached him once again by the door. 

“I hate to sound so ‘I Love Lucy’, but you have some ‘splainin’ to do.” She said seriously as he gulped.
“Honey-” he tried to start. 

“Don’t you ‘honey’ me, Angel. I want to know why I just caught a woman trying to steal your son’s blood in the doctor’s office.” She informed him of what went on in the room a few minutes earlier. 

“She did what?” he was astonished. He didn’t know what Holtz was up to, but obviously, it involved Connor somehow. 

“Yeah, she was stealing his vile of blood and replacing it with a fake. I caught her and she put the real one back then left. Now, tell me what is going on around here.” She demanded in her very Slayer-ish voice.

“Back when Angelus was free, Darla and I tormented and tortured him, and ate his family. He went to a time-travel demon by the name of Sahjan and is now here in present day LA. My guess is, he wants vengeance and is obviously planning to do something with Connor.” He filled her in on the past few months without her around. 

“Then, by no means am I leaving LA until this guy is caught and had a nice talking to.”
“Buffy,” he started to warn her about her way of doing things.

“Angel, I love Connor like a son. And I love you, and when someone I love is being threatened, I’m going to make sure that the threats stop.” She said seriously, and turned to finish, “In any way that I can.” 

Angel nodded and didn’t say another word about it. He remembered that when she was serious about something there was nothing that could come in her way. 

As they arrived back at the Hyperion, Wes was starting to get a little jumpy. He was more sure that Angel was going to kill Connor now, then before. 

“What’s wrong with Texas? Texas doesn’t hate the black man. Texas loves the black man. Well, most of Texas. Anyone with a brain. What’s so great about California?” Fred asked to the person on the other end of the phone she was holding. 

Gunn walked into the room, with a cell phone in his hand. 

“Everything. It’s got the climate, the ocean…” he trailed on. 

“The earth that opens up and swallows you whole.” Fred countered.

“The Lakers, the music…” Gunn continued on as he and Fred walked closer and closer. 

“The traffic, the smog.” Fred kept up the list of the bad. 

“It’s got you.” Gunn told her sweetly as they came inches from each other.

Fred smiled happily as they hung up their phone and she said, “You win.” 

They kissed happily, being in love and the first kiss of the morning. 

Buffy walked in the front of the hotel as Angel entered through the basement. They met in the middle and Buffy handed Connor over to Angel. 

Angel walked his son over to his basinet and grabbed his bottle to feed him. Buffy had gone venturing over to Angel’s weapons cabinet to think of her battle strategy. 
Angel looked over at Buffy as she took out several swords and axes, testing them for their weight and possible killing choices. 

“Chain ‘em up!” He called as he handed Connor over to Wesley. 

“What?” Buffy asked confused as to why Angel was taking her weapons, or his weapons from her and putting them back. 

“He’s going to be crawling soon, and gettin’ into everything. We have to chain the weapons cabinet up so we don’t have any accidents.” He filled everyone in on what he was talking about, and that he wasn’t a crazy vampire.

Angel looked over and saw how Connor was with Wesley. “Hey, you’re pretty good with him. That’s your uncle Wes. You like him, don’t ya?” He told Connor. 
“I like him too. I was thinking maybe I could take to the park one day.”  Wes asked Angel as he handed Connor back over to his father.

“Yeah, that’d be nice. Maybe you could take Dawn with you? She’s kind of been a little stir crazy lately, being held up here and all.” Angel suggested to Wes, as he walked away leaving Wes no chance to deny Dawn coming with.

“Wonderful.” He muttered under his breath.

“Hey! You guys want to come check this out?” Lorne asked as he came into the main lobby, indicating to the group to see this potential client outside.

Angel grabbed a glass of blood as Buffy grabbed Connor and took him with her. Dawn walked outside along with everyone else. 

“Everyone, this is Kim.” Lorne introduced, and turned back to his troubled friend. “It’s okay, they’re professionals. Just take it from the chorus.” He reassured her. 

After she had a major out coming of the demon variety, the gang went back in to discuss options.

“He put me on my true path.” Kim graced Lorne for all the help he’d given her. 

“She was throwing her life away in medical school when she should have been singing…” Lorne explained. 

“Yeah, ‘cause who needs more doctors when you can have singing demons?” Gunn chimed in sarcastically. 

“The demon part is new.” Kim said in her defense. 

“Well, at least you aren’t burning up.” Buffy side on the positive note. Only Dawn knew what she was talking about and glared at her older sister.  

“Ha! Singing demons, flying nuns. Good one.” Angel said like a dork. Buffy just looked at him like, ‘who are you?’ 

“I like nuns. How did the flying nun fly anyway? Was it god- or magic?” He asked to nobody in particular. The group just glared at him. “What? You think about these things sometimes. Right, Buffy?” he hoped for her defense for him, but wasn’t lucky. 

“Sorry Angel. You’re acting just a little bit off today. You okay?” she asked growing concerned. 

“I’m fine. Now, why don’t we figure out what’s going on with the singing demon lady.”

“Wraithers.” Lorne informed them. He’d heard about them and what they do. He should have known right away, but even he wasn’t Wesley. 

“Oh.” Angel said surprised. 

“Okay, you, Gunn, Fred and Buffy go to where they are and I have some business to take care of. Lorne and Dawn, watch Connor.” Wes ordered as the group went their different ways. Buffy handed Connor to Dawn and Angel kissed him goodbye. He trusted Dawn to take good care of his son. 

They arrived at the warehouse, making an entrance for themselves. Mr. Dark and Brooding always loves to make a good entrance, so they burst through the window. 

“Hey you’re paying for that window!” The singer blamed them. 

“No we’re not.” Gunn countered. 

“Are you the A and R guys? This isn’t even the whole band. We’ve got a killer chick who sings.” He gave them the devil horns and told them. 

“We’re not the A and R guys, we’re just here to kill you.” Buffy told them matter of factly. 

“Ah, man. They’re here to kill us.” The singer told the rest of the group. 

“They’re still payin’ for that window!” The drummer called as he got up and joined the other two in the front. 

“I got first dibs on the hottie.” The guitarist motioned to Buffy and Angel just lost it. 

While the others were busy fighting two of the three Wraithers, Angel was beating the shit out of another. Eventually, he just ripped the head off of the guy. “You don’t hit on my girlfriend in front of me.” Angel said as he ripped the head off. 

Buffy had quickly dispatched her demon as Gunn and Fred killed theirs. Buffy just shook her head and walked over to her honey. 

He was so sweet when he was jealous. Buffy remembered older times, like with Xander and with Riley. She just shook her head as she thought, ‘the guy just put the final nail in his coffin when he said that.’ 

Shrugging, she walked with Angel back to the car and drove back home to be with her family.
Back at the hotel…
Buffy and Angel were upstairs in his bedroom “talking”, everyone else knew differently, but they had a set time. If they didn’t come down after an hour, someone would go pull them out of there. They didn’t need any surprise visits from Angelus any time soon. 

Wesley was sitting, studying his notepad with the prophecy on them, trying to figure out a good strategy. He couldn’t just say that he would take Connor to the park, then Dawn would want to tag along. He needed a clean, straight reason why he should be alone with Connor. 

Wesley got up out of his office and left without a word to anyone. Of course, no one would notice, he thought. 
Dawn was watching and playing with Connor, and Gunn and Fred were out to eat at their favorite road stop diner. 

Buffy and Angel came downstairs before their time set, ‘maybe they really were talking,’ Dawn thought.

“Here you go. I think Connor needs some daddy time.” Dawn handed Connor over to Angel who happily took his son to feed him. 

“I must say, you’re really good with him.” Angel assessed as he gave Connor the bottle to suck on. 

Buffy stayed off to the side, watching Angel interact with Connor and Dawn, concluding that he really was a great parent. She couldn’t help but smile at that thought. 

Later that day…

Wesley finally drug himself back into the hotel, seeing that no one was around. 

Lorne walked down the stairs to the lobby and saw the boss-man coming back in from wherever he was.

“Lorne, where did everyone go?” Wesley asked him quietly. 

“Gunn, Fred and Dawn are out to eat and Angel and Ms. Sunshine are out fighting a demon right now. Connor’s napping in his bassinet. I just went to go get him a clean diaper. Mr. Dad forgot to leave some clean ones down here.” 

“Oh,” he said. 

Now was the perfect time to take Connor. It was only he and Lorne. Everyone else was gone, it’d be perfect. 

Wesley calmly walked over to the sleeping baby and picked him up. He saw Lorne about to say something and filled him in. 

“It’s okay. Angel’s letting me take him to my house for the night, so I can take him to the park in the morning. I’ll just grab a bag and be on my way.” 

“Here, I just made him a warm bottle. You know, Angel didn’t say- he probably just forgot, he and his sweetie pie ran off in a hurry.” Lorne thought. 

“I’m sure he did.” 

Connor started to cry in Wes’ arms, and Wes tried to calm him down.

“Hey, it’s okay. It’s your Uncle Wes. We’re going to have a great time, aren’t we?” He cooed to the baby. 

Trying to sooth him even more, he started to hum an old lullaby he knew. 

Lorne read him and saw what he was planning to do. Quickly, Wes knocked him unconscious in the office after a quarrel, just as Angel was coming back in. 

“Angel.” Wes greeted him surprised.

“Where is everyone?” Angel asked curiously. 

“Dawn, Fred and Gunn went for food. Lorne just stepped out, and I was going to ask you if Connor could spend the night with me and I could take him to the park in the morning.” He suggested.

“Yeah, I guess that’s okay. Just let me say goodbye first.” He motioned for Connor. 

Angel held his son and kissed him, saying good night. It would be the first night that he wouldn’t be with Connor. He handed Connor back to Wes and handed Wesley the bag sitting on the counter. 

“You have-” Angel started to say. 

“All numbers. Doctor, you, Buffy, emergency, I’ve got it.” Wes reassured him. 

“Demon named Sahjhan, ever heard of him?” Angel asked. 

“No, not off the top of my head. I can look him up at home if you like.” Wesley suggested, wanting to get going as soon as possible. 

“Guy thinks he’s my sworn enemy. The thing is, I’ve never even seen this guy before tonight. He’s the one who brought Holtz back.” 

Gunn, Fred and Dawn walk in from the outside and walk over to Angel. 

“Like I said, I can look at home. I’ll call if I find anything.” Wesley practically begged as Angel nodded his head and Wes was finally able to leave.

“Okay.” Angel said as he watched Wesley take his son for the night. 

Buffy walked back in and saw the saddened look on Angel’s face. 

“What’s wrong?” she asked as she placed her hand on his shoulder for support. 

“Wes is taking Connor for the night. It’s just my first night away from him. You know it’ll be good for us. They can bond and I can get some rest.” He explained to her.

“I’ll stay up with you.” She offered him.

“Really? Thanks. You know he’s just a little guy, I’m sure he’ll be-” 

He was cut off by a moaning sound of pain coming from inside the office area.

“What the?” Buffy asked rushing into the messy office, and an unconscious Lorne coming back into the land of the wake. 

Suddenly all the door were kicked in an in walked Holtz with his “army”, ready and willing to fight the Angel Investigations team until death. 

“Won’t you come in.” Angel quipped. 

“How’s fatherhood treatin’ ya?” Holtz asked Angel, noting that there was a new blonde woman standing beside him, and a different short brunette.    

“Who the hell are you?” Buffy snapped. 

“They call me Holtz. Who may I ask, are you?” he retorted.

“They call me Buffy, the Vampire Slayer.” She grinned. The guys around the hotel, really didn’t know who they were messing with; a slayer, a vampire, a strong human male, and an equally strong force in both Dawn and Fred. There was no contest. 

“Met a friend of yours tonight. Demon named Sahjhan. Said he hated me, you know why?” Angel asked Holtz, keeping Buffy back and controlled. 

“Doesn’t really matter to me. I want to keep Angelus alive, but not well.” He ordered his men to attack. 

Buffy just grinned as she and the rest of the gang easily warded off the attackers. Holtz turned around and walked away, with a satisfying smirk on his face. 

Seeing that everything was under control on their end, Buffy decided to follow Holtz and see what he was up to. This guy must be new to the whole ‘evil’ guy thing to just make his presence known and walk away. 

‘Amateur’s’ Buffy thought as she ran off to catch the man causing all the trouble in her love’s life.
Buffy continued to follow Holtz for a few streets before he finally just gave up on the cat and mouse game they were playing and confronted her. 

“You, you’re following me. Why?” he asked. 

“I’m following you because you’re a bad guy and since I’m the slayer, it’s my duty to see what the bad guys are up to, so I can pull the plug on their plans.” She replied sweetly and innocently. 

“Yes, you are the Slayer. I can feel it, the power you wield inside of you, is magnificent.” He complimented her, then continued. “So, I would have to ask myself, why are you siding with Angelus?” 

“His name is Angel. He hasn’t been Angelus for a long, long time, and believe me, if his Mr. Hyde face was showing, you’d be dead last on a long list of people wanting to kill him.” She informed him.

“And who would be first?” he amused her. 

“Me. See, even though *Angelus* tortured, killed, and destroyed people around me, *Angel* loves me and would never hurt me intentionally.” She calmly tried to explain the difference to this whack job standing in front of her.

“The beast loves a Slayer?” he asked dumbfounded, then burst into cries of laughter. 

Buffy just stood there with her hands on her hips; feeling annoyed at this short little man causing all this trouble that she so didn’t need. He reminded her of Snyder in that way. Oh, how she really wanted to kick this guys ass. 

“I know, it’s like Romeo and Juliet. Believe me, compared to Angel and I, they had it easy.” She blandly said as his laughs quieted. “Wait a minute, I’m supposed to be the one asking the questions here. Who are you?” she demanded.

“I’m the man who will be killing your lover very soon.” He told her seriously as he walked off, leaving her alone. He knew she wouldn’t follow him. 

“Just so you know, Mr. Holtz, I get very, very pissed off when someone threatens my *lover*. Trust me when I say, you don’t want to see me pissed off.” She called out to the man walking away from her. 
When Buffy walked back into the Hotel a few minutes later, she found chaos amongst Angel’s friends and Angel was no where to be seen, which made Buffy’s curiosity grow more and more. 

