
The mid June weather was really starting to show in the middle of Michigan. A few hundred of girls were getting off their buses and receiving their cabins. All the screaming eleven to thirteen year old girls were starting to migrate to the duffle pit. The latest bag was tossed into the center. Suddenly a medium sized girl with long brown hair popped up from behind the duffle pit. 


“Okay, found my duffle!” she tried to grab it but then several other councilors tossed some other duffle bags into the pit. “Now the question is, how do I get it out?”


Another girl around the same age with short dirty blonde hair came up beside her and set her duffle on top of the pile. 


“You’re new aren’t you?” 


“How could you tell?” she asked sarcastically. 


“You didn’t know how to snatch your bag, before the other apes tossed others into the pit.” The girl informed her new friend. She tried to pull it out, but found difficulty as well. They looked over at a tall girl with long blonde hair who easily just snatched her duffle from the bottom. 


“Now that’s my kind of woman!” the brunette spoke her thoughts.


“Yo, overall-girl!” the dirty blonde called.


The tall blonde looked over and saw their troubles. 


“Could you grab my duffle, it’s the orange one buried way in there.” 


“Oh, that, no problem.” Over-all girl easily just pulled it out. She looked at the brunette’s name tag that read: SUMMERS, ALEXIA 



       SUNNYDALE, CALIFORNIA


“Hey, you’re from California? Do you live in Hollywood? Do you like, live next door to a movie star?” Over-all girl asked very intrigued. 


“Well, aren’t you just Curiosity Gal. No, I don’t live in Hollywood, I live in a town about three hours away from LA, called Sunnydale and I don’t have neighbors.” 


Just then, the counselor called, “Summers, Alexia!”


Alexia looked up, raised her hand and called, “Right here!”


“Arapahoe!” 


“That’s what I am!” the other two girls called. 


“Stellar.” Alexia called walking to their bunks. “So, any of you guys know how to play, poker?” 


Both of the other girls said in unison, “No, never played it before.”


“Really? Gee, what a shame.” Alexia replied with heavy sarcasm. 


On the other side of camp, another young girl was being dropped off by a 1954 black, Pontiac convertible. 


“So, you’re sure, your dad packed everything?” the male asked the teenager.


“No, that’s why I had Fred help me.” The girl joked. 


“We’re going to miss you, Ana.” The male replied giving her a hug.


“I’m really going to miss you, Uncle Doyle. Make sure Dad doesn’t go too crazy.” Ana gave him one more hug and watched her uncle get back in her father’s car and drive off. 


Later that day, after all the girls had settled down in their cabins, the lunch bell sounded and all the girls rushed to eat some food. As the girls ate, the two main counselors came up to the podium and the elder started to read from her note cards. 


“Alright, girls! Listen up! Welcome to Summer Camp! The real reason I’m up here is to inform you that Saturday Night, we are having a dance with the boys camp that is just across the lake.” 


The whole camp cheered at this news! Every girl in the place couldn’t wait for Saturday to come so they could maintain some kind of girlish quality while at camp. 


After lunch, Ana and the friends that she had made in her bunk were in the fencing area. Ana was the reigning champ and had just beaten another girl. 


The counselor walked over, raised Ana’s hand and announced, “Looks like we have a new camp champ Ms. Anastasia O’Connor. Do we have any challengers?” No one moved. “Oh, come on ladies! Let’s not be DID’s!” 


“DID’s?” the other girls questioned looking confused. 


“Damsel’s in Distress?” the counselor confirmed.


Alexia “Ali” walked by and asked, “I’ll take a whack at it.” 


“Okay, we have ourselves a challenger! Suit up!”


Ana was giggling with her friends over something as Ali suited up. She turned around, put on her mask and walked over to the center to face off with her opponent. 


The two girls circled each other and proceeded to fence when told to start. The battle was not easy and each girl was both losing and gaining ground. Finally, things were turning around for Ali and she cornered Ana and poked her, “Touche!” she called accidentally pushing Ana into a water trough. 


“Sorry, let me help you up!” Ali called from above, lending her hand to help Ana out. Instead, Ana just took her hand and pulled her in as well. 


“What did you do that for?” Ali asked the girl. 


“Me? You pushed me in!” Ana cried. 


“I didn’t mean to!” Ali tried to defend herself against the obviously rude girl. 


The two teenaged girls pushed themselves out of the water and stood facing away from each other. 


“Alright girls. Shake hands.” The counselor ordered. They didn’t move. “Come on girls.” She was being a little more stern. 


Ana and Ali turned around at the same time to find themselves looking at a perfect mirror of themselves. The only difference being the length of hair. The other girls started to stare and chatter about how much they looked alike. Ali didn’t pretend to notice. 


“Why is everyone staring?” she asked innocently.


“Don’t you see it?” Ana asked not believing that this girl couldn’t see it, when it was so blatantly in front of her.


“See what?” Ali still didn’t want to admit to the striking similarities.


“The resemblance between us.”


“Resemblance? Between you and me?” Ana nodded. “Let me see, turn side ways.” Ana did as she was told. “Now the other way.” Ana complied and looked straight back at the mirrored face. “Well, your eyes are much closer together than mine, your ears, you’ll grow into them, uh! And that nose! Don’t worry dear, those things can be fixed.” 


Ana looked appalled. How dare this girl start insulting her like this! What was, her problem?


“But you want to know the real difference between us?” Ali continued.


“Let me see, I have class and you don’t?” Ana asked as innocently as she could muster. 


“Okay, girls! That’s enough!” The counselor broke in now and was getting confused as to who was Ana and who was Ali. That just further annoyed and angered the girls. 


At night, all the girls were in the Arapahoe bunk sitting around Ali who had just laid down a two pair. “Sorry ladies.” She collected her money and put it all together. “So that’s it? No more takers?” She called as all the ladies groaned. Just then, the screen door opened and a voice called in mock imitation, “I’ll take a whack at it.” 


Ana walked in with her shades covering her eyes and a sock full of coins and a wad of money. 


“Take a seat. O’Connor.” Ali replied in a nasty tone.


“Deal me in.” She just equally replied.

The game was getting interesting. Both girls were risking big, thinking that they couldn’t be beaten.


“Tell you what I’m gonna do. I’m gonna make a deal with you.” Ana proposed while flipping her cards.


“Excellent.” Ali agreed with a triumphant smirk on her face.


“Loser jumps into the lake after the game. Buck naked.” She let it out.


“Even more excellent. Start unzipping O’Connor. Straight in diamonds.” She laid her cards on the table and just waited for the horror to sink in Ana’s face.


“You’re good Summers. But, you’re just not good enough.” The smirk on Ali’s face instantly disappeared. “In your honor, a royal flush.” Ana just smiled. 


Outside, the girls were all holding candles in their hands as Ali walked up to the dock in her birthday suit and took one last glance at the group. She took a deep sigh, turned around and dove into the water. 


“Grab her clothes!” Ana yelled as they ran off leaving Ali with nothing to wear back to her bunk.


Walking back to the beach and seeing her clothes gone, she vowed, “Right. Fine, if that’s the way you want it, then let the games begin.” 


The next day, Ana was riding on the back of one of her roommates talking with the other as they were coming back from a very exhausting day of playing soccer. 


“I swear, you’re evil clone’s clothes were all over the mess hall this morning.” The girl walking beside the other two said while laughing.


“I am so tired. I am going back to bed, and sleeping ‘til lunch.” 


“That is not going to be a possibility babe.” The girl carrying Ana let her down and stared in awe.


“Why not?” Ana asked confused.


“That’s why not.” The girl pointed to the top of the cabin and saw that all of their beds, clothes and other belonging’s. 


“No way.” Ana stared on in disbelief. ‘Payback is such a bitch.’ She thought as a plan formulated in her head. 


That night, while all the other girls were sound asleep in their bunks, as Ana and her bunkmates crept up to the Arapahoe cabin. 

They quietly set up the cabin in a series of traps and tricks to the girls back for their humiliation this afternoon. They filled a bucket full of chocolate syrup and Ana muttered, “Got milk?” which caused the other two girls to chuckle at the evilness of their plan. They covered one girl in honey and they left the chocolate and a little extra surprise to Ali and her pathetic attempt to try and mock Anastasia “Ana” O’Connor. Her father wasn’t Angel “Angelus” O’Connor, the Scourge of the free world for nothing. She’d learned a few tricks on how to mess with people. Granted she didn’t learn them from him directly, she more or less stole volumes of Wesley’s Watcher Diaries. Still, it came in handy when it was needed; like now.


The girls finished their job and left the cabin with giggles in their throats. Tomorrow morning was going to be fun. They were sure of it, and they were going to have front row seats.


As Ana drifted off to sleep back in her “oh-so-comfortable” bed, she thought of her father and how being away from him only for a few days wasn’t what she thought it’d be. She missed him so much and the way he’d always make her feel safe, protected, loved. Not to mention she knew that he was out having adventures and she missed having him come home to tell her about them. 


She fell asleep with thoughts in her head of previous adventures he’d had that he told her about. Her daddy was such a hero in her eyes. Nothing and no one would ever make her see or think differently.


In the morning, she woke earlier than the horn and woke the other girls as well to catch the best show of their lives. They quickly dressed, fixed their hair for the day and ran out the cabin to the Arapahoe’s. 


Reaching to see through the window, the horn started to blow and the flag’s were raised. All the girls woke up and in the Arapahoe bunk, it was a mess of screaming girls.


Jumping out of her bed, Ali accidentally triggered a line to cause water balloons to fall from above. 


“Ah!” She screamed as each of the small water packages missed her as she jumped out the way. Unfortunately for her, that was exactly what Ana and the girls planned for. She was right where they wanted her when the biggest water balloon of them all fell right on top of her blonde hair. 


“AHHHH!” She screamed and covered her head with her arms hoping to avoid her face. “That girl is definitely the horrid little person on the planet!” 


“Thank you, thank you very much.” Ana praised herself in her best Elvis impersonation. 


“Surprise inspection! Arapahoe’s!” The counselor called as they walked up to the nearest cabin. 


The girls outside went wide with shock and panic. They surely hadn’t planned for it to go that far. They just wanted to humiliate their rivals the way they had done to them. All was fair in respect and war. 


“No, no. Do not go in there. One of the girls got sick last night and it is majorly disgusting.” Ana stalled, trying to get the counselors to move on to another bunk.


“Well, if someone’s sick, I must go in.” The older woman said handing the bullhorn to her daughter. 

Ali looked out the window to see the girl who had her face.


