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Part One 

Spike sat by himself in the corner of Willie's. He stared 
down into the glass in front of him contemplating the 
liquid depths of the shot of Jack Daniels. He was trying to 
think of something to drink to. That wasn't strictly true 
he knew whom he was going to drink to he just needed 
to think of something appropriate to say. It didn't matter 
that no one was going to hear his toast. It didn't matter 
that whatever he said nothing was going to change. It 
didn't matter that there were no words to say what he 
wanted. He was going to try because his pet deserved 
the best he could give.  
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His jaw clenched and he could hear his teeth grinding 
together. His pet's face danced before his eyes. He could 
picture the last time he had seen him as clearly as if it 
were happening again right there in Willie's bar. He could 
hear his pet's voice telling him where he was going, could 
see his face as he stuck his head back through the door 
of their bedroom and blew Spike a kiss, a gesture that 
was part humor and part a genuine expression of love. 
He could hear the door of the apartment bang closed, his 
pet had a bad habit of slamming doors a little too hard. 
Now, as it had the other times he had relieved those last 
moments, the noise of the door closing echoed taking on 
a finality it hadn't had at the time. The weeks after that 
door had closed were lost somewhere in Spike's 
memory. The only thing that he was certain of was that 
they involved a large amount of liquor.  
 
He hadn't been able to share his grief with anyone. No 
one else had known. Their relationship had been a 
secret. When he finally emerged from his haze of 
mourning, he had to go back and listen to the Slayer go 
on about how she missed him. He had to look at the guilt 
on the witches' faces. He had to watch the Watcher pour 
himself a drink a little earlier each day. Through all his 
watching he couldn't tell the Slayer to be quiet that she 



didn't know a thing about missing him that it was he who 
missed his pet the most, he who was lost without him. 
He had to fight the urge to scream at the witches to 
promise them that one day his blood soaked visions of 
vengeance would be more than daydreams, that one day 
they would pay with their lives for taking away his reason 
for existing. He had to resist the temptation to join the 
Watcher in crawling into the bottle permanently. Worst 
of all he had to watch them go on with their lives the 
pain of their grief eased after a few short months. His pet 
had been forgotten, shoved into the realms of their 
memories. While his own pain had increased taking over 
to the point that it was becoming harder and harder to 
keep it beneath the mask of jokes, sarcasm and 
occasional death threats that the Slayer and her gang 
saw. It was the same mask that his love for his pet had 
lived behind. Someday soon his mask was going to crack, 
and when it did he wouldn't go to the Slayer, the 
witches, or the Watcher and tell them the truth. No then 
he was going to take a walk into the sun, because that 
would be the day that his pain would completely take 
over filling that space he had maintained in his mind, the 
space that saw to the mechanics of living.  
 
But that day hadn't come yet, so he raised his glass to his 
beautiful pet on the anniversary of the day he had 



disappeared a year ago. As he downed the liquor he 
allowed himself to hear the voice of his pet, allowed his 
memory to release the warm sound of his pet whispering 
`I love you' in his ear. He allowed the memory to linger 
only as long as the taste of the liquor, he couldn't dwell 
on it for long unless he wanted today to be the day that 
his mask cracked.  
 
After the taste of the liquor faded and the sound of his 
pet's voice was once again locked away in his mind Spike 
began the climb out of his memories. He tried to make it 
as fast as possible. But he couldn't avoid the sparks of 
pain when his mind caught on snippets of memory, the 
way his pet had smiled after they had kissed the first 
time or the look of absolute concentration on his face as 
he watched cartoons. Getting through each snippet was 
like crawling across broken glass. When he was finally 
free from their grasp he was shaken and bleeding.  
 
Finally the sounds of the bar began to seep into Spike's 
consciousness indicating the end of his climb, his 
emergence into reality. After a few minutes of staring 
down through the now empty shot glass at the table top 
beneath it and listening to the buzz of the many 
languages that filled the bar, the clink of glasses, and the 
movements of the patrons Spike raised his head and 



looked across the room in the direction of the door. He 
was considering ordering another drink when the door 
opened and two vampires walked in both dressed 
entirely in the traditional vampire color, black. Spike gave 
them a brief cursory look and then turned his gaze to the 
bar hoping to get Willie's attention. As he turned he was 
vaguely aware of another someone entering the bar after 
the two vampires but he didn't look back to see who or 
what it was.  
 
He spent the next few minutes absorbed in the perhaps 
futile task of getting Willie to look his way. Finally he 
gave a low growl of frustration and looked away from the 
bar and into the eyes of the person standing beside his 
table.  
 
He closed his eyes tightly and deliberately, he had finally 
gone crazy, and he was seeing things. He slowly opened 
his eyes fully expecting the person he had just seen to be 
gone. But he was still there looking at Spike. Spike 
wanted to speak but he was afraid that if he spoke the 
vision would disappear. He couldn't allow himself to 
believe what he was seeing; such a belief could only lead 
to more pain. So he stared his eyes devouring the site he 
thought he'dnever see again trying to memorize all the 
details before his mind switched back to sane and took 



this view away from him. Then in a move his mind was 
slow to comprehend a hand came out and covered 
Spike's where it was sitting on the table and a familiar yet 
foreign voice said "Spike." It was only one word, but it 
was enough to make Spike believe in the reality of the 
image. He didn't care if he was going insane, if he was 
wrong, or how much pain his belief was going to cause 
him he was convinced what he saw was real, just as the 
weight of familiar hand on his was. Clinging fiercely to 
that belief and concentrating on the feel of that hand he 
managed to speak  
 
"Xander." His voice came out less confident than he'd 
ever heard it. The pain he had been concealing from the 
world for an entire year exploded in that one word filling 
it with pleading, with hope, with amazement.  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Two 

Silence filled with emotions crackled between them as 
blue eyes dulled with grief looked into brown eyes 



swirling with too many emotions to quantify. Slowly, 
carefully Spike pushed back his chair and stood. As he 
stood and moved around the table his fingers grasped 
the hand covering his taking the hand with him. The 
fingers of that hand automatically laced their way 
through his fingers. There was only a step between them 
after Spike came around the table.  
 
Carefully, unsure that his legs would support him even 
over such a short distance, Spike took that step forward. 
They stood there for an instant clasped hands between 
them eyes locked. Spike ignored the questions that were 
crowding his mind, ignored the fact that they were 
standing in a public place and reached up with his free 
hand and dragged Xander's face down and kissed him. 
For one horrible moment nothing happened, that 
familiar mouth remained still and unresponsive. Then it 
began to move, it opened under the assault of Spike's 
mouth. He was distantly aware of Xander's arm coming 
up and wrapping itself around his waist. But his whole 
world was centered on the cool wet mouth moving on 
his.  
 
His mind caught up with what his senses were telling 
him, Xander's mouth was cold not warm. He tore his 
mouth away and looked at Xander questions in his eyes. 



His mind couldn't be right. But his other senses were 
adding their own messages to his mind, the hand joined 
to his radiated no heat the same was true of the arm 
across his back. Xander smelled different his scent a 
mixture of blood, death, and power. Spike spoke quietly  
 
"Xander are you-" He didn't finish the question, the 
question he knew the answer to. He needed to hear 
Xander say it only then would he accept it. He watched 
intently holding nonexistent breath in the moment 
before Xander's mouth opened and he heard his 
response  
 
"Yes." Strange how one word could alter his world 
permanently. The man who held him in his arms wasn't 
the man he'd lost a year ago he wasn't even a man. Spike 
wasn't sure what to do. Part of him wanted to shove 
Xander away, another part of him wanted to hold on 
tighter to stay in the embrace of the demon that wore 
Xander's face. He couldn't find the willpower to step out 
of the embrace. His face must have shown signs of his 
internal struggle, because Xander murmured in his ear  
 
"Spike, please come with me let me explain." Spike could 
never resist the word please in that voice, even though 
this voice was somewhat different, overlaid with an 



accent Spike didn't recognize.  
 
"Alright." Xander smiled down at him and released Spike 
from his arms. He made to separate their clasped hands 
but Spike refused to give up the hand. Xander gave it 
small squeeze and left their hands interlocked. They 
made their way out of Willie's.  
 
Spike ignored the curious glances of the patrons and 
focused on the door. When they reached the door 
Xander opened it and they walked outside into the warm 
air of the spring evening. Xander steered them to the 
right and they started down the street. Spike noticed 
something the two vampires he had seen enter the bar 
earlier had followed them out of the bar and were now 
trailing them down the street. He was reluctant to break 
the charged silence that lay between him and Xander, 
but he couldn't ignore the possible threat. "Xander, there 
are two vampires following us."  
 
Xander didn't look over his shoulder or even slow his 
pace. He just said "I know."  
 
Spike thought about that for a moment, so Xander had 
realized their presence too, but he didn't sound 
threatened or even all that worried.  



 
He was about to ask what they should do about their 
shadows when Xander continued "Don't worry about 
them, they're just doing their job."  
 
Silence fell again as Spike pondered that statement. He 
didn't waste much time on it though. His mind was too 
busy working through the two shocks it had been 
subjected to.  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Three 

Spike loved Xander. The vampire he was walking hand in 
hand with wasn't Xander. That was his first thought, his 
first reaction. It was the easy explanation. It was the 
explanation that the Slayer and her gang would accept. If 
Spike accepted this explanation he could sink back into 
mourning and let the pain build until the day his mask 
cracked, the pain that had stopped abruptly when he had 
met a pair of familiar brown eyes in Willie's. But the part 
of him that had wanted nothing more then to stay in 



Xander's embrace back in the bar, that part was 
questioning his first reaction. That part whispered that 
William wasn't completely gone; he hadn't disappeared 
with Spike's soul that night in the dark alley. 
 
Spike didn't admit it very often but much of his current 
personality had also been William's. But that argument 
only got Spike so far, it was possible that some of even 
most of Xander's personality remained intact, but it was 
impossible to ignore the demon that had replaced 
Xander's soul. The demon demanded blood; it craved 
violence, reveled in other's pain, felt no guilt and had no 
inhibitions. In short there was no way the demon hadn't 
affected Xander, hadn't changed him. He was no longer 
the Xander Spike had known and loved, but he wasn't 
exactly an entirely different being. Spike was left to 
wonder whether his love was only for the human Xander 
had been or whether it would extend to the vampire 
Xander now was.  
 
As Spike pondered this, the truly insidious voices that he 
usually kept tightly locked in the darkest part of his brain 
slowly emerged. They whispered that part of Spike's 
attraction to Xander had always been the boy's capacity 
for violence, the look he got in his eyes when he dusted a 
vampire or helped kill a demon. They further pointed out 



that Spike had on more than one occasion thought in 
passing that Xander would make a good vampire. A 
reminder that the thought hadn't exactly bothered Spike 
quickly followed that thought.  
 
Finally there was the voice that had never seen the light 
of day the one that reminded Spike that he would never 
had let Xander go, that he would have turned him, kept 
him for eternity, and loved him even without his soul.  
 
Spike glanced sideways at Xander and all of his thoughts 
grew silent. He stared at that face and wished that he 
could just find the nearest bed and ignite the passion 
that had always flared so hot between them. He wished 
that he could ignore the doubts, the questions and just 
loose himself in the body that he knew better then his 
own. But that too was the easy way out, it would answer 
nothing, solve nothing, and explain nothing. So he tore 
his gaze away and returned to the debate raging inside 
him.  
 
Spike almost didn't notice when Xander stopped walking 
so involved was he in his own internal debate. But he did 
notice when the hand he had refused to relinquish 
started to slip out of his grasp as he continued to walk 
after Xander had stopped. When he stopped to regain 



possession of that hand he noticed that Xander had 
stopped and that they were standing in front of a house 
in an area of Sunnydale Spike was only vaguely familiar 
with. He looked over at Xander expectantly. Xander 
gestured toward the house with his free hand and said  
 
"I'm staying here. Come in with me." Spike just nodded. 
Xander led him up the walk way and stood in front of the 
door. After a minute of staring of the door Spike spoke 
up  
 
"What exactly are we waiting for?" Xander inclined his 
head towards the walkway  
 
"Them." Spike turned and saw the two vampires that had 
been following them coming up the walkway. He turned 
back to Xander who offered  
 
"They ah work for me." Spike shrugged mentally; there 
would be time to get a more detailed explanation later 
when those two weren't close enough to eavesdrop. The 
two vampires came up and stood silently behind Xander 
who finally reached out and opened the door. He 
released Spike's hand crossed the threshold then turned 
and said  
 



"Come on in Spike." Spike stepped into the house and 
immediately found Xander's hand again. His mind might 
be turmoil over this development but the small part of 
him that still thought this was too good to be true felt 
compelled to hold onto Xander to reassure Spike of the 
reality of his existence. Xander just squeezed Spike's 
hand gently and led him down a short hallway into what 
was obviously a living room. He could hear the two 
anonymous vampires continue down the hallway and up 
the stairs he had noticed.  
 
