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Cordelia unlocked her front door and attempted to let herself in. She 


was met with resistance.


"Dennis, it’s just me," she announced, to her ghostly roomie.


Trying again, she still couldn't get it open.


"Dennis, come on, I’m tired here."


Suddenly the door flew open and a hand roughly pulled her inside.


"Maybe ya oughta take a little nap," Faith purred, fist raised.


Before she could get a scream out, the dark haired seer slammed against 


the now closed door. The last thing she saw, was a smiling slayer.


 


"Hey, Willster!"  Xander quipped, knocking on her dorm room door.  "Ya 


decent?"


"Would it matter?" she teased, from the other side.


"You know me so well."


She giggled. "Come in."


The door opened and her best male bud appeared.


"Darn!" he clepped, snapping his fingers.  "Next time, no knocking!"


The redhead closed her book and sat up.  "What's of the up, Xander? Not 


that I'm not happy to see you, ‘cause I am. It's just that I figured you 


would be tucked away with Anya, sleeping 'til noon." She paused, furrowed a 


brow, then added, "Or, in bed at least."


"My beautiful and highly energetic girl is at the shop, inventorying her 


little heart out with G-man...which means...", he raised a brow and 


grinned, "…I am all yours for the day."


"Hmm, lucky me." Her voice dripped of sarcasm, but her smile gave her joy 


away. It had been a long time since she and her friend had spent some 


quality time together, just the two of them. She missed that.


"So," he mused. "What’s it gonna be?  Zoo?  Movie?  The new Diaz flick is 


showing."


Willow grimaced. "I think emphatically not! You know how I feel about 


her." 


She thought for a minute. "How about mochas and mall?"


"Chocolatey goodness and the good old fashioned shop by. Sounds like a 


fun time. Come on, I’ll buy the coffee."


 


Buffy stepped inside the hotel and made her way over to the front desk.


"Hello?" she called out, looking around.  "Anyone here?  Cordy?  Angel? 


Hello?"


"Buffy?"  A crisp English accent filled the air and she turned around.


"Hey, Wes," she said, with a friendly smile.


"Angel didn't mention you were coming," he noted, giving her a small 


hug.


"That would be because he didn't know," she replied, returning the 


gesture.


"Giles didn't call?"


"Giles didn't exactly know." He gave her a look. "Save it, ok," she 


sighed. "I can get the English, watcher lecture on responsibility later. We're here 


and we're not leaving until this is taken care of."


His brow went up. "We?"


"Spike. Tunnelling under as we speak." She started toward the 


basement, the confused Englishman on her heels.


"Spike's here? With you?"


"It's a long story, Wes, and believe me, ya don't wanna know the gory 


details."


"He and Willow are still..uh, ahem...that is to say…oh, my..."


She chuckled. "Still a couple? Yes, they are. Glad Angel filled you in." 


She stepped over to the sewer lid. "Hard to believe, I know," she went 


on. "But they really do seem to be in love. It's been a long time since I've 


seen Will so happy. It's nice. And he does love her. Trust me, if I had any 


doubts, he so would not be here."


"Yes, well, of that I am sure," Wes noted, smiling.


She returned the smile, then opened the lid.


"'Bout bloody time!" Spike growled, climbing out. He saw Wesley and 


rolled his eyes. "Great, another poof."


"I beg your pardon!" the former watcher baulked.


"Spike," Buffy warned, glaring at him.


The vamp sighed and forced a smile. "'Ello, mate. How the hell are ya?"


Wesley started to respond, but the ringing phone stopped him. Stepping 


over to the wall, he picked it up. As he took the call, Spike checked out his 


surroundings. Obviously, it was his sire's workout room.


"I'll be right there." Buffy couldn't help but notice the Englishman. 


Something was wrong.


"What is it?" she asked, as he hung up the phone.


Wesley removed his glasses and rubbed his temples. Normally, the slayer 


would have laughed at his Giles-esque behaviour. But not at the moment. She 


knew something was going on. Something that wasn't good. "Wes?"


"It's Cordelia," he answered, in an eerily soft voice.


"What about her?" Buffy inquired, afraid to hear the answer.


"She's in the hospital. That was Gunn. He stopped by to pick her up for 


work and found her unconscious, on the living room floor. She'd been beaten."


Buffy felt a sickness fall over her and Spike put a hand on her 


shoulder.


"She going to be alright?"


Wesley shook his head at the vamp.  "They don't know."  He returned his 


eyewear to his face. "I need to tell Angel."


He made his way upstairs, the slayer and the vampire right behind him.


 


"This is the BEST _mocha in the world," Willow purred, savouring the sweet 


drink.


"You say that about every, non-decaf, coffee, Will," Xander pointed 


out, popping the rest of his muffin into his mouth.


"So, it doesn't make it untrue." She took another sip, then said, "When we 


get to the mall, I need to make a stop in Victoria's Secret."


"Do I even want to know?" the dark haired y chromo mused, giving her a 


look.


"Doesn't matter, ‘cause I'm not telling."


He smiled. "Hmm, let’s see. perfume? Lotion?" He cocked a 


brow. "Crotchless panties?"


"Xander!"


"Black? No, red...red ones, right?"


She gave him a stern look. "We are not discussing this."


"K, Will," he sighed, picking up his coffee ."But, I’ll find out when we 


get there."


"No, you won’t, because you will be looking around the record shop next 


door."


"I will?"


"Uh,huh."


"Oh."


She smiled. "Thank you, for not being all, well, ya know…. about me and 


Spike. I know you don't exactly like him."


"True, but I do like you," he said, grinning at her. "I like seeing you 


happy, Will." He took her hand and gave it a gentle squeeze. "You’re my 


Willow."


"And you're my Xander." They sat there for a few moments, enjoying the 


comfortable silence of true friendship. Then the redhead spoke.


"I hope they aren't gone too long."


"Gone, who?" Xander inquired, finishing up his beverage.


"Buffy and Spike, who else?"


He furrowed a brow. "Buffy and Spike are gone?"


"I thought you knew. They went over to Prycetown, to check out a new big 


bad vamp for Giles."


His brow went up in confusion. "You sure about that, Will?"


"Spike told me last night. He woke me and told me. He didn't want me to 


wake up and find a note." She smiled. "He’s so very the sweet."


Xander ignored his friend's mushy waxing, recalling a conversation he 


had earlier that morning with Giles.


"Uh, Will?"


"Oh, sorry. Didn't mean to be all, gushy."


"I think we may have a small problem."


"Xander, I warned you about adding that shot of espresso.


"Not a coffee problem, Will.  More of a, slayer problem.


Her eyes grew wide. "What’s wrong?"


"We need to get to the Magic Box, ASAP." He jumped out of his chair.


"Xander, you're scaring me!"


"Only thing ya need to fear, Willster, is an angry watcher. Come on!"


 


Faith watched Drucilla sleep, a smile on her face. Two down, many more 


fun filled to go! Closing her eyes, she relived the previous evenings 


events. The prom queen had been fun. A bit of a fighter, she mentally noted, rubbing 


her jaw. But the fun was just getting started. Her smile grew, as visions of 


the other slayer's little redhead danced through her brain. Oh yeah, revenge 


was the only way to go.





