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Chapter One
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"SPIKEY, ANYTHING NEW on the social front?" Buck called, walking over to the table to look at the computer.

"Nah," Spike smiled. "Just another email from Fangirl38. She was at our concert in Kansas City. She said that it was our best show yet."

"Cool," Buck said. "It's good that we're building a group of loyal fans. You've done an awesome job building contacts and networking our fan base."

"Thanks," Spike smiled, going back over the email. Never in years did she think that she would be sitting inside a tour bus with her band, reading fan mail. Over the last couple of years, the group had really made a name for themselves, and today, Jems and Jamz was known all over the country. Spike looked over at her girlfriend, who was in a deep conversation with Olive. Jemma had been a great motivator in her work, and if it wasn't for her and the blessings above, she would still be sitting in her parents’ house, waiting for her next shift at the pizzeria. 

Jemma's eye caught hers, and the other woman walked over, a smile on her face. "What are you up to, baby?" Jemma asked, peering over her shoulder. 

"I was reading Fangirl38's latest email," Spike smiled, readying herself to share the feedback with Jemma, but Jemma's smile turned into a frown right away. 

"That's all you do is talk to that woman," Jemma said, walking away. "You're always on that computer."

"Am not," Spike protested, closing her programs down and flipping the laptop screen closed. "Jemma," she called, chasing after her, but Jemma had already gone into the back of the vehicle and into the bedroom area. 

Spike followed her girlfriend, a little irritated with her behavior. She had been assigned to keep track of the social media front until they could find another public relations assistant. The last assistant that they had decided to use their social media for his own gain, chatting with fans and meeting up with them on an occasion, and the group had decided that they wouldn't hire a new assistant until they did an extensive interview and background check on the candidates. Ralph had promised to help them with this effort as he wanted the group's namesake spared just as much as they did, but with their extensive touring schedules and PR gigs, it had been put on the back burner. 

"Jemma," Spike said, walking into their bedroom and pulling the curtain. "What's going on with you lately? You're always getting on me for doing my job. I was assigned to do this. It's not like I'm having fun. I'm just trying to keep up with our emails and messages until we can hire someone else to do it."

"Yeah, but you are always doing that, and sometimes, I think that you are so consumed that you forget about me," Jemma replied, curling into the blankets on the bed. 

"I could never forget about you, love," Spike said, sitting down next to her. "I'm just trying to make sure that we are doing what we need to do to further our careers and set a good foundation for our future. If you eventually want to have all of those kids that you say that you do, we have to thrive right now, because once we decide to settle down, our sole focus will be on our family. We won't have time to make up the finances." 

"You know that isn't the only reason that you spend so much time on there," Jemma responded. "I think that you like the attention. It makes me think that I'm not giving you enough attention to keep you happy."

Spike laughed. "I'm happy," she said. "I'm more than happy. If I wasn't, then I wouldn't be here."

"Then, why do you get so excited when you read the fan mail?" Jemma inquired. "Especially the emails from Fangirl38." 

"Why wouldn't I be excited?" Spike asked. "I love the fact that there are so many people out there that enjoy our music and our journey. I feel like our fans share our successes and our defeats, and if it weren't for them, we wouldn't be here, able to do what we love every night. They're just people, Jemma."

"I know," Jemma sighed, looking down at her lap. "Sometimes, I just feel like we have lost some of the romance in our relationship. I want to reignite that. I want that passion back."

"Oh, if you want passion, I can help you with that," Spike grinned, lowering Jemma onto the bed. She kissed Jemma lightly on the lips, looking into her dark brown eyes. "I love you, Jemma Rodriguez."

"I love you too, Spike Bianchi," Jemma smiled.

Spike lowered her lips for another kiss, dancing her lips over Jemma's. In response, Jemma wrapped her arm around Spike, caressing the back of her head and pulled her closer to her. The two melted together, slowly unclothing until both of their bodies were touching skin-to-skin, and as Spike made her way down the familiar curves of Jemma's body, she wondered how her girlfriend could even think that they didn't have the electric connection that she was feeling now.
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Chapter Two
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JEMMA RUSHED OUT OF the back door of the concert venue, careful to stay by security as she did. The fans outside were screaming and attempting to claw their way through the barriers, and their enthusiasm was a little unsettling. Jemma enjoyed playing in Jems and Jamz, but she had never thought that there would be so many threats to her security when she joined the band. The truth was, she never knew the band would be as big as it was today, and she never expected her name to be plastered all over the Internet and in magazines. Every day, businesses were calling Ralph, wanting the band to sponsor their products. The band's name was a brand at this point, but with the increasing popularity and interest in Jems and Jamz came unsolicited threats, crazy fans, and even unfound gossip on their lives. 