“What happened?” she instantly demanded.

“Wesley, he took off with Connor. He wasn’t planning on coming back.” Dawn quietly explained the situation to Buffy as quickly as she could surmise it. 

“Where’s Angel?” she again, demanded. 

“He took off to find Holtz. The whole battle scene was a distraction.” Gunn explained as well. 

Without another word, Buffy headed out the door again to try and find Angel. She went back to the spot that she had just encountered Holtz and walked the way that he did, hoping for anything; any type of clue that would lead her to where they were at currently. 

She concentrated on the feeling of Angel and tried to pinpoint his location. She let her instincts and their bond guide her to her soul mate.

She heard the fight and saw Holtz with baby Connor in his hands, with Angel standing away from him.

“Come any closer and I’ll snap his neck.” Holtz viciously ordered all of the people around them. 

Angel stopped his motions immediately. 

“Who are they?” Holtz asked to no one in particular.

“They work for me.” Lilah said as she made her presence known.

“Ah. The attorney.” Holtz started to put the pieces together. 

“You’re going to give us the baby Captain Holtz.” Lilah persuaded the man. 

“Don’t!” came Angel’s helpless voice. 

Lilah scoffed. “You’d rather see him with the fanatic than with us?” she looked to Holtz and told him, “Those are automatic weapons pointed at you. They didn’t have them around your time. They fire sixteen bullets a second.” 

Angel countered, “And if they were going to use them, they would have already. They want the baby alive.” 

Holtz humored everyone, “Something we all have in common.”
“Not all of us.” A new voice came on the scene. 

“Ignore the loud mouth with the bad skin, he’s impotent in this dimension.” Lilah informed her team of Sahjhan. 

“We’re leaving.” Holtz calmly told everyone. 

“No one’s going anywhere.” Lilah ordered as Angel knocked a soldier too close to him out and grabbed his gun and pointed it at Lilah and her team.

“Don’t shoot.” Lilah tried to talk him and everyone else out of drastic measures. 

“You really don’t want me to. You’re bullets won’t kill me.” Angel stated the well known fact. 

Lilah had a Cheshire cat grin on her face as she pulled something out from behind the soldiers. 

“No, but they might kill her.” She showed Angel Buffy tied up around the back of her arms and her feet. 

“Trust me, won’t help.” She quipped. 

Angel was in such a mess. Save Connor, or save Buffy. Which did he choose? He’d never have a chance to be a father again, ever. But, he’d just gotten Buffy back too. God, how did one choose between your soul mate and your child? Only one choice let all parties be alive. 

Holtz saw the decision in Angel’s eyes. He assured Angel, “I will take good care of him. As if he were my own son. He won’t ever know you existed. Don’t come after me- though you will, won’t you? Maybe I should just-”

“No, please. Take him!” Angel’s resolved face showed. 

Sahjhan did some dark magicks and opened a portal to a dimension with a pink sky. Where ever this place was, must truly be hell, Buffy thought. 

“What you’re looking into is the Quor toth, the darkest of the dark worlds. So- I can widen the portal till it swallows the world whole, or you can keep that bargain and kill the child!” he threatened. 

No one moved. 

“Don’t say I didn’t warn you.” Sahjhan said nonchalantly. 

Finally Lilah yelled, “Kill it!”

“No!” Angel screamed as Holtz pushed Justine away from him and took off with Connor into the dark world. 

Angel followed right behind him, but was rejected by a bolt of lightning from the portal. Angel lay on the ground as Justine was hollering for Daniel to come back and all Angel could do was feel the loss and emptiness that was filling his soul. 

“Wow. Didn’t count on that one. Kind of takes care of my problem.” Sahjhan said surprised and shocked, yet pleased with the results. 

He worked his magic once again and closed the portal. 

“Okay, have a good summer everyone.” He parted as he disappeared into thin air. 

Lilah turned around and untied Buffy. 

“You bitch! You better run fast or let me just say that I won’t have a problem breaking my ‘No killing people’ rule.” She threatened and saw Angel still on the ground, weeping, grieving for his son. 

As much as she wanted to make life for Lilah Morgan a living hell, in which would make Angelus proud, with the torture, maiming and killing of her, she had to be there for Angel and help him deal with this loss that she didn’t know if he would ever recover from.
Some time passed and Gunn and Fred were sifting through Wesley’s apartment trying to find some kind of anything to understand what he was thinking or where he would go.

“Why would he do it?” Fred turned and asked Gunn as she looked through a pile of papers. 

“We find him, we can ask him.” Gunn surmised logically. 

“If Angel finds him before we do…” Fred trailed on as Gunn filled in the blanks.

“He’ll be dead and we won’t be able to ask him.” 

“He wouldn’t betray us… he wouldn’t.” She just couldn’t fathom that Wesley of all people would go behind their backs and take Connor like that. The notion was just impossible, like a theorem you couldn’t prove in geometry. 

“He would have left clues, something, anything about his plans. His diaries.” Fred got a sudden idea. Wesley always had those diaries with him, surely there would be something in one of them about what the hell was going on. 

Fred started to frantically rampage through Wes’ apartment looking for the diaries and even looked in the trash.

“I don’t think they’re in there.” Gunn said as he just stood there watching his girlfriend act like a crazy person. 

Giving up on the idea that they were in the apartment, both Fred and Gunn left the abandoned apartment and walked back down outside to the warm air and climbed inside Gunn’s truck. 

Once arriving back to the hotel, Gunn and Fred found out the devastating news that Connor had been taken to an alternate dimension, which hit a particularly rough spot for Fred. 

“Not a portal.” She started to cry.

“Baby?” Gunn moved to console her. 

“There’s pulling and noise, and there’s nothing to hold onto. Nothing at all,” she paused as she looked up at Gunn, “He must have been so scared.” She finished fully letting the tears enter her eyes, but not daring one of them to drop. 

“To top it off, our main man upstairs had to choose between his son and the love of his life.” Lorne also offered the information. 

“What?” Gunn and Fred both said simultaneously as their faces dropped at that interesting tid bit. 

“Seems slaygal followed Angel to where Holtz had him and was captured. They bound her, and offered as a bribe. Angel was about to go for it, but then Holtz ran off into the portal and Angel followed.” He finished.

Fred curiously asked, “Where is she?”

“Upstairs with him. I’d leave them alone for a while, let them work through it how they work through things.” Lorne concluded.

Upstairs, Angel was sitting on the floor of his burnt old apartment/ room and blankly stared at Connor’s crib. Buffy sat beside him, not saying anything or touching him in anyway, she just sat with him in total silence as they both let the past few hours sink into their systems and work through it. 

Buffy knew Angel well enough to know that hugs or saying that she’s sorry wouldn’t cut it. They were just words, when the end came, that’s all they were, just words. She felt that she could do much more for him if she was just there for him physically. She was the only one he could relate to. She was there, she saw it all happen. She could have stopped it, if those damn lawyers hadn’t ambushed her in unknown territory with her practically unarmed. She felt partially responsible for this all. Maybe if she hadn’t been there, Angel could have saved Connor or if she had been more concentrated on her surroundings she wouldn’t have been captured and could have stopped Holtz from jum-

Her thoughts were interrupted as Angel violently stood up and walked out the door. She wondered what was going on in his head. 

She followed him down the steps and heard the conversation downstairs between Lorne, Fred and Gunn. 

“He wasn’t planning on coming back, ever.” Lorne said with finality.

“God,” Fred sighed. “Why?” she asked after a beat.

Angel came trotting down the steps with Buffy in tow a few feet behind him, not wanting to crowd him or get on his nerves. 

“I don’t care why. All I care about now is getting my son back. Then I’ll deal with those responsible. They’ll all pay. Including Wesley.” His voice was angry, but his face was starting to grow harder and harder by the passing second. 

“The Quor Toth dimension? Ever hear of it?” Angel asked to Lorne.

“No.” He denied. 

Angel looked to Buffy, who was shocked that he looked at her. The expression on his face told her all she needed. She’d call Giles and see what they could find.

She merely nodded her head and walked to the office to call her old Watcher. 

“We’re going there aren’t we?” Gunn asked as he grabbed his battle axe, ready to fight him some demons.

“I am.” Angel said simply as he moved around the lobby. 

Buffy heard what he said and walked out of the office leaving Giles on hold. 

“You’re not going alone. You go, I go.” She made sure that he understood her and to not get into it with her right now. She felt him on the edge, just needing to break something, to release the energy trapped in him that couldn’t be released and she felt that energy being directed at her right now. ‘He wants to fight, that’s fine. He just better be prepared to get his ass kicked.’ She thought as she intimidated him with her eyes, telling him not to press the subject any further. 

She walked back into the office to try and find out from Giles who or what was needed to open the portal and how to work it. 

“Giles?” she asked seeing if he was still on the line.

“I’m here, Buffy.” He made his presence known.

“I’ve got a situation here in LA, and I need your help. Ever hear of a dimension called Quirky Tarzan?” she asked.

“Quor Toth!” Fred shouted correcting her.

“Quor Toth, sorry. Ring any bells? Or gongs?” 

“Good heavens. Why do you need to know about Quor Toth?” he asked with fear in his voice.

“Connor was taken there. We’re trying to get him back.” She explained.

“I see. You’ll need the demon or one of their kind to open it. I believe they are called Granok demons. Time shifters, and deadly when they’re corporeal. Only they posses the magic to open Quor Toth. Though I must warn you, if you or Angel or both of you go into that place, there may be no coming back.” He forewarned them about the deadly situation they were in.

“That’s what they say about being dead. I’m here.” She simply said as she thanked him and hung up.

She walked back out to the lobby and filled the gang in on what was needed.

“We need Sahjhan. Giles said we need the demon that opened the portal to open it again. He said they were called Granok demons. Definitely not with the friendlies when they’re not ghostly. He also said that if we took a little scenic route into that place, we might not come back.” 

The news didn’t faze Angel in the slightest. He’d go to the seventh circle of Hell to get his son, and as far as he was concerned, that’s what he was doing, but he was getting his son back and he would come back from it too.

He shared a look with Buffy and she knew without being told that they were going to be making a special little visit to the good people at Wolfram and Hart. Buffy had some serious payback toward Lilah Morgan. She was fairly certain that Angel wanted some action too, but while he did his business with the others, Lilah was all Buffy’s. 

“Big win for Holtz.” Linwood assessed to Lilah as they were talking in an office in Wolfram and Hart.

“If you call jumping into a cesspool hell dimension a win.” 

“Well, certainly not for us.” Linwood said as he grabbed a bottle and started to pour. “Drink?” he asked Lilah who tuned him down.

“It’s not like I’m going to get my feelings all bruised and yank your mother right out of that expensive nursing home you have her in.” he slightly threatened. 

Lilah became nervous and looked down at the picture of her mother that was sitting perfectly on her un-cluttered desk.

“Don’t worry, she’s safe as a baby. Well, not the baby you lost ‘cause, that one’s gone to hell forever. You might want to keep me updated in the future. I look forward to that report.” He told her as he walked out of his office and waited for the elevator to come. 

“Going down?” A sweet, feminine voice came from behind him and as he turned around he was met with a fierce right hook. 

Buffy looked at him with anger and disgust, wanting to beat him within an inch of his pathetic life. The only thing that stopped her was Angel. He needed him alive and coherent for their plan to work. 

Buffy dragged Linwood into the now arrived elevator and drug him to the parking lot where Angel was waiting in the car. 

Once Buffy was in, phase one of their plan was completed. Now it was on to phase two.

Buffy was tying Linwood up in Angel’s burnt apartment as Angel was gone to get things. Lorne had decided that while he didn’t know what was going on, he was going to try to talk Angel out of whatever he was planning to do.

“Angel, I know this isn’t easy for you, but you have to hear it. Even if you somehow managed to get inside, finding Connor would be like looking for a needle in a haystack the size of China!”

“Needles. I should have thought of that.” He said to himself as if he blocked out the rest of Lorne’s speech. 

“We just don’t have the resources to conjure up that much power.” He said as he entered Angel’s room and saw Buffy’s work on Linwood. 

“Oh, I think we do.” Angel calmly argued as he approached Buffy and set the spindle down on the table.

“Angel? Who is that?” Lorne asked wearily. 

“Linwood Murrow. Division President of Special Projects at Wolfram and Hart. And you are?” he asked Lorne. 

“Deeply troubled.” Lorne replied dryly.

“Once the firm finds out what you’ve done-” he directed the threat toward Angel who actually hasn’t touched him yet.

“They’ll kill you before they kill me.” He said as he still was looking for potential torture objects. 

“Angel, this isn’t some slimy demon you’ve got here, he’s a human.” Lorne tried to reason that he shouldn’t be doing this. He looked at Linwood and finished, “Marginally anyway. But still, this isn’t going to bring Connor back.” 

“He better hope it does.” Buffy finally said she watched her Angel rummaged through drawers and pulled out steak knives, barbeque fork, and a razor blade. 

“Do you even know what you’re doing?” Lorne asked Buffy who was the last person on this earth he believed would ever have anything to do with this sort of way of getting information. 

Linwood piped in, “At last count the charges were kidnapping, assault and battery, attempted murder-” he was cut off by Angel setting the tray of torture toys in front of Linwood who saw the assortment of instruments. 

“None of which I intend to press. In fact, don’t let’s “press” anything, shall we? You want to find your son? I can guarantee the full force and faith of Wolfram and Hart will be at your disposal.” He stopped speaking as Buffy handed Angel the spindle and he brought it within centimeters of Linwood’s eye. 

“How do I get my hands on Sahjhan?” Angel asked carefully. 

“If you’ll just hit 3 on my speed dial-” he started to say as Buffy moved in to take the cell phone out of his pocket. Angel didn’t move a muscle as Buffy hit 3 and waited for it to ring.

When it did, she put the phone to Linwood’s ear to talk to the person on the other end.

“Lilah? Linwood. I’m sending over some clients and I want you to listen very carefully because I have explicit instructions as to how I want you to deal with them.” He paused for a moment and looked up at Angel and Buffy. “Give them anything they want.”

Fred and Gunn were standing in the middle of Holtz’s old camp talking with Justine. 

