
Pairing: Spander 
Warnings: Overuse of the word "luck" 
Rating PG-13 
Summary: Spike loses his memory, become the adorable little 
childe we’re sure he was, or should have been, and Xander steps 
in to help. He’s selfless that way. 
Notes: I wanted Sire!Xander, but I read everything out there 
with him being Mr. Big Bad Awesome Mc. Hot-Face Sire-But-
Not-Really, so this is me writing it in a last ditch effort for said 
kink. Amnesiac Adorable! Spike, because I can and I wanted it. 
BETA’d by none other than the one, the only the utterly awe 
worthy: nanfreak  

Kind of Luck 

 

by  
Skellerbvvt  

 
 
 

Part One 

 
Spike had the worst sort of luck. 
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You already knew that. 
 
His was the kind of luck that keeps you alive to kick 
around for it’s own ends. The kind that makes you fall in 
love with a self-absorbed bitch that hates your poetry, 
and then turns you vampire by a crazy vampiress, who 
you also fall in love with, who then ends up with an 
antlered slime ball.  
 
Oh, but there was more. 
 
After the love of your...well...everything...leaves, the 
goddamn army capture you and put a chip in your head 
so you have to go lick the Slayer’s boots, and you know 
what? You do it. You go on and lick. You've survived too 
long to just up and die. 
 
Here's the kicker though: the kind of luck that makes it 
so, you’re walking home-to a crypt-with a bottle of cheap 
gin you stole and a new carton of cigarettes, you get hit 
by lightning. 
 
Lightning. 
 
It hadn’t even been raining. Just lalala, clear night, 
beautiful stars, BOOM...ZAP! Lightning. Spike only had 



long enough for a "What the-" before he was 
unconscious. Spike's luck was often the kind that didn't 
let him finish his sentences. Luck doesn't like 
dialogue...apparently. 
 
So, while Spike lay upon the ground, smoking slightly, we 
must also turn to the luck that meant he was still not 
dust. 
 
That kind of luck made it so, despite that fact your 
vampire clan is made of a nutter, a whore, a bat-face and 
a sadistic bastard, you survive. The kind that makes it so 
you and the Slayer are neck and neck, and when you’re 
chipped, she doesn’t stake you on principle. It’s the kind 
of luck that you don’t just catch on fire and meet your 
dusty-end. Even though you were hit by lightning out of 
bloody nowhere, one of the Scoobies nearly trips over 
you and your broken bottle of stolen cheap gin. 
 
Xander is in a pretty charitable mood and is willing to, 
after staring at Spike's roasted undead ass, because it 
deserved the occasional stare, pick him up and drop him 
on the couch of his apartment. Spike has already been 
there twice to slum around and although Xander trusts 
Spike as far as he can throw him, Spike does buy him 
drinks and give him tips on how to pick up chicks when 



he’s in a rare good mood.  
 
Then again, the first sort of fortune is the sort that needs 
to get one final bitchslap in. 
 
The final volley shot makes him wake up in a haze and 
not know who, what, why, how or where he is. Bitchy, 
bitchy, no good lying whore of luck, who steals your 
wallet and leaves you handcuffed to the bed, then calls 
your mother so she can see the scene, have a heart 
attack, survive it and then nag you out the rest of your 
life.  
 
He’s like a duckling (only a vicious, vampire duckling, grr 
argh) and he’s just cracked out his little egg and the 
world is big and smells vaguely of soggy onions. His first 
goal is to find his vicious vampire mama duck. He had 
hoped for better out of the world, he thinks soggy onions 
are always a letdown. Also, mama duck is supposed to be 
there, he isn't sure why he's thinking of ducks, but he'll 
go with it. 
 
He woke up clawing at the air, but there’s not the dirt he 
thought there’d be, none of the wood his nails thought 
they’d encounter, just a blanket and a couch and a 
feeling of wrong. So, with the exception of the "wrong" 
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feeling, things are better than they could be. Blankets are 
better than coffins, and despite the onions, ducks and 
the "wrong" feeling, he thinks his life has started out 
rather auspiciously. He wants something to take a victory 
sip out of, but the world doesn't decide to help him out 
on this.  
 
Xander wakes up, feeling entirely unlike a mother duck, 
which he would consider a good thing, had it been on his 
daily list of things to do: 
Step 1: Wake up 
Step 2: Don't Feel Like A Mother Duck 
Step 3: Get coffee. 
 
He rubs his eyes and goes to check if Spike has stolen the 
toaster. If he didn’t he intends to make some toaster 
pastries and pop one of the packets of blood Spike leaves 
everywhere, in case he gets hungry, into the microwave. 
It’s sort of like having a girlfriend leave tampons at your 
house, only much more gross.  
 
Why must everything involve blood? Though he isn't sure 
he'd be happier if vampires sucked mucus. It'd be much 
more awkward seeing some creature sucking on 
someone's nose. Then again, they wouldn't have to kill 
them. They'd cure a lot of colds. 



 
For a brief, horrible second Xander wonders if vampires 
are attracted to girls on the rag. He very quickly shuts off 
his brain and listens to the annoying Crazy Frog song 
that's been stuck in his cranium for weeks. Bang bang. Do 
Do, bang, bang. Much better. 
 
“Oh hey, you left the coffee maker too.” He notes and 
then looks at the couch. Spike is sleep-mussed. Okay. 
Spike was never sleep-mussed, he didn’t move when he 
was asleep, so he woke up just as suave and collected as 
he ever did. Ergo, no mussing. Right now his hair was 
sticking up and he had the befuddled look that comes 
with waking up someplace you’re fairly sure you didn’t 
collapse at. Xander had that feeling far too many times, 
though it was less "fall asleep" and more "knocked out 
and kidnapped again." Which left him less adorable and 
more terrified.  
 
Xander was mostly glad he didn't wake up adorable, as 
that would increase the number of times he got 
kidnapped.  
 
“Sire?” Spike perked right up, one second confused kid 
waking up from nightmare, the next, a kid who has been 
given a rollercoaster for Christmas.  



 
“No, Xander. The only thing your ex and me have in 
common is hair color and a knack of making very little 
sense. Only my very little sense comes from a bad 
education and too much television. I'm not sure what 
crazy girl has on her side. Besides the craziness. Want 
some blood?” Xander wagged the bag.  
 
Spike cocked his head and Xander went into the kitchen 
again. Spike got up and followed silently. Xander put the 
bag of what…(ox blood?) into the microwave and 
wondered if one animal tasted like another. Maybe it’s 
like going on a vegetarian diet one where you are 
dreaming of steak while you’re shoving celery in your 
mouth. He handed the mug to Spike and the vamp 
looked into the mug like it was full of Deep, Confusing 
Questions. Then up at Xander as if he had the answers to 
the Deep, Confusing Questions. 
 
Xander, for the record, never had the answers to Deep, 
Confusing Questions. He just made them deeper and 
confusinger so that even less people had the answers. 
 
Xander sighed and figured Spike was on one hell of drug 
trip this time around. Spike was hilarious when he was 
high; he recited poetry to the table (usually 



complimenting it's legs) and was freakishly cuddly. The 
chip did not go off if he hurt Xander by cuddlage.  
 
Xander always thought that it was just plain sloppy on 
behalf of the Initiative. Sure Spike couldn’t bite him, but 
he could snuggle like an octopus when he’d had one too 
many giggle sticks. Maybe they thought vampires didn’t 
cuddle. 
 
This proved they knew nothing of vampires. Nothing.  
 
“Drink already, before it coagulates. Then it gets glunky 
and ew, and you better wash that out.” Xander put the 
toaster pastries in the toaster and held the lever down 
because the stupid thing was broken from too much 
slayer and vampire strength and not enough TLC. Xander 
tried to love it, but one day it just gave up on holding 
itself down and needed help. Xander could be that guy, 
the helping guy, as long as the toaster kept cooking 
delicious toaster pastries for his consumption. 
 
Spike sipped and then drank the whole mug in several 
quick gulps before licking the inside of the mug in a very 
not suave Spike move. 
 
“Man, if you’re hungry, I’ve got more.” 
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“Hungry.” Spike held out the mug and Xander made 
more blood while Xander stood at the toaster staring at 
the Big Bad acting not Bad or terribly Big. Spike was 
small, but usually he made that up with his Larger Than 
Life persona and overly sexual overtones. 
 
"The secret," Spike had confided once whilst extremely 
drunk, "Is ta just keeping telling yourself 'I'm the Queen 
of England' over and over." He had wavered in his seat 
and shook a finger at a slightly less drunk Xander. "Not 
out loud. That gets you in trouble. In yer head. 'I'm the 
Queen of Bloody England. Get out of my way, yankers." 
He gestured, mixing up "yank" and "wankers" in an 
entirely understandable manner. 
 
Right now he was making happy snuffing and slurping 
noises while Xander fed him all four bags of blood he 
had. Usually Spike drank about two over the course of a 
night and then looked thoughtfully at someone’s neck. 
 
“M’done.” Spike put down the mug and looked at him 
sleepily. “Sire.” 
 
“Man, what happened to you last night?” Xander bit into 
his delicious food, part of his balanced breakfast without 



the balanced part while Spike blinked slowly. When 
Xander sat on the couch, Spike followed and sat on the 
floor next to him, and that was a little too weird to 
ignore.  
 
“Spike?" Xander asked slowly, "Do you know who I am?” 
 
“Sire.” Spike said, which was the wrong answer.  
 
“Do you know who you are?” Xander tried. 
 
“…Spike…” he said and he didn’t sound all that sure of 
that and more just copying Xander. It was a perverse 
game of Simon Says, only Xander says and without the 
“Simon/Xander says do this.” Just the imperative 
commands that the teacher’s always use to mess you up. 
Those stupid, lying teachers. He would never trust them 
again. 
 
“Doesn’t your name sound right to you?” Xander asked.  
 
Spike shook his head. 
 
“What do you think your name is?” 
 
Spike shrugged and put his chin on Xander’s knee and 



that was just full of Wigginsness. He shuffled his knee, 
but Spike was having none of it. 
 
“Oh…kay…um, do you remember Angel?” 
 
“No, Sire.” 
 
“Do you remember…anything?” 
 
Spike shook his head and Xander felt the indentations of 
Spike’s chin on his knee and he got up quickly to grab the 
phone. “He’s your Sire. Well, actually this crazy 
vampiress named Drusilla’s your Sire, but she’s not 
exactly what I’d call nurturing or helpful. She called me 
kitten, which is full of the no. Said my face is like a poem, 
what is that supposed to mean?” 
 
“…help the hopeless?” The phone questioned. 
 
“Oh right, I was talking to Spike, only he’s not being very 
Spike-ish. I need to talk to Angel.” 
 
“Sure, give me a sec.” He pulled the phone back from his 
ear just in time for Cordelia to shriek for Angel to get to 
the phone. Yay for ex-boyfriend reflexes. 
 



“Yes? Is it about Buffy?” Angel asked immediately. Like 
Xander couldn’t just call without the world ending. Pfft. 
 
“Nah, It’s Spike.” 
 
“What about him?” Angel sounded disappointed.  
 
“He’s being…weird.” Xander looked down at Spike, 
wrapped around his leg like Venom from Spiderman. “He 
keeps calling me Sire.” 
 
Spike grinned and blinked at him lazily, then snuggled his 
thigh. His thigh. Xander shook his leg, but Spike was 
tenacious. 
 
“Oh.” Now Angel just sounded bored. 
 
"What do you mean oh? This is bigger than an oh, this is 
at least a ‘huh’ and an ‘oh dear.’” 
 
“What?” Angel grunted. 
 
“He’s snuggling me.” Xander added and he pulled back 
the phone when he heard a primal growl shake the weak 
plastic. So Spike being weird was worth an "oh" but a 
cuddly Spike would get him killed. Good to know. 



 
“Whoa, calm down there." Xander shifted around so he 
could lean against the wall. "I found him lying in the 
middle of the street and figure he’d drunk himself 
unconscious.” 
 
“He couldn't afford enough liquor to pass out in the 
street like that.” 
 
Spike looked proud of that. He puffed up his chest and 
sucked in his cheeks and Xander’s Pet-trained hand went 
to scratch over Spike’s scalp. It couldn’t help it, Spike 
reminded him of a cat and his hand had been trained by 
Willow-cats for years. It was a reflex. That was his story, 
and like glue on a binding, he was sticking to it. 
 
“Let me talk to him.” Angel sighed and Xander handed 
the phone to Spike, who looked it over and held it to his 
ear, copying Xander. 
 
“Yeah?” he eventually asked. 
 
As Xander got up to finish his breakfast, he heard a 
clatter as Spike hung up on Angel. He turned to see Spike 
staring at him. 
 



“Go back there and talk to Angel.” 
 
“Don’t wanna.” Spike crossed his arms and leaned 
against the wall. “He yer Sire?” 
 
“No..." 
 
“What’s he matter, then?” Spike prowled closer and 
sniffed Xander. “Memory’s kind of foggy here Sire, mind 
telling a boy where Daddy found him?” Spike grinned. 
"Or maybe Daddy wants to remind him in his own time? 
Nice and slow and all day long, eh?" 
 
“Um!” Xander scurried back. Only Spike could make 
submissive that predatory, because it shouldn't be. Ever. 
No. Xander is pretty sure this might just be a really not-
funny cosmic joke. He looked up at his ceiling. Really not 
funny. 
 
Spike sat up on the counter and kicked his heels. “Was a 
pretty boy wasn’t I? Don’t remember, think…” He 
reached up to touch his hair. “Had brown hair?” 
 
“Radioactive blonde.” Xander corrected. 
 
“Huh, you have brown. Might be thinking of you. 
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Remember you I do.” He grinned and kicked his heels 
again. “Bet you saw me at a hall. Dancing and such, was 
dancing I bet, with some pretty curly haired bint. Saw 
me, didn’t you? Decided you wanted me for your boy? 
Took me in an alley I think.” 
 
“I found you on the street.” Xander quickly stuffed a pop 
tart in his mouth and went to go take his shower. “I’m 
going to…um…you stay out here.” 
 
“Do what then Sire?” Spike rumbled and leaned against 
the wall. 
 
“Just…sit…watch some telly-er-televison! I’m starting to 
catch the British, I need a shower. Stay here, 
don’t…move.” 
 
Spike smirked and watched him as he disappeared into 
the bathroom. Xander shut the door and let out a sigh. 
 
Giles. Needed. Now.  

 
 
 



 
 

Part Two 

The journey to the Magic Box was in no way helped by 
the fact that Spike was as distracted as a kitten. Look a 
butterfly! Oooh a piece of grass! Ah! Sunbeams! Xander 
tried to keep him under a blanket in the back seat, but 
Spike kept trying to roast himself to dust by looking out 
the window. When Xander finally snapped at him to stay 
still, Spike curled up and didn't move. He was probably 
pouting. 
 
Xander had expected someone to try and stake Spike, or 
make fun of him, or start to get worried. A really 
perverse part of his head thought maybe Willow and 
Tara would oooh and aww over the frankly adorable 
vampire who hadn’t moved an inch during Xander’s 
shower. 
 
It was creepy.  
 
He didn’t expect them to start laughing. All of them just 
crumpled up over their respective books and magazines 
and laughed until they couldn’t breathe. Spike had 
frowned, rocked back on his heels and looked at Xander 



to check if it was time to rip all their bloody throats out. 
Which it wasn't. Mostly. 
 
He didn’t much like the blonde bint. She made him feel 
like maggots were having a little maggot orgy under his 
skin. Of course maggots were just baby flies, and a bunch 
of the same eggs to boots, weren’t they? Like 
pedophiliac incest almost. Was it pedophilia if it was two 
kids? Not that it mattered to him much, he was a big bad 
vampire, didn’t need to trouble himself with thoughts 
about flies and maggots, less he wanted to torture 
someone with maggots. 
 
Who’d torture someone with maggots? He didn’t know 
much, but he was pretty sure he was more a hands-on 
kind of sadist. Liked his subjects molded under his hands, 
teeth and…um…tools? Railroads? Foxtrot? 
 
What? 
 
“How’s a railroad like a foxtrot?” he asked while 
everyone kept laughing and his Sire kept saying that “It’s 
not funny guys, c’mon!”  
 