Her new life hadn't quite settled with her at this point. She was used to her life in Texas and her day-to-day routine of getting coffee, hanging out, and going to work or class. Even after nine years of touring and public relations gigs, Jemma still hadn't gotten used to it. Spike, on the other hand, seemed to fit into the life quite well. The other woman loved the fans and spent hours on the computer, responding to emails and messages from those that followed the band. Jemma wanted to understand her girlfriend's obsession with their publicity and why she was more interested in talking to fans online than in spending time with her. This conflict in their relationship had been going on for a while, and though Spike insisted that there were no issues between them, Jemma could feel the emotional separation between her and Spike slowly drift further apart. 

Jemma ducked into the tour bus and took a seat at the dining room table. She watched as Olive and Buck bustled by, and Spike sat down next to her, taking out her phone. "How did you think the concert went?" Jemma asked, trying to call her girlfriend's attention away from her phone.

"Good," Spike grinned, not looking up. "Fangirl38 just posted a video of it online. We already have 3,000 views."

"Well, I'm glad Fangirl38 makes you so happy," Jemma replied, rolling her eyes. 

"Yeah, she's a good fan," Spike said, still looking at her phone. "And she saves us on advertisement."

"I'll bet she does," Jemma said, getting up. She needed to get away from the other woman before she said something that would cause a fight. Spike obviously didn't understand that she was irritated, and the other woman didn't seem to take their conversation about spending more time together serious. Jemma needed to figure out what to do before it was too late. 

"Hey, Jem," Olive said as she neared the back of the bus. "What's wrong? You look pissed."

"Long story," Jemma fumed, continuing to walk. 

Olive followed her into her bedroom and sat down on the bed, patting the spot next to her insistently for her to sit down. "Tell me about it," Olive replied. "I've noticed that there has been a little tension between you and Spike." 

“Well, I’m glad somebody noticed,” Jemma said, sitting down. “Because Spike obviously doesn’t have a clue.”

"Spike is Spike," Olive laughed. 

"That's the problem," Jemma said. "Spike is Spike. She is so caught up in this lifestyle that she forgets about the little things like going out on dates or having uninterrupted conversations."

"She is just having fun," Olive commented. 

"Well, she isn't having any fun with me," Jemma said. "Lately, the only thing that she has been doing is answering fan mail."

"Someone does have to do that," Olive replied. "And she does a good job at making sure that our fans aren't forgotten about. They are the ones that make it so that we can live this way."

"I know," Jemma said, looking down. "I just wish that she would spend less time talking to Fangirl38 and more time with me."

"So, that's what it's about," Olive smiled. "You are jealous of Fangirl38."

"A little," Jemma said. 

"Well, you can't put all of the fans in the same boat if you are just mad at that one person," Olive stated. 

"I know," Jemma said. "I guess that I just don't know how to talk to her about it. She talks to that woman every day, and she is obsessed with our band. It's a little creepy if you ask me."

"Maybe, she just loves our music," Olive said. "There's no harm in that, and if you are really concerned about what Spike is saying to her, then why don't you just get on the computer and look? I'm sure that it's harmless. Spike just likes the attention."

"Don't you think that doing that would be a violation of Spike's privacy?" Jemma inquired, thinking about the suggestion. "I don't want Spike to think that I don't trust her."

"It's not her that you don't trust," Olive responded. "It's Fangirl38, and there's no point in having a bad taste in your mouth regarding fans because of one person's actions."

"Maybe," Jemma said, thinking. She was never one to go as far as looking on Spike's phone or computer, but there was a part of her that wanted to know why her girlfriend was so obsessed with the other woman. 

"Come on," Olive said, gesturing for her to get up. "Let's get dressed, and we can go out for a couple of hours. I'll call security for an escort. It sounds like you need a little time to relax."