“Actually, we’re all okay in here. Unless Ana O’Connor knows something we don’t know.” Ali said as she looked up for a moment and saw the real reason why Ana was not wanting the older woman to enter. The giant tub of chocolate syrup hung over the door and when opened would spill everywhere.


“Stand aside Ana.” The older woman said as she pushed Ana aside and opened the door causing the chocolate to cover her. Her daughter pushed her ahead to get her out of the way. But, Ana and the girls had that set up too. They’d put vegetable oil on the floor so the woman went sliding through the thread filled cabin. 


“I told you it was disgusting.” Ana said while looking guilty.


“She should know. She did it!” Ali informed the counselors. 


“You!” She pointed to Ana, “And you!” she also pointed to Ali, “Pack your bags!” She yelled.


Later that afternoon, the entire camp of girls was walking into the forest with Ana and Ali in the front. 


Finally, when they reached their destination, the women shouted in her bullhorn, “Alright girls! The rest of you, back to your activities!” 


The trail of girls cheered their loudest and practically ran back to the main camp ground. 


“As for you. The isolation cabin!” The woman said as she pointed up the deserted cabin on the hill.


Later that night, Ana was sitting on her bed, writing in her journal, and writing her father a letter, when Ali just couldn’t take it anymore and flipped the light switch by her bed.


Annoyed, Ana just flipped it back on. 


Ali shut it back off, and the two went back and forth for awhile. 


A few days later, the rainy weather was catching up with them and the girls were housed in for the afternoon. 


Ali sat on her bed playing a game of solitaire as Ana was pinning up pictures of cute guys.


Just then the wind started to pick up and started to blow all of Ana’s pictures off the wall. 


“Let me help you.” Ali offered as she jumped off the bed and helped Ana close the window causing all the mess. 


With both of their inherent super-strength, they closed the window easily. To them, it went unnoticed. 


“Thanks.” Ana offered her condolences for the help.


“You’re welcome.” Ali replied as she bent down to help her pile up Ana’s pictures. Turning around, she saw a small, stuffed pig.


“Here’s your-” Ali offered Ana her stuffed animal.


“Mr. Gordo.” Ana explained to Ali. (And for you, so you don’t get confused, it gets explained later) 


“Any of ‘em trashed?” Ali asked as she looked around the mess of pictures.


“Only the incredibly hot Colin Farrell.” Ana said dreamily as she held up a picture of the object of her affection. 


“I just don’t see what’s up with him. Sure he’s cute, but, I guess I just don’t go for that whole bad-boy thing.” Ali shared her opinion with this girl who was her enemy but strangely becoming a friend. 
“Where do you live?” Ana asked Ali as she settled down easier. 


“I live in California. You?” Ali asked also feeling much more at home with the girl.


“I live in New York. Actually, I have a picture of the Hotel that my dad owns. Want to see?” Ana asked excitedly. 


“Wow, it’s gorgeous.” Ali commented on how beautiful the Hyperion really was. 


“My dad bought it when I was little. He doesn’t work it as a hotel, he uses it for his detective agency. It’s really cool. But, my Uncle Doyle has a house outside the city and most of the time, I’m there.” 


“Want one?” Ali asked happily as she ran over to her chest and dug out a couple of Hershey’s Chocolate bars.


“Oh yeah. I love Hershey’s. At home, I dip them in peanut butter.” Ana admitted shyly. 


“You do? That is so bizarre. So do I.” Ali said as she pulled out a jar of JIF smooth peanut butter.


“Most people find that really gross. I just love the taste.” Ana said as she dug into the bar of tasty chocolate before her. “So, what’s your dad like? I mean, is a ‘stay-at-home’ dad or is he one of those work-aholics that says he’ll talk to you later but never does? I really wish my dad would do that.” She muttered the last part to herself.


“I don’t have a father actually. I mean, I came from someone, but he left a long time ago. My mom doesn’t mention him. When I bring the subject up, she just says that it’s not important or that she’ll tell me when I’m older.” Ali said as she finished a piece of chocolate.


“How old are you?” Ana asked quickly.


“I’ll be thirteen on November 8th.” 


Ana almost choked on her food as she heard the girl say her birthday. “So will I.” 


“You’re birthday is on November 8th?” Ali asked shocked. “How weird is that?”


“Weird doesn’t even cover it.” She said and then looked outside and saw that the rain had finally stopped it’s down pour.


“Hey! It’s stopped raining. You want to go the mess hall and get a popsicle or something?” she asked suddenly feeling very uncomfortable. 


As she stepped outside, Ali immediately followed her. “Ana, what’s your mother like?”     


“I don’t know. I’ve never met her. She and my dad split when I was a baby, maybe even before. He doesn’t like to mention her either. I know she was really, really beautiful.” She said happily.


“How?” Ali asked confused as to what Ana was talking about.


“My dad had this old picture of her hidden in one of his books and he caught me looking at it like, all the time, so he gave it to me to keep. Are you sure you don’t want a lemonade or something?” Ana said offhandedly.


“Will you stop thinking by your stomach at a time like this?” Ali shouted.


“At a time like what, Ali?”


“Can’t you see it?” Ali asked as she turned back around and walked back into the cabin. “I only have a mother. You only have a father. You’ve never seen your mom, and I’ve never seen my dad. You have one old picture of your mom and I have one old picture of my dad. Though just my luck yours is probably a whole picture. Mine’s this pathetic little thing all crinkled and ripped right down the middle-” she paused as she noticed Ana had moved to her trunk to retrieve something from inside. “What’s that?” 


“This is the picture of my mom. And it’s ripped too.”

“Right down the middle?” Ali asked nervously.


“Right down the middle. “Ana clarified to the other girl.


Hearing this startling news, Ali frantically went over to her drawer and pulled out her scrapbook. She took the picture of her father out and held it tight to her chest as Ana was doing to hers.


“This is too freaky.” Ali said. “On three, we show them to each other, okay?” she more demanded than asked.


“Okay.” Ana whispered.


“One.” Ali said.


“Two.” Ana finished.


“Three.” They both said at the same time as they flipped the pictures of their parents to reveal their mother in a pinkish/purple dress and their father in a strapping tuxedo. 


“That’s my dad.” Ana said shocked.


“That’s my mom.” Ali finished as they looked at each other and saw their sister staring at them.



“So, if your mom, is my mom, and my dad is your dad, and we’re both born on November 8th, that makes us sisters.” Ana couldn’t believe it.

“Duh. Ana, that like, makes us twins.” She said with her eyes glowing with happiness and her California attitude slipping out.


They both just couldn’t believe that they weren’t only child’s. They had a sibling. They weren’t alone in the world. 


Later that night as both girls were lying in their beds, now moved next to each other, they started talking about their missing parents.


“Tell me, what’s mom like?” Ana wanted so desperately to know her mother.


“Well, you know that she’s the Slayer or she was until they did that spell letting all the potential’s become slayers. Mostly, she just hangs around the school as one of the guidance counselor’s. But, we have fun. She trains me to fight to be like her so if a vamp attacks me, I’m ready.” Ali said proudly of all the progress she’d been making lately. 


“Really? That’s cool. Dad trains me a little. When I see him he mostly just wants to talk and see how I’m doing. Typical parent. Which always amazed me cause he was a vampire for two hundred plus years. You wouldn’t think he’d be like most fathers.” Ana said as she realized the way her father was. 


“Dad was a vampire?” Ali asked a little taken aback that her mother hadn’t mentioned this to her.


“Well, kind of. He’s not human now. But he wears this enchanted ring called the Gem of Amara, it allows him to go in the sunlight so he can go out during the day if needed. But once he fulfills this one prophecy about him he’ll be completely human. The ring allows his soul to be bound so he’d not prone to turn evil and murder the world at any possible second any more.” Ana said positively serious. 


“Moving on. You know what’s interesting? Neither one of our parents ever got married.” Ali noticed. She wondered even if their parents were married. “Has dad ever come close?”


“Never. He always says I’m the only girl in his life,” She paused, “Well, next to Fred, but they’re just friends.” 


“Mom’s never been close. Not even to her last boyfriend who lasted for like two years. Riley Finn. Man that guy got on my nerves.” Ali said as she rolled her eyes at the ex-commando.


Lying in bed, Ana looked up at the ceiling and thought for a moment. Suddenly, she had an epiphany!

“Oh my god!” She said as she shot right up off the bed. “I have a brilliant beyond brilliant idea. Einstein would be jealous.”


“What?” Ali demanded with urgency.


“You want to know dad, right?”


“Right.” Ali confirmed. Of course she wanted to know her father.


“I’m dying to meet mom. What I’m thinking is: We should switch places!” The idea flowing right out of her mouth like wine.


“What?” Ali scoffed at the idea.


“At the end of camp, I’ll go to California as you, and you go to New York as me.” Ana beamed at her idea. 


“Ana, we’re totally and completely different.” Ali weakly argued. They really weren’t unless you looked at the way they talked and other miniscule things.


“We can pull this off, Ali. We’re twins.” Ana egged her sister on and finally she caved. Ali agreed to her Ana’s idea. 


“The truth is you know, if we switch sooner or later they’ll have to un-switch us.” Ali started to put the puzzle pieces together.


“When they do, they’ll have to meet again. Face to face.” Ana couldn’t hide the happiness and giddiness in her eyes.


The girls went to sleep then, thinking of the promises the next few weeks held as they taught each other of their daily routines, who was who and other things like that.


“This is Doyle, Gunn, Lorne, Wesley, and Fred.” Ana pointed to each other the pictures of her Aunts, Uncles. She drew a diagram of both the Hyperion and Doyle’s house so if she went there, she knew where to go.


“This is Xander, Willow, Anya, Tara, Oz, Giles, Faith, and of course, Aunt Dawn, mom’s sister.” Ali pointed to their pictures. She drew Ana a picture of the Magic Box, and the Summers home. 

The last few days were just review on everything and quizzing each other on people and places. At long last, the last day was among them and making sure they were dressed in the other’s clothes and not their own, they tightly hugged each other when Ana’s or Ali’s car pulled up. It wasn’t Doyle; she guessed it was someone who had been entrusted to bring Ana home safely. 


“When do you leave?” Ali asked quickly.


“Not for a couple of hours. Remember find out how they met.” Ana reminded Ali of her mission. 


“And you why they broke up.” Ali said seriously as she hugged her sister. 


Running to the car, she quickly hopped in and they were on their way. Ana stood there alone, crossing her arms and her fingers, wishing her sister good luck.


Ali was in the airplane before she knew it and was looking out of the window, muttering to herself. She wanted to impress her father so much, and yet couldn’t because he would think she was Ana, when she wasn’t. 

