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anovd insix parts
Part Two
Thefirst time Gunn saw Angel drinking blood was on Saturday night, after they all got back from their first training
session together. The blood wasin aflask at the back of one of the salad crispers, and Gunn watched as Angel poured
about half apint into a plastic beaker and then put the beaker in the microwave.

“What sort of bloodisit? | mean, what from?” Gunn was looking at Angel as Angel drank, expecting to see somesign
of vampire hunger or satisfaction, but there was nothing to see.

“Pig.” Wedleywas still busy piling a plate with bread and cheese and potato salad and pickles. “ Angel saysit’'s the most
nutritious. That is, judging by how much he needs.”

“What do you tell them at the dlaughterhouse? They' ve got to wonder.”

“1tdl them I'm making black pudding. That's a sausage made with blood.” A small smile“ Crucid in giving traditional
English food its fearsome reputation. I’ ve probably given the men at the sl aughterhouse the impression that it’ s almost
al we eat. | don't know what kind of blood it’s really made with.”

“It' smadewith pig' sblood.” Angdl waslooking at his beaker, now nearly empty. His tone seemed absent-minded, like
he' d been only half-listening and was only half-replying.

“Isit? That' sfortunate.”
“ There were some villages that used geese, too, but that wasrare. | only heard about that. | never tasted it.”
“Woasthisin Irdand?”’

Angel nodded without looking directly at Wesley, then finished drinking and turned immediately to the sink to rinse the
beaker.

“| thought it was agood training session tonight.” Wedey' s remark seemed to be directed mostly at Angel, but with a
flick of the eye to include Gunn.

Sharp: “ You’ re becoming predictable again. | could see what you were thinking.” Angel had already made this point
during the training session itself, and more than once.

“| know. I'll do better tomorrow.”

To Gunn, lesssharp: “ You weren't... You can fight much harder than that.” Angel had said little to Gunn during the
session, beyond afew direct orders.

“ Charles was holding back, | think. Sinceit was hisfirst session with us.”
“Yeah. You won't haveit so easy tomorrow.”

“ We have to train tomorrow.”

“Wewill, Angd. We should train every night.”

After Angel had goneto hisroom, Gunn said, “ | thought it was a good session, too. When he fights, you’ d never guess
there was anything wrong with him. And you know how to get him back when he startsto lose hisfocus.”

“| think his body carries him through. It hasits own attention span. Y ou learn, after awhile, what’slikely to get its
attention.”
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“We redlly should train every night. Has to be good for him, actin’ almost normal for acouple of hours every day.
Gettin' out of the apartment, too.”

Gunn had spent about an hour that day, on and off, wondering what Angel did with his time during the hours he spent
shut in hisroom. Read and sleep? And, recently, listen. Gunn had spent even more of that day wondering what he
himself was going to do with histime. Wesley and Angel were the type to have the patience to sit down and just read,
do nothing but read and maybe, away from all of the distractions and interruptions of the crew, Gunn would learn that
he did haveit in him to get so caught up in abook that he wouldn’t want to do anything with his evening except read
the book. Couldn’t really imagine that, though. Keeping busy, working off energy - that was natural to him, not some
story that only happened inside your head. He had to get out and earn his share of the hills, too. He had some ideas for
making more of Angel Investigations, and he’ d discuss them with Wesley on Sunday, to be ready to make a start on
Monday.

Gunn managed to take Wesley out for afew hours on Sunday afternoon, driving up the coast. Wesley really hadn’'t been
happy about theidea of leaving Angel for so long. Y es, he’ d leave him when he had to, for work, but just for adrive?
Irresponsible. Gunn had been starting to think that Wesley really wasn't going to budge when Angel had suggested they
just call in every fifteen, twenty minutes.

They went as far as Zuma, took awalk on the beach, sat on arock and shared a soda. Wesley said, “ What would you
normally be doing on a Sunday afternoon?”

“ Having a game of pickup, probably. We' d go to Venice most times. There' s an empty schoolyard a couple blocks from
the base, but Venice seemed more worth theride.”

“ So you'd still be at the beach. Whereasthisis different in every way from my normal Sunday.”
“Yeah, | can guess. Hope we can do something like this every week.”

Wesley nodded. “ Angel usually has at least one good day in aweek, evenif it isn't dways a Sunday.”
“ Difficult takin' time from work, though. * Angel’ s havin' agood day, so we're goin' to the beach.” ”

Wesley looked at him, eyebrows raised. “ There are evenings. What sort of work do you mean? | can't really imagine
you working nineto five”

“Nineto five' sfor guys who can show they graduated. I’ d belooking at shift work. But that’s only if you don’t think
you can use mein your business. In Angel Investigations.”

Wesley looked surprised, then guilty. “ We don’t get enough work to keep me busy. | can't think what you would do.
“I" d go out and ook for morework, for astart. Follow up your old cases, seeif there’ s more people with the same
problems. Track the news, the word on the street, for people whose problems might be with demons, they just don’t
know it yet. And maybe there' s people who just want to hear stories about demons, and' |l pay by the word.”

Wesley looked very reluctant. “ That’salot of talking to people. What could you say, to most of them?”

“You think | need to know more about demons, first? | guessit’ s whether you could teach me quick enough.”

“1 don't know how much you’ d need to know. Y ou could talk to people like that al week and maybe only one would
hire us. Most would treat you asif you wereinsane, or running a confidence trick. | know.”

“I" ve been treated worse. You just ignoreit, kind of. It’ sworth it for that one person who does hire us. Bein' ableto pay
therent doin’ what you want to do - awaysworth it.”

“1 don't think you want to spend most of your day out just chasing work. Surely. I’'m earning enough doing the
trangd ations. The business was Angel’ sideaand it must be two months at least since he last mentioned it. We don’'t have
to keep it going. Y ou shouldn't let it stop you from looking for something better.”

After severa seconds of looking hard at Wesley, Gunn said, “ Are you set against this for your sake, or my sake, or
what? Y ou redly do think you can't teach me enough, or | got the wrong image or somethin’ 7’
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“ Charles.” A long, serious pause. “ | doubt if | have anything to teach you. But I’ d never ask you to do that for Angel
Investigations, when you don’t haveto.”

Gunn frowned. “ Y ou sound like you’ d be asking me to eat broken glass, or somethin’. | like gettin’ out and talkin’ to
people. Figurin’em out. Tryin' to talk ‘em round. ‘swhat | was doing when | asked you out to lunch that time. Which
didn’t turn out anythin’ like I’d planned.”

Another pause, with Wesley looking like he was replaying his memories of that lunch, seeing them from a different
angle. Then, nodding: “ Y ou do enjoy it, don't you? We're so different. | hadn’t - Probably because Angel seemed to
hateit inthe sameway | do.” Sowly: “ Thismust be the difference that lets you... makethat first move with someone.”
Without taking his gaze from Gunn’s face, Wed ey lifted his hand from the rock, and placed it lightly on Gunn'sarm,
just abovethewrist.

“1 guess.” Gunnwanted to look down, to see Wedley' shand aswell asfed it. How far was he now from the point of
envying everything, but everything, that Wesley touched? But he didn’t look down, because they were at the beach with
people al around, and they had to look like they were just friends and when afriend touches you on the arm, you both
know it’'s casud, last thing you'd do is starelike it had never happened before. “ Time to head home? Unless you know
aplace near here where | can kiss you without worrying that we' re about to have garbage thrown at us.”

Wedley smiled and stood up. “ Home.”

Gunn drove. They were halfway home when Wesley said, “ Given al the ways we' re different, it’s fortunate that we
both happen to be a disgrace to the fine cause of Gay Pride. | know | should be blazingly angry that we can’t do
something as simple and harmless as kiss on the beach, when there were straight couples all around us who wouldn't
have to think twice about it. I've known men who' d regard every situation like that as a chance to make a point. Take a
stand. And who had very little patience with any gay man who wasn't as angry with the state of the world as they
thought he should be.”

Gunn shrugged. He' d never met anyone like that — had hardly talked to any gay men — but he could imagine. “ There's
only so many battles | want to fight. Not like I've ever really lied about it, and I ve never felt ashamed of it, wanted to
be different. But | won't go lookin’ for trouble.”

“ Exactly. Well, I ve frequently wanted to be different, but not because of that.”

* k k k %

First thing on Monday morning, Gunn started working through the Angel Investigations filing system. Well, working
through the files, anyway, ‘ cos there wasn’t much of a system. All of the files contained a sheet with names, addresses
and tel ephone numbers, most files had a second sheet giving the basis for fees and lists of hours and expenses, and some
even had a copy of a printed invoice, but the title on the invoice was sometimes the only clue about what the case had
involved. Y es, usualy there were some scribbled notes that must have been from afirst phone call (“ chantingin
basement” , “ green gunk” ) and sometimes these included a guess about what was behind the weirdness (“ Vernd ritua -
botched or corrupted?” , “ Garnax demon?” ), but if you wanted to know what Angel Investigations had found or done,
you’'d never get it from thefiles. At best you' d get a page of notesin Wesley' s handwriting about a particular demon, or
aprintout of aweb page. Never anything as helpful as*“ Yes, it was a Garnax demon, and it had moved into that housein
that area at that time because...”

Gunn read everything in each file, made his own sheet of notes and question on each case, then sorted the filesinto
chronologica order and in the afternoon he and Wesley went through Gunn’s questions, starting with the most-recent
case. After acouple of hoursthey had dealt with al of the cases that Wesley had worked on, and Wesley said that he
knew very little about the earlier cases. “ We'll haveto ask Angel. | suppose you could look on the computer aswell. |
think Doyle might have kept some notes there. He was the one who really used the computer.”

“You've got acomputer? And who's Doyle?”

“ He had the visions before Angel. He joined Angel...” A pause. “ ...was sent to join Angel soon after Angel got set up
inL.A.” Wesley looked serious and uncomfortable,

“1" mguessing he' s dead.”
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Wesley nodded. “ He died saving Angel. A hero’sdesath.” A sigh.“ That'sall | know. That’sal Angel would say. | don't
know if it happened because of avision. Or if it wasacase. Or just an accident. Angel took it very hard. It's obvious
from...” Wedey shook hishead. “ ... what hewon't say. | haven't been able to get much impression what Doyle was
like, not from what he wrote in the files or anything el se, but | think he must have been -” Wed ey looked into Gunn's
eyes, with atender, admiring expression so similar to the one he' d worn at the beach that Gunn held his breath, waiting
for Wesley to touch him. “ | think he must have been alot like you.”

After afew seconds Gunn released his bresth. “ Sounds like | shouldn’t ask Angel about him.”
“Not directly, no.”
“ So wheré s the computer?”

The computer was an iMac, and it was kept well out of sight, in acloset near the front door. Wesley turned it on,
showed Gunn the invoices and then the little he knew about looking for other files. Gunn explored on his own for a
while but found nothing that seemed to be related to the cases, apart from what looked like afile of calculationsfor the
invoices.

“ Was Doyl e the one who got on theinternet? There was web stuff in some of thefiles.”
“He must have been. | don’t think we can do that here, though. We brought the machine from the office.”
“Don't you just plug it into the phone?”

“1 don't know how it works.” Wesley looked dlightly panicked, and Gunn guessed Wesl ey thought of computersthe
way - well, the way most people thought of demons and magic (which was kind of cute). Not that Gunn knew much
himself, but now that he finally had a computer of his own, he was gonnafind out how to useit properly.

Angel was only able to answer about athird of the questions Gunn asked him, and Gunn was gonna pretty much ignore
most of those answers, since Angel was obviously confusing some of the early cases with later ones that Wesl ey had
already covered. After about half an hour and fewer than ten cases, Angel’ s concentration dropped to the point where he
didn’t understand that Gunn and Wesl ey were talking about things that had happened in the past. He started trying to
organise them to investigate the cases, and got puzzled and angry very quickly when they didn’t do what they were
supposed to do. Gunn made a show of getting ready to go out and work on the cases while Wedl ey reassured and
distracted Angel, and in the end Angel went to his room after only the slightest suggestion from Wesley.

“ Ask him again later. Ask him about all of those cases again. He might remember more and he' s unlikely to be annoyed
with you for asking again.”

Gunn nodded. “ Looked like that was way too much for him. I'll just ask him about one case a atime.”
Warning: “ That might take you weeks. And alot of things, he’ll never remember.”
“ Gottatry. And you know more about those cases than you'd said.”

“Than I’ dredlised.” A shrug. “ He gave me details in passing, | suppose. We certainly never sat down and talked about
them.”

Gunn spent therest of the afternoon working with the small set of cases he was sure about, pinpointing each case on a
map of L.A., putting the detailsin the computer, and printing out lists. In the process, he also decided on hisfirst plan to
find more business. he was going to start by choosing three clients to contact, three neighbourhoods to investigate, and
three advertising methods to test. He had ideas a ready for each three, but he wanted Wesley' s opinion before he’ d
make the final choice, especially about the clients. When he’ d done everything he could with those clients,

nei ghbourhoods and methods, then he’ d make a second plan and so on. No one could make him believe he would ever
run out of ideas or give up hope.

Angel came out of hisroom early in the evening, asking about their training session, and then asking what they were
talking about, what Gunn was doing. Wesley explained the plan, and Angel was interested and enthusiastic. “ Why
haven't we done this before? We haven't, right?’
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“ Because we' re both introverts. Charlesisanormal person.”

Angel agreed with Gunn’s choices for neighbourhoods and advertising and his reasons for those choices, but suggested
two different clients, from the early days of the business. Gunn found the files for those cases and this time Angel was
ableto answer almost al of Gunn’s questions. Angel was still aert when they came back from the training session, so
Gunn asked him about another two cases. Then they sat around and had a beer and talked about L.A. and modern
weapon-makers and sword-fight movies, until Angel said he was starting to lose track and wished them goodnight.

“You'regood for him, Charles.”
“ Seem to be. Dunno why. You'd think he'd find it hard to get used to me being here. Fed lost or something.”
“ Maybe he was bored. Y ou give him the right stimulation. He did say | was too predictable.”

Gunnimmediately disagreed, as he had to, but he couldn’'t help feeling pleased with himself. It had been a good day,
good enough to make both body and mind feel stoked and to put him in the mood for alot of energetic sex - so he
needed to find out if it had been the same sort of good day for Wesley. It had. Definitely it had.

* k k k %

On Tuesday, Wesl ey phoned the two chosen clients that he had dealt with personally, and asked if they would be
willing to speak to Angd Investigations' new head of Business Development. One agreed immediately, but the other
seemed embarrassed about having ever asked for their help. Wesley put up more of afight than Gunn would have
expected (“ Yes, Mr. Jordan, maybe they were some rare type of rat and not a nest of Nebinec demonsat al. But would
you agree that treating with them asif they were Nebinec demons did get rid of them more effectively than treating
them asif they wererats?”), but helet it go far short of a confrontation. Wesley offered to cal one of the other clients
they' d discussed, but Gunn said that could wait.

“I" d save your energy for getting Angel ready to make the call to hisclient. | got enough to keep me busy today.”

By the end of the day, Gunn had his own business cards made up, copied straight from Wesley's and describing him as
a“ Partner” in Angel Investigations - whatever anyone wanted to make of that. He' d also found out (by asking a
salesman in Best Buy) what he needed to do to connect their computer to the internet, and which were the best books
for getting started with aniMac. And he' d a so driven around El Segundo, Westwood and Fairfax, checking out the
places where the demons had lived and hunted (or partied all night, or sunbathed naked), and looking for likely places
to find the next pack of demons, or to meet people who might have seen them. He' d be back later in the week, when
he' d learned enough about the nei ghbourhoods and their problems to make himself worth talking to.

In the evening after they' d trained and eaten, Gunn set to work on the computer, and within half an hour he was
connected to the internet. He and Wesley tested it out by looking for the web pages that Doyl e had printed, then Wesley
suggested moving the computer out of the closet and onto the dining table if Gunn was going to be using it every day.
“1' drather not have it on my desk. | have away of working. Laying things out.”

Gunn smiled, fedling affectionate. “ And you're still spooked by the thing. Admit it.”

Wesley shrugged. “ If | could still type properly I'd probably think it was worth giving it the space. Asitis, I'm happy
enough with the results | get using pen and paper.”

Of course. Gunn hadn’t taken the typing into account, because he hadn’t seen Wesley trying to type, only using the
mouse. “ You must be able to get one-handed keyboards.”

“We can look into it. Or we can add ‘Head of Computing’ to your business card. Experiment with division of labour.”
Gunn laughed, then started shutting down the computer to move it over to the dining table.

* k k k %

Gunn spent most of Wednesday and Thursday reading about his three neighbourhoods, both online and at the library,
looking for stories that might turn out to be about demons, that would get him started with asking people about their
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nei ghbourhood weirdness. He was concentrating on El Segundo for now, hoping to be ready to hit the ground before the
end of the week.

On Wednesday evening they had their training later than usual because Gunn had his first meeting with one of the
clients, in abar afew miles from the client’s home. Mostly he just let the man talk, because the guy clearly enjoyed
talking about the Foa demon: how he' d realised that something very strange was going on with his new neighbour, how
the police refused to see anything, even when they were staring right at the spines and the scales and everything, and
how he’' d found Angdl Investigations from the Y ellow Pages.

“1 tell you, you'd save people like me alot of timeif you'd get abox entry, say something like, ‘' You'vetried therest,
now try the only outfit in town that isn't abunch of creepy deluded freaks.” OK, | wasn’t sureright off, because they' re
both kind of ... intense, you know? But then the way they listened, they weren't just waiting for what they wanted to
hear. And the boss did adrawing with me - he started out asapolice artist, right? - and the English guy found them
right away in his books, said they do this, they were starting a colony in the area. Police hadn’t seen them * cos when
you get up close - like when they open the door to you - they have this way of making you see them as normal.

Probably wouldn’t kill mejust for the sake of it, but they weren’t gonna be good neighbours, not once they'd al got dug
in”

“ Boy. So what happened?”’

“The English guy did this... | guessit was aspell onthe house, to makeit so people could seethem.” A smirk. “ And
the boss paid them avisit. That was cool.”

“ Hekilled them?”

A shrug. “ Said he got them to leave. Made sure they’ d never come back. Worth every cent. Wish | could tell my other
neighbours what | saved them from, though. My wife even doesn’t know half of it. That’s the main thing you guys gotta
get past, you ask me - the fact that it al sounds so crazy.”

The man wasright, of course. There were any number of nuts out there who set themselves up as* vampire hunters”’ ,
who could see the signs of a demon apocalypse in every extra-red sunset or every howling dog. Thelittle freaks had
kept on finding Gunn and the crew, and the way they could talk and talk... All thought they were the centre of the
world, acted like the crew might not even be good enough to join their team, might not be ready to hear “ the great
truth” . And nearly every one had had a business card. Where could you advertise, what could you say, to show sane
people that Angel Investigations was the one number that they needed to call?

* k k k %

Early on Thursday evening, Angel got avision. When it hit, Angel wasin his room, Wesley was on the couch with the
newspaper and amug of tea, and Gunn was at the computer checking out the websites for some of their competitors.

“Oh, damn!”

Gunn turned his head, and found that Wesl ey had thrown the paper aside and was running towards Angel’ s room. Gunn
leapt to hisfeet, took a step in the same direction as Wesley. “ Wesley, what's-" Angel cried out, and there was aloud
thud, and more cries, al strangled, agonised, and urgent. Wesley flung the door open, then grabbed a plant spray from
the shelf outside the door, and ran in. Gunn was just afew steps behind him.

Angel was on the floor between the bed and the open wardrobe. Now Gunn could hear adull banging in time with the
cries, and a slower, dragging noise.

“ Push the bed out of theway.” Wesley was pushing at the bed with his thigh, but keeping his gaze fixed on Angdl. He
was keeping his distance, too, and he was holding the spray up like aweapon. Gunn hauled on the heavy iron frame of
the bed, and moved the bed by two or threefeet. “ That’ sfine. That’s enough.” The cries had stopped, though Angel was
breathing heavily, almost panting, and the sounds of movement were much slower and more deliberate; Angel must be
trying to get to hisfeet, and now Wesl ey had put the spray down and was moving in to steady Angel, and guide him to
the edge of the bed to sit down.

“Wedey? Wasthisavison? Isit over?”’
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“It' sover. HE' Il show us, any moment now. He' Il tell us.”

And Angel was starting to mutter, seeming to shake the words out as he slammed the heel of his hand over and over
against hisforehead. “ Protect. Champion. Tribunal. Bounty. Help. Protect. More. Champion.”

“ Charles. Could you get apad and a pencil from the bottom drawer of my desk?”

The bottom drawer held a stack of drawing pads and abox full of sharpened pencils. Gunn was holding the pad and
pencil out to Wesley when Angel snatched them from him and immediately started drawing on the cover of the pad.

“A clean sheet, Angel. Use aclean sheet.” Wesley leaned in to turn over the page, and Angel carried right on drawing.
Hewas still muttering, the same jumble of six or seven words, but from time to time his head would jerk violently to the
side, like he was trying to escape from something, and each time he would give the same startled moan.

“ Do you understand what he's saying?”

Wesley shook hishead. “ I ve given up trying to understand what he says at this stage. Y ou can never see how it relates
to thevision, and it’s aways too vague to help us. And he doesn’'t know what he's saying, can’t comment on it
afterwards, whereas he does know what he's drawing, can recall the visions exactly. If we'relucky he'll be ableto talk
in the next stage, tell usthings he hasn't drawn, give us clues about where and when.”

They were standing one on either side of Angel, so they could see what he was drawing: a demon with large, curving
horns, and with tusks that |ooked like they could rip through a man’ s thigh. The demon in the drawing was snarling
straight at them, about to leap into the attack. Angel tore the sheet off, thrust it at Wesley, then started another drawing.

“D’ you know what it is? HE' s exaggeratin’, right? And tell me this next drawing’'s gonna show us how to kill it.” Angel
really could draw. The client Gunn had met the night before had asked if Angel used to be apolice artist, and yeah
Angel was getting in al the details that’ d get you to recognise the demon if you saw it, but the drawing was better than
that: it had lifeto it, enough to make Gunn want to reach for an axe right there, because Angel had brought the threat
that closeto home.

Wedley said Slowly, “ | think it's amountain dweller, from those tusks and horns and the way the hair grows. Crawford
would be the place to start looking.” Wesley |eft the room but came back quickly with athick book, then sat in Angel’s
chair, switched on the reading light, and started turning pages like he was on atight, urgent search-pattern.