Jemma nodded, looking over at her friend. "Maybe, I just need to blow off some steam," she said, looking through her clothes. "I definitely can't stay in the mood that I am in." 

***
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JEMMA WALKED BACK INTO the tour bus, feeling more relaxed than she had in the past few days. Knowing that she didn't like big clubs or venues, Olive had taken her to a small martini lounge, and the two had sat there for hours, talking and sipping on drinks. Somewhat refreshed, Jemma strode into the dining room area, noticing a note on the refrigerator from Buck and Spike, explaining that they had as well decided to go out. Jemma sighed a sigh of relief as she stood in the empty tour bus, knowing that it was one of the few times that she would get a break from the constant noise and chaos that came from their busy lifestyle. Olive had left after escorting her back to the tour bus after a mystery phone call occurred requesting her presence, and with the other two out of sight and mind, Jemma was able to kick back and watch television. 

It had been a while since she had time to herself, and Jemma was enjoying every minute of it. She had led such a crazy life over the last few years, that time had melded together, and it was rare that she had a moment to just kick back and think without someone else imposing on her time. Jemma flipped through the channels, finally finding a quiet cooking show and lay back in her seat. She still had thoughts about what Olive had said before regarding checking Spike's computer, and though part of her wanted to trust the other woman's intentions, another part of her worried that Spike might be involved in something a lot heavier than just a dedicated fan. 

After sitting still for a couple of minutes, Jemma let her curiosity get the best of her. She strode out of the living area and into her bedroom, looking for Spike's computer. Maybe, she would find out that Fangirl38 was just a normal person. Maybe, it would ease her thoughts about Spike's intentions. She wasn't sure, but what she did know was that the constant worrying and stress about Spike's involvement with the woman was starting to take a toll on her. Jemma spotted the computer in the corner and picked it up, sitting down on the bed. She turned it on, typing in the password that her girlfriend had so freely given her, and opened up the mail folder. Fangirl38's name was right on top, and the dark, bold letters let her know that there was a new message waiting for her. Jemma hesitated, wondering if she should open it, but she decided that she had already gone this far, so she might as well see what the other woman had to say. 

Jemma clicked on the new mail and opened it up, not sure what to expect, only to find a single sentence displayed across the screen. 

Why can't we meet up?

Fangirl38XOXO

Jemma was furious. She knew that the other woman had to have some sort of obsession with Spike, and she was frustrated that she had even considered giving her the benefit of the doubt. Jemma clicked out of the email and went through the sent folder, looking at all of the messages that the woman had sent her girlfriend. Most of the messages regarded clips of the band's concerts or comments about their shows, but there were a few where the other woman had tried to talk to Spike about getting together for coffee and such. Jemma was relieved that the responses that she found from Spike didn't encourage the other woman's behavior. In fact, her girlfriend had basically politely turned down every one of Fangirl38's requests to meet up or get to know each other better, but her anger for the indignant fan didn't reside. She couldn't believe that there was someone out there, trying to steal her girlfriend, and the fact that the woman followed them around to every show didn't ease her at all. 

Jemma went back to the new message that was sitting on her screen, taunting her and typed in a few choice words of her own. 

Hello Fangirl38,

This is Spike's girlfriend. Please refrain from attempting to pick her up. We are very happy, and from now on, I will be answering the fan mail. 

JemmaXOXO

Jemma knew that letting the fan know that she was dating Spike was risky. Only the band and a few close friends knew that they were an item. They had been trying to keep their relationship on the lowdown to avoid the press for some time, but she didn’t see any harm in putting this one woman in her place. What was she supposed to do? Sit back and wait for the fan to pursue Spike? Jemma smiled as she looked at the screen. She was tired of the stress that this unknown woman had put on her, and she was happy that it would finally be over. She closed the laptop and lay back in the bed. She knew that she would have to talk to Spike when she got back, but she was going to make sure that she took over the public relations job if it was the last thing that she did. 
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Chapter Three
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BY THE TIME THAT SPIKE got back to the tour bus with Buck, it was very late. The silence of the night told her that most people were in bed, awaiting the next day, and she could feel the fatigue setting in her own body. Spike was quiet as she neared the door to the mobile housing vehicle, gripping her hand slightly on the door handle to open it, but as she started to swing the door open, a small letter fell out and onto the ground. Spike picked it up, unable to make out the wording on the front of the envelope in the moonlight and turned to look at Buck.