“God I hope he likes me. Please like me. Please.” 


Inside the terminal, she looked around to find the man that she knew as Doyle and finally found him waiting for her with a small bouquet of flowers for her.


“Ana!” He called with his heavy Irish accent.


“Doyle!” She ran to him and he picked her up in a big hug.


“Have you gotten bigger?” he asked as he sized her up taking her in his arms.


“Where’s Dad?” She asked suddenly wondering why her father wasn’t present.


“He had a case and he’ll be done with it before we arrive. He’s taken today, tomorrow and the rest of the week off to spend time with you.” Doyle happily informed the little girl as she took a hold of his waist, as it seemed natural and walked out of the airport and into the 1954 Pontiac convertible. 


The ride to the hotel was amazing. She’d never been in a big city. Except LA, and it was only the once. She looked up at the incredibly, unbelievably tall buildings in exasperation. Her eyes were wide and Doyle just looked on in an amused fashion. 


Finally they pulled up to the Hyperion Hotel and Doyle told her not to worry about her bags. He’d get it. She eagerly walked inside, feeling like she knew this place like the back of her hand. She came into the spacious lobby area and looked around and saw her father working at what would normally be the check-in desk. 


“Dad. Finally.” She whispered and ran to her father as he looked up at his daughter and smiled that she was back home. 


He lifted her up and swung her around grateful to feel her in his arms again. He hadn’t stopped worrying about her since he’d agreed to let her go to the summer camp. 

Letting her down, “Oh, you are never going back to that summer camp, I missed you too much.” Angel’s voice filled the room and it brought such ease her whole body.


“So, what’s up dad? Doyle said that you’re taking the rest of the week off?” Ali perked her eyes up at him in hopes that it was true.


“Yep. Once I finish filing this case, we are going to go to Doyle’s and spend time together. I thought we could go riding? I know you’d been itching to get me to go and I’m sorry I didn’t before you left. But, I would like to go now, and I have a surprise for you.” His smile on his face was so happy. 


Doyle walked in and set Ana’s (Ali’s) suitcases down and in came the cavalry. Fred came down with Lorne arguing about a theoretical question: If cavemen and astronauts got into a fight, who would win? The astronauts didn’t have weapons either. Fred was arguing that the cavemen had fire, so the astronauts should have some kind of weapon.


“Fred! Lorne!” Ali called as she excitedly ran to Fred and enveloped her in a big hug. 


“Don’t give Fredikin’s all the love. Save some for the green guy too.” Lorne said as Ali let go of Fred and hugged Lorne as well. 


Letting go of Lorne, she looked around and asked, “Where’s Gunn?” 


“He’s going to meet us at Doyle’s. He’s out working a case and said he’d meet us there when he was done.” Angel informed them, not being able to keep the grin off him. He grabbed his coat and the gang was on their way out to the countryside. 


Twenty minutes later, they pulled up to an incredible looking mansion. Ali couldn’t help as the gigantic grin came over her face and she ran inside the house. 

She looked around in awe and thought, ‘It’s even better than the pictures. They do this place no justice at all’. 


She vaguely heard giggling coming from outside and saw the back of a woman sitting on one of the patio chairs with a white outfit and short brunette almost black hair. 


“Did you tell her?” The woman asked Angel as he sat down next to her. 


“No.” He replied. 


“Angel,” The woman whined at the man in front of her. 


Ali started to grow suspicious. She had never known her father, but already knew instinctively that this was odd behavior for him. 


“Tell me what?” She asked Fred who was standing beside her.

She ran upstairs to what was considered “her room” in the house and started to unpack her things from camp. 


She looked outside through the big French door balcony and saw her- Ana’s family life and noticed that it was a lot like her own back in Sunny-d. She smiled to herself and realized just how lucky both her and her sister were to have that strong sense of family, even though they’d never met the other parent before.


Fred started to help Ali put her clothes away and talk about the mystery woman downstairs who was currently drooling over Angel. 

“Ana I can’t stop your father from seeing someone, he’s a big boy.” Fred’s sweet Texan voice flowed into Ana’s room with Ali putting away her camera.


“Well, who is she?” She demanded. She wanted to be prepared for this woman before they met. She didn’t want to go in with eyes closed. 

Fred ran a few fingers through Ali’s hair and said, “Her name is Cordelia Chase. She was a client that your father helped out about a week after you left. I have to wonder what a bomb-shell like her sees in a vampire with a soul that fights crime at night. Then I realized there’s about three million reasons and they’re all sitting in accounts around the world.” 


Ali remembered Ana saying that her father was rich, but would never touch any of it unless he was forced to. 


“You’re saying that you think she doesn’t even like him?” Ali wondered as she got a closer look out of her French door balcony. 

“All I’m saying is that they do everything together. They ride together, they swim together, they go out to dinner every night. But, meet her for yourself.” 

Hurrying she ran to the bathroom and changed her clothes. She stuck on her bathing suit and before she knew it, she was getting ready to jump into the pool. 


Angel stopped her before she cannon-balled in. 


“Ana? Could you come here for a minute?” Angel asked as he set his coat on the lawn chair. 


“Yeah?” She turned back around and saw a beautiful looking brunette sitting there. 


“Ana, I’d like you to meet Cordelia Chase. Cordy, this is my Ana.” He introduced the two women.


“Hello. Wow, I can’t believe I’m finally meeting the famous Ana. You’re father can speak of nothing else.” Cordy said nicely. 


“Thanks.” Ana said off-handedly. 


“The way Angel talks about you, I expected a little girl, but you are so grown-up.” Cordy charmed the young girl.


“I’ll be thirteen soon. How old are you?” Ali asked as Angel placed a hand on her shoulder.


“Twenty seven.” She said proudly.


“Only fifteen years older than me. How old are you again, dad?” she joked knowing that his real answer would have him committed.


“Wow, suddenly you’re so interested in math. I’ll be right back with drinks.” He kissed Ali on the top of her head and headed off inside the house to get them drinks. 


“I know you and Angel are close-”


“We’re close than close. We’re all each other has.” Ali replied as she jumped in the pool causing water to be splashed all over Cordelia and her dress. Coming back up for air, she mock apologized, “Sorry, did I get you wet, Cor?”


“Just a little Ana. Hey! Guess what, your dad took me riding the other and let me ride your horse. I hope you don’t mind.” Cordy informed the child that she was starting to dislike. 


“Oh, sure. Sandy’s used to strange women riding her. Not that you’re strange or anything. Actually compared to the others, you’re relatively sane.” 


“Others? What others?” Cordelia asked curious as to how many women Angel had been in a relationship with.


“You want the 411?” Ali asked leaving the decision up to her. 


Nodding her head, Ali couldn’t help but think that she was digging her own grave.


“I don’t blame you. I’d want to know if I was number-” she paused not really knowing how many women her father had been with. He probably didn’t even know. “Well, I don’t know how many. That’s how many there are.”


“There are so many that you can’t even count?” Cordy asked with disbelief in her voice.


“Even I can’t deny that my dad’s a looker. Why do you think they nick named him, the ‘one with the angelic face’? With the women, it’s always the same routine. Saves the damsel in distress, horseback riding, bottle of expensive wine, moonlight swims…” She trailed on as Angel walked out carrying a bottle of wine.


“A bottle of Merlot from 1928.” He said as he set it down on the table. Ali just looked at Cordy in a knowing fashion, saying with her eyes, ‘I told you so’.

Cordy just seethed at the little brat in front of her, realizing that it wasn’t going to be as easy as she thought it was going to be to get along with this girl. If things didn’t work out, and the little juvenile delinquent started messing with her plans, well, she’d just have to take drastic measures.  


The day carried on in a boring fashion. Gunn arrived and he and Ali spent time talking as well as the rest of the gang. Angel was out in the sunlight with Cordy flipping the burgers and flirting shamelessly with her. 

Ali looked around and wandered the mansion in her own thoughts. She remembered Ana telling her that if Angel was starting to neglect her or if she was feeling ignored that she could call him on it and to not just let it go. 


Determined that if she didn’t tell him how she felt that he or the others might get suspicious, she ran back downstairs and called out to him from the empty living room. 


“Dad! Could you come here?” She called.


Looking into the living room, he saw his daughter and the look on her face was not pleasant. Asking Gunn to watch over the burgers, he excused himself from Cordy and walked the death walk into the living room.


“Yeah?” Angel asked growing worried.


“Dad, what’s up? I’ve only been home for a few hours and aside from at the hotel and introducing me to Cordy, you’ve barely spoken two sentences to me. While I’m glad you made a new friend, ‘cause god knows you need to, I’m your daughter. I haven’t seen you in eight weeks. It’s been eight weeks of torture not to be able to hear your adventures at night. I miss you.” She said as closely as she could to how she felt herself and how she knew that Ana would feel. 

“God, sweetie, I’m so sorry.” Angel apologized for his assholish behavior and hugged his daughter. She was right, he was just so used to her being gone that he didn’t remember that was why they were here. 


“What do you say we go riding after we eat huh?” Angel asked with hopefulness in his voice. 


“Dad? She does know that you’re a vampire?” Ali quietly asked him not looking in his eyes.


“Yes. She was a client that came in looking for help with a haunted apartment. She knows.” Angel clarified that the woman outside did know his deep dark secret. 


“Okay.” She sighed and started to get up. She already knew all this information thanks to Fred, but she wanted to hear it from her father as well. 

“Why do you ask?” his insatiable hunger for asking questions getting the better of him. 


“Well, dad, it’d be a little weird when you have your daily cup of blood.” 


“Right, that.” Angel looked at her quizzically and then went back outside with Ali around his side and enjoyed the rest of the meal with his family and friends.


In Sunnydale, Ana was walking off the airplane at the Sunnydale Community Airport. Ana walked off and saw her mother waiting for her. As soon as she was safely on the ground, she looked at her long lost mother and was tremendously overwhelmed. She’d been dreaming of this moment her entire life and now it was finally here.

She ran to her mother and enveloped her into the biggest hug she’d ever given someone in their life. 


“Oh, Ali, what’s the matter?” Buffy asked concerned for her daughter and the sudden appearance of her tears.


“I’m sorry, it’s just, I’ve missed you so much.” Ana went on as she wiped her eyes and walked back to the car with her mother. She felt so right with her mom with her. She only had one female in her life and that was Fred. She loved her father, very much, but she always felt like she was missing something being surrounded by mostly species of the Y chromosome. 


“Come on, every one is dying to see you.” Buffy replied happily as she dragged her daughter off to retrieve her luggage and return home to the loving family that was waiting to see her.