“What?” His Sire turned and the question confused 
everyone enough for the laughing to die down. A bit. He 



couldn't figure out what they were laughing about, 
obviously not the either of them. They were dangerous 
monsters, perhaps they were under a spell? Probably, 
magic was a weird force that played all sort of havoc with 
a bloke's mind. It could easily make people laugh 
hysterically for no reason. Maybe his Sire had done it on 
purpose like the...uh...Joker? 
 
Yeah. 
 
“I was just thinking ‘bout a right spot of violence, then 
started thinking about tools, and I got to railroads, which 
makes sense. Like those old movies with the villain and 
the mustache and the screaming bird who was tied up on 
the tracks?” 
 
“So he hasn’t completely lost his working memory, 
interesting.” The old one murmured and Spike looked 
him over. “Course, I got all my marbles. Xander’s my Sire, 
and I’m his childe. We're dangerous vampires. What else 
do I need to know? Not like knowing Latin's going to save 
me any trouble. I think I knew Latin...who needs Latin 
anyways?” 
 
Everyone was silent, probably awed at his crafty use of 
logic. He wasn't just deadly; he was smart as well. He 



cuddled closer to his Sire and let their heartbeats beat 
together. His was a little slow, and his veins had started 
itching when he woke up, but he was pretty sure that he 
was supposed to have a heartbeat. Xander had one. 
Clearly he should also have one.  
 
“Who are the Sex Pistols?” Willow asked eventually and 
he blinked. A sex pistol? Was that like…a gun kink? Wait, 
gun, what the hell was a gun? He thought about that for 
a while how a pistol could be gun, but what did that have 
to do about sex and no one had answered his foxtrot 
question and that was beginning to get irritating. He was 
a big bad vampire, and if he had a question about a style 
of dance, people should damn well answer it.  
 
Instead of answering he raised an eyebrow and gave the 
red-haired one a look of superiority. He was a vampire, 
and when his Sire wanted to introduce him to the great 
grand world of sex with pistols, he’d find out and tell that 
girl off. Or maybe eat her. Her blood would sizzle with 
magic, spicy and salty and making all his veins warm. His 
gums throbbed to be tucked in next to that warm skin.  
 
Why weren’t they eating anyone? Were they on diet? 
Did vampires go on diets? He didn't need to, he was all 
slim and compact. 



 
They were right there, all…living…and warm. All that 
blood just sitting there and instead of having a right night 
of it, Sire was sitting and cuddling Spike. His Sire was a 
cuddly one, not many older vamps would put up with a 
fledge's need to be close to its maker. Spike smiled to 
himself. He had the best Sire ever, and they'd be 
together for eternity. The two of them, raging across the 
world and making good, proper names for themselves, 
doing... vampire things. Spike would be told what 
vampires did later, he assumed. 
 
“I’m not a neurologist, and I doubt we could easily get an 
MRI for a man who is technically dead, but if he’s able to 
make references to things I don’t think his memory is 
entirely gone. He can still talk.” 
 
“Then where is it?” 
 
Spike looked around, as if his memory might have fallen 
out of his back pocket. Given the tightness of his jeans, it 
was extremely unlikely. 
 
“Still in there, but it could just be there is a hemorrhage 
stopping the neurons from firing between the higher 
cognitive functions and hippocampus. It’s not too 



damaged as he still seems to have a working memory 
and can remember up until he woke-” 
 
“Speak English Giles.” Xander broke in. "Only Willow 
understands you and she's starting to get the glazed 
look." 
 
“Isn’t the hippocampus some kind of water beast?” Spike 
wondered aloud. He wondered what one was doing in his 
head. Maybe it shrunk and ate his memory. 
 
He was hungry; he should eat the old one. Take out the 
old and sick so the young could reproduce- wait that was 
lions. 
 
Vampires took the strong and pretty, they were fun to 
play with and to eat. Like Twizzlers, you could peel ‘em 
and tie them and braid their hair. He should grow out his 
hair, right then it felt like it'd frozen, which was silly 
because it was bloody hot out. 
 
He tried to give his hair a stern look, but his forehead 
kept getting in the way. He'd kill it, save it was his 
forehead, and he needed it. 
 
“M’hungry Sire.” 



 
Xander sighed and moved to stand, but Spike was all 
curled up on his lap, and would be awkward to carry. He 
could carry him, because the vamp weighed barely 
anything, but he was not carrying the confused Master 
Evil McFang to the kitchen and heating up blood. That 
was ridiculous. 
 
“Can I have the blonde one?” he added, pointing to 
Buffy, whose mirth was gone instantly and she pulled out 
her stake. 
 
“No eating anyone here.” Buffy said, quickly. 
 
“He’s still chipped, he couldn’t eat you if he wanted.” 
Xander reminded them all. 
 
“Could too.” Sire didn’t think he could hunt! Spike stood 
and looked over the tiny girl. “Barely a few mouthfuls, 
but I could eat her.” He snapped his teeth at her and 
leered. "C'mon here love," he wheedled and Buffy 
straightened and held her stake threateningly. Or 
suggestively. Couldn't tell with that one. 
 
“No Spike, you’ve got a…thing in your head. Stops you 
from eating humans.” 



 
“Did the hippocampus put it there?” Bloody water 
beasts, always with the chipping, stopping him from 
eating humans, and going into his brain. Stealing his 
memory too. 
 
“What? No, a bunch of army boys did it.” 
 
“When?” 
 
“Um… a while ago.” 
 
“Wasn’t a vamp a while ago. Just got turned, bet I still 
smell of my grave. Or would if you’d buried me. Thanks 
for that, never did like the idea of being buried alive. 
Or…undead,” he added and grinned. 
 
Full face grinned, not smirked, not leered. Grinned. Like a 
happy person does. With the smiling, and teeth and lack 
of sexual innuendo. Xander looked up over the tiny vamp 
and gave a weak smile. “Yeah, um…about that.” 
 
“Was I murderer? Bet I was terrifying. That’s why you 
turned me. Heard all about this Big Bad, saw him and 
decided to make him your boy.” Spike grinned wider and 
gave him a hug. "Your boy." 



 
Awkward. 
 
“Um…no-” 
 
Spike was still grinning and waggled his eyebrows. 
“M’infamous I am. Bet the chip don’t work now that I 
died and such. I just want a nibble. A pint for your boy?” 
 
“No, now sit and I’ll heat you up some blood. Sit.” He 
pointed and Spike pouted, but sat and crossed his legs. 
Xander got up and went to the kitchen. 
 
Everyone stared at Spike. 
 
Spike stared at the kitchen door, left leg bouncing 
rhythmically. 
 
“Does the name William ring any bells?” Giles began very 
diplomatically.  
 
“Not Pavlov’s dog.” Spike rumbled, staring at the kitchen 
door and digging into his duster pockets. 
 
“What?” 
 



“Bells, you can’t ring bells and expect me to drool. Sire 
wouldn’t stand for it. Not sure why he’s putting up with 
you lot, you must be his minions. Keeps you human so 
you can go out and do his chores when it’s sunny.” Spike, 
satisfied with his reasoning, leaned back and lifted his 
chin. “You’re just minions and I’m his favored childe. His 
favorite boy, so you can expect some changes around 
here.” 
 
“He hasn’t lost his memory, he’s gone Drusilla.” Buffy 
said after a moment. "Will Angel go crazy too?" 
 
No one felt like answering that. 
 
Spike didn’t even react to the name, just kept watching 
the door and bouncing his leg before Xander finally got 
back and Spike rushed forward like the boy was returning 
an arm he’d lost. 
 
“I won’t eat the blonde one, Sire.” 
 
“Good.” Xander shoved a large novelty mug at Spike and 
the oldest man in the room grinned again, sat and began 
drinking it down and progressively getting closer to 
Xander, who’d sat on the other side of the couch. His Sire 
probably just didn’t want to look weak in front of the 



humans; of course Sire might have brought Spike along 
to show him off.  
 
“Do you remember Angelus? Drusilla? Darla? Anything 
about Slayers or railroad spikes?” 
 
Spike just kept drinking and licked up the blood off his 
lips. 
 
“Spike, answer Giles’ question.” 
 
Spike looked at Giles and continued licking blood from 
around the inside of the cup. “Don’t know any of them. 
Who names someone Angelus? Sounds like a ruddy 
disease that does. Can’t shag 'em, they got themselves 
the Angelus.” 
 
“I got it from one of my victims.” Angel pushed in the 
door just as the sun was setting again. “He said I looked 
like an angel.” 
 
“You look more like a caveman.” Spike considered this a 
few moments and then curled up around his Sire. “And 
you can’t have him.” 
 
“I don’t want him." Angel sighed and looked as if he was 



lying like the Dickens, because it was Xander. Who 
wouldn't want him? 
 
"Why not? He’s bloody gorgeous and a right grand Sire. 
Has all these humans doing his will, and the red-haired 
bint’s got magic leaking off her like pheromones for that 
one. Why wouldn’t you want him as a Sire?” 
 
“He’s a human for one thing.” 
 
Spike bounced up and slammed his chest against Angel’s. 
“Take that back.” 
 
“He-” 
 
“You don’t insult my Sire, he’s mine and he’s powerful 
and beautiful and I’m his boy. You insult my Sire, you 
insult me, mate.” Spike snarled and shoved the older 
vampire into the wall. Angel was too stunned to do 
anything but hit the wall and let Spike stand there and 
glare. 
 
“Wil…I-Yes.” Angel nodded and stood up again. “He’s a 
good Sire, I was just…checking your loyalty.” 
 
“M'as loyal as a British marine.” Spike turned and latched 



on to Xander, who was blinking at Angel, who was 
looking about as heartbroken as he ever had. 
 
“Yes Wil. Yes you are.” Angel swallowed and Spike rested 
his head on Xander’s shoulder and murmured. “Damn 
right I am.”  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Three 

To be fair to Xander’s intelligence, he really was used to 
cuddling with people who were alive. Ergo: heartbeats, 
breathing, weird gurgle stomach sounds, bad breath…all 
the perks of being alive. Which was why he didn't notice 
sooner. He was very good at ignoring things he didn't 
think should be there, and accepting things that should. 
 
He and Spike were still at the Magic Box with everyone 
reading through magic books and neurology books to see 
how on earth a vampire could forget his whole life, 
assume he was a fledge, and then immediately assume a 
human was his Sire and not be able to be convinced 



otherwise.  
 
Thus far the closest they’d gotten was a situation when a 
vampire had been quite accidentally turned by fifteen 
different vampires (it was complicated and the book 
didn’t even attempt explain what the poor sod had been 
doing with that many vampires on him, probably dying) 
and thus had gotten fifteen different demon vampire 
babies all fighting to control one host. Messy. The book 
did not say how that turned out, which was a waste, 
because Xander thought that would be funny. Though he 
now had fulfilled his crazy Vampire quota, so maybe not. 
 
Angel’s eye had started twitching at the thought of 
training that fledge, and Tara’s eyes had crossed trying to 
figure out what that aura would look like. Probably like 
Xander's old coloring books. 
 
“Would you have to stake them fifteen times?” Buffy 
wondered, as she was very goal-oriented.  
 
“No," Giles assured, "one destruction of the host would 
have been sufficient.” 
 
“Why fifteen?” Xander looked at the book. Fifteen was a 
lot. 



 
Everyone grew quiet and Spike snickered. 
 
“Clan bonding?” Angel offered hesitantly and Xander 
suddenly imagined a buffet style situation with a bunch 
of humans chilling as vampires chatted with others and 
then nibbled. It’d be like those business buffets he never 
went to and had no idea what looked like, so maybe that 
wasn’t a good analogy. Still. Food. 
 
The thought of Spike in a pressed business suit was funny 
enough for him to snort up a year’s worth of mucus 
which he then had to surreptitiously wipe off on the 
bottom of his shirt. Spike was still cuddling him, and he 
got close enough to see the thump of Spike’s heart in his 
chest. Spike was a skinny little thing, wasn't he? 
 
It didn’t concern him, until a few second later then he 
pulled Spike up and put fingers to his pulse, just like the 
swim team had taught him. Whoo! CPR knowledge. Spike 
blinked and then started to nuzzle the hand, figuring 
contact was contact and if his Sire wanted to press two 
fingers to his neck, it was all good. Xander wasn't sure he 
liked that amount of power. 
 
Focus. Focus...pulse. 



 
“Holy gibbering paintballs Batman.” He felt the fluttering 
of a real, actual pulse under his fingers and Spike leaned 
forward to hug him again. 
 
“What?” Angel looked up, and of course he answered to 
Batman, which brought up the image of Buffy as 
Catwoman. Xander stopped freaking out long enough to 
get glazed over and stare off into the distance. Meow. 
Spike was just happy because his Sire was touching him 
in a rather intimate place. Necks and all. Vampires had 
weird neck fetishes. 
 
“He’s got a pulse. Like with the heart beating and the 
alive.” 
 
“Do you think the lightning made him human?” Buffy sat 
up, worried about a world where she couldn’t ethically 
daydream of killing Spike. It wasn’t that she hated him; it 
was just that he was so…vampire-y. 
 
“He’s been drinking blood though!” Willow grimaced. 
“Cannibalism is a bad way to start off humanity. Is it 
cannibalism if you drink it?” She thought about it and 
then shrugged. 
 



“Game face for us ba…er, Spike.” Xander swallowed the 
pet name, which came by reflex because Spike was 
cuddling and spent the better part of his time saying how 
awesome Xander was. It was nice, but seriously, if the 
best Sire Spike ever had was human, what did that say 
about Drusilla or Angel.  
 
Oh right. 
 
That they were bat shit crazy. . Drusilla was not a good 
parent by any possible stretch of thought, and Angel 
was…broody…and Angelus was a disease…er…crazy. 
Crazy disease. He wasn’t getting the British, he was 
getting the Spike. Maybe he was getting it through 
osmosis, because Spike had a lot of Spike and Xander 
had…well actually he had a lot of Spike too. 
 
Xander outlawed his brain from ever trying to make a 
metaphor with things he did not understand, like 
chemistry. Spike shrugged and tossed his head down, 
and there he was in all his ugly demon glory, which 
helpfully interrupted any more thinking, as Xander and 
thinking were apparently not mixing well today. 
 
Giles got up and took Spike’s wrist, and the vampire 
pulled away and hissed. “You forget your place sir.” He 



accent changed, well less all on its side and further up his 
throat. He sounded like Giles, only not old and there was 
still a thrum of Spike in there. He had dropped his game 
face, which had answered the human hypothesis. 
 
“It’s alright Spike, just let him take your pulse.” Xander 
took the wrist and led it back to Spike, who was looking 
very not happy, like a child about to get a shot. 
 
“Can I have a snack on the red haired one?” Spike asked. 
Xander was tempted to push his “kid taking a shot” 
metaphor a little farther, but he hadn’t had good luck out 
on the analogy front these days.  
 
“No snacking, no!” he shouted and with the exception of 
the wrist in Xander’s hand, Spike curled in on himself, 
dropped both the pretense of being normal Spike and 
the weird Giles-y voice that had made Angel’s eye twitch. 
He was peeking over his knees and stretching his neck to 
the side. 
 
“That’s weird.” Buffy looked at the scene on the couch 
and Giles gently holding Spike’s hand while Xander stood 
over him, utterly perplexed. 
 
“More like wired.” Angel murmured and Tara was the 



only who got the pun/joke/only Scrabble players need 
apply anagram party. You did not play games with Tara, 
because she always won. She could see your aura and no 
one would tell Xander whether that meant she knew if 
you were bluffing or not. 
 
“What?” 
 
“He’s…gone back to being a fledge, you’re his Sire. You 
got angry at him, and now he’s apologizing.” Angel 
pointed. “Are you going to forgive him?” 
 
“Are you going to say we need to have sex or something? 
I’m not falling for that again, I can only use the ‘vampires 
made me do it’ excuse so many times before women 
stop believing you.” 
 
“When have you used that excuse?” Willow demanded, 
pulling herself up. 
 
“…Cordy…” Xander murmured and it was good Spike was 
too busy worrying about whether Sire would dust him 
otherwise he would have been confused to pieces about 
Xander bobbing his head to the witch he wasn’t allowed 
to nibble on. Willow frowned and crossed her arms. 
“Living on the Hellmouth does not give you permission 



to…abuse the life and death situation we are all in.” 
Willow lectured. 
 
Willow glared. Xander bowed his head. Spike shook, Giles 
took Spike’s pulse and Angel started growling. His demon 
still attested that William was his boy never mind that 
Angelus had barely given him the time of day the entire 
time he’d been freed of the soul. Angelus was a 
complicated beast that may not use his things, but he 
didn’t want anyone else using them either. His toys were 
his toys. 
 