“Wes? Ishe OK likethis? Wha do | do if he... | dunno.”

“What's he drawing?”’

“ Same demon, ‘sall. Head' sturned, looks likeit’s lunging. God, he’s - Y ou should see the claws.”

“If hetears the page out, teke it from him. It doesn’t sound asif | need to seeit, not for the identification.” Wedey
hadn’'t looked up from the book. “ HE' sin the stage now where he has to show us what he saw, he can’t help himself.
That will ease off, he'll Slowly give up drawing. After that...” Wesley shook hishead. “ It depends.” A brief glance at
Angdl. “ | think we' Il be ucky thistime: he'll befit to talk to us.”

“You're sure hewon't turn violent?”

Another shake of the head. “ It would have started during the vision. We' d be backed against the door right now, holding
him off with the holy water.”

The plant spray, Wesley must mean. It must be full of holy water. Gunn took a quick look at the bottle, which was lying
onitsside a the foot of the bed. Wesley might have taken off those pictures of plants and bugs, painted acrossonit or
something. If Gunn was avampire he' d take that thing as an insult, get even madder. As Angel kept on drawing and
shuddering and Wesl ey kept on turning pages, Gunn thought about the problem of the holy water, how to giveit style.

“It' saPrio Motu.” Wedley' s voice was quiet, like he was speaking to himself. “ Oh. Bugger. Angel, | hope you'll befit
to do morethantak.”

“What'saPrio Motu? So it'sasbad asit looks?”
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“It' s Himalayan, and ferocious, and a most unstoppable. Think grizzly bear with road-rage.”
“ Ouch. So no cluesin that book about how to kill it, either?”
“Not redlly.” Wesley handed the book to Gunn, then walked past him to sit on the bed next to Angel.

“Thisisall about their wars and history and stuff. Jeez, they like to fight! Hey, maybe we' re supposed to slow him
down by knowing &l the dates. ‘ What about the time the Heebie-Jeebies and the Tutti-Fruttis fought for five days
straight over astray goat? Man, was that the makin' of General Shiny-Horns, or what?' ”

Wesley laughed, then: “ | think he's stopping.” A pause. “ Angel? Angel, can you talk to me?”

The muttering and the drawing were definitely becoming slower. Suddenly they stopped altogether, and Angel slumped
forward. The pencil fell to the floor and bounced once, and then the room seemed to freeze into silence, like everything
inside it was tense with waiting, even the air.

Angdl stirred from the slump after just afew seconds, or so Gunn guessed from the time after he had started counting
his own heartbeats. He slowly raised his head to look at Gunn, stared at him, frowning, then turned quickly to Wesley
when Wesl ey spoke his name.

“ There' sabig demon. Horns. Big horns. Fangs. Fierce. Redly angry. Set... Set...” Angd was moving hishand in
emphasis or frustration or both. * Won't give up.”

“Ithink it'saPrio Motu. Isthiswhat you saw? Charles, could you...?" Gunn was aready holding the book out to
Angel.

As soon as Angel saw the picture he leapt to his feet and grabbed the book. “ Whereisit? How do we find it?”
“That' s the big question. Let’ stry to answer it with the other books, next door.”

Gunn led the way to the living room, Wesley brought the pad and pencil with him, and they all sat at the dining table.
“ So you didn't recogni se the place?”

“Tunnds. All tunnds.”

“ Tunndsthat you didn't recognise. Well, that narrows it down. What were the tunnels like? Were they damp? Did they
have asmdl?’

At first Wesley was the one asking the questions and making the suggestions, but Gunn soon joined in. The tunnels
were made of concrete, not brick. They were square, not round. Dry. Clean. Well-lit. No graffiti. No garbage. Stairways
with handrails, and the handrails weren't rusted. Racks of pipes on the ceilings. Smell might be oil. And alow but
powerful throbbing sound. Something industrial, obvioudy, but where? Angel filled sheet after sheet with drawings of
details, and finally there was a drawing that gave an impression that the tunnels were deep, really deep, and that started
Gunn thinking in anew direction.

“Angdl, do you know the tunnels underneath Boyle Heights, near the DWP?” Angel shook his head. * We cleaned a nest
of vamps out of there ayear ago. | think it al fits. We should go check it out.”

Wesley took asword, Gunn took his axe, and Angel took a sword and a mace. Gunn drove while Wesley sat in the back
with Angel and asked more questions, trying to find out who they had been sent to save and how the Prio Motu was
likely to fight. Angel thought he had seen someone behind the demon, running away, but not running properly, instead
moving strangely, asif already injured.

Angel knew immediately that they’ d cometo theright place. But it was alarge place, and ddmost every corridor and
stairway looked just like the ones in the vision. They headed downwards, keeping as quiet as possible, listening hard for
sounds of growling, or sobbing - or anything. They had reached the fourth level down when Angel suddenly stopped,
pointed upwards, and led the way back up the stairs. By the second level, Gunn could hear the noises too: running
footsteps, panicked breathing, and alow, menacing snarl. The demon must be dragging his victim towards the stairway.
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When there was only one set of stairs between them and the demon, the three of them paused and looked at one another,
an ingtinctive sharing of courage that Gunn had seen over and over again with his crew. Gunn was about to take that
crucial, bracing breath when he got a better idea, shook his head vehemently, pointed to the corridor around the corner
from the landing, and immediately headed towards it, gesturing with his head for Angel and Wesley to follow.

He stopped them just past the line of sight to the stairway and whispered, “ Ambush.”

The others nodded and Wesley leaned in close to Gunn and whispered, “ Angel and | will go for the Prio Motu, get it
away from the stairs or drive it down. You get the victim up the stairs and out to somewhere safe.” Gunn nodded, saw
Angel do the same, and then they took up positions with aview of the stairway and waited as the sounds came quickly
towards them.

The victim was a pregnant woman, and the sight of that, of her holding her belly, being pulled down into the earth by a
monster... Thiswas sick, the universe was sick, to let this happen. Gunn pushed at Angel’ s back to get him to start the
charge, but Angel didn’t move until the demon was amost at the landing - and those moments of waiting were long
enough for Gunn to scare himsalf with theideathat Angel might have lost hisfocus, forgotten everything about why
they needed to fight.

The woman screamed when she saw them, and Gunn had to stand and see her terrified, had to wait for Angel and
Wesley to force the monster far enough away from her before he could get in and prove to her that she was safe now, it
was over. He tried to help her up the stairs but she was struggling so hard, almost like she was fighting him, and nothing
he said seemed to be getting through - she’ d even started sobbing, and her voice was raw as she screamed at him.

“You bastards. Oh, God, you sick, sick bastards. My baby. My baby. Oh, no, please. Not an axe. Not my baby. Kamal,
help me. Help my baby. Don't let them do that to my baby. Help me.”

Gunn dropped the axe. “ I'm not going to hurt you. We're not part of this, we' re nothing to do with that thing. We were
sent hereto save you fromit. You're safe now.”

A second of frozen dishdlief, then: “ Oh, God! How stupid do you think | am? How stupid are you? Y ou're killing my
one protector and you're telling me I'm safe?”’

Gunn didn’'t know how long his own stunned silence lasted. “ Y ou’ re saying that demon was protecting you. He never
hurt you? He wasn't bringing you hereto -”

“ Like you didn’'t know that! Waiting here with your -”

Gunn legpt down the stairs and ran towards the sounds of battle. “ Stop! Stop! Wesley, stop! Angel! The Prio Motu
wasn't hurting her. It wasn’t what we thought. She says he was protecting her. You have to stop. Angel, you haveto
stop! We weren't sent hereto fight it.”

* k k k %

Jo’ s baby was going to grow up to be this great prophet, but there were some peopl e prepared to pay alot of money to
see that never happened. Kamal had been sent to protect Jo, and also to fight as her Champion in some weird Tribunal
that was set for Friday night. If he won inthe Tribunal, then Jo and her baby would get protection at awhole different
level, so no onewould be able to touch them. But the Tribunal was till aday away, and the bounty-hunters weren't
giving up, nothing likeit: there were two attacks during the night, and athird early on Friday afternoon.

After the second attack they discussed moving out of the tunnels, but it would probably only buy them afew hours
before they were found again (judging by what Jo and Kamal had a ready been through), and no one could suggest a
base that would be strong enough to justify the dangersinvolved in moving. Kamal did not believe that there would be a
massed attack: he had seen no sign that the groups of hunters were starting to co-ordinate their efforts, and for the four
of them against agroup of three or less, they had proved that the tunnels were a good defensive position.

Angel, Gunn and Kamal stayed in the tunnel's throughout, until the time came on Friday night to get Kamal and Jo to 4"
and Spring for the Tribunal. Wesley went out briefly on Friday morning to get food and blood. They set Angel outside
Kamal’s cell asthelast line of defence, and Kamal, Gunn and Wesley took it in turn to sit guard along the approaches.
Angel’ sfocus wasn't sure enough for him to beleft alone on the perimeter, not for that length of time, but he could be
relied upon to fight single-mindedly if he was attacked there at the cell.
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Gunn’s main memory of those long hoursin the tunnel s was of missing Wesley. The boredom of standing guard, he
already knew, and the terror and elation of battle. He knew that you always spent afair part of the time planning what
you would do as soon as you got out, looking forward to that bath, that first beer, the biggest, hottest pepperoni pizzain
theworld. Thistime, though, pushing out even the thought of the bath and the beer, was the moment when he would be
ableto leave his post and just walk down the corridor to Wesley and sit next to him and look at him, and finally find out
what they would choose to talk about first, how they would choose to touch. He knew that they would have | eft the
tunnels before then, that there wouldn't bethat clear “ moment” ; it would be lost in whatever clean-up followed a
Tribuna, in driving Angel home. But that was the image for him of missing Wesley: Wesley standing guard alone at the
other end of along corridor.

They all agreed not to try to use Angel’ s car for thejourney to 4™ and Spring; the chances were too great that it had
been found, and that they would be facing the wrong side of an ambush. So they headed out in another direction, and
Gunn hot-wired the first suitable truck they came across. Kamal thought the Tribunal would have to take place
somewhere underneath 4™ and Spring, and they were waiting for adoor to open up when the time came, but instead
Kamal and Jo just disappeared from the truck. Gunn, Wesley and Angel had no idea how long they should wait, if they
should even wait at all and Wesley was busy blaming himself for not knowing everything about the Tribuna when
Kamal and Jo were right there, standing in the road afew yards from the truck.

Gunn drove Jo to her apartment in Silverlake then took the truck back to Boyle Heights and I eft it where they’ d found it,
afew blocks away from Angel’ s car. Kamal got out and made for the tunnels without aword, which was exactly what
Gunn had expected; Kamal had seemed genuinely devoted to Jo, but had treated the three of them as nothing more than
weapons. Jo had managed to thank them at the appropriate times, but had never managed to hide the fact that she was
accepting them only on Kamal’ s judgement; each one of them freaked her out, and that she couldn’t forgive them for
the attack on Kamal.

If Angel’s car had been found, it hadn’t been disabled, and Gunn got them home shortly before two on Saturday
morning. They were all exhausted, and showing it. Angel went straight to the bathroom, and Gunn heard the sound of
the shower through the open door.

“ There samessage.” Wed ey was standing by the desk, looking down at the phone. “ Do we play it, or just accept that
fact that whoever it isisn’t going to get any help until tomorrow?’

Gunn couldn’t imagine Wesley ever accepting any such fact. “ Up to you, English.”

Wesley played the message, which was for Gunn, from Anne. “ Um... | hope thisis the right number to reach Charles
Gunn. If not, I'm sorry for bothering you. Charles, Dean and George were here for the class today and they told me
what’ s happened. Well, something of what’s happened, I'm guessing. They said they didn’t know where you were, but |
took another guess at that, and... um... Anyway, you know | hate to lose touch with friends so you'll give meacdl,
won't you?”’

“It must be from Thursday, unless they changed the class to today.” Gunn was wondering what they' d said to her, what
they'd said that she' d worked out he must be with Wesley. “ I'll get back to her tomorrow.”

“ It was nice of her to call.” Wesley sounded uncertain, which couldn’t be about Anne hersalf, must be about the whole
issue of Gunn and the crew. They' d not talked about the crew since the day Gunn had moved in.

“Yeah.” Gunnwas going to say more, something to show Wesley that he wasn't bothered by this reminder, that they
could talk or not talk, whatever they wanted, but at that point Angel walked, naked, out of the bathroom. He crossed the
living-room without looking at them, like they weren’t there, and shut himself in his bedroom. Gunn swallowed,
thought Wesley had, too. Still staring at the closed door, Gunn said, “ OK, he' sbeautiful.” A grudging sigh. “ Even dll
douching like that, he's beautiful.”

Wesley nodded. “ | keep wondering what he' d belikeif he could see himsalf in the mirror. The way peoplelook at him,
though, that’ s probably as good asamirror.” Then he laughed, and the tension was gone from the room. “ | had been
about to suggest we went straight to bed, but now that doesn’t seem quite the right thing to say.”

“No. No, y can't say that just now. I' d takeit all wrong.” Then Gunn grabbed Wesley, kissed him hard, and held him so

they could both feel exactly what the sight of Angel had done to each of them. With hislips against Wesley' s cheek,
grazed by stubble: “ Guesswe' |l haveto play tic-tac-toe out heretill we' re sure we' ve both forgotten about him. Need at
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least an hour, | reckon, before we' d be safe to think ‘bout goin’ to bed.” This was what Wesley wanted, wasn’t it? To
treat it like ajoke?

Like ajoke or an outright turn-on, which was fine with Gunn. Wesley pulled him into a harder, deeper kiss, and at first
Gunn did wonder how much Wesley was thinking about Angel, but that didn’t matter aslong asit got him Wesley like
this. When they were both gasping, Wesley said, “ Would that be strip tic-tac-toe?’

Took Gunn afew seconds to remember where the tic-tac-toe came from. “ Could be. Could be. Y’ know, why don't we
say we been playin’ for an hour. And you lost every game.” He started unbuttoning Wesley' s shirt, and backing him
towards the bedroom.

“ Every game for an hour? That’ salot of naked | owe you.”
“Don't | know it?’

Gunn undressed himself in record time, but when he joined Wesley in bed the first words he heard were: “ Charles?
How badly would you take it if | fell asleep in the next minute?”

“You'rekiddin' me”

But Wesley wasn't joking. He was clearly having to force himself to keep his eyes open. “ It was lying down. My brain
feelsasif it'sleaking out of my head. ‘s‘njetlag. I'm... I'm... But | can't...” Hiseyes sank closed and his breathing
suddenly became much slower. Indistinctly: “ You should...” Suddenly he came awake, startled, stared blinking at Gunn
for several seconds, then gave a slow smile and raised his hand afew inches off the bed. “ But don’'t fuck me. That’s...”
He was aslegp again.

Gunn waited for nearly a minute, though he didn’t know what for, since anyone could see that he and his cock were on
their own. Well, for a clue about what the hell Wesley had been saying. Fucking him was what? Something he’ d
changed his mind about? But Wesley had been smiling at him.

So take the smiile, let the rest go. Wesley had been as good as dreaming, he could have been thinking anything. Just let it
go.

Gunn leaned over Wesley to take his glasses off, but then was held looking down at him, fegling the lines of the
deeping face warm and rough under his hand. Y es, Wesley could have been thinking anything. Gunn would never be
ableto guessthe haf of it. Wedley wasn't beautiful. Gunn didn’t know that he was even handsome - he was so thin, so
reserved, looking at him you had to see that first, either judge him or worry for him. But once you’ d started to know
him, you redlised that just looking at his face was better than the deepest conversation you' d ever had with anyone el se.
Every proof of strength and doubt and passion and col dness that Gunn had found in Wesley so far, they were dways
there clear to read in hisface. And the power of his mind, his strange, foreign thoughts - his face warned you how far
you had come out of your depth.

“Turnsout | likethat, English. Bein' out of my depth with you.” Gunn brought his face down to Wesley's as he
whispered, not touching, but close enough to feel Wesley' s breath. Would have thought he' d hate it. Always been top
dog. But Wesley wasn’t any kind of pack animal, was he? He' d read about people like Gunn, he knew the theory. But
that wasn't where helived. So how could atop dog resent what Wedley did to him? Gunn sighed and smiled. “ Even
when you grow aday and ahalf of stubble and then fall asleep on me.”

He kissed the corner of Wesley’s mouth, meaning just a simple goodnight, but seemed like nothing could be really
simplewhen it was him close to Wesley: the roughness of the stubble caught him almost like a shock, so much rougher
against hislipsthan it had felt against his hand. Hislips felt the softness of Wedley' slips, too, right next to the stubble,
and they were warm and moist and yielding. Gunn’s cock loved the roughness, it loved the softness, it wanted to fuck
both feelings and it wanted to do it now.

Gunn groaned and pushed himself away from Wesley. He lay on his back with his eyes closed tight and his hands
clenched down by his side, realy wanting to jerk off but pretty-sure he shouldn’t. “ Not under my roof,” Wesley had
said. Wesley wouldn't want him to jerk off. But it was Gunn’ s roof now, and Wesley had got him hot and then fallen
asleep on him.
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Didn't help, either, to be thinking about Wesley not wanting him to jerk off, because that just made him remember
exactly how Wesley had been the last time. How his face had gone so hard and cold, how he'd said, “ Will you use my
mouth or do you need to fuck me?’

Gunn groaned again, and now he had to keep his hips from rocking, aswell as keep his hands by hisside. He tried to
think about something el se, but he couldn’t find any kind of calming thoughtsin reach. There was the sight of Angel
naked. There was him and Wesley happily horny from seeing Angel. And there were the hours in the tunnels, the ache
of missing Wesley, having the image so clear: of thelong corridor, and Wesley standing alone at the end of it.

No thought that didn’t lead to Wesley. That didn’t lead to sex. Gunn knew he should be able to control himself, he
should, but at this moment he just didn’t want to. He shook his head two, three times, gave along, unsteady sigh, then
unclenched his hand and wrapped it around his cock. He thought about what Wesley might say if he woke up now, what
he might do — and he let himself get so excited he cried out at the end, and made the bed slam against the wall.

* k k k %

“Wes. | know it bothers you, the idea of me jerking off. Isthere... Isthere any way it'd be OK?” Thefirst thing Gunn
said to Wesley when they were next both awake, early on Saturday afternoon. He' d been lying awake for half an hour
or more, knowing he had to tell Wesley what he' d done. Might seem like a stupid secret, something most men wouldn't
think twice about, but Gunn didn’t want to keep this one, not from Wesley.

Wesley looked surprised. “ It doesn’'t bother me in the slightest. Infact, | liketheidea. Aslong asit’s... not taking you
away from me. Depriving me of afuck I’ drather like for mysdf.”

Gunn frowned hard, then said, “ What about that first morning we woke up together? Thefirst time | saw you with
stubble. You really acted then like it bothered you.”

“l was—" Wedey sighed. “ | was concerned to make the point a the time that I'm tougher than you might think. I didn’'t
want you to... get into the habit of holding back. Just because of theway | look. | want to have all of you.” A sudden
smile. “ Oncel’'m sure I’ ve got the point made, then I'll never act like that unless you want meto.”

“You think I'm holding back?’ Gunn was frowning again, couldn’t return Wesley’ s smile.

“No, no, not that I’ ve seen.” Wesley reached out, laid his hand on Gunn’s shoulder. “ But | don’t think we' ve done much
sinceto put it to thetest.” A shrug. “ And maybewewon't. It doesn’'t matter like that, | just want to be sure | get all of
you. Whatever we end up doing.”

Gunn relaxed, knowing there wasn't any problem after all with what he' d done the night before. He might still tell
Wesley how he' djerked off — or hemight not — but it didn’t feel any more like a secret he had to get rid of as soon as he
could. And he' d just now found some other things he needed to say more.

Herolled to lie against Wesley, pushing his knee between Wesley' s knees, and putting his arm around Wesley' swaist.
“ English. Yeah, yesh, it'ssomethin’ I ve hadta think about with you: needin’ to hold myself back. Get in control. But
it'snot ‘ cos of how | see you, not in the way you were saying. Y ou gotta know you’ re the toughest man | ever saw. It's
‘cosof...” Hepaused, then gavealong, dow sigh. “ | think it's‘ cos of somethings | thought | knew about myself. And
turnsout | don’t. Not with you.”

Wesley had gone dlightly tense. “ Thingslike... that you' d never look twice at awhite man?”

Gunn shook his head, pulled Wesley closer, then stroked his back. “ Don't think that’s any part of it. It'smore... |
thought | knew how | was with sex. How far I'd I et it take me. How fast. Since... since before Luke, even, I'd figured
out how to keep in control. Had to with Luke, so he wouldn’t know | wanted — Y eah, | wanted all of him. And with
girls... Y'learn the first thing about girls, y' know it’ sthe right thing to do. Else you're just some sdlfish kid. Got no clue
‘bout anything * cept jerkin' off. So | thought I'd got that all figured out. Gotta be pretty damn good, even. ‘n’ then |

meet you.”

“And | make you lose control ?” Wesl ey was smiling - looking pleased, but like there was something here he just didn’t
believe.
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“ Oh, man. You say just one word or you get thislook and—" He swallowed again and closed hiseyesfor asecond. “ ‘s
like I’ m back when | was that selfish kid. Worse. Like | want every real thing in the world to just go away till | can get
my cock what it wants.”

“ Charles.” Wesley leaned in and pressed his lips briefly to Gunn's cheek. “ Y ou are anything but selfish. You are the
lover | would have dreamed of for myself. If | hadn't ruined myself with too many of those stupid crushes. | think...
you must have set a standard for yourself that no one could be expected to keep. I’ ve never seen any sign of =" A shrug.
“ Of what you seem to be worrying about.”

“You have ‘n’ | reckon you will again. That morning with the stubble. ‘n’ if you'd seen melast night, jerkin’ off after
you fell asleep on me. When it gets melikethat... feelslike somethin’s taken me over. Somethin’ outside me. Gets me
so hard in seconds, | =" Hetook a deep breath. “ Some ways it’sexciting. Courseit is. Other ways... still doesn't feel
like me. Dunno if I'm worryin’ . Not now, anyway. Now I'm clear how you fedl ‘bout jerkin' off. ‘bout me holdin’ back.
Mostly I'mjust... tryin’ to figurewhat it is‘ bout you that getsto me. How come | never had it happen before.”