When she returned to 1640 Revello Drive, she looked at the small house, and it in no way compared to Doyle’s mansion or the Hotel, but she found that to be a good thing. She was getting tired of having so much space and feeling so alone because of it. At the hotel, it was only her and her dad and when she was at Doyle’s, she always felt out of the loop on most topic discussions, so she’d wander off and sit alone in the dark in one of the rooms, doing what her father used to do best, as she was told, brood. 


She couldn’t fault her dad because of his job. He saved people and helped them. He was a hero, he was her hero. She just wished that he’d realize that she didn’t need a hero. She needed a father. She needed someone she could count on. His job didn’t exactly provide that security. 


Not letting bad thoughts of her dad flow into her mind, she needed to concentrate and pretend to be her sister. She took a big sigh and followed her mother, her *mother* into the quaint, small, but lovely home. 


She set her bags down and was welcomed by all of her long lost family members. She remembered each and every one of them. She smiled and felt like they were really welcoming her back home. As the night went on, she found that even though she met these people for the first time, that night, she felt like she’d known them all her life. 
Xander was such a goofball, Willow reminded her *way* too much of Fred, Anya was quirky in a weird sort of way, Tara was quiet, kind of on the shy side, but she could tell that she was very wise, Oz was the same, only not so shy. She found that he just didn’t have a lot to say, but when he did, he made you think. Giles, was a much older Wesley, Faith, she’d heard Angel talk about a woman named Faith once and now she had a face to go with the name. From what she’d seen of Faith tonight, she couldn’t really decide how she fit into the group. When she heard someone mention Faith being able to kick the vamps asses, she put two and two together. Dawn was such a riot as well. She connected with Dawn right away on any subject. 

Buffy, her mom, she found to be just like she’d always dreamed she was. By no means was her mom Susie Homemaker, but if she was honest with herself, she didn’t expect or want her mother to be like that. 
The next day, since Buffy was off of work for the next three weeks, until school started again, she spent the day with her mom shopping for new school clothes and getting some mocha chinos in the Espresso Pump and just learning all these wonderful things about her. As the day went on, she started to see more of her mom in her. It felt good to know where some of her traits came from. 

While they were eating lunch in the Espresso Pump, Ana looked over at her mom and asked her, “Mom, what’s dad like?” 

Buffy practically choked on her scone when Ana asked her that question. She certainly wasn’t expecting anything about Angel to come out of her daughter’s mouth at the moment.

“Why do you want to know that?” she tried to avoid the subject. 

“Maybe because you’ve never said a peep about him and he is my father and I do have a right to know. I mean, I’ve heard stories of how much in love you two were, so why did you break up? Why did dad leave?” she asked knowing part of the answer. 

“I did love your father very much. I still do. A part of me will always love him, but, there were obstacles in our way and to this day, they are still there.” Buffy said sadly. 

“I don’t mean to pry but what obstacles?” 

“Ali, Angel, your father, was a vampire.” She blurted out the truth, feeling the weight come off her shoulders as she let go of something she’d been holding inside of her for the past twelve years. 

“So, is that why you broke up?” she intriguingly asked her mother.

Buffy ultimately decided to tell the truth, “Yes. How you came into the picture was, your father and I couldn’t have- we couldn’t-” Buffy stumbled to find the right words.

“Have sex?” Ana filled in casually. 

“Right. He was a good vampire cursed with a soul. When he achieved a moment of true happiness, he’d lose his soul and become a monster again. We had earlier figured out that he and I couldn’t do anything like that, because then he would lose his soul. So, Aunt Willow came up with a spell to allow us to spend one final night together and not worry about the consequences. The spell must have allowed me to get pregnant, because here you are.” Buffy said, then thought to herself, “Along with your sister.”         


 “And after that night, he was a vampire again.” Ana finished the story. With Buffy’s nod of correction, she also put the final pieces of the puzzle together. “Since he was a vampire again, those obstacles were once again in your way.” 

“That’s right.” Buffy replied sadly. “But your father, god help me, I love him so much. No one made me happier than Angel. No one ever could.” She beamed.


“Dear ol’ dad. I wonder what he’s doing at this very moment.” She wondered aloud to no one in particular. She understood *so* much more now than she’d ever hope for. Now all she had to do was talk to Ali tonight and see how things were over in New York. Now that she knew that her mom was still head over heals in love with her dad, it shouldn’t be that hard to get them back together, she thought.

Back in New York on the beautiful day they were experiencing, Angel and Ali did take that ride as promised by Angel. Cordy had left, due to an emergency at work and the rest were all inside playing video games. 


As father and daughter were walking through the stables, Angel turned to Ali and said, “I have something very important I want to talk to you about.”


Ali breathed a sigh of relief, “That’s good because I have something I need to talk to you about too. You first.” She said.


“Well, I want to talk to you about Cordelia.”


“And I want to talk to you about my mother.” She bravely started. “What about Cordelia?”


“Well, what about your mother?” he was suddenly very intrigued to know what she was thinking about Buffy, but waited for her to say it.


“Dad, I’m almost thirteen, how long are you going to stick to the story that the stork dropped me on your doorstep?”


Angel grimaced that that’s what this was about. He took an unneeded breath and started walking his daughter and their horses down the stable. 


“Come on, Ana, we’ve talked about your mother.” He tried to shy away from the topic now. 


“No we haven’t. Not really.” She retorted. Ana had filled her in on that part of her life. She could understand, her mother hadn’t exactly ‘sharing gal’ when it came to Angel either. “Face it dad, I need a mother.”


“You’re absolutely right, you do need a mother. Why don’t we finish this later?” he asked her as they mounted their horses and took off.


“So, Ana, are you exited about our camping trip?” Angel asked as he slowed down his pace on the horse.


“What camping trip?” Ali wondered aloud. Ana hadn’t told her about any camping trip. Was this some kind of test? Did he know?


“What camping trip? The one we take every year before school starts.” Angel reminded his daughter. He found it a little strange that she wouldn’t remember the camping trip, but just shrugged it off as she probably had a lot on her mind.


“Oh, that camping trip, sure I can’t wait.” She played along. 


There was a beat of silence before Angel turned back to Ali and asked her, “So, Ana, what do you think of Cordy?”


“What do you mean dad?” Ali asked him back as they stayed still looking over the bluff at Doyle’s house.


“Just, what do you think of her? Do you like her?” he wondered casually, not letting anything cause suspicion in his daughter that there was more to this than he was letting. 


“Well, she’s pretty, has nice hair, good teeth. Honestly dad, I just met her, I don’t know her. She’s a complete stranger to me.” 


“Well, how would you-” he started to say before she yelled, “Race you back to the reins dad!”


“Ana! I’m trying to tell you something!” he yelled as well and took off to find her. After a few minutes, he didn’t see her anymore. He wondered where she was. There had been other times that she had gone off to hide when things were rocky. He went back to the stables to return the horse and then he’d go look for her.


Ali was running to the house and when she entered, she just lost it, talking to herself. 


“I can’t do it. I can’t handle everything. I’m just one kid!” she exclaimed. 


“Is there something else you would like to add to that little proclamation?” Fred asked as she turned around in the chair Ali was leaning on, causing Ali to jump.


“Fred! Good god, don’t do that. You gave me momentary wiggins.” She let her Sunnydale words escape her and before she could take them back, Fred was already getting up and walking toward her.


“Wiggins? Since when did you start using that word?”


“I learned it at camp.” Ali lied smoothly.


“Okay, but if I didn’t know any better it was almost like you were-” she stopped herself from going further, past the point of no return.


“Almost if I were who, Fred?” Ali wondered. 


“Nobody, just forget I ever mentioned anything.” Fred covered as she started to walk away from the conversation. 


“Almost if I were- Ali?” Ali asked Fred to which the Texan turned around with a shocked look on her face and walked back toward the girl standing in front of her.


“You know about Ali?” Fred asked turning emotionally.


Sheepishly, Ali replied, “I am Ali.”


Fred gasped loudly and looked at the girl in front of her, not truly believing her eyes or her ears. Surely they had seen some weird, weird stuff in their time, but Fred never thought this was possible. 


“Oh-”


“Ana! Why’d you take off on me? I told you had something I needed to talk to you about.” Angel called as he walked into the house and saw his daughter talking with Fred. He looked up and saw the look Fred was giving Ali and asked her, “Fred, why are you looking at her like that?”


Fred composed herself and kept Ali’s secret, “Like what? I’m not looking at her any special way. I’m looking at her like I’ve always looked at her, since the day she came home from the hospital.” Fred said becoming teary. “Can I hug her?”


Fred moved in and Ali kept her awareness of her surroundings and the fact that Angel was right next to her looking strangely as Fred and Ali hugged. “Oh, she’s so beautiful, and so big.” Fred cried praises as she walked back away leaving father and daughter alone and went to find Wesley.


“Ana, I really need to talk to you.” Angel said as he walked her over to the couch and sat her down. 


“Okay, shoot.” Ali replied, bracing herself for what was to come. She had an inkling but didn’t want to say anything incase she was wrong.


“Okay, how would you feel if we made Cordelia, a part of our family?” Angel asked carefully, not wanting to scare her right away. 


“A part of our family? I think it’s an awesome idea.” She replied.


“Really?” Angel didn’t want to believe that she actually said that.


“Brilliant. I mean, I think we need another secretary around this place. I can’t do it anymore by myself.” 

“Oh, hone-” he stopped and then, looked at her more sternly, “I’m not going to be hiring her to be our secretary, I’m going to marry her.” 


“MARRY HER! That’s insane! That girl’s young enough to be my big sister!” she screamed. 

Angel calmed her down, “Honey, let’s discuss this calmly, calmly and rationally if you don’t mind.” He truly thought she’d start yelling in Gaelic or French or any of the other six languages he’d taught her. 

“Dad, you can’t get married, it’ll totally ruin completely everything!” she didn’t yell, but raised her voice and headed off out the door again. She needed to tell this new information to Ana as soon as possible! She snuck into Wesley’s office and faxed a 911 emergency call to Ana in Willow’s room. 

Dawn walked by Willow’s room as she heard the fax machine receive a message. She went to go check it out, and saw that there was no name on it, to who it was for, so she carried it downstairs to ask if anyone was waiting to receive a document. 

“Hey! Is anyone waiting for a message, via fax machine?” Dawn asked as she walked back into the dining room where her family was eating a wholesome dinner that ‘Ali’ had prepared. 

“No,” came from everyone in the room.

“But I do have to say, where in the world did you learn to be such a great cook, and can you teach Buffy?” Dawn asked jokingly about that last part.