“No, just, bite him.” 
 
“You’re shitting me.” 
 
“Vampires focus on blood and sex.” Angel was not 
looking at them. He was not looking at them or anything 
save the floor and his hands were jammed so far down in 
his pockets, you’d think that’s where the Hellmouth 
really was. “Forgiveness, punishment, love, hate, it all 
comes down to blood and sex.” 
 
“Except for you.” Xander pulled Spike closer and Spike 
sniffed at his collar, kept his head bent to the side. 
Everyone else found something else to look at, while 



carefully looking at Xander and Spike, because while 
thinking of your friend and your enemy necking on an 
Old Brit’s couch may be non-stop to Wigginsville, Spike’s 
sex appeal was not to be ignored, and Xander was one 
hot piece of man flesh. 
 
Willow had been saying that for years but did anyone 
listen? Nope. Of course not, and just because she was 
digging the hens, didn’t mean she couldn’t enjoy looking 
at a pair of delicious…hunky…roosters. Xander looked at 
the neck, like he wasn’t sure exactly where to bite, but 
then went with the oddly moving, thumping pulse in 
blonde’s neck. At the feeling of blunt teeth Spike cried 
out and waited for rending and tearing, but instead got a 
hesitant, hasty kiss and then a scratch on his scalp. 
 
He grinned and looked up. “Thank you Sire.” Xander 
couldn’t not pull the other man close and tuck the gelled 
head under his chin. Xander got a good view of Buffy’s 
wide eyed stare, Willow and Tara’s grin and Angel 
studious staring at nothing. Giles was looking through his 
books for what could make a vampire lose his memory, 
imprint on a human boy, and get a pulse 
 
Spike was smiling and curled up his legs and looked as 
happy as any fledge ever had. Not that Xander was 



knowledgeable about happy fledges. His were mostly of 
the dusty kind. Dust isn't happy as far as he could tell. 
 
Xander wasn’t sure what to do with himself; he’d never 
had anyone be this completely wrapped up in him 
without kinky magic involved. It was like Xander was Luke 
Skywalker post-whininess and everyone was sure that he 
could save the universe from the Big Bad Sith Lords. 
Xander was a Jedi Knight, Superman, an X-man and the 
one boy who could save the world yadda yadda, all 
wrapped up and covered in chocolate. 
 
He looked up at Angel and Angel just gave him this kind 
half-nod like “yeah, I know.” 
 
“You complete bastard.” Xander snapped and everyone 
looked at everyone else, like there was a big part of the 
script that got lost in a time rift and now they had Xander 
looking more pissed then the local dog-sniffing post, and 
Angel looking like the whipped dog that never got to 
check his messages. 
 
Spike stuck his tongue out at Angel, and Angel reminded 
himself why living with the newly turned William had 
been as much vinegar as honey. He had been a brat, 
when he was good he was very, very good, and when he 



was bad…he was horrid. 
 
Eventually they had to leave because Xander had to work 
and Spike was hungry. Xander had to work more in order 
to bring blood home for the boy, but he worried about 
going to work. Maybe Spike would sleep most of the day. 
 
Yeah, this was going to end well. He carried Spike to the 
car and Spike curled up in the passenger seat. 
 
“If you’re this cuddly now, wonder what you’re like when 
you’re high.” Spike perked up at the thought of drugs and 
kicked his heels up on the dashboard. “Bet we could have 
us some fun. Was on acid this once, spent six hours just 
watching my hand move.” He demonstrated. “Nothing 
too much, but a nice hit wouldn’t go amiss.” 
 
“No drugs.” 
 
Spike pouted. 
 
“I’m telling you, no drugs. I have to do some things 
tomorrow, keep…us…in blood. So you need to stay 
home.” 
 
“What? Why? Not like we have to work or anything. 



We’re vampires.” 
 
“Just…” Xander sighed and turned on a street. “I’ve got 
things to do being a uh…Master…vampire, and I don’t 
want to risk my…” he looked at Spike and then clutched 
the steering wheel that much more. “Childe.” 
 
“I can take care of myself.” 
 
“One misplaced sunbeam and you’re dust.” 
 
“So are you.” 
 
“Well I know my way around the sewers.” 
 
“I could learn!” 
 
“This isn’t up for discussion!” he said, sounding like 
Willow’s mom when Willow had to come in for the night. 
Spike shut up and nodded, looking upset, but Xander 
ignored it. He couldn’t explain it, and Spike wouldn’t 
thank him any if he got turned to dust. Spike got over his 
pout by the time they got home. He bounced in the 
middle of the apartment and looked around, and around, 
twirling on hardwood floor and looking like a BDSM 
ballerina. 



 
Spike in a tutu with a whip…first: ew. Second: Maybe the 
rogue hippocampus wasn’t just in Spike’s brain. 
 
“What we doing now then?” 
 
“Sleeping.” 
 
“It’s barely after moonrise, M’not tired.” He bounced and 
then ducked his head. “Might have something to tire me 
out a bit, yeah?” 
 
“No, no…no tiring out with the eyelashes and the looking 
through them at me like that. Stop it.” 
 
“Wasn’t thinking about those kind of lashes, Sire. Was a 
good boy today, ate my meat, now I want some 
pudding.” Spike shrugged out of his coat and dress shirt 
and folded then up on the table. “Can I have dessert then 
Daddy? It looks so good,” he rumbled and Xander was 
pretty sure Daddy!kink was nowhere on his fetish map, 
but Spike was making the jump sound damn appealing. 
 
“Not tonight, we…uh…can’t.” 
 
“Why not? We’re big bad vampires, not like there’s 



anything to stop us?” Spike pushed closer and rubbed his 
cheek on Xander’s chest and looked up. “I didn’t nibble 
on anyone, was a good boy, wasn’t I?” 
 
“Yeah, you were…good…but…um…” Xander squeaked 
and Spike pulled back. “M’good looking bloke, right? 
M’not, ugly am I?” 
 
“No, no, you’re…um…very…sexy. Nice tight little body, 
very bitable.” Xander scrambled to the other side of the 
counter and Spike grinned and bent over the other side. 
“I’m all cold Sire, come and warm a childe up?” 
 
Xander’s pupils threatened to declare an occupation of 
the space usually inhabited by the iris, and his heart 
wanted to burst out of his chest to see what all the fuss 
was about. He swallowed and Spike crawled up the 
counter and kneeled back, and became the vampire fairy 
of Wet Dreams. 
 
If Spike went back in time they’d worship him as a 
fertility god, even if he did shoot dead-blanks. Xander 
gave a shaky inhale; his lungs were afraid to distract him 
from the very important task of staring at Spike. Spike 
who would not favor him much if he got his memory 
back and Xander had taken advantage of him like a sale 



on Twinkies. Much less Xander was pretty sure he’d be 
one hell of a jerk if he collapsed this quickly to 
Spike’s…um…charms. 
 
“No, not tonight. Go…go to bed.” 
 
Spike sighed and slid down from his perch slowly, 
dribbling like water down a thigh on a shampoo 
commercial and then pulling off his boots. “Did I…” Spike 
actually looked shy, and he looked down at the grubby 
chipped tiles of the kitchen floor. “That is, can I, if you 
can.” Spike inhaled sharply and looked up and rocked 
back on his heels. “Might I sleep in Sire’s bed?” he asked 
then looked up at the ceiling, the microwave, the 
cabinet, the floor, then his feet. 
 
“Of…course.” Xander looked at the wall and then his 
water stain and the hidden Master Vampire hiding in 
Xander’s brain perked out “Wouldn’t deprive myself 
completely of my childe. I have my reasons 
swe…sweetheart.” He let himself have the pet name. 
Why not? He was restraining himself until welts rose 
under his self-control; he could let some things slip. 
 
It seemed to perk Spike right back up and he rushed to 
the bedroom and when Xander arrived Spike had 



stripped, folded his clothing and reclined on the bed. 
“Tell me a story Sire?” He dipped his lashes and Xander 
nearly choked on the lung that was trying to get a peek 
at the vampire. Ruddy voyeur organs, trying to kill him. 
 
Who said ruddy? What did it even mean? Brits should 
not come to California; the children were impressionable 
and would take up their archaic slang. 
 
“Go to bed Spike.” 
 
“M’in bed.” 
 
“Sleep!” Xander flicked out the light and curled around 
the lukewarm body and the odd-sounding heartbeat. 
 
“Night Sire.” 
 
“Night boy.” And he blamed that on the hippocampus 
too.  

Part Four 

Spike’s kind of luck meant his real Grandsire had a bad 
habit of eating the wrong people. Like whoa. And of 
course since the sins of the Grandsire fell down on the 
childe-who-didn't-even-like-this-damn-family, Spike got 



burned. If he'd had his wits about him he'd beat Angel up 
just for that. See? This what happens when you’re 
addicted to the slight burn of chowing down on a 
religious affiliate, or something of that nature. He'd say 
something like that while smashing Angel's head against 
the door. 
 
Addictions have consequences. Spike's Passion's 
addiction had cost many people their lives when he 
struggled to see it everyday. 
 
One family in particular had revenge so old as to have 
froze, spoiled and molded over. No, not only old enough 
to have molded over, the mold was starting to think for 
itself and wonder what it was called. It thought, perhaps, 
Wanda was a good and proper name for someone as old 
and accomplished a revenge it was. Wanda, indeed. And 
Wanda was a vicious, tenacious revenge and felt herself 
far superior to that whole soul nonsense, because, 
really? If you wanted to torture someone, you don't 
make the only escape for them to be happy. Wanda 
tutted her moldy tongue at the gypsies for such idiocy.  
 
The revenge so old it was considering moving out of its 
parents home and getting a job, though there was little 
work out there for a vendetta as old as Wanda, especially 



one that had just been stewing in its own moldy juices 
(ew) for as long as it had and not really doing anything. 
Her parents were deeply lazy people. 
 
Revenge is a dish best served sentient, with red wine. 
 
The Gypsies, the stupid, stupid Gypsies, had gotten even 
with Angelus by getting him up the duff with a soul that 
never wanted to leave the house. Unless the parents got 
a little too free and loose with the lack of guilt, which 
Wanda would point out again was a terrible idea. Liam 
was originally Irish Catholic, by all rules of the universe 
he should have always felt guilty. Thus proving that 
Jewish people have more guilt per capita than Irish 
Catholics. 
 
Xander had once wondered, previous to this narrative 
tangent, if crosses and holy water equally affected a 
Jewish vampire as other vampires. Or if they ever killed 
people, that much guilt was bound to cross the border 
between humanity and being a demon. So much guilt. 
You don't get over that just by dying.  
 
Xander had weird thoughts in the morning, and night, 
and that part where the morning meets the night’s back. 
Just not right now though, right now he was thinking 



about pumpkins. Specifically, pumpkins flying towards his 
face very quickly. Demons were strange. 
 
Back to Wanda. Wanda was the daughter of a long line of 
magical-type people who may or may not be warlocks, 
and warlocks were not known for brightness of spirit and 
fluffy internal wellness of being. Especially when the Big 
Bad vampire had killed so-and-so and destroyed priceless 
such-and-such and will be forever loathed by this family 
and we will soon have our sweet masturbatory revenge. 
Eventually. After supper maybe. 
 
Then one day, more out of sheer annoyance at how 
much scuff this vamp had gotten then any sort of 
personal vengeance-y feelings, one warlock-y person got 
up out of their hedonistic piles of magiked feathers, 
satins pillows and various partners in various states of 
passion to go and give the vampire what-for. It clearly 
was not a very good orgy. 
 
Oh and how Wanda gave, and gave and.... 
 
Well actually, just the twice. Gave and gave. Gave^2 if 
you will. Then Wanda wandered off to be a burlesque 
dancer in Connecticut. Let’s give her our love. 



 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Spike woke up long after his Sire had left the bed, and he 
sat up with a jerk and pouted at thin air. Sire could have 
at least woken him up to say goodbye. You should always 
say hello and goodbye to your childe with sex. It was only 
polite. 
 
He pouted all the way to the bedroom door, and found a 
note in scribble-scratch that served as possible words. 
Maybe. If he squinted.  

 
 
Spike, 
I tried to wake you up, but you sleep like the dead. 
No, really. 
Blood’s in the fridge, eat as much as you like. 
I’ll be back around five. 
DO NOT LEAVE THE APARTMENT 
-Xander 
(Your Sire.) 
PS: I’m serious. No leaving. 
PPS: I’m not joking. Unless the building starts to burn, 
 but then cover yourself with a blanket, and don’t forget 



to eat. 
 And no burning down the apartment.  

 
Spike snorted after figuring out what the note said and 
then looked around, found his duster and put the note 
away in the pocket. He sniffed and quickly walked back 
to the kitchen to pour and heat up some blood and drink 
it like the bloodthirsty vampire he was. Grr. Vicious. Then 
he licked off his blood mustache and poured some milk 
and pulled out a package of cookies. Cookies were 
delicious. 
 
He then proceeded to read everything in the house. 
Everything, from the porn mags to the few English books 
Xander had forgotten to bring back to school. Forgotten 
textbooks, the television manual, the two cookbooks and 
the instructions on the back of soup cans. Sire didn’t 
have much in the way of great literature. Shame. Spike 
wouldn't mind so much if he was kept in a state of sexual 
putty but as it was he needed something to do. 
 
Then Spike found the huge packing boxes full of comic 
books. Hundreds of them, all neat and thumb worn. 
Spike turned on the light and switched to game face, 
because his damn human vision was so weak, because 



humans were weak and he did not need glasses he was a 
vicious killer and if anyone said he needed spectacles 
he’d make a spectacle out of them so hah! Eat it with pie. 
 
Spike now wanted pie. 
 
So he sat and read, paging through the block coloring and 
trampy stories, feeling an odd sort of warmth from them. 
They smelled like Sire, but different, less…old. He turned 
one page and there were odd stains, blood and then…he 
sniffed closely and got the scent of paper, ink and salt. 
Salt like tears, he was pretty sure. 
 
Spike growled instantly.  
 
Sire had cried? Spike jerked his head back and looked 
down at Spiderman as if he had personally offended him. 
Which he might have. The little whimp was fighting Doc 
Ock, there were really old blood droplets right in the 
middle of one mechanical arm, mirrored by slightly 
discolored bits here and there. He closed the issue and 
went to the next, sniffing and finding more, drips and 
drops of salt and blood. 
 
Spike sat in the middle of the room and snarled louder, 
until he was actually shaking with the noise.  



 
It must have been before Sire was turned. 
 
He held well-worn pages of pain and high adventure, 
then looked up at the door he wasn’t allowed to open 
and wished Sire was here to explain, to promise him that 
he’d killed whoever made him weak. That they’d bled 
and cried and he had video footage that they could 
watch it over dinner and then screw like sonic 
screwdrivers. Which normally opened doors rather then 
drove screws, but the idea was still there. 
 
Spike kept thumbing through, but not for pictures. He 
cataloged scents. Here was pain, here was joy, here was 
arousal, here was young, and human and… weak. He 
finished Spiderman and went to Superman, to Batman 
and Robin, to Teen Titans and then sat in the middle of a 
whirlwind of colors and history. 
 
He forgot to drink his blood and didn’t hear when Sire 
came in, didn’t hear the call for him and just sat and 
looked around and up when he felt a hand on his head. 
He looked up at brown eyes and then fell into a hug. Sire 
was here and Spike wasn't letting him go. Ever. His Sire. 
Spike wondered if it was okay to put a collar on his own 
Sire.  



 
“So…angry that the good guys keep winning?” Xander 
said after his adopted childe gripped onto his smelly t-
shirt and sun-warmed skin. Spike, of course, didn’t notice 
any of these things and dug his nails into the shirt and 
growled until Xander's ribs shook.  
 
“Are they dead?” Spike hissed into his shirt, which didn't 
appreciate it. 
 
“Who, them?” He gestured. “They don’t exist, so...yes?” 
Xander sat down and tucked Spike’s head under his chin 
and let the smaller man curl up as close to his pseudo-
Sire as he could. Briefly he worried about Spike chewing 
into his chest cavity, but he mostly doubted that would 
occur. Mostly.  
 
“The people who made you cry.” Spike corrected 
 
“What…did you read all of those?” Xander looked around 
at the piles of comic books and the scattered manuals 
and soup cans. “All of…everything? You could have 
watched some television you know. What was the thing 
Giles always complained about…soap operas or 
something?” Xander mused and realized that he was 
rocking the vamp as if he wasn’t a monster who’d tried 



to kill them all. Repeatedly. 
 