"Did you leave this here?" she asked the other woman. She wasn't used to letters being delivered to their tour bus as they had tried to park in areas that were sparsely populated, and a nervous feeling crept in her stomach as she saw Buck shake her head. "Hm," Spike said, preceding into the tour bus. She waited for Buck to enter and then quickly locked the door behind them. 

"What is it?" Buck asked when they were in the dining area. 

Spike looked down at the envelope and noticed Jemma's name plastered on the front. "I guess it's for Jemma," Spike replied, confused. "I don't know who could have left it here."

"Yeah, that is a little weird," Buck replied. "Usually no one really knows where we park except for Ralph when he is in town and security. 

"Yeah," Spike said, still looking at the envelope. "I think that I am going to talk to Jemma," Spike said, looking up at Buck. "Maybe, she will be able to tell me what this is."

"Alright, then," Buck replied, yawning. "Goodnight."

"Goodnight," Spike said, walking to the back of the vehicle and towards her room. To her surprise, when she pulled back the curtain, she found Jemma sitting up in bed, staring at the wall. 

"What's wrong?" Spike asked, sitting down next to her. 

"I have to tell you something," Jemma said, looking guilty. 

"What's up?" Spike inquired with furrowed eyebrows. She knew that hearing those words never meant anything good, and a thousand thoughts as to what Jemma was going to tell her swarmed through her head. 

"I read your messages on the computer," Jemma replied, looking at her. 

"From the fans," Spike asked, a bit of tension easing in her stomach. 

"Yeah," Jemma said. "And I saw the messages from Fangirl38."

"Okay," Spike said, mulling over her words. "I'm a little upset that you didn't trust me, but I can't say that if I was in your shoes that I wouldn't have done the same thing. What did you think about the messages that you read?"

"I think that the woman is nuts," Jemma replied. "She's trying to get with you, Spike."

"Are you sure?" Spike inquired, thinking back on the messages that she had received from the dedicated fan. "I know that she wanted to meet up, and that threw me off a little, but besides that, she usually just wants to know about the band."

"Don't you think it's a little weird that she wants to meet up?" Jemma inquired. 

"I did at first," Spike said, honestly. "But then I just figured that she wanted to meet me in person and talk about how I ended up in Jems and Jamz. She kept saying that she wanted to get to know me better. Usually, people just want to know how we ended up where we are."

"I think that it's a little more than that," Jemma said, looking at her closely. 

"You think?" Spike asked, wondering how she could have missed that clue. 

"Yeah, I do," Jemma replied. "If you don't mind, I would like to take over the public relations position regarding answering fans. I think that, that woman is trying to get to close to you, and I have a bad feeling about it." 

"Alright," Spike said nonchalantly. "Are you sure that you aren't just getting jealous?"

"Yes, I'm sure," Jemma said, her face turning red. "Do you have a problem with me taking that over?" 

"Not at all," Spike replied. 

"Good," Jemma said. "Now that we are off that subject, what is that letter in your hand?" 

"I was just about to ask you the same thing," Spike said, waving it in the air. "It's addressed to you."

"To me?" Jemma asked, taking it from her hand. "How on Earth would anyone know where we parked?"

"I was asking Buck the same thing only seconds ago," Spike admitted. "Are you going to open it?"

"Yeah," Jemma said, tearing the envelope. "I'm just as curious as you."

Spike watched as Jemma pulled a piece of paper out of the envelope and read it to herself. "What is it?" she asked, looking at the unnerving expression that covered her girlfriend's face. 

"It's from Fangirl38," Jemma said. "It says that she won't be emailing you anymore."

"Well, I guess that our problems are solved then," Spike said, relaxing. 

"Not really," Jemma replied. "How did she know where we were parked? She had to have come here to deliver the letter. 

"Did you or Olive hear anyone knock at the door when you came back?" Spike inquired, now thinking about this new revelation. 

"Olive wasn't here," Jemma said. "She took a phone call and left. It was just me, and no, I didn't hear anyone." 

"That's a little creepy," Spike replied. 