“They had a cooking area at camp.” Ana lied. Angel had actually taught her how to cook, so if there was ever a time that she needed it, she’d know how to take care of herself.
Dawn leaned over and Ana saw the fax in her hand. She recognized the code and excused herself for a moment to get some fresh air. 

Willow looked suspicious and followed her out to make sure that she was okay, or that’s what she told the gang. She wasn’t surprised when she didn’t find ‘Ali’ outside the door, but running down the street to the nearest payphone.

The phone finally rang in the Ana’s own bedroom, where she figured her sister would be, waiting impatiently for her call. She was right.

“Ana?” Ali asked desperately. 

“What is up?” Ana asked confused.

“We have a major problem! Dad’s getting married.” She more calmly informed her sister.

Ana could have sworn that she heard Ali say that her dad was getting married. “What do you mean, ‘getting married’?” 

“I mean just like it sounds. Black tux, white gown, the whole nine yards. We’ve got to get him and mom to see each other again fast, and I mean speed of light fast.” Ali said panicking again. 

“Okay, okay. Mom and I are going out patrolling tonight, I’ll drop the bomb on her first thing in the morning.”

“And Ana? Hurry!” she said as they both hung up. Ana didn’t know what she was going to do, but she had to come up with a plan.

As she turned around from the phone, she bumped into somebody. “Oh, I’m sorry-” she caught herself as she saw Willow standing behind her. Clearly, she had heard her whole conversation. 

“Why don’t we take a little walk, huh?” Willow asked as she clearly didn’t look angry at her, just a little confused, but was willing to hear the whole story. 

“It’s a long story.” Ana tried to warn her.

“Well, it’ll just be a long walk then. Now come, tell me what this is about.” Willow said as she put her arm over the younger girl next to her and walked off down the streets of Sunnydale California.
The next morning, Ana was pacing outside her mother’s bedroom when Willow walked over and urged her forward, to just get it done.

“Just do it Ana.” She pushed her into Buffy’s room as Buffy was sitting in her bed, checking her e-mail via lap top. 
Ana grimaced for the conversation she was about to face with her mother. She took a deep, calming breath and walked inside. 
Buffy noticed her daughter enter the room and patted for her to take a seat on the bed next to her. As she put her lap top away, Buffy turned to face her daughter. 

“So, I thought we’d go shopping today if that was okay with you?” she asked. 

“I can’t. I’m sorry mom, but I have to go out of town today.” Ana said with little conviction, which caused Buffy to turn her head toward her daughter in a ‘what the hell are you talking about’ look. 

“Oh, you have to go ‘out of town’? Where are you going?” Buffy asked in her very motherly tone.

Ana didn’t want to say it, so she hid under the covers to try to hide away from her mother. She didn’t want to let her go so soon. 

“Ali! Ali get out from under there!” Buffy teased.

“That’s where I have to go. I have to go see Ali.” Ana said still under the covers. 

“And where might Ali be?” Buffy played along for the sake of her daughter. 

Ana swallowed and said, “In New York with her father Angel.”

Buffy’s eyes grew wide as her daughter revealed her destination. She couldn’t believe that… It wasn’t possible… this couldn’t be… could it?

“You’re not Ali? You’re Ana?”

“I am.” 

Buffy’s hand flew to her mouth as the truth came out. Things were starting to make sense now. 

“Ali and I met at camp and we decided to switch lives. I’m sorry, it’s just I wanted to meet you my whole life and I decided to seize the moment. Because tomorrow I might be dead.” She quoted her mother and explained the situation.

“Hey! There will be no death-talking from you.”

“I just hoped that one day you can love me for me, and not as Ali.” Ana sheepishly admitted the truth of her feelings to her mother. 

Buffy took her long lost daughter in her arms and cradled her like a baby. She ran her hands through her hair and told her, “Oh, sweetie. I’ve loved you your whole life.”

Buffy looked up and saw Willow standing there with her arms folded, glad to see the mother and daughter reunited with no secrets. Beside Willow was Xander getting kind of teary eyed. 

“I’ve never been so happy in my entire life.” He simply said as he went downstairs and called the rest of the gang up. 

All at once, the Scooby Gang was told that this was Ana here and not Ali. Giles was surprised, Dawn was giddy, Anya said her usual sarcastic comment and Faith just kind of shrugged and asked if there was still Chinese in the fridge. Oz just said his peace and Tara was happy for Buffy and Ana. 

A few hours later Buffy was frantically packing. She hadn’t seen Angel in nearly thirteen years. She wasn’t the same girl she was back then, and he still looked his age! This wasn’t an easy thing for her to do. The last time they’d seen each other, things didn’t go very well. 

*Flashback 11 years ago*

“We both knew this day was coming Buffy.” Angel said as he tried to hide his pain like he always did. 

“Yeah, but it doesn’t have to, does it? Why can’t we raise our girls together?” Buffy pleaded with him. She had him back in her life and she was fighting tooth and nail to hang on to him. 

“It’s not our time yet Buffy.” Angel said feeling it in his gut. He would be grateful to her everyday for the rest of his unnaturally long life because she did so many things for him, including giving him these two daughters, but the timing was just off for them.

“What the hell do you mean, it’s not our time? It’s always been about not the right time or you getting over some stupid need to feel you have to protect me!”

“Damn it Buffy! Why do you have to be so difficult sometimes?” Angel yelled at her. It was something that he could count on one hand how many times he’d done. 

“I’m sorry if challenges are too much for you Angel! If we’re such a hassle why don’t you take your shit and go!” she yelled back at him feeling angry.

“Fine! I’m not leaving without one of my girls though.” He said. Buffy was holding Ali, burping her, so he took Ana and grabbed her clothes and other stuff.

“Fine! Leave! It’s what your good at!” Buffy screamed one last time as Angel slammed the door on her and walked away again, for the second time. 

*End flashback*

Buffy thought about that meeting and couldn’t help but feel saddened that they had left things that way. Buffy was still young and Angel still felt that he had to be the mature one and be noble and protect her. She still felt that he was wrong in needing to protect her, but with time came knowledge that she needed to learn. Not just about herself, but about the world around her.
In New York…

Angel was sitting on a bench, trying to decipher what had just happened between his daughter and him. ‘She thought I was going to hire her?’ he kept thinking to himself.
Just then he heard a car pull up and saw Cordelia come his way. What he was going to tell her he didn’t know yet.

“Hey baby. Why so lonely?” she asked as she sat on his lap and started to rub her hands on his cheeks down to his chin making sure his eyes never left hers. 

“I told Ana.” He just came right and said it. 

Her eyes held shock that he actually told her. Surely she must be hearing things. Though, his eyes never lied, and he’d never lie about something like this.

“You did? And?” she asked intrigued.

“She went nuts. I never thought she’d react like this.” He held truth and honesty in his voice. 

Cordy shook her head, “Angel, it’s ‘daddy getting remarried 101’. To be honest, I would be worried if she didn’t react to this.” 

He thought about it, and it did make sense. Maybe she was right and he was overreacting. It wouldn’t be the first time he overreacted when Ana had done something. Memories of when Ana was a little girl and had done something wrong, he’d majorly overreacted. Thoughts of the most recent, when she’d kissed her first boy and the LONG talk they’d had afterwards on the safety of relationships. He didn’t want his baby girl rushing into anything. 

She’d said, “Dad, it was my first kiss. It’s not like I’m marrying the guy.” She had kissed him on the cheek and ran to her room, feeling happy about life.

“Why don’t I go talk to her?” Cordelia offered.

“I think she’s a little sketchy around you right now.” He warned her.

Again, with a reassuring smile and nod, Cordelia smoothed out, “Don’t worry. I think another female is exactly what she needs.”

She kissed him passionately and then left to go find his little brat of a daughter. She’d talk to her all right; she’d talk to her to make sure that she didn’t screw this whole deal for Cordy.   

She saw a lone figure sitting on a little swing porch in the back yard and approached her with confidence and ease. 
“Do you mind if I sit?” She asked civilly. 

“Go ahead.” Ali replied equally as well. She moved back into the seat more, taking a defensive position. If Cordy came out, she wanted to be prepared.

“I take it the news came as a bit of a shock.” She started the conversation easy as she sat down next to her soon-to-be step-daughter.

“Basically.” She said in a sad voice.

“I remember what it was like to be twelve. I had my first boy friend at twelve. My first kiss too. Have you had yours?” she asked trying to seem nice, but screaming inside.

“Yeah, dad freaked out on me.” She rolled her eyes. Ana had told her about that since it had just happened prior to her leaving for camp. It was because she was leaving for camp that it happened.

“It’s a wonderful age. You’re just starting to feel like a woman and believe it or not, soon you’ll understand what it’s like to be in love. Being in love is a fantastic mystery that takes a man and a woman-”

“I don’t mean to be jerky, when you’re trying to go all Dawson’s Creek on me, but I know what mystery my dad sees in you.” Her face was ever so confident. 

How Cordelia wanted to smack that smug smile off her face at the moment more than anything she’d ever wanted in her life. More than she wanted Angel right now.

“And?” she probed.

“You’re young and beautiful and hey, the guys only hu- well, vampire, but if you ask me, marriage should be based on more than just sex, right?”

“Well, I think your father underestimates you.” She said impressed.

“But you won’t? Will you Cordy?” Ali asked as she crossed her arms and her legs simultaneously. 

“Being young and beautiful is not a crime you know. And for your 411, I adore Angel. He is exactly the kind of man I have always planned on marrying.” She smirked as she told Ali this bit of information.

“Really? You’ve always wanted to marry a vampire, huh? Gotta say, that’s a new one if I ever heard one.” 
“Alright, listen you little brat. I’m marrying your father in two weeks whether you like it or not, and there is nothing you can do that is going to come between us. Hate to break it to you sweetie, but you are no longer the only girl in Angel’s life. Are we clear?” Cordy spat right in her face. Ali just let this slide, knowing that this wasn’t going to last much longer. She just had to hold out and things would work out. 

“Crystal.” She smiled back and watched Cordy sway her hips back and forth as she left. God, she wanted to rip that woman’s eyes out. 
The next day in Sunnydale…
 
“Mom? Are you ready to go?” Ana asked as she came walking into her mother’s bedroom. 

Jumping out her thoughts, she looked to her daughter and said, “Almost. Did you speak to Angel?”

Thinking up a quick lie, she said, “Yeah, I just hung up with him. He said that he’s really anxious to see you.”

Buffy blushed at the thoughts that were going through her mind and then they set on panic, “Anxious excited or anxious he’s totally and completely dreading this because he never wants to see me again?”