He looked around the room as Xander led him over to a 
couch in front of a fireplace. There wasn't much of note 
in the room. A lamp stood in one corner giving the only 
illumination in the room. The couch was the only 
furnishing. Xander sat down on the couch effectively 
taking Spike with him.  
 
They sat there in silence for a minute Spike acutely aware 
of the muscular thigh pressing against his. Their 
interlocked hands sat half on Spike's leg and half on 
Xander's. Then Xander began to speak.  

Part Four 

"Spike before I explain I just wanted to say that if I hadn't 
been turned I'd be long dead, well deader." The slightly 



sarcastic tone of the last part of the statement made 
Spike's heart twist it was pure Xander. He shoved the 
memories it invoked aside as Xander continued. 
 
"Its not something I regret for a lot of reasons one of 
them being-" Xander's voice trailed off and he just 
gripped Spike's hand very tightly for a moment then his 
grip subsided and he spoke again his voice brisk and 
devoid of emotion. 
 
"Anyway I said I would explain. The spell that Willow and 
Tara hit me with dropped me somewhere in the past, 
17th century Russia to be exact." Spike let Xander's voice 
surround him as he continued to explain.  
 
 

Mstiora, Russia 1680  

Xander landed hard pitching forward onto his knees; his 
arms shot out and kept him from falling face first into the 
mud. For a minute he stayed there on all fours staring at 
the ground and breathing hard trying to calm the nausea 
threatening to overwhelm him. The first breath he took 
made a mockery of that effort, wherever he was it 
smelled. So he switched to breathing through his mouth. 
When his dinner was no longer threatening to make a 



reappearance he raised his head slowly. He looked 
around and discovered he was kneeling in the mud about 
twenty feet away from some buildings. All he could really 
see were the vague shadows of the buildings, it was 
almost completely dark not a street lamp in sight. That 
really wasn't a good sign. He stood up carefully and 
shoved aside panic to try and figure out what exactly had 
happened.  
 
The last thing he remembered was fighting some 
vampires in one of Sunnydale's graveyards. Willow and 
Tara had unveiled a new spell that made vampires just 
disappear into thin air, a very neat trick. He remembered 
a shout of alarm but it was vague, distant then he 
remembered an intense spinning sensation like the one 
that came from riding a cheap carnival ride. The next 
thing he remembered was kneeling in the mud, here 
wherever here was. His next realization had him spinning 
around in a panic and desperately reaching inside his 
jacket for the stake he knew was there. He must have 
been hit by Willow and Tara's spell and if this was where 
he ended up then those vampires were most likely here 
also. When he realized that there was no chance he 
could spot the vampires in the overwhelming darkness 
he stopped moving and stood as still as possible hoping 
to hear something that would help him. The rustling 



behind him had him turning around abruptly and coming 
face to face with gleaming yellow eyes. He raised his 
stake and stepped forward swinging in what he hoped 
was the vicinity of the chest. It was more luck then 
anything else that had him connecting. He was still 
tensed ready for the attack when a slight breeze blew the 
dust that had been the vampire into his face. A sound 
from behind jarred him out of his shock. Someone was 
clapping.  
 
Xander turned slowly his eyes futilely searching for the 
person clapping. He was about to speak up when some 
called out to him in a language he didn't recognize. 
Tentatively he answered with a  
 
"Hello."  
 
He thought he heard a hiss of surprise but he wasn't 
sure. Then the same voice said slowly, "You don't speak 
Russian." Well fuck was basically Xander's first thought. 
But all he said out loud was "No, is there um some 
reason I should?" The voice was a little closer when it 
replied "Do you know where you are?"  
 
"No actually I have no idea." There was no reply but 
Xander finally made out a figure standing about five feet 



in front of him, he took a tentative step forward. A low 
laugh floated towards him  
 
"Are you really sure you want to get closer to me?" The 
voice was definitely amused. Xander halted his advance 
and said guardedly  
 
"Is there a reason I shouldn't?"  
 
"Well, you dispatched that fledgling rather efficiently but 
you might find me more of a challenge." The figure took 
a step forward. Xander stood rooted to the spot as the 
implications of the stranger's statement became clear. 
This time he said it out loud  
 
"Oh fuck." Another laugh and a move so fast Xander 
couldn't follow it and he found himself face to face with a 
vampire who was gripping his forearms with inhuman 
strength holding him in place. He started to struggle but 
it was a wasted effort. It didn't seem to bother his 
captor. In fact it seemed to amuse him because he 
laughed slightly and said  
 
"All you are going to accomplish with that is to irritate 
me." In a typical move Xander's mouth was far ahead of 
his brain and he snapped  



 
"So you're going to eat me what difference is a little 
irritating going to make?"  
 
"Actually I'm not going to kill you at least not yet you 
interest me, how did you know the way to kill that 
fledgling, where did you come from, and most 
importantly why do you smell like you've been intimate 
with a vampire. No you are far to intriguing to kill just 
yet. You are going to be my guest for a while."  
 
Xander wanted to protest to make some sarcastic remark 
but his mysterious captor's comment about being 
intimate with a vampire had brought reality crashing 
down. Spike was going to be out of his mind when he 
discovered Xander had disappeared. That was Xander's 
last thought before the world went black.  
 
 
**A note about the title in Russian folklore Kniaz' t'my 
refers to the "prince of darkness" the "black one" or the 
"dark one" all references to the devil. Also a little piece of 
trivia Mstiora is a real Russian town whether it existed in 
1680 I really don't know.**  



 
 
 
 
 

Part Five 

Xander's eyes fluttered open but snapped shut when he 
found himself looking straight into something far too 
bright. The brief exposure to the light sent shards of pain 
through his skull. Keeping his eyes shut Xander tried to 
figure out just what had happened. He remembered 
talking to someone, a vampire, then thinking that Spike 
was going to be out of his mind when he found out 
Xander was gone. Searching his mind for what happened 
after that just intensified the pain shooting through his 
head. A voice somewhere behind him had his eyes 
opening in surprise and finding out that the light was a 
fire in a fireplace directly in front of him  
 
"You are not claimed." It took Xander a moment then 
comprehension struck. No he thought rather bitterly he 
wasn't claimed. He had wanted to be, wanted to have 
Spike's fangs pierce his neck, to leave a mark that would 
tell others that he belonged to Spike. But it was 
impossible for more reasons than the chip in Spike's 



skull. However his captor didn't need to know any of that 
so Xander kept silent. The voice continued  
 
"Though our acquaintance has been brief you do not 
strike me as the human pet of a vampire." Xander closed 
his eyes again this time in another kind of pain. He could 
hear Spike in his head could feel Spike's lips moving on 
his neck as words roughened by passion and softened by 
love floated up `Ah pet, my pet, I love you.' He opened 
his eyes again focusing on the fire's movements and 
maintained his silence. The voice was directly behind him 
now  
 
"Yet you smell like you've been intimate with a vampire 
recently, its really rather curious." Recently, you could 
say that. He had come home from work early and found 
Spike asleep in their bed. On a whim he had stripped 
down to his boxers and climbed in, wrapped himself 
around Spike and joined him in sleep. He had awoken a 
few hours later to the feel of familiar fingers and lips 
teasing his face in feather light touches. He had opened 
his eyes and found Spike leaning over him. Before he 
could say anything Spike had muttered something that 
sounded suspiciously like `finally' then leaned down and 
covered Xander's mouth with his own in a slow sweet 
kiss. He had responded with an eagerness that had Spike 



laughing into his mouth, pulling back and saying `Easy 
pet, let me take care of you.' He had eased off Spike was 
in one of his moods. Every now and then Spike insisted 
that Xander lie back and let Spike just worship him all 
over with his mouth and gentle touches that drove 
Xander crazy. If Xander tried to reciprocate he got 
growled at a sound completely at odds with the way 
Spike was touching him. So he had smiled feeling the 
familiar sense of wonder that this beautiful and 
occasionally heartbreakingly gentle creature loved him as 
Spike made his way down Xander's throat with light 
kisses, long swipes of tongue and the occasional gentle 
scrape of blunt teeth.  
 
Intimate wasn't enough of a word to describe what he 
and Spike had together. He clung to his silence; he wasn't 
going to share any part of Spike with his captor. He 
caught movement out of the corner of his eye and then 
he got his first look at the vampire that went with the 
voice. He stood in front of Xander the fire behind him 
illuminating him in a strange pattern of light.  
 
It was hard to judge his height from Xander's seated 
position. He was dressed entirely in black, though the cut 
and style of the clothes were unlike anything Xander had 
ever seen. His hair was dark but in the light Xander 



couldn't tell if it was black or brown. His face was 
handsome but the smile curving his lips sent tiny shivers 
down Xander's spine. He stood too far away for Xander 
to tell what color his eyes were, but they were staring at 
Xander intently. He opened his mouth and spoke again, 
his tone almost pleasant  
 
"You are reluctant to discuss your intimate relations, well 
I suppose that is understandable it is a private matter." 
Xander couldn't stop himself from nodding slightly. He 
got a slight smile in response. Another moment of silence 
while the vampire slowly looked Xander up and down. 
Xander fought the urge to close his eyes in an attempt to 
escape the interest he saw in those eyes.  
 
"Tell me your name so I may know who is honoring me 
with their presence in my home." Xander fought a brief 
battle inside himself before deciding that there was no 
harm in volunteering his name.  
 
"Xander." That got him a quizzical look.  
 
"Xander? That is truly your name?" Xander reluctantly 
explained  
 
"Xander is a nick name, my full name is Alexander." 



Comprehension came across the face of the vampire.  
 
"I'm pleased to make your acquaintance Alexander, my 
name is Gregori." A thoughtful pause then Gregori 
added, "I have never been fond of the name Alexander. I 
think I will call you Alexei they mean the same thing you 
know." Xander really didn't know and he didn't figure it 
mattered what Gregori called him so he just shrugged 
slightly.  
 
"Now that we have been properly introduced, perhaps 
you would be so kind as to tell me where you are from?" 
This was a question Xander was quite willing to answer; it 
was a way of perhaps finding out where exactly he was.  
 
"I'm from Sunnydale, California." That response got him a 
completely blank look from Gregori who repeated in a 
questioning tone  
 
"California?"  
 
Xander's response was "California, part of the United 
States of America." Another blank look, then an inkling of 
comprehension  
 
"The American colonies?" Xander decided, a fairly lucid 



decision he thought, that now was a very good time to 
panic. Later he would realize that if he hadn't made that 
particular decision at that particular moment things 
might have been different, because in his panic he 
blurted out 
 
"The US hasn't been the colonies in a very long time, if I 
had paid better attention in school I would tell you just 
how long, but since I didn't we'll just call it a long time." 
Xander decided he didn't like the understanding slowly 
came across Gregori's face or the smile that followed it.  
 
"I was there when you arrived. One minute you weren't 
there then the next moment you were there kneeling in 
the mud. Now I understand where you came from, 
you're from the future." That was really the last thing 
Xander wanted to hear, while he had already come to a 
similar conclusion he wasn't sure he wanted to know 
what Gregori would do with the information. Gregori 
stepped forward until he stood directly in front of Xander 
his legs brushing Xander's. He reached up a hand and 
brushed his knuckles down the side of Xander's face. 
When Xander reached up his arm to remove the 
unwanted touch he found his arm stubbornly refusing his 
commands. He looked down and noticed for the first 
time that he was tied at the wrists to the arms of the 



chair. A laugh brought his eyes back to Gregori.  
 
"Don't worry Alexei I'm not going to hurt you." He 
cupped Xander's cheek in his hand. Xander did the only 
thing he could think of he jerked his head back only to 
wince when he hit his head on the chair back. The hand 
on his cheek moved down and grasped his chin. 
Somewhere in Xander's mind it registered that the grip 
was going to leave bruises, but he was trapped in 
Gregori's eyes. The eyes were a clear green, but it wasn't 
the color that had captivated Xander. It was the irritation 
and under that the lust. How ever much Xander longed 
to close his eyes to pretend this wasn't happening he 
couldn't bring himself to look away from those eyes. 
Gregori repeated  
 
"Don't worry Alexei I'm not going to hurt you." This time 
his voice was softer, seductive. He continued his voice 
barely above a whisper  
 
"No I'm not going to hurt you, I'm just going to keep 
you." Then he leaned down and kissed Xander lightly. 
Now Xander closed his eyes. That simple almost gentle 
touch was the worst thing Gregori could have done to 
him. He longed to reach up his hand and wipe his lips to 
rub them until they were numb to erase the unsolicited 



touch. As Gregori's hand pushed his head to the side 
exposing his neck all Xander could think was `Spike I love 
you.' He kept repeating it in his mind. 
 