“Y’all livin’ here together, sharin’ everything. Except takin’ out the trash, I guess. I imagine losin’ Holtz was like losin’ a father… or worse.” She finished as she looked up at Justine and then thought suddenly, “The trash!” 

Gunn gave his girl a strange look as to what she was talking about and she said, “I’ll explain later.”

“Just get the hell out of here!” Justine yelled at them to leave. 

Lilah was very reluctant to taking Angel and Little Miss Time Bomb anywhere, but Linwood had orders for her, and she had to follow them.

Angel made sure that he always had a hand on Buffy. He knew how much Buffy wanted payback for earlier, but she had to wait, and she hated to wait.

“Kidnapping Linwood. You’re really steppin’ up to it. And the White Room? I mean, they don’t just talk about it. God, the White Room.” She was amazed and thrilled. “I was here three years before I even heard of it. Did he tell you what was in it?” she curiously asked.

“Answers.” Buffy filled in.

Angel followed the instructions Linwood had told him and waited for the big silver button to appear. When it did, he simply touched it and it was like reality was fading all around them. 

When they entered, as it was to be expected, the whole room was white. All three looked around to see what they would be looking for.

In the middle of the room was a little girl sitting on a chair wearing a red dress who looked to be about nine or ten years old. Her whole normality and demeanor was just plain out creepy.

“Hello.” She said. She survey’s her visitors and recognizes them. “Angel. Lilah. Buffy.”

She looks at Buffy’s hands and notices that she’s wearing red nail polish.

“Your fingernails are pretty. I love red.” She giggles and then looks at Angel. “You have a taste for red too. And revenge. It’s so much more fun than forgiveness don’t you think? So, what’s up?” she asked nonchalantly. 

“A demon named Sahjhan has taken my son.” He angrily spat as he had to repeat the heartbreaking news. 

“Ahh, does he want his little baby back?” she mocked. 

This time, both Angel and Buffy moved in toward the little girl in menacing steps.

“Baby’s gone. You want Sahjhan. As you know, nowadays you can walk right through him. In the past, they were something different. They were all about torture and death. You can relate. Well, they caused a lot of trouble. Don’t get me wrong, I like trouble, but I hate chaos. So, we changed them.” She filled in the blank spaces to the mystery story. 

“You made them immaterial.” Buffy put together.

“Smart girl.” She replied sarcastically. 

“How do you capture them?” Angel asked impatiently, not wanting to dilly dally any longer.

“There’s your special urn… but you don’t want him captured. You want something you can sink your teeth into.” She giggled slightly at her own pun. “You know these things always come with a price. Kill her.” She looked at Lilah and waited for her order to be carried out.

Buffy started to move in as well as Angel. Lilah started to grow nervous as both of these people with her really did want to see her dead.

Angel put his hands on her neck, ready to snap it at a moment’s notice but the little girl laughed and said, “That’s good for now. I can see why they respect you. Both of you.” Angel let Lilah go and Buffy took her place next to Angel once again. “Now as for your demon made flesh… big ritual, it’s all here.” She said as a piece of paper entered Angel’s hand. 

“Can’t wait to see how it turns out. You have a website?” she asked as the three people faded away in the room, just like they’d arrived. 

Gunn and Fred were notebook diving in the trash dumpsters outside of Wesley’s apartment. 

“Okay, throw me away.” Fred instructed Gunn as he lifted her up and helped her climb into the disgusting, smelly dumpster. Fred looked around and saw something to which she muttered to Gunn, “Someone ate that?” 

“You find anything?” Gunn asked.

“Yep.” Fred cheered as she lifted one of Wes’ notebooks from the trash and gathered the other findings that he had thrown away. 

A couple of hours later, Gunn and Fred were sitting in Wes’ apartment sorting through all the material that was literally laid right out in front of them.

“He kept separate diaries for all the major players. Darla. Connor. And Angel. He’s frightened.” She surveyed as she read a passage from a page in his diary. “He says, ‘It can’t be coming!’ ‘It can’t be true.’ Surely it’s got to do with a prophecy, but I don’t know where it’s gonna-”

“I do.” Gunn’s eyebrows raised as he looked at the single sheet of paper in front of him and read it. He handed it to Fred and she couldn’t believe it either.

“The Father will Kill the Son.” She read.

“Wes thought that Angel-” Gunn stopped himself as all the puzzle pieces came together to make the picture hole again. 

“Was going to kill Connor.” Fred chimed in. She looked through some other passages that Wesley had written down and it all came together in her head. “That’s the prophecy. He tried to disprove it, he checked everything the commentaries, the mystics, and he always came back to square one. He was trying to protect Connor from Angel. We have to find him and tell him.”

“So Angel can what? Forgive Wesley for taking his son and handing him to his mortal enemy?” Gunn asked sarcastically.

“Maybe begin to forgive.” Fred’s calming neutral voice filled the room.

At the Hotel…

“Angel, think about this!” Lorne tried and tried again to dissuade his friend and new friend from doing something that they would later regret. “There has to be some other way.”

“There is no other way.” Lilah piped in with her usual catty banter.
“Not speaking would look really good on you right now.” Buffy threatened. 

“How’s that?” he asked Buffy who studied the pentagram and shrugged her shoulders.

“Looks about right to me.” 

Angel looked over to Lilah and demanded of her in a very Angelus like tone, “What’s next?”

“Human blood.” 

All eyes looked to Linwood who was still tied up tightly in his chair from before. Buffy walked over and grabbed the dagger off of the counter where Angel had set it and stalked toward the helpless Linwood. The dagger still balanced neutrally in her hand swayed to fit her palm and sliced it open. 

She walked to the center of the pentagram and squeezed out her life’s essence. 

Angel steps back and reads the Latin words on the paper of the spell and grabs his trusty axe to be ready for Sahjhan when he arrives.

Lights flashed everywhere and a swirl around the pentagram took form, but when the mystical effects were over, there was no Sahjhan to be found. Anywhere.

“Where is he?” Angel shouted as he pointed the tip of the axe at his present enemy. 

“They had to find him. If he wasn’t where the spell was cast, then where in the hell was hey and why weren’t they informed that this might happen?” Buffy’s mind wandered as she came up with a solution as to what exactly they should do to their ‘guest’ next.

Across town, Sahjhan had appeared and had already started his old ways of creating destruction and chaos. 

Angel dragged Linwood up the steps one by one as he called for help from his employee. “Lilah!” 

When she didn’t answer to his pleas, he tried to reason with Angel and reminded him of their deal. Maybe then he wouldn’t kill him like he had planned, all thanks to that blonde slayer who kept feeding Angel’s innate sense of torture. 

“Angel, we had a deal! I gave you everything you asked for—what more do you want?”

“I WANT MY SON BACK!” he screamed as he carried on dragging Linwood up the stairs one by one.

“Hold it! Flag on the play. The firm’s tech just registered a sever bio-plasmic disturbance on Taber and National, same time as the spell.” Lilah informed everyone. 

“Sahjhan?” Buffy wondered out loud. 

“Whatever it was flipped a two ton truck like a Tonka.” Lilah grimaced. 

Angel happily let Linwood go and watched as he fell down the flight of stairs he’d been carried up.

Fred and Gunn rushed into the hotel as Angel was coming back down. 

“Angel!” Fred called, relief flooded her body at seeing him. Now he could finally be told the truth. “We need to talk.” 

“Not now!” He yelled but Fred didn’t flinch at all. He motioned to move around her, but she just stood in his way again. “Fred!” 

“There’s something you need to know before the-”

He ran past her and she yelled, “The father will kill the son!” to which he stopped dead in his tracks to. Slowly, he turned around to face his friends and the wide eyes of Buffy. 

It took them a few minutes before they explained everything that they think went down with Wesley and the kidnapping. 

“It’s a lie. I’d never hurt Connor.” 

“How can you be sure?” Fred softly asked him.

“I’d never hurt someone I care about. Now move.” He quietly ordered her to move or he might be forced to move her himself. 

As he left, he was attacked by a hoard of regular people trying to fight him but was easily dispatched. He heard an arrow being shot and was caught by Buffy who had joined his side in fighting. 

They left the garden and Angel was hit by the woman with the crossbow who happen to be Justine. 

Buffy hit her a few times, feeling better after having to hit something, “He’s not your boyfriend. Find someone else to smack you around.” 

They both walked away, leaving Justine crouched on the street lying there, like a piece of garbage, and she was. The thought hit her as she heard more people start to near her and she jumped in Wes’ stolen car and drove off. But not before Gunn and Fred found out her little secret of having stolen the ex-watcher’s vehicle. 

“Let’s go.” Gunn said as they got in his truck and followed Justine to her lair.
Once the two pair reached Justine and Holtz’s old lair, they saw her sitting on top of a wooden desk with a far off look in her eyes. 

“Where’s Wes?” Gunn demanded as they busted into the room. 

“He’s not coming back.” She simply said, talking about Holtz, but sounding like something different to the other two in the room.

“What?” Gunn asked disbelieving. 

“It was all lies. All lies. He just wanted that damn kid. To punish Angel.” Justine still off in her own world said. 

“I’m talking about Wesley! You stole his car, that’s how we found you. Where is he?” Gunn demanded again, not letting his anger fade for a moment. 

“We just want to hear his side,” Fred tried to reason, being the middleman. Or in her case, middle woman. 

“His side? That’s kinda funny. He sacrificed everything to make sure that kid was safe.”

“By helping you and your boss take him to hell?” Fred asked not believing a word of it. 

“Your friend’s innocent.” Justine reassured them.

“Is he still alive? Where is he?” Fred ordered as her own rising fire inside her started to grow higher. 

“Heaven… Hell… I slit his throat.” She admitted. 

There was a beat of silence and then suddenly, ‘THWACK’! Justine clutched her cheek as she stared at her attacker. Fred’s hand stung like hell after smacking the bitch. 

After Justine started to attack Gunn and Fred, Gunn held the upper hand the whole time. “You’re takin’ us to him. He better still be alive.”

“You call that a fight?” A new voice came from outside the temple like room. “Let me show you how we used to do it.” 

Gunn and Fred stared off as they got their first look at Sahjhan. 
Sahjhan looked over at Justine and in a mocking sincere voice greeted, “Hi Justine. I remember you. You tried to cut off my head.”

Then he made his move. He took out Justine, throwing her across the room and said to himself, “God how I missed this. You know what else I missed? Gravity, friction, smashing things to pieces, and you know what else?” He asked as he had Gunn by the throat, ready to throw him away. 

“Your brain?” Buffy quipped as she and Angel walked into the ancient setting. 

Sahjhan spotted Angel behind the tiny blonde and ignored her jab. “Angel. I guess I have you to thank for the whole, mortal coil thing, huh?”

“You take me to Quor Toth and we’ll call it even? How does that sound?” Angel asked as he circled the demon in front of him. 

“Couldn’t even if I wanted to.” Sahjhan told him honestly. “I’m only allowed to open that place, exactly once. That’s why I chose it.”

“You’re lying.” Buffy called him out.

“No, that I’m telling the truth about. Whole universe could go kaplooie. Bad for me, bad for our country.” Sahjhan said in a civilized tone. 

“So, what are you lying about?” Buffy asked. 

“Read any good prophecies lately?” he chuckled at his plan. 

“You wrote the prophecy?” Fred couldn’t believe this turn of events. 

“More of a ‘re-write’ actually. You’re not really my enemy. You’re in my home and I’m gonna kick your ass, but you were never the point.” 

“It was Connor.” Buffy stated the obvious.

“Boy, can’t get one past you, can I? Oh, wait, I already did. You know what it’s like to see your name in a true prophecy?” he was going to continue when Buffy chimed in again. 

“Yeah, I do. But prophecies don’t always mean what they say. I was prophesized to die by the hands of the Master, I did, but I was revived. Thus I fulfilled the prophecy, but am still living.” 

“But you planted false prophecies to make sure that would happen. That Angel would kill his son… and Wesley believed them.” Fred surmised. 

“Thank God he had some spine. Holtz was useless. He just wanted revenge, and thought that takin’ your kid would be the epitome of vengeance. If he had just killed the damn thing when it was still in it’s mother we could have avoided all of this-” he was cut off by Angel vamping out and going for Sahjhan.

Both Angel and Buffy were fighting Sahjhan and equally holding their own. With both of them there, it was harder for Sahjhan to fight both of them. He was starting to waver when Buffy lost her focus for a split second and Sahjhan tossed her away like she was a faulty credit card offer. 

Angel couldn’t really handle the demon on his own and was flipped onto the table as Sahjhan raised a piece of broken chair to Angel’s heart and was about to plunge it into him as the missing Justine ran into the room with the special urn the little girl talked about.

Sahjhan was gone. 

Buffy helped Angel up and Justine told them that she had left Wes in the park by his house. They all agreed to go look for him together. 

After they didn’t find him and the sun was coming up, Buffy took Angel back inside and let the others look around for the missing ex-watcher. 

Angel was standing in what would be his office again and looked as Buffy walked back to him. 

“Well, since Dawn is still at Lorne’s, I figured we could just hang out here and wait to see if there’s anything that comes up. I cleaned the pentagram as best I could, but I think dried blood is starting to become a look out there.” 

“Thanks.” Angel said quietly. 

“You know me, I like to keep busy.”
“All I could think about was getting my hands on Sahjhan and Fred and Gunn tried to keep me from-”

“Going too far? I’m sorry Angel. I was so caught up in making sure that you weren’t alone in what you were feeling, I missed the whole concept of boundaries. We both went too far. You have a reason, I don’t.” 

“You think Wes is…?” he didn’t finish the sentence. 

“I hope for the best that he’s okay. But Angel, I know what you’re thinking. You don’t have Connor’s blood on your hands.” She reassured him. 

“Don’t I?” 

“You think there’s something more that you could have done? You did everything you could with the knowledge that you had, just like Wesley. Maybe the way to start forgiving ourselves is to forgive him.” She said wisely.

“Since when did you become so wise?” he looked at her and couldn’t believe that this woman was the same girl who he’d left three years earlier. He didn’t realize how much she’d grown up in that time. 

“Since-” she was about to say something witty back at him when the phone rang. 