"Did you guys see anyone's car or anything when you and Buck were dropped off by security?" Jemma inquired. 

"No," Spike confirmed. "In fact, I was outside, trying to read the front of the envelope and had to come in to make out what it said." 

"Well, then it seems like we have a stalker on our hands," Jemma said. 

"It is kind of weird," Spike replied. "But I would have never taken Fangirl38 to be a stalker."

"People can surprise you sometimes," Jemma said, looking around her. "Hopefully, she just does what she says that she will and stays away."
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JEMMA WALKED INTO THE kitchen and started to boil water on the stove in order to make a cup of tea before the band's big photo shoot. They had been asked to sponsor a skateboarding company, acting as the centerfold in a magazine campaign. Jemma had already been through this kind of a thing many times, and she knew that it never took any less than a couple of hours to get the right picture. She also knew that she probably wouldn't have anything to eat in that time period, so she was bound and determined to get a little breakfast before leaving. 

"Hi," Olive said, walking through the front door of the tour bus.

"Hey," Jemma replied, wondering where the other woman had been. "Have you been gone all night? I thought that you were still in bed with Buck."

"No, I've been out," Olive told her nonchalantly. 

By her behavior, Jemma knew that Olive didn't want to talk about where she had been or why, but after the creepy letter incident the night before, Jemma felt a little inclined to know more. "Where did you go?" she asked, wondering if Olive would tell her. Lately, Olive had been secretively going places, and Jemma had more than wondered what she was doing, especially since she usually wasn't with Buck. 

"I went to hang out with a couple of friends that I knew in Nashville," Olive told her, opening the refrigerator to take out a water. "It got late, and I fell asleep."

"I see," Jemma said, though she didn't quite believe the other woman. They had roomed in college, and though Olive had increased her circle of friends, it didn't seem likely that she knew someone in a random city that they had been pegged to play in. 

"Anyway, how was your night?" Olive asked, looking over at her. "Did you get to kick back and relax?"

"Actually, I followed your advice," Jemma said, blushing. 

"What advice?" Olive inquired, clearly not following. 

"Remember when you told me that if I was worried about Spike, I should check her phone and computer?" Jemma continued. 

"Yeah," Olive smiled. "You went through with it? Did you find anything out?" 

"Yes," Jemma said. "Fangirl38 is a stalker. She asked Spike several times to meet up and tried to talk to my girlfriend about personal things, and every time, my girlfriend stood her ground and said 'no'. 

"How do you figure that she's a stalker?" Olive inquired. "Maybe, she just wants to jump your girl's bones." 

"Well, actually, she had emailed Spike while I was looking on the computer, so I decided that I should email her back," Jemma smiled. "I sent her a note, telling her to leave Spike alone, and I told her that I was taking over the public relations gig."

"Does Spike know about this?" Olive inquired, clearly surprised. 

"She does," Jemma stated. "In fact, I told her as soon as she got home, and she understood my frustration, but that's not even the biggest part of this story."

"Continue," Olive said. 

"Well, apparently, when Spike and Buck had gotten home last night, there was a letter waiting for them at the door of the tour bus," Jemma said. "Spike brought it in, and it had my name on it. It was from Fangirl38."

"How did she find the tour bus?" Olive asked, clearly disturbed. "We have a security car patrol the area like every hour." 

"Well, I don't know," Jemma said. "That's what Spike and I were talking about. Because besides us and security and maybe, Ralph, no one should know where we are, and it is clear that the woman just walked up and tucked the letter in the door, which means that she either followed us or has been here before." 

"That's way creepy," Olive replied. "What did the letter say?"

"It simply stated that she wouldn't be emailing Spike anymore," Jemma said. "So, I don't know if she will really be a problem, but it kind of creeped me out that she came all of the way to the tour bus to leave the message."

Olive looked at her with a knowing look. "If she's that obsessed with Spike, then she will be back. She said that she wasn't going to 'email' her anymore. That leaves a lot of means of communication open."

"I guess that I didn't think about it that way," Jemma replied, mulling over her words. "I guess that she did carefully word her letter. You don't think that she will try to meet Spike face-to-face, do you?"

"Who knows," Olive told her. "She went as far as to leave the letter on our tour bus. Who knows how far she will go after that?" 
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"I THINK THAT WE HAVE the shot," the photographer said, waving the group over to look at her computer.