Fangs pierced his neck in icy pinpoints of pain. Then he 
could feel a steady suction at his neck. His head was 
ringing with the sound of his blood leaving his body and 
with the sound of Spike's voice. `I love you Xander, now 
and forever.' As Spike's voice faded away it was replaced 
by the slowing sound of his own heartbeat. Then it faded 
away taking his former life with it in bursts of colors, 
green like the color of the eyes of the demon taking his 
life, then red like the blood rushing away, then the blue 
of Spike's eyes. For a one timeless moment there was 
absolute silence. Then there was blood sliding down his 
throat the taste sending sparks through his body. The 
taste of the blood became the center of his 
concentration; nothing existed except the liquid he was 
pulling into his body. Then everything went black for the 
second time that day.  

 
 
 
 
 



Part Six 

 

Sunnydale, California Present Time  

"Gregori made me his childe, not a minion. He trained 
me, taught me Russian, gave me an education and 
brought me into his family." As Xander's explanation 
ended Spike's doubt peaked. He couldn't fathom why 
Xander was here in Sunnydale. He couldn't allow himself 
to think that Xander was here for him. He would have 
continued pondering the issue except Xander's voice 
interrupted  
 
"Spike is there anything else you want to know?" There 
was the opening Spike was looking for. He winced 
internally when he heard the note of desperation in his 
voice.  
 
"Why did you come here?" The answer to that question 
was the only thing that mattered. The answer to that 
question would shape Spike's future. It could break his 
heart. Xander's voice was low and full of indefinable 
emotion 
 
"Spike." That was all just his name. It floated between 



them his name spoken in that low aching voice. Then he 
felt Xander's hand slip out of his. Before he could protest 
the loss that same hand trailed down the side of his face. 
The fleeting touch danced down his face the feel of it 
burning into his skin. Then the hand settled gently under 
his chin and turned his face. He found himself face to 
face with Xander.  
 
He fought back a gasp when he looked into Xander's 
eyes. The love in Xander's eyes stunned Spike. It was 
both familiar and brand new. It was so consuming as to 
be almost frightening. Then he felt Xander's thumb brush 
across his lips once then again. Gentle yet intensely 
erotic caresses. Then his name again Xander's voice 
husky with want  
 
"Spike." The hand under his chin slid down his neck and 
around to cup the back of his head the fingers threading 
through his hair. Xander leaned forward and stopped just 
short of kissing Spike  
 
"Do you really have to ask?" They were so close Spike 
could feel Xander's lips move. The fleeting brushes of 
Xander's lips on his caused heat to spiral through his 
body. Then before he could respond Xander was kissing 
him. Xander's mouth was moving over his in a kiss that 



was so overwhelming that he couldn't even think of 
responding. He just gave himself over to sensation his 
doubts and insecurities washed away in a tidal wave of 
emotion. Then it was over. Spike couldn't stop his moan 
at the loss of contact. His eyes opened and he again 
found himself staring into Xander's eyes. A long moment 
passed before he found his power of speech. His voice 
was full of wonder and husky with the vestiges of 
arousal.  
 
"For me?" Try as he might he can't stop it from coming 
out as a question. The glint in Xander's eyes was familiar 
and down right mischievous.  
 
"Nope I'm here to pay a nice friendly visit to the Slayer I 
hear she lives somewhere in this town." Spike couldn't 
stop the corners of his mouth from twitching upwards 
even as he contrived to look offended.  
 
"Now pet that's just not nice." For a moment it is as if 
nothing had changed, they could be back in Xander's old 
apartment bantering back and forth over pizza. Then 
Xander pulled back leaving Spike bereft of contact. Spike 
looked at Xander really looked for the first time since he 
had shown up in Willie's giving Spike the shock of his 
unlife. At first glance Xander looked the same as he had 



the last time Spike had seen him, except for the clothes. 
This version of Xander was wearing a form fitting black 
sweater and battered blue jeans. Spike thought about 
commenting on Xander's improved dress sense but 
instead he concentrated on the subtle differences in 
Xander. His hair was about the same length but it no 
longer looked like someone had haphazardly cut it with a 
kitchen knife. He held himself with a confidence the 
human he had been never displayed.  
 
The biggest difference was his eyes. They held the 
experiences of over three hundred years. They held the 
promise of violence, of pain, of a dark sensuality. But 
Spike had seen them light with a humor and a love that 
were achingly familiar. He finished his survey. He caught 
the slight smile on Xander's face that told Spike he knew 
he was being studied.  
 
They sat there for a moment content just to stare at each 
other. However Spike had more questions he wanted to 
ask now that he had been reassured of Xander's reasons 
for being in Sunnydale.  
 
"So pet why do you have two vampires following you 
around?" Xander's smile grew  
 



"I'm in the family business." The comment confused 
Spike and it showed on his face. He repeated it back to 
Xander  
 
"Family business?" Xander's smile became a smirk as he 
explained  
 
"My family has always been interested in money, in 
power, throughout the centuries they've gone about 
getting it in different ways. For the past several years 
some of the wealthiest and most powerful people in 
Russia have been those involved in organized crime." 
Spike was fairly sure his mouth dropped open in surprise 
 
"You're a bloody mobster." Xander just nodded and said  
 
"In a manner of speaking." Spike just stared for a minute 
then he remembered his original question 
 
"What does that have to do with your shadows?" Xander 
shrugged slightly  
 
"They're nominally bodyguards, its expected." 
Bodyguards, the mob, Spike didn't know what to think. 
The idea of actually being in some kind of organized 
business, well so it wasn't exactly a business, just to 



make money was unlike anything Spike had ever 
observed about vampire families. Granted he didn't have 
a lot of experience with vampire families other than his 
own. The years that he, Drusilla, Angelus, and Darla had 
spent traveling around being the Scourge of Europe 
hadn't been what you'd call organized. It had involved a 
lot of indiscriminate violence and moving from place to 
place. They'd done their share of looting but the money 
had run as freely as the blood. Spike searched his mind 
for what he knew about organized crime. It wasn't much. 
Most of his knowledge came from American movies, 
which if he was remembering correctly were almost all 
about the Mafia, which was Italian. Though if any of what 
he remembered was accurate it was a good place for a 
vampire, mobsters tended to be a violent lot. He gazed at 
Xander speculation in his eyes.  
 
"What's it you do exactly?" Xander shrugged casually  
 
"For the past three years I've been in New York doing 
some ah reorganizing." The amusement with which 
Xander said the word reorganizing had Spike raising an 
eyebrow and saying questioningly  
 
"Reorganizing?" Xander just nodded the light in his eyes 
hovering between dangerous and amused. Spike let the 



subject go for the moment. Xander shifted on the couch 
and looked away from Spike. When he spoke he didn't 
turn back around  
 
"Spike, I want to ask you something." His voice had 
gotten too quiet for Spike's comfort, too empty. He 
reached up and placed his hand on Xander's shoulder. He 
moved his thumb in slow gentle circles. He could feel 
Xander relax slightly under his touch. Then he spoke 
again  
 
"Will you leave Sunnydale and come with me?" The 
movements of Spike's hand stilled, he drew in breath he 
didn't need. He had known somewhere deep inside from 
the moment Xander had said his name in Willie's bar that 
he was never going to exist without Xander in his unlife 
again. If it were possible he would never let Xander 
outside his sight again. He removed his hand from 
Xander's shoulder slipped his arms around Xander's waist 
rested his chin on Xander's shoulder and said directly 
into his ear  
 
"Do you really have to ask?"  

Part Seven 



Spike lay flat on his back staring blankly at the ceiling. 
Xander had invited him to stay and he had accepted 
almost before Xander was done issuing the invitation. He 
supposed that he should get some sleep dawn would be 
here soon. But sleep eluded him. Of course it wasn't like 
he was chasing sleep too hard. Alone in the dark the 
events of the night began to sink slowly in by turns 
sending shivers of excitement and cold shards of fear 
through him.  
 
He had gotten what he wanted, what he had spent the 
last year praying for hoping that someone somewhere 
cared about the prayers of a demon. What he wanted 
had predictably come with a price. It wasn't too high a 
price. Spike wasn't sure exactly how he felt about this 
new version of Xander, he wasn't sure he loved him like 
he had Xander's human self. He wanted him that was 
easy, expected. More than that he was drawn to him 
captured by what he saw in this Xander's eyes. He could 
love him; love him more intensely than he had ever loved 
the human Xander had been. The uncertainty of his 
feelings hadn't stopped him from telling Xander he would 
go with him. Going with him now wouldn't stop Spike 
from leaving later on if things didn't work out. But he 
knew that was a lie even as he thought it.  
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He was looking forward to learning more about Xander's 
past. He was over three hundred years old, older than 
Spike. That thought gave him pause. The age difference 
would affect their relationship. Spike had been the 
dominant one in their relationship. He'd always taken a 
proprietary attitude towards Xander, he had longed to 
claim the boy so everyone could see Spike's brand of 
possession. Now Xander was in a position of dominance, 
but when Spike looked at him his first response was still, 
mine. That could cause problems.  
 
Finally his mind turned to Xander's revelation about his 
family. He was involved with organized crime. Spike 
wasn't really clear on exactly how that worked and 
Xander hadn't exactly been forthcoming with details so 
he was left to wonder. Well there would be time enough 
to find out what exactly Xander meant later.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
As Spike came awake he felt the little prickles of 
awareness that told him someone was watching him. He 
opened his eyes and saw Xander leaning in the doorway 
watching him. For a moment Spike just allowed his gaze 
to wander admiringly down Xander's body. He was 



dressed in black dress slacks and a dark gray silk shirt. He 
drew his gaze back to Xander's face and smiled slightly at 
the look of amusement he saw there. Xander's eyes 
flickered to the chair where Spike had discarded his 
clothes then he looked back at Spike.  
 
"Get dressed Spike." Spike shot a considering glance in 
Xander's direction. It hadn't been his idea to spend the 
day alone in bed. When Xander had shown him to the 
room he had assumed that they were going to share it, 
but Xander had just said `See you tonight' kissed him 
lightly on the lips and left.  
 
"I've got a better idea pet why don't you get undressed 
and come here." Xander's eyes flashed gold for a brief 
moment then he repeated  
 
"Get dressed Spike, we're leaving." Spike was surprised. 
He had known that Xander wasn't going to stay in 
Sunnydale very long but this was faster than he had 
anticipated.  
 
"So soon pet?" Xander stared right at Spike and simply 
said  
 
"I got what I came for." It was nice to be wanted but 



Spike had been sure that Xander would want to pay a 
visit to the Slayer and her happy band or at least a short 
visit to his parent's house.  
 
"What about the Slayer and the rest of her lot?"  
 
"They aren't important." Spike's eyes widened in 
surprise, he hadn't anticipated that response. Before he 
could question Xander's dismissal of his former friends 
Xander spoke again  
 
"Besides you have an appointment in LA tomorrow." His 
surprise shifted into puzzlement. He looked questioningly 
at Xander and said  
 
"An appointment for what exactly?" Xander didn't 
answer right away he walked over to the chair and 
gathered up Spike's clothes. He walked over and sat 
down on the edge of the bed. For a moment he stared 
down at Spike's clothes, which he held loosely in his 
hands. Then in a rustle of fabric he put them down on 
the bed next to him. Then he looked over at Spike, who 
had sat up and was currently leaning against the 
headboard the bedclothes pooling around his waist. He 
locked eyes with Spike and began his answer.  
 



"For the past three years my US legal team has been 
investigating something for me. About a month ago they 
finally finished their work on the project." Spike's hand's 
tightened around the sheets as an inkling of 
understanding flowed through his brain. Xander's 
glanced briefly at Spike's hands then he continued.  
 
"Tomorrow at 10:00 pm you are going to benefit from all 
their hard work. They, well their agents, will perform a 
procedure which will neutralize the chip implanted in 
your brain." Spike went very still. In a slow neutral voice 
he said.  
 
"Say that last part again." Xander's eyes were unreadable 
as he spoke.  
 
"They are going to neutralize the chip." There was a blur 
of movement and then Spike had Xander pinned to the 
bed a hand on either side of his head. His voice vibrated 
with restrained emotion.  
 
"Xander please tell me you're serious." Xander slowly 
nodded but the gesture wasn't what reassured Spike it 
was the look in Xander's eyes. In Xander's eyes he saw his 
own pain and frustration reflected back to him.  
 



"Spike I'm sorry it wasn't sooner but I want-" Spike cut 
Xander off by capturing his lips in a kiss. Spike wasn't 
much for verbal expressions of emotion so he tried to 
convey his gratitude his sheer joy at the gift Xander was 
giving him all in that single kiss. Somewhere in the back 
of his mind he noted that it was a good thing Xander 
didn't have to breath anymore. Then he went back to 
concentrating on the mouth moving beneath his. He was 
intensely aware of the feel of the silk of Xander's shirt on 
his bare chest. As nice as the sensation of the silk sliding 
over his skin was it wasn't enough. He reached a hand in 
between their bodies intending to just tear the shirt 
open. He'd just gotten his hand in place when Xander 
suddenly flipped them over. Spike found himself staring 
up into Xander's face his larger body pinning Spike's to 
the bed. Xander's voice was low but firm.  
 