“Angel Investi- Hey Fred! They did- and? Okay, where? St. Patricia’s? Yeah, he’s here. Thanks.” Buffy said and Angel knew that they found Wesley. 

He grabbed Buffy’s hand and they were out the door. 

“It’s good you came man.” Gunn said as his arm wrapped around Fred’s waist.

“He ask for me?” Angel wondered aloud. 

“He can’t speak yet.” Fred informed her friend. 

“Can I see him?” Angel asked as he regrettably let go of Buffy’s hand in his. 

“I think he’d like that.” Buffy reassured him as she gave him her best smile she could at the moment.

Angel entered the hospital room and could immediately hear Wesley’s struggling heart beats. He slowly approached his friend and stood beside his bed. 

Wesley looked up at Angel and wondered what was going on.

“Hey Wes… I just want you to know that I understand why you did it. I know about the prophecy and I know how hard it must have been for you to do… what you did. You thought I was going to turn evil and kill my son. I didn’t. This isn’t Angelus talking, it’s me. Angel. You know that right?” 

At Wes’ struggled nod that he understood that ‘Angel’ would never hurt Connor. 

“Good.” Angel said lowly and moved toward Wes’s bed, grabbing the top pillow from behind him and smothering him with it. 

“You think I forgive you! NEVER! NEVER! YOU’RE GOING TO PAY FOR WHAT YOU DID! YOU TOOK MY SON! YOU TOOK MY SON!” he shouted as the machines started to go crazy with beeps.

Buffy, Fred, and Gunn looked at each other and ran into Wes’ room. 

Fred and Gunn tried to get Angel away from Wes, but didn’t work. 

When he flung both of them away like flies, Buffy stepped up and just lightly touched his shoulder. He wouldn’t hurt her, she knew that. 

She moved his body to face hers as he let go of the pillow and looked at her. He’d never felt this much pain at losing someone since he’d left her those years ago. Just like he had done when he saved her from Pete after he’d returned from Hell, he knelt down on his knees, hugging her legs as he openly cried. 

This time, she gripped his head and hugged him tighter. 

Fred and Gunn looked at the couple in front of them and were amazed at what just happened right before their eyes. That was love. That was true love there.
The next day…

Angel, Fred, Gunn, Lorne, Dawn and Buffy were helping clean out the burnt room that used to be Angel’s apartment. 

Angel spotted a snow globe he had bought for Connor. 

“I don’t even know why I bought this for him. It was a whim I guess. Thought he might like to look at it. I never does snow in Southern California.” Angel said as Buffy walked into the room carrying a trash bucket. 

“It did once.” She said quietly, remembering that night up on the bluff looking out over Sunnydale as it suddenly started to snow on them, thus saving our champion from being a Krispy Kreme doughnut. Or something like that.

Angel put it down and walked downstairs to see if there were any clients around at all, or just some work he could do to take his mind away from his recent loss. 

Cordelia walked in sporting a new hair cut, which was blonde (gag me) and gifts with Groo on her arm with his arm around her waist. 

“We’re ba-” she stopped herself as she saw Angel’s look on his face and knew something was up immediately. 

“What happened?” she asked as she moved toward him and approached him with caution as Buffy came trotting down the steps to see who was at the door. 

Cordelia saw Buffy and was inwardly glad that he hadn’t been alone through whatever it was that had happened. Just a little part of her was jealous of Buffy. Not that she was with Angel, but that she had been present when Cordelia had been not.
Fred took Cordy aside and Buffy came down went over to Angel and put her arms around him for support.

Fred explained what happened, about Connor being taken by Wesley and then by Holtz into a hell dimension. 

Immediately Cordy left Groo who was bringing their stuff in and walked into Angel’s office, inadvertently interrupting a private moment between he and the Slayer. 

“Cor, could you give us a few minutes?” Buffy politely asked her. 

Cordelia, just nodded her head and walked back over to her man, and took him in a hug. Groo was still new to the concept of hugs, but he was getting the hang of them and when they were needed. 

Her eyes were starting to water at the terrible things that had happened while they were away. 

“Do not cry my princess, for I am sure that things will work themselves out.” Groo wisely said as he ran his hands through Cordy’s short blonde locks. He preferred her hair dark, like his, but if this was what made her happy, then he was happy too. 

Inside the office, Angel was sitting in the chair, staring at nothing and no one. He needed something but he didn’t know what. He just felt jumpy, that something should be done.

“What are you thinking?” Buffy asked him quietly as the answer to his problems came to him. 

“We should re-do my room. That’s what we should do. Get some new furniture and some new paint, and re-do the whole room. One where it’s Buffy-friendly.” He told her surprised that the words came out of his mouth. 

“Good, because as you know, I’m probably going to be staying here for a while. And I’m glad that you want to do this, baby, really I am, but I just want to say…” she trailed on and looked at him more sternly. “I hope your not thinking that by changing things that this will somehow bring Connor back.”

“I won’t lie and say that it’s not partially about Connor, but I just need something to do and this is the first available thing that popped into my head.” He explained.

“Good.” She half-smiled at him. 

Buffy left to go call Dawn at Lorne’s and ask if they could run to the nearest Home Depot and pick up some stuff. 

Cordelia took this time to go talk to her boss and her closest friend. 

“Hey.” Cordelia greeted her friend as she saw him slumped in his chair as he looked at the picture of himself, Cordelia and Wesley from their first year together as an agency. ‘God,’ he thought, ‘times were SO different then. For better or worse, I don’t know.’
Cordelia walked slowly to him and put her hand on his shoulder. He didn’t turn around to look at her. 

“I’m so sorry.” Was all she said.

She knew that with Angel, you didn’t need to use lots of words to get your point across or he could tell when someone was just saying they were sorry, to say they were sorry, so he just nodded his head a little and didn’t respond.

Two hours later, Dawn and Lorne had returned with lots and lots of goodies from Home Depot. They had bought a can of white paint as a first coat and brought one of those option books of all the colors available. That way, Angel could choose what he wanted. 

“Here Angel. I think you should go with tope.” Buffy suggested.

“Why tope?” he asked confused.

“Well, according to Brad Pitt, they say tope is very soothing.” She tried to lighten the mood.

He just shook his head. He paced around the room and walked back over to Buffy. 

“I can’t do this. I can’t make decisions right now. I just, can’t you make all the decisions and I just work?” he pleaded with her to take the burden away from him. 

“Angel, this is your apartment… you’re telling me I can have free reign over your living space?” she eyed him suspiciously to see if this was a trick. 

“Well, now that I think about it, nothing pink, red, purple, yellow, peach or green. Oh, or orange.” He told her.

“Angel, that like leaves, blue, black and grey.” She noticed.

“Perfect.” He said as he walked out the door and to the room where he was staying at for the time being. He took off his tight dark blue shirt and black dress pants, and decided to go for a shower. He needed a shower. He looked over at a picture he had of Buffy on his mantle and thought, “Definitely need a shower.”
Buffy walked into Angel’s room, or his current room and noticed that he was in the shower, probably needed to just feel anything but the pain in his heart. Buffy suddenly got an idea. A wicked idea, but an idea none the less.

Slowly, she slinked inside the bathroom and saw the steam that clouded the room. Clearly, Angel must have been deep, deep in thought, because when Buffy stepped into the shower with him, he had never even heard the bathroom door open or close. 

“Jesus, Buffy. What are you doing here?” 

“Oooh, point to the Slayer while the stealth guy has yet to score.” She teased him as she went under the nozzle of hot water. 

He still stayed there shocked that she was here and not some dream. Then again, maybe it was. His fantasies had been so real lately because she had been so close to him. 

“I’m real, don’t worry, you’re not dreaming.” She smiled wickedly at him as she faced him, her face covered in water droplets from the falling drops. 

“How do I know that?” he defended himself. Dream Buffy always said stuff like that. He never thought she’d be so bold and walk into his shower like that. It had to be a dream.

She smiled even more seductively and grabbed his hardening member. 

“If I was a dream, could I do this?” 

He moaned at the feelings of her hands around his throbbing cock. Gods how he wanted her! He always had and he always will want her. Three years without her didn’t change that, nothing would.
She knew she was playing with fire, but at the moment, neither of them cared. All that mattered, at least to Angel, was Buffy’s hands moving up his body and stopping at his shoulders, bringing him closer for her to attack his mouth. 

The sweet sensations filled their mouths and their senses as they joined at their mouths. They only place their bodies were allowed to join. 

Both stood still under the cooling water, their tongues in an impossible battle for domination. Angel lifted Buffy up on her thighs and placed her against the wall, trapping her with his body and held her with one hand as his mouth left hers and attached to her right side of her neck, where his claim on her was.
She lost herself in his every touch and her every feeling from his wonderful hands. Why, god ever created those wonderful, talented, exquisite hands, she’d never know. 

She came out of her haze when Angel set her down and said, “We really shouldn’t Buffy. Not just because of the curse, but I’m feeling bad right now, and I’d be taking advantage of you.” He said as he stopped his dangerous tour down her body.

“But I started this…” she retorted, trying to make him see that he wouldn’t be taking advantage of her. 

He shook his head and stepped back away from her. Any more and he really wouldn’t be able to control himself. He needed to stop and regrettably he did. 

“Buffy, you don’t understand. Just because you presented yourself to me, doesn’t mean that I wouldn’t be taking advantage of you.” He tried to explain to her as best as he could.

“How?” she demanded to know. 
He struggled for a few moments to find the right words, “Nothing I say right now is going to taken well, so, just know that I love you and that this isn’t the right time for this.” 

He said as he stepped out of the shower and threw on a towel, covering his naked lower body from her gazing view.

She didn’t move for a moment as she studied his glistening backside and admired his tattoo almost drooling with her mouth open. She never told him how incredibly sexy she found his tattoo to be. 

He was out the door of the bathroom with a trail of steam behind him as he set out to find a pair of sweat pants. 

Buffy stepped out and wrapped a towel around her body and walked into his room to already find him gone. 

Saddened, she squeezed her hair of the water that had enveloped her long blonde hair. Quickly she put on some jeans and a blue shirt. She came jogging down the stairs and stopped dead in her tracks as she saw Angel standing there deathly still.
“Angel? Baby, what’s wrong?” Buffy asked as she approached him.
That’s when she saw it. 

“Tell her.” A voice said as everyone came into the room and stared in disbelief of what was in front of their eyes.
It couldn’t be true. It just couldn’t. It wasn’t possible, yet it was right in front of his eyes. He wasn’t the only one looking, so it couldn’t just be his imagination.

“Go on, tell who I am. You know. You can smell me.” The voice taunted Angel as it started to circle him and Buffy was starting to not like this person. 

“Who the hell do you think you are coming in here-” Buffy started to shout and walk toward the new person in the room.

“Buffy, don’t.” Angel stopped her.

“Angel? Who is this? Do you know?” she asked him looking into his eyes. The eyes that could never lie to her.

“It’s Connor.” He whispered like it was his last dying breath.

Buffy’s gaze turned toward the little boy that looked around twelve or so and could see it so clearly now. How could she have not recognized this as Connor earlier, she didn’t know. It was painfully obvious, with his brown hair and his big, chocolaty eyes. 

“Oh my god. Connor.” Fred’s voice filtered the room as everyone eyed each other and wondered if this really was Connor. 

Connor looked around, panicking, sniffing the air to make sure that it was a safe environment. He looked up at Angel and then at the blonde that had sat down. Angel still hadn’t moved and obviously was having a hard time coming up with anything to say.

“Connor.” Angel said as he walked up to his son and the little boy wavered for a moment but didn’t know what to do. 

Angel wanted to give him a hug, but when he went for it, Connor tore out of the hotel and Angel went after him.

“Connor! No!” he shouted as he chased after him. 

Angel was entering the sunlight and Buffy registered that a second after he took off! She ran after him screaming his name. His own was loud enough, she had to get his attention. 

“Angel! Get inside! Gunn and Fred can go after him.” Buffy said as she pushed him back into the shade.

She cupped his face and brought him back down to earth, for surely he must have been in heaven to see his lost son.

“Angel? I know you want to go after him, but if you do, he won’t have you anymore. Neither will I, so come back inside.” She took his hand in hers and led him back into the hotel. 
His entire two hundred and forty odd years of life, or unlife were flashing in front of his eyes as he saw his son.
It was the most surreal moment he’d ever experienced. He thought Connor lost forever, and yet, here he was. He was back… 

“He’s back…” kept playing on repeat in Angel’s mind, and Buffy tried to get him to sit down. 
“I need to sit down.” He said aloud.

Buffy looked at him quizzically and said, “You are sitting down.”

He looked up at her and then at the chair in the lobby and saw that indeed he was sitting down. 

“Oh.” He said as she walked over to the chair and sat on the arm, and started to fidget with his hair.
Not feeling comfortable, Angel got up out of the chair and walked into his office and promptly closed the door behind him. He moved so quickly, Buffy fell onto the chair before she knew that he was gone.

‘Okay.’ Buffy said to herself as she looked up to see if Angel was going to help her up, but was surprised when she saw him go into his office and close the door.

Angel fell down on the floor, and rolled under the desk. 

‘Oh god.’ he thought as the pain coursed through his body. 

He prayed to god that Buffy didn’t walk in and see him. Though there wasn’t anything he could do about it.

As his eyes flashed bright orange and yellow, he almost passed out from the pain. ‘I love you Connor and Buffy. I’m sorry.’ Was the last thing that flashed through his mind as he looked down at the floor and the pain sub-sided.
Buffy got up off the chair and walked into Angel’s office, ready and willing to make him feel better and give him support or whatever he needed. She was going to be there with him one hundred percent. 

“Angel…” she said as she walked in and saw him standing up from the floor.

Buffy got up off the chair and walked into Angel’s office, ready and willing to make him feel better and give him support or whatever he needed. She was going to be there with him one hundred percent. 

“Angel…” she said as she walked in and saw him sitting on the corner of the desk smirking at her as she walked in.

One look into his eyes and she knew the truth. 

“No! No! No!” she saw the deadness and blackness of his eyes and she started to cry. She was alone with him and before she could walk back out through the door, he shut it from behind her.