Who’s an adorable little sociopath? You are! Yes you are. 
 
Fuck it, he could comfort an evil soulless monster if he 
felt like it. As long as he didn’t sing a lullaby or anything it 
was still on the moral road, straight and narrow. Ignoring 
the inevitable puns about straight and narrow 
respectively, he patted Spike on the back as 
unawkwardly as he could. Which, given he couched 
Willow through way too many crushes and seventh grade 
break-ups, he was very good at. He was the patting 
man... and that was way creepy. 
 
“Are they dead?” Spike demanded, pulling back and 
looking up. He’d dropped into game-face and his eyes 
glowed. “Did you kill them?” 
 
Xander blinked and then nodded. 
 
“Yeah baby." Baby? "They’re dead.” Xander picked up 
the mug and looked inside. “I told you to eat today.” 
 
“Got distracted, didn’t I?” 
 
Xander stopped and looked behind him at Spike still 



growling and then inhaled sharply, closed his eyes as he 
put the coagulated blood in the sink and turned around. 
 
“Put the comics back Spike. Carefully.” Xander demanded 
and the other vamp looked up, confused and then knelt 
to carefully put them back. Xander came back and 
pointed. “Those were in chronological order by series.” 
 
Spike looked down and gritted his teeth, having already 
lost patience with the exercise and tugged them out 
again; pages flew everywhere. Spike glared and snarled. 
 
“Why do you have all this shit anyways?" Spike prepared 
to throw a tantrum, which Xander would very likely not 
survive "Bunch of bollocks and-” 
 
Xander grabbed Spike and slammed him against the wall. 
Spike stared at his Sire and swallowed, the rage bubbling 
back down to his toes and dripping onto the floor. 
 
“Pick them up Spike, and be careful.” Xander said as 
evenly as he could, and since he was almost entirely 
positive he was going to die, it wasn't that even. 
 
“Or what?” Spike eyed his Sire and admired his control, 
never dropping his human face, never showing his anger 



and not even using his full strength, knowing that Spike 
would follow because Spike was his childe. Knowing he 
didn’t need to throw his boy around to get loyalty. Spike 
dropped his vamp face and blinked a few times then 
went limp. 
 
Spike whined and stretched his neck to the side and 
Xander dropped him down to his heels and grabbed 
Spike’s chin. “Clean up carefully and I’ll think about it.” 
Xander turned around and left the room and collapsed 
on the couch, shaking. 
 
Angel had given him the laundry list on caring for childer, 
they usually wanted to please, but needed direction and 
a lot of attention. Spike had the attention span of a 
caffeinated raven in a jewelry store, and if Xander left 
him for long he’d act out. Xander had left for a long time, 
now Spike was doing possibly unconscious acts to get his 
attention. Brilliant. Congratulations Xander, you have a 
time sinkhole. 
 
“Both punishment and sex are important to growing 
childer.” Angel kept not looking at him, instead studying 
his shoes as intently he could. They had gotten coffee, 
Angel’s was a luscious blend of the store’s most finally 
ground coffee beans from exotic locals, roasted to 



perfection and then brewed fresh, just for you. 
 
Xander’s was a hot apple spice drink. Brilliant marketing, 
that was. 
 
Angel had the whole lunch hour to explain how to be a 
vampire and raise a vampire, without letting the raised 
vampire know that he had already been raised (albeit 
horrifically) and chipped, and Xander wasn’t a vamp and 
didn’t have big bad vamp powers. 
 
“I wouldn’t worry too much about him figuring out 
you’re not a vampire. Spike is…was a big one for denial 
when it came back to the one he loved. He refused to see 
Drusilla enjoying what…well.” Angel turned the plastic-
foam cup in his hands slowly and tapped his fingers and 
sighed. 
 
“He’s going to jump to conclusions in your favor, I’m 
pretty sure you could walk right into the sun and he’ll 
assume you’re just that powerful. If you never drink 
blood in front of him, he’ll assume you drank it some 
other time. If you…” Angel coughed and looked around 
from their shady little corner of space. “Drinking from 
him won’t turn you.” 
 



“What? Ew! No!" 
 
“It’s about blood and sex and violence.” Angel sighed, 
and the word sex from his mouth sort of made Xander 
want to curl up in a ball. “You can pull some romance out 
of that with William, but only through those three. Set 
the rules down early and punish him if he breaks them. If 
you don't he'll go out of control." 
 
“So…what? I pull out the Rocky Horror gear and a whip 
and call him a bad boy?” Xander tried to crawl into his 
drink; the drink defied him by being too small. 
 
If Angel ever drank enough to blush he would have, he 
loosened his tie and coughed. “If I wanted to have the 
sex talk I would have had kids. I don’t care how you 
punish him, but chaining him up and ignoring him for a 
bit is the easiest on you, but he’ll be a…mess when you 
let him go. Angelus didn’t have a lot of patience for that, 
he tended to get his… anyways, just…um… look at the 
time.” Angel got up and Xander followed and grabbed his 
shoulder. 
 
“Careful, boy.” 
 
“You know, after years of watching Lucky Charms 



commercials, the Irish accent doesn’t scare me, so much 
as make me want cereal. Now listen. No, listen to me.” 
Xander pushed him around and Angel stood and watched 
the younger boy dig his hands through his hair and then 
rub his eyes. “I don’t know what this is, or if Spike’s 
suddenly going to remember everything, but he’s a lot of 
himself, and a lot of not.” 
 
Angel stared laconically. 
 
“Just, don’t mess this up for him again, okay?” Xander 
straightened and then brushed past Angel.  
 
“I made him the vampire he is.” Angel said, slowly. 
 
“Then left him." Xander snapped. "Way to go ‘Gelus.” 
 
Angel followed and grabbed Xander’s shoulder, wishing 
he could drop this, but he couldn’t help but remember 
times that William, his beautiful sweet boy, would look at 
him like he was the sun he could no longer see for 
himself. Bright and glorious and deadly. Drusilla was his 
world, and she revolved around Angelus, and William 
was the tiny little moon that could barely affect her 
moods. 
 



He wanted it back, and he couldn’t have it. Best to just 
leave it, alone and forever. 
 
“I had a soul." Angel glared, then deflated "I 
couldn’t…he…he used to be…different.” 
 
“Like human, maybe?” Xander glared right back at him. 
 
“Yes, but after that. When he was just turned he…I 
wouldn’t say good, but he meant well, he didn’t have to 
be the monster he became, but I made him that way. 
Made him desire strength and power and screams.” 
 
“Yeah, and?” 
 
Angel began to say something, closed his mouth and 
turned around. “Never mind. Just...don't make the same 
mistake I did.” 
 
Xander scoffed and went back to work. 
 
Now he heard the quiet sounds of shuffling comic books 
and realized that, yeah, he couldn’t really blame Angel 
for wanting to make William into something the demon 
could be proud of. With great power comes great 
responsibility. Or great power bills. 



 
Depending. 
 
There was hour or so of watching television and wishing 
he was a vampire who knew what he was doing, or at 
least had good parents so he could set a good example.  
Nope. 
Denied. 
During the middle of a commercial of a woman eating a 
stick of butter Spike came out and stood on the 
peripheral and waited, shifting from foot to foot and he 
had his hands buried deep in his pockets. 
 
Xander waited through the show and until the next 
commercial break to look up at him.  
 
“Are you done?” He felt like a jerk, but apparently that 
was necessary. No wonder vampires were assholes. 
 
Spike nodded quickly and shifting on his feet again.  
 
Xander turned on the couch and waved at Spike to come 
over. Spike, instead of taking the invitation to lie 
between Xander’ legs and rest his head on his Sire’s 
chest, chose to kneel next to Xander’s hand and looked 
at his knees. 



 
“M’sorry Sire.” Spike whispered after awhile and his head 
was tilted to the side. He kept looking up in brief flashes 
and then back down. 
 
Xander listened to the tiny voice in his head that wanted 
to scoop Spike up and bite the neck, and pretend that he 
was worthy of respect and faithfulness. 
 
After a brief cuddle Xander kissed Spike’s forehead and 
slapped his thigh. “Now go clean out your mug and heat 
up some more blood, you’re a growing boy.” 
 
Spike rubbed his hand down his abs “M’not Sire…” He 
hand reached the top of his pants and he leered “Oh 
wait, I lied.” 
 
Xander snorted and pointed to the kitchen. “Eat.” 
 
Spike flipped over the couch and sauntered to the fridge. 
“Can I have you for dessert?” 
 
“No! We’re having ice cream.” 
 
“I bet we are.” Spike leered at Xander's crotch and licked 
his lips. 



 
“What?” 
 
“Nothing.” Spike grinned and snuggled against Xander's 
arm.  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Five 

Alongside the many other, very obvious problems that 
came with having a vampire childe when you were 
obviously human, came the problem of how to keep him 
entertained. It wasn’t like there was a big market on 
“How To Care For Your Precious Little Bundle of Death 
and Sex.” 
 
There was, however, a suspicious amount of text on how 
to kill said precious little bloodsucker. Xander felt this 
was discrimination. He should be able to love and kill 
vampires as he saw fit. 
 
It was soon established that Xander could not leave Spike 



at his apartment when he was at work. This seemingly 
obvious fact was established by Spike not being able to 
find anything to read and thus making his own 
entertainment. Spike should not be allowed to make his 
own entertainment. He had once killed two people and 
then taken their heads and put on a puppet show for 
himself. 
 
He had always been a precocious childe. Didn't play with 
others. 
 
This became clear after work of the next day. 
 
At first Spike had just decided to take a bath and maybe 
settle down for a nice long wank (since Sire hadn’t done 
more than cuddle, not even a bite or a kiss, what was a 
horny boy to do?) He mostly daydreamed about Sire 
coming home early and seeing him, then being overcome 
by something, hopefully lust, pulling Spike out of the tub 
and them having a right time about it. Or maybe he’d sit 
on the toilet and watch him, ask him to put on a show, 
and then they’d have a right night of it. 
 
Or something. Anything. It'd been three days No vamp 
could live in these conditions. 
 



Might not leave the bed for weeks if Spike had his way 
about it. It would be his number one pastime if Sire 
would just give in and do him. Spike was still not sure 
why Xander was holding off. He worried that he wasn’t 
attractive, but why would Sire turn him; keep him forever 
if Spike wasn’t hot? That made no sense; it had to be 
something else. It just had to. Maybe Angelus was a 
disease. 
 
Xander did not come home and Spike eventually re-filled 
the tub, worked at it for a few more hours, then could 
not hold himself accountable for his imagination. He 
passed out in the water, happy that vampires didn’t need 
to breathe, and woke up with images of blood and 
carnage in his head and lungs full of water. He took care 
of it by coughing and then scurrying around naked, wet 
and the servant to the plot bunnies of slash writers. 
 
Xander came home to Spike scribbling across the wall 
behind the couch. He had taken all the pens he could find 
in the house (mostly stolen from banks) and was 
writing…something. He dropped his blue Wells Fargo pen 
to jump off the couch and bounce on his heels. 
 
“What is that?” 
 



Spike looked at the wall with unblemished pride. “I had 
this dream, good dream I think…” he paused and 
frowned then looked at Xander with his head ducked. “It 
was with this bint who was all sort of bonkers and two 
other vamps who were supposed to be in charge and 
such. Had all sorts of things happen, and I figure, I must 
be some sort of creative genius.” He gestured to the 
ransacked apartment and pushed Xander closer to the 
wall. “Couldn’t shake it out my head for any amount of 
blood or money, so…” 
 
He gestured and Xander just stared at it. Some people’s 
children painted on the wall, his childe wrote about his 
memories of torture and eating people and…was that a 
Jedi? 
 
No matter what Spike tells you he did, he is not Darth 
Vadar. These are vicious lies. For one, Spike was not 
whiny enough to even be Luke Skywalker.  
 
Vampires and Jedi, perfect. Now all they needed was 
pirates and wizards it would be the 2007 version of 
Sweeney Todd that hadn’t come out yet, so Xander was 
not thinking about it. He was mostly thinking about Spike 
in robes and a lightsaber. 
 



He’d be a Sith, but he’d be such a cute Sith. Though he 
couldn’t see Spike using a weapon that cauterized the 
wound for him; he was a vampire, ergo big on the blood. 
He would like the lightning and the ability to open doors 
at his will. Xander also doubted Spike would wear robes. 
Billow+Spike? Um…no. 
 
Billow sounded like a slash pairing between Buffy and 
Willow. 
 
Xander was unsure of how he felt about that. 
 
“So I wanted to write it down, but couldn’t find a piece of 
paper save for the dailies, so I figured that we have this 
big huge wall with nothing on it. Remember going down 
to some Islamic temples, they don’t like pictures there, 
so they cover everything with writing. Took my hand at 
it, and it’s a nice effect.” 
 
“You wrote down your dream? On the wall?” He pointed 
to Spike then the (admittedly) pretty wall. Spike’s 
handwriting went from flowing copperplate script, to 
chicken scratches in and out of words. It was odd. “The 
plot to Star Wars? You did not eat Obi-Wan.” 
 
“Well, parts that I could remember. Had a lot of blood.” 



He looked at his Sire. “I said it was dream, wasn’t sure 
what was mine and what wasn’t. Ignoring that, what 
about the vamp bits? Think I’m good at this, like the 
imagery in that piece there.” 
 
Xander felt both sick and impressed as he read the lyrical 
description of flaying someone alive and swallowed. 
“The…um…apple part is real…really um…real.” 
 
Spike puffed up and asked how his day went. Xander 
went to have a lie down. 
 
So, Xander took to leaving Spike at the Magic Box (with a 
journal and a stern command to not jerk-off in Giles’s 
tub. Ew no.) Giles (at first) complained that he did not 
have time to entertain the vampire. Xander had pleaded, 
and Giles had given in. Spike had smirked and looked 
back as Xander left and promised they'd have themselves 
a “real good time.” 
 
Spike, it turned out, didn’t need to be entertained as 
much as before. Giles had figured out that a lot of Spike’s 
more aggravating habits were calculated to annoy 
everyone to insanity. Spike started at one end of the 
store and began to read everything. Giles thought the 
vampire was just looking at the pictures. When lunch 



passed and it grew darker, Spike was still moving through 
the heavy tomes. Giles realized that Spike, was in fact, 
reading them and this might not be the wisest of ideas. 
 
“What are you doing?” 
 
“Finding out about this hippocampus stuff. Did you know 
it’s a part of your brain?” He scoffed and pulled back the 
book and pointed. “Memory bits, and there was this one 
bloke who had it taken out and he couldn’t make new 
memories. Plumb gone, looked in the mirror and thought 
he was his da. Messy there, when you open up a skull 
you just see this big mess of grey and blood. Doesn’t 
make of lick of sense, which really does a lot to explain 
humans. And women.” Spike snorted, thought about 
what he said and took out his journal and wrote 
something down, mouthing it slowly. 
 
“You’re reading a psychology book?” 
 
“Yeah, load of bullocks I think, don’t understand half of 
this. Got the conditioning down pretty good I think.” He 
paused and looked off into nowhere. “Think I knew a 
bloke who used to do that sort of thing. Condition people 
to fear real stupid things, like housecoats and such, then 
set ‘em out into the wild again.” 



 
“Angelus?” 
 
“What? Him again?” Spike snorted “He’s as harmful as a 
dead gopher if you ask me. All pouty and such, what’d he 
do? Flip a box of kittens the bowfinger?” Spike went back 
to a and b processes and Giles stared a bit longer. 
 
“What?” Spike demanded. “Just because I am no longer 
living in no way means I gave up the pursuit of 
academics.” His voice got all soft and haughty again, and 
then he frowned and went back to reading. “Read a book 
‘bout vampires, but it didn’t say a thing about 
hippocampus, just went on about killing this and 
bloodthirsty that. Loads on how to kill ‘em.” 
 
“I see.” 
 
Spike got quiet and tapped his fingers on the hardcover 
of the book. “Had a lot on sire/childe relationships too. 
Do you know why Sire’s so dead set on not giving it to 
me?” 
 
Giles pulled himself together and restrained a sputtering 
response. He cleaned his glasses instead. He had worried 
about this. Sex was a very integral part of any vampire 



relationship: sex, pain and blood. Xander could probably 
only put Spike off so long before there were…unsavory 
effects. 
 