"Spike you need to get dressed." Spike didn't think much 
of that idea. He must have pouted because Xander 
laughed, the sound teasing Spike's skin. He leaned down 
and gently nipped Spike's bottom lip then he rolled off of 
Spike and stood up. As he left the room leaving a 
frustrated but speechless Spike lying on the bed he 
looked back over his shoulder and added.  
 
"Now."  



 
 
 
 
 

Part Eight 

Spike was bored, restless and frustrated. All of which 
were magnified by the fact that he was trapped inside a 
car on its way to LA. One of the ever present vampires 
dressed in black was driving the other was sitting in the 
front seat. Spike wondered rather idly if they had names. 
He and Xander were sitting in the back seat. The only 
sound that broke the silence of the car was the periodic 
shuffling of papers. Xander had some files in his lap that 
seemed to have captured all of his attention. For a while 
Spike had been content to stare at Xander when he got 
bored of that he started smoking, without looking up 
Xander had just said `Open the window if you're going to 
do that.' He had gone through about a half a pack of 
cigarettes before he had gotten bored of that. Now he 
didn't have anything left to do. Nothing to do but to stare 
out the window and watch the nonexistent scenery rush 
past and think. He was mildly surprised when he found 
his thoughts continually returning not to the eminent 
neutralization of the chip but to another topic.  



 
Xander hadn't touched him beyond a few kisses and the 
handholding. It didn't make any sense to Spike. They had 
been lovers for almost a year before Xander disappeared. 
Xander had told him that he had returned to Sunnydale 
for him, surely he wouldn't have done that if he didn't 
still want a similar relationship. The longer Spike spent 
thinking on the subject the greater the doubts trickling 
in. He was practically certain that Xander wanted him. He 
glanced sideways at the vampire sitting next to him and 
wished the concentration focused on those papers was 
focused on him. What was Xander waiting for?  
 
"Xander." Xander didn't look up and said rather 
distractedly.  
 
"Da." Spike had no idea what that meant so he repeated 
himself his tone a little sharper.  
 
"Xander." This time Xander looked over at Spike and said.  
 
"Sorry what?" Spike glanced up at the two vampires in 
the front seat; maybe this wasn't the best place to talk 
about that particular topic. He smiled slightly.  
 
"Never mind." Xander looked vaguely annoyed for a 



second then he turned back to his papers and Spike 
turned back to the scenery, such as it was.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
When they finally arrived in LA they made their way 
through the city and finally stopped in front of an 
expensive looking apartment complex. Xander put away 
his papers, turned to Spike and said  
 
"We're going to stay here with a member of my family." 
The idea made Spike a little uneasy but all he said was  
 
"Ok." Xander smiled and got out of the car, Spike 
followed suit, as did the vampire sitting in the front seat. 
Spike walked beside Xander as they approached the 
door. The doorman opened the door for them and said 
very respectfully  
 
"Good evening Mr. Radchikov." Spike glanced at Xander 
who shrugged almost imperceptibly. They continued to 
the elevator and the three of them rode up in silence to 
the 20th floor, which Spike noted was the top of the 
building. As the walked down the hall towards the door 
of an apartment Spike asked  



 
"This family member of yours has a name?" Xander kept 
walking and answered  
 
"Her name is Anna." Spike filed that away and asked 
another question  
 
"How exactly are the two of you uh related?" Xander's 
voice was amused.  
 
"I guess the most accurate description would be 
cousins." They stopped in front of a door with 20 A on 
the front. Xander reached into his pocket and pulled out 
a ring of keys as he fiddled around for the right one Spike 
spoke again  
 
"You want to explain that pet." Xander didn't answer 
right away, and then he found the right key and inserted 
it into the look after he opened the door and before he 
stepped inside the apartment he looked over at Spike 
and explained.  
 
"My grandsire has two childer, Gregori, who is my sire, 
and Svetlana. Anna is the childe of Svetlana." Then he 
crossed over the threshold into the apartment turned to 
Spike and said  



 
"Spike please come in." Spike stepped into the darkened 
apartment. He felt Xander grab his hand and in response 
he laced his fingers through Xander's. Xander absently 
reached out and flipped the lights on. Then he drew 
Spike down a hallway into what was clearly a living room. 
Xander reached out and flipped on more lights. Spike 
took in the room.  
 
Against the far left wall and part of the back wall were 
two sofas upholstered in a dark red fabric that looked 
like velvet positioned perpendicular to each other. In 
front of them on the hardwood floor was a coffee table 
in a dark wood. The sofas faced what appeared to be an 
entertainment center made out of the same wood as the 
coffee table. But what dominated the room and captured 
Spike's attention was the portrait hanging on the far left 
wall. It depicted a blond haired women seated in an 
armchair, a blond haired man stood behind the chair his 
hand on the seated women's shoulder. Kneeling at the 
feet her head in the lap of the seated women was a 
petite dark haired women. The hairstyle of the seated 
woman and the style and cut of the clothes had been 
popular almost a century ago. All three were beautiful 
but it was a deadly kind of beauty. Xander must have 
noticed Spike staring because he said  



 
"That's Svetlana, her consort Robert, and Anna." Spike 
blinked a couple times then turned to Xander and just 
smiled. Xander smiled back then turned and started 
leading Spike back down the hallway.  
 
"C'mon we're going to go upstairs for a minute." Spike 
followed Xander up the darkened stairwell to an upstairs 
hallway with five doors lining it. Xander turned and 
opened the first one on the left and led Spike into the 
darkened room, he flipped on the lights and Spike found 
himself in a room dominated by a large bed with an iron 
headboard and black bedclothes. A cursory glance 
revealed a chest of drawers in dark wood and a door he 
assumed led to a closet. Xander released Spike's hand 
and went over and placed the brief case he'd been 
carrying on the chest of drawers. Then he turned and 
walked past Spike switching off the lights and grabbing 
Spike's hand as he did.  
 
"Now we're going out." Spike allowed himself to be 
tugged along.  
 
"Where exactly are we going pet?" He didn't get an 
answer. As they made their way back down the stairs he 
tried again.  



 
"Well pet." Xander turned back and Spike could see his 
teeth flash in a smile  
 
"You'll see."  
 
Spike was left to wonder what exactly was going on all 
the way back through the apartment, down the elevator, 
past the doorman who repeated his respectful greeting 
and into the car which was waiting where they had left it. 
Once they were again settled in the car he turned to 
Xander and said  
 
"Come on pet I don't care much for the mystery." 
Xander's smile was somewhat mysterious.  
 
"We are going to see Anna." That was all Spike got out of 
him. The car made its way through the city of Los Angeles 
to a more disreputable part of town. Finally they stopped 
in front of an unremarkable looking building. Xander had 
a brief conversation with the two in the front, which 
ended with them both saying `da.' It was the most noise 
Spike had ever heard either of them make. Then Xander 
looked over at Spike and said  
 



"Let's go." Spike gave the building on last glance and got 
out of the car.  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Nine 

Xander led Spike to the doors of the building. Spike 
noticed that the two other vampires stayed in the car. 
Xander reached out and opened the door of the building 
that appeared to be nothing more than an old 
warehouse. When the door opened Spike almost took a 
step back, the whirlwind of sound coming from inside 
was almost deafening. Xander just said  
 
"Come on Spike don't just stand there." Spike covered his 
surprise and followed Xander into the building. He found 
himself in a small entrance way. Beyond a vampire who 
was standing sentry at a kind of gate there was swarms 
of different demons, vampires, even some humans all 
crowded together on the dance floor, sitting at tables or 
at the bar that dominated the entire right wall. The music 
was loud with a rhythmic beat, the lighting sporadic, the 



air smelled of sweat, sex, smoke and the various species 
of demons. He looked over at Xander who had an oddly 
satisfied look on his face. Xander turned away and 
walked over to the vampire standing sentry. Spike fixed 
his gaze on Xander's back and followed him over. He 
reached him just in time to hear the sentry stumble over 
the words  
 
"Mr. Radchikov, I didn't know, I didn't-" Spike could smell 
the fear pouring off the vampire. Xander cut off the 
nervous words.  
 
"Calm yourself, where is Anna?" Xander's reassuring 
words didn't stem the fear surrounding the vampire, who 
didn't speak again but merely pointed over to the far end 
of the bar. Spike followed the gesture to where a woman 
was sitting on the bar. A woman dressed in a dark red 
strapless dress with black curly hair falling almost to her 
waist. Her face was turned away as she laughed up at the 
bartender who was standing behind her. Spike didn't 
need to see her face; he knew what it looked like. He had 
already seen it earlier that night staring down at him 
from the portrait.  
 
Xander nodded a curt nod of thanks to the sentry then 
he started through the club. Spike followed close behind. 



He noted that an instant path cleared in front of Xander. 
All around him he could hear whispering in many 
languages. Instinctively he knew that they were about 
Xander. They were spoken with the hush of fear, of 
respect, even of awe. Spike wondered not for the first 
time just what kind of vampire Xander made.  
 
When they reached the bar the two vampires Anna was 
talking to grew silent and cautiously edged away. Her 
head was down and she apparently had missed their 
approach. When she noticed her conversation mates had 
fallen away she looked up a puzzled expression on her 
face. When her eyes landed on Xander her face lit up and 
she slid off the bar gracefully. For a moment she just 
looked Xander up and down then she half shouted  
 
"Lexei, so good to see you." Then in a move that 
surprised Spike she practically leaped into Xander's arms 
and kissed him full on the mouth. Spike waited for 
Xander to put a stop to the kiss, but instead Xander 
placed his hands around her waist and lifted her off the 
ground, never breaking the kiss. In response she 
wrapped her legs around his waist. Spike watched 
amazed as Xander continued to kiss her, easily 
supporting her slight frame, and backed her up until she 
was again sitting on the bar. He was too surprised for the 



first few minutes to be jealous. Then it struck, tearing 
through him; Xander hadn't kissed him this way not since 
he had disappeared a year ago, not since he appeared 
again. Just as he was about to say something Xander 
pulled back, smiled down at Anna and said his voice full 
of amusement and affection  
 
"Anna don't you know another way to say hello?" Anna 
didn't answer him instead she looked over to where 
Spike was standing, his fists clenched at his sides. She 
smiled at him then looked back to Xander.  
 
"Lexei aren't you going to introduce me." Xander looked 
over to where Spike was standing and beckoned him 
over with a slight hand wave. Spike walked over but 
stood a good two feet away from Xander.  
 
"Anna, this is Spike also known as William the Bloody. 
Spike this is Anna." Spike watched as something akin to 
admiration came into her eyes when Xander mentioned 
the William the Bloody part.  
 
"A pleasure to meet you Spike." He just inclined his head 
in a polite nod. An oddly understanding smile passed 
over her face then she turned back to Xander.  
 



"Lexei I need you to do me a favor." Xander may have 
sighed slightly.  
 
"Tonight Anna?" She nodded then lapsed into Russian 
leaving Spike staring with disinterest at the colorful mob 
on the dance floor. Then he felt a hand on his shoulder 
and heard a voice in his ear.  
 
"Spike I have to go do something for Anna, I'll be right 
back." Then he was gone leaving Spike alone with Anna. 
For a few minutes he just allowed the music to pound 
through his body as he stared without seeing. Then 
Anna's voice interrupted  
 
"You know I haven't slept with him for over fifty years." 
His head whipped around and he found himself staring 
straight into her eyes. They were a curious amber color. 
He looked away.  
 
"Somehow luv that doesn't make me feel better." She 
spoke again  
 
"You didn't expect him to be faithful you for over 320 
years did you?" This time he turned around all the way. 
He spoke carefully  
 



"Just how much do you know?" Her voice was quiet he 
had to strain to hear it over the music.  
 
"Enough." They sat in silence for a time Spike turning 
over this new information in his head. It was 
unreasonable for him to think that Xander hadn't had 
other lovers in the time they'd spent apart, for him it was 
but a year but for Xander it had been several lifetimes. 
Not to mention that Xander's sire had the rights to 
Xander's body, still did. Intellectually, practically he had 
known all this, but until he had seen Xander kissing Anna 
none of it had been real. Acknowledging the reality of 
the situation didn't stop the hurt, the hurt that tore at his 
insides. It didn't stop him from wanting to find all the 
people who had touched Xander and kill them for 
touching what was his.  
 
He paused at the last thought, Xander wasn't his any 
longer, but he couldn't stop thinking of him that way. He 
resisted the urge to bury his face in his hands. Anna's 
voice interrupted his thoughts again.  
 
"Do you want something to drink?" He smiled slightly at 
her.  
 
"Sure luv." She beckoned the bartender over. Spike 



glanced at the bartender and said  
 
"Got any Jack Daniels?" The bartender just nodded.  
 
"Get me some." The bartender quickly met his request. 
Spike drank the entire glass in one swallow. Then he 
turned back to Anna, determined to at least be polite.  
 
"So where'd Xander go?" He could see the vague 
puzzlement on her face when he said Xander. But he 
ignored it. She didn't answer, instead she asked another 
question.  
 
"Just how much do you know about what he does?" Not 
much was Spike's first thought. Out loud he said.  
 