"Good, because I'm starving," Spike said, following the group over to look at the final product.

"I told you that you should have eaten before we left," Jemma said, nudging her playfully. 

"I know," Spike grinned. "I guess that I'm a little hard-headed."

They had been at the photo shoot since that morning, trying to get the perfect centerfold picture for Toplan skateboard, and during the whole experience, Spike could feel herself get hungrier and hungrier. She didn't mind doing gigs like this. It was good for the companies that they sponsored and great for their press, but she didn't like the fact that it usually took a whole day to accomplish a task as simple as taking a photo. 

"It looks great," Mark Chopin, the owner of the company replied, grinning from ear to ear. "Thank you, guys, for doing this. After the economic crisis that we went through last year, we didn't think that we would make it, but after looking at this photo, I'm thinking that our sales will skyrocket."

"We're glad to help you out," Buck replied, shaking Mark's hand. "We had our manager research the charity work that you have done, and after finding out about all of the after-school programs that your company contributes to, we thought that Toplan would be a great brand to sponsor." 

"Well, I'm glad that you decided to help us out," Mark said. "We had offered the opportunity to Two Hearts in the past, and they declined, stating that our pay rate was too low. I had tried to explain that the percentage that we were giving for this shoot was more than we really could afford, but the band still wanted more money." 

"Then, who needs them?" Spike laughed. "We're here, and from what I see, your ad is going to look awesome."

"That's right," Mark smiled. "Thank you, guys, again."

"No problem," Buck said. "Call us if you need anything else."

"Will do," Mark replied. 

The group cordially parted ways with the business owner, heading out of the door and to their security vehicle. They had to get back to the tour bus and get on the road so that they could make it to their next show. Ralph had booked them on a rigid schedule, leaving almost no time to rest and relax, and Spike was ready to get back to their mobile home so that she could eat and take a nap. Spike walked through the doors, heading to the vehicle that their security escort was sitting in and plopped into the backseat. Just as she started to get comfortable, her phone began to ring, and she worked it out of her tight pockets. 

"Hello," Spike said, listening on the other end for a response. 

"Hello, Spikey," her mother's voice said cheerfully. "How have you been doing? When are you going to have a break so that you can come home and visit?"

"I've been doing well," Spike said, happy to hear her mother's voice. "We're still on tour, so it might be a while until I make it back that way. How are you and dad?"

"We're doing good," her mother replied. "Same old, same old."

"Good," Spike replied, moving over so that the others could get into the vehicle.

"Well, I will get to the point," her mother replied. "I got a call from Mia the other day, and she said that you never gave her your new number. Dale and her wanted you to come and see the new baby and Gavin. He's almost nine-years-old. Can you believe that? I remember when you first told me that Dale was having a baby. I wasn't sure that he would be able to handle the responsibility, but he's such a good father."

"Yes, he is," Spike said, reflecting. Only years ago, she had gone with Dale and two of their friends to Texas to meet Mia for the first time, and she couldn't believe how much their lives had changed after that trip.

"Anyway, she had asked for your new number, but I told her that I wasn't quite comfortable giving out your number without your permission, so would you give them a call?" 

"That's weird," Spike replied. "I thought that I had given them the new number after that spoofing incident, but maybe, I forgot."

"Maybe," her mother said. "But if you would just give them a call and give it to them then so that I'm not giving out your personal information, it would really help."

"Sure thing, ma," Spike replied. 

"Okay, then, now that we have that solved, I think that I'm going to go out for lunch," her mother informed her. "Now, you have a nice day, and give the others hugs for me."

"I will," Spike smiled, hanging up. It had taken years, but her mother had slowly softened up, welcoming the other members into her family. She even had a good relationship with Jemma at this point, something that Spike wasn't sure would ever happen. 

"Was that your mom?" Jemma smiled beside her. 

"Yeah, I guess that I forgot to give Dale and Mia my new number," Spike explained.

"Odd," Jemma replied. "I thought that you did that right after getting the new phone. Gavin is your Godson after all."

"I thought that I did too," Spike responded. "But I guess that Mia called today, trying to get it. She wanted to arrange a time for us to visit, and she told my mom that she didn't have my new number."
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