“He kind of implied there was a spell or something,” 
Spike pointed to a red velvet book that made a small part 
of Giles’ brain blush. He used to be Ripper, he could 
handle a little talk about sex magic with an amnesiac 
vampire who thought a boy whom he considered a son 
was his Sire. Never mind that the boy in question was 
human. Yeah, he could do the sex talk. For the love of 
magic, he had traveled with Ethan; that man was 
shameless.  
 
It was interesting to see Spike deeper into denial than 
Osiris (Willow had made that pun once and Spike had 
stood and calmly announced “I like my women like I like 
my Nile. Deep, wet, and with a god’s penis in ‘em” then 
left to a chorus of their ‘ews’ and ‘wait what?’) Some 
things could be explained away by bloody single-
mindedness, but really. The level at which he refused to 
see the truth in front of him was getting ridiculous 
 
“Read all about sex magic, it’s pretty insistent that we 
need to do the deed in order for it to work. Lots of nasty 
bits in there, some fun ones too. Might be a right ride if 



we…” He trailed off and swallowed, wrote something 
else in his journal and continued. “There were bits about 
celibacy, but that was for some rather extreme binding.” 
Spike snorted. “S’not like I’d leave him for a quarter and 
a nice piece of tail. He’s m’Sire, love him, don’t I?” 
 
“Do you only love him because he’s your Sire?” Giles put 
his glasses back on and was greeted to the demon face of 
Spike staring down at the Conditioning and Learning 
textbook.  
 
“S’part of it, yeah. Got this thing inside me, reminds me 
I’m his. It’s there, but it needs to be fed. Like it’s this bird 
trapped in my ribcage and if he feeds it and cares for it, 
then I’ll love him. Could also not and it’d die, and I’d try 
to be my own vamp. Says in those ruddy books that only 
strong vampires can keep childer. There’s a reason for 
that.” Spike wrote that down as well, paused, crossed 
out some words and replaced them. 
 
“Do you think Sire would like a poem?” Spike asked the 
air and Giles ignored the question entirely, because it 
was disturbing and weird.  
 
“Do you think Xan…your Sire is a strong vampire?” he 
persisted. 



 
Spike gave him a Look and snorted. “What, you can’t feel 
it? Humans, blind as… Of course he is.” He continued 
writing, barely looking at Giles, nibbling on the end of his 
pen. 
 
“Has you lot running around and doing his bidding, right? 
N’obviously he’s the Master of this Hellmouth ‘cause he 
stays at court all this time, and he’s even got a heartbeat. 
He never goes hungry, ‘cause he’s always warm and filled 
with blood, and…” Spike looked around again, then 
lowered his voice. 
 
“He’s got so much magic in him, that he has a reflection.” 
He pulled back and thought a moment at the ceiling, 
perked up and wrote some more. 
 
“Really?” Giles played along; it was interesting to see 
how Spike rationalized all of Xander’s human traits into 
things that made him more powerful. 
 
“The thing about not having a soul? Rubbish, STDeadboy 
has a soul, can’t see him for a crisp day in London. Nah, 
it’s all about power. Humans, you’re all walking around 
with this potential energy, things you could be. You’re all 
just a big mash of ‘could be’.” He gestured at Giles and 



leaned back in his chair. 
 
“Vampires, we’re mostly dead. Zapped up all the ‘could 
be’ with ‘just plain is’, got a demon animating us. We 
can’t be anything but what we are. Can’t create anything, 
just parasites.” He paused in his journal writing and 
tapped the pen against the page. 
 
Giles nodded and Spike rubbed his free hand over his 
jeans. “Thing is, if you’re a real old vamp, I mean old and 
powerful with the kind of magic most vampires wouldn’t 
touch with a barge pole, you’ve got that potential back. 
You could do a lot of things. My Sire there, he did 
something, don’t know quite what, but he earned back a 
heartbeat. He’s got enough magic in there to jumpstart 
what should be dead. He’s got himself some ‘could be.’” 
 
“Your heart is beating.” Giles pointed out. 
 
Spike shrugged. “Vampires keep magic in the blood. 
S’why most vamps in your book have got seeing magic, 
and stolen, can’t make the magic, we just take it and 
keep it in blood that dried up and vanishes. We don’t 
need the blood; we need the potential. S’why we kill our 
victims, we get all of that ‘could be.’ Xander fed me some 
of his blood, that’s how I’m still moving, innit?” 



 
Giles nodded and Spike was up on his feet, pacing and 
letting the ideas flow. Perhaps most of his ideas were 
false, but he had good theories. Even with Spike’s 
somewhat unstable grasp on reality, he still could get 
information from his 120-some years as a vampire, just 
not while he was trying to. He was pulling some of these 
ideas from truth.  
 
“Sire and me, we’re different from most vamps. S’why he 
has me on bagged blood, and we aren’t being the two-
backed beast.” He bounced around and looked down the 
spines of books.  
 
“He’s preparing something, not just being parasite, but 
really ready to make something of himself. S’why he has 
you lot innit?” Spike looked at Giles like he figured 
something big out. “S’why we don’t just gobble you up. 
He’s got himself a plan, and I’m going to be a part of it.” 
 
“What do you think the plan is?” Giles stood slowly as 
well, trying to ignore the various noises that followed his 
pained ascent.  
 
“Don’t know yet, but I aim to figure it out.” Spike rubbed 



his hands together. “Be a good man and get me some tea 
would you? Might be at this awhile.” 

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
This is when things went wrong. 
 
Drusilla was sane. 
 
Sane and real like lighting that struck her mid-word. 
Lightning was motif this week, apparently, because she 
was struck down with it like Zeus wanted to have sex 
with her prone and electrified body.  
 
Drusilla did not approve of being sane. She'd been insane 
so long she'd come to enjoy it, and now she was back 
with her marbles. It was almost enough to drive her batty 
again. Almost. 
 
Drusilla was perfectly and inescapably together and 
collected. She turned away from the small sobbing child 
she had been wooing towards her with promises of 
puppies and sweeties, and looked at the sky. She 
couldn’t hear the stars, she never had. She had 
attributed the flickering pictures in her head to the 



swirling lights above her. At the time it had made sense. 
 
That was then, when her thoughts were black and 
twisted around a man who no longer existed. Her Daddy 
was gone and was never coming back. She didn’t really 
want him back; he had been her universe. Now he was 
an unfortunate main character in a book she had no 
desire to keep reading. New book, new character, new 
plot, better writing, hopefully. 
 
Ah, but Spike, he had been with her all those years when 
everything was playing soft crooning lullabies about 
death and painting the roses red with sweet, sweet food. 
Then she had let him leave, reading things wrong, 
wanting things wrong. She could have strangled herself, 
She let her cold young thing vanish on her. Sad choice, 
Crazy Dru, sad choice. 
 
No, she remembered that he was hers. He was still hers 
in a fashion. Even though he was away from her side, he 
was still on her leash. She was sure, positive, that with a 
crook of her finger her sweet little Prince would put his 
head in her lap and they could be a proper terror. It 
would take him a little bit to realize she wasn’t the same, 
that something in her had shifted and grown back 
together. 



 
She was fairly sure he'd come to enjoy it. William was 
nothing if not adaptable and sexy. Very sexy. Mmm. 
 
She had all the time in all the worlds. She would show 
him all the holes in reality to jump from one to another 
as all the timelines ran in and out of each other like 
children playing snap the whip. She would find him and 
everything would be as it should have been. 

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Xander walked into the Magic Box while everyone was 
researching. Spike looked up and grinned, holding his 
arms out for a hug. Xander could give him that, so he did. 
 
“Was he good?” 
 
“Perfectly behaved.” Giles murmured and turned a page. 
“Remarkable change, I must say.” 
 
“Good. Did you eat?” Xander checked his vampire’s skin 
tone and thought he saw a bit of a rosy flush. Spike 
nodded and Xander grinned. “Good boy. You done 
here?” 



 
“Yes, of course. Do you need me to…?” Giles offered as 
Spike had helped do quite a bit of research. 
 
“Nope, I’m off tomorrow. I can spend the whole day with 
my boy.” He grinned and at the struck look from Giles he 
frowned and mouthed ‘play along will you?’ 
 
Giles mouthed ‘what?’ 
 
Xander exaggerated his mouth a bit more and Giles 
mouthed ‘sing a song?’ 
 
‘Play, PLAY’ 
 
‘Play a song?’ 
 
‘Along!’ Xander insisted and Giles’ lifted his eyebrows 
and nodded. “Yes, um… your boy.” 
 
Xander decided Giles failed at being a secret agent and 
pushed a chattering, bouncing Spike out the door. 
 
“M’on to you.” Spike said as they got back home and he 
followed Xander in like Little Bo Peep’s Murderous 
Rampaging Damn Sexy Sheep Vampire.  



 
“Hmm?” Xander sorted through the mail. Bill, Bill, Porn, 
Bill, Junk, Bill, Junk, NetFlix.  
 
“How long do we have to be celibate for your plan?” 
Spike pushed himself up on the counter and swung his 
legs. “Hope it isn’t too long.” 
 
Xander dropped his mail and swallowed. Spike slowly slid 
down and bent over to pick them up. “I’m all yours Sire, 
just as soon as you’re able.” He slid close to his Sire’s 
heat and dropped the mail on the counter. Probably 
missives from various nimrods at court. Not as important 
as him right now. “You look tense,” he purred taking one 
arm and rubbing the violin cord tendons firmly and 
Xander closed his eyes and groaned. “Sire should relax.” 
 
“Boy should know not to tempt Sire.” Xander said 
instead, not realizing Spike was walking him to the couch. 
Spike fell over the arm and pulled Xander with him, 
nearly breaking a nose, but Xander caught himself. Spike 
kissed the palm of the hand he was rubbing. 
 
“Whoops.” He grinned and Xander felt the steady beat of 
a heart that shouldn’t be beating, and the rise of lungs 
inhaling air they didn’t need. “Sire’s happy to see me.” 



 
Sire was very happy. Of course Sire was also human and 
felt like taking advantage of Spike would be wrong. 
Somehow. Maybe. 
 
Yes. Just go with it. 
 
“We can’t.” 
 
Spike pouted and inched them down the length of the 
sofa and curled around Xander. “Can’t you tell me why? 
I’ve been a good boy all day, didn’t bother the old guy 
none and wrote in my journal. Shouldn’t I get a little 
something in reward?” Spike pouted. Pouted. 
 
“It’s… a thing. We can’t have sex until…you…” Xander 
thought about it and then looked at his reflection in the 
television, unhindered by the presence of Spike. “Until 
your reflection comes back.” 
 
Spike sat up. “How long is that going to take?” 
 
“I don’t know.” 
 
“Guess. Days? Weeks?” 
 



“I depends on the vampire, when um…you got your 
heartbeat pretty fast, it shouldn’t…shouldn’t be too long 
for your…uh…reflection.” Xander panted out before 
Spike could sit in a vital area and grind just that little bit 
more. 
 
“Why can’t we have sex?” 
 
“It’s a thing…I don’t…magic, stop that!” Xander sat up 
and Spike fell back on the arm of the couch, sighing. 
 
“Not today then.” 
 
“No. No, not today.” Xander swallowed. “I’m going to go 
take a shower.” 
 
“Want me to wash your ba-” 
 
“Stay, there.” Xander scrambled for the safety of the 
bathroom and closed the door. Oh this was going to be 
difficult.  

 
 
 



 
 

Part Six 

Spike stood in front of the mirror and made faces. The 
mirror stubbornly reflected the wall behind him. Spike 
crossed his arms and willed himself to appear. 
 
Nope. 
 
He closed his eyes really hard and opened them. 
 
Nope. 
 
Not today then. He turned and walked to the door, 
turned and rushed back to the mirror.  
 
Nope. 
 
He sighed unneeded air and rubbed his hair with the 
towel and got the mail from in front of the door, tossing 
most of it to the table as boring missives from minions 
and weaker demons, when a glossy picture caught his 
eye. He grabbed the magazine and put his mug of blood 
in the microwave and opened it up. Girls, endless pages 
of busty, beautiful females, all posed in very little 



clothing. 
 
He looked at the cover and back. “Victoria’s Secret.” 
Must be some sort of pet magazine, it had sizes of the 
pets and everything. He took out an order form and idly 
sipped his mug while filling in the specification he 
wanted: a pretty young brunette with curly long hair, 
deep brown eyes and tits to make a man pay attention as 
well as the bust and waist size of it. He thought that was 
rather considerate of the company to see how much 
weight you wanted the bint to have. 
 
Maybe, if he were really good, Sire would let him have a 
kitten of his own. He was trying really hard to have a 
reflection and he had been a real help around the Magic 
Box, the old git even said as much. He’d gotten a right 
crowd around him while he was up in the shelves getting 
ingredients. They all wanted the stuff on the really high 
or really low shelves. He feigned innocence, but 
suspected they wanted a glimpse of his goods, not the 
shops. 
 
Didn’t matter, they’d sold a load of goods and made 
more than the old git even knew entirely what to do 
with. Then Spike had propped himself up to get some 
proper research in and scribbled some stray thoughts in 



his journal. The shop was closed today, some sort of 
holiday that the Wiccan populous tended to observe. So 
he was stuck in the apartment for the day. He had a pile 
of books he borrowed from the shop to carve away the 
hours while Sire was off doing…things. 
 
He couldn't imagine court being that interesting. He was 
happy Sire hadn’t thought to make him sit during long 
talks and boring politics, but it would have been nice to 
be introduced to court. Let the lot know he was there 
and that his Sire was proud of him. 
 
Spike put down his pen and looked at the pet he wanted. 
Pretty little bird, might spruce the place up a bit. If she 
had a brain in her she could help with his research and if 
he was busy taking care of her, Sire wouldn’t have to 
worry about someone taking care of Spike. He wasn’t a 
troublesome childe; he was just bored. 
 
Spike wanted his Sire. 
 
Now. 
 
He went back to the bathroom and nope, still no 
reflection. Back to work then, no rest for the weary or 
soulless it seemed. He was sure it was all about the 



potential and if he could just find a way to get the mojo 
going, he’d be much better off. 
 
He grabbed one of the heavier books, his science 
notebook and tucked into the bed his Sire consented to 
share with him. It smelled like the two of them and that 
was nice, even though it didn’t smell like the two of 
them. Someday his bloody reflection would pop up and 
then he’d show his Sire and his Sire would show him. 
 
He got halfway through the book with the pet magazine 
next to him before he heard the telltale signs of his Sire 
coming home. Sire smelled like stress, grease, wood and 
the million other tiny things of the world batting at his 
normal scent like gnats. Spike stood up for a hug.  
 
“Hey babe.” Sire greeted and pulled him in for his daily 
greeting hug and then kissed the top of his head. “Have a 
productive day?” 
 
“Learned loads about future telling spells, but nothing 
important.” Xander moved to the fridge to get a beer. 
Spike tried to drink the stuff, but it was cold and tasted 
like piss water. It just wouldn’t go down. Sire promised to 
get him some proper Speckled Hen next time he got 
around to going to the import store, and maybe some 



Weetabix to add to his blood. Delicious. 
 
Spike just nodded and snuggled under one of the 
blankets littered over the house and let his Sire go 
through his fifteen minutes of transition time, getting 
used to the sounds of the television and their two hearts. 
It was just weird; they were vampires with heartbeats. 
Vam-hearts... 
 
“Was thinking about a pet.” Spike opened after Xander 
had relaxed into the couch and Spike’s snuggling. The 
telly wasn’t saying anything important or interesting, it 
was there because cuddling for no reason was weird and 
not in the Man Code. 
 
“Hmm? Well, it’s not against the lease as long as it’s 
small and doesn’t make too much noise.” 
 
“I was thinking of a kitten, maybe a bird.” Spike offered, 
pretty sure the bint he’d been looking at was small and 
well trained enough to keep her yap shut during the day. 
Probably came with a cage for sleeping in, or if she got of 
unwieldy.  
 
“What, like a parakeet?” Xander leaned back to look at 
him. “You never seemed like a bird kind of guy.” 



 
“Like the birds alright,” he protested. “Like a pair of ‘em 
as much as the next bloke.” 
 
Xander blinked and studied his apartment/domain. 
“Where would we keep them?” 
 
“Them?” 
 
“You said pair.” 
 
“No, like…” He cupped the air in front of his chest. “Pair.” 
 