"He's some sort of mobster." That got a laugh out of 
Anna. It was his turn to look puzzled. She was still 
laughing when she started to speak.  
 
"It is true our family has a great deal of power in Russian 
organized crime, it makes us a lot of money. But Lexei 
has little to do with the money side or the organized side 
of things." When Spike just stared at her she continued.  
 
"When someone doesn't follow the rules, when someone 



does something they shouldn't, when someone betrays 
us, they send Lexei. He is a very high-class enforcer. If he 
visits someone and they're lucky he kills them. He is 
feared through out the entire crime community. They 
whisper his name, they call him kniaz' t'my, the devil. He 
is untouchable, and very dangerous. He is the closest we 
come to what could be called justice." Spike just stared 
at her. What she said explained so much, the whispers of 
the occupants of the club, the fear of the vampire at the 
door, and what he could see hints of every time he 
looked into Xander's eyes.  
 
Just then he noticed Xander making his way through the 
crowd. He watched Xander come towards him the glitter 
of excitement and violence in his eyes told Spike what 
kind of favor he had done for Anna. Xander stopped in 
front of Spike. He smelled of freshly spilled blood, of 
excitement, of arousal. He stood there for a moment just 
allowing Spike to see, to understand. Then he spoke.  
 
"We're leaving."  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
As soon as they entered Anna's apartment and Xander's 



shadows had disappeared, Spike turned to face Xander. 
He had intended to demand that Xander explain what 
Anna had told him. But what came out was something 
else.  
 
"Why haven't you touched me?" He watched the 
confusion come over Xander's face.  
 
"What do you mean, of course I've touched you." Spike 
allowed some of his frustration to come to the surface. 
He took a step forward.  
 
"I don't mean the bloody handholding and a few kisses." 
Xander stepped forward slightly his voice was 
deceptively soft.  
 
"What do you mean?" Spike took another step forward.  
 
"I mean why haven't you taken me to bed?" Silence, that 
fairly hummed, then Spike found himself pressed against 
the wall looking into Xander's eyes, which were streaked 
with gold. His voice was still soft and remarkably calm.  
 
"Why do you think?" Spike would have said `because you 
don't want me' but in his current position he could tell 
just how much Xander did want him. He looked back 



somewhat defiantly.  
 
"I don't know why don't you tell me." Xander's voice 
remained soft, but it lost its calm edge.  
 
"If I take you into my bed, nothing will stop me from 
claiming you, from making you my mate, my consort." 
Spike just stared as Xander had spoken his eyes had gone 
completely gold. Quietly he asked.  
 
"What's wrong with that?" Xander pressed harder 
against him and spoke directly into Spike's ear.  
 
"If I do that you will never be able to leave me, you won't 
be able to live without me. You will be part of my family. 
As my consort you would be subject to the whims of my 
sire, of my grandsire. They would have rights to your 
body, they would demand your obedience your loyalty." 
Xander paused then spoke again  
 
"I couldn't do that without asking first for your 
permission. I was going to ask after the chip was no 
longer an issue." Spike stayed there trapped between 
Xander's body and the wall trying to think of something 
to say.  



Part Ten 

It was hard enough to think, let alone form a coherent 
answer. Xander's clearly aroused body was pressing 
against his. The mere feel of it drew forth an answering 
response from Spike. The weight of it pinning him to the 
wall was all he could focus on. Xander's body wasn't the 
only thing provoking a response in Spike. The words he 
had spoken into Spike's ear, his lips so close that Spike 
could feel them move against his ear, the words had if it 
were possible produced a greater response than the 
physical sensations.  
 
No one had ever wanted Spike that way, not even 
Drusilla. He had only the vaguest idea of what being 
mated meant. He knew it was some sort of connection 
between two vampires similar to the bond between sire 
and childe. Even without clearly understanding it some 
part of him responded at the most basic level to the idea 
of being Xander's mate. He wanted to just say yes to hell 
with any consequences.  
 
"Why were you waiting?" The question was barely above 
a whisper. Xander shifted his weight so that he could 
look down into Spike's eyes. They were no longer 
completely gold, but they weren't completely brown 
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either.  
 
"I didn't want you to feel you had to say yes just because 
you needed some one to protect you or provide for you. 
If you said yes I wanted you to say yes as something of an 
equal." Spike was momentarily stunned; the comment 
was not typical of the vampire mindset. It sounded like 
the man Spike loved. He ignored the whisper that said 
`used to love.'  
 
"Ask me now." His voice was shaky. Xander moved back 
slightly, Spike's body instinctively followed as Xander's 
body moved away from his. Xander rested his hands on 
Spike's shoulders. His face was completely serious.  
 
"Spike you do know what being mated involves, right?" 
Spike just shook his head no. Xander studied Spike's face 
intently for a moment then began to speak.  
 
"It involves the exchange of blood, through claiming 
bites. It creates a link between the two involved. The link 
is similar to that between sire and childe. You would be 
aware of your mate's presence at all times, even when 
you aren't together. You won't be able to spend large 
periods of times away from your mate, if you do it may 
cause physical pain. Your body will instinctively seek out 



that of your mate for protection and comfort. The bond 
is eternal, and unbreakable. In the mating the parties are 
equal, but the younger of the two is also considered the 
elder's consort. As such they would be subject to the 
authority of their mate's sire and grandsire." Xander's 
words all melted together drowning Spike. Two words 
stood out burning into his mind, eternal and 
unbreakable. If he said yes nothing could take Xander 
from him again. It was perfect. Spike could handle two 
unknown vampires having some kind of authority over 
him; nothing could outweigh the benefits of such a bond. 
Spike repeated his earlier request.  
 
"Ask me now." This time his voice was more confident. 
He felt Xander's hands tighten around his shoulders, 
biting into the flesh. When Xander spoke it was his voice 
that was shaky.  
 
"William of the Order of Aurelius childe of Angelus would 
you do me the honor of becoming my mate, my 
consort?" The formality of Xander's words surprised 
Spike, he wondered briefly if they were traditional or 
something. He had never been real big on any of the 
vampire traditions, but he knew they existed. So if 
Xander's words were traditional they undoubtedly had a 
traditional response, which Spike didn't know. That being 



the case he just looked straight into Xander's eyes and 
said with all the certainty he could muster.  
 
"Yes." Traditional or not his response seemed to satisfy 
Xander, whose voice was raspy with emotion when as he 
responded with.  
 
"You honor me." Then the time for words ceased as they 
stood there in the darkened hallway Spike still with his 
back against the wall. They stood there for a long 
moment connected only by Xander's hands on Spike's 
shoulders. Abruptly Xander tore his hands away and 
started down the hallway. Spike stared in confusion for a 
second then pushed off the wall and followed Xander 
down the hallway and up the stairs.  
 
They walked in silence. When they reached the door of 
the bedroom they had briefly visited earlier Xander 
opened the door for Spike in an oddly chivalrous gesture. 
Spike proceeded Xander into the room. Unsure of what 
to do next he just stood near the bed and watched 
Xander carefully close the door and lock it. Then he went 
over to the chest of drawers, opened the top drawer got 
something out which he carelessly tossed over to land on 
the bed. Only then did he turn to Spike.  
 



Their gazes caught and held. Xander walked slowly over, 
his movements echoes of the dangerous predator he 
was. Spike would have known fear if he wasn't held 
captive by the love he saw in those dark eyes. When 
Xander reached Spike he stopped in front of him, but 
instead of kissing him he reached up and pushed Spike's 
duster off his shoulders and down his arms until it lay on 
the floor. The dark red silk shirt was next. Then he ran his 
hands down Spike's arms the skimming touch skittered 
through Spike. His hands found their way to Spike's waist 
and tugged the black t-shirt out of his jeans. Those same 
hands slipped under the shirt and ran teasingly up and 
down the bare skin of Spike's sides.  
 
Xander's eyes never left Spike's as he gently pulled the t-
shirt up and over Spike's head. The black shirt briefly cut 
through the eye contact. Spike stood half dressed in front 
of a fully clothed Xander. His lips parted in anticipation 
when Xander bent his head, only to gasp in surprise and 
pleasure when Xander by passed his mouth and pressed 
an open mouthed kiss to the juncture between neck and 
throat. The pass of Xander's tongue over the spot 
followed by a gentle nip of still blunt teeth drew a low 
moan out of Spike. Then he straightened again and made 
to unfasten Spike's jeans. Spike came out of the haze 
Xander's movements were creating in his mind and 



stopped Xander's hands. It was his turn.  
 
He reached over and tugged Xander's shirt out of his 
pants. Then he reached up and unbuttoned the first 
button. For a minute he just studied the portion of chest 
revealed. Then he moved closer bent his head and lightly 
kissed the exposed area. He worked away down Xander's 
chest opening each button. Then he straightened and 
pushed the shirt off of Xander's shoulders. He was 
pleased to note that Xander was chewing restlessly on 
his bottom lip a sign Spike recognized to mean that he 
was struggling to remain control. He would have been 
content to stand there and drink in the sight of Xander's 
bare chest for a moment.  
 
However Xander choose that moment to wrap his arms 
around Spike's waist and drag their bodies together so he 
could claim Spike's mouth in a kiss. Spike forgot about 
looking as Xander's mouth plundered his. He managed to 
get his own arms up around Xander's neck, his fingers 
threading restlessly through the well-remembered 
silkiness of Xander's hair. They continued that way for 
long moments the heat of familiar passion rising as their 
mouths feasted on each other and their cloth covered 
arousals rubbed together. Suddenly Spike was stunned to 
find he was lying sprawled on the bed. Somewhere in his 



mind it registered that Xander must have shoved him 
onto the bed, but his dazed mind couldn't quite figure 
out why.  
 
Then he stopped wondering why as Xander carefully 
undid the button and zipper on his slacks. It soon became 
clear that he wasn't wearing any boxers, because his 
erection jutted out of the now open pants. Spike 
watched entranced as Xander bent down and removed 
his shoes and socks. The shift in muscles between the 
smooth skin was enticing. Then Xander straightened but 
made no move to remove his unfastened pants. Instead 
he bent slightly and unlaced Spike's Doc Martins and 
slowly pulled them off. Then came Spike's socks. A lone 
finger tracing a line along the arch of his foot had Spike 
drawing in unneeded breath. He watched fascinated as 
Xander's came up to hover over the fastenings of his 
jeans. Instead of undoing the fastenings Xander's hand 
stroked his arousal through the denim. He arched 
helplessly up into the touch, moaning in protest when 
the hands were removed. Then he was moaning for a 
different reason when Xander's hands undid the 
fastenings and drifted inside. One hand briefly wrapped 
around his erection squeezing slightly. Then they were 
gone and tugging his jeans down his hips. Obligingly he 
raised his hips. The jeans were gone a moment later and 



he lay naked on the bed as Xander's eyes devoured him 
the gaze almost as arousing as a physical touch.  
 
He watched silently as Xander slid his own pants off. 
Before he could admire Xander in his naked glory, Xander 
was there on top of him; the skin-to-skin contact was 
electrifying. Xander stared down at him, just looking into 
Spike's eyes then he brushed his mouth across Spike's, 
before he could respond the mouth was gone making its 
way down Spike's throat. Xander made his way down to 
Spike's chest pausing to nibble for a moment on Spike's 
collarbone. Then he made his way to Spike's nipple 
licking around it then taking it into his mouth briefly and 
sucking hard. Spike writhed under the contact, his hands 
moving restlessly over the soft skin of Xander's back. 
Then Xander was making his way over to Spike's other 
nipple and suckling on it.  
 
He moved lower still and paused for a moment. Spike 
wondered what Xander was doing, then he felt Xander's 
face shift against his chest. Then he felt fangs tracing 
abstract patterns on his chest and stomach. Pain briefly 
blossomed as the teasing fangs scraped two lines into his 
chest. The sensation of a cool tongue bathing the cuts 
and a mouth sucking gently on them had Spike moaning.  
 



Xander's face pressed into his stomach and he felt it 
change back. The cool tormenting mouth moved wetly 
down his stomach. Then he felt it around the tip of his 
erection and a tongue swirled around teasing him. He 
wasn't going to last much longer under this kind of 
assault so he reached down and hauled Xander up so 
that they were once again face to face. He attacked 
Xander's mouth and had the satisfaction of hearing 
Xander's low moan he opened his mouth for Spike. Then 
he stopped and managed to get out. 
 
"Xander, love, want you in me now." Xander's only 
response was a ragged moan. Spike watched Xander 
reach out and find what he had tossed onto the bed 
earlier. He heard the soft snick of the tube being opened. 
Then Xander was leaning back and a slick finger was 
pushing slowly into him. Another soon joined it, and 
Xander crooked them slightly hitting that spot and 
causing sparks to light behind Spike's eyes. Then he felt 
the third finger. For a while Xander slowly moved his 
fingers in and out driving Spike crazy, he wanted so much 
more. Xander almost seemed to read his mind and the 
fingers disappeared and Xander was pushing slowly into 
Spike. When he was all the way in he paused and leaned 
down to slowly kiss Spike. Then he pulled back and began 
to move, slowly at first and then more rapidly. Spike let 



the sensations overwhelm him, let them skate across his 
skin and spiral deep inside him. Just when he was about 
to come Xander bent down game face in place and bit 
down on Spike's throat.  
 