“Luke didn't get stubble?”’

Gunn shrugged. “ Hewouldn't get it to look at. ‘n’ it’ sthe look of it on you. Thefedl, too, but that’s second to knowing
how it looks.”

Wesley was | ooking thoughtful. “ So maybeit is because I'm your first white man. And the bristles show on me. You've
always had this kink, but you’ ve never been in aposition to rediseit before.”

Gunn shook his head hard, very definite. “ It's you, Wes. It'show it looks on you. Best guess I’ vegot so faris... it's
about way it makes you look so distant. Because y' know that's a big part of you, even without the stubble. Jeez, Wes,
you're all about holdin’ back. Not in abad way, not like you're playin’ games. Y ou don't play any games with me, you
always act close. But half the day at least you look so distant, and | guess then some part of me's always half-thinking,
“You could ve stayed like that for me. | might’ ve never dared to touch you.” But that’ s just one part of me, for some
part of the day, and for therest I'm dll: ‘Course | dared. Course he said yes. He was lookin’ all cool ‘n’” English but he'd
been thinkin' *bout how we' d fuck.” So—" A degp sigh. “ Y’ get to me. Every day. Guess y’ keep me hangin’ so closeto
thetimeyou saidyes. ‘ 0" we know that was perfect so forget | ever said any of thisand don't try to act any different.
Look any different. ‘sjust... somethin’ in the way | gotta have you.”

Wesley was blinking over and over, looking amazed. He made a small sound then closed his eyes for the space of three
deep breaths, and when he opened them again he still looked amazed. In awhisper: “ | don’t deserve any of this.”

Gunn didn’'t whisper, but he dropped his voicelow. “ Should be me, Wes, sayin’ that about you.” Gunn pulled Wedey
close, and they kissed for along time.

Angel was aready up. Gunn had been able to hear him in the living-room from the time he' d woken up himself.
There' d been some tidying-up noises: shuffling of paper, drawers opening and closing. Some clattering from the
kitchen. The whir of the computer and some short bursts of typing (abig surprise to Gunn). Angel had gone quiet just
before Wesley had woken up, and Gunn thought he was probably sitting reading.

“WEe re not going to have sex with him just next door, arewe?” Not really a question - Gunn was a ready resigned to the
answer, knew exactly how Wesley would shake his head. “ So what' 1l we do with the rest of the day? We are taking the
weekend of f?”

“If Angel stays like thiswe could go out for amedl. Maybe even afilm, if we can find something we agree on. Would
you consider afilm with the same cameraman as* Macolm X' 7’

“Wes, if it'samatter of adate with you, I’ d consider the same accountant. Anyway, it must have been ten years ago.
And you aready figured | might’ ve snuck out one or two times? Even to see some piece of dl-white crap.”

Wesley shook his head. “ Exemptions aways given for social necessity. Sometimes you just have to know what people
aretalking about.”

Soon after they were up, showered and breakfasted, Gunn said, “ Wes? | think I’ll go over and see Anneg, if she'sin.
Should be back by four.”
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“ OK. I'll check the paper for thefilm listings.”

Annewasin and could spare the time for awalk in Exposition Park. Apart from wanting to see Anne, Gunn a so needed
some sunshine after al those hoursin the tunnelswith Kamal and Jo, especially since sunshine wasn't welcomein any
room in the apartment. Gunn drove, and they ended up walking round the Rose Garden.

“ Did they tell you straight off? What they say?”

Anne shook her head. “ Not till | asked about you. They said you’ d met some English guy. Moved in with him. Think
that was all they wanted to say, but...” She shrugged. “ | was surprised, asked some questions. If it was the same English
guy I’ d met. They were spooked. It was obvious. Kept saying they’ d no idea about you. But playing it as cool asthey
could. There was nothing I d hate to repest to you or to him.”

Gunn nodded. “ Y eah, they said they' d play it cool. Long as they didn’t have to pretend they were happy for me.” How
bitter did he sound? Some, probably.

A few hundred yards later Anne said, “ | liked him. But he’ s the last person I'd think... Y ou weren't together back then,
were you?’

“ Barely met him. Didn't know if | liked him. | don’t know how much chance you'll haveto get to know him, but...
He'slike no one else I've ever met. He says hi. Well... ‘sends hisregards'.”

They laughed, then Anne brought him up to date with the shelter, especially with the latest legal miracle from the
shelter’ stame lawyers. Gunn couldn’'t argue with their results and free was agreat price, but he couldn’'t believe this
Lindsey was really the undercover idealist he seemed to be pushing to Anne. Y ou want to help the people who really
need help, you just damnwell do it. You don’t choose to bide your time behind a marble desk wearing a thousand dollar
suit and spend your days hel ping rich peopleto carry on doing whatever the fuck they want. If you' ve decided to go
after the money, at least be honest about it. Of course, Anne might just be hearing what she wanted to hear, the man
might not have done anything more than mention some news report; but from the“ Lindsey did this’ and “ Lindsey
thinksthat” and “ Lindsey and | are looking at ideas for Wolfram and Hart to hold afundrai ser for next year” , he
guessed that Lindsey and his thousand dollar suit had some good lines between them.

“ Talking about fundraising... You have to belooking for work now that you’ve... If you haven’t found anything yet,
you know | can ask around.”

“ Thanks, but I've joined Wesley in his demon business. Y ou know, the one on his card. Hasn't been doing well but |
think | can turnit around.”

“ Right. Angel Investigations. It was on the answering machine, too. The Angel part’saperson, isn’t it? It wasn't
Wesley' s voice on the machine. Y ou said when Wesley came to the shelter that there might be two of them. And Dean
told me about afight in athrift shop. A manwho hadto go sit inthecar.”

“That's Angel.” Then, sharply: “ Dean told you about the thrift shop? He wasn’t even there.” So much for the crew
playing it cool. Who the hell had thought it would be smart to get that story out?

Anne shook her head. “ It was when we were aone for afew minutes. He seemed puzzled about what had happened.
Concerned for you, | think. Wanted to know what impression I’ d got of Wesley. If | knew anything more about hislife.
Which | don't, so...” Sheshrugged. “ | told him what I d liked about Wesl ey, he seemed reassured. Is Angel an ex-
boxer, or something?’

“What? Where' d you get that?’

“ He sounds like he’ satrained fighter with brain damage. Thought he might’ ve met Wed ey and decided to put his prize
money into a detective business.”

Gunn shook hishead. “ | haven't really figured out what he did before. But he set up the business on his own. Then there
was an accident that caused the brain damage. And then he met Wesley.”

“How bad’ s the damage?”
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“Gettin’ worse. He has good days but he can't take care of himself now.”
“ Wedl ey takes care of him?”

“Yeah. He staysin the apartment with us.” At Anne' slook of surprise he shrugged, then said, “ I'm about used to it
already. But don’t tell Dean about Angel if he asks again. Wesley won't mind me telling you, but | don’t want the crew
to get any details. They re too angry with me. They mustn’t have anything they could useto take it out on Wesley.”

Pained: “ That’s most of your friends, Charles. Some of my friends.”

“You do what you haveto. I'm not at war with them, you know. Just know we need to keep out of each other’sway for
awhile, not force each other into doing anythin' stupid. Few months we'll calm down, realise the action’s moved on
and no one' scheckin’ us out any moret’ see how we' retakin' it. If areason comes along to start talkin' again, we might
even be happy to takeit.”

* k k k%

“ So what’ ve you found for us?” The paper was open on the coffee table, and Gunn could see that several listings were
circled.

“For ‘us, I don't know. Can we see what you think of what I’ ve found for ‘me’ 7’

saplaceto gtart.”

“ The 5.30 show of ‘Passion Fish’ at the Nuart in Santa Monica. And then acurry at the Gate of India. Also in Santa
Monica”

“ Like the curry. Need more on the movie.”

“It'sbeen out for afew years. | saw it in London. It’s about a soap actress who loses the use of her legsin a car accident
and goes back to where she grew up in Louisiana. Retreats there. A nurse comesto work for her who's pulling out of a
bad time of her own. It’sabout... when your old life' s gone, what it takes to even want anew one. Alfre Woodard plays
thenurse, if that helps. Andit’s very funny in places. | don’t know if you'd likeit, but I'd really like to know what

you' d make of it. It stayed with me.”

Sounded like hard work to Gunn, but hell, it was only two hours out of hislife. “ The funny sounds good. Only one way
to find out about therest. You don’t want to eat first, though? ‘ Dinner and amovie' 7’

“ 1 was thinking about Angel. | dwaysfed that the longer | eave him, the more likely it isthat he'll have avision. And
I"d rather get the film safely out of the way first. I' m sure there’ s aflaw in my reasoning. I'm missing something basic
in the maths. But will you humour me until I’ ve worked out the proof?”

“5.30'sfine. A couple of weeksago | didn’t think we' d ever be able to leave him long enough for either dinner or a
movie”

Wesley insisted on sitting in an aide seat, and went out every twenty minutesto call into Angel; which could only
suggest drug business to everyone except an innocent like Wesley. They made it safely through the movie and to the
restaurant, and Gunn found out that Wesl ey had already spoiled him for L.A. curries. They ordered the lamb dish that
Wesley had cooked for them, and it tasted good but it tasted all the same, from the first mouthful right to thelast. No
problem with that, you’ d think - unless someone had aready served you a version where every mouthful had you
thinking “ Damn, thisis good!” like you weretasting it for the very first time; where you could eat the whole portion
without figuring out thetrick of how it all worked together.

They didn’'t talk much about the food after Gunn had given his verdict and enjoyed Wesley' s reaction. Wesley said less
when he was pleased than anyone el se Gunn knew, but Gunn didn’t need words when Wesley' s face got that glow, the
one that made him look years younger.

“Yeah, the movie was good. Can't say it grabbed me - | like action. But it felt real. Like the real way people... get

close, don't get close, sort of drift round each other. Gotta respect that in amovie. And it was funny, like you'd said.
And Angela Bassett wasinit, so it was even OK withmy * Macolm X' thing.”
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“ Oh yes, she was the actress friend, wasn't she? | didn’t know who she was when | first saw the film. | hadn’t thought
about that.” Wedey' s voice changed suddenly from vague interest to full enthusiasm: “ | thought the scene between her
and Alfre Woodard in the kitchen was very interesting, when they’ re talking about their different backgroundsin
Chicago. Of course, | don’t know how redlisticit is, but that was thefirst hint I'd ever seen of deeply-rooted class
distinctions between black people in America. I'm not saying it’s agood thing but it gave me apoint of reference - asa
typical class-ridden Englishman trying to understand a country | hadn’t yet visited - and that scene made me realise that
my assumptions about how black people lived, how they related to one another were much too simple. That there must
be history. And layers.”

“You'relookin' for history, you know you'’ ve come to the wrong place.”

“It' snot redigtic?’

“What classisacop?’

“ Lower middle.” Wesley sounded so definite, like he was stating alaw of nature.

“Thenthat'sasfar as| go with that ‘relating’ . Those teachers and lawyers and doctors, they don't comevisitin' us. All |
know’swhat | see on TV. Maybe Louisiand s one thing. My part of L.A.’s another.”

Wesley nodded. “ You'd said | don't understand the inner city. Maybe | do need to watch * Summer of Sam’ again.”
“You just need to meet some more of my friends. Maybe a couple of my enemies.”

Over dessert Gunn said, “ Wes? In the movie, with her waking up in hospital, the physiotherapy, everything. | wondered
if it was different enough that you didn’t - Or maybe it even hel ped?”

“ Different enough from what happened to me? When | lost my arm?”
Gunn nodded.

Sowly: “ It made merealise how lucky | was that Angel was there. He never tried to look asif he wanted to be, but at
least he was there. And | knew he' d be there the next day, too. Seeing her alonein al those scenes in the hospital, |
thought, ‘1 was lucky.” ”

Wesley took a mouthful of coffee, then stared down at the cup. Gunn waited, sure that Wesley wasn't finished, not
judging by the tone of his voice, the way he was frowning, how tense his hand was holding the cup. Suddenly, Wesley
raised his head, not frowning now but looking very serious. “ I' d remembered that the film started like that, though. |
knew it didn't have anything of the things that are difficult for me. But I’ d forgotten that scene near the end: the dream
she has where she’ s sitting on the dock, and she stands up and walksto him, asif she’ d doneit ahundred times before,
asif they both took it for granted.”

Wesley paused, then smiled at Gunn - a sad smile that made Gunn wish he could take back his question. “ In dl the
dreams I’ ve had about you, I'm able to hold you properly. My dreams won't admit yet what’ s happened.” Another
pause, and ashrug. “ | don't know if the scene was really supposed to be about that. It was probably about her conscious
mind, conjuring up afantasy. But everything about the way it was shot... Yes, that’s how it feds.”

Gunn reached across the tablecl oth and touched the back of hisfingersto Wesley's. “ I'm sorry. | shouldn’t have asked.
| should' ve known.”

Wesley shook his head briskly. “ If I'd wished you hadn’t asked, | would have fobbed you off. Said | didn’'t see any

connection at al.” He pushed his hand gently against Gunn’s and smiled again, an entirely different smile. “ I'm glad
you asked.”

* k k k %

Inthe last half hour of the film and throughout the meal, Angel had been distracted and impatient whenever Wesley
caledin, so Gunnwasn't surprised that Angel ignored them when they got back to the apartment. He was sitting in the
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armchair with a pad on hislap, drawing slowly, concentrating hard, and with some dramatic, clashing classical music
playing loudly behind him.

“Angd? I'm going to turn the music down abit.” Gunnwasn't sure if Wesley was asking permission, but Angel carried
on drawing anyway, and Gunn thought he might not even have been aware of the music.

The drawings weren't like the ones Angel had made of the vision. Those had been urgent sketches, picking out just a
few details like they were frozen in a spotlight - like Kamal’ s face, or pipes on the ceiling. These new drawingsfilledin
the whole scene - aroom, a street, aforest - but all drawn very small, small enough that he could fit six or seven on the
same page.

“ What' s he doing?”’

Wesley shrugged. “ Drawing for pleasure, | think. | didn’'t know he had more than one style” A pause. “ We could try to
get him to move next door.”

“He sOK. You'restill just looking for acouple of hours reading, right? Might have moved himself by the timewe' re
ready for bed.”

Gunn had meant to spend Wesley' s reading time working through the beginner’ s book he’ d got for the computer, but
after acouple of chapters he learned enough to find out there were some games on the computer, and then obviously he
had to try every one of them out. At some point he noticed the music wasn't playing any more, and he wondered what
game he' d been playing when it had stopped.

“What was the movielike?’ Gunn started at the sound of Angel’ s voice, clicked in the wrong square, and saw
immediately that he would be going back to Level 1 again with the pipe-laying.

“| enjoyed it even morethan | did thefirst time.” Wesley was so smooth at dealing with these changesin Angel; he
acted likethey' djust comein the door and sat down, and Angel was asking the question like anormal roommate. “ |
don't think Charleswill belooking to seeit again, though.”

“1 seewhy Weslikesit at lot, but... dunno who I'd seeit with, apart from Wes. All my friends'd think it was too slow.
Not really about anything. Not even a happy ending for the chicks. There' sjust akind of buzz we expect to get from a
movie, y'know? They' d never let meforget it.”

Wesley looked amused. “ | can seeI’m going to learn alot when you choose the next one.”

“I" dliketo seeamovie.” Angd sounded wistful.

Wesley and Angel had had this conversation before, Gunn could tell: Wed ey was sympathetic but very firm. “ You
can't have avisioninacinema, Angdl. You just can't.” Angel nodded, gave adlight shrug, and turned his attention back
to his drawing pad.

“What about in acar, though? Couldn’'t we go to adrive-in?” Gunn saw Wesley wince, then shake himsef into looking
interested and optimistic. Wesley the movie snob. This was gonna be fun.

“A drive-in?” Ange looked like he didn't want to be too hopeful. “ But the nearest one’ s probably thirty miles away.
And what sort of movies do they show these days? Isit worth driving to Pomonato see * Night of the Giant Crabs 7’

“Hell, yes! ‘Night of the Giant Crabs , Wes? Bet you wouldn't get achance like that back home.”

Wesley raised his eyebrows. “ | wouldn’t. We don’t have drive-ins.” Heleaned forward and picked up the paper from
the coffeetable. “ Where isthe nearest drive-in? | didn’t notice any when | was checking the listings.”

“| think there’ sa couple out east. Closer than Pomona. Should be something onlineif it isn’t in the paper.”

“ Could you look into it sometime? | don't know about Angel but | might need afew weeksto get myself in the perfect
mood for ‘Night of the Giant Crabs' .

17



Kungai Part Two by Helen Raven

Gunn and Angel 1ooked at one another and smiled, then Gunn said, “ What you been drawin’, Angel? Y ou been workin’
onthat al evening, lookslike.”

Angel looked down at the pad, then frowned, held it up, and started flipping slowly back through the pages. Gunn saw
more of the small scenes on the first page Angel turned, but the other five or six pages were the usud large sketches.
When Angel got to the beginning of the pad he stared at the cover for severa seconds, then worked through the pages
again, even more slowly than before. At the third blank page he stopped and looked up at Wedley. “ Isit astory? | know
there are connections, but | can’t... What are we supposed to do?”

“Admire your talent, Angel, that’ s all. Y ou were listening to music. | think it must have stirred associations for you.”

Angel turned to look at the hi-fi system then back at Wesley. He nodded several times, then got to hisfeet, let the pad
fall to thefloor, and went straight to the kitchen and into his routine for feeding himself. Wesdley picked the pad up and
put it in the desk drawer, then sat down and went back to his reading. Gunn started the game again.

“ Goodnight?” Angel was standing at the door of his room, hand on the doorknob. He looked totally disoriented, could
even have been asking if it was night or morning.

Wesley a split-second before Gunn: “ Goodnight, Angel.”

Gunn got himself to the end of Level 3, then paused the game and went to sit next to Wesley on the couch. Quietly:
“ Now that was my fault. Really lost him there.”

Wesley shrugged and laid his book on the arm of the couch. “ He might have known what the drawings were about. |
was curious myself. | wouldn't have asked but then you know I’ ve probably been playing it so safe that he’ s got bored.
Y ou asked because you were interested. That's agood reason. | decided long ago that the only workabl e criterion for
judging how I'd treated him was... ‘Did | act with hisbest interests at heart? ” A heavy sigh. “ For what I've had to do
in self-defence... Well -”

“ Jeez! You don't haveto justify lockin® himin hisroom. Scaldin’ him acouple of times. He's avampire and he' s crazy.
Most guys' d chain him up and keep him like that.”

Wesley shook hishead. “ If it ever comesto that I'll haveto be sure I’'m doing it for theright reasons. Because it’ sthe
only way to keep us all safe. Not because I' m angry with him. Or... Or...” Heswallowed. “ It would be far too easy to
do it for the wrong reasons.”

“Long asyou do the chainin’ first. Pick over your reasons later.”

“ Or work them out beforehand. | think we'll have to chain him if we go to the drive-in. If he had one of the visions that
make him violent... We couldn’t deal with Angelusin the confined space of the car unless he was already restrained.”

Gunn slumped heavily in the couch, let his head drop back, and stared at the ceiling. Going to the drive-in was supposed
to befun. A silly evening out. Would' ve been great to do with the crew if they could' ve afforded it. Imagine sitting in
chains through some dumb movie, surrounded by kids in cars doing all their dumb teenage stuff. Imagine knowing this
was the only way you could ever leave the apartment unlessit wasto train or fight.

Gunn dragged his hand over his face then rolled his head to look at Wedley. “ | guess once I ve had to deal with him
when he' sviolent | won't fedl so sorry for him. He'sjust gettin’ what he deserves, right?”

“He dbethefirst to agree with that, I'm sure”
“OK.” Gunn sprang to hisfeet. “ Need a beer. Then need to get past Level 10. Y ou wanna beer, Wes?”’

* k k k %

“You haven't taken your eyes off the screenin at least twenty minutes.” Gunn had been aware that Wesley had stopped
reading, had been moving quietly around the room. In the process Wesl ey must have watched enough of the gameto
know when he should speak, since he'd chosen agap between levels 22 and 23.
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Gunn paused the game and turned, hooking his elbow over the back of the chair. “ Have you never played one of these
things?’

“Not since | wasin school. A friend had aBBC, | think it was. There was one term we must have spent every spare
hour playing adventure games. But in those days it was like reading abook. You'd typein ‘turnleft’ and then on the
screen it would say ‘ You are standing in front of an archway with arusted iron gate. Through the archway you can
see...” And so on. There weren't any pictures. And you weren't againgt the clock.”

“And then you grew out of it?”

“| think so. He made some new friends. Things changed. Games changed too, and what | saw of the shooting games
didn’t appeal to me. There was nothing you could say about playing them except what score you'd got. Y ou couldn’t
discuss your decisions, couldn’t share anything. It wasn't a discovery.”

“ It gonna bug you that | like shoot-em-ups? Way more than this.” He nodded at the screen.

Wesley laughed and came forward to stand by the chair, his hand stroking Gunn’s shoulder. “ I look forward to boasting
about your scoresto Angel.” Gunn reached up to take Wesley by the neck of his shirt, and brought him down so their
lips touched.

Wesley was obviously in one of his slow and serious moods, from the amount of time he wasinsisting on spending just
easing Gunn's mouth open. In agirl, Gunn would have found such slow-motion foreplay creepy - abad sign about what
she expected sex to belike - but with Wedl ey it was exciting.

“You know...” A whisper against Gunn’s cheek. “ Watching you play | was thinking, there must be aword for someone
who'’ strying to decide whether to interrupt ayoung man... ayounger man... who'sin the middle of a computer game.
For wondering how long you might have to wait before he'll stop and you can ask him if he’ sready to take you to bed
and fuck you.”

Gunn gasped, then lurched to hisfeet and dragged Wesl ey towards the bedroom. “ Sure there’saword. It's‘idiot’. Like
there was anything to decide. Like I’ d ever not be ready.”