“The first one, definitely. He said that he’ll meet us in the Yorick Hotel in two days.” Ana lied again, but it was for the sake of the plan. She couldn’t have her mom find out that Angel was planning to be married. At least, not yet anyway. 

“Why two days?” Buffy wondered idly.

“Client of some sort. He said not to worry though, every thing was fine, it would just take him an extra day to beat this thing, so, two days.” She explained. 

Her mom shook her head and started to pack like a crazy woman again, muttering sounds which could have been construed as words, but it was in question. Willow was outside the room and heard the conversation. She knew that Ana hadn’t talked to Angel.

As Ana left the room, she was about to walk back into her room to grab her stuff, but was stopped by Willow calling, “Liar, liar, pants on fire!”

“Shhh!” Ana called as she snatched her suitcase and headed downstairs to say goodbye to everyone. She couldn’t wait to see them again. In the few days she was here, she felt like they were family already. She loved each and every one of them. 

Fifteen minutes later, Ana was waving goodbye to her new family and headed off to the airport in Buffy’s car. 

Once they were on the flight, Ana turned to her mother and asked her, “So, are you anxious to see dad again?”

Buffy thought about her answer very carefully. She didn’t want to say ‘yes’ and forget about how they left things, but she didn’t want to say ‘no’ and seem like she didn’t love him, when she still did. She still loved Angel with every fiber of her being. ‘You can never stop loving your soul mate, no matter what.’ Buffy thought to herself.

She looked at Ana very carefully and said, “I don’t know. I won’t have your answer until I do see him and my reaction.” She smiled, and cradled Ana’s head rubbing her shoulder. Ana smiled up at her mom and promptly fell asleep. 
The next day, Angel, Cordy, ‘Ana’, and Fred were looking at some hotel looking for the place to have the wedding. Cordy and Angel had decided to not have it at the Hyperion because you never knew what was going to crash through those doors at any second. A demon wasn’t going to stay away because the sign read, ‘Come back later… Wedding in progress…’ so, they decided to have a place away from work.

Of course, this was all set up by Ana and Ali. As Buffy exited the taxi in front of the Yorick Hotel, she couldn’t help but notice how wonderful it looked. 

Angel and everyone else were starting to grow thin, waiting for Cordy’s parents to show up. Finally, after they’d called and said that they’re flight was delayed, Ali and Fred had started to go get some food. Cordy had convinced Angel to go up to the honeymoon suite to try it out. 
Ana and Buffy were walking through the hotel when Buffy realized she’d dropped her bag. “Go on I’ll meet you upstairs.” She told Ana. 
She walked up to the counter and asked, “Excuse me? Did you find a pink bag?” As she turned back around, she went to walk to the elevator when she saw him. 

He had his arms around some skinny brunette with her paws all over him. 

As the elevator doors shut, he saw her and his mind went blank. Immediately, he let go of Cordy and was shocked to see her standing there.

Buffy decided to take the stairs. She walked the three flights to their room and as she walked down the hall she shouted, “Ana O’Conner!”

Two doors across from each other opened and both girls stepped outside to face the wrath that was their mother at the moment. They knew from the tone of her voice that she was not a happy woman.

“Which one of you-” 

“It’s me mom. Ali.” Ali said on the right and she came toward her mother, going in for the brave and giving her a hug.

“Sweetie. Oh, look at you. Both of you together. Why would you do this to me?” she asked as Fred came out in the hallway. 

“Ah, excuse me? Why don’t we continue your reunion inside? You probably don’t remember me-” Fred started to introduce herself as she shuffled the group inside Ana’s room.

“Fred.” Buffy said, remembering the wonderful girl that Angel had saved from the horrible hell dimension.

Inside the hotel room, Buffy was lying on the couch with a cold rag over her head. This was getting to be too much for her.

“One of you, I’m not sure which one at the moment told me that your father knew I was coming here today. Let me just tell you that the man I saw downstairs didn’t know we were on the same planet, let alone the same hotel.” She informed her daughters.

“You saw dad already?” Ali asked, making a face that clearly indicated that that wasn’t a good thing.

“He looked at me as though I was the ghost of Christmas past. Now, tell me why you really brought me here.” She demanded.

“Well mom,” Ana started out, but then turned to her twin and saw the nod of approval, “dad’s getting married.”

Buffy’s jaw dropped a mile and a half at the shocking news of her soul mate.
“To the evil bitch monster of death. She’s awful mom. You can’t let him go through with it. The only way to do that is if-” Ana looked over at Ali and told her, “You tell her, she knows you better.”

“Is if he sees you again.”

Buffy caught on to their little scheme, and said, “Wait a second, you’re not trying to set me up with Angel are you?” 

Before either girl could answer that question, Fred walked in and then out as she heard the question.

“Hold it, Texas-Girl! Did you know about this?” Buffy asked as she stood up and put her hands on her hips, waiting for an answer.
“Me? What? I didn’t know anything, nope, not a cl- alright yes! I did. It was their idea and I really haven’t seen Angel happy since he’s been with you and I don’t like this Cordelia woman. She’s too fishy for me.”

“You haven’t met Riley have you?” Ali joked. Buffy just glared at her daughter for that comment. 

Buffy just fell down on the couch and let it all absorb into her system. She vaguely heard Ana and Ali tell her that they were going downstairs to the work out room. She knew Fred was going to go find Angel and she prayed that she didn’t have to confront him yet.

Ali, in the work out room saw her dad training with a punching bag and went over to him. Ana had decided to go swimming in the pool with Fred. She had Fred so they wanted to spend some girl time bonding. 

“Hey dad.” Ali called to which Angel stopped and looked over at his daughter in her sweats looking for a work out.

A small smile crept over his lips as he thought of what she must want.

“You wanna go?” he asked and pointed to the mats that were not being used. They hadn’t had a training session all summer. He figured she must be starting to get itchy. He knew he did after a while of not training.

A smile formed across her face as she nodded her head yes and walked over to the mat with her and his arm over her shoulder.

The walked to their respectable corners and walked to the center. Daughter and father got set in their stances and it was surprisingly Angel who made the first move. Usually he would have waited for Ana to make the first move, but he wanted to surprise her this time.

Ali was on the defense for a moment, but quickly repositioned herself. Her mother had taught her all her tricks and she planned to use them on Angel right now.

During the work out, neither father nor daughter led up and both held their own ground equally. Angel had turned the tables for two seconds and Ali quickly got out of the hold and flipped him over. 

“I didn’t teach you that.” He said suspiciously. 

Thinking of a quick lie, she explained, “I learned it at camp.” She moved away and let her father up to his feet.

She regained her focus and grabbed her bag on the floor and walked back over to her dad who had a nasty bump on his head from a move she made earlier. 

“We’re having dinner with Cordy in about two hours, so be ready, okay?” Angel told her and then they went their separate ways.

Ali walked back out to the pool outside to tell Ana and Fred the latest news on tonight and to let her sister know that she’s just kicked their dad’s ass. She had to gloat, it was just kinda funny.

“Hey Ana!” Her sister called over to her as she sat down next to Fred on the lounge chairs they had out. 

Ana had been sitting on the edge of the pool with her feet in, talking with Fred and chatting and looking at all the delicious looking boys there.

“What’s up?” Ana asked looking worried.

“Dinner in two hours with Cor-” she stopped herself when she saw her Dad walk outside in the sunlight and start to look around.

“Crap.” She muttered to herself and walked away to go and try to stop her dad from seeing her and Ana together.

She didn’t get very far when she saw his attention turn to the woman walking outside into the bright, warm, glistening sun. 

He couldn’t believe his eyes. He thought he’d been dreaming earlier, but now she was right here in front of his eyes. His beloved Buffy. She was here, in this hotel, with him. 

He walked toward her like a mindless zombie and accidentally fell in to the pool. The scene definitely got Buffy’s attention and braced herself for the incoming conversation. 

“Hello Buffy.” He greeted her after he climbed out the pool. 

“Hello Angel. I heard that you could go out in sunlight, but I’ll never get used to it.” She tried to make easy conversation. 

“What are you-” he stopped when Ali walked up to Buffy and stood by her mother. 

“Dad, I can explain why she’s here.”

“Ana? You know who this is?” he couldn’t believe this was happening. His daughter was next to her mother. 

“Actually yes. And actually, I’m not Ana.” She said. 

Ana stepped up on the other side of Buffy and informed them, “Actually, I am.”

“Both of them? Ali? Ana?” This was so mind boggling. Both of his girls together, and Buffy. This was a dream come true for him. Nothing could make this day more complete for him at this moment.
“You and mom think a like cause you both sent us to the same camp in no-where’s-ville and then it just kind of came out of the closet.” Ali explained.

Buffy looked over a really confused Angel and told him, “They switched places on us.”

The revelation hit Angel like a two ton demon. He looked back and forth between his two girls. He hadn’t been able to tell them apart. They looked identical. It was amazing.

“You mean to tell me, that I’ve had Ali all this time?” he looked at the girl standing right next to her mother. She looked so beautiful. When he thought that, he didn’t know if he meant Ali or Buffy. Either way, it was true.

She shyly nodded her head and he willing took her in his arms to hug her. He never thought he’d see his other daughter again.

“Ana you’ve been in Sunnydale this whole time?” he turned to his little Ana and smiled. “Come here sweetie.” 

While she was hugged to his waist, she looked up at him seriously and said, “Mom’s amazing dad. I don’t know how you ever let her go.” True, she knew that there were problems and obstacles between them. That was why they had their own secret weapon.

Ana moved back to where her sister stood beside their mother and Buffy turned to their girls after looking guiltily at Angel and said, “Girls, why don’t you go upstairs? Angel and I need to talk.” 

Oh, Angel was looking forward to this. Well, as long as it didn’t end like their last meeting, he was okay with it.
The girls walked away, content to leave their parents be. They didn’t follow their mother’s orders and go upstairs, but they did walk around the pool area, lurking and just waiting for the right moment to join them again. 

Buffy and Angel walked over to a lawn chair and sat down next to each other. Neither really knew what to say or where to begin. They never did. It was always so awkward to see each other after they’d broken up and the last time, well, they really never expected to see each other again. 
“How are you?” they both asked each other at the same time. They both chuckled at that. The once upon a time lovers looked at each other and wanted to say something, but the words never wanted to leave their mouths for fear of admissions they didn’t want to hear. 

“How are you Angel?” Buffy started again this time with a little more assurance that she could do this and still remain sane at the end of the day.

“I’m good. The agency is doing really well. Ana’s been doing great is school…” he trailed on. 

“Finally! There you are!” a new voice entered the picture. 

Both parties stood up and Angel looked ashamed as he was caught with Buffy by Cordelia. 