“Where are you going Buff? Party’s just starting.” He smirked as he could smell her fear in waves. He gave it a day before she was back to her old slayer self. It would just take a few hours for the realization to sink in that her precious Angel was gone, again.

He grabbed her arms and pulled them to the top of her head and on the door. With his other hand he started to trace the outline of her luscious body.

“It’s been too long, Buff. How’ve you been?” He smirked as she tried to wiggle out of his crushing grasp.

“Why?” was all she could ask. It was the only thing that her mind was wondering at the moment.

He pretended to think about it and then looked back at her with a gleam in his dead brown eyes, “I guess there are still some kinks to work out in that old pesky curse.”

The door to the lobby opened and they heard some voices, what sounded like Cordy and Groo. Quickly, Angelus put his free hand to her mouth to keep Buffy from screaming for help.

“Listen to me Buff. We’re going to walk out of here, and you’re coming with me. You make one wrong move and I’ll snap your neck. Got it?” he threatened as he tightened his hold on her to prove his point.

Slowly, she moved her head up and down and he let her down to her feet. He kept a firm arm on her and started to open the door.

“Good girl.” He kissed her hard on the mouth and told her as they walked into the lobby.

Buffy didn’t want to chance it, but she had no other choice. She knew what she had to do, and she prayed for the best out come. She just hoped she had enough strength within herself to do what had to be done.

Angelus held his firm grip on her waist on the opposite side, so it looked like he was just holding her to the naked eye.

Angelus entered the lobby and saw Cordy filing something, most likely a case, and she looked up at him and smiled brightly, as if, they shared a secret between them and carried on with her work.

As Angelus was passing by the counter, Buffy made her move and yelled, “Cordelia HELP ME! He’s evil agai-”

Angelus cut her off as he gripped her waist even tighter as he put his hand over her mouth to keep from screaming.

Cordelia just looked up at them and saw Angelus struggling with Buffy and shrugged it off. She looked over at Groo and saw him happily sitting at the desk sharpening his weapons.

Buffy didn’t understand what was wrong with them? He was kidnapping her and they were just standing there? What the hell was going on?

Angelus just went on his merry way and dragged Buffy kicking and screaming to the basement. It was like they had been invisible or something. Buffy tried as hard as she could to get out of his grasp, but he was too strong. She couldn’t budge against his grip.

“Angelus, let me go!” she screamed.

Once the sewers, Angelus let go of her and pushed her against the wall and smacked her before she could even move. Gripping her hair in his tight fist, he grabbed the side of her head with his other hand and twisted her neck like a bottle cap.

“Ahh. Been waiting forever to do that.” He smiled to himself as he looked down at Buffy’s lifeless corpse and said, “Sweet dreams little girl.”

“NO!” 

“Buffy? What’s wrong?” Angel looked up at her from the chair in the lobby area.

“What?” She looked around her confused as hell.

Angel looked at her questioningly and informed her, “Are you okay? You were just spacing for the longest time.”

“I need to call Giles. Now.” She said seriously and walked over to the phone.

Something was going on, something weird, and it had to do with Angel and Angelus. She didn’t know what yet, but she could feel things boiling at the surface. Soon, everything was going to pop, and she had this sinking feeling that it had to do with Angel, Angelus, Connor and herself for some reason. 

She picked up the phone and dialed Giles number. She prayed he was home. She needed her Watcher to figure something out. She’d never had a prophetic day dream before and needed to know if it was possible.

Two hours later have many ‘Dear lord’s’ and ‘oh my’s’ Buffy hung up the phone with Giles. He had never heard of a prophetic day dream, but he’d quote unquote ‘consult his books’. A moment like that was when Buffy dearly missed her Watcher and father figure.

“Anything new?” Angel asked as he came up behind her scarring her.

She jumped at the sudden presence of Angel behind her. Though she shouldn’t be surprised, it was what he did best.

“Still haven’t lost your touch have you?” she said sardonically.

“What did Giles have to say?” he asked carefully.

She wouldn’t face him. She couldn’t face him. She wanted to run to him and be safe in his arms and know that he loved her and that he’d never leave her. But a big part of her wanted to stay as far away from him as possible. She was scared out of her mind that this dream would come true and not only she would lose him, but that Angelus wouldn’t hesitate to kill her this time.

She had just returned here and at first she wanted to go back, but not now. She realized these last few months that she did want to live and be here and not be dead.

“He um, he said he’d never heard of a prophetic day dream before, but he’d look into it.” She glanced back and forth away from him. 

“Okay.” He said and saw that she wasn’t ready to face him yet. He understood her need for space at the moment. He’d be al little worried if she wasn’t freaking out.

“Look Buffy-” he started to say but was cut off by her.

“Angel, I don’t mean this personally, but I really just can’t be around you right now. Okay? Please understand.” The words hurt for her to say, but she really couldn’t.

Her words were no surprise to him, but that didn’t mean that they still stung to his core. Unless by some miracle and Angelus was no longer a threat, they’d always have this road block in the relationship.

Angel didn’t say anything or move, Buffy walked away, leaving him by the counter with the same look in his eyes.

All the others looked over at him and clearly they witnessed what just went down between them. He really didn’t want to do deal with any of them at the moment so he just walked up to his room and shut his door; content to brood for the millionth time in his and Buffy’s relationship.

There was a small, meek knock on his door and didn’t answer it. He sat there not really wanting company right now.

He was surprised and kind of pissed when the last person he expected walked through his door.

“Angel.” She said as she moved her brunette hair to behind her ears and prepared herself for a long chat with the one of the best men in her life.

“I really don’t want to see anyone right now.” He managed to grit out at the woman in front of him.

“I understand that, but I think you should listen to me for a minute.” She tried to coax him into hearing what she had to say on the situation at hand.

“Okay, you think you can make this better, fire away!” he snapped at her.

“Angel. I didn’t come here to say that I can make it better. I came up here to try and make you understand what Buffy’s going through.” She explained to him.

He looked her dead in the eyes and yelled, “I understand what she’s going through!”

Placing her hands on her hips she fired back, “Obviously you don’t since you’re up here not wanting to see anyone.”

“Well, I’m talking to you aren’t I?” he said equally. 

“I know not by your choice, but Angel, she’s my sister. I love her and I love you too. I’m just saying, to give her some space. If I know Buffy half as well as I think I do, she’s probably torn up inside. Debating on whether or not to run into your arms or shun them.”

He hadn’t really thought of that. Dawn made an interesting point, but he still wanted to be alone for the moment. When he could figure out how in the hell to make sure Buffy’s dream didn’t come true, he’d feel A LOT better.

Dawn looked at him sadly and seemed tapped out at the moment. She tried and there wasn’t much else she could do. She’d said her peace and that was all she could do. 

She exited the room and he sat there thinking in the dark, honing his brooding skills once again as per usual.

Dawn walked down stairs and looked around for the others. They still sat there in their silence afraid if Angel heard what they were talking about. Dawn could understand their not wanting to talk loudly. Plus since Buffy could walk back in at any second they didn’t want to chance that either. 

“Hey guys.” She greeted. Everyone’s attention turned to Dawn; the little teenager who had bravely faced the fierce beast known as Angel. 

Immediately Gunn, Fred and Cordy were on her like she was a moth to the flame. They all had questions at once and Dawn could only answer so many.

“QUIET!” she yelled at the top of her lungs. “God, what is your guys’ deal. I can only handle so many questions, okay?” 

They backed down after that outburst. 

“Now, if you want to know what happened, I’ll tell you.” She grinned thinking evil thoughts. 

They were all intrigued now, waiting on pins and needles to know what happened between her and the big guy. 

“He sat, we talked, I left.” She finished and then walked away with everyone glaring into her long brown hair.

She walked outside and saw Buffy sitting in the garden looking up at the beautiful flowers and the sunny sky. 

“Buffy?” Dawn said as she cautiously stepped toward her big sister. 

“How is he?” she said mindlessly. 

“Hurt, but I think I made him understands now that I made him see your point of view.” Dawn said equally as she sat down next to Buffy who had patted the cement seat for her to sit down.

“I just don’t know what to do Dawn. I love him and I want to be with him, I want him to comfort me and hold me in his arms and make this all go away.” She started to cry and covered her face in her hands.

“But you don’t want him near you for fear that he’ll become Angelus again.” Dawn surmised.

All Buffy could do was cry. She felt so confused and so lonely. Dawn was here with her now, but what would happen when she had to see Angel again? She couldn’t avoid him forever, even though the option wasn’t looking too bad right now. 

No, something big was coming, something bigger than they’d ever dreamed of. The clock was winding down, Buffy could feel it, as she was sure Angel could to. All they had to do was wait to hear from-

“Angel Investigations-” Gunn answered the phone and stopped. He looked outside and saw Buffy. “She’s… can I take a message?” 

“Okay, can you hang on for one moment?” Gunn asked and then put his hand over the bottom of the receiver. 

“BUFFY! ANGEL! WE GOT NEWS!” he yelled and went back to the phone as both warriors came running into the lobby ready to hear the news they’d been anxious to hear.

Gunn looked to Buffy and to Angel and handed the phone to Buffy. 

“Hello? Giles… have you-” she was cut off.

A few minutes passed and there were a lot of “uh-huh’s and hmmm’s” coming from Buffy.

Once she finally hung up the phone, the entire gang was staring at her like a flock of seagulls. All of them were practically on their hands and knees begging for the information to be shared. Most especially Angel. If this day dream came wasn’t going to happen, he and Buffy could work things out. If not- well, he didn’t want to dwell on the negative.

“Good news or bad news first?” she asked the gang.

They all glanced at each other, thinking the same thing. “Bad news.” They said aloud together.

“Okay, the bad news is, I’ve got to go back to Sunnydale next week.” She explained.

They all just kind of raised their eyebrows and looked at her strangely like she had a chicken on her head or something. 

“The good news?” Wesley asked first.

“Oh, um, Giles said that he looked in all the volumes of some watcher’s journal or ancient text, or some kind of book and no where in it does it say that there are prophetic day dreams.” She breathed a sigh of relief.

Angel couldn’t have been happier if he’d lost his soul. Which obviously wasn’t about to come true, so, yay for him!

He walked over to Buffy who didn’t hesitate for a moment to be in his arms again. She just revealed in the feel of his arms around hers. A day without Angel in her arms, was a day too long. She didn’t know how she survived when he’d left.

While in his arms, she just felt his tight firm, protective grasp around her tight little waist and thought, ‘what did I ever do to deserve this wonderful man?’

Angel breathed in Buffy’s scent and wouldn’t let himself forget it. He just held her in his arms and didn’t let her go. His face was in the crook her neck and she had hers in his.

Everyone couldn’t help but stare at them. They were so compelling, so hypnotic that the gang couldn’t help but watch their love filled reunion. They heard whispers of words and couldn’t make them out, but they knew what was being said.

Buffy and Angel looked at each other and he set her down on the floor and they walked hand in hand upstairs to his bed room. They had some talking to do.

Dawn just smiled inwardly and turned around startled when she heard the door shut. She looked up and saw a little boy, scared and shaking. The boy looked so familiar yet she couldn’t get a pin point on how. 

His dark brown hair and chocolate brown eyes were nagging at her soul. Who did he look like? God, it was driving her mad.

“Can I help you?” she politely asked the little boy.

“Yes, I am looking for Angel.” He said stoically. 

Dawn’s eyes grew wide. She knew where she’d recognized him before. He reminded her of Angel. 

“He’s busy right now. But they should be done soon, would you like to wait?” She asked, motioning toward the couch and sitting down. 

The boy looked around the lobby, looking for any possible traps or tricks that Angel had up his sleeve. He didn’t want to be caught off guard if Angel decided to attack him again.

“So, what’s your name?” Dawn asked the little boy who looked about twelve or thirteen years old.

He looked at her skeptically and then replied, “Stephen. But you may know me as ‘Connor’.”

Dawn’s panic buttons were going on overload sitting next to him, but she didn’t let it show. She didn’t want him to think or believe that she was scared right now. She saw how he fought earlier, she would lose in a heartbeat. 

“Oh, really? I’m Dawn.” She introduced herself. She put out her hand for him to take and shake it. He just looked at it funny and momentarily she could of sworn she saw him sniff it.

She looked at him sadly and gently took his hand and placed it in hers and moved it up and down. 

“Hello Con- Stephen, I mean.” She greeted him properly. 

“Hello Dawn.” He mimicked her and she smiled at him. Maybe this kid wasn’t so bad after all.

Upstairs….

Buffy and Angel were in his room, and couldn’t have been more content with each other. Buffy was laying on Angel’s bed and he with her, and Angel had Buffy enveloped in his arms, intending on never letting her go again. 

She looked up at him and said, “I am sorry for the way I was before. I was so confused. I wanted to-”

“Shhh. It’s okay. I understand.” He calmed her down and lifted her gently so he could capture her lips in a passionate kiss. After a few fierce, breathless kiss, they did what they were meant to do. 

Buffy took in several deep breaths happier than ever that it was Angel who was making her breathless and no one else. No one else did make her breathless. That was Angel’s honor and Angel’s alone. She smiled happily as that thought occurred in her mind.

Buffy snuggled into Angel’s broad muscular chest as they laid on his bed together and promptly fell asleep in each other’s arms. All was right with the world. Her dream wasn’t going to come true, Angelus wouldn’t be back and Angel was right here in her arms. Life couldn’t have been better.

The nap was perfect. Not to short, and not to long for a during the day nap at least. Buffy rose from Angel’s chest and smiled dreamily at the pleasantness that he caused in her body. She hadn’t slept that good since- a long time. 
“Hey.” He greeted her, causing her to jerk a little in surprise. 

“Hey. We have to break that habit of yours.” She grinned as he sat up next to her and placed his hands over hers and all the glowing feelings of love rushed through her. 

“We’ll work on it.” He mused and sadly he got up off the bed leaving Buffy all by her lonesome. She looked up at him with big sad, puppy eyes, the puppy eyes that could get him to do almost anything for her.
“We’ve gotta go downstairs baby. There could be a client and I just want to get back to the normal routine.” He explained.