Gunn had put hisfingersin Wesley often enough by then that he knew the feelings that got him worried most that he
was hurting Wesley, and he al so knew he wouldn't get an answer either way from asking Wesley. Wesley never really
seemed to hear the question, would just grunt and shake his head, and push against Gunn, far harder than Gunn would
have dared. Gunn wanted to take the head-shake asasimple no (“ No, no, of course you'renot.” ), but it wasn't, it was
raw impatience. But Wedey only got impatient with the question, not when Gunn went slow and careful, so Gunn did
what he' d done before when it was just his fingers, and stroked and coaxed and opened Wesley as carefully as he knew
how; then he pushed his cock in slowly, so slowly, using the width of histhumb and counted heartbeats to pace himself,
fighting every second against the urge to slam in as deep as he could go, get his cock as much of thisincredible feeling
as he could.

Once hewas all theway in he lay on top of Wedl ey like he was exhausted at the end of arace, finaly giving up control
over his breathing and letting himself pant and gasp against the crook of Wesley' s neck, and moan whenever Wesley
clenched around him.

Hethought, “ Wesley, | love you. | loveyou,” then gathered himself and stretched forward to kiss Wesley' s shoulder.
He moaned again at the taste of Wesley's sweat and then when he felt Wesley' s pulse under histongue. Wesley sighed,
and lifted his head back to roll his cheek against the curve of Gunn’s skull; and Gunn felt the working of Wesley' s back
muscles all the way down his body, nearly to his cock. He pushed forward to meet the movement and found himsel f
rocking his hips against Wesley's. He was still pressed in tight, but even so he could flex and twist and ride; and soon
he was wondering if he was really feeling what he thought: that Wesl ey was changing around him, getting fitted to his
shape, and fitted so well that anyone who went inside him from now on would know that there was just one cock that he
wanted. Not really possible, not redly, but didn’t you have to imagine something a most-impossible when you heard the
changein Wesley' s voice? After dl those slow, wondering moans and sighs... to bring him so quickly to such sharp,
wild cries of total excitement.

Gunn didn’'t want them to come yet, he wanted to learn how to fuck Wesley, areal, slippery, pumping fuck. He didn’t

want to have to wait until the next time, even if that would be just this same night. He slowed then stilled, and lay on
Wesley like he had before. Their bodies gradually became almost calm, Gunn’s more quickly than Wesley's.
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“You'reright, I'manidiot. To think | waited so long, when | could have had this.”

Gunn laughed quietly, then said very quietly, “ Wes? Thisisthe best thing I’ ve ever done.” In bed, Wes would think he
meant. But Gunn could also believe, in that moment, that the two of them were doing something that the world needed,
that they were taking their part in something secret and important.

“ Oh, Charles” Hushed. “ Yes”

Gunn kissed Wesley' s neck again and they murmured at one another for awhile, falling silent whenever Wedley' s
muscl es tightened a ong the length of Gunn’s cock — trying to push him out, but instead making him want to stay
forever - and afterwards they were more urgent each time, more direct, amost competing in telling each other how good
thiswasfedling.

With each contraction, the throbbing in Gunn’s cock took longer to fade afterwards from insistent to just hungry. Soon
there wouldn't be anything except insistent. They couldn’t lie and murmur for much longer. One last open-mouthed
kiss, dmost a bite, and then he lifted himself off Wesley' s back. “ Wesley. What sort of fuck do you want meto give
you? What are you ready for?” Really: how hard can | take you and know | won't hurt you? But he still didn't trust
Wesley to answer that question properly.

“| want you to make mefed it for aweek.”

Gunn closed his eyes, bit hislip, and thought as hard as his body would let him. Findly: “ OK, I'll give you that on one
condition...” Hewaited until Wedey grunted for him to continue. “ Y ou have to keep lettin' me know what you like.
And what you don’t like. Y ou go quiet on me, I'll think you’relettin’ me do something I’ll regret.”

Bresathless: “ | won't go quiet. I'll let you know everything.”

Gunn only found one thing Wesley didn't like: Gunn trying to make him come, when he wanted Gunn to be working
only on thefucking. “ Not now. Not now. Don't need it like that. Too much. Wasted.” For what he liked he used even
fewer words, but Gunn would have believed the pleasurein his voice even without any words.

Afterwards there was along, long time where Gunn’s mind felt wiped clean, like it would never think again. He was
till inside Wesley, though being pushed out fraction by fraction now that he was softening; and the ideathat he
couldn't make himself stay seemed like the saddest thing in the world. Wesl ey was tense underneath him, heart
pounding, and Wesley' s noises now were close to begging.

“Now?’ Gunn shifted so that he could reach his hand around.
“Yes Please”

Wesley' s coming was quick and violent, punching the bresth from Gunn’s chest, and a so pushing Gunn’s cock the rest
of the way out of Wesley's body. Gunn sighed, slumped along with Wesley, and | ay thinking about what they’ d done,
what it made him.

Thiswas adifferent league. Fooling around with your best friend; oncein awhile - along while - getting the mood to
suck off thefirst guy you found who was close enough to the look of that best friend. Never looking for more, not
usually even aname. That waskids' stuff, almost. Safe. Close to home. Thiswas a different league. The Gunnwho’d
led the crew never could have suspected that anyone - let alone himself - could be truly, tenderly in love with that part
of another man’s body. Gunn see how it was going to be, how it would drive him near-crazy sometimes: so many hours
in every day when he simply couldn’t be where he wanted.

“ Charles, can you lift up? | want to turn over.”

The longest kiss in the world. They were both drenched with sweat, thighs, chests slicked together, hands sliding where
they couldn’t grip.

“Isit dwayslikethat?” Gunnfelt like his voice sounded different. Degper. Or slower. Needing more room. But
different somehow, and it would be saying new things.
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“God, no.” A pause. “ Like what, though? What aspect were you thinking of ?’

What aspect? An “ aspect” of fucking? Wesley cracked him up. “ The aspect where when | said it was the best thing I'd
ever done, | didn’'t know the half of it then. Oh, Wes, could be you’ll wish you'd never got me started.”

“No, never. Never.”
Sometime later Gunn said, “ There re other aspects?”

Wesley looked for afew seconds like he' d forgotten what they' d been talking about. Then: “ Well, I'm not often in the
mood to feel quitethis sore afterwards. | fed ahundred and fifty percent fucked. Usually a hundred percent is enough.”

“C'n | ask how sore? Or you gonnajust grunt at me again?’

“ Throbbing beautifully. Very much awake. But hoping you’ll help cover for mein our next few training sessions.”
Gunn laughed. “ Cover for you? Angdl’ s gonna get asurprise you'rewakin' tomorrow, after what he must’ ve heard.”
Wesley pulled aface. “ I'm also hoping that thisfalls straight into one of the many chasmsin his memory.”

“Y eah, and the next fifty times. Y ou think he puts his pillow over his head? Or maybe his ear to the door.”

Firmly: “ | do not think about that, at all. Perverse, Charles. Aslong as he says nothing, we do not ever need to think
about that.”

Gunn couldn’'t tell how much Wesley was joking, acting the uptight Brit while they both knew they got a charge from
the idea of Angel. On the other hand, the idea of Angel trying to ask them about their sex life was way too much. Jeez,
what would he say to Gunn now? “ Wed ey smells different. He' s sore. He' s thinking about what you did, nearly as
much asyou are.” Y eah, Wesley had a point, whether he was joking or not. Gunn raised himself up on his elbow, acting
indignant. “ Perverse? Comin’ from the guy who doesn't like shoot-em-ups?”

* k k k%

Gunnwas out for most of the day on Monday, getting his face and card known around El Segundo, Westwood and
Fairfax, and going to Glendal e to meet his second ex-client over the guy’s lunchbreak. He got back to the apartment a
couple of hours after dark, just intime for the training session.

“How come you never mentioned Wes is a crack shot with the crossbow? Guy | met today said you took out awhole
nest of those flying Xuaxi demons for him. Didn’t miss once. We gottabe workin’ that into our act.”

Wesley was shaking his head. “ That was a very unusual situation. How many fights have you gone into, knowing that
you’ll have that much warning before you need to change to a close-range weapon? If there might not be any warning,
then you have to go into the fight with asword. Or an axe. That has to be your choice.”

“What about if you' re good enough with the crossbow that you stop it ever getting to close range? Like you did with the
Xuaxi.”

“ |t takes two hands to rel oad a crossbow. | think you' re asking alot from my one shot. Against the Xuaxi wetook al of
our bows, ready-loaded. We knew we' d be able to lay them out ready, and my sword. That’sreally not going to happen

again.”

“Man, you both been takin’ thislike there' ssometax on usin’ y'r imagination! What happensiswe al go inwith
loaded bows - swords on our backs or whatever. Angel and | do the reload, keep you supplied. Ditch the bowsif it's
goin’ to close-quarters. Plenty of time.”

Angel looked at Gunn, his expression unreadable. Wesl ey scratched his head for afew seconds, looking at some point
on the floor, then, without enthusiasm: “ Yes. It'sworth trying.”

“Angel? What do you think?” Angel just shrugged and nodded. “ Then we' Il start workin® on it tomorrow, yeah? Bring
the bows. Have to start simple with the targets but we'll soon figure out how to get Wes somereal practice.”
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* k k k %

Wednesday afternoon, Gunn got acall on his cell phone from someone calling himself Merl. Slow, creepy voice - made
Gunn think of alizard.

“Y eahuh. Heard you were asking round. Got one of your cards. Think we could do business, the money’ sright.”
“What kind of business?”

“| hear things, man. Like | heard you were asking round, what you were asking. | tell you for free, that Macuju an'tin
Fairfax anymore. Gone to New Mexico. Wherein New Mexico, now that’ d be on the meter. ”

Gunn hadn’t used the term * Macuju’ when he’ d been talking to the kids and the bums in Fairfax, athough that demon
had been Wesley' s prime suspect for the mounds of crushed rats. OK, this Merl could be useful. But he' d have to meet
Gunn' sface-to-facetest first. Gunn didn’t do business with someone who was only avoice on the phone, especially not
that voice.

“ Don't need more than gone. Gone' s good. Buy you adrink, you tell me how you heard? We go on the meter, | wanna
know what’ s under the hood.”

A dight pause. “ Y ou know Caritas, right? Off La Breanear West 8th. Down the stairs. Tomorrow night, round nine.”
“How'll I know you?”’

“Don't need to. You take a seat at the bar. | know you.”

“A Special on ‘mysterious’. You run that every Thursday?’

“Fine. Black leather jacket. ‘ bout as much hair as you. Good enough?”

“ GuessI'll find out tomorrow, won't 1?7’

Gunn was close to the address Merl had given, so he drove around straight away to check it out. The door was closed,
but the colour of its paintwork, the design of the sign above, and the condition of both suggested that this was a dive bar
that most guys would be happy to bring adate to. Safe enough neighbourhood, too. Be better to seeit at night, see that
the guys and their dates weren't cannibal bikers or anything, but it really didn’'t ook like more troubl e than he could get
himself out of - and he knew hisway around trouble.

Back home, Gunn learned that Angel had taken the online search for adrive-in into his own hands and had discovered
that the nearest was about 15 miles east, in La Puente. Angel didn’t want to see any of the four moviesthat were
showing that week, but he and Wesley had gone far enough in making plans that they’ d discussed the need for chains.
Angel had apparently accepted Wesley' s argument immediately and the two of them had moved straight on to details of
design and materials. Gunn found himself chilled by the sight of Wesley' s neat technical drawings; he didn't even want
to touch them. White folks. Thisis how they do all the things they do. It put the next day’ s meeting with Merl into
perspective; a piece of routine; reassuring, even - adice of ordinary.

* k k k%

Gunn took two or three seconds to believe what his eyes were telling him about Caritas, and then he turned reflex-quick
to check hisexit up the stairs. A set -up. It was afucking set-up. Those couldn’t be peoplein there, they had to be
vampires. He checked the exit: till clear. OK. He had time to check the layout. Figure the players. Maybe he' d come
back with Wesley and Angel and just torch the place. Or maybe they’ d need to shakeit down first, find out if there was
more.

He went a couple of stepsinside, to the left of the door away from the vamp bouncer, keeping his back to the wall.
Scanned the room, trying to print it in his mind like Angel would have with avision, every detail to carry back to
Wesley and all the while he was held like a bowstring, watching for the signal to be given and the trap to be sprung on
him.
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Minutes passed, and his mind started refusing to be impressed with the details of such avariety of demon forms; not
because of overload, but because it was fixing more and more on the detail s that looked just like aregular karaoke bar,
which had to be the most incredible part of the whole scene. Thiswas either the cleverest set-up ever, or the craziest.
They' d got it all exactly right, they' d got demonswho could really look like they were doing this. Like it wasn't
about... Yeah, round of applausefor the gutsy lady. “ | will survive.” No argument, with those teeth.

A ripple ran through the audience and Gunn inched back towards the door - but no, they looked like they were just
settling deeper in, like now torching the place would be the only way to get them to take their eyes off the stage and the
three youngsters who' d just bounded onto it grinning like idiots. Well, the vamp looked young, barely out of high-
school, and unless that tan was from a bottle, it must only be afew months since he’ d had a pulse. For the gecko-
looking thing and its chunky blue friend, Gunn could only make guesses around human liquor laws and the body-
language that went with human adolescence.

Most of the audience recognised the song from the first notes, started laughing and applauding, but until the chorus
Gunn only knew that he' d heard it before. Walk Like aMan. It was, yeah, it was. Holy shit. The moment when you
know you'’ ve seen everything. And they were good. Tight. The gecko, in the middle, was right there with those i s-that-
agirl high notes, and the vamp and the blue one had their movements perfectly synchronised, and perfectly judged
between tribute and parody. But wouldn’t you have to practise that in front of amirror?

Gunn didn't laugh, didn’t even smile. Too weird, way, way too weird. He did raise his hands to applaud at the end, but
then got caught in aloop of “ Look at yourself, what the fuck you doing?’ againgt “ Showin’ I' m big enough to admit
they earned it...” and by the time he emerged ready to applaud (but in acool, seen-it-before way, like atalent scout), the
ultra-smooth MC demon was bringing on the next act.

OK, so0 hedidn’'t know what thiswas. But it wasn’t about him. Not one of those vamps even cared there was ahumanin
theroom. Forget stakes and holy water: show ‘em karaoke and maybe they didn’t even want the blood, couldn’t even
smell it. Who the hell knew this? Was there aword about it anywherein all of Wesley’ s books?

Not much chance of using the karaoke thing in afight, but still adiscovery that deserved abeer. Y eah, he' d take a seat
at the bar (that one closeto the door, clear lineto the exit), and wait for bald, mysterious Merl.

Merl was a demon. Well, of course hewas. But until he heard that voice and turned round, the thought that a demon had
called his cell phone had just not entered Gunn's head. He' d had this picture of alittle old guy with sticking-out ears,
ex-jockey, who now just smoked and watched too many old movies. Cheaper tastes than Gunn had expected, too:
domestic beer, not something spent ten yearsin abarrel. Though Merl himself looked like he might’ ve just crawled out
of hisown barrel and he didn't like eye-contact (which suited Gunn fine).

Asfor the Macuju demon that Gunn had been asking about in Fairfax, Merl fed Gunn some disgusting story about the
West Coast market in demon crap - really, the actual piles of shit - and this scooper he knew who' d been following the
Macuju around for years, though New Mexico wasjust too far. Gunn didn’t care much if it was true or not. If the
Macuju had | eft then none of this mattered, and Merl was entitled to keep his methods to himself; Gunn wouldn't trust
anyone who didn’'t know when to lie. Aslong as Mer| told enough of the truth when it mattered; and aslong as he was
just as deadpan and plausibleif anyone ever asked him questions about Angel Investigations.

“What about a Prio Motu intown? Y ou heard anything about that?”

“ Oh, the Prio. Y ou missed him, too, man.”

“ Where' d he go?’

“Who knows? He was holed up by the Water and Power for afew days. | heard of ten or more went in after him, never
came out. Stonekillers, the Prios. Word was, he was on some kind of war mission to do with a prophecy.”

“ Friends of yours after him?”

“ Friends of nobody. Y ou got prophecies, you always got vested interests, you get bounty-hunters. Way it works. Why
you looking for the Prio, anyway?”

“You need to know that?’ A mild challenge.
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“No. Right. So we're in business?”
“ Could be. Tell me how to reach you, we' |l set the meter case-by-case. Got nothin’ for you right now.”

Merl nodded, didn’t try to set aminimum rate, so Gunn bought him another beer; he was taking his own beer dowly, in
no hurry to leave.

“Y ou know those three who were up earlier? Doing ‘Walk Like a Man'?’
“ Oh, yeah. The Three Musketeers.” Without enthusiasm.
“Theyinherealot?”’

“ Seemslikeit. Since about ayear ago.”

“Were they dways that tight? Or’ d they treat this astheir practice room?”

Sowly: “ Well... None of them was anything special when they used to sing on their own. Then they were suddenly like
‘an act’. Must’ ve taken some serious time out of their surfing.”

“They surf?” Where, for God' s sake? When must be well after dark.

A shrug. “ Matt, anyway. Family' s got this beach house. Sounds like he lives there. And Piriti and Grouw, most
weekends. Can't see them getting out to the water, can you? Not during the day, anyway.”

Matt wasn't a vampire? Unless Gunn was making all the wrong assumptions about which one was Matt, and why Piriti
and Grouw couldn’t use the beach during the day. “ His family' s OK with all this?”

“Wouldn't beif they knew. Or maybe they would if they knew Piriti and Grouw are the only reason he goesto any of
his classes. They' re more scared of him having to get ajob than heis.”

Gunn laughed. “ What about Piriti and Grouw? They got family in town? And which one’ swhich? Who was the one
doin” most of the singing?”’

“That's Piriti. Yeah, he'sgot family intown. Very traditional. They think Piriti and his brother are out right now
digging their cave... castlething, fancy enough to make areally big female want to lay her eggsinit.” So Piriti wasthe
gecko. Made sense. He looked the eggy type.

“Where shisbrother?” Gunn couldn’t see couldn’t see another gecko demon in the room.

“ Sleeping? Hunting? Sometimes he digs. Some weekends they all dig. They like the digging and looking for the special
rocks. Just don't want the eggs.”

“And Grouw’ sfamily?” The chunky blue demon. Kind of had the look of some big piece of furniture. A dresser,
maybe. Been given a couple of coats of cheap paint and thrown down the stairs afew times.

“They don't feature. Except he' sgot asister. Half-sister. Older. Works security in one of those, ah, correctional
dimensions. Come here with them a couple of times. Didn’t sing. Family big with you?”

Gunn’'sturnto shrug. “ It' saplace to start. Y ou see many vampiresin here?”

“ Some. Few groups comein - talk like they’ re childe-packs. Always kind of rowdy, don’t fit in well. Or the odd lone
bloodsucker passing through town, wantsto see for himself. Like | said, they don’t fitin.”

Inthat case, there were no vampiresin the bar, not one, just alot of people who'd somehow decided they liked to hang
out with demons. Though he shouldn’t say “ just” , because that idea was actually much stranger than the idea about
vampires and karaoke. The karaoke thing couldn’t really make any difference to anyone, but al these people knowing
about demons, acting almost like they were friends with demons... That was serious. It was real. Not something you'd
mark by going and ordering a beer. Something you’ d have to go off and think about, maybe for days.
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* k k k %

At first Wesley thought that Caritas was Gunn’sidea of ajoke, and the more Gunn tried to convince him with details,
the more Wesley laughed and shook his head.

“A Chachaspe demon in the same room as a Hull demon? They' ve been fighting over territory, in at least three different
dimensions, since they first worked out which way round to hold a pointed stick. Your Grouw, the big blue one, he' sa
Hull demon. When he meets a Chachaspe demon like Piriti, all he seesis the makings of a hard-wearing set of gecko-
skin boots and gauntlets.”

“What, so | picked abunch of demons at random from your books? Looked around for the stupidest ideafor stickin’
‘em together? Wish | had that kind of time on my hands. And what d you think | did tonight, if it wasn't what I'm

sayin'?’

Wesley didn’t reply immediately, looked dlightly wary and very puzzled. “ Well, | thought you must have met this Merl
person in an ordinary karaoke bar, but...” Shaking hishead dowly. “ | don’t see how you could have seen what you
thought you saw. It has to be something else.”

“ Then come a ong tomorrow night and work it out for me. You tell meit’s ayear-round Halloween party, then I'll just

guessthat Merl’sreally two little old guys stacked on top of each other. But hey, it’s afree country. Can't argue with
the fact that thelittle old guy on the top knew about Kamd.”

* k k * %
“ Thisisastonishing.”
“ Not rubber suits, then.”

“Therehasto be... | don't know. How do you impose * A benevolent disposition, at least to the level of sainthood’ as a
door policy?’

“Not too well, if | got in. Couldn’t be the karaoke? Acts like some sort of spell on them?”
“Wadll, it' s having the opposite effect on me. | don’t know. Thisis astonishing.”
“ S0 how d'we figureit out? We do want to figureit out, don’'t we?’

“ | suppose we ask. But that might be the most dangerous thing to do. Maybe it al works on everyone a ready knowing
the rules. What do they do to intruders?”

“Yeah, wdl, we'rethe only ones gawpin’, far’s | can see”

Clear darm on Wedley' sface, and then he turned his back to the room, tilting his head like that would hide him even
further. “ You'reright. Weneed to blend in.”

Gunn laughed. “ Maybe not tonight, Wes. Y ou look like you’ Il need aweek to scrape all the gawp off your face. You
know, we might get away without asking. They haveto talk about the rules here sometimes. Like that couple on a date.
If it was her first time here, she’ d have to say something like * Oh, yeah, that must be one of those spray things you told
me about. Where they pump out the sedative.” " He shrugged. “ Hour or so, few times aweek. Merl hears enough here,
should work for me.”

* k k k %

Gunn and Angel had been working slowly but steadily through the case files and were now back to about four months
before Wesley arrived. On Saturday night, after training and dinner, they tackled the next three files from the stack
while Wesley settled down with a book.

“Huh. Wolfram and Hart. Small world.” Gunn hadn’t looked at thefilessince he' d first made hislist of questions.

“ What' sthat?”
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Gunn pushed the file across the table to Angdl. “ There’ s a note here a the end. A question. ‘Wolfram and Hart again?
That'salaw firm that’sdoin’ charity work for afriend of mine who runs a homeless shelter. Anne. Wes' s met her.
D’you know what they had to do with this case?”