Xander gave him a lost look and Spike reached for the 
mag. “I was thinking she’d be a nice one, loved the eyes. 
Seemed like a high class sort of business.” 
 
Xander looked at the magazine and then at Spike. “Spike 
this is a…why on earth did they deliver this to me. I have 
no use for bras.” 
 
“What? I thought they were nice broads. Some of them 
looked a bit glassy-eyed, but I thought…bit expensive I’ll 
admit.” 
 
“That’s the cost for the clothing.” 



 
‘What? That’s just ridiculous.” He scoffed “7,999 for a bit 
of lace and wire? Better be made of the hopes and 
dreams of succubae.” 
 
“I don’t really know, but that’s a magazine for 
underwear.” 
 
Spike gave him a fish eye and then looked back at the 
glossy airbrushed girls. “You sure?” 
 
“Pretty very.” 
 
Spike tossed the mag across the room and pouted. “Such 
a tease.” 
 
“We could get some actual birds. Like…the singing 
feathered kind.” 
 
“What’d I want with those? Make a bunch of bloody 
noise and if I forget to feed ‘em they stink up the place.” 
 
“What about a cat?” 
 
Spike almost protested, closed his mouth and considered 
that for a bit then turned “How was your day, then?” 



 
“Holy buckets, long.” Xander groaned “I had to fill out so 
many order forms…” he began and Spike put his head on 
Xander’s shoulder and listened while watching the 
television. Part of him thought that actually knowing 
what his Sire was saying might be helpful, but the rest 
was too interested in just listening to his voice to actually 
waste time by hearing the words. He suspected most of it 
was jargon anyways, and who wanted that? 
 
“Wouldn’t mind,” he said in a lull that they spent 
watching some sort of intrigue action thingy.  
 
“Hmm?” Xander was relaxed, fiddling with his hair and 
drinking his piss water. 
 
“The cat. Wouldn’t mind. They’re nocturnal right?” 
 
“You’d know better than me.” Xander shrugged. “You’d 
have to clean the litter.” 
 
“What? Keep it in the house?” Spike snorted “You don’t 
keep cats in the house mate. They like to go and be free. 
Predators don’t stay in well, want to be themselves, own 
the town and such.” 
 



Xander stayed silent for a while and Spike considered the 
wall that still had glimpses of his text that he hadn’t 
copied into his notebook yet. He tried to paint over it, 
but they could only paint at night with all the windows 
open because the fumes were deadly. You could only 
spend so much time not inhaling before you forgot and 
tried to say something. 
 
“What? What’d I say?” 
 
“Do you want to go out tonight? We could patrol, kill 
some fledges.” 
 
Spike blinked. “You want to teach me to fight?” 
 
“Teach you to…oh.” Xander paused and then considered. 
Fledges were really weak. Spike might remember how to 
fight once he got going. If it didn’t work, then he’d recruit 
Buffy for re-teaching Spike to fight/kill/hunt. A Spike that 
didn’t know how to kill anything that moved was not a 
natural Spike. 
 
“Fledges are weak, it’s all in the staking really. You were 
good at fighting…before.” Xander said and Spike 
considered this. 
 



“Maybe I’ll get my reflection if I take out some vamps. 
They not made to code?” 
 
“Minions made them.” Xander answered, because Angel 
always got angry when that happened. 
 
“Oh. Bugger.” Spike snorted “We’d best be getting rid of 
that mess then.” Spike bounced up and rushed to get 
clothing on and Xander choked on his beer. 
 
“I warned you not to do that.” 
 
‘Sorry Sire.” 
 
“No you aren’t.” 
 
Spike came out in his costmary jeans, t-shirt and button 
down and indestructible Doc Martens (lack of friction 
was their only weakness, good thing California had no 
snow.) Xander pushed himself up, still in his stinky 
construction work clothing and got his coat.  
 
“You tired Sire?” Spike paused. “We can have a night in-” 
 
“No, no. It’ll be good for me. Too long in…um…court.” 
 



Spike grinned “Great. Let’s kill things dead.” Spike 
bounced out the door and Xander locked it behind them. 
Spike may be tame with him, but he was still a predator 
who was basically eating food out of a can. Xander 
couldn’t expect to keep him happy if he never took him 
out and did things. He’d been exhausted after work, but 
found power in his guilt. 
 
Guilt Power! Ask anyone, ask Willow; it was the most 
epic superpower anywhere. It could make you do 
anything, and if you had proficiency you could make 
anyone else do anything. Epically. 
 
“I have the power!” 
 
“What you He-Man now?” 
 
“You don’t remember your name, but you remember late 
80’s cartoons.” 
 
Spike blinked. “Life’s full of mysteries. Like why females 
ask you confusing questions, is there life after death, 
how on bloody earth did that Carmen Sandiego chit 
manage to steal the Great Wall of China? Feel like 
someone would have noticed that. What, did all the 
Chinese get really distracted and not notice a redcoat 



going and stealing a wall you can see from space? What’s 
the hell with that?” He grumbled and then inexplicably 
started humming the show’s theme song as they walked 
down the street. 
 
“How much television have you watched?” 
 
Spike shrugged as they turned into one of Sunnydale’s 
seemingly endless graveyards. Made sense when you 
considered all those inexplicable barbeque fork incidents.  
 
“Dunno. I just feel like I’ve been working on that one 
awhile. Bet she was a demon. Bloody brilliant 
kleptomaniac one with a fetish for the spotlight, eh?” he 
asked as his arm flung out and staked a vamp coming 
towards them. 
 
They both watched it fall to dust and Xander nodded in 
approval. “Good reflexes.” 
 
“M’natural.” Spike grinned, looked to the huddle of 
newly risen fledges who were plotting trouble and 
sauntered over. 
 
“Hello mates.” 
 



“Oh man, it’s William the Bloody,” one of the vampires 
groaned. 
 
‘How do we know that?” A female one put her hand on 
her hip and looked Spike over. He leered and she 
preened. 
 
“Plot device?” a nerdy looking bloke questioned. 
 
Spike smirked and tore them asunder with a few quick 
jabs of his weapon. He stood in the slowly falling dust 
and grinned at his Sire. Xander blinked and then they 
surveyed the dark and quiet graveyard. 
 
“That’s not so hard.” Spike rocked back on his heels. 
“Amazing our lot has survived really. They didn’t even 
try.” 
 
“Yeah, fledges aren’t all that smart. With the exception 
of childer.” Xander added quickly. Spike tucked the stake 
behind his back and slowly prowled forward. “Think I 
deserve at least a kiss Sire. Can do that can’t we?” 
 
“Ummm.” 
 
“Killed four fledges Sire, maybe I should get four kisses.” 



He leapt over a gravestone and landed right in front of 
Xander, closer than he would have wanted. He being 
Xander, not Spike, who would have crawled into Xander 
given the chance. Spike grinned and rocked backwards 
again. “I’m a hero, and the hero always gets to first base. 
Otherwise he wouldn’t hit, would he?” 
 
“What? I’m Lois Lane?” 
 
“Nah.” Spike curled one arm around Xander’s waist. “Bint 
always annoyed me, with the screaming. You’re a big 
hero type guy; I’m just the sidekick. Brilliant one.” 
 
“Regular boy wonder.” 
 
“Your boy isn’t I, though?” 
 
Xander sighed and rested his forehead on Spike’s head 
“Yeah. My boy.” 
 
“So how about those kisses.” 
 
“One kiss.” Xander wheedled and held up a finger. Spike 
grinned and leaned up. “Okay.”  
 
That was a little too easy and Xander paused, he looked 



around again to make sure nothing was going to 
suddenly interrupt them. Nope. Just them, all alone in a 
graveyard. Ready to kiss. No reason not to, wasn’t like a 
kiss was all that bad. Lips had no gender. Not that gender 
really mattered, because while Xander wasn’t gay, he 
was heteroflexible. He would go gay for one or two 
people, the kinds of people no man would fault him for. 
 
You find me a man who would not go to bed with 
Aragorn, and I will find you a man in denial. Spike was 
another one of those men, he kicked a lot of ass. A lot of 
ass. Like…loads of ass, ass loads of ass. 
 
Should he be this focused on ass with a man in his arms? 
 
Maybe he was really heteroflexible. 
 
Spike, it seemed, was just plain flexible. He was grinning 
with his eyes slit and leaning up. Xander inhaled sharply 
and decided you could only string a vamp along for so 
long with just words and a half-assed (there was the ass 
fixation again) theory about a spell, before Spike was 
going to molest him in his sleep. Xander wasn’t going to 
deny the quality of the molestation, and he wasn’t sure 
how guilty he should be about being molested by the 
amnesiac!Spike. It wasn’t morally wrong if they took 



advantage of you, right?  
 
Maybe? 
 
No, the guilt monster was real unsure about that actual 
ethics, but it was pretty sure anything involving Spike and 
sex was wrong, wrong, and wrong, no matter how much 
the boy wanted it. Vampire wanted it. Not a boy, that 
was squick-y, and Wiggins and ew, and maybe a little hot, 
but they weren’t getting into that sticky place in Xander’s 
brain. It smelled like Bad Idea and raspberries. He wasn’t 
sure why raspberries, save that they were there and 
looked questionable. All bumpy and squishy. 
 
Spike was still standing there, waiting and Xander shook 
the fruity cobwebs from his head. 
 
“Sire, kiss me.” 
 
“You’re awfully pushy for a childe.” 
 
“You like it.” Spike grinned and nuzzled his chest like the 
hypothetical cat. “Kiss me.” He sing-songed. “Kiss me.” 
He elongated the vowels and Xander growled, reached 
down and kissed him. 
 



Kind of. 
 
At first he just pressed their lips together, because the 
mechanics of kissing hadn’t logged on as soon as his 
stupidity. It was more of a Being Dared type response 
than the immediate want. He breathed there a few 
seconds before Spike moved his lips, feeding him the 
imperative. 
 
Oh right, I’m supposed to move. Xander pulled Spike 
closer and began moving his lips, he tried swiveling to the 
left. 
 
Spike was grinning, pulling his lips tight and making them 
harder to move. Xander made a complaining noise and 
Spike got to business, biting Xander’s lower lip and 
leaning back, leaning against the tree they were suddenly 
at. 
 
Wiley boy had been leading him backwards. Pull back, 
retreat, run away, escape is your only…option…oh dang, 
sure he doesn’t remember his name, but the man can 
kiss. Hands knowing what to do, lips and swivel, movie 
star type kissing. Xander rears back and pants as Spike 
licked his lips, way too slowly and clenched his fingers 
against the harsh texture of the tree.  



 
They panted and then Spike grinned lazily. 
 
“Good kiss. Sure I can’t have three more?” 
 
“Yes.” 
 
“Why?” 
 
“If I kiss you again I won’t stop.” 
 
Spike looked ready to be flippant, then dropped his gaze 
and then looked about. “Don’t see any other vampires, 
want to head home or…?” 
 
“Yeah, we can pick up a movie on the way, might grab 
you some proper liquor.” 
 
Spike grinned and hugged his Sire. “Whiskey? I could use 
some whiskey; whiskey is delicious. Might also want a 
Kung Fu movie,” He did a front flip over a gravestone. 
“I’m unstoppable.” 
 
“You’re flying, Jack!” 
 



“Shove off.” Spike grinned and grabbed his arm. "Lets 
move, we’ve got people to see kicking ass.”  

Part Seven 

 
They met Buffy whilst patrolling 
 
And by “met” Xander meant, “Spike jumped into Buffy’s 
carefully planned verbal battle, ripped the oozy thing to 
pieces, then grinned at the Slayer like he was the 
prettiest girl at the ball.” 
 
“I see he remembers how to fight.” Buffy remarked, 
pouting because her trading of spunky insults had been 
ruined by Spike’s sheer spunk. A glob of grape-jam like 
substance plopped to the ground. 
 
“Was that all for tonight?” Xander looked about. Nothing 
big was happening right in front of him, but he did have 
Hellmouth-y Habituation. He’d once walked right past a 
burning building without noticing, and would have 
continued not noticing, had a woman not been on fire 
while she begged for someone to save her baby. The 
house then exploded. 
 
Luckily it turned out she had been a new-age Siren who 



just wanted to see him crispy fried. Awkward… 
 
“Yeah, think so. You busy tonight? You’re always so tired 
after work, my mom is starting to forget what you look 
like.” Buffy pouted. “I have snacks…” 
 
Spike frowned and looked down at himself. “But I need a 
shower. It’s starting to itch.” He didn’t want to go with 
the blonde one, he wanted to get home and see if his 
reflection had showed up yet. She moved toward Xander 
and he growled. 
 
“Spike!” Xander chastised and Spike stopped and tried to 
scrape off some of the goo on Xander. It was getting 
really sticky. Like bread dough or scones. He could do 
with a cuppa right then, that was what was nice about 
Giles. Always was good for some proper tea. He loved his 
Sire to dust, but the man did not appreciate good 
beverages. Piss-water beer, coffee, and his tea had 
alliteration. Tea shouldn’t alliterate. Tea shouldn’t be 
catchy. 
 
It was tea; it should be aloof and straightforward, but 
tasteful. It should be proper and the like, none of this 
advertising nonsense. 
 



“What?” Spike held up his hands. 
 
“No growling at Buffy. You can take a shower at her 
house.” Xander turned to Buffy who was sticking out her 
tongue. 
 
“What?” 
 
“Sorry, it’s just…naked Spike skin touching where I’ve 
been naked. Ew.” 
 
Spike had never considered this. He had been naked, 
sitting and naked, where his Sire had been sitting and 
naked. His eyes were glazed when Xander urged him 
towards Buffy’s abode. Naked Sire skin touching the cool 
faux-porcelain, soaping up with the same soap he soaped 
up with. Rubbing slick over his Sire’s skin, greenish-white 
soap foaming up over shoulders, chest, and 
stomach...low…lower. Maybe sliding back up like the 
little tease it was to his Sire’s back.  
 
He followed an imaginary soap bubble down the line of 
Xander’s spine and watched it fall to the imaginary 
shower tile. Feet with the cute little toes he would give 
his life up for, again, to suck on. Oh, that flirty ankle that 
peeked out of Xander’s shoe on occasion. He’d love to 

http://spanderfiles.com/arvs/skellerbvvt/kol03.html
http://spanderfiles.com/arvs/skellerbvvt/kol03.html


nip that, up those long, muscular legs full of power and 
age. His hands clenched as he ached to feel them cupped 
over Sire’s calves. 
 
Yeah… 
 
Xander didn’t ask why Spike looked completely drugged 
out of his mind, hoped it had nothing to do with the goo 
(stoned Spike might be more than he could handle) and 
set him in front of the shower. 
 
“Undressing time.” 
 
“Yes Sire.” Spike purred and slipped out of his duster. 
The duster was already cleaning itself due to a spell Old 
Spike had a witch put on it some decades ago. Spike, of 
course, didn’t recall this, but it made Xander’s life easier. 
Spike quickly peeked in the mirror, but alas, no one 
appeared in the glass. 
 
Nuts. 
 
When he turned around Sire was gone and he sighed, 
stripped down and went into the shower. 
 
Xander was eating and praying Spike put on the over-
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sized clothing he’d left for him instead of walking out 
naked. He grinned at Joyce who was listening to Xander’s 
Epic Tale of What The Hell Is Up With Spike Though 
Without Swearing Because You’re Like a Mom To Me and 
Yeah, Awkward. 
 
He was about to go and inform Spike to put on the 
clothing when the vampire in question came down the 
stairs, whistling. 
 
“Sire I love you to pieces, but I think we need to talk 
about what your color is. Orange, not your…” He trailed 
off when he saw Joyce and froze. 
 
They all stared at him, and Joyce slowly stood up. “Would 
you like some dinner William?” 
 
“M…Mum.” Spike whispered, his eyes filling with very 
un-Spike-like tears. “Mother, you’re…” He ran forward 
and clutched Buffy’s mom to him like he’d been given the 
best present in the world. “You’re alright, Mum, oh my 
word, you’re alright.” 
 
Xander and Dawn froze mid-chew, Buffy’s mouth gaped 
open. Joyce began patting the confused Brit on the back 
and he was honest-to-doughnuts crying. 



 
He pulled back and looked to Xander. “You made her 
better, didn’t you?” 
 
“What I…um…well…” Xander dropped his knife and fork 
in time to catch his childe in a hug. Spike was shaking and 
nuzzling his neck, muttering ‘thank you’ so many times 
the words began to whirl together. Spike reared back and 
in a moment of incredible daring, but mostly gratitude, 
kissed his Sire boneless. 
 