Buffy just eyed the dark haired woman and thought, ‘so this is who Angel’s marrying. Wonderful.’
“Cordy.” Angel greeted. He motioned for her to step up and he looked at Buffy and then looked at his fiancée. Lord, how was he going to explain this one?

“Angel? Why are you all wet?” She looked at her man and apparently she had missed something; something big. “Am I missing something here?”

Ana and Ali took this time to step out behind their hiding spot and Ali greeted Cordy. 

“Hi Cordy.” She said as charmingly as possible. 

Cordy just turned the little brat that was on her nerves, “Hello.” She mused for Angel. 

Ana walked up to the other side of Cordy and seemed friendly, “How ya doing?”

Cordy just gasped as she looked to her side one after the other and saw two girls. This was new. This was going to put a crimp in her plans. ‘What did she do when unforeseen things pop up in her plan? She revises.’ She thought to herself quickly.

“Cor, did I ever mention to you that Ana had a twin?” Angel asked sheepishly. 

She huffed a little and smiled sweetly again, “I’m afraid you forgot that little detail sweetie.”

“Don’t worry about it Cor, he didn’t bother to tell me either. By the way, I’m the real Ana. This is Ali, she was pretending to be while I was pretending to be her. And this,” she pointed to a very quiet Buffy, “Is our mother.” 

Cordelia looked to the beautiful blonde to her dark hair man and was barely keeping it all in. “This is your mother?” she asked rhetorically. She pointed to Buffy and then to Angel and asked again, “You were marred to her?” 

Both Buffy and Angel looked at each other and replied, “No, we weren’t actually.”

That thread of relief washed over Cordelia. They hadn’t been married, but they had two children together. ‘This could be doable.’ She thought. 

Off in the shadows of the hotel, a stranger watched the scene unfold. The stranger had failed once and it wasn’t going to happen again. Things were about to get very interesting for the group the stranger was watching. Very interesting indeed.
“Angel, we’ve got to get ready for dinner.” Cordelia stated impatiently as she watched the couple in front of her. Or ex-couple really.

Angel looked back at Cordy and was about to say something when Ali and Ana interrupted their father from digging his own grave even further.

“Actually, we have dinner plans. Tell your parents Cordy that something unexpected has come up.” Ali told her off. Cordelia just stared in disbelief that this little bitch would dare speak to her this way. She looked up at Angel though and gritted her teeth. She couldn’t behave poorly around him and especially their mother. The woman looked like a woman not to fuck around with. 

“Okay.” She backed down and said sheepishly. Angel looked so grateful. Relief filled his face as the thought that he wouldn’t have to endure her parents company for dinner tonight. 

Both girls looked over at each other and a passing smile occurred between them. Their plan was working perfectly. Now all they had to do was get rid of Cordy permanently. Tonight’s dinner would be one more step in making that happen. They weren’t going to chase her off themselves. No, that was the fall back plan. They planned to have Angel leave her himself. It was the best way to go for them. That way, they couldn’t take any of the blame, only the praise for bringing their parents back together would be put upon them.

Buffy just stood their quietly, as Ana dragged her father off and Ali dragged her off, leaving Cordelia by the pool alone and helpless to stop the reunion plans the two devilish little teenagers had for their parents.

An hour later Buffy and Ali walked downstairs to the front of the hotel lobby dressed in nice, dressy clothes. It wasn’t anything fancy, but they were more than casual. Angel and Ana walked downstairs and met them in front of the hotel. 
Buffy gasped when she saw her former lover and the father or her children. He stood there in all his glory in a simple white silk shirt and black dress pants. ‘Gods he looks good’. If Ali and Ana hadn’t been there, she was sure that her mouth would have hit the ground and whistled at how incredibly sexy he looked. 

She was sure that she looked horrible now and she should go change her outfit, Angel looked over at her and was obviously pleased with what she was wearing. His lusty eyes raked all over her body and he tried to contain himself and not look. He knew that he had Cordelia, but Buffy had always been the most beautiful woman he’d ever laid eyes on. It was hard not to look- okay, gawk at her. 

Her hair had been left down so it touched her shoulders lightly and she choose a simple short maroon skirt with matching top. She had on a simple silver necklace with a matching bracelet. 

All in all, Angel really couldn’t turn his gaze from her. If someone yelled, “Apocalypse!” he wouldn’t be able to. She had him mesmerized and she always would. It was Angel’s one downfall when he was with her. He knew he was whipped when it came to her, but he really didn’t mind one bit! That was long over though. 

He had Cordelia, he had to keep thinking that. He was in love with Cordelia, and had no right looking at Buffy that way. She was free to date whom ever she wanted to date. It was her life. 

“Then why do I have this feeling of jealousy in my stomach at the thought of her with another man?” he questioned himself as they entered the car that pulled up for them to enter. Being the gentleman that he was, Angel opened the door and let his girls go in first along with Buffy. 

Ana told the driver where to go and off they went. Neither Buffy nor Angel had ANY clue as to what was going on or where they were going. All they knew was that they were going to have dinner. Somewhere nice, but nothing fancy, obviously due to their clothing choices. 

   From a higher story room, the figure watched the happy “family” through his binoculars out his window and smirked to himself. They had no idea what was about to come. He was on a mission and that missions name was Buffy Summers. He’d be damned if anything got in his way.

He turned and heard the door to his hotel room open. There she stood. The second most beautiful woman he’d ever laid eyes upon. Her brunette hair was so beautiful, he loved running his fingers through it after they’d made love. 

“How’s our baby doing?” she asked him. 

“It’s going perfectly. Soon, we’ll have everything we’ve ever wanted.” He told her as he kissed her with a hunger only she could sate for him.

“I love you Riley.” The woman exclaimed.

“I love you too Fred.” Riley muttered to her as he carried her to the bed and laid her down. They had plans for Buffy and Angel, they had wicked plans in store.
Dinner was all planned out. Ali and Ana had gone to a lot of trouble to make sure that absolutely nothing went wrong with dinner that night. 

They had the entire evening set up to go off without a hitch. Being that it was for Buffy and Angel, they suspected that something would go wrong, so they had posts to make sure that that didn’t happen.

“What is this?” Buffy asked looking around at the little dinner set up that was put together with stars along the walls of wherever they were. 

Taking a sigh, Ali explained, “This is the proper date you and Dad never had.”

Angel smiled to himself. They had never really had a date together without something going wrong or something showing up. It was kind of ironic that they’re daughters would be giving it to them. 

Looking at the table, he saw that it was only set for two. “Girls, the table is only set for two.”

Ana smiled devilishly, “That’s the other part of the surprise. We won’t be joining you. A date shouldn’t include children, so we’re gonna go now.”

Before she could drag her sister off to the kitchen to make sure the food was ready, Ali hit the play button on a remote control and then waited for the music to start. Lifehouse’s Everything came on the speakers and filled the room.
Angel held out his hand for Buffy to take and smiling slightly, she accepted it, and the two danced to the beautiful lyrics. The lyrics spoke volumes to Angel and how he felt when it came to Buffy and their relationship. 
They were both amazed at how their bodies seemed to fit together as if they were made for the other. Buffy’s tiny hand, fit so perfectly inside Angel’s larger one. In his arms, she felt safe, at home, complete. No where else had ever had such an effect on her. She felt like she was in heaven while she was in his arms. Even after everything they had been through, she still loved him and he could still affect her like this. 
Angel was having similar thoughts. How could this tiny, perfect creature could ever love him so much and so passionately, he didn’t know what he did to deserve this kind of love, and he was sure that he didn’t deserve it all. 
She looked up into his soulful eyes and all her old feelings came rushing back to her in a flash. Everything about him that she loved and respected and admired about him, made their presence known to her once again. She rested her head against his shoulders, and was completely overwhelmed. 
He noticed her sadness almost, and lifted her chin up to meet his eyes to see what was going on behind those beautiful emerald eyes of hers. 

“What’s going on Buffy?” he whispered to her. 

She took a few minutes to answer him. She was debating within herself whether or not she should be truthful, or just shrug it off. With Angel, he’d always been able to tell when she was lying, but he hadn’t been around her in a long time. She decided to see if he could still tell. 

“Nothing, I’m fine.” She looked away from him. It was and always would be an impossibility for her to lie to his eyes. It was simply something she’d never been able to do, and never would be able to do. 

“Are you sure?” he asked carefully. He brought her face back to meet his. They were so close; their faces centimeters apart, their lips even closer. 

It would be SO easy to kiss her, and it had seemed like it had been forever since they’d last kissed. He missed the taste of her and her hunger for him. If he just gave in…

‘No!’ a voice shouted in his head. ‘You’re with Cordelia. Just because you still love Buffy means nothing. You’re committed to Cordelia. You’re marrying Cordy.’ He reminded himself. 

He broke eye contact with her and looked down at the floor.

“Damn.” Ali said loudly accidentally which caused both parties to look toward their daughter. 

Angel’s eyes were raised and Buffy looked like she was shooting daggers at Ali. 

Ana came over and dragged Ali away chastising her, “Man.” Ali looked down sadly and walked with her sister.
Angel looked at Buffy and chuckled slightly to himself. Their girls were so adorable. He wondered how he ever could have gone this long without both of them in his life, was a mystery to him. 

“Buffy?” Angel whispered her name the only way he could, as if it was his dying breath. 

She snapped her head back up to meet his fiery gaze. “Yes?” she whispered back. She loved how he said her name, like it was the name of a fallen angel. 

“How did we get here?” he asked rhetorically. 
That wasn’t what she was expecting to hear from him. She didn’t know quite how to respond to that. All she could do was drift back to thoughts of the past. 

Across town, back at the hotel, Riley was lying in the arms of his ‘one true love’. Well, that was what he told her. He fed her so much bullshit as to why they were here, there was only one plan in his mind: To get Buffy back. In his mind, if that meant getting Angel out of the way any way shape or form, he’d take it. 

Fred was just his key into Angel’s life. He fed her lines of love and devotion and all that other bull. He told her some bullshit line that he didn’t even remember as to why they were destroying their relationship. The important thing wasn’t the reason he’d told her, the important thing was that she was here, helping him. 

He rolled over on the bed and scooped her up in his arms, like the dutiful boyfriend should and promptly went back to sleep. Things were going to be revealed VERY soon.
Year: 2000

Buffy was lying on her bed in her dorm room, staring at the ceiling thinking of things that were of no importance. She decided to do that every chance she got, when she wasn’t defeating demons or having agonizing conversations with her current ex-boyfriend. 

Willow came charging into the dorm room as if there was a fire in the south hall. Buffy didn’t even look up to see the intruder, she was so far gone into her thoughts. 