Angel stared at the sheet, frowning, then shook hishead. “ That's Doyle€ swriting. | can't... Oris...? A law firm... No, |
don't know. Wes?’

Without looking up from hisbook: “ | don’t know, either. Y ou’ ve never mentioned any law firm to me.”

Gunn was looking through all of the earlier files. “ He said ‘again’. Maybe it’ll come back to you if we can find themin
another case” But there was no other reference. Gunn shrugged. “ Well ... it'salarge firm, from what Anne says. Must
be large enough to make the world seem small.”

When they had finished with the three cases, Angel sat in his armchair and took up his own book, and Gunn plugged the
headphones into the computer and threw himself into the middle of an interstellar war.

“ Charles! Get the pad from the desk!”

Gunn tore the headphones off as he was launching himself out of his chair. How long had he been playing? Aslong as
an hour? Behind him he heard along, pleading cry of pain, then harsh panting that was broken almost immediately by
another cry, shorter thistime but raw, shocked, and then panting again, much harsher, like Angel’ sthroat was tearing
itself apart.

“ Oh, fuck. Fuck. Oh, fuck.” Wesley wasn't surprised or panicking, more dismayed and resigned. “ Not the pad. Get the
net. And the pikes.” Wesley' s worst-case procedure for controlling Angel when avision made him violent; when Gunn
had insisted on a briefing the previous Sunday, he hadn’t imagined they’ d be putting it into practice so soon.

The net waslarge, at least twelve feet across, weighted all around the edges with lead crucifixes. Gunn flung it over his
shoulder and grabbed two seven-foot pikes from the weapons cabinet. He turned back to the centre of the room to see
Angel, twisted sideways across the arm of the chair, go suddenly limp and then roll dowly out of the chair to fall
heavily on the floor. Wesley had just started pushing the couch out of the way, towards the kitchen; they had to clear the
area around Angel before they could use the net. Wesl ey had already moved the coffee table against the far wall, so
Gunn put the pikes down and dealt with the armchair, hauling it right across the room and using it to block the path
between the dining table and the window.

Gunn could hear that the next state was starting - the * reverberation phase” , Wesley had called it. Angel was muttering,
the sounds becoming less like growls and more like words with each breath, and he was shifting against the floor, slow
movements with the same rhythm as his voice. Gunn hadn’t seen Angel’ s face since the vision had started, but he
thought he would have known just from the tone in the voice that there was a cresture in the room now that would take
deep pleasurein killing him.

“ Good. That'sgood.” Wesley had finished pushing the couch out of the way and was coming over to Gunn, reaching
out to Gunn’s shoulder for one of the double-sized crucifixes that marked the corners of the net. Gunn nodded, then
took the crucifix for the other corner, and they quickly unfolded the net and draped it out. Keeping such alarge net from
getting caught or tangled took concentration, and while they were handling it Gunn saw Angel only in his periphera
vision, as the restless shape that had to be centred under the net.

By the time they had the net laid properly, Angel’ s words had become clear enough that Wesley could understand them;
Gunn could see the changein the direction of Wesley's attention. “ Fetch my pike for me? | need to listen.” Gunn
nodded, but Wesley was already turning away, moving back along the edge of the net.

Wesley had said, describing this stage, “ It's asif he' strying to press himself into the floor, especialy his head and his
hands.” He d never heard of any other vampire doing anything likeit, could only guessthat it was amemory of being
buried. From the description, Gunn had imagined some frantic scrabbling, a dog grubbing for a bone, imagined himself
having to hide from Wesley his disgust at the sight of Angel writhing helplessly on the ground. Instead, Wesley should
have said, “ He looks like the king of the panthers, stretching himself after the best kill of theyear.” Or: “ Helooks like
the ground’ sin love with him, like he knows it worships every inch of his body. Like they're getting ready to fuck for

days.”
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Wesley had told Gunn that the vampire might get an erection and Gunn had imagined that as another part of the
disgusting hel plessness. But instead it made the vampire seem more powerful, more frightening. It wasn't aware of the
net, of the two humans standing over it. Even if its eyes had been open, Gunn knew that it wouldn’t have seen them.
Therewas nothing in its world except avision of someonein terror, and its own rich pleasurein that terror.

Gunnwanted to kill it. Or wanted to leap forward and drag Wesl ey away to safely. Wanted to do both, felt fierce and
urgent for both. But hewouldn’t. He couldn’t. Because someone was in danger, and the vampire held the only hope of
rescue. Gunn had to let Wesley stay where he was, down on one knee listening, at the edge of the net but much too near.
All he could do was lean in to place the pike on the floor by Wesley' s hand, then stand ready with his own weapon
waiting for the next stage, determined above everything to keep Wesley safe.

“It'sour world. It's everywhere. It'sanectar. Drink. Hollywood and Wilcox. Close enough to... Drink. Needs you.
She'sso scared!” Onagrowl like triumph, back arching off thefloor. “ So scared. And they'rejust... They're nothing,
they don’'t know thefirst... Imagineif that was... An aley. She'sscreamingin an alley. Yes. Ah, yes. There's always
more. But they don’t know.” Laughter, quiet, admiring . “ They don’t know she' s for the beast! And she'll think...
She'll think she deserves the beast. Could do morewith her but... Yes, it'srich. Fed it. Hollywood and Wil cox.
Singing. Close. In our world. Hollywood and Wilcox. Our world. You know.” The voice and movements had become
slower and slower, like the vampire was falling asleep.

Without taking his eyes off the vampire' s face, Wesley took a grip on the pike and got to hisfeet. “ Get ready, Charles.
As soon as he' s standing, we drive him towards the room. Don't think twice about injuring him. He' s got plenty of time
to hed.”

The vampire was still for maybe five seconds, then it tensed like it was listening for something, opened its eyes, saw
them both, and then in an instant was on its feet and launching itself, snarling, straight at Wesley. The net probably
saved Wedley'slife. If the vampire had been able to keep that speed, if it had its hands freeto seize Wedley... It was
fired by raw appetite in those moments, would have ignored any injury, and Wesley would have been down. But the net
dowed it down and got inits way and distracted it, and when Gunn and Wesley moved in with the pikes, it felt the stab-
wounds enough to want to avoid them. It backed away, snarling more fiercely than ever, trying to get out of the net but
just stumbling on it, getting more tangled, confused, and angry. After they got it shut away it set up ahowl of outrage
and threw itself against the door over and over. They could hear the howling even out in the street.

They couldn’t find any sign of any frightened woman in any alley near Hollywood and Wilcox. There was one dley
they couldn’t check properly, but that couldn’t be the alley for the woman, not with al the cops and with the tape and
the crowd. Unless... Was she screaming because of those two poor bastards still pasted to the wall behind the
dumpster? Had ademon donethat? (And if not ademon, then what the hell else?) Were those two supposed to kill the
demon, but they' d failed and now it would be after her? In this aley, after the bodies and cops and crowds had gone? Or
somewhere near? The vampire had seen her screaming, had said Hollywood and Wilcox. Wesl ey said the vampire
couldn't lie, not in that stage. So they must bein theright place, just a couple of hours early.

Or acouple of hourslate. Why was* she” more important than those two crushed by the dumpster? Why weren't they
worth avision? Wedley didn’t know, except he' d never thought the powers could see everything. Maybe they didn’t
know the men might fail. “ If you think about the timing, Angel probably got the vision exactly at the time the men were
killed. They didn’t know until then that she needed help.”

They moved the truck to where they’ d be able to see when the alley was clear again, then did another search on foot of
all of the other aleys, thistime looking for any sign of ademon’s tracks, any hole where it might be living. There was
nothing, so they went back to the truck to drink coffee and wait.

“Wes, how the hell d' you ever get through one of these on your own? | know you told me he was one of the worst, but
he was enjoying it so much, every part of him. It was... And how can you see that and then worry about anything in
how you treat him? |1 =" Shaking his head, over and over. “ No, not ‘him’. It'sathing. Even thinkin’ of it with aname,
I"'m not gonna give it even that much. It should spend every second it knows who you are down on its knees, every
fucking second trying to understand why you don’t kill it!”

Wesley sighed and dragged his hand over his forehead. “ Y ou’ll probably see some of that tomorrow. And you’ll
probably get bored with it just as quickly as| do.”

“ But how? How did you control that thing on your own?’
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“It' smuch easier if he'sin hisroom when the vision hits. Thefirst timeit happened we were till in the old building.
Therewasn't alock on his door, evenif I'd thought of that. | had no ideawhat he was likely to do.”

“Sowhd d you do?’

“| ran out of the building before | even found out that he speaks when he's on the floor. Spent the night in a hotel,
praying that he’ d have changed back by the morning. | think he must have changed back in just afew hours. The
damage to him from the visions was so dight in those days, we had no idea. And he’ d spent most of the night, after he'd
changed back, convinced that Angelus must have killed me and dumped the body in the sewers. So we made him a
room we could lock. And it wasn't until he' d had another three visions - normal visions - that | could persuade him to
come out of hisroom and give me some moretraining.” A shrug. “ There are many reasons why he usually spends most
of histimein hisroom.”

“Andit’ll be gone by morning?”
“1 think 0.”
“How d' you tdl, then? I'm not lettin’ you open the door on that thing.”

“| talk to him. There probably was a time when Angelus could have pretended to be Angel, but not any more. They're
both too fractured now.”

After another round of the aleys, over a second coffee as bad asthe first, Gunn said, “ | want usto chain him up. | don’t
wannago through that again.” Saying “ him” as away of meeting Wesley partway. An inch, maybe, compared with the
mile he was asking from Wesley, but it was he could spare.

“What do you mean, chain him up? Y ou can’t mean al thetime. Charles, thiswas so far from being representative.”

“And how ‘representative’ was the time when he got to hit you? Thelast time | heard him tryin’ to break through that
door.” Just amonth ago, amost exactly. “ He only has to get through once. Have us make one mistake. We should keep
himin chains. Chain him to the floor or into his bed and gag him when we have to leave him like this - or find some
way to live with knowing that we killed the poor bastard who'll one day go into try to shut him up.” Gunn kept talking
even as he watched Wesley turn his face hard away, as he watched Wesley flinching. He knew he wasright. And it was
for Wesley’ s sake more than anything el se that he was right.

A long silence and then Wesley turned his head back dightly, not enough for Gunn to see his expression. Very quietly,
to the floor of thetruck: “ Not all thetime. Please. | couldn't live like that. It would turn meinto... | couldn’t livelike
that.”

Just as quietly, not a challenge: “ How could you live?”

Wesley sighed, then turned his whol e body towards Gunn. “ When he' s on the floor. Before the net or instead of the net.
We' d have time. We could get the gag in place around his neck, then fit it oncewe’ d got him fixed to the bed-frame.
After that phase was over and he' d stopped talking.”

Gunn nodded, relieved and grateful. “ It'11 be easier, Wes, on al of us. Might not even need to use the pikes any more.”

“No. Maybe. But wewere-" Another sigh. “ I'll tell him tomorrow. | have to explain to him before we start getting any
of the equipment.”

Gunn knew that Wesley didn’t need to be reassured about Angel’ s reaction - Angel would agree instantly, like he had
about the drive-in. Wesley wanted to tell Angel because he needed to know he was being fair to his vampire. Gunn
should probably be thinking now that Wesley was afool. Fooling himself, in the worst way. Instead Gunn was thinking
that he admired Wesley more than ever: for his self-control, how heinsisted through everything that he would stay the
person he wanted to be, how he tested every idea against that. Gunn didn’t understand why it was so important to
Wesley, but then he didn’t need to understand. Being in love with Wesley was so much about being in love with all that
was different about Wesley.

The cops left around two a.m., and after threeit felt like they were the only people within four blocks who were avake,
especialy if you made that awake and sober. They gave up at seven when the groups of clubbers started to emerge,
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blinking, into the new light of a Sunday morning; and Gunn easily persuaded Wesley to take in breakfast on the way
home, a proper breakfast with aview of the ocean. They were both too tired to worry much about the vision. Maybe the
powers had got it wrong all dong, and “ she” had saved herself by just deciding to wak adifferent route. There
probably was a demon in the area, but there had to be a smarter way of dealing with it than another eight hours of stake-
out.

The apartment was quiet. No sound at al from the vampire’' sroom.

“You don't haveto do this now.” Gunn put his hand on Wesley'sarm — just barely touching, when what he wanted to
do was force himself between Wed ey and the locked door. “ He can't’ ve had less sleep than you. | wereyou, I d say he
canwait.”

Wesley shook his head and raised his hand ready to knock on the door. * If he' s heard that we' re back and then we don't
let him out, then he' Il think the worst about what Angelus must have done. It'slesswork just to get it over with.” He
knocked three times, quietly: one roommate checking on another. “ Angel? Are you awake? Should | comein?’

A sound like something taken by surprise, then, uncertain: “ Wedley?”
“We re back, Angel. Should | come in? Do you need anything?”
Sowly: “ Wedley, | - Canyou tell me? | - | don't know what he did.”

Wesley nodded to Gunn. “ He' s changed back.” He reached for the key and put it in thelock. “ Comeinif you like but
let me deal with him. At least until we see how he' s reacting to you.”

Angel was on the other side of the room, must have been huddled in the corner between the wall and the far side of the
bed; Gunn had heard him scrambl e to his feet when Wesley opened the door. He looked awreck, hair matted with
sweat, chest and stomach streaked with blood. He was wearing the same cut and bloody shirt, now hanging open -
maybe torn open. Trousers torn open too, enough for Gunn to see atriangle of white, to see that Angel wore briefs, the
same as Wesley. Semen as well as blood was smeared on the cold skin, Gunn would bet hislife.

Wesley had walked straight over the heaped net, showed no hesitation about approaching Angel. Gunn kicked the net
out of the way while keeping his eyes on the vampire, and then stood ready just inside the door.

“Wesley, you -” Angel raised his hand, looked like he wanted to step forward. “ He didn’t hurt you. He didn’t? Y our
friend-" Angel swallowed, gave ajerk of the head in Gunn’s direction, definitely not looking at Gunn. “ He didn't hurt
your friend?’

“No, Angdl, he didn’t hurt us. We wereready for him.” And at that Angel fell back against the wall, then slid down it,
slumped so low in his corner that Gunn could only see the top of his bent head. Wesley knelt down next to Angel and
leant forward briefly to touch his shoulder and Gunn had to force himself to stay by the door and let it happen. How
could Wesley even want to be near him in that state? Wesl ey shouldn’t want to, he shouldn’t. Part of Gunn— alarge
part — was thinking of Angel as“it” now, wanting to take his name away. It was dangerous, it was just too dangerous, to
let yoursalf think of that thing as a person. But he'd fall back into that habit, he could seeit, thefirst time Angel made a
jokewith Wedley.

“What did he do?” Angel had raised his head, was searching Wesley' s face. Wesley sat back, propped his elbow on the
bed, and calmly told Angel how the vision had arrived, what the vampire had said, and how he and Gunn had spent the
night. Angel knew nothing at all about the vision, was asking Wesley what the demon had looked likein the vision, if
the dumpster had appeared in it; and he couldn’t accept that Wesley didn’t know what had pushed the dumpster, or that
there' d been no rescue, no sign even of who the vision wanted them to rescue.

Wesley soon gave up trying to tell Angel about the theories he and Gunn had formed during the night. “ We'll take you
there, tonight, if you like. So you can see for yourself what happened.” Wesley stood up. “ Charles and | are going to get
afew hours sleep. We'll be finished with the bathroom in afew minutesif you want to have a shower. Just throw that
shirt away.”

They didn’'t take Angel to the alley that night, because Angel wasn't in a state to be taken to the aley, not even when

he' d had awhol e day to recover. He did manage to shower himself, they heard him when they were getting ready to
deep, but very early in the process of dressing himself helost track of what he was doing, and for the rest of the day he
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was far out of reach. When Wesley went in to check on Angel early in the afternoon, he found Angel wearing only a
coat, but with al his clothes emptied out of the wardrobe and drawers onto the bed. Angel was picking through the
clothes, Wedley said, not like he was |ooking for something, but like he was sorting them into groups. It was hard to tell
if he knew Wesley; he didn’t seem puzzled to see Wesley in hisroom, but his responsesto Wesley' s questions were so
off-track he might have been seeing and hearing Wesley as someone el se entirely.

Later in the afternoon he began talking to himself, aways quietly and never for long at atime, but Wesley and Gunn
both got very distracted by waiting to see what tone his voice would have next; mostly the tone was anxious, even
openly frightened, but sometimes it was cool, sometimes casual, and someti mes affectionate.

They talked for awhile of going back to the alley without Angel, not wanting another stake-out but needing to do
something, since the Powers weren't going to help them out with any kind of follow-up vision. Damn, but that would be
useful: “ Yeah, you definitely missed it. And so you know for the future: we're never gonna give you more than twelve
hours warning.” So they’ d nearly resigned themsalvesto at least four hours of stake-out when Gunn got the idea of
looking online for clues about the Hollywood-and-Wilcox demon, and found very quickly that the two bodies behind
the dumpster were not so much “ poor bastards’ , more* career criminals’ (and not dainty white-collar crime, neither).
Put abig question mark against the theory that those two were any part of keeping “ her” safe and put a casting-call out
for some new theories.

Death by dumpster. It still sounded like ademon’swork. Maybe it was another situation like the Prio Motu, where the
demon was protecting her and Gunn and Wesl ey were supposed to help. But when? And where? Be alot simpler if
Angel could draw them a picture of what she had been scared of. If his drawing matched up with the mug-shots for
those two behind the dumpster, then that would mean that the demon had saved her, that it was over. But in that case,
the vision had been sent at least an hour too late. Could that be the reason it had brought out the vampire - because it
was atotally fucked-up vision, in every sense? God knows. There were no other reports of any strange, demon-shaped
incidentsin that area, either good or bad

“What' s your gut fed, Wes?’
“That it was last night, whatever it was.”
“Y eah, metoo. We sure enough of that, though, to be able to sleep soundly tonight?”

A long silence, then: “ | can't decide that now. Things look different in the day. I'll haveto find out how | fed whenit's
night.”

Half an hour later Wesl ey had decided one thing about how he felt: that he wanted to cook a stroganoff for dinner. He
went out to get the groceries he needed, and on hisway did yet another round of the Hollywood-and-Wilcox aleysto
seeif any part of the puzzle became clearer in daylight. It didn’t.

After they had eaten and done the dishes, Wesl ey checked whether Angel was awake, then heated a beaker of blood and
took it into him. Gunn heard Wesley urging Angel to drink, then urging him to get dressed, even choosing a set of
clothes for him and getting him started with putting them on. Angel said nothing that Gunn heard, didn’t even thank
Wesley for the blood. When Wesley came out of the room, he stood for several seconds with his hand on the door-
handle, clearly thinking, then turned the key in the lock.

“Ishein another stage, or something? He' s not about to turn back?”

Wesley shook his head. “ He's so dazed, | think there's arisk he might wander out into the street whilewe' re gone” A
sigh. “ I'm sorry, Charles. It’s going to be another long night. | have to be sure.”

“1 know.” Wedey sounded like he’ d only just made his decision, but Gunn had seen it coming over the last three hours:
Wesley had got more and more restless, the cooking the only thing that seemed able to hold his concentration. Of
course they had to be sure, eveniif their gut feeling was the same as before. What type of men would decide that the
chance to save someone' s life wasn't worth afew hours of lost deep?

At 2 am., after ajaw-cracking yawn, Gunn said, “ Wes. If we' re gonna do this tomorrow, too, we' re gonna have to deep

al day. And what if Angel gets another vision? We could do thisfor aweek and still never know. Maybe in that time, if
we' d just kept on with our norma work, we coulda saved someone e se.”
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A long, long silence. “ And if we read in the news tomorrow that it happened half an hour after we went home?”

Gunn said slowly, “ Have you ever had avision go wrong before? Y ou and Angel ?” Wesley nodded and closed his eyes
hard. “ How d' you ded withit? You ‘n" him?”’

Wesley opened his eyes. “ Mostly we didn’t talk to each other until the next vision.”
“You blamed esch other?”

“| didn't blame him.”

Gunn frowned. “ He blamed you?”

“Wdl, he must have”

Never again. Or Angdl would have Gunn to answer to. “ How much would you blame meif | pulled the truck out and
took us home right now? What would that do to us? To you and me?”

Wesley looked startled, and turned to stare at Gunn. “ How would you feel, then, when you read about ‘her’ in the
news?’ Hetruly wanted to know.

“Terrible, but... I' ve had members of my crew die and sometimes | knew that if I' d made a different decision then
maybe, probably, they' d till be dive. But al you can do is make the best decision with what you know at the time. And
if you don't know anythin’ and you still got to make a decision, then you tell yourself that life's abitch and you toss a
coin.” Assimple asthat. Wesley didn’t need to know how many times, over how many years, Gunn had felt close to
drowning in rage and guilt and despair before he let himself accept that he would never be able to turn himsalf into the
person who always knew the best thing to do, that he would have to keep on putting his peoplein the hands of stupid,
brutal luck. “ | think that’s where we are now. ‘ cept | don’t wannatoss a coin. Giving thisup’s aterrible thing to have to
do, but you know we' d have to find areason to giveit up, sooner or later. And I’ m sure enough now that it’s more
important for usto get back to our lives. If...” Hesighed. “ If it goeswrong, we'll get each other through it. Won't we?’

After alot of frowning, Wesley said, looking straight forward, out into the street, “ | wonder how many arguments you'’ Il
win with me next weekend. I'm going to get nervous of even getting in the truck with you.”

Gunn wanted to reach over and touch Wesley' s hand, hold it if Wesley would let him. But Wesley' s hand was on the
seat by hisright thigh, and reaching across Wesley's body for it wouldn't be the same thing at all. Instead, he put his
hand on Wesley' s back, over hisleft shoulder-blade. “ We'll get each other through it. We'll get each other through
anything.”

Angel was asleep when they got back, stretched out on the floor beside his bed. He was looking almost like the vampire
had looked just before it had leapt to its feet, tried to throw itself at Wesley. Wesl ey wanted to put the clothes away,
thought it might help Angel get back to normal if the room was back in order when he woke up. They couldn’t get to
the wardrobe, though, with Angel lying in front of it, so they laid the clothes neatly over the chair instead, and Wesley
set out another change of clothes at the foot of the bed.