He turned around and looked at Joyce. “I know it’s kind 
of a shock Mum, but he’s good to me.” 
 
“Um, yes, of course he is William. He made me 
better…didn’t he?” She smiled and Buffy looked at Spike. 
“He’s not my bro-” 
 
“Cool!” Dawn grinned. “I have, like, the best older 
brother ever.” 
 
Spike looked at the two of them and then frowned. 
“Must be why I don’t like you.” He eventually sniffed. 
“Well, you should be grateful Sire let you live.” 
 
Buffy snorted and he frowned harder. “What? Think 



you’re better than me? I’m going to live forever-” He 
stopped and his eyes widened when he stared at his 
mother. 
 
Joyce got up and went over to grab Spike’s hand. 
“William, you were going to outlive me anyways, it’s no 
different now. We just live the lives we have as best we 
can and love everyone as much as we can.” 
 
“I don’t want you to die.” He reached up for a hug and 
she delivered.  
 
Xander blinked. Who knew Spike was such a momma’s 
boy? He looked so vulnerable and sweet with his arms 
wrapped around the woman and curling his hands 
around her back. It was a look that, as freakish as it was, 
suited the man when he was wearing an oversized 
sweatshirt. If he had been in full Punk Ass Vampire Get-
Up Xander's brain would have exploded. 
 
“Shhh, no thinking about that. How about some hot 
chocolate? With those tiny marshmallows? Just how you 
like it.” 
 
He nodded and curled up on Xander’s lap, because why 
on earth would he leave once there? Sire stroked his 



back and his Mum accepted him and was making him hot 
cocoa. He stuck his tongue out at Buffy, winked at Dawn 
and put the thought of losing Mum out of his mind. He 
could look into ways of making her immortal along with 
the mirror thing. 
 
Life was good and looked to be going up. 

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Drusilla stepped off the train and brushed a dangling curl 
behind her shoulder. She had weighed the option of 
fitting more into this new, strange world, but she didn’t 
quite understand an idle world that had girls wearing 
trousers, so she stayed to her best traveling dress. When 
she found her darling boy, he would tell her how to look 
her best in the ever-shifting world of fashion. 
 
The warm swell of Californian air greeted her and she 
picked up her bags. She pinned some lost looking 
teenager with a look. He stopped his gawking and moved 
closer.  
 
“I need assistance carrying my luggage, if you assist me I 
promise you lodging for the night.” 



 
“Cool!” The boy enthused and she smiled and patted him 
on the head. “Quite good, don’t drag any of it now. Now 
what are you doing in a town like this?” 
 
The teenager began a long rambling story about making 
a new life in California. She smiled mysteriously the 
whole time, because she was a woman and could do that 
without looking odd. She got themselves to a beautiful 
hotel where she quietly spelled the man behind the 
counter into giving her the best room they had and 
doormen to carry her and her ‘nephew’s’ things upstairs. 
The boy continued gaping as they went up to the top 
floor and she looked out the window. 
 
“Holy fu-er…um…Wow. This is really nice of you.” He said 
and his eyes reminded her so of her Sweet William that 
for a moment she considered not killing him. 
 
But it was a short-lived moment and the boy was 
delicious and he would make a nice minion for the time 
being. Besides, if he displeased her now he would be that 
much easier to clean up. 
 
Daddy would have been proud, but never mind him. He 
was in her past, and William, her vicious wonderful Spike, 



would be all the future she needed. He might be a bit 
cranky, he did have a bit of a chip on his shoulder, but 
Mummy would fix that right up. 
 
She did love a boy with Mommy-issues. After putting the 
boy in his bed she picked up the lavish phone and dialed 
room service. She quite wanted some strawberries.  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Eight 

“Are you ever planning to tell him?” Buffy asked at 
lunchtime when Xander had an hour off and the sun was 
up so Spike couldn’t find him. Not that Spike was even 
awake at this hour. He wasn’t entirely nocturnal, but he 
hadn’t shifted entirely into a day-walker. He was rather 
like a college student with all night classes, or a cat (with 
the exception of the sleeping in sun beams). One time 
Xander had gone to bed and felt something pinching his 
feet. He moved them and then they were grabbed. He 
woke up to see Spine crouching at the end of the bed, 
staring at his feet and waiting to catch them. 



 
Once he'd blown a feather into the air and had gotten a 
two hour nap before Spike got bored. 
 
“That he’s actually an unloved murderous psychopath 
who was left by his Sire for a big slimy demon? That he 
has a chip in his head and is thus rendered harmless, he 
lives in a dusty crypt and the high point of his day in a 
soap opera?” Xander dipped his fries in ketchup and 
munched on them thoughtfully. “No, no I don’t think I 
will.” 
 
“Xander?” 
 
“Yes?” 
 
“You care about Spike.” 
 
“What? No! Do I? Oh my…it’s like I suddenly like him or 
something.” He picked up his soda and took a gulp. “I 
already had the huge break-down last week, picked 
myself up and ordered a pizza. Buffy, seriously. He’s 
happier, we’re all happier because we don’t have to 
worry about suddenly dying should he walk under a huge 
magnet or something.” 
 



“Would that work?” Buffy’s eyes widened and her eyes 
darted around as if there was suddenly going to be a 
giant truck full of magnets and the granny of the street 
was going to have a seizure and turn out to be a demon 
and kill everyone. “Hey why do they call me a Vampire 
slayer, if I end up being used as a multi-purpose slayer?” 
 
“Like I know the answer to either of those questions.” 
Xander snorted and then carefully looked around for the 
same truck and eyed the teenager chewing gum and 
staring at the streetlight. That kid looked capable of such 
evils. Then again, most fourteen year olds did. It was all 
that sexual tension, bubbling beneath the surface, ready 
to snap out at the slightest possibility of freedom. Xander 
knew these things. 
 
“What if he actually figures out the mirror thing?” Buffy 
stole some of his fries and put her affordable yet stylish 
boots up on the table. 
 
“Hm?” Xander played dumb, because he had to. It saved 
him from answering the question. “Mirror?” 
 
“Oh please, Giles asked him what he was doing the first 
day. Not to say that the idea of you and Spike makes me 
sick, but, ewwww.” She scrunched up her face. 



 
“They’re vampires, they don’t show up in mirrors. It’s a 
fact of life, like fries are delicious and my feet smell.” He 
shrugged. 
 
“So you’re not going to tell him he’s actually Spike, but 
you’re going to take away the one thing he w…what am I 
saying?” She frowned at the fries. “Spike and Xander. 
Ew,” she told them sternly. The fries did not agree. If this 
Spike character was anything like the Xander currently 
mowing their fellows down, then let the mingling 
commence. Fries have, are, and always will be kinky 
bastards. Freud blames it on the fact they're phallic 
shaped and covered in grease. In fact it’s because they’re 
from potatoes, which are the kinkiest vegetable of them 
all. Followed shortly by rutabagas, who wanted to be the 
kinkiest vegetable, but don't have enough eyes. 
 
Xander shrugged and kicked his foot against the floor. “If 
he does get his memory back I don’t want him thinking I 
took advantage of him.” 
 
“I can’t hear you, lalala burnt sienna boots, you are so 
pretty.” Buffy covered her ears and began singing to her 
boots. Xander sighed and looked upwards at the clouds. 



What were the chances of Spike honestly finding a cure 
for pseudo-science? 

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Spike, had, in fact found a cure for pseudo science. It was 
very complicated and it had taken him most of the night 
and his notebook to figure out exactly what he’d need to 
do. He had researched the chemistry of spell ingredients. 
He was pretty sure if he got just the right amount of 
everything, and could convince either Glinda or Red to 
spice it all in motion. 
 
Unfortunately it was at that moment Drusilla set a spell 
in motion. It was a simple spell, generic even, to pull a 
childe back to their Sire. Any vampire could do it, given 
that they were powerful enough to make a childe. The 
purpose: to temporarily heighten the childe’s need for 
their Sire, for their blood and attentions, to call her 
William back to her. 
 
Of course it backfired. She felt the spell twist out of her 
hands and wrap up and around an already existing spell. 
She let it go and stared off into spell-space and then at 
her hands. Someone had already enchanted her darling; 



someone had gone through his precious little mind and 
mussed it all up. She stood up straighter and frowned at 
the air. That was not allowed only she could mess up 
Spike’s brain, and that was for the best. There were some 
things best left forgotten, and some things that hadn’t 
happened to him that he needed to remember. 
 
Oh this was not going to work at all. She picked up her 
fur wrap, tossed it over one shoulder and dramatically 
made a phone call. To Pizza Hut. She had no one to call, 
but it was daylight out and she needed to do something. 
Might as well have a bite. 

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Xander opened the door, took a step in and was then 
tackled right back into the hallway by Spike. 
 
“Can we go hunting? Or maybe spar? Hey, hey, hey, we 
could fight Buffy, or the world, we could make balloon 
animals!” Spike grinned down at him as if it was 
imperative that he show off all his teeth at once. 
 
Holy dilated pupils Batman! Spike was actually vibrating 
and stroking Xander’s chest like he was trying to get in. 



He was an excited puppy who was happy because friend-
person-food-giver was home and it was time to play. 
Play. Now. 
 
Oh wait, how did vampires play? He doubted it was with 
chew toys. Or rather…rubber ones. 
 
“Spike…did you get in the medicine cabinet?” Xander 
only had aspirin and some shaving cream in there, but 
who knew what those two could do to Spike given the 
right circumstances. 
 
“Could do with a smoke, or a shag, or a spar, would be a 
grand old time. Sire? We could save the world or 
something. Could do with an apocalypse. Heart’s racing 
and everything’s all colored like daytime mustard.” Spike 
straightened, though he was still straddling his Sire like 
he was breaking horses and ran his hands over his jeans 
before quickly reciting: 
 
“Subverted by cartoons and ice cream. 
Then chained alone in cooking supplies. 
Your Bacchae days, it would seem. 
Have seen their last sunrise, son's eyes. 
 
You fought against the throw pillow 



You screamed about central heating 
But at mp3's and laptops you mellowed 
And gave up the pretense when meeting 
Daytime soap operas and Dijon mustard.” 
 
“What was that?” 
 
“I read it on the Internet. I was busy, there were flashing 
lights. Can we have sex? I’m pretty sure I saw a flicker in 
the mirror today. It’s coming round to my way of 
thinking.” Spike's grabbed Xander by the shirt, then 
leaned up and back until Xander was on top of him and 
bent oddly. “Had a good talk with her today about how 
she’s getting in the way of the very vital sire/childe 
relationship and she’s just being lazy about her job. You 
smell good.” Spike inhaled and nuzzled into Xander’s 
neck. “Like wood and French fries.” 
 
“Um. Spike? Are you drugged?” 
 
“High on life! Unlife. Si~re.” Spike purred and wiggled 
and scratched at the ugly, ugly shirt that was covering 
Sire’s skin. Sire was always warm, flush with blood; he 
always smelled delicious. 
 
Onions were delicious. Sire was like a big beautiful onion 



and the papery-yucky layer was between him a deep-
fried goodness. If the onion was deep-fried. Which it 
should be? Sire was delicious and smelled like all the 
things he wanted, stupid, stupid mirror. 
 
“Spike? Spike, Spike…” His Sire was talking and trying to 
do something and Spike pulled them both up and 
grinned. “Fight, fuck, Sire’s tense.” He changed the 
subject and cocked his head and left Xander on his feet, 
sniffing and circling around, pushing them to the couch. 
“Sire needs to relax, always working.” Spike was rubbing 
and rumbling and doing all sorts of things that started 
with ‘r’.  
 
“Leave me alone all day…” Spike was, once again, 
straddling Xander, only this time on his ass and he was 
kneading into Xander’s muscles and he could only moan 
because it hurt, but it hurt so good. “Think about you, 
staring into the mirror, smelling you all over the place…” 
That British accent was going all over the place, fingers 
pushing right into his spinal pads and he heard his back 
give out a confused pop. “Then you come home and I 
need to touch you.” 
 
“Shit.” Xander groaned, because he couldn’t entirely 
register anything, because there was a sexy British man 



sitting on his ass, purring and pleading and making his 
back relax, oh man, relax for the first time since the 
world was new. 
 
Spike rolled the heels of his hand up the tracks of 
Xander’s spine, circumventing his Sire’s shoulder blades 
and rubbing the flesh of his shoulders and trailing lightly 
down the arm. Sire was his right now, laying on his front, 
eyes going unfocused and mouth lax. He scratched back 
down the planes of his maker’s back and even though 
everything in his brain was Technicolor, Sire was an aria 
of colors and scented like red and swirling, swirling like 
an oil spill. 
 
“Spike...” Xander tried to protest into the pillow, because 
now there was tongue, and half of him was protesting 
because the back-rub stopped, the other half was 
protesting because Spike was licking him. Licking was 
bad. For some reason. Ooo, thumbs were back. 
 
“Sire?” Spike nuzzled then shot up straight off his back 
and twirled around. “I found a spell, made it up, need 
Red or Glinda, but it’ll work. Got all sorts of eyes, eyes for 
seeing, for believing, eyes for showing, vamp eyes, true 
eyes, I spy with my little eye…” he trailed off and 
bounced on the balls of his feet. “Need handfuls of eyes, 



but with a little bit of rosemary, little bit a thyme, bit of 
my blood, always in the blood…mass it all, put some on 
me, put some on a mirror and BOOM…” He made a wide 
gesture and crouched down. “A vampire with a 
reflection, just like m’Sire.” 
 
Xander stared at him, too confused to move and his 
mouth made odd sounds against the couch fabric. Spell, 
for…um…oh no. It couldn’t work…it honestly couldn’t. If 
it did that would be…oh dear. It couldn’t work; you 
couldn’t just make up spells. That’d be silly. And 
convenient. Oh dear. 
 
Spike was grinning, but the grin was dimming because 
Xander wasn’t responding, and the half that honestly 
thought he was Spike’s Sire (as weird as that was. It was 
a Hellmouth thing) just wanted to pick the man up and 
cuddle him to say he’d done well. The rest of him was 
taking a lunch-break freak-out.  
 
He sat up slowly and his spine let out a series of 
discontented pops and he got six or seven good cracks 
out of his neck. “Really?” he tried, because what else are 
you going to say to a high-out-of-his-mind vampire who 
can’t sit still long enough to give the Nightly Seduction 
Routine an honest go? 



 
On the nights Xander gave in they had a make-out 
session on the couch. Most of the time he held himself 
back, but there were just those nights where he couldn’t 
remember why he was holding back. There was just 
something so horribly wonderful about having someone 
back in the apartment waiting for him. Not just waiting, 
like…oh Xander will be home soon, hope he doesn’t 
smell. Waiting like…waiting like you wait for summer 
vacation and your favorite cartoon in the morning. 
Waiting like Buffy waited for a shoe sale or Giles waited 
for his letters in the mail. Not just like that, not just like 
Xander was a huge ball of Christmas and birthdays and 
fudge brownie cake. Spike waited like the rest of the day 
wasn’t worth having unless Xander came home. 
 
That? That was wonderful. Terrifying and freaky, but 
wonderful. Lots of terrifying actually. Loads of terrifying. 
Like…Kansas sized terrifying. Oh dear, the freak-out was 
back from lunch-break. 
 
“Yeah Sire, worked on it all day, bloody horrible books 
everywhere, was just about to put some of the formulas 
in when everything went splooy.” 
 
“You…uh…um…Spi-you…that is…um.” He tried and Spike 



cocked his head and sniffed. “You alright Sire?” 
 
“Ye..no…um. Would you like me if I wasn’t your Sire?” 
 
Spike looked downright confused at that, sat on the floor 
and looked at the ceiling. “Figure I would, you’re a nice 
bloke. Always thinking about me. Sure the Sire thing 
helps, but if you were a bad Sire I wouldn’t like you. Love 
you sure, but hate you too.” Spike grinned. “Love you 
and like you. So if I didn’t love you I’d still like you. Not 
your shirts though. Horrible shirts. Lose the shirts. Bad 
shirts.” Spike fell on his back and didn’t seem to realize 
how to get back up. His hands scrabbled at the air and 
Xander realized that while his freak-out was all well and 
good there was, in fact, something wrong with his childe 
and he should pay attention to that. 
 