Slightly disappointed, she knew that he was right. They had things that they had to get back to. Buffy had to talk to Dawn about next week. They had Xander’s wedding to attend and Buffy intended to keep Dawn in Sunnydale so she could finish school.

Sighing she got up off the bed and walked over to her gorgeous honey and placed a soft kiss on his lips. 

“What was that for?” he eyed her skeptically. He was pretty sure she was up to something. She was putting one her nice act when she wanted him to do something. Three years hadn’t changed anything on that aspect.

“Can’t I just give my sweet, wonderful, caring, attentive boyfriend a kiss?” she asked innocently.

He glinted his gaze of her and wisely said, “Yes, but I know you. What do you want?”

She shrugged her shoulders seemingly still playing the innocent act, to which Angel knew she wasn’t, and said, “I need a date next week for Xander’s wedding.”

He thought about that one for a moment. It was still a shock that Xander Harris of all people was getting married. And to Anya of all people. He remembered when Xander could do all but stare at Buffy. He was glad when he’d found Cordelia, it was a little strange, but whatever worked. Then he’d gone evil and Xander was still the same old guy. Now he was getting married, it was just mind boggling to the master of mind boggling.

“Ah, so let me guess. You want your date to be somebody specific. You have anyone in mind?” he grinned as he thought of the playful banter going on between them right now. It was new and he liked it. He liked it a lot.

“Well, I had this one guy in mind.” She pretended to think about him as she looked at him. 

“And what does this guy you have in mind, look like?” he wanted to know. 

This was fun. He hadn’t had fun with her in SO long. It hadn’t been since the lost- he quickly shunned those memories. Though they were of the happiest day of his life, he couldn’t remember them without heartache and pain going through him. 

“Well, he’s tall. Has short, spikey brown hair, broad shoulders, firm chest,” she smiled when she thought about him. “a beautiful tattoo,  the most gentle hands that’s ever touched my skin, and the biggest, most beautiful, chocolate brown eyes, I’ve ever let myself drown in.”

He sternly looked at her and a wave of playful possessiveness came over him and he said, “They better be the only ones you drown in.”

She giggled and brought his head down to hers and attacked his mouth with such love and passion. She loved to see this side of him. He never showed anyone anything other than guilt, anger or the occasional, smile here and there. She felt so wonderful that he showed her sides of him that he didn’t to others. It kind of made it their little secret. 

When she let go of her hold on his neck, he looked deep into her emerald eyes and joy just filled his being. 

“So, do you love this guy?” he brought out the big guns. He wanted to hear her say it again and again and never stop. It was something he’d never get tired of hearing from her lovely lips.

She pretended to think about it for a moment. “Hmmm.” She said. 

Gasping, Angel hissed, “Buffy!”

Laughing she stated, “Did the Redwings win the Stanley Cup back to back? Yes.” 

He thought about that for a moment and said, “You know, I really don’t like their-”
He was cut off by Buffy placing her finger over his lips and shushing his words. This was not the time.

“Angel? I don’t care about hockey.” She said as she moved and kissed his shushed lips. He looked at her and they really needed to be out of there. 

Defeated, he sighed and they walked out of his bedroom and down the maroon colored hallways. They walked hand in hand and reached the steps. They walked down, Buffy had made a joke and Angel couldn’t help but muse at her. 

“Guys, you’re just in time.” Dawn said as she noticed her sister and her boyfriend walk down the stairs.

Angel looked at Dawn with a happy smile on his face that fell flat when he saw Connor sitting on the couch with her. 

“Connor.” He said trying to hold everything inside him and not over dramatized the situation than it already was.

“Hi dad.” Connor greeted his father with little emotion. He didn’t want to give Angel a weapon to use against him later. Everything until he could decide on his idea of what Angel was like would be neutral. 

He was going to have fun getting to know his father. Oh, he was going to have so much fun, and he knew exactly how to start. Angel was in for a wild ride if he thought this was going to be an easy father/son relationship. Connor was going to teach him a lesson Angel would never forget.
Angel walked to the center of the lobby and stood in front of Connor. Buffy had still been on the stairs and just watched the scene in front of her play out. She wanted to be there with Angel, but this was something that he had to deal with on his own. 
Angel didn’t really know what to say to his pre-pubescent son, so he just kind of stood there and Connor stood in front of him. Neither male knew what to say or what to do.

Dawn just watched in disbelief. Angel, the same Angel that was ready to go to hell and back to get his son, was standing in front of him, not knowing what to say. God, how life was ironic.
Angel looked at Connor and then he started to rub his shoulder. Connor let him and as Connor was starting to relax and enjoy the affection from his long lost father, Angel quickly took his neck and snapped it!

Buffy stared on in horror. “No, this can not be happening.”

“I’m afraid it is Buff. You think that this is over? It’s only just beginning.” Angel or should I say Angelus looked at her on the stairs and chased after her as Dawn sat down next to Connor’s dead body and shook her head shamefully. 

“Such potential too.” She mused to herself as Angelus ran off and started to chase Buffy through the hallways of the hotel. 
Buffy ran down the hall with Angelus quick on her heels. No matter how fast she seemed to run, he kept gaining on her and gaining on her. She felt like she was in one of those old horror movies where no matter how fast the victim ran the killer always right behind. How she hated those movies. 

Alas, this seemed to be her life at the moment. 

Trying each room to open the door, she had no luck in finding one that was unlocked or opened. Always the same in the horror movies. She looked back over her shoulder to see him and was surprised when he was gone. Knowing that if this was one of those damn movies, when she turned back around he’d be right there. 
She sighed, took a deep breath and turned around to the front to face her attacker and was surprised by what she saw. He wasn’t there.

She looked around and didn’t see him anywhere. It was like, he had never been there at all. 

“Buffy!” Someone called her name from down in the lobby.

She walked to the banister again and heard Dawn calling her name. She saw Angel and Connor standing there perfectly fine. She looked around and then fainted at the top of the stairs. 

Angel ran to her faster than he’d realized and was by her side in an instant. Checking her pulse, he found one and was filled with relief. 
“Is she going to be okay?” Connor asked Angel as he looked on worriedly at the girl that seemed to be nice. A little odd, but the only one he knew anything about was Angel. 

Dawn looked sharply at Angel to be wise to answer that question.

“Yes, I think she’ll be fine. I don’t know what’s going on, but we’ll find out soon.” He said as he picked her up and carried her to his room. He gently laid her on the bed and turned back to Dawn who was patiently waiting for him. 

“Dawn-” he started.

“Angel, tell me the truth. What, is going on?” she asked as if she was just a little girl who didn’t know anything about the world yet. 

“Dawn, when I find out, I will tell you I promise.” Angel promised her sternly as he looked her in the eyes. He was a horrible liar, so she knew that he wasn’t lying about this. 
Holding him firmly to that promise she let him go. He looked like he had a mission and she was amazed she stopped him from running to where it was he was going. 

He ran downstairs and ran to the phone. This could not be good. He had to call Giles and fast. Something was going on and it’d take more than the fires of hell to find out what that was. 

“I don’t care if he’s in the middle of something! Get Giles on the phone now! This is an emergency!” Angel yelled into the phone angry at the person he was talking to.
Fred came over the balcony and called, “Angel!”

Angel held his finger to her in show of ‘one second’. 

Fred stared and rolled her eyes, as she impatiently tapped her foot waiting. 

“No, not five minutes. Get me Rupert Giles on the god damn phone. NOW!” He yelled again; turning even more frustrated by the second. He could feel his demon visage starting to surface, but fought against it. 
This time Fred had had it, and yelled, “ANGEL!”

He quickly turned his head to an annoyed Fred and looked at her expectantly. He mouthed the word, ‘What?’ to her. 

She said, “She’s awake.”

Angel dropped the phone and vaguely heard Giles’ voice say, ‘Hello? Hello?’

Gunn walked over to the dangling phone and said to Giles, “Ah, Angel left for a moment. But I can fill you in.”
Upstairs, Angel was at Buffy’s side in an instant. He held her hand, not tightly, but put enough pressure on it to let her know that he was here and she wasn’t alone. 

She looked up at him and whispered as if his name was a prayer, “Angel?”

He looked up at her, with such sadness and love in his eyes. Things were just not going well with them. They probably never would, but they couldn’t let it get them down. They had come so far together to give up now would be crazy. 
“Buffy, I’m here baby. I’m right here. I’m not going anywhere.” He cooed her with his soft words of devotion and love. 
She slit her eyes open a little further to see the face of her lover. When she saw his face, she started to freak out. 
“Get away from me! Back! Help! Someone help me!” she screamed out as she backed away from him, ripping her hand out of his and clutching it to her chest as if it had been touching fire.

Confused and shocked that she was acting this way, he didn’t want to frighten her so he backed away like she asked, screamed really. 

She looked around her and saw the familiar surroundings. She saw the confused look in Angel’s eyes and realized what happened. 
“Oh my god, Angel, I’m so sorry. I had this horrible nightmare that you were Angelus again. Again.” She paused to make sure that that sounded right, which to her, saying ‘I love you backwards’ would sound right about now.
“Shhh. It’s okay, love. I’m not going anywhere. Angelus isn’t going to be let loose anytime soon. I promise.” He tried to soothe her worries, but wasn’t sure it was working or not. 

“Why does this keep happening?” she asked rhetorically. 

“We’re finding out. Giles- Giles is on the phone downstairs. When I heard you were awake I dropped the phone. I’m sure one of the gang picked it up.” He explained.

Tears forming in her eyes at her obvious distress, “I just want to know what it means. I want to know if it’ll come true or what it is.”

He took her in his arms and pet her head, running his hands through her soft, golden tresses. This girl was so pure and so troubled. It broke his un-beating heart every time something like this happened.

“We’ll figure it out Buffy. We always do. Something will-”

“Angel!” Fred called from the lobby downstairs.

“See?” he didn’t even finish his sentence. 

Taking her tiny hand in his, he helped her off the bed, careful to make sure that she didn’t lose balance; he walked with her to the door and down the stairs to the lobby where the gang was waiting.

Connor looked at her worriedly. He felt a certain connection to the blonde that had passed out earlier. She smelled okay, but there was definitely something.

Dawn eyed her sister carefully and approached her with caution. Angel let go of Buffy as Dawn silently asked him to, and enveloped her sister into a grateful hug. She’d never been so scared in her life. 

Gunn was still on the phone with Giles and smiled happily to see Buffy up and walking around. 

“Yes, she’s here now. She just woke up. A few minutes ago. Here.” He said into the phone and then handed the receiver over to Buffy to take. 

“Giles?” she asked, pretty sure it was him, but still unsure. 

“Buffy. Thank heaven you’re alright. I need you to tell me exactly what’s been going on.” He said in his very ‘Giles-ish’ voice. 

Turning her gaze down, she was a little embarrassed at the information. Not to mention, still shaky on if it was going to come true or not.

“The first dream I had, I dreamt that Angel lost his soul right after Connor returned. I had gone to check on him and he was Angelus. He didn’t want to kill me. He wanted to take me away. But, he said if I made any kind of escape plans, he would kill me. I couldn’t fight him Giles. I felt weak. He dragged me through the lobby here and I screamed for help. No one helped me.” She whispered that last sentence so no one could hear her but Angel. She knew he heard her. 

Composing herself, she finished, “He dragged me to the sewer and then snapped my neck. The second dream was when Connor came back again. Angelus chased me through the halls and didn’t catch me. He said something, though. What was it?” she couldn’t remember what he’d said to her. 

Suddenly, it dawned on her. “He said that something was just starting.”

Sternly, Giles insisted, “Did he say what things?”

“No, he just said, ‘This is only the beginning.’ So naturally, one would think that something’s coming.” She explained. 

“I’ll look. See if there are any pending prophecies.” He said rather quickly in his British voice. She could just picture him standing there, taking off his glasses and cleaning them while saying that. It was so Giles to do something like that.
“Okay.” She said before they hung up. 

Taking a deep breath, she turned back to the gang in front of her and vaguely wished she had Willow and Xander here. She missed them. At the thought of Xander, she looked over at the calendar and hit herself in the head.

“What?” Dawn asked concerned.

“Xander’s wedding is this week. We have to go back tomorrow.” She reminded Dawn. 

A big light bulb went on for Dawn when Buffy reminded her of the only wedding they’d ever been invited to. 

Angel looked at Buffy and winked at her. For some reason, she didn’t receive that well. She felt a tinge of something go through her. Shrugging it off as something from her fainting spell, she went on with lover and sat down snuggling with him.

Connor looked expectantly at the couple in front of them and saw Dawn sit down next to Buffy. He saw how Buffy gently stroked her sister’s hair and saw how careful she was, how gentle. He saw how his father cared for the blonde and how concerned he was when she’d fainted. He saw the looks of love on both their faces as they softly kissed each other. For the first time, Connor saw a family.
The moment quickly passed and the phone rang off the hook scarring all three occupants off the couch. Angel moved Buffy off of him and got up to answer the phone. 
“Angel Investi-” he was cut off and then asked more gravely, “Giles?” 

Buffy got up immediately and walked to Angel and looked at him concerned. She wanted to be the one to talk to Giles but thought that as easy as Giles would tell her information that had to deal with her, Angel would break it even easier. 

Angel looked at her, obviously something Giles had said caused Angel to snap and look at her. What ever it was, Buffy was getting the stinging feeling in her stomach that it wasn’t good. Maybe it was because news from Giles was ever rarely good. 

She felt something else go through her and looked around frantically to see if the others had felt it. Dawn was still sitting on the couch, now with her head lying on the arm, and Connor had taken the seat next to her. They looked to be having their own private discussion and was happy for them. 

Angel looked back at the counter and away from Buffy to say, “Okay Giles. Thanks.” Angel hung up the phone and looked to Buffy. 

Quietly she looked at him and she saw the mixed feelings he was having about what to tell her, how to tell her and if he should tell her some of it.

“Angel,” she said his name like a prayer, like she always did. She needed to know what Giles told him. If he didn’t, she would burst and go on a mad killing spree. Well, she was sure she would. 

“Buffy, Giles has been reading up on more and more of past slayer’s prophetic dreams and is thinking that that’s what they really are. He’s truly believing that if Angelus is in your dreams, then he will be released again.” He hung his head. He didn’t want to say those words, but he needed to. She had a right to know the info Giles had gathered. 