The bite was deep and hard a true claiming bite. The 
pleasure mixed with pain coursed through Spike 
triggering his orgasm. As he came his own true face came 
out and he reached up and sank his fangs into Xander's 
throat. Somewhere he was aware of Xander shuddering 
in the grips of his own release, but the blood pouring into 
his mouth had captured all of his attention. It was almost 
alive with power, it was addicting. Spike had never tasted 
anything like it; the only thing close was the taste of his 
sire's blood. Reluctantly he released Xander's throat as 
he felt Xander's fangs slid out of his. They lay quietly still 
connected Xander's face, back in its human guise, buried 
in his neck.  
 
A sensation stole over Spike. There was something 
foreign shimmering in the back of his mind. He 
concentrated on it trying to figure it out. It wasn't part of 
his consciousness but it wasn't completely foreign. He 
went perfectly still when realization struck; the presence 
was his connection to Xander. Xander's voice was full of 
awe. 



 
"Spike do you feel that?" Spike couldn't speak. The two 
words from before again sounded in his mind, eternal, 
unbreakable. Finally he found his voice.  
 
"I do pet."  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Eleven 

Content in the hazy place between waking and sleeping 
Spike was aware of little outside the hands moving in 
slow circles on his back. He was also vaguely aware of the 
sound of a contented purr, whether he was the one who 
was purring or if it was Xander he couldn't tell. He 
wanted nothing more than to stay in this particular state 
forever, but slowly he edged further away from sleep and 
into wakefulness. The first thing that his mind registered 
was that at some point during the day he and Xander had 
switched positions. When they had fallen asleep Xander 
had been sprawled on top of Spike his face buried in 
Spike's neck. Now Xander was lying on his back and Spike 



found himself curled around Xander's side resting his 
head on Xander's chest. The chest beneath his cheek 
vibrated slightly which told Spike that it was Xander who 
was purring.  
 
Almost completely awake Spike searched his mind for 
the sensation he had felt last night. He was almost afraid 
it had gone away. There it was humming quietly in the 
back of his mind. For a moment he concentrated all of his 
awareness on it. As he concentrated he a multitude of 
sensations washed over him the foremost being love, 
possessiveness and protectiveness. If that was all he felt 
he might have been inclined to dismiss the presence that 
had appeared last night as a figment of his imagination. 
But he also felt something indefinable, something that 
was not him but purely Xander. Slowly he withdrew from 
the connection, coming back to himself. He let the 
presence just sit there touching it occasionally to 
reassure himself of its existence.  
 
Xander's voice still held the traces of sleep.  
 
"Spike you awake?" Spike didn't answer right away. He 
took a moment or two and pondered Xander's voice. He 
had always loved Xander's voice and the many tones it 
took. It was different now, changed by the accent it 



carried. The smoky notes of Xander's adopted homeland 
permeated his speech. Spike liked the new sound but at 
the same time it bothered him. He would never again 
hear the voice he loved, but he had found something 
more, a combination of new and old. Instead of 
responding verbally he tilted his head up and rested his 
chin on Xander's chest. Xander smiled.  
 
"We have to get up." Spike slid the rest of the way up 
Xander's body and kissed him slowly reveling in the taste 
of Xander's mouth. He pulled away reluctantly after a 
moment.  
 
"Ok, now we can get up."  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
The car stopped in front of an impressive looking office 
building, which a discretely lighted sign read, Wolfram & 
Hart. Xander exited the car, as did the vampire sitting in 
the front seat. Spike followed feeling vaguely 
underdressed. Xander was impeccably dressed in an 
expensive looking suit, and his shadows were both 
dressed in nondescript suits. He trailed Xander through 
an austere lobby area to a reception desk, which was 



staffed, to Spike's surprise given the time, by a well-
turned out woman of middle years. Xander smiled 
politely at her and said.  
 
"I'm Alexei Radchikov, I believe Mr. McDonald is 
expecting me." Spike noted the faint wave of recognition 
that passed over the woman's face. She offered up a 
polite smile of her own and said.  
 
"One moment, please." She picked up a nearby phone 
pressed a few buttons. A few moments of silent waiting 
then she said into the phone. 
 
"Mr. McDonald, Mr. Radchikov is here." A pause then a 
positive shake of the head and she hung up the phone. 
She looked back over at Xander and said.  
 
"Mr. McDonald will be down presently." Xander 
murmured somewhat amusedly.  
 
"I'm sure he will be." They stood there in almost 
awkward silence for approximately five minutes. Then a 
man approached them. He stopped in front of Xander. 
He held out his hand and said.  
 
"Good to see you Mr. Radchikov, I hope I haven't kept 



you waiting." Xander shook his hand and smiled, a quite 
charming smile.  
 
"Not at all Mr. McDonald." Spike studied the man briefly. 
He was shorter than Xander, with brown hair that looked 
like he had recently ran his fingers through it and blue 
eyes set in an almost pretty face. After Xander released 
his hand he turned to look at Spike with interest. Xander 
gave an introduction.  
 
"Mr. McDonald this is Spike, Spike this is Mr. McDonald, 
the head of my US legal team." Mr. McDonald reached 
out his hand to Spike and said  
 
"Pleased to meet you." Spike briefly shook the man's 
hand but said nothing. The lawyer seemed to take it in 
stride and returned his attention to Xander.  
 
"If you would please follow me." Then he turned and 
headed towards the elevators along the back wall of the 
lobby. They entered the elevator, Mr. McDonald pressed 
one of the many buttons and the elevator began to move 
downwards. After a few moments it gently came to a 
stop and the doors slid open. Mr. McDonald led the way 
down a bare hallway with metal doorways. Finally they 
stopped in front of one and the lawyer used a key card to 



open the door. He allowed Xander, Spike and the 
bodyguard to precede him into the room, and then he 
said.  
 
"I will be waiting here when the procedure is complete." 
Xander's voice was completely pleasant but it 
nonetheless caused the hair on the back of Spike's neck 
to stand up.  
 
"I must request your presence at the actual procedure." 
A wary look crossed the lawyer's face but he said his 
voice polite but strained.  
 
"As you wish Mr. Radchikov." With that he joined them in 
the room. The room itself was extraordinarily bare. Spike 
had expected to see surgical equipment of some kind. 
Instead there was only a single chair in the middle of the 
room and a hooded figure in the corner. Mr. McDonald 
gestured to the chair and said  
 
"Spike please be seated. The procedure involves a spell. 
The chip will remain in your brain but the spell should 
render it useless." Spike glanced with trepidation at the 
figure in the corner then sat down, his eyes automatically 
searching out Xander.  
 



In the end it was surprisingly brief and virtually painless. 
Through out the whole affair Spike just kept his eyes on 
Xander, the other occupants of the room didn't exist for 
him. When it was over he looked over at Mr. McDonald 
and said  
 
"How do I know it worked?" The man instinctively took a 
step back and glanced at Xander. Spike could smell the 
sharp flood of fear. Xander's low laugh just deepened the 
scent of fear.  
 
"Spike Mr. McDonald is going to provide proof to you, 
but it will not involve harming him." The lawyer regained 
his composure and gestured to the hooded figure that 
moved to a door set in the back wall. A door Spike had 
not noticed earlier. He disappeared through it then 
returned a moment later dragging a man dressed in a 
rumpled suit. The figure silently shoved the man towards 
Spike. Spike came out of the seat and deftly caught the 
man against his chest. He held him there ignoring the low 
whimpering coming from the man. He locked eyes with 
Xander and let his true face slide out. He didn't break eye 
contact as he lowered his head. As his fangs slide into the 
sweaty flesh of the man's neck he paused almost 
expecting the familiar mind splitting pain. It didn't 
materialize. Then the first swallow of blood, human living 



blood slid down his throat and he almost moaned. He 
began to suck in earnest greedy for the substance he had 
been denied for so long. For glorious moments he just 
lost himself in the taste in the power implicit in taking a 
life. Suddenly he wanted something more. He lifted his 
head from the neck and said in Xander's direction.  
 
"Share with me." He wanted to share his first kill in so 
long with the one he was so intimately connected to. 
Xander's true face came to the fore and he was across 
the room in an instant. He wrapped his arms around the 
man and Spike sandwiching the victim between them. 
His verbal response was so low that Spike was sure only 
he could hear it.  
 
"Always." Then two sets of fangs descended. Soon the 
man was dead and sliding to the floor and Spike was 
kissing Xander tasting the blood, the kill and feeling 
Xander's fangs slice through his lips, his tongue. When 
they broke apart Xander whispered in Spike's ear.  
 
"I'll take you hunting." Spike just nodded. Xander 
released Spike and turned to Mr. McDonald, who rose a 
few notches in Spike's estimation when he noted that the 
man didn't look sick or even particularly bothered by the 
dead body lying on the floor. Xander inclined his head 



almost formally to the lawyer and said.  
 
"Mr. McDonald please let your superiors know that this 
service for my family and my consort will not be 
forgotten, nor will your personal dedication to this 
project go unnoticed."  
 
It wasn't until they were again in the car that Spike 
asked.  
 
"What would you have done if it hadn't worked?" Xander 
just smiled and said quietly.  
 
"Well I wouldn't have killed him, if that's what you are 
asking. But he would have been sorry, and I would have 
to find another law firm, which would have been a pain."  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Twelve 

In the end it had been surprisingly easy to find Spike. He 
went to the section of LA indicated by Cordelia's vision, 



her second vision. They hadn't been able to stop the first 
vision. The first one had involved Spike, Lindsey 
McDonald, and an unknown man who was now dead. 
Angel felt a twinge of remorse at his inability to save that 
man.  
 
His wayward childe was the last thing he had expected 
Cordelia to see in one of her messages from the Powers 
That Be. According to what he'd been told, Spike was 
unable to harm humans, effectively neutered by an 
electronic chip imbedded in his brain. When he had first 
heard that particular bit of information his first reaction 
had been sympathy, which had been followed quickly by 
relief. But now according to Cordelia's vision, the first 
one, he could kill again.  
 
The reason Angel knew the man in the first vision was 
dead was the second vision. It had shown Spike feeding 
from a man in the section of the city Angel found himself 
in. He had gone in pursuit of Spike on his own for a 
variety of reasons. Cordelia, Wesley or Gunn wouldn't 
understand his reluctance to kill Spike. He didn't want 
Spike dead; he could never wish death on his childe. He 
hoped to find him, save his victim, and persuade him to 
leave LA permanently. Persuade was such a mild word, 
he was prepared to use threats, violence, or even call 



upon his authority as Spike's sire, to bend Spike to his 
will.  
 
He had already accomplished the first part of his mission. 
It had happened purely by chance. He had spied Spike's 
distinctive bleached hair at the end of the block. Spike 
was moving down the street towards him. Angel 
recognized Spike's stance and gait. Spike was on the 
prowl. There was a time when Angel liked nothing better 
than to watch Spike do just what he was doing now. He 
ruthlessly shoved that thought aside as he ducked into a 
nearby alley. He quickly sank back into the shadows away 
from the grasp of the light of the street lamp. He would 
wait here and just grab Spike as he went past, a 
reasonable plan, which would minimize the attention 
paid to them.  
 
As he waited he reflected rather humorlessly that even if 
he grabbed Spike in the middle of the street in full game 
face no one in this part of town would blink an eyelash. A 
moment later Spike burst into the alley holding a man to 
his chest one hand over the man's mouth the other 
around his waist. Angel made to step forward. His 
emergence from the shadows was halted by an arm 
around his waist another came up under his arm and a 
hand clapped over his mouth. He was pulled hard against 



someone's chest.  
 
For a moment he stood perfectly still, silently berating 
himself. How could he have missed the presence of 
someone else in the alley? Then he began to struggle. 
The arms around him tightened with inhuman strength. 
A voice soft in his ear said. 
 
"Hold still Angel." The shock of hearing his name caused 
Angel to still. This was unexpected; the subject of 
Cordelia's vision had been Spike, Spike alone. But this 
unknown vampire knew his name and had stopped him 
from approaching Spike. He wanted to ask who it was 
but the hand on his mouth prevented him from speaking. 
Temporarily giving up on his struggle with his unknown 
captor he watched helplessly as Spike morphed into 
game face and sank his fangs into the man's throat. The 
smell of blood wafted through the alley. Angel tried to 
ignore the scent of it, ignore the craving it awoke in him. 
A low laugh sounded in his ear.  
 
"How long has it been Angel? Don't you crave the taste, I 
imagine that animal blood pales in comparison." Angel's 
curiosity grew, how much did this vampire know? He 
remained a prisoner in the arms of the unknown 
vampire. The man in Spike's arms was close to dying. 