He got up off the couch and pulled up a beaming Spike. 
“Whoa there, how many fingers am I holding up?” 
 
“Purple.” Spike grabbed Xander's hand, which was 
holding up two fingers and licked one. “Naughty Sire, not 
to make rude gestures.” 
 
“Okay you just won a grand trip to Giles to see what’s 
wrong with you.” Spike sucked in his finger and Xander’s 



eyes tripped over the sensation. “Okay, you need to stop 
that if we’re ever going to get up.” 
 
“Always to Giles.” Spike let the finger go and went into 
Xander’s lap for a cuddle. “You can fix things too Sire. 
Don’t need old men who smell like chamomile and frogs 
eyes.” 
 
“I’m not good at magic, or drugs. Giles is good at both if 
any of his stories are to be believed.” Xander pulled Spike 
to his feet and then tried to support him, but Spike didn’t 
seem interested in moving. 
 
“I feel great Sire, don’t need anyone. Just you.” 
 
Xander sighed and sat on the couch again and Spike 
moved in for a snuggle, wrapping his Sire’s arms around 
him and tucking his head under Xander’s chin. Xander 
sighed and eyed the distance between him and the 
phone. Go, go gadget arms! 
 
“Are you sure you’re alright. No poisons or anything?” 
 
“M’fine Sire. Always fine around you.” Spike sighed and 
ran his hands down Xander’s sides. “Cured me Mum, 
gave me a forever worth going through, making me into 



something better than a parasite.” He slid them back up 
under Xander’s shirt, and Xander jumped with the cold 
hands. Cold hands, cold hands! 
 
“Always warm. Whole world of power…Sire….” Spike was 
full on purring, like vampire purring (why on earth could 
vampires purr?) and was swaying. 
 
“Spike you could be sick. We need to get you checked 
out.” Spike shook his head disjointedly and turned his 
head to the side for a kiss. “Want Sire.” 
 
“Yes, well no reflection, no nookie.” Xander eyed the 
phone and tried his latent Jedi powers, which were 
unfortunately, still latent. Damn. Spike was breathing, 
inhaling his scent and pushing forward, murmuring 
adjectives and haphazardly seducing his so-called Sire. 

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Drusilla soon realized that she couldn’t scry a vampire, 
because they were vampires. She went over, plucked the 
dead pizza boy’s eyes and bit into her finger and rubbed 
blood over the misshapen orbs. She plopped them into 
her scrying bowl (bathroom sink) and sprinkled some 



dried rosemary over the top. She picked up a slice of 
Hawaiian pizza and munched on it while looking into the 
sink. 

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
“Been too long, lonely, want Sire.” Spike pushed and 
Xander’s brain said, “Fuck it” and kissed Spike while 
getting up and stumbling towards the phone. Spike had 
his legs wrapped around his waist and his arms begging 
Xander to just lay them out. It didn’t help that Xander 
wouldn’t have the first idea of how to have sex. Gay, 
normal, whatever. The kisses were making his knees 
shake, but he got them to the counter and fumbled for 
the phone, seating Spike on the counter. Spike, of course, 
used this against him. 
 
“Got to…call…” 
 
Spike reared up and punched the phone, leaving 
shattered plastic. He was in his vamp face and panting. 
“Want. Sire.” 
 
“Well I need to call Giles.” Xander frowned and picked 
Spike up off the counter. “Go to your room.” 



 
“Sire.” He was gasping, and he didn’t need air, so that 
was worrisome. “Need Sire.” 
 
Xander picked up Spike and moved him to the bathroom. 
“No reflec…tion…” He stared at the picture of the two of 
them. Spike grinned. “No nookie.” He swallowed.  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Nine 

Spike was locked in a passionate embrace with his Sire, 
who was not his Sire, and was (in fact) your regular 
teenage male currently sitting on top of a Hellmouth full 
of Apocalypse-y goodness. With a vampire in his arms. 
 
A vampire with a reflection. 
 
That never happened. 
 
Spike boggled. Xander boggled. Spike grinned. Xander 
could see the grin in the mirror. He continued boggling. 



 
Boggle. 
 
Boggle... boggle...mc-boggle. 
 
"I uh...I thought you didn't do that spell." Xander 
coughed after several minutes when his boggling didn't 
do much besides make him look stupid. 
 
"I didn't." Spike cuddled closer and he was vibrating. Like 
a cell phone, or a sex toy, possibly a kitten, but not a 
vibrating kitten sex toy with cell phone possibilities. That 
would be strange. Xander shook his head quickly and 
noticed again that Spike's pupils were huge and Spike's 
pupils didn't need to be that big to see in this light. Right, 
Giles now, worry about having to keep up your part of 
the deal later. 
 
"Sire..." Spike began and slowly shifted away, towards 
the bedroom, hands still on Xander's hips. Xander's hips 
were all for following the vampire, and Xander's brain 
was sort of in agreement, but the panicky part bitch-
slapped the following part and went to go get the phone. 
The phone Spike smashed. Xander swallowed. 
 
"Sire." Spike tried again, but it wasn't the low assured 



sultry tone that he shouldn't know how to do. It was 
small and confused and Xander turned back and Spike 
dropped his hands and bounced his leg nervously. "What 
the hell is it now?" Spike demanded, but there wasn't the 
usual level of Spike-ness to it. 
 
"Holy fuck we're going to have sex." Xander sputtered 
and Spike nodded. 
 
"Hopefully not that holy. Might burn a bit." 
 
"No, but we're going to have...you know. Sex. Me. And 
you." 
 
"That's what you said innit?" Spike cocked his head and 
then kept turning until he was upside down. Then he 
grinned and stood up straight and spun back around. 
"When my reflection showed up we could finally-" Spike 
began and Xander nodded quickly. "Yep, I sure said that. 
When you had a refection. As a vampire. You. Vampire. 
Reflection, then nookie." 
 
Spike began to worry that his Sire was sick or something. 
He quickly caught him as his knees crumpled and got him 
to the couch. "What's wrong? Are you sick? Do you need 
blood? Did you eat today?" Spike demanded and 



scented. Xander's breath smelled like ham sandwich, not 
even a hint of any platelets. Spike didn't know what kind 
of blood his Sire drank, but he bit into his own arm and 
offered it. Childe blood might be good enough. 
 
"Eat Sire, you'll get sick." 
 
"No!" Xander disagreed and noticed the blonde's face fall 
before Spike pushed his blood closer. "Sire you need to 
eat today." He said and Xander realized his two choices 
came down to drinking blood or having sex. Sure Angel 
had said drinking blood wouldn't turn him, but he hadn't 
said what it would do, especially when Spike was on 
magic or something. 
 
His brain snapped. 
 
Spike took the opportunity to shove the bleeding wound 
into Xander's mouth and Xander's tongue went into 
action without any sort of input. His tongue was a bit of a 
free agent like that. 
 
It was like drinking Mountain Dew filled with Pop Rocks. 
It foamed over his tongue and magic exploded down his 
throat. Spike grinned and Xander's eyes rolled back and 
his hands wrapped around Spike's arm, mouth sucking 



hard and tongue lapping it all up. Spike stroked his Sire's 
head and he was just happy to help, and when the 
mouth lifted from his arm and latched onto his mouth, 
head titled to the left even (interesting), he was even 
happier to have helped. 
 
All Sire had needed was a bit of a blood and everything 
was right as rain. 
 
They fell off the couch, the floor splintered under Spike's 
head and Xander pulled back panting, gasping in oxygen 
and stared at Spike. 
 
"Hi." Xander was gripping hard on Spike shirt and little 
rips were already showing. 
 
"Hi." Spike echoed licking his lips and staring at the pulse 
in Xander's neck. He basked in the heat radiating off his 
Sire and the sweet smell of sweat and heat and blood 
pounding just under warm skin. 
 
Wait a second.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  



 
Dru brushed her hands off and rolled her shoulders 
outside of the building. Simple counter spell, the warlock 
spell hadn't been terribly complicated, and frankly rather 
half-assed. Now whatever that had been done was 
undone. Dru lifted her skirts and the rug-rat she picked 
up opened the door for her and she smiled and went into 
the elevator. Her minion scampered in and pressed the 
button and smiled at her. She patted his head and the lift 
jerked, shuttered and moved up. He was a rather polite 
minion; she might keep him around for a bit. 
 
It was time to wrap this up, grab her childe and have 
epic, bloody adventures. She worried for her boy; he had 
always required a mothering touch. A father too, but he 
would just have to be the man of the house for mummy. 
They could make a childe together even. Keep some pets 
around. He had always so enjoyed pets, but Angelus had 
always killed the ones he liked best. 
 
Her poor, poor boy, left all alone in this cold cruel world. 
No more of that, she would take care of him, just the way 
he always should have been. He might fight a bit at first 
over the issue, but that was to be expected. He just 
wanted attention.  



 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
"S...you have a...and you're warm... and a reflection." 
Spike tumbled back and stared at Xander. "Never smell 
blood, always smell like sunlight." He laughed half-
heartedly and stared at Xander. "Best Sire I ever had, and 
not even a vampire. Just my kind of luck." 
 
"Doesn't say much for Angel does it?" Xander murmured. 
 
"Angel's a girl's name and Angelus is a sodding disease." 
Spike snorted. 
 
"STDeadboy!" Xander laughed like he was still a hyena. 
He might be. 
 
"Zeppo." Spike put a hand to his hair and blinked rapidly. 
"Doughnut boy... Whelp..." 
 
"Oh, well that's just great." Xander slumped against the 
couch. Whoo couch. Couch, couch, coach, ROBOTS! He 
began laughing and Spike snorted. 
 
Spike shook his head and slid up the wall and felt his 



chest. "I've got a bloody pulse. Why the hell do I have a 
pulse?" 
 
"You were hit by lightning." Xander offered, struggling to 
get up and tripping over the rug to get a beer. Beer 
solved everything. "Lost your memories, you were 
working on a spell to get them back. Giles was 
impressed. Then there was blood. Big surprise, I'm not a 
vampire. Though it was nice when you thought I was." 
Xander stared at the fridge which foiled his plans of 
getting beer by not having any. Grrr. 
 
He would defeat the fridge for being impi...impit...rude. 
 
Spike looked around and scowled, then smiled, scowled 
and shook his head. "Need to sleep." 
 
"You can grab the bed I'll just..." 
 
"Sleep with me and I'll figure you out tomorrow when 
everything stops being full of pine and water buffalo." 
 
"What?" 
 
"You arguing or are you shifting?" Spike snarled and 
Xander got up to go down the hallway when there was a 



crisp knock on the door. They both turned to stare at it, 
and Spike lifted his head to sniff. His brow did that cute 
furrowing thing and the urge to cuddle was growing. 
 
Spike's eyebrows lifted and he walked to the door. "Dru." 
 
"William." She smiled and her eyes turned to Xander. 
"Kitten." 
 
"What are you up to then, luv? Did Miss Edith whisper 
something in your ear?" 
 
Drusilla shook her head and placed her hands on the 
barrier and stroked her fingers down the invisible 
obstruction. "No, she doesn't say anything to me 
anymore. I'm all better Spike." 
 
Spike's hand moved through the barrier and he stroked 
her hair. "Better how, Princess?" 
 
Xander slumped against the counter and rubbed his 
temples. The world was tilted strongly to the left and 
Spike was the only one standing up straight. He rubbed 
his eyes with the heels of his hands. Now Drusilla was 
here and Spike had his memory back, and all those nice 
things Xander had thought of weren't going to be there 



anymore. 
 
He'd be more ready to angst if he didn't feel like giggling 
so much. Angst later, go crazy now. He laughed and tried 
to grab the stars, but the ceiling was in the way. 
 
"I'm not crazy anymore poppet, now I can be a proper 
Sire." Drusilla smiled. "We can be a terror of Europe if 
you want. Or America, or Asia. Wherever you want 
darling." 
 
Spike was blinking very quickly again and his hand 
dropped. "You're what?" 
 
"Sane, I believe the term is." She offered her arm. "Shall 
we be off, or do you want to turn that lovely little dear? 
Mummy promises you can keep your toys his time." 
 
"Um..no." Spike began then looked at Xander and back at 
her. "Now I'm going barking," he muttered. "No turning 
him." 
 
"Well we can have him as a pet if you'd like. Show him 
the fun of traveling the world. It'll be good for him," she 
said and her minion blinked owlishly behind her and 
gazed at Xander jealously. Xander noticed that his hand 



was all swirly. Whoa. He moved it around. 
 
"See the thing is Princess, that while I was...there was 
this spell...All my dreams come true and here I am..." He 
reached over, grabbed her face and gave her a proper 
kiss that sounded wet and the part of Xander's brain that 
really did like coming home to Spike, was now having a 
major Freak-Out party. 
 
"Think you could come back around later luv? Have 
something I need to take care of for seventy...eighty 
years maybe." 
 
She began to say something, pouted, cocked her head 
and lifted her eyebrows. "Well then, I hope you boys 
have fun. I'll be back around next year to make sure 
you're taking good care of my William," she warned 
Xander and looked Spike over. "If you were wondering he 
won't remember this tomorrow." 
 
Spike frowned and cocked his head then grinned. "You 
really are a peach aren't you?" 
 
"Your chip is also broken. Never let it be said I never pay 
attention to what my childe needs," she called out as she 
swept away with a flash of skirts and Spike leaned in the 



doorway to watch her leave. She turned at the end of the 
hallway and added. "I will be seeing you next year 
darling. We simply must go on Grand Tour. He'd look 
dashing in India, don't you think?" 
 
Spike bowed as she left and the elevator doors closed. 
 
He turned back to his pseudo-Sire, walked over and bent 
down to pick him up. "Let's get you to bed then, Sire." 
 
"Uterus!" Xander laughed until he fell asleep. 

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
"So I see that Spike is in mirrors now." Willow broached 
one day as the brain-damaged vampire was studiously 
looking through one of Giles's "Not For the Children" 
books and flashing Xander Significant Glances. 
 
"Yep. Figured out a spell all by himself." Xander quickly 
turned some pages of the book he was pretending to 
read so he wouldn't have to talk about this. 
 
"How did that go over?" 
 



"Something like a lead balloon. Or a burning airship. A 
spaceship with no fuel maybe." Xander took a hard 
swallow of his coffee, which burned and he choked, and 
Spike was there in a second, pounding on his back. 
 
"Thanks." Xander coughed and Spike leaned down to 
nuzzle his neck and give Willow a sly little smirk. Willow 
hid behind her book and stared at Xander. "No, 
you...Really? No." 
 
"We're not going to talk about this." 
 
"You guys...? I'm so happy for you! My best friend, having 
sex at last," she squealed and Buffy covered her ears 
from across the room and began singing very loudly. 
Giles coughed and went back to shelving books. 
 
"I meant guy sex. You've had lots of sex before umm..." 
Willow turned red and went back to reading. 
 
"How about that local sports team I don't know the name 
of?" Xander covered and Spike sat in his lap. 
 
"Can we see Mum today, Sire? She said she was making 
brownies." Spike turned to give Buffy and Willow a grin 
and wiggled until Xander's hands came to his hips. 



 
"Well, I do love brownies." Xander agreed and Spike 
grinned and hooked his arms over Xander's shoulders. 
"How can I ever thank you Sire?" 
 
"No seducing in the Magic Box." Xander squeaked quickly 
and Spike leaned forward to whisper something. Willow 
laughed at the color Xander turned and Buffy dove into 
her book like it would save her. "No seducing at Buffy's 
house either. Got it? We had to burn the couch after you 
made out on it. There are things mortal women should 
not see" 
 
"You're just jealous 'cause I got turned by the sweetest, 
most powerful vampire in the entire universe. N'turned 
into the sexiest." Spike preened and Xander bit his 
shoulder. Buffy made a gagging motion. Spike slowly slid 
onto the table and then off to the side, holding his hand 
out for Xander's. "Well since lil' sis can't handle that I got 
Mum's looks we should go elsewhere." 
 
"Yes. Elsewhere. To um...elsewhere stuff." Xander 
yanked Spike out into the room and Spike shrugged like 
"What's a vampire to do?" and disappeared out the door. 
 
So basically, Spike's was the kind of luck that got him a 



Xander all for himself and permission to act as much of a 
needy bastard as he damn well felt like, a mum who 
made brownies and hot cocoa and a good couple of 
decades to figure out the cure for mortality.  
 
Plus a Grand Tour coming up with Dru. Xander really 
would look dashing in India.  

 
 

The End  

 