“Buffy!” she shouted when Buffy didn’t move. Concerned for her friend, Willow walked over to Buffy’s bed and kneeled down to shake her shoulders to see if she needed to be woken up. 

Buffy’s bright green eyes fluttered open as she saw a distraught looking Willow sitting next to her. 

“What’s the matter Will?” Buffy asked as she lifted her body up on her elbows to meet Willow’s gaze. 

“Buffy…”” she started to say as she got back up on her two feet and started to pace around the room nervous about what she had to tell her best friend. 

“What is it Will? Just spit it out,” Buffy told her friend who looked like she was wearing a spot on the carpet from pacing so much. 

Willow took a deep breath and walked back over to Buffy who was still sitting on her bed. Licking her incredibly dry lips, she asked, “What do you still feel for Angel?”

Buffy was a little shocked at the question, and she turned flabbergasted. She really hadn’t thought about what she still felt for her vampire with a soul. Nothing had really changed except the fact that he left. She really wanted to hate him for doing that, for abandoning her, but she couldn’t find it in her heart to have any hatred for him. 

“I still love him Will,” she paused, “God help me, I don’t want to, but I do.” Her face fell into her hands as she let the truth of her words wash over her consciousness. She really wished that who ever made her love Angel could un-make her love him. She wished that her life wasn’t so damn complicated. She wished that for one day, she could just have a nice, relaxing, day where she wasn’t having to save the damn world and she could just be Buffy Summers: College girl. 

“Buffy? How would you feel if I made Angel human for a day?” Willow asked her quietly and calmly. 

The question shocked her even more than Willow’s first one. She looked at Willow to see if she was joking or crazy or maybe both. What she saw rocked her to the core. Willow had her serious look, and Buffy could tell in her eyes, that this was no joke. 

Taking a few minutes to think about her answer to the question, she finally answered the witch, “I guess I would love it Will. It wouldn’t change anything in our relationship, but I can only tell you to tell him first.” Buffy warned her. 
Willow very quickly and quietly informed the slayer, “I already talked to him.” A small smile crept up on her face as Buffy looked to the side of her and saw the door to her dorm room completely open, bathed in sunlight and there stood her Angel. 

“Angel,” she whispered his name and he stepped forward into the room and held out his hand for her to take. 

Feeling awkward, Willow looked at the pair of lovers and quietly left the room to leave them to do their ‘stuff’. She shut the door to dorm room 218 and walked down the hall to find Tara. The two in the room would need some time alone.
The couple was sitting, facing one another. They really didn’t know where to start. There was so much to say and so very little time to say it in. According to Willow, they only had twenty four hours until he was a vampire with a soul again. 

“Buffy-”

“Angel-” They said at the same time. Both chuckled for a minute, amused that they always seemed to say each other’s name at the same time. They didn’t know how they did it, but it was a running theme with them. 

“You first,” Buffy said as she gave the floor the Angel. She could wait to say what she wanted to say. Who knew? They probably had to say the same thing as well, knowing their luck with discussions. There was only one discussion where they weren’t thinking the same thing and that was LONG past. She wasn’t going to drudge up those thoughts and feelings again. 

“Well, I know that there’s obviously still issues between us, but I would really like to set those aside today and just have today. I’d like to enjoy the chance that I have with you today Buffy and make the most of it. You’re the only one I would ever want to spend the day human with.” He told her sweetly. He loved her so much and today was the second time he’d have the chance to be with her in the biblical sense while being human. It wasn’t just about the sex either, it was him being able to enjoy his time with her and not have the black cloud of Angelus over his head. 

“I think you’re right. I think we should just let the past be the past today and just have today. I told Willow once that she should seize the moment.” She informed him. 

When she didn’t continue, he prodded, “So?”

She moved closer to him, inching ever so slightly to his body and to him, his eyes a magnet to her soul. They sucked her in every time. It was wrong for God to have created such a perfect man to begin with. 
“So, this is me. Seizing.” She said as she grabbed his head and brought his lips down to hers and captured them in a searing kiss that had been so needed. It had been so long, too long and both Buffy and Angel were lost in the senses they created within one another. He lifted her up and wrapped her legs around his stomach and pushed her up against the wall. As he lifted up her shirt, she started to kiss at his neck. 

He’d never felt something so wonderful than Buffy sucking and nipping at his pulse point on his left side of his neck. His eyes rolled back up into the top of his head as the feeling she was making him feel came rushing into him. 

His hands wanted to come adventurous so he let his boys free and they started to roam the land that was currently Buffy’s gorgeous body. They wanted to feel every inch of her beautiful, smooth skin. 

She couldn’t take it anymore. She needed to feel him against her. If she didn’t she’s surely go insane. Gripping at his clothes, she roughly pushed his black coat off his shoulders and worked on his shirt. Getting fed up with it, she finally just ripped it and pushed it off of him. She looked at his chest and her greedy eyes drank all of him in. 

Their lips found their way back to one another as both were shirtless and dropping their other clothes like flies. Angel set Buffy down on the ground as he kneeled down and un-did her jeans and pulled them down. He took them off her feet one by one, careful to not let her lose her balance. Buffy just stood there with her bare back against the wall and enjoyed the feeling of Angel just touching her. Anywhere he touched her sent butterflies to her stomach. God, how did he have this kind of affect on her?

Angel stood back up and lifted Buffy yet again. He loved having her in his arms at all times. It wasn’t just that he loved the feel of her so close to him; he loved knowing that she was safe in his arms. She wasn’t going to get hurt in those arms. He loved being her protector. Her savior. Her angel. 

This time, he moved her back over to her bed and laid her down as he attacked her neck and she let the erotic sensations fill her senses. She fumbled to get his jeans off of him as he did his work and made a mark on the side of her neck right over where he’d bitten her before. He loved how she moaned and mewled as he ran his slick tongue over the bite mark. A very strong feeling of possession crashed through him but then quickly vanished as he knew that she loved him and wouldn’t let anyone else bite her. She’d never give another vampire the chance. 
He stopped his motions and helped her out with his jeans. She looked up at him, and looked into his deep chocolate brown eyes and wanted to say that she loved him. God how she wanted to say it, but she couldn’t bring herself to say the words. For once in her life, she couldn’t utter the words she had only said to one man in her life; the man in front of her. She didn’t think about it too much due to Angel’s constantly running hands making their way up her thighs and her stomach and to her chest and finally to her jaw line and he took her face and kissed her. 

He looked in her emerald eyes and felt so happy. He’d never be this happy again in his life and he couldn’t even tell the woman in front of him, the woman that he’d changed his life, that he loved her. He couldn’t say the words to her. He never thought that would be possible, but with every thing going on, he didn’t want to scare her or read too much into this. He didn’t want to confuse her, and they had agreed that today would be just that. Just today. 

No more thoughts went through their head as Angel and Buffy made love for the first time since the forgotten day a little over two months prior. Well, the first time for Buffy since the night of her 17th birthday. Angel was the only person she had ever been with and Angel was giddy with that knowledge. He smiled to himself and let himself go with Buffy beneath him. 

At Tara’s… 

Willow laid in Tara’s bed staring up at the ceiling and the stick on glow in the dark stars with Tara next to her as they held hands and drifted off to sleep thinking of happy thoughts and all the good that would come of Buffy and Angel having tonight. Willow was glad that she could do this for them. She sighed contently and drifted off to sleep with her lover and soulmate next to her.   

In the middle of the night, after their first session, they had fallen asleep in each other’s arms. They were a little shaky at first to be so intimate with each other. Not intimate in the sexual way, but intimate with the love kind of way. As much as they tried to fight it, they gave into the urge flowing through them to have each other in their arms. 

At two ten in the morning, Buffy woke up due to Angel running his hands lovingly along her arms and on her cheeks. She opened her eyes and came face to face with his big brown ones. Ones that she was drowning despite everything she was telling herself. 

He just smiled up at her and pulled her back to him, kissing her slowly.  She parted her lips, allowing him access to her mouth.  He massaged her tongue teasingly, smiling internally as hers came out to dance with hers.

She wrapped her arms around his neck, and he just pressed her body closer.  Slowly the sheet that separated them both from each other drifted to the floor, leaving them both open to each other’s gaze.

Angel moved to her neck, suckling on the mark at the base of her neck.  His mark, his mate.  No one else.  

He moved down her body, placing feather light kisses along the way.  He took one breast and sucked the nipple into his mouth.  Noticing the other one was neglected, he alternated breasts, suckling the one and slowly teasing the other with his thumb.

He moved back up to her mouth once more, and kissed her again.

“Angel…” Buffy breathed as their lips parted.

“Yes, love?” he whispered back.

“Make love to me.” Buffy pled.  “I only feel alive when you’re inside me.”

Angel didn’t say anything more; he really didn’t need to.  He slowly pushed his way inside her and felt her breathe out slowly in pain.  He could feel her internal muscles clench down on his member.  It was still all new to her, he remembered, and her body still wasn’t used to the intrusion.

“Angel…” she gasped.

“Ssh, just let go.” he promised her.

He felt her relax a bit and started thrusting slowly in an out of her.  Moments later, she 

was meeting him with matched movements, thrusting together like wild animals mating. They both climaxed together, and instead of falling asleep, Buffy reversed their positions and sat on top of him.

She pressed her hips down, and Angel started thrusting her hips in and out, watching her face contort in pleasure.  She put her hands on his chest for balance and starting moving a little faster, all the while feeling his member move around her vaginal walls.

He massaged her breasts and they mated faster, neither one willing to go slow.  Angel reversed their positions again, wanting her to come when he was thrusting into her.  He bit down playfully on his mark, which made Buffy moan in ecstasy.

“Angel!” she cried out as she came.

Angel bit down again, and Buffy climaxed once more.  He thrust into her completely, making sure she knew exactly who belonged to.  Angel came last, spilling his seed into her.  They fell asleep in each other’s arms, both basking in the afterglow of their lovemaking.

The next morning both Buffy and Angel were particularly tired from their love making three times the previous night. 

Both felt a bit embarrassed and yet a little proud that they could keep up that many times. Granted Buffy was extremely sore, but it was all worth it in the end. She looked over at Angel and saw his peaceful face and his happy, little stupid grin on those beautiful lips of his. 

Feeling the urge to, she leaned over and kissed him. 

The day dragged on in a similar fashion. Buffy and Angel making love and trying to stay away from any words that close to “I love you”. They knew that they needed each other, but love between them was a different story. A whole other ball park all together. A road they weren’t going down now.

She didn’t know if they ever would again. 