They were both far too tired for sex, and even if they hadn’t been, Gunn thought that the argument and the decision
might have made the situation difficult. They weren’t angry with one another, but they were too serious, much too
guilty to be ableto look for pleasure for themselves. They needed to hold one another, though, and were pressed tight
when they fell asleep, and also when they woke up.

“Will you tell Angedl about the chains today? If he' swell enough. How we' re gonna start usin’ them.”

“Assoonas| can. I'll call you when I've doneit. We can decide then exactly what equipment we need.”

Gunn nodded. “ | thought | might go back to that bar this evening, after training. For about an hour.”

Quietly: “ Be careful.”

“You're thereckless one, English.” Gunnwas smiling. “ And then when | come back, | was hoping you'd fuck me. If
you think I'm ready.”
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The effect on Wesley' s breathing was instant. “ | think by now there' s only one way to find out.”

* k k k %

Angel was waiting for them in the living-room when they came out of the bedroom. He was sitting at the desk looking
at thefiles, dressed in the clothes Wesley had laid out on the bed.

“Who took my clothes out? Are we moving somewhere? Do we need a different apartment now?”

The last thing Angel seemed to remember was Gunn playing at the computer on Saturday night. Wesley had to tell him
all about the vision again, but thistime Angel was able to discussit on the same level as Wesley and Gunn. He agreed
with what they' d decided: said he’ d be interested to see the area, but thought they should al trust that the visions were
as urgent asthey felt; if avision expected them to wait for aweek, then wouldn't it have to be a different type of vision,
totally different? Angel was worried about them having to deal with Angelus, but in a practical way, not cringing and
ashamed like he’ d been when he was still wearing that ruined shirt.

“We - Charles has a better ideafor how we can handle Angelus. With the two of us, we can control him properly.” And
Wesley explained about the chains and the gag.

“A gag? But you shouldn’t need that. The chains should mean that he' d never get close enough to be able to bite you.”

“It's not because of the teeth. It’ s because of the noise he makes. He can snarl and howl! for hours. When the neighbours
complain about it | haveto tell them I'm looking after afriend’'sdog.”

Angel looked surprised and offended. “ Y ou’ ve never told me that.”

“ There was nothing | could do about it on my own. Especially not since we haveto let him speak.” Wesley' stone
changed, became very quiet. “ Have you been gagged before?” Angel nodded, frowning. “ It’s worse than being
chained?’

A long, sombre pause, then Angel shrugged. “ Don’t ask me, ask any of the people Angelus gagged. Have you worked
out how you’'re going to do it? The chains, too.”

“Not yet. We thought you might have some ideas. Maybe we could adapt the designs for the drive-in.”

Between the three of them, they produced afirst design over breakfast. Gunn bought the equipment during the day, and
then they tested it out in the evening’ straining. Angel refused to try to behave like Angelus did during the reverberation
phase, just lay still on the floor during the two minutes Wesley had set. The beginning of the attack stage felt to Gunn
like any other training bout, and he was taken compl etely by surprise when Angel turned into the vampire, which
happened when they’ d covered about half the distance to therail they were using to stand in for the bed-frame. The
vampire wasn't as savage as before, was amost quiet; but it still fought them like they were the animals, like they
couldn’'t win because they were just food, and this time Gunn could fed it thinking about what it was going to do to
them, how it would teach them. Wesley had to burn it to get it to open its mouth for the gag, and it still struggled so
hard against them that Gunn nearly lost his grip on the buckle. The last minute showed them that the gag really did
work; the sounds from that throat were still ugly, still promising aterrible death, but it couldn’t make them loud enough
to bring the neighbours.

“Wes, do we— Thetraining's over, right? Do wetry to get it down to the truck, take it home? Or do we keep it heretill
it turns back?” The vampire had become completely still, was hanging against the rail with its eyes closed.

“1 think we -" Wesley broke off because Angel was back. In all his years of facing vampires Gunn had never seen that
before: the demon giving way to the human. Why should that be so disturbing? Why didn't he just feel relieved?

Angel was staring at Wesley, jerking his head and tugging against the chains— not hard, like he was reminding, not

complaining - and Wesley took the hint straight away. Wesley removed the gag first, but Angel didn’t speak till hewas
completely free, and he couldn’t speak in his normal way because his mouth was bruised.
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“| think we need aline around the throat. Y ou need a better way of getting him moving. And we have to find locks that
areeasier for Wesley to close.” Wesley got out the drawings, they produced a second design and then they put in an
hour on their sword-work, like they were a normal team, a crew of threefriends.

They went home to clean up after training and then they all headed out again. Wesley took Angel in the convertible to
look at aleys, and Gunn drove histruck to Caritas. Gunn had hardly thought about Caritas al day, hadn’'t made any
plans. Now he would have to set himsalf up for an hour of undercover in abar, in one of the few times when he wanted
to be completely alone. Left to himself he would have driven out somewhere and spent an hour thinking about their
fight with Angel, about the bruises he’ d left around Angd’ s mouth. He could still fedl that fight in every muscle.

When he'd killed the vampire that had used to be Alonna, he hadn’t felt rage, just sadness, like thiswas something he’ d
done a hundred times before. If he' d had dreams about having to do that to Alonna he couldn’t remember them, but they
al knew, inthe crew, that any one of them could be turned, and they all knew that the only thing to do with the vampire
waskill it. Dealing with Angel as avampire, he had felt rage: he wouldn't show a scrap of mercy, he’ d make the
vampire suffer. And then anight or a minute later, he wasn't dealing with Angel as a vampire any more, but with Angel
as whatever he was. Not human but maybe a person. Sometimes a person. A person he amost liked. A person he could
see was brave, keeping to a hard, hard duty. The person who'’ d saved Wesl ey, been there for Wesley in the hospital,
brought Wesley home. Wesley didn’t hate the vampire, or not like this, not with this rage. Wesley wouldn’t have |l eft
bruises. Or, he'd know he' d Ieft them for al the right reasons, because there was no other way.

But he was thinking like Wesley had been born perfect, like he' d known from the start how to keep the two of them
separate in hismind. Angel one thing, and the vampire— (Angelus. Try it. Past timeto try it.) — and Angelus as
something else. Was selling Wesl ey short to think that’” d come easy to him. He' d worked &t it, he must’ ve worked at it,
like he'd worked at learning to fight. So this was Gunn working on it. Thiswas how it started with him.

Caritas was quieter than he'd seen it before. He got a beer and sat at atable by the bar; and tried to look like a karaoke
fan when he was till thinking so hard about Angel and Wesley and bruises that he could hardly tell one song from
another. He' d stay for the full hour, anyway, though he wasn’t in agood state to notice much of anything; didn’t matter,
when he could always come back another night.

After he' d been in the bar about twenty minutes, a human came up to the table and asked if any of the other seats were
free. Gunn waved his hand to say “ go ahead” , only looking away from the stage long enough to seeif the guy asking
was human or demon. When the next song started, Gunn turned his head to watch the MC leading the previous singer
off to the sidefor one of those short, serious conversations. He watched for a couple of seconds, then as he was turning
back to the stage he noticed that the other guy at the table had a so been watching the MC, must have watched just a
second longer than Gunn. That made Gunn look closer at the guy, and it turned out that the guy was Matt, the human
from the Three Musketeers. Gunn checked the room for the other two, but Matt was on his own, at least for now.

Matt wasn't paying any attention to the current song, but was looking through athick stack of paper, and rolling apen
around and around the middle finger of hisright hand. Gunn guessed he was choosing a song, and this must mean the
othersweren't gonna bejoining him. If it was gonna be the three of them, wouldn’t they do the choosing together or
even have chosen something before they arrived?

Gunn leaned forward. “ Y ou sing sometimes with a Chachaspe demon and a Hull demon, don’'t you? | saw you doin’
‘Walk LikeaMan' last week. Was quite an act.”

“ Oh. Hey. Thanks.” Casua, amost automatic. That was probably because he' d been concentrating on the list of songs,
because in the next second he looked properly at Gunn and said, “ | haven’t seen you sing, have 1? Are you new here, or
you just don't Sng?’

“ Both. Just found this place last Thursday.”

A nod and asmile. “ So you come back for the beer, the sounds, or the sights?” He gestured with his head around the
room.

Gunn shrugged. “ Well, the sights, mostly.” A dight pause and he pulled aface. “ Sorry. | just diss half your friends?”

“ Kinda, but you get to do that your first few visits. Normaly five, or six if you' rewilling to try * Bohemian Rhapsody’
on your own. So how d you find us?’
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“ Guy gave this address to meet him. Never showed. Practical joke, | guess.”

“ Girlfriend brought me, year or so ago. And someone had brought her, and so on. Word doesn’t seem to spread that far,
though.”

“What shetell you? About where you were goin’ ? Were you freaked?”

“ Oh, she said demons and karaoke. And the psychic host, and everything. | thought she was joking. Still thought it was

ajokefor thefirst hour. Some all-year Halloween thing. Then | went to the men’sroom and...” He shook his head. “ No
way those were costumes. Then | was freaked. But | was freaked enough to get up and sing with Carlaand...” A shrug.

“ They were agood crowd.”

“Yeah, | got that too.”

“Hey, d you mindif | - It's Matt, by the way.”

“ Gunn. With two ens”

“Hi. D’ you mindif | get back to this?” He pointed at thelist of songs. “ | don't get my sheet in soon, | could be here all
night.”

“ S_Jre_”

Over the next few minutes Gunn half-watched Matt as he scanned the pages, stopping afew timesto make anoteon a
small sheet of paper. Then he flipped the book closed, studied his sheet of paper while twirling his pen at double-speed,
flipped the book open again, turned the sheet over and filled it in, and took the book and sheet to the bar.

“ What you goin’ for?’

“*Can't Buy Me Love'. The Bestles. You know, ‘| don't care too much for money.” Swhat | need areadin’ on. I'm
doin’ this accountancy course and yeah | can see it makes sense, but would | be better doing something | liked? Y ou
doing something you like?’ Really wanting to know.

“Y eah. Haven't made any money from it yet, though.”

“Wha d' you do?’ Gunn gave Matt one of his cards; he' d been thinking this move over while Matt had been busy
choosing asong. Matt read the card then did a double-take. “ Oh, wow! Serioudly, man? Thisisn't just your joke on this
place? Good joke, anyway.”

“ Serioudy.”

“ So that' s how you knew Piriti’ s a Chachaspe and Grouw’ s a Hull. Was gonna ask.”

“Wdl, | didn't know, but my partner did when | described them to him. Now, hereally did think | was joking. Said they
shouldn't befriends.”

“ God, no, they should hate each other. Or despise each other, maybe. It was months before they’ d take the risk of
meeting away from here. Didn’t know what they' d do to each other away from the spell. Made me stand between them
with stun guns.” He shuddered. “ That was seriously weird. Things they should warn you about when you start making
friends with demons.”

“ But they were OK?’

“Yeah. They'refriends. That seems to be more important than... But without the spell here, Piriti wouldn’t ever have
let Grouw get close enoughto talk.”

“D’ you know exactly what type of spdll it is?”

A shrug. “ Not exactly. Some kind of anti-violence thing. Works on d| types of demons. Maybe there’ s hundreds of
“em. | dunno. That the sort of thing you deal in?" He tapped Gunn’s business card.
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“Not so far. Mostly it’s been humans who' ve been having problems with demons. But there' s gotta be at |east as many
demons havin' problems with humans. Or with other demons.”

“ At least.” Helaughed. “ Hey, if you could get Kersa off Marianne Faithful and back onto Doris Day, you'd earn a
hundred bucks, easy, from every demon here.”

“Isthat Kersaup now?’ Gunn hadn’'t been listening to the host’ sintroduction.
“No, that's Illis. Kersa's over there, by the stage. Y ou can see the spines on her head, got aline of silver through them.”

They settled to listening, and the few times they did talk, it was only about the songs and the singers. Gunn enjoyed
himself, while swearing he would never, ever get up on that stage; yeah, he was an extrovert, but not that kind of
extrovert. After awhilethe host took aturn (aspecia request, he said), with a song that Gunn was sure he hadn’t heard
before, al romantic and yearning. “ Y ou go to my head. And you linger like a haunting refrain. And | find you spinning
round in my brain. Like the bubblesin aglass of champagne.”

It was about him, about all the stages of him falling in love with Wesley. And exactly, totally, about how he' d felt that
first morning after, sitting in the diner looking out of the window. Feeling like his whole body was glowing with how
good they were together, knowing they could be sweet together, and fierce, and everything in between. And they were.
They were.

No, it wasn't about them. Not really, not when you heard the rest of the words. It was too one-sided, and too romantic,
too fizzy and carefree. “ Get a hold of yourself, can’'t you seethat it never can be?’ No, he'd been luckier than that, he'd
known he was important to Wesley, right from the moment he had realised what he wanted. “ This heart of mine hasn’'t a
ghost of achance, in this crazy romance.” Madeit sound like it was just agame, just fun. Not something that would
change your whole life inside aweek. Make you understand for the first time how a man could want to be fucked.

Not about them, but closer than anything el se he knew, and the mood - if you took the words as just sound, put in your
own meaning - the mood was everything he felt when helooked and looked and |ooked at Wesley’ sface. He needed to
be with Wesley now. They might not have the sex they’ d planned for tonight. Angel might have found something in the
alleys, and they’ d all be spending the night working. Or Wesley might be angry about Gunn giving Angel bruises from
the gagging, or just too shaken by that whole fight - like Gunn had been before Caritas had wound him down. Didn't
matter. He had to be where Wesley was. He shouldn’t be here now.

The song was finished. He' d applauded, hadn’t he? He hoped so. He checked his watch, saw he' d been in the bar nearly
an hour. Wesley should be home. Unless Angel really had found something and they' d gone straight in, without him.
No. No, Wesley would have called.

He drained his beer, then turned to Matt. “ | have to get home. Sorry. Hoped I’ d catch your turn, but | have to get back.”
“No problem. Y’won't be missing anything. Y ou'll be coming back, yesh?”

“ Oh, ya.l.ﬂ

Wesley was home, on his own in the living-room, stretched out on his back on the couch and listening to classical
music, really listening to it, no book anywhere near him. He started to get up but Gunn told him to stay put.

“1” mguessing hedidn't find anything.” Gunn was kneeling beside the couch, with his forearm pressed against the
warmth of Wesley'sleft side, and with Wesley' sfingers resting lightly on the inside of hiswrist. Wedley' s erection
looked to be in about the same state as Gunn's; on agood simmer, no idea yet of getting urgent.

Wesley shook his head slowly. “ Nothing at dl that said demon. A few drops of blood from the alley with the dumpster,
that he said didn’t come from either of the two. But just afew and he couldn’t tell how long they’ d beenthere” A
shrug. “ There’ s nothing for usto do.”

“1she OK about what we did in training? Are you?”

“WEell, no one would be happy about it. But he's hot angry with us. It’s easy enough to tell when he's angry. | think
we' re over the worst. What about you? | was - Of course, | know you'’ d be careful.”
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Gunn had thought at first that Wesl ey was asking about the fight, then realised he meant Caritas. “ Didn't really need to
be.” Gunntold Wedley thelittlethat he' d learned about the spell, and mentioned that he' d given his card to Matt. “ You
don’'t have a problem with that, do you? Idea of us doin’ work for demons.”

“Not in principle. I'd be surprised if any demon would really consider us, though, given what we' ve been doing so far.
And I'd want to take the address off the cards.” A brief laugh and then he smiled up a Gunn. “ Y ou know I’d never go
looking for work if left to myself. Not until I’d been out of translation work for maybe amonth. It's an amazing idea
You'refull of amazing ideas.” Suddenly very serious. “ And you do it. You go out and you make people want to talk to
you. Charles. You' rewasted on us.”

Gunnwanted to be all cool and gruff and shrug it away, but didn’t manage more than getting a dlight twist to his smile.
“Yeah, you can decide how much I' m worth when I ve actually got us some business.” Then his smile faded and he
turned as serious as Wesley, and slowly brought his right hand over and laid it on top of Wedley' s hand. Almost in a
whisper: “ Bed?’

Gunn had thought he was completely ready to get fucked, thought Wesl ey was way overplaying the older, more-
experienced man. No one could need that much reassurance, no one could be that frightened of adightly new
experience, maybe alittle pain. And then Wesley started pressing in and within seconds Gunn was rigid with shock and
gasping at Wesley to stop. How could Wesley's cock feel so huge and hard? Fedl so blunt. Blunt like aweapon. Feel
brutd. Likeit had amind of its own. Or no mind at dl. It could split him in two and never notice. He' d taken more from
Wesley' s fingers, he knew he had. But they had Wesley' s mind, they were completely Wesley. The cock pressingin
had felt likeit didn’t know him.

They were sorry, they were both sorry, they said it over and over. Wesley said they shouldn’t try again, not that night:
Gunn was too tense now, it would be even worse.

“Isit dways likethis? Wasiit like this for you? Y ou thought you were ready but you couldn’t guess how it would really
fed?

“1-1' msurewedidn't think about ‘ready’. It was very difficult. | hoped it would be much easier for you. Easy.”

“ Did you try it again with him?”

Wesley nodded.

“How long did it take before it got easy?’

“1 can't remember. | did get used to it. But we didn’t know what we were doing. We were young. I'm sure neither of us
guessed there was anything to know. | did hope I’ d learned enough to make it easier for you. | should havetold you I’ ve
never...” Wedley sighed, frowned deeply. “ No one' s ever wanted me to be their first before. I'm sorry.”

Gunn shook hishead. “ | panicked, that’s all. Must’ve, | dunno, taken in more prison storiesthan | realised. Oh, jeez,
Wes! | didn't mean - You were-" But Wesley had only looked dlightly surprised, maybe even just puzzled. “ Just for it
to feel so different, when | loved your fingers, right from the start. Must be some part of methat till thinksit’'sabig
deal. That’swhat | wasn't ready for. Not thistime.”

They got done with saying sorry and turned to kissing and stroking, and soon they were on a noisy, biting, bucking ride
from one side of the bed to another. Afterwards, when Gunnwaslying in hisusual position curled over Wesley’ sright
Side, hesaid, “ Wes? Do | fed tenseto you right now?’

“ No. Why? Have you got amuscle cramp?’ Wed ey sounded serious, really concerned.

“ Muscle cramp! English.” Gunn rolled his head to press hislipsto Wedley' s ribs, then relaxed back. “ | don’'t want to
wait until tomorrow. | want to try again tonight. It isabig deal and | want it now. Unless you' re about to fall aseepon

me”

“I" m wide awake. We may need to negotiate about ‘now’, though.”
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Gunn felt the same clutch of shock when Wesley started pushing in, but he told himself it was panic, told himself some
of the reasons, and he fought through it. All the way in, the cock felt huge, impossible, not-Wesl ey, but at some point
what had been threatening and frightening started to become pure excitement, the most intense adventure. Almost too
much, amost, to be so stretched, so full; to fedl the effects of the fucking spreading further and further, like the cock
could turn your whole body into nothing but sex. Therewas pain, but it didn’t frighten him like the first time; he knew
from the start that it wasn't going to get worse, it was just about how stretched he was right now, not awarning that the
next inch could split himintwo. A clean pain, part of the adventure. He couldn’t speak.

Wesley was able to speak, though, at least at first. Once hewas full in, he held still and pressed himself the length of
Gunn's back, kissing Gunn’s neck, gasping Gunn’s name, and calling Gunn his darling. The word startled Gunn,
seemed to hang like a hailstonein his brain, with his heart shivering beneath, waiting for the fall. The word belonged in
adifferent world, the world of the song, too nest, too romantic. That world couldn’t cope, not for a second, with what
Gunn was doing now, what he was feeling from this cock pushed deep in his ass. But Wesley kept on saying it, even as
he started rocking against Gunn like Gunn had done hisfirst time inside Wesl ey, and he was saying it with the same
hunger, the same amazement that Gunn could hear in his own cries and gasps - and the word was changed for Gunn
then, seared from the heat of their sex till it was as tough and fierce as anything they were doing or fedling.

Gunn was as impatient as Wesley that he didn’t want to be touched during the fucking: he didn’t want the distraction,
and he' d much rather have Wesley use his arm to give more power and control to the fucking itself. He' d expected to
come by Wesley' s hand, with Wesley still half-hard inside him; because that was how it had always been between them
so far, and he did love to fee Wesley come that way. But then he would have missed Wesley' s mouth working above
his own hand, and their fingerstogether circling and rubbing his hole, feeling it so slick and tender and aching.

“ Did you know you were caling me* darling' 7’

“Well, of course” Surprised: “ Haven't | before?”

Gunn shook his head. “ Kind of the last thing abig, axe-handy street-nigger expectsto hear from awhite guy.”
Wesley winced. “ It'san insult. I'm so sorry.”

“No, it's...” Along pause. “ It's specid. | thought | knew how you loved me. Didn’t know that sometimes you loved me
likethat. You surprise me, Wes.”

“But | dways love you like that. AImost from the moment | really knew you wanted me, the moment | knew you'd
want me again. Then you went from being kind, handsome, determined, inspiring, observant Charlesto being al of that
and minein oneword.” Wesley smiled, suddenly teasing. “ And I'll bet you haven't even decided yet if I'm your
‘boyfriend’ ”

Gunn made like he was alarmed. “ Hey, don’t pressure me, man! | told you | don’t get serious with guys from out of
gtate.” No, hedidn’t have asingle word like that to describe what Wesley meant to him, though it wouldn’'t ever be
“darling” unlessliving with Wesley managed to bleach every drop of street out of him. For other people, Wesley was
going to be his*“ partner” . For himsdf... He discovered new things to describein Wesley every day. There wasn’t ever
going to be one single word.

* k k k %

Gunn next visited Caritas on Thursday night, and by that time he’ d done alot of thinking about how Angel
Investigations could set itself at alarger market. He' d started by thinking about ways they could try to reach demons as
well as humans, wondering how much they' d have to keep their work for humans separate from their work for demons,
what sort of changes they’ d need to make in their approach. Separate phone lines, maybe, with separate machines, and
different messages on each machine. And then he' d listened to their outgoing message for the first time, and that had
got him thinking awhole new set of thoughts about Angedl Investigations and what it might be for .