Angel could hear his heart straining through its final 
beats. Spike let the dead man slide out of his arms into a 
graceless heap on the ground. He remained in game face. 
Angel could see the blood on his lips, his fangs and 
dripping down the corners of his mouth. The look on 
Spike's face also stirred a craving inside him. In the past 
that particular look could turn him on faster than almost 
anything. The voice sounded amused. 
 
"He is beautiful like this isn't he? You still want him, but 
that soul of yours won't let you take him." Something 
about the voice in his ear was very familiar to Angel. He 
was sure he had heard it before. The accent confused 
him though. The vampire holding him spoke again, this 
time his words rumbled with a possessive growl.  
 
"But he isn't yours anymore, he is mine." The 
ramifications of that statement hammered through Angel 
and somewhere deep inside of him his demon roared in 
protest. Then Spike spoke drawing Angel's attention. He 
had slipped back into human guise but the traces of 
blood lingered around his mouth.  
 
"Xan, luv, I know you're watching me. Come on out of 
the shadows and you can do something more fun." Angel 



barely heard beyond the first two words. Those words 
implied something inconceivable.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Spike waited at the mouth of the alley. He knew Xander 
was in the shadows, he could feel him. It was an 
interesting sensation, would take some getting used to. 
Xander's voice drifted out of the shadows.  
 
"We have some company Spike." Spike stepped forward, 
confused.  
 
"What's that pet?" Someone emerged from the shadows; 
Spike had expected to see Xander who he saw instead 
had him cursing under his breath. He smiled slightly.  
 
"Peaches how nice to see you." He noted with some 
satisfaction that Angel couldn't answer him because 
Xander had his hand firmly planted over Angel's mouth. 
He also observed Xander's arm around Angel's waist, 
effectively restraining him. He met Xander's eyes over 
Angel's shoulder, they laughed back at him.  
 
"Spike do you think I should let him go?" Spike pretended 



to consider that for a minute. He smirked slightly and 
said.  
 
"I think you should luv if you keep holding him like that I 
might get jealous." He had the satisfaction of watching 
the surprise flare in Angel's eyes. Xander's voice was just 
as amused when he answered.  
 
"Now we can't have that." But he didn't release Angel 
right away. First he said.  
 
"Angel I'm going to let you go and we can have a nice 
little conversation, but if you make any moves that I 
don't like its over, understood." Spike could sense Angel's 
unhappiness with Xander's suggestion, but he 
anticipated the slow positive shake of Angel's head. 
Xander removed his arms from around Angel. Angel 
whirled around and looked Xander over intently. Then he 
spoke his voice confused.  
 
"Xander, I thought, that is Buffy said-" Xander cut him 
off.  
 
"That I had disappeared mysteriously, that they couldn't 
get me back, yea I'm sure she did tell you that." Angel's 
mouth gaped open, rather unattractively thought Spike. 



Before Angel could say anything Xander spoke again.  
 
"Well its all true, every last word." Silence fell as Angel 
stood there staring almost blankly at Xander. Spike got 
tired of waiting.  
 
"Well Peaches, if you don't have anything to say then 
we'll just leave." The derisive comment seemed to jolt 
Angel out of the stupor he had fallen into.  
 
"Where did you disappear to?" Xander smiled slightly.  
 
"The past." Angel repeated Xander's words as if 
searching for some kind of hidden meaning.  
 
"The past. What time in the past?" Xander's amusement 
was almost palpable.  
 
"Late seventeenth century." Angel was again reduced to 
babbling.  
 
"Then how-" He stopped mid sentence and paused as if 
remembering something. Then he continued his tone 
colored with accusation.  
 
"You're a vampire." Xander just started to laugh.  



 
"You hadn't figured that out earlier." Angel looked 
uncomfortable and slightly abashed. His gaze finally 
shifted to Spike.  
 
"What are you doing with him?" Spike rather 
unsuccessfully fought the urge to smile. He stepped 
closer to Xander and was pleased to note that Xander 
closed the rest of the distance between them so they 
stood next to each other shoulders brushing. As he 
answered Angel's question he wrapped his arm around 
Xander's waist.  
 
"What do you think I'm doing with him?" Truthfully Spike 
was surprised that Angel had asked the question. If he 
could smell himself all over Xander, then surely so could 
Angel.  
 
Angel looked momentarily distracted by the move, but 
then he continued sounding slightly irritated.  
 
"Besides that Spike." Besides that, Spike smiled 
internally, Angel was really in for a shock. But he didn't 
answer the question implicit in Angel's words. He smiled 
a slightly seductive smile and said with as much 
innocence as he could muster.  



 
"Is there anything besides that?" Annoyance flared in 
Angel's eyes and he took a step towards Spike. He didn't 
get far. Spike found himself staring at Xander's back. He 
had been unceremoniously pushed behind Xander. The 
action annoyed him, but now wasn't the time or place to 
discuss it. Instead he smiled when he noticed Angel 
sprawled on the dirty pavement of the alley. Xander's 
voice was low.  
 
"Don't make another threatening move towards him." 
Silence filled the ill lit alley for long moments broken only 
by the muted roar of the occasional car passing by. Then 
fabric rustled as Angel slowly stood up holding his hands 
out palms up. Xander stepped back so that he and Spike 
were again standing next to each other. He addressed 
Angel his voice almost pleasant.  
 
"What exactly do you want to know?" Spike watched 
Angel's eyes flicker from his face and then to Xander's. 
When he spoke he directed his question to Xander.  
 
"How did the two of you come to be together?" Spike 
unsuccessfully suppressed a smile at Angel's all to 
apparent puzzlement. Xander answered simply. 
 



"We got together almost two years ago." It took Angel a 
minute to grasp the implication of that statement, when 
he did he blurted out.  
 
"Before, before you disappeared?" Xander just nodded in 
confirmation. Angel's voice was hushed.  
 
"The rest of them, they didn't know." It wasn't really a 
question but Xander answered it anyway.  
 
"No they didn't." Angel nodded in what Spike thought 
was understanding. The confusion was back in his voice 
when he said.  
 
"You came back for him." Spike heard the implication; he 
wasn't worth coming back for. Almost unconsciously he 
sought out his bond with Xander. Touching it was like 
touching light and love. He felt fingers lace through his. 
He glanced down and saw Xander's hand wrapped 
around his. Xander's voice was sure and confident.  
 
"How could I not?" Angel's eyes focused briefly on their 
joined hands. Angel was apparently done with that 
particular topic, because his next comment was.  
 
"You took out the chip." Spike knew if he could see 



Xander's face he would see amusement on it.  
 
"No actually I didn't." Angel's eyes narrowed in suspicion.  
 
"But I saw Spike kill that man." He gestured with one 
hand towards the body, which was lying almost forgotten 
near the mouth of the alley.  
 
"Just because it's still there doesn't mean it works." 
Angel murmured something under his breath it sounded 
like `Lindsey.' Spike wondered who the hell Lindsey was, 
but he said nothing. Apparently Xander heard it also and 
he said.  
 
"Mr. McDonald was extremely helpful in that particular 
matter." Spike could hear the slight taunt in the words. 
Angel looked as if he wanted to say something, but 
Xander beat him to it by continuing.  
 
"Should I give him your regards the next time I see him?" 
Angel growled slightly but said nothing. Xander just 
laughed and Spike looked on in confusion. They stood 
there for another long silent moment, the three of them 
staring at each other in that forgotten alley, the rapidly 
cooling corpse of Spike's latest victim their only 
company. Xander broke the silence.  



 
"I don't think we have anything left to say to one 
another. Good bye Angel." He walked out of the alley 
taking Spike with him. Spike shot Angel one last glance 
over his shoulder. His eyes met his sire's and he was 
shocked to find something akin to sorrow in those brown 
eyes. He wondered briefly who it was for, him or for the 
boy Xander had been. Angel didn't say good-bye instead 
he called after them.  
 
"I'm going to have to tell Buffy." Xander didn't stop 
walking or turn back; he just nodded his head in 
agreement. Spike didn't do anything; he just held fast to 
Xander's hand and left his past standing in that alley.  

Part Thirteen 

The car ride back to Anna's apartment was eerily silent. 
Spike sank into the comfort of his mental bond with 
Xander. He let it pervade his consciousness. His only link 
to the outside world was the feel of Xander's hand 
around his. He didn't notice the car stop. Then Xander's 
voice drew him slowly back to reality.  
 
"Spike, we're here." He looked over at Xander who had 
an unreadable expression on his face. He smiled 
cautiously, and then released Xander's hand to get out of 



the car.  
 
Silence feel again as they walked through the lobby and 
took the elevator up. Through out it all Spike wanted to 
take Xander's hand again but he didn't. He wasn't sure 
how such a move would be taken. He wasn't sure why he 
was feeling so insecure. But he felt like the situation was 
fragile, that it could break if he did the wrong thing, 
shatter like a delicate piece of glass. When the door of 
Anna's apartment shut behind them and Xander's 
shadows had disappeared. He turned to Xander. He 
wasn't sure what he had planned on saying or doing, but 
he never got the chance. He was being devoured, that 
was all he could think. Xander's mouth moved over his 
almost desperately. He could feel Xander's hands roughly 
pushing his duster to the floor taking the red shirt with it.  
 
An insistent tongue demanded entrance to his mouth 
and he acquiesced. Then it was sliding in and tangling 
with his. Almost desperate hands were tugging his t-shirt 
from his jeans. Those same hands quickly accomplished 
their first goal and moved on to the fastening of his 
jeans. All the while the mouth on his never stopped 
demanding a response. Somehow he had been pushed 
against the nearest wall. He wanted to respond, to 
reciprocate somehow but he couldn't. He groaned into 



the kiss as the busy hands found their way inside his 
jeans and began slowly pumping his erection, a callused 
thumb occasionally sweeping over the head. Xander's 
mouth was suddenly gone. Before he could protest the 
loss Xander was sliding down his body to kneel before 
him. His hands were back tugging Spike's jeans about half 
way down his legs. Xander looked up at Spike for a 
minute. Spike felt like he had just walked into the sun, 
the heat in those eyes was astonishing.  
 
Then Xander bent his head and Spike felt a rough wet 
caress on the underside of his cock. One of Xander's 
hands came up and grasped the base of Spike's erection. 
Spike gasped when that cool wet mouth sucked on the 
head of his cock. It stilled and a tongue swirled around 
teasing him. Xander's mouth descended slowly driving 
Spike half mad until it had taken him in entirely. That 
mouth proceeded to drive Spike mad, teasing and 
caressing but it was never quite enough to make him 
come. When he was reduced to wordless pleading 
noises. Xander seemed to relent and again engulfed 
Spike's entire length and then began humming slightly. 
The sensation was too much for Spike and he came down 
Xander's throat.  
 
Xander's mouth was back and Spike could taste himself 



on Xander's lips and in his mouth. He could feel Xander's 
own arousal trapped in his pants and rubbing against 
Spike's hip. He reached out and clumsily undid Xander's 
pants taking his erection into his hand and stroking it 
firmly. Xander pushed into Spike's hand and the kiss lost 
what little control it had and became wild. Then Xander 
was coming all over Spike's hand and Spike could feel 
Xander's fangs entering the kiss drawing blood. The taste 
of Xander's blood mixed with his own caused his own 
true face to descend again. Then the urgency was gone. 
They both resumed their human faces. Spike was finally 
able to speak again. 
 
"Well pet that was-" He stopped when he couldn't think 
of an appropriate word. His insecurity had vanished 
burned away by the heat of Xander's gaze. He felt lazy 
contentment washing through him and he couldn't quite 
resist the urge to purr, the sound rumbled in his chest. 
He could hear Xander laugh quietly then he nuzzled 
Spike's neck and an answering sound echoed from him.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Freshly showered Spike curled into Xander's side reveling 
in the arms around him as they lay quietly in the bed. 



Then Xander spoke his words cutting through the mood.  
 
"Spike do you want to go back to Sunnydale?" Without 
really thinking about it Spike blurted out.  
 
"What for?" Xander was silent for a moment then.  
 
"To do what you always said you would do." Spike got it 
then. Xander was asking him about Buffy. It was funny 
after discovering love with Xander, before he had 
disappeared, Spike had thought a lot about what he 
might do if he was ever free from the chip's influence. At 
the top of his list had been claiming Xander, possibly 
turning Xander. Prior to Xander killing Buffy had been at 
the top of his list. He'd always intended to do it, ever 
since his first visit to Sunnydale. It was a long-standing 
goal. Then Xander had happened, burst into his life and 
sent his wish list into disarray. He hadn't merely replaced 
Buffy at the top of the list he had sent the entire list into 
shambles. Spike had loved Xander, wanted him to be 
happy. Having his lover tear the throats out of his 
nearest and dearest would not have made Xander happy. 
So very privately Spike had considered abandoning his 
wish list, all for one dark haired mortal. Though he had 
never told Xander, he had essentially given up his desire 
to kill Buffy. Then Xander had disappeared and Spike's 



world and his list were both in shambles. He hadn't 
bothered to rebuild those shambles, hadn't bothered to 
repair the damage done by one misfired spell. But then 
Xander had appeared beside a table in Willie's bar 
reordering Spike's world with one word and a kiss.  
 