Letting his words sink in, she just looked at him and shrugged, “Then all we need to do is make sure that we don’t do anything and we’ll be good. It’s not like we haven’t resisted each other before.” 

Looking a little more disturbed at her comment than anything, he lowered his head to look at her directly in her eyes and said, “Buffy, I think you should just go. You have Xander’s wedding next week, just go back to Sunnydale. I’ll come the day before the wedding.”

“What are you saying Angel?” she asked scared. 

“I’m just saying, for this week, to be safe, you should go back to Sunnydale a head of me. Take Dawn and go.” He almost demanded of her. 

“Are you kicking me out?” She demanded defensively. This could not be happening to her. They just got back together! 

“No, Buffy, I am NOT kicking you out. I just think that with this danger, it would be best if you went a day or two a head of me.” He tried to be reasonable with her. He knew how stubborn she could be, he just hoped that she would let his thoughts be brought to plan this time.

Seeing the truth in his words, she relented and gave in. She would leave later tonight with Dawn and then he would come in a day or two. She wasn’t liking how she was feeling anyway. Maybe she was getting home sick. That thought was a laugh in her head. She rolled her eyes and thought, ‘yeah right’. 

She didn’t know what was up with her, but whatever it was, it had her stomach in knots. She focused on the feeling for a moment. In all her years as a Slayer, she learned to listen to her gut, so she was going to try now. 

Closing her eyes, she let the world slip away from her and only focused on what her intuition was trying to tell her. Something was coming. Something big and dangerous that was for sure. Something that wasn’t Angelus. 
Angel shook her out of her state and was yelling, “Buffy!”

Jerked back into reality, she looked at him and asked, “What?”

“Are you okay?” He asked worried. He felt bad about having to ask her to leave and went to apologize to her and saw her just standing there with her eyes closed not moving, barely even breathing. 

“I’m fine. Something’s coming though. I don’t know what, but I can feel it.” She told him as she looked up at him and embraced his arms. 

Across Town…

“Are you sure this will work?” the manly, dark voice asked to the creature next to him. He had this plan set for years. It would be a shame to let it go to waste now. He was going to bring Angelus back once and for all and set him permanently free. He’d make sure that the soul would never be returned to him. He’d be personally responsible to see that that didn’t happen. 

“I’m positive this will work, but I can’t concentrate unless you shut up!” the creature yelled. It looked at the black cauldron in front of it and started to add the ingredients to make his spell. 

A small smile crept up on it’s face as he thought of bringing back the Scourge of Europe. Oh, this was going to be a fun summer.     

The next morning, Buffy woke up at around nine thirty in Angel’s bed alone. A little sad that he wasn’t with her, that he had insisted he sleep on the couch the night before, she sighed and looked to see if he was still sleeping. 
Buffy craned her neck to see into the living area only to find him not sleeping on the couch. A small pout came to her lips as she had wanted him to come into the bed with her and snuggle and just let the feel of his arms wrapping around her make her feel safe. 

Getting an idea she climbed out of bed and made her way to the bathroom. She heard the shower running and went to go sneak in there with who had to be Angel.
Cracking the door open just a little to see in, she could barely see in the room with all the steam. She came up to the door to the shower and saw his naked ass and a little smile came to her face. 

“Angel, I came to join-” she stopped when she saw his back had no tattoo on his right shoulder blade. 

The man turned around and it was Wesley!

“OH MY GOD!” she screamed as she tore out of the bathroom quicker than a speeding bullet. 
Angel having heard the scream come from Buffy immediately rushed upstairs in the middle of his conversation with Gunn to go to her. 

Racing up the stairs and to his beloved, Angel found her in his room panting and freaking out. She was pacing around his room. Whatever happened could not have been good. Something had to have made her a nervous wreck. 

“Buffy, baby? What’s wrong?” He asked her cautiously, knowing that anything he said could be turned around on him. Not wanting that in the least, he made sure to chose his words very carefully.
“I just… I just…” she trailed on, not being able to spit it out how embarrassed she was. Lord, how would she tell Angel that she saw Wesley naked in the shower?

“Buffy, whatever it is, I can’t help unless I know what it is that frightened you so much.” He calmly told her. He really needed to know what had happened. 

“I ah, I accidentally saw Wesley naked in the shower.” She blurted it out. It was so embarrassing. 
Angel just burst out laughing. That was what the whole deal was about? Man, that just showed how tense things had been around the office. With the threats of Angelus returning and with Buffy feeling something coming, everyone was on edge. The idea that this was even an issue was just damn laughable. 
Buffy was starting to seethe. He was laughing at her! How dare he laugh at her! This was a serious issue! She was going to be mentally scarred for life! It was WESLEY! IN THE SHOWER! NAKED! How could not be taking this seriously?
A thought occurred to her for the first time. It wasn’t serious! It was a stupid accident that she should be doing just what Angel was; laughing at it. It was so ridiculous. Did she hear that words coming out of her mouth?

As the humorous contents of the recent events came crashing down on her, she too started to just die laughing. 

After a few minutes of hard laughing, the two finally calmed down and Buffy regretfully looked up at the clock and saw that it was ten o’clock. She and Dawn were supposed to head out at ten thirty.  

Angel glanced back down at Gunn who was left in the middle of a conversation with Angel and was still waiting. 
“I have to go back downstairs. Gunn’s waiting for me, but you’re not leaving for a half hour right?” he asked her. 

Nodding her head she let him go back to work. “Ever the motivated vampire.” She quipped. 
Rolling his eyes he headed back down stairs and back to his friend. 

Not able to help herself, she stared at him as he walked back down the stairs and could not help but tilt her head sideways and stare at his butt. A small smile crept to her face. She knew that guys did that, but come on! Her man was a total hottie! It was almost like she HAD to check out his ass. 

Walking back to the room she saw Dawn standing behind her with an amused look on her face. Buffy knew what had happened. 

“Shut up!” she demanded of her younger sister in a playful way as she lightly hit her in the arm. 

Back at the cave…

The creature in the dark robe surrounding the black cauldron was in the middle of his chant. He was going to bring Angelus back. He missed his ol’ buddy. This plan was full proof to bring back one certified demon named Angelus. 

Once the creature’s chanting was finished, his accomplice, who still remained ‘the human’ to him, had a self satisfying smirk on his lips. 

The creature walked to the human and said, “It is done.” 

“Good.” The man said. All they could do now was wait for the spell to kick in and for Angel to lose his soul to one moment’s happiness. 

“What is your name?” the creature asked. “You told me you would tell me once I preformed the spell.” The creature pursued. It wanted to know the name of the man it was working for. 

“Lindsay. Lindsay McDonald at your service.”  

At the hotel…
Buffy stopped packing her bag when she saw the shadow in the doorway. She felt him from down the hall. Plus, he always lurked, it was his thing. 

Turning to look behind her, she saw that he had leaned up against the doorframe and was staring at her backside. 
Seeing that he was caught, if he were able to, Buffy thought he might have blushed. He was so cute when little trivial things happened between them. The little things were what made their relationship better. 

“Perv.” She teased him while laughing at him. 

Walking in to the room further, he jumped and tackled her to the bed. Immediately he started tickling her in all her ticklish spots. He’d learned long ago where she was mostly ticklish. Going for her stomach and her ribs, he started to rake his fingers all over her mid body section. 

“Give! Give! Give!” Buffy shouted as she finally had enough of his sadistic torture. The evil, evil man, well, vampire. 
Breathing hard from laughing, she tried to calm herself. Looking at him, she smiled to herself. How could she love this man so much? It was so incredible how much her heart burst of love for him. 

Placing her palm on his cheek she brought his face down to hers and kissed him passionately. 

He traced the line of her curves with his hands, while kissing her. 

They slowly backed up to the bed, and Angel raised her a little, and she put her legs around his waist.

As the couple rolled around the bed, Buffy removed Angel's shirt, and slowly placed kisses on his chest, and smiled as his chest began to shine under her fingertips.

Angel removed Buffy's shirt and took her nipples into his mouth and sucked on them greedily.

Buffy moaned and arched herself against him, Angel smiled as he paid attention to her other nipple.

Angel began to work on Buffy's pants zipper, and had her pants completely off of her, and removed her underware. 

He smiled when he caught the site of her, and he leaned down to smell her, he put one of his fingers inside of her and smiled when he realized she was wet for him.

He began to pump his finger in and out of her, inserting another finger along the way.

He felt her orgasm coming as her walls were cramping around his finger, but Angel wasn't about to let her fall yet, So he pulled his fingers out of her.

Buffy gasped at him, but all he could do was smile.

He licked up the sides of her inner thighs and was surprised when Buffy lefted herself up and pushed herself on top.

She smiled down at him, and began to remove his pants with her hands, Deciding her teeth were much better, She unzipped his pants with her teeth.

Angel smiled down at her as she took him from his pants, and began to stroke his shaft.

Buffy had removed his pants completely, and started to take him into her mouth.

She bobbed her head up and down on his moist shaft, Deciding that he was close, she pulled him out of her mouth and began licking on the sides of his shaft, while twisting his balls around in her hands.

Angel moved and arched against her, wanting more.

Buffy placed kisses up his body until they rested on his mouth.

She kissed him passionately, and Angel moved them until he was on top and looked down at her.

"I can't do this, I just can't" He began to get off of her, but Buffy grabbed him.

"I want this, I need this, Please?" She silently asked him and kissed him.

During that kiss, Angel had pulled himself inside of her and began to rock with her.

And the moans became more passionate and the sounds from the bed began to rock in the waves as the two lovers passion began to rise within them.

Buffy grabbed onto Angel and said, "I'm going to cum"

Angel moved his hand down their body until he found her clit, There he gently gave her the break she needed, as he pinched her.

Buffy began to cave in waves, Angel feeling her walls cramp around him, Followed her into ecstasy. 

The two crashed from their love making, With Angel still on top of her and inside of her, He placed a kiss on her eyebrow as he pulled out of her.

Rolling to the side of the bed, both of them had stupid grins on their faces from the recent events that had just transpired between them. Buffy hadn’t felt that good in *so* long. Since the only other time she and Angel had made love on the night of her 17th birthday. Not even Riley made her feel that incredible, that loved, that treasured and sacred. There wasn’t that connection between them, like it was for Buffy and Angel. 

Angel turned his face to the side, and lovingly looked at Buffy. His deep chocolate eyes could never get enough of her. She was so beautiful, in every way imaginable. To be able to touch her was a blessing that should have never been given to him. 

Angel looked back up at the ceiling and sat up immediately. 

“Oh my god!” he said. 

Buffy sat up with him and looked wide eyed at him, and said truly frightened, “Oh shit!”

“Go, get out of here Buffy!” Angel commanded her. Tossing her a stake, he said, “You have to do it Buffy. You have to.”

The stake in her hands, her grip so weak it barely held in her hand and looked at him with tears in her eyes, “I can’t. I just got you back. I can’t lose you again.”

“Buffy…” he trailed on as he doubled over the bed and on the floor on his hands and knees. 

The stake dropped to the floor in what seemed slow motion to Buffy. 

The whole thing was surreal. It was like they were mindless zombies and didn’t know what they were doing. All they knew was that they needed each other. Somewhere in the middle of it, Angel knew that he shouldn’t be doing this. Buffy so lost in it all, pushed him and now here they were!

Finally, the cries of pain seized and Angel stood up. 

Buffy knew it was Angelus. She knew it, she knew it, she knew it. Still her heart hoped it would be Angel and this would all be one horrific nightmare.

Unashamed about his nudity, Angelus turned around to face the Slayer and all of her beautiful, exposed body. 
“Hello Buff. Long time no see.” He greeted her. 

She knew it! This was real! God, why did she have to have sex with him! What the hell happened to her and Angel! They were fine and then they just got lost. That never happened to them before! They were always SO careful. 

“Nice bod Buff. Looking forward to seeing more of it.” He cockily smirked at her and laid down on the bed with his hands above his head as he stared at her. 

Grabbing her robe, she put it on and went for the door. 

Angelus unfortunately beat her there and his hand hit the door first to keep her from opening it. 

“Where do you think you’re going Buff? Party’s just starting’.” He whispered in her ear. 

Flashes of her day-dreams came crashing down on her one right after another. God, it was a prophecy. It *was* warning her of Angelus’ return. 

Feeling the pressure of his weight against her back, she was trapped. She couldn’t go anywhere except into his embrace. That was *so not* an option. 

Thinking about it for a moment, she thought, “Then again.”

Turning around to face him, she smiled coyly and mysteriously. He could sense something going on behind those deep emerald eyes of hers. 

She was still smiling at him, when she thought, “Oh I am *so* bad.” 

At the cave…

“Lindsey,” the creature said to the man who hired him, “It’s done.”

Holding up a jar, Lindsey smiled evilly to the creature as he held Angel’s soul in the palm of his hand. 

Before it was just metaphorical, not it was physical, and man, did Lindsey feel the power now.
In the Hotel…

Buffy had come up with the most devilish plan she could conceive of off the top of her head. Plus this *was* Angelus, he was the mastermind of all mind games. She just hoped he’d be too male on this one and catch on to her little scheme. 

Placing her hands on his naked chest, she pressed herself against him and his hard length. The sensation of her so close to him, caused Angelus to close his eyes and focus. The sheer bliss it was causing in him was making him lose touch on anything but her. 

Stretching on her tip-toes, Buffy whispered closer to Angelus’ ear, “Angelus… I want you.”

Sharply he turned to her and stared at her in utter shock and amazement. Seeing the lustful look in her eyes, his ego was only boosted. He’d hoped that she would come to him, but frankly he expected it in due time, not right away. Something wasn’t right here…

Moaning almost, she said softly, “Please Angelus, I need you.”

Not about to turn her down, he picked her up off her feet, and smashed her against the door. If they were going to do this, they were going to fuck. There was nothing about love involved in this. It was going to be pure animalistic fucking.