“We help the helpless.” That had to put off at least as many people asit reassured. No one wants to think of themselves
as helpless, sure as hell don’t want to betold they' re hel pless. Y eah, you' ve been scared shitless since you had the bad
luck to find out that demons are real, but you a so had the guts to do something about it: to believe what you were
seeing, to wonder how often it had happened before, and to go looking for other people who knew demonswerereal.
That'snot “ helpless’ , that’ s just knowing when you need to get an expert. OK, so Angel Investigations might end up
putting themselves in danger for you, but Gunn would bet anything that when people called they didn’t expect heroes,

37



Kungai Part Two by Helen Raven

didn’t expect heroics, any more than they would when they called a plumber. They wanted a solid opinion, and then at
least one plan of action.

Wesley said that the message was from before histime, that Angel and Doyle had always answered the phone like that.
He had himsdlf, at first, when the callsfor Angel Investigations still outnumbered the calls for histrandation work.

“Isthat the only type of work you guys have ever wanted to do? The out-and-out rescue missions, close as you can get
to the visions? When they' re so desperate they’ re way past pride, come begging the big heroes to save them?”

Wesley was truly shocked, looked at Gunn like he couldn’t believe what he' d heard. “ Charles, what are you - Y ou know
we have to help people. We do help people. It'swhy we'redl here”

“ Dumping that message, that way of looking at the business... You'll still get the rescue missions - those poor

bastards Il till be able to find you, still realise they’ ve got the right place. But you might start to get people who don't
think they' re desperate, don’t wanna deal with heroes, just lookin' for someone who knows the territory. Even down
to...” Gunn shrugged. “ | dunno, someone who isn't in any kind of trouble, just wants a go-between. Got a business
meeting with a demon, wants to know how to behave. If | find there’ swork out there that isn't life-or-death, would you
do it? Or show me how to do it?”’

“Itisn't...” Wesley frowned and shook hishead slowly. “ It isn’t about making money. We do have amission. What if
we' re so busy with your business meetings that the person who really is desperate can't get through?”

“Wes, it wouldn't be any different from dealing with the visions. Y ou know more than anyone about checking in. About
always bein’ ready for the person who really needs help. And you wouldn't diss money if you’d lived some of the
places I’ vehad to live. Yeah, we'll draw theline, but that desperate person needs us to be able to pay the rent. Pay the
phone bill. Would you do it, the small stuff? Or isit... You’'d rather stack shelves?”

“I"ddoit. I think I'd do it. If | could. Someone wanting advice on how to behave, I'm the last person anyone should
w(.”

The next big question was where Gunn should start with breaking them in to the not-hel pless end of the market. He
needed to find out what reasons peopl e could have for taking an interest in demons (reasons that didn’t involve hurting
someone el se, or scaring someone else, or harassing a harmless demon — or breaking any other rule that Wesley or
Angel or Gunn came up with between them). And then he needed to find out where people started |ooking when they
wereinterested in demons, and what expert services they might be willing to pay for. Where would he find the people
and their reasons? Caritas, obviously - main reasons there probably curiosity or boredom, but might be good for picking
up rumours of other reasons. Wesl ey suggested the specialist bookstores and histrandation clients, said he'd call and
see which of them would talk to Gunn.

“You sure you want meto tak to them? Aren’t they gonna expect me to know about books? Speak all those
languages?’

“1I" Il explain you're from a different side of the business. And I'll tell you what | know about each of them. | wouldn't
ask them the right questions, not in the way that you would. I'm not looking for ways to change.”

All three bookstore owners agreed immediately to talk to Gunn. No need to make an appointment, drop in any time,
sure, that week would be fine. Thetrandation clients either said no or said they' d have to check and call back, and by
Caritas-time on Thursday night only one client had said yes, with a meeting arranged for the following Tuesday.

“ Lilah Morgan. One of my best clients. We meet at least once amonth.”

“Inthe public library, like she’ s set for Tuesday?”

Wesley nodded. “ They have rooms for people who need to be able to shut themselves away in order to concentrate.
Study carrels. She books one of those.”

“Huh.” Maybe she had something as bad as amad vampire back in her office, too. Wesley wouldn't have asked her, of
course. “ So what' s her ded ?”
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“ Prophecies. She' s part of asmall research team of financial analysts. They can get funding for anything that might
predict how the marketswill behave.” Wesley shrugged. “ She says the scrolls are right often enough to make the team’s
future secure. She seems rather paranoid but then | don’t know the financial sector. And | don’t know who she hired to
investigate me before she gave me the first manuscript, but he found out about Angel.”

“ Everything about Angel? That you'’ ve been workin” with avampire?”
“And the visions, too. ‘ The vampire seer’. An object of some curiosity in the prediction business, apparently.”
“ She wants to check me out. That’s why she agreed to the meeting.”

“ That and trying to discourage us from offering our servicesto her competitors. I'm sure she’ d rather our business
stayed undeveloped.” Wesley smiled suddenly. “ | think you' Il enjoy the meeting even if she's determined not to help
you directly. She definitely has a different perspective.”

Matt, Piriti and Grouw were all at Caritas when Gunn arrived, so it looked like he' d been right when he' d guessed that
Thursday was one of their regular nights. Gunn got his beer then dropped by their table to say hi to Matt.

“Oh, hey! Y’ cameback.” To hisfriends: “ Thisis Gunn. With that card | showed you.” The two demons nodded at
Gunn, looking much like Gunn would have if afriend had introduced him to a middle-class guy who claimed to be an
expert on life on the streets; sometimes you just have to accept that your friend has his blind-spots and agree to play
nice (unless provoked). “ Y ou staying? Wanna pull up achair?”’

“ OK withyou?” The demons weren’t going to say no, but they’ d want to be asked. After they said it was OK, Gunn
found achair and joined them, sitting between Matt and Grouw. He asked them if they’ d sung yet, what they were
going to sing, and they warmed to him while they were telling him about the Talking Heads song that they were
breaking in.

“ * HousesinMotion'. Y'know it?" Gunndidn't.

“No ideawhat it's about, but it’s got this great bounce goin’ between the main vocals and the backing, ‘ specially in the
chorus. Matt knew, soon as he heard it, that we had to do it.”

Gunn asked Matt how he' d found the song. “ My mom. It’ sfrom, like, the seventies, or something. Shewas playin’ itin
the car the last time we went to Palm Springs. ‘s our favourite album for driving now. Good strong best, words you can
argue about for hours.”

Gunn grinned. “ Can’t wait to hear it.”

All of the nine or ten songs that they heard while they were waiting were love-songs - some hopeful, some grateful,
some regretful, but all more-or-less sweet. The new song fell into thiswarm bath like awind-up toy with awhol e box of
fizzing bath-salts strapped to its back. The beginning was strange, jarring, too much contrast between the angular
rhythm and Matt’ s smooth, almost-spoken vocals. “ For along time | felt, without style or grace, wearing shoes with no
socks, in cold weather.” And what the hell was it about? “ And as we watch him, digging his own grave.” But by the
time Piriti and Grouw took over with the chorus the rhythm had snapped out of angular into crisp and catchy - yeah,
perfect for driving. Gunn wanted to join in - most of the room did, judging from al thein-seat dancing.

Gunn bought them drinks. They wound down quite quickly: pleased with themselves, full of ideas for what they' d do
better next time, but with enough of these on their score-card that they didn’'t need to talk it al over right now. When
people came over to thetable to congratul ate them on the new song, one of the three would usualy introduce Gunn (as
anon-singer who looked like becoming aregular); and then afterwards they’ d explainto Gunnwho he’ d just met (or

escaped meeting).

When the time got past e even, Gunn started thinking about heading home. Grouw might have seen him checking his
watch, had maybe planned this already with Piriti, because Grouw suddenly turned serious, |eaned towards Gunn and
said, “ So this business you' rein? Where you been, to get to be such an expert on demons?”

“| been on the street, most of the streetsin two, three miles from here. Keepingme* n' my crew from goin’ down to
vampires. Y eah, got a problem with vampires. Month ago, hadn’t even met another type of demon.”
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Grouw shrugged. “ Vampires. Y eah. So what you think you can do here? How many ‘ Demons for Dummies' books you
read in that month?”

“I" m not the expert. Matt told you that, right? It's my partner. He' s English, ‘s read more books, knows more languages
than you can imagine. What I’ ve seen, he can learn any language. First time | worked with him, it was because of some
humans who'’ d seen some Massi ac demons and got scared. He explained how they were harmless, how you could make
sure no one bothered each other.”

Grouw was shaking his head. “ Don't know the Massiac.”

“ They' reintunnelsin some parks. But that’ s what | think we can do. And more, but don't you think it’s worth an expert
to learn how not to get bothered? Or do the bothering?”

Grouw looked at Piriti then Matt, then back at Gunn. “ We'll need to meet him.”

“ Of course. Be better someplace we cantalk. Thisis... I've only ever heard him listen to classical music.”

Matt said, “ WE Il be at my place most of Sunday. Redondo Beach. Between two and three?”

“OK. Grest. Wha d' we bring?”’

Piriti had been silent but now came straight in with: “ Thelyricsto ‘Housesin Motion’ trandated into formal Chachaspe
and into family Chachaspe, and into Hull. A list of al of the demons he's met in the last twel ve months, with names,
dates and places. And the plan for atour of L.A. likely to appeal to a Sas Vanna, including at |east fifteen stops.”

Gunn nodded then raised his hand. “ Have to write that down.” He went to get arequest-sheet and a pen from the bar,
then wrote what he remembered and checked it with Piriti. “ Thelyrics' Il be onthe net, right?” Right. “ So, wherein
Redondo Beach?” Matt gave him the address and his phone number, then Gunn folded the paper, put it in a pocket, and
sat back and looked at the three of them, smiling dlightly. “ Y’ do thisalot, do you? Checkin' the new guysout? Like
you'’ re the big committee, runnin’ half the town. Havta say, y' got it set up nice, with those secret identities. Hadn’t
guessed for asecond, till you just now broke cover.” What, was he supposed to act like it came natural to him, taking
orders from abunch of kids?

They glared at him, then Matt and Piriti gave near-identical snorts of amusement and were suddenly completely rel axed.
Piriti said, “ * Secret identities' . We should change the name of the group.”

“ What' re you now?”’

“*The Reasons . The Three Reasons, for short.”

“ That works, too.” Well, not redlly, but what was he, their manager?
Matt said, “ Wedon't useit. Why don’'t we useit?’

cos then we couldn’t change it when we found a better one.”

“ Oh, ya.l.ﬂ

Grouw was still glaring at Gunn, maybe even harder now he was on his own. Gunn met his eye and turned serious,
waited for him to see that there was nothing here meant as a challenge. An invitation, that’s all Gunn meant, that it was
time for them al to give up some of the bullshit, lighten theload. Finally Grouw said, “ We got friends here. Be on usif
you turn out to be apair of assholes.”

“1 know. Do the same myself. Well - If | was ever in agood enough mood to give the assholes a chance.”

Grouw nodded, not smiling. “ Sunday, then.”

“ Sunday, yeah.” Gunn got to hisfeet, put on hisjacket, and picked up the pen to take it back to the bar. “ Thanks, guys.”

* k k k %
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Gunn couldn’'t believe how nervous Wesley got about Sunday: really anxious and obsessive, especially about the
trandations. Gunn spent alot of Friday working with Wesley on the tour of L.A. Wesley produced arough design first
thing in the morning, and Gunn brought hislocal knowledge, did the research on the web, suggested i mprovements, and
typed up the design through its various versions. Gunn al so typed Wesley' slist of demons, which they had out of the
way by midday on Friday.

The trand ations, though, Wesley had to do by hand and on his own, and Gunn saw him go through at least ten versions
of each. Of all the things that Gunn tried with Wesley to get him to chill, only sex worked, though it worked very well,
not only during, but for hours afterwards. And Wesley wanted to chill, got annoyed with himself, with the hair-trigger
alarmin hisbrain. Still, Gunn would wake every morning to find himself aone in the bed, and Wesley next door in
stubble and robe, refusing to admit how long he' d been back at work.

When Angel was having a good day (or agood haf-hour), his reaction to Wesley's state was hal f-concerned, half-
amused. He' d bring Wesley a mug of tea, ask him how much longer he needed before he’ d realise that he' d got it
perfect the first time, and then usually check with Gunn what Wesl ey was working on, and why. Gunn told Angel about
the plans to reach alarger market and Angel needed just as much persuading as Wesl ey; but Gunn had expected that,
and was much softer-hitting and more patient than he’ d been with Wesley. During the other times, not so good, Angel
seemed so sensitive to Wesdley' s anxiety that he wouldn’t even come into the room. He' d open the door of his room and
then see Wesley and stand there for ten, twenty seconds, looking surprised and bewildered, like someone he trusted had
just yelled at him for no reason. Then he’ d back away, sometimes quickly, sometimes dowly, and shut himself in.
Maybe he could fee Wesley' stension directly, smell it, from the far side of the room. Or maybe it was enough that
Wesley had not turned at the sound of the door, that somehow Wesley did not know that he was there.

On Sunday morning at about eleven, Wedl ey showered, shaved, and dressed in his best suit; and emerged a most
relaxed, certainly no worse than aon healthy “ aert” . The suit. Must be the suit.

Gunn had expected the group to look surprised when they saw Wesl ey, but then he hadn’t told them about Wesley the
fighter, just about the books and the classical music. They acted at first likethey' d al agreed just how to behave: very
polite, like they were being taken out to dinner by friends of their parents. Gunn wondered about trying to break theice,
then decided that he was the only one who was feeling uncomfortabl e with the inch-thick company manners. Theice
would meltinitsown time, or he’ d just get used to working like this.

They asked Wesley where he wanted to start, and he suggested that Piriti and Grouw should read his trandlations, and
then they might have questions for him. Grouw was slower than Piriti to admit to being impressed, but Gunn thought
that was just because he and Wesl ey had more difference in their ideas about what the song meant when it wasin
English.

“Yes, it could mean that. In which case | would render that line as‘ Max fyd, mer hayr, agan surg vic.’ | aso thought it
could mean...” Inthe course of hiswork Wesley had considered interpretations of the song that had never occurred to
the group, and they obvioudy thought they’ d aready had every possible argument about “ I'm walking aline - | hateto
be dreaming in motion.” For aminute or so they seemed like they might forget Wesley and Gunn were even there, but
Matt brought them back and asked about the tour plan.

Wesley gave out copies of the plan and talked them through it, explained that he'd aimed for a balance between the
familiar and the exotic, making some assumptions about the background and interests of this Sas Vanna and what he
might find familiar or find exotic. The tour had views, it had history (human, Sas Vanna, and generally-demonic; heart-
warming, thought-provoking, scandalous, or just weird), it had food (human and Sas Vanna), it had driving, it had
walking, it had wading, it had museums, and it had trash. Gunn didn’t care about this Sas Vanna, he knew a hundred
peoplewho’d sign up for that look at L.A. and so did the group, judging by al the laughing and nodding and starts of
surprise.

Grouw said, “ What are you doing the weekend after next?”
A brief look at Gunn, expressionless apart from raised eyebrows, then: “ | have no idea. Why?”

“My ggter Yan'sin town with one of her boyfriends. They're both Sas Vanna Half SasVanna. D’ you want to come
along and test out your tour? We' d do the meals and everything. Try to make it worth your while.”
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Wesley |ooked briefly stunned, then went straight into flustered. He bent his head, fumbled with his papers, then cleared
histhroat hard before raising his head. Gunn had seen that determined, apprehensive expression severa times now, and
knew exactly what Wesley was going to do next.

Y es, he was handing over the copies of hislist. “ Y ou shouldn’t decide anything until you’ ve seen this. Most of these
demons | met for no more than five minutes. And at the end of that time they were dead.”

Shock, and then all three scanned urgently through the pages of the list, mouths dropping open at the length. Matt was
thefirst to recover. As apprehensive as Wesley: “ Any Chachaspes? Or Hulls?”

“No. And no SasVanna"

Grouw was glaring again. “ Like he dtell usif he had.”

“ Better believe hewould. He skinda stupid like that. Lie to save anyone except himself.” All four looked at Gunn, the
group surprised and thinking, Wesley surprised and annoyed. Gunn raised his eyebrows and said to Grouw, “ Ask him
why. Why he had to fight them.”

Grouw checked briefly with Piriti, then: “ So why?”

“ Because they were harming or threatening people. Innocent people, who had offered no provocation whatever. We had
to save the people.”

“That's people asin humans.” Piriti was stating afact, very certain.
“Yes. It'swhat | wastrained to do.”

Grouw said, “ Harming humans how? Most of yours d scream murder if me or Piriti walked past on the other side of the
street. Y ou trained to ask questions? Or just told the human's always right?”

“ | can take you through thelist. Y ou can decide on the degree of harm and on how | wastrained.” A pause, then Grouw
shrugged and nodded, and Wesley told them about the Photh near Houston, back in November.

By April, they' d heard enough. “ OK. Even if there was aHull on your list... Y ou gottaright to protect your kind, when
it'slikethat. But itisn't just demonswho harm humans, nothing like. Why' n' t you protect humans from humans? Or
do you?”’

Wesley was shaking his head. “ There' sapolice force for that. The demons I ve fought... You could say that they chose
to operate in a place where they cannot be brought to the law. Or isthere aparald system that | haven't heard about?”

Piriti said, “ Not for anything on that scale. Not involving humans. Or not as asystem?’ The question was for Grouw,
who nodded. “ There are rumours of groups of residents - like my family - having to do what you do if someone's
getting stupid with humans. We haveto live here.”

“And of coursethey don't think to take nets, so they' ve no chance of bringing their target back aive.” Grouw’stone
had changed compl etely, was comfortable, like this was something he' d said a hundred times before.

Matt must have felt the change too, since the relief seemed clearer in his voice even than the teasing. “ Well, | guess they
haven't heard all your sister’s net stories. Not even once.”

Grouw shrugged. “ She makes half of them up.”
“Y eah. But which half? And which half makes them up?” Piriti was making ajoke, not asking any real questions, and
the other two laughed like it was agood joke, and then Grouw turned to Wesl ey and asked him again about the weekend

after next.

“| see now why the trand ations were getting to you.” They had stopped on the way home for ice-cream and awalk on
the beach. “ That was kind of adirty trick. Like asking you to translate ten different songs.”

42



Kungai Part Two by Helen Raven

“1 don't think it was deliberate. It'sjust their favourite song at the moment, they couldn’t name another song if you paid
them. And they like not knowing what it means, it makesit more of agame.”

“Y eah, more about the music. They' d said something like that.”

“ It was an interesting problem. Tedious for you, though, I'm sorry. * Walk Like a Man” would have been much more
straightforward. So I'm stupid, am 1?” There had been scarcely any pause or change of tone; the question must have
been right there waiting, maybe for every minute of the last half hour.

“Wadl, I'd haveto think very carefully before | sent you undercover. Most people try to think their way around trouble.
Y’'know? You'reeither waitin' for it. Or headin’ straight at it.”

“I" ve never had good resultstrying to avoid it. And it’srarely as bad as you' d imagined. Telling yourself you can avoid
it... You can make yourself athin layer of feeling safe. But really you've just bought yourself another day of livingin
fear.”

“ S0 you' d rather take the chance of having every demonin L.A. after you than livein fear for aday.”

Wesley shrugged. “ There are many different kinds of fear. And | know | did the right thing: in killing the demonsandin
telling the boys. For me, it’ staking responsibility for my actions. Is that so stupid?”

Gunn shook his head. “ I'd never expect you to do anything else. No one would, who had even the first idea about how
to read your face.”

Wesley sighed. “ | see. No undercover, then. What do you think of the boys? Do you like them?”
“ Sure. Think they' re agreat team. Don't you?”

“They re delightful. But | don’t think | could spend an entire day in their company. They'rejust too young for me. Too
boisterous. I’ d get bored and want to be home with my book. And | don't behave well when I'm bored like that.”

“ Ralw,
“lsulk”

Gunn laughed. “ What excuse d you wannamake, then? | still wanna go. And we have to, anyway, for the business.
WEe've got two weeks — | know you can make me into Mister Junior Demon Expert in that time.”

* k k k %

Gunn did enjoy his meeting with Lilah Morgan, although the two of them decided to hate each other pretty much on
sight. No, not “ hate”, it wasn't nearly that important, to either of them. But Gunn read her with one ook, down to the
bones, knew they couldn’t have respect, they couldn’t have trust; and that also wasn't important, because they both
knew that they needed each other. So they smiled, and agreed, and weretirelessly interested, and both made the game
S0 easy to play that they could have continued for twice the time.

She seemed sincere, though, in the good things she said about Wesley. She said alot of the trandators she worked with
could be arrogant and defensive, and that Wesl ey’ s modesty and honesty were refreshing. He' d only made one serious
mistake that she knew of, and she knew of it only because he'd called her as soon ashe’ dredised. Too late, for that
particular prophecy, but she hardly ever reminded him of that mistake now.

If shedid dea directly with demons, she was never going to give him any details that he' d believe (* Yes, but only
among the fabulously wealthy. And they all livein the sheltered dimensions. Taxes. The travel expenses would ruin
you, before you could hopeto see any return.” ). The one thing that he did learn from the meeting was that he didn’t
want to do business with peoplelike her, even if that was the end of the market with money to burn, and even if he'd
had a hope in hell of getting any more of her type to take meetings with him. Y ou couldn’t deal with peoplethat rich
and stay clean. You just couldn’t. So he could forget al that and concentrate on Caritas and the bookstores, concentrate
onlooking for other leads in the part of the market that kept itself to this dimension.

* k k k %
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Angel had avision on Wednesday, just as they were starting their training session. The vision didn’t bring out Angelus
and didn’t give Angel too hard aride, so he was steady and lucid once he was free of the reverberation phase, and was
ableto tell them immediately that he knew the location: awater-tank built on the site of an abandoned convent. Wesley
said that the demon in the drawings looked like a Thrall, in which case the figures in the robes were probably human
worshippers who had been dragged under its spell and the vision must betelling them to kill the Thrall, which would
free the worshippers from the spell.

“What'll happenif they're not freed?’

Gunn had put the question to Wesley, but the answer came from Angel. “ With what we' ve got here, they' |l hack each
other to death. There’ sat least two groupsin there. It felt asif they were fighting over how to worshipit.”

“Hey! Our big chance to get mixed up in areligious war. What' re we waitin’ for?”

For most of the drive out to the water-tank, they were talking over the problem of having to fight the human
worshippers. There were alot of these worshippers, they were heavily armed, and they all seemed determined to fight to
the death. How could you defend yourself against a mob like that, and not run the risk of killing one of them? More than
one. Yes, they could dl threelive with the guilt, they would seeit as an accident, but what to do about the police?