Pressing her hands above her head in a tight almost cuff-like lock from his hands, he smiled carnally at her and forced his mouth on hers, penetrating her mouth and taking her mouth instantly. 
Arching her back off the door, Buffy duelled with his tongue as Angel released one of her hands only to grip it with his other, still holding them both in place above her head on the door. The thought of being gentle and taking things slowly never crossed his mind, if he hurt her than it was even better; he was going to make her cry out for more, he knew she liked it rough. As his hand crept up her thigh she drew in a shaky breath, pushing two of his fingers inside her she moaned. 

“Your wet for me slayer.” He groaned, as he pulled his fingers free.

With one quick thrust he was imbedded deep inside her, she was so tight, making him growl with satisfaction. The forceful way he entered her and of course his size, made her cry out in pain, but still pleasurable none the less. Locking eyes with her he smiled wickedly as he pulled completely out only to thrust back in. And once again causing her to cry out to him. He let go of her hands and roughly pulled at her hips, digging his fingers into her flesh, positioning her properly, so he could thrust himself in and out faster and faster. 

Buffy fell back against the wall, her body reacting to his as her hips ground down on Angel. She brought her now freed hands to his shoulders and using her strength pushed the vampire back, causing him to stumble down onto the floor, lying beside the overlooked hotel bed. Now straddling him, she brought herself teasingly up and down on his erection, enjoying the fact that she was finally in control. Where she wanted to be. 

Angelus didn't find it quite so amusing, reaching for her hips he guided her trying to reagin the fact that he was leader and that he was fucking her, not her him. Pushing his hands back over his head, pinning him in a position he had her in only moments ago, Buffy continued to ride his length, her breasts jutting towards his face, and Angelus found it to hard to resist. 
Unfortunately, Buffy had other plans in mind. Rummaging one had around under the bed, she found his set of chains. Not surprised that Angel kept a pair there, she put each wrist of his in a cuff.

Not amused in the slightest, Angelus vamped out at his mate and growled.

“This isn’t funny Buff. Unchain me.”

Finally breathing for herself, she looked at him dead in the eyes and brought her face centimeters from his and simply said, “No.”

Rattling his arms, trying to get free, or at least scare her, he jerked up and brought her lips to his and tried to trap her body against his. 

“I don’t think so lover,” he warned. 

Not feeling the slightest hint of danger in his threat, she stopped his leg from trapping her thigh and got up off of him. 

She walked over to her bag that was currently tossed on the floor in a pile of clothes and put on something to cover herself. 

“You know Angelus, I just want you to know, that whole time you were in me, I was screaming for Angel.”

“I beg to differ Buff. See you knew it was me who had you squirming and screaming, not that pathetic soul boy. You knew it was me, you allowed me to bring you pleasure.”

“Angelus, you may be the smartest, vicious, cruelest, most vindictive vampire on the face of the planet, but you still got a dick and you still have the mind that it comes with.” She shot back at him. “Played for a fool Angelus. That’s all that you are right now. Nothing more than a simpering, worthless fool.”

Trying to surprise her, he kicked his legs out to try and get her on the floor. He didn’t reach her legs though. 

Looking down shamefully at him, she pitifully said, “Not even close.”

She walked out the door and closed it behind her. She needed to tell the gang what happened and get someone here to restore his damn soul.

“You won’t get away with this Buff. You better watch your back. The second I get out of these chains…”

“You’re gonna what? Kill me?” she shouted back through the door. “Been there done that.”

Angelus still didn’t give up on the chains and pulled as hard as he could on them, but still couldn’t get them to break. Damn Soul-boy had to buy the magically induced variety. He knew it was going to come back and bite him in the ass one day. 

“FUCK!” he screamed. Muttering to himself, “Fuck.”

Outside the door, Buffy muttered to herself, “Fuck.”

Running downstairs, Buffy looked at all of Angel’s employees and said, “We need to have a meeting, NOW!”
Everyone literally dropped what they were doing and followed the empowered little blonde woman into Angel’s office. The energy coming off of her was saying, “Don’t fuck with me right now”. 

“What’s up?” Dawn asked worried. She hadn’t seen Buffy like this since when Glory showed up on the scene last year. 

Putting on the best face she could muster at the moment, Buffy told them as calmly as she could, “Angelus is back, just like I saw in my day dreams.”
All of the group hung their heads with this devastating news. They were totally unprepared for this. Well, not totally, but it was unexpected this soon. Plus they thought that everything was under control between Buffy and Angel. 
“What happened?” Gunn asked Buffy first.

Turning away ashamed she said, “Angel and I-” and indicated with her eyes the rest. 

Everyone said either, “Dear Lord, or Oh Fuck.” 

Both were directed at Buffy when they glared at her. They didn’t want to hear it from her. She caused this problem that they were currently in and this time, they were looking to her to see what could be done. 

“I’m sorry.” She could say, but nothing would make this better. Not until she could restore his soul. Once Angel was back, it was be alright. Now she just had to find a witch that could perform the spell. She had to find the witch that had the spell first, first. 

She stood there as all of the A:I group left the hotel as well as Dawn and went out into the day. They didn’t feel like being cooped up with a homicidal killer. They’d leave that to Buffy. 
As she heard the front door practically shut the emptiness of the hotel filled her soul. The dreaded feeling of being alone in a HUGE with HIM was not something that was soothing her nerves right now. In fact, that’s why she had nerves. It was just her life long dream to be in a Hotel with Angelus chained upstairs. Now if it was Angel… she inwardly laughed at that thought. 

Picking up the phone, she needed to call Willow and see if she still had a copy of the Ritual of Restoration spell. 
“Hello?” Willow answered the phone to the Summers house. 

“Will, do you still have the Ritual of Restoration?” Buffy immediately jumped to the point of the phone call. 

“No Buffy I don’t. It went with all the other magical stuff. I’m so sorry. Why?” she asked. 

“Oh shit! Will, I gotta call you back later.” Buffy said as she slammed the phone down on the receiver. 

“Didn’t think you’d get rid of me that fast did ya Buff?” Angelus snidely asked as he stalked to her like a wild animal getting ready to feed on its willing, innocent, unsuspecting prey.

What the fuck happened? He was chained up! How did he get loose? What was going on that head of his? 

“I know what you’re thinking. You want to know how I got out right? Out of magical, unbreakable, solid chains that even a vampire slayer couldn’t get out of. Well, it’s simple really. Someone was sloppy and left the key within reach.”

Running his hand along her shoulder line, he whispered in her ear, “That’s not like you Buff. Especially when it comes to someone like me. You’d think that you’d be extra careful not to leave the key sitting on the desk next to me.” He moved his hand down to her lower back and curved his hand along the outside of her firm ass. 

Buffy did not move. His presence was filling her every being and it was frightening to her to the tenth degree. Still, she couldn’t find it in her soul to push him away. A part of her was craving that kind of relationship. The kind of relationship that she was sure she would have let herself have with Spike if Angel hadn’t re-entered her life. 

The broken, hollow, shell, dark part of her craved his touch and his attention to her flesh. The things that she knew he would and could do to her body were what was tempting her to just give in and say, “Fuck me.” For real this time. 

“You know what makes me angry Buff?” he asked with a little more danger in his voice. He tightened his grip on her waist as he bit into her ear. 
Deciding to be cute she quirked, “When you get staked through the heart?” 

Laughing dryly he replied, “No, when cute, sexy little blondes leave me chained up in a hotel room and I don’t get my pootie.” (Here ya go Sarah)

“Pootie?” she asked lamely. What kind of word was that?

Gripping her ass tighter he smacked her right ass cheek and emphasized, “You know Buff, the pootie. You’re incredible, delectable, sexy little firm ass.”

“Don’t be acting like you’re a little cherry Buff. I’ve already popped that, twice. Come on, you know you want to let me. Just give in.” he cooed into her ear.

Buffy brushed her blonde locks back and allowed him better access to her neck as she felt his smooth tongue run along her pulse point which was rapidly pumping in her veins at his attention.
“Just give in…” hollored in her ears as she felt his hypnotizing long, smooth fingers trail across her firm body. Before was just about fucking, now he wanted to play with her mind. As always. 

“Good girl. I like my little whores to be good, don’t I?” he whispered into her ear as he nibbled on the shell of it. 

Buffy’s soft green eyes, fluttered closed as she felt his cool mouth attack onto her mouth and force his tongue inside of her. Taking her in anyway he pleased, the more he changed the way he was acting, the more she’d be confused. 

Exactly what he wanted to do to her. 

Tasting her sweet tongue for a few moments, he left and placed butterfly kisses along her right cheek bone and on her neck, causing Buffy to slightly giggle. 

Not finding humor in it at all, he grabbed her shoulders and pushed her against the nearest wall. 

Ripping off her shirt, he saw her light pink bra keeping him away from her sweet, perfect, plump little breasts. 

Being gentle, he placed one of his cool hands on her stomach above her hip bone and moved her a few inches from the wall as he once again claimed her mouth, but not in a dominating way this time. 
As their mouths were on a mission of their own, his hand cupped her back as he fiddled with her bra clasp. Unhooking it was professional speed, the object fell down to the floor as he was exposed to her bare chest. 

Licking his suddenly dry lips, he saw her pull away from him a bit. He saw the vulnerability in her soft, emerald eyes that were always filled with passion. Whether it be about slaying, or her family and Scooby gang, or about Angel, her eyes were always filled with a passion for it. 

“Uh, uh, uh, Slayer. Don’t hold yourself back from me. Let me see how beautiful you really are.” He smirked as he surveyed her upper half of her body with his lingering eyes. Those eyes had seen so many beautiful women in their time, but none compared to the Slayer in front of him. She was the epitome of perfection in those dead, brown eyes. 

Running his index finger down her upper half, passing her breasts, teasing her stomach, he found his way to the top of her jeans.

Smirking in his usual demonic fashion, he unbuttoned her pants slowly, ever so painfully for Buffy. She was ready and she wanted him now. Enough with the foreplay already. She wanted to fuck him!

But Angelus had other plans in mind, as he always did. 

Smelling the air, he knew she was ready for him. Pushing the material down to the ground, he saw her damp panties and what his nose told him was confirmed. She was dripping wet for him and he couldn’t have asked for a better present then if the devil himself crowned him his successor. 

“Perfect.” He said aloud as he ran his hands over her almost completely nude body. Her little piece of silk underwear was the only thing on her and you couldn’t even really call it underwear. 

She was completely and utterly vulnerable to him. Anything he wanted to do to her, she had no power to stop him. 

She tried to go for shirt to rip it off of him so she could see, taste, feel his muscular chest she knew was buried beneath the thin piece of material that was covering it. 

Tisking in her ear, he stopped her poorly done nail polished hands and gripped them in one of his hands. Pinning them above her head, her entire body raised to the movement. 

Doubling his efforts he kept her hands pinned above her head, as he latched on to one of her breasts and his free hand explored her lower body and ripped off her poor excuse for underwear. 

He was sure that you could have smelled her all the way in Sunnydale, her scent was so strong. It was so sweet, it was making his eyes cross from imagining how sweet and slick she was going to be for him. 

An innate growl roared through his throat as he undid his belt buckle with his free hand. Or tired to undo his belt buckle anyway. 
“Angelus?” she whispered for the first time. 

“Kinda busy here Buff.” He snarled back. Unless she was begging for mercy or more, he really didn’t want to hear her talk. 

“Let me help you?” she breathlessly said. 

A little surprised he almost let her hands go, but he wasn’t stupid. This could be one of her games, again, and this time, he wasn’t going to lose control. He lost control earlier in the bedroom, he wasn’t about to make that mistake twice. 
“I don’t think so Buff.” He snipped out. Bringing her hands down, yet still firmly in his grasp he dragged her into the office in case someone decided to walk in. Not that he was ashamed of his nudity… shit, more then half of Europe had had sex with him, men and women alike. 

Still… he didn’t like letting the outside world see what was his and ONLY his. 

Pushing her to the office, he cleared the desk and set her down on it and worked on his button to his pants. 

Finally the button to his pants was opened and he didn’t even have to lower his boxers. Out popped his hard length and she greedily spread her legs to fit around his waist and allowed him access to her dripping core.
Pushing himself deep inside of her core, both moaned in pleasure as they were finally one. 

Not wasting any time with anymore foreplay, once he was inside of her, and he allowed her to get used to his size, he started thrusting in and out of her. 

Building her orgasm, Angelus moved his expert hands to her swollen bud and tweaked it with such grace and confidence, giving her more pleasure but not enough to send her over the edge. Oh no, he wasn’t going to give it to her easy tonight. Anything but. 

All Buffy could do was be at the mercy of his devilish hands and movements. Meeting his thrusts, she was so close… just one more little…

Pulling all the way out of her he waited. She was mewling and moaning, he’d give it a few moments and then drive back in. 

True to his thoughts, he waited until she was grasping at him to enter her… she needed the contact, she needed him filling her the only way he could. 

“Angelus…” she whispered completely lost in ecstasy. The only thing she cared about was the music Angelus could make with her body. Forgotten was her Slayer duties, forgotten were her friends and sister and shamefully, forgotten was Angel. 

“Who do you belong to Buff?” he asked her as his cock was still at her entrance. 

She remained quiet. 

“Buff?” he demanded again this time with a thrust into her and back out again. 

“You.” She answered him in her quietest voice that not even a human could have heard. But for a vampire, it was loud and clear. 

With her answer he thrusted into her one more time, sending her over the edge, and into her blood curdling scream of pleasure that washed over her body. 

As he was about to continue on with their little sex-capades game, he heard the front door open and heard the voices of his friends and hers. 

“Shit.” He thought to himself. 

He needed to think this out. How could he work this? Figuring out a quick solution he took Buffy in his grasp and wrapped his hand around her mouth to keep her from doing something stupid. 

“Listen to me Buff. We’re going to walk out of here, and you’re coming with me. You make one wrong move and I’ll snap your neck. Got it?” he threatened her. 

Nodding her head, she had seen this before. She knew that if she played it out just like in her dream, he really would snap her neck. 

Wisely she kept her mouth shut and couldn’t really go anywhere, she has no clothes. 

Angelus just chuckled as he knew that she had no clothes, that he’d destroyed out in the lobby. 

“Let them think what they want.” He thought as he rolled his eyes and only found the humor in the Slayer’s awkward position. 