Angel couldn’t turn himself in, Gunn wouldn't (not for an accident, and not when it was obvious you couldn’t tell the
cops one word of therea story), but Wesley... Wesley was really disturbed by the ideathat he might start to think of
himself as above human law. No, he wouldn't turn himself in over the type of accident they were discussing - for the
same reasons as Gunn - but he knew that having made that decision once, he would find it all too easy to make again.

Angel listened seriously to Wesley having all these doubts, but Gunn couldn’t help laughing at him. * Wes, you couldn’t
dide down that slopeif it was waxed to ashine. Y ou might think you got alook of psycho vigilante, but | havtatell you
that image gets trashed the second you open your mouth and start worryin’ like that. Anyway, we're gonna sneak in, do
that |eft-and-right thing to slip behind the Thrall * i split its head. They won't see us beforeit’sall over, and if they do,
one of us'll get through intime. Save y'r worrying for some other buncha dopes.”

They did sneak in, and Gunn got around behind the Thrall and split its head open before the worshippers had noticed
any one of them. The worshippers didn’t seem to notice them afterwards, either. Very strange, how they acted once it
was over, not like they’ d been freed, more like they' d just switched to another spell. No “ Where the hell am I? Who're
all of you? What' s with the robes and the swords? And, oh God! what’ s that dead thing stuck in the floor?” They just
dropped the swords, shrugged out of the robes, then made for the stairs, likethey' d all done thisten, twenty times
before.

On the way home Gunn called Matt to tell him that Wesley wouldn't be able to come on the tour. “ HE s giving methe
background, though. The stories. Not sayin’ it’ll be just as good or anythin’, but should still be fun. That's OK, yeah?’

That wasfine. “ Gonna be at the club tomorrow?”

“ Should be. Around nine?” Gunn had already planned to go to Caritas on the Thursday night. The boys had obviously
seen enough on Sunday to decide that he and Wesley weren't a pair of assholes, and Gunn hadn’t wanted to push for
any more than that at the time. But he didn’t want to wait until the tour before he did the follow-up, found out if they
really did know peoplein Caritas who could use an expert like Wesley.

“ Gregat. See you then, man.”

They were on atable at the far side of the room, and they' d kept a chair free for Gunn. He' d just missed seeing them
sing“ Wouldn't it be nice?” and their next song should be either “ Werewolves of London” or “ Looking for the Heart of
Saturday Night” . Piriti was choosing all the songs tonight, their way of making up to him for the hard week he’ d hed at
home.

Matt asked after Wesley, and Gunn told them that Wesley had been reading some stories in Chachaspe. “ He thought,
from thetitle, they were going to be about dreaming - till got the songin his head - but they’ re mostly about dealing
with strangers.”

Later, Grouw asked Gunn if he knew how Wesley had lost hisarm. “ That was one of the demons he said he didn’t kill.
From near the beginning of thelist. The Kungai.”
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“ Oh. But he made it sound like...”

“Yeah. Wdl, hewould.”

Matt said, “ Wasit an accident?”’

“No.”

“You don't want to talk about it, either.”

Gunn shrugged. “ Don’t know much about it. Was before | met him. Think he nearly died.”

A sombre silence, then Grouw said, “ But he was back. Saving his humans again. Couldn’t have been much more than a
month after.”

“Likel said, he' sstupid someways.”
“Isthat why he hired you? To help with that side? Y ou'd been doin’ the same, right? With vampires.”

“Hedidn’t hire me. HE's my partner, he’' s not my boss. But, yeah, that was how we met. First obvious thing we had in
common.”

“What else do you have in common?” Piriti sounded curious, dightly puzzled.
“ Enough to like working together.”
Grouw said, “ Y ou gonna become an expert, like him?”

“ Not achance, with the languages. | learn atenth of therest, I'll be doin” well. He' s been studyin’ hiswholelife. And
he lovesto study. I'm more about gettin’ out, gettin’ things moving.”

Piriti grinned and said, “ Like you' d be doing now, if the three of us d stop talking about our ‘ happy' songs and let you
get down to business?” Matt and Grouw laughed, and all threelooked at Gunn expectantly.

A few seconds, then: “ That was only about half adig, yeah?”

Grouw shook his head. “ Not even that. We put you through the secret identity thing. Know you didn’t do all that work
S0 you could listen to us argue, and then give up another weekend. Thought you'’ d've called us on Monday, or
something.”

Gunn shook his head. “ Yeah, I' m that pushy, but Wes said... So you' d be OK about Wes and metakin’ to your friends
here? Not asking for introductions or anything. But if we handed out cards and peopl e asked you about us, you
wouldn't, like, warn ‘em off?”

“ Only for your sake, ‘ cos some guys you don’t want calling. No, we' [l do more than that. We'll tell you ‘ bout who we
know, not just in this crowd. Y ou know, what we' ve heard, where you might start. And put the word round.”

Matt said, “ For what the word’ s worth, coming from us. There’ s only so much respect akickin® Talking Heads chorus 1
get you in thistown.”

“And some of us still get sent out to collect bark whenever the conversation might get interesting.” Looked like Piriti’s
hard week had mostly been about getting treated like akid. “ * nother few years I'm gonna have to move to a different
dimension, change my name and pretend to be afifth-brooder, just so | can find out what proper gossip sounds like.”

“Yeah, but you're not sneakin’ off without us. Respectable fifth-brooder can't travel without his entourage. Like, his
mysterious Hull persond trainer.”

“And his tame human that he raised from a puppy. Look! | can carry eggsin my mouth.” Matt opened his mouth wide,
looking every inch the eager puppy proud of his new trick.
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When Piriti had stopped giggling, he turned to Gunn and said, “ So when d' you want to start? We could come round
some evening. Spend a solid hour or two fillin’ youin.”

“Um... Begrest, but have to be somewhere else.” Gunn pulled aface. “ Got this roommate situation.”

“ Oh God, roommates!” Grouw nodded and sighed. “ What about Wesley’ s place?’

“No, he' s got the exact same situation. ‘s along story. Angel, guy who founded the business. He and Wesley go way
back. But he got sick, had to stop working. And he' ssick in away that...” Gunn shook his head hard. “ He can't have
peoplein the apartment.”

Grouw was the one who broke the silence. “ Y ou’ re saying he's your roommate too? This sick guy. Y ou and Wesley
sort of lookin' after him?”

“ Sort of. Way it worked out. Like | said, long story.”

Piriti looked dmost scared. “ Isit redly tough?”

“No, not redly. He' s not whiny or anything. Just some things you have to work around.”

Matt shrugged. “ My place then. Or how d’ you feel about getting your hands dirty? Piriti’ s got this project he needsto
work on. Home improvements thing. That’s what we got planned for Saturday afternoon. | know, weekends again. But

it'sthe best timewhen we'readl free”

“ Sounds good. Where' sthe project? | need to bring anything? Work-clothes? I'll see what Wesis doing, but it'll
probably just be me again.”

Wesley was asl eep when Gunn got home, but nearly choked on his breakfast coffee when Gunn told him about the
plans for Saturday. Finally he got the laughing and spluttering under control, but then just stood and shook his head for
the longest time.

“ Charles. | don’t know what | expected when you came to join us. Thisisn't supposed to happen, not even with your
talent for meeting people. Two humans building a nest for a Chachaspe! There may be fifty people aive who'd
understand what that means. And none of them would believeit.”

Gunn smiled. “ That’ s another reason you’ re not coming? ‘ cos you couldn’t tell anyone about it?”

“1" d much rather hear about it. Leave the minute-by-minute detailsto my imagination.”

Gunn thought he had some idea of Wesley' s imagination, but he was taken compl etely by surprise when he got home
early on Saturday evening to find Wesl ey extremely horny. Wesl ey definitely wouldn’t let him change his clothes or
shower off the sweat and grit. Wesley wanted him in the bedroom, immediately.

Gunn had never seen alover so hungry for his skin. Wesley pressed himself against Gunn, slid over him, around him,
the movements too slow and determined to be called restless, but constant, aways pushing for more. Gunn found it
exciting, maybe even more so because none of it seemed to be meant for him, done to make him feel good, not even the
kissing. Thiswas all about Wesley; this was something between Wesley' simagination and Gunn's skin.

Afterwards, Gunn said, “ So it getsto you like your stubble getsto me? The idea of me nest-building with demons.”

“No, | wasn't even really thinking about that. Just about you out in the sun. With your new friends. Y our handsin the
earth. | can till smell the sun onyou.” Smiling: “ Y ou weren't thinking about me at al, were you?”

“Um. Not really. We were busy. Lots to talk about. Piriti’ s brother was there. New songs. And some really old ones.
Finding more money for beer.”

“You had an ordinary day with friends.”
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“Well, one way to look at it. Just yesterday you were all woo-hoo about the wackiness of me getting to help with the
nest. Sounds like you' re over that.”

“Anything but. Y ou did have a good day, though? They are friends?”
“Yeah, it wasablast. They'd’ ve driven you crazy but they make me laugh.”

“I" mglad.” Wesley raised himsalf up on his e bow and looked down at Gunn, studying Gunn’s face, watching his own
hand asit stroked Gunn’s head.

Gunn could feel Wesley becoming excited again. He lifted his hand and touched his fingers to Wesley'slips, then laid
the back of his hand against Wesley' sthroat. “ Love the way you show you' re glad. How you gonna be next weekend,
when we' ve been out all day havin' fun with your tour?”

“WEell, at therisk of sounding conceited, that probably won't be an ordinary day. And you'll be thinking of metoo
much. Today was... | don’'t know. Imagining you as if we hadn’t met yet. Or asif | was the sun on you, | was your
clothes. Y ou were doing all of these normal, simple things, nothing to do with me. But | could fed your body asif | was
the air around you.”

“Wow. English. Wow.” Gunn did his hand around to the back of Wesley's neck, and drew him down into along kiss.
“But now I'll bethinkin’ of you whenever I’'m out in the sun. Know that’s the opposite of what you need to imagine.
But you'’ ve told me now.”

Wesley shook his head. “ Enough sun. Enough songs. Enough sand under your nails. You’ll forget me until it'stimeto
collect the empty beer-bottles and head for home.”

Much, much later, when Wesley was at least a hundred percent fucked, and they’ d slept for about half an hour, and had
just agreed that they would get up and shower (but not yet): “ So you met Piriti’ s brother? What' s he like?’

“ God. Incredibly shy. Would only speak to Piriti, and in Chachaspe. Think that was mostly because | was there. They
look likethey' reidentical. But you can tell them apart in asecond just from the way they hold themselves.”

“ Were they physically affectionate with one another?”
“ Oh, boy! Practically makin' out. | was gonnaget to that. How'd' you know?’

“1" d wondered, from what I d read about the Chachaspe. And other species where the males from a generation raise the
children together. Scarcely even meet the females. Their sex drive hasto work differently from ours. I’ ve never seen
anything written about the femal es having a need for physical bonding. Not with anything. But any number of
scandalised footnotes about the way the mal es behaved with each other. | couldn’t find out if it was overtly sexual,
though.”

“ Matt said it wasn't. | asked him when the two of uswere goin’ for beer. He said Piriti doesn’t understand sex as
somethin’ you'd do for fun. With another person. For him sex isall about the nest. Somethin’ about the smell of eggsin
the nest. He doesn’'t have fantasies about it, he doesn’t wanna do it. But he gets spooked at the idea of having to sleep
apart from his brother. And, yeah, that’swhat it looked like when | looked again.”

“I" m glad we re not Chachaspe.”

“ They seemed happy together. But yeah. The brother asked at the end if he could come along next weekend. Could see
that was abig surprise to Grouw and Matt. Course we said yes. And he couldn’t cope with that, was gone into one of his
tunnels.” Gunn had snapped his fingers to show the speed. “ Nearly killed us, stoppin’ oursalvesfrom laughin’ a him.”
He laughed now, and Wesley too. “ Just hoping Grouw’ s sister and the boyfriend are OK with him. Everyone says I’ [l
likethe sister. Grouw says she'sajewed.” Gunn sighed. “ Kind of swest, isn't it? He must really miss her when she's
away working.”

Dinner, about an hour later, was atunasalad. Or “ tyoona’ , as Wesley kept on calling it, said he never stop calling it
because he liked to think that the language he spoke was English, and he could see no good case for abandoning his
standards, even if it did take him half an hour to make himself understood whenever he placed his order in Subway.
Gunn loved Wedley' srants, wanted to take him straight back to bed.
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“Youjug like being difficult.”

“1 am the soul of reason. The people behind mein the queue at Starbucks are grateful to me for explaining so
thoroughly why ‘small’, ‘medium’ and ‘large’ are entirely adequate to the task of describing arange of three sizes, and
that the management’ s decision to defect to the G word and the V word can be seen only as aludicrous and unhel pful
pretension.”

“ Grateful, yeah?”’

“Indeed. They always show alively and touching interest in where I'm from. And in how soon I’'m going back.”
Gunn had just started his dlice of pie when Wesley said, “ Grouw’ s sister. Tell me again what work she does.”

“ She' s aprison guard. They realy have whol e prison dimensions?”

“ They certainly do. Y ou know, | don’t think Grouw was saying shewas ajewel. | think hesaid ‘dua’. Asin dua
control, dua nationality. Have you ever heard him order tuna?”

“ So what’ s that mean? | guess she's got two sets of paperwork or something, if she worksin this other dimension.”

“ Shel s got two bodies. She' s adual-body demon. One body would be a Hull, the same as Grouw. And the other body
would be a Sas Vanna. Her boyfriend is probably adua aswell. They' re very popular for security work. Y ou get two
guards for the price of one. Or at least |ess than the price of two.”

Wesley had to bejoking again. Didn’t he? * Y ou saying there’ s gonna be four of them on the tour? Damn! but the boys
are getting their money’ s worth. | thought we' dfit intwo cars.”

“If she was born here, then you' Il just see her in the combined body. They can only split in some dimensions, and never
in the native dimension.”

Gunn stared at Wedley. “ Show me some pictures.” Wesley brought three books to the table, but the first was enough to
convince Gunn. “ But thislooks like the combined body’ s just about the same size as each of the separate bodies. It
doesn't add up. Or isthat ‘ cos of how it’sdrawn?”’

Wesley shook his head. “ There are theories about where the mass comes from or goesto. All impossible to test. You're
going to meet two dual-body demons next weekend. That’ s very exciting.”

“ Exciting enough that you could come aong and not sulk? About not being at home with your books.”
“ Maybe too exciting. I'd stare. Ask inappropriate questions.”
“ Ask them to do tricks?”

“Very possibly. If the boyfriend wasn't born here then maybe...” Wesley swallowed then shook his head sharply. “ No.
| will stay home. But can | give you some questions to ask in case the subject comes up?”

* k k k %

Gunnwas out on the tour from Saturday evening to Sunday afternoon. Wesley had worked out the schedul e very
carefully, setting a suitable time of day or night for each item and a so making time for sleep. The night was firmly
booked for the walking and the wading and al so for breaking into museums and cemeteries, but there was asurprising
amount that they could do during the day if they used Wesley’ s methods for keeping out of sight of humans. Wesley
had said they werereally all Angel’s methods— from Angel’ s knowledge of L.A.’ stunnels and of safe routesinto useful
and interesting places - but Wesley must have remembered pretty much everything that Angel had ever told him about
how to make good use of L.A. when you couldn’'t get caught in the sun.

Matt and the two Chachaspe demons hit their limit at about four in the morning and went back to Matt’s placeto sleep,

leaving Gunn on his own with three (or could be five) fearsome-looking demons. They voted to leave the cemetery for
another weekend, and instead decide over noodles what to do with therest of the night. Gunn was the only human in the
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noodle bar; the demons, mostly Hulls, showed very little surprise, but Grouw warned him not to visit the bar on his
own, or not just yet.

“Likel said, | used to work here. If there’s someone on shift who remembers seeing you here with me, you'll befine.
Took three, four visits before | knew there' d be someone who recognised Matt. And he' d never try it, anyway, but
you'’re different.”

“How long d you work here?’

“ Couple of years. Evening deliveries for acouple of years before that. | 1eft about ayear ago when | got the job in the
garage. I'd had enough of working shifts.”

Gunn nodded, then asked Y an and her boyfriend Chaudoy if they worked shifts. They did, but the schedules were very
regular and the entire dimension was geared to the shift system; you didn’t get that sense of being cut off, forced against
the flow of normd life.

“ Are you on the same shift?”

“No. We could ask for atransfer. But we ve both been in our current shifts for several years, and we' ve got other
friends and lovers fitted around them.” 'Y an suddenly grinned wide enough that Gunn could see all three rows of teeth.
“It' savery delicate ecosystem.”

Gunn smiled. “ Y ou’ ve got more than two shifts, right? Or you’ d never have got to meet.”

“ Three. We knew each other by sight, from changeover. Likethis.” She gestured at herself and Chaudoy. “ But we
didn’t meet each other’s Sas Vanna until recently. There was an escape -”

“ Attempted escape.” Still asore subject, from the way Chaudoy had muttered the words to his bowl of noodles. Or
maybe it was a joke between them.

“And al shifts from our sector were put on the capture. So that’ s how we saw each other working.”
“You liked each other’s style?” Could have been him and Wesley.

Grouw laughed. “ Mostly they liked each other’s Sas Vanna. They' d' ve been combined at shift-change. For the
briefing.”

“ Oh. So you work separated?”

Chaudoy looked more surprised than Yan. “ Y ou haven’'t met many duas?” He pronounced it “ jewe” , too. Gunn shook
his head. “ We only combine at work when we need to pool information or reach ajoint decision.”

“ What about away from work?”
Thetwo duaslooked at each other, then Yan said, “ It depends what we're doing.”
“Do you - Do your SasVannaand your Hull have separate dates?” Gunn winced. “ Sorry. None of my business.”

“Not what Grouw says.” Then she flashed another grin, and then shrugged. “ My Sas Vanna, my Hull and | have
different tastes. Can't remember the last time even two of us agreed on someone.”

Now Gunn wanted to ask about the two of them coming on this weekend. Y an had been born here - in Florida - so she'd
have to stay combined all weekend. And sounded like Chaudoy wouldn't ook at her twice when she was combined;

and her combined form didn’t want any part of him. Guess she really wanted to see Grouw, Chaudoy really wanted to
see L.A. Imagine: aweekend away with Wesley, and Wesley not wanting him, not at all. Gunn shivered and changed
the subject, made another suggestion for what they could do next.

They decided, in many slow stages, to go to the Hollywood sign - take in the view for awhile, maybe stay and see the
sunrise. Soon after they' d decided Y an said to Grouw, “ Where' s the nearest place | can get cigarettes? Isit still that
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little store on Sunset?’ Grouw nodded and Y an made to stand up, but Chaudoy - who was nearer the door - put his hand
on her arm.

“I" Il go, if it sjust acouple of blocks. Just tell mewhere.” Grouw gave directions, and then the demon across the table
from Gunn was afull Sas Vanna, just like the picturesin Wesley' s books, and there was another type of demon, taller,
thinner, and al scarlet and scaly, walking away from Gunn towards the door. Gunn hadn’t seen them split apart, and he
had been looking straight at Chaudoy at the time. Felt amost like there' d been no split, more a straight switch, one
demon taken off, and the two put in. All three were wearing completely different clothes.

Of course he was staring. The Sas Vannalaughed at him, Grouw smirked, and Y an shook her head. “ Y ou’ d think he
was going for arecord. Like there was a prize. Anyone lets dip that they’ ve never seen adua before, thenit’sjust a
meatter of time.”

Gunn managed to stop gawping. “ Don't blame you. Good trick.” What the hell did it fedl like, doing that? “ D’ you have
different names? Or are you al ‘ Chaudoy' 7’

“ Depends who’ s doing the calling.”

They paid the bill and left as soon as the scarlet demon came back. Gunn didn’t see the two combine again. He was
talking routes with Grouw while the others were getting into the back seat, and that must have been when it happened.

Y an had needed cigarettes so she could sit and smoke while the sun came up, and it was a good sunrise, definitely the
right thing for them to do. They barely spoke as they waited, not like they’ d had enough of each other, but like they all
had enough thoughts that they were happy to sit and be quiet for the last half hour of the night. Gunn thought about
vampires. About visions. Things down in those streets that most people wouldn't believe. And watching over the streets
something even stranger. Impossible to guess at the choices, the reasons, the limits behind the visions. Pointless trying.
People were dive down there who would have been dead. See that, know that, and you’ ve got al you need.

Matt had left the door unlocked. They were all fast aslegp: Matt sprawled on the couch, and the brothers curled around
one another underneath the table. Y eah, afew hours of that would be good before they set out for the daylight parts of
thetour. The duals took the main bedroom, Gunn won the coin-toss and took the single bed, and Grouw dept on the
floor behind the couch.

Gunn wastired, but found himself lying awake thinking about Wes ey. Mostly. Thinking some about his crew. If
Wesley had come a ong, what would be different? Maybe nothing about the tour, maybe they’ d’ ve had the same vote
about noodles and the sign. But what would be different right now? Probably, he and Grouw would have given Wesley
the bed, wouldn’'t need even to talk it over, because Wesley obviously needed privacy more than them, being the ol dest,
and so English, and with hisinjury. And Gunn would have told Grouw that he' d sleep on the floor inthe single
bedroom. He probably would have slept on the floor, too. The bed was too small for both of them. But large enough for
them to hold each other for awhile. To kiss. To talk about how much their lives had changed, how happy they were that
their lives had changed.

And that lead to thinking about his crew, how he was here because he' d | eft his crew. He wondered what his crew had
imagined would happen to him when he left. Wesley so uptight, so out of place, hisonly friends would have to be other
uptight white guys, like Angel, or even weirder. And Gunn the token black, nothing at al to say to haf of Wedley's
friends. God, how bored would he be, how much would he be longing for the next time he’ d get sent out to kill a
demon? Gunn would probably have to let his crew go onimagining just that, since he could never tell them the truth
about even the dullest five minutes of hisnew life. He wasin ahouse full of demons, two next door who could kill him
in asecond, take half hisarm off with one bite. But he would sleep as sound as Matt was sleeping downstairs on the
couch. He'd met Wesley, and everything in hislife had changed.
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