The Xander that had reappeared wasn't the man Spike 
had given up his list for. He was a vampire, a creature 
without a soul. The lives of Buffy, her Watcher, or the 
witches mattered little to him. This meant that if he 
wanted Spike could go back to his old list. He could go 
back to Sunnydale with Xander at his side and try again 
to kill Buffy, make her his third slayer. His sire was going 
to spoil the element of surprise, but he had always 
preferred a fair fight. The high that came from killing a 
slayer was like nothing else. His memories of his second 
slayer flashed through his mind and for a moment he 
could almost taste her blood in his mouth. He suppressed 
a moan at the mere memory of the taste. He could share 
the experience with Xander, an exhilarating thought. 
With that in mind he said.  
 
"It could be fun, paying one last visit to Sunnyhell." 
Xander's answer was quick in coming. 
 
"If you want to go we will." Spike made his way up 



Xander's body so they were face to face. He leaned down 
and kissed Xander briefly.  
 
"Let's go then luv, killing a slayer is fun." Xander's reply 
had his jaw dropping. 
 
"I know." The implications of that simple statement ran 
through Spike's head, Xander had killed a slayer. This was 
a story he wanted to hear.  
 
"You've killed a slayer." Xander smiled up at him.  
 
"Is that so hard to believe?" Spike laughed slightly.  
 
"No of course not. When was this pet?" Xander's eyes 
unfocused as he sank into thought for a moment. Then 
he answered.  
 
"I guess it was about a hundred and fifty years ago." 
Spike snuggled back down to his original position.  
 
"Do tell pet sounds like an interesting story." He could 
feel and hear Xander's amusement.  
 
"I guess it was 1850 or maybe it was 1851 any way 
doesn't really matter. I was with my sire in some little 



town outside what today is St. Petersburg. I was visiting 
the city and I ran into her almost by accident. My first 
thought when I saw her was that she looked sort of like 
Buffy, which was weird at the time because I hadn't 
really thought about Buffy in a long while."  
 
 

St. Petersburg, Russia 1850  

Xander was wandering the streets of St. Petersburg 
rather aimlessly. He was bored. Gregori and Luka were 
attending some aristocrat's fancy party. He had gone 
with them, but had quickly gotten bored. So he had 
slipped out unnoticed. Now he wandered through the 
streets. It had begun to snow a few minutes ago and the 
white flakes meandered through the air. He had stood 
watching them fall face up to the sky like a little kid when 
it had first started. Then he had continued his wandering. 
He studied the people hurrying past with idle interest. He 
wasn't hungry he had eaten earlier with Gregori and 
Luka.  
 
He turned another corner. That was when he sensed 
something strange, like little flashes of panic running 
through his brain. He concentrated on the sensation 
wondering what it was. Finally his thoughts landed on 



one of the first things his sire had explained to him, what 
a slayer feels like. He turned slowly around, but didn't 
see anything. Cautiously he continued down the street. 
He paused when he heard fighting in one of the alleys. 
He peered into the alley and found himself looking at a 
petite blond whirlwind in the process of staking two 
vampires.  
 
His first reaction wasn't fear it was, she looks a lot like 
Buffy. Before he could wonder about his reaction, she 
was coming at him stake in hand. He moved quickly to 
the side, it was a near miss. He turned with her so they 
were facing each other. Up close she didn't look so much 
like Buffy, it was really just the hair color and the height. 
Then she was lunging at him and he had other things to 
concern himself with. He parried her blow with his upper 
arm and managed to shove her back a little. Normally it 
wouldn't have been much of a shove but the thin layer of 
newly fallen snow made the ground slippery and she fell 
backwards onto the ground. While she was attempting to 
get back up he kicked out and dislodged her stake from 
her hand. Then he came in closer and tried to grab her. 
She kicked out with her feet sending him flying against 
the wall of a nearby building.  
 
She regained her feet at about the same time he 



recovered from hitting the wall. They both charged and 
met half way. Later he wouldn't be able to recall the 
details of the fight. It was a flurry of blows and parries. 
The pain was secondary to the thrill. He didn't know how 
long it lasted seconds, minutes; his world was reduced to 
this fight. Finally he had her pinned to a wall defeat 
shimmering in her gaze. Then he bent his head and sank 
his fangs into her neck. His knees almost buckled when 
he tasted the first swallow of her blood. As he drained 
her arousal started building by the time he was done all 
he wanted to do was find his sire. He left her laying in the 
alley the gently falling snow collecting in her hair and on 
her face.  
 
He made his way back to the house where the party was 
taking place. He entered and lurked in a dark hallway 
sending a servant to fetch Gregori for him. He resisted 
the urge to pace. Then the boy appeared Gregori in tow. 
Gregori took in his disheveled appearance and he could 
see the beginnings of disapproval on his face. Gregori 
stopped abruptly, gold flashing in his green eyes. Xander 
knew he was scenting him, smelling his arousal, smelling 
the blood of the Slayer. When the boy disappeared 
Gregori was on him backing him into the wall. Before he 
said anything he bent down and gave Xander a hard kiss.  
 



"Well Lexei do you have something you'd like to tell me?" 
Xander couldn't really think clearly with the taste of the 
Slayer's blood fresh in his mouth and his sire's obviously 
aroused body pressed against his. He moved restlessly 
against that body and managed to get out.  
 
"Sire I, I killed the Slayer." Another kiss from his sire, then  
 
"Moy Lexei, I'm so proud." Xander couldn't think of 
anything to say to that, so he leaned up and kissed his 
sire trying to communicate his desperate want. Gregori 
laughed and began to rock his hips against Xander's.  
 
 
 
Los Angeles, California Present  

"He fucked me right there in the hallway. Luka was so 
upset with us. Nothing was like the feeling that came 
from killing that Slayer from tasting her blood." Spike had 
gotten caught up in the story. He knew Xander was to, he 
could smell the residual excitement and arousal 
emanating from him. He wasn't sure how he felt about 
hearing about Xander and his sire, especially such explicit 
details. He was also wondering who Luka was. There was 
a brief silence, and then Xander said.  



 
"So we'll go to Sunnydale, and you can make Buffy you're 
third slayer." Spike propped his head up and looked up 
into Xander's eyes. Making Buffy his third slayer would 
be nice, but something else would be even nicer. He 
squirmed upwards and placed an open mouthed kiss on 
Xander's jaw near his ear.  
 
"I have a better idea pet, we can kill her together and she 
can be my third and your second." Xander tilted his head 
so that he was face to face with Spike. He gave Spike a 
fleeting kiss.  
 
"If that's what you want." Another kiss more leisurely 
and longer. When it was over Spike scooted back down 
to again rest his head on Xander's chest. They lay there 
for a few minutes then Spike spoke up.  
 
"Xan, who's Luka?" Xander shifted slightly under Spike 
then answered.  
 
"Luka is Gregori's sire." A slight pause then Xander added 
"Spike does it bother you to hear about Gregori?" Spike 
considered that, he thought about his relationship with 
Dru, how it had been constantly under the shadow of 
Angelus, her sire and his. Dru had been, hell still was, 



crazy. Angelus had been her obsession. Xander was quite 
sane. Angelus hadn't been the most stable vampire 
around come to think of it. He had treated his childer to 
extremes, extreme cruelty, or extreme indulgence. There 
had been no in betweens. Xander's relationship with his 
sire seemed different. When he spoke of Gregori it was 
with a kind of fondness and respect. That didn't mean 
that Spike was entirely comfortable hearing about the 
more intimate aspects of Xander's relationship with his 
sire. However he couldn't deny a certain curiosity about 
the vampire who had created Xander in more ways then 
the obvious.  
 
"I don't know if bother is the right word pet." Xander 
didn't say anything, just started moving his hands in 
circles on Spike's back.  
 
"I guess I'm a little jealous of him." The hands stilled for a 
moment, then continued moving. Xander's voice was 
serious.  
 
"You don't have to be. What I have with him is different 
then what we have. He is my sire, I love him but not the 
way I love you. He made me, took me in, cared for me. 
He has my loyalty and always will. You I love in a 
different way, you are my mate, my eternal companion, I 



can feel you in my mind, you are a part of me in a way he 
will never be." I love you; Spike had a hard time focusing 
on anything else after Xander said that. When he finished 
his explanation all Spike could say was.  
 
"You love me?" Xander sounded surprised.  
 
"Of course I do, I never stopped." Spike couldn't think of 
anything to say to that. He made his way back up 
Xander's body, hurriedly this time and all but attacked 
Xander's mouth. When he finally pulled back he had 
thought of something to say.  
 
"I love you too." Then Xander was flipping them over so 
his body covered Spike's and he was kissing Spike on the 
lips, down his neck, on his face, then the lips again. Spike 
lost himself in that kiss and found himself again.  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Fourteen 



Spike watched the Slayer efficiently dispatch the two 
newborn fledglings. She wasn't even breathing hard. She 
was alone. This was the opportunity he and Xander had 
been waiting for. They had trailed her for the past few 
days, waiting to catch her alone. This was the first time 
she had gone patrolling alone. He could feel Xander 
standing somewhere behind him in the shadows. He felt 
a hand squeeze his shoulder; he reached up and touched 
it briefly. Then he sauntered out into view of the Slayer.  
 
"Nice piece of fighting there Slayer." For a minute she 
just stared at him as if she couldn't quite believe her 
eyes. Then she was advancing stake upraised. 
 
"Your opinion means everything to me, Spike." Spike 
stood his ground, as she got closer to him. When she got 
within about two feet she said almost conversationally.  
 
"You know Spike, I heard some interesting news the 
other day." Spike raised an eyebrow and said dryly. 
 
"Why should I care Slayer?" She just continued.  
 
"Someone told me that your chip no longer works, and 
that means that I can fulfill one of my longtime desires, 
staking you." On the last words the stake in her hand 



descended towards Spike's chest. He reached out and 
caught her wrist twisting it away. For a moment they just 
stared at each other, then Spike said. 
 
"What makes you think you can?" Then the fight began in 
earnest. In the midst of blows and blocks Spike 
acknowledged privately, that she was very good. So good 
that after about twenty minutes of non-stop fighting he 
ended up pinned to a crypt a stake perilously close to his 
heart. Buffy took a moment and said triumph clear in her 
voice.  
 
"See I can." Spike just smiled and said  
 
"Slayer Angel didn't happen to mention anything else 
when he talked to you?" Suspicion passed over her face, 
then understanding.  
 
"He mentioned something about Xander being with you 
and him being vampire, but I don't know what that has to 
do with anything." Spike didn't say a word, because 
someone else answered the question. Xander had come 
up behind Buffy and when she was done speaking he 
reached out and pulled her off Spike.  
 
"Hi Buffy." The shock of seeing Xander seemed to leave 



Buffy stunned, so stunned that she was unable to stop 
herself from falling to the ground. Spike pushed off the 
crypt and walked over to Xander's side. He smiled down 
at her and said. 
 
"That is what it has to do with anything." Buffy's voice 
was disbelieving.  
 
"Xander, that's really you?" Xander just nodded. She took 
in his position next to Spike and sorrow passed over her 
face.  
 
"What Angel said is true then, you're a vampire." 
Another silent nod came from Xander. Buffy stood up 
slowly and seemed to gather her determination around 
her like a cloak. Spike could see the glimmer of tears in 
her eyes. Then she was retrieving her stake and 
launching herself at the both of them. The fight was 
exhilarating Spike loved to watch Xander fight, and Buffy 
was the worthiest of opponents. But beneath the 
excitement was a strange undercurrent of sadness of 
mourning. It wasn't only coming from Buffy either, but 
from all three of them. It was like a beautiful yet deadly 
ballet that could only end one way. Spike was fighting his 
past, proving that he was still a force to be reckoned 
with, yet at the same time he couldn't help but feel a 



twinge of sorrow at the loss of his favorite opponent. As 
much as he hated the Slayer, he respected her skill and 
determination. There was little question of who was 
going to win the fight. The Slayer was tiring. The pain 
that fighting an enemy with the face of former friend 
caused compounded the strain of the fight. Xander 
fought with grace and deadly accuracy an almost blank 
expression on his face, but Spike caught a glimmer of 
sorrow in his eyes when Buffy was disarmed, bleeding 
and at their mercy. It was only then that Buffy began to 
cry quietly. Spike caught Xander's eye and they slowly 
lowered their heads to either side of Buffy's neck.  
 
The blood tasted exactly as Spike remembered. It was 
more intensely alive then anything on earth. When they 
were finished draining her, he and Xander silently and 
gently laid her body on the ground, Xander reached out 
and closed her now blank eyes. Then the high caused by 
the blood took over and they reached for each other 
almost simultaneously, both still in game face. The kiss 
tasted of blood; at first just the Slayer's then his and 
Xander's as well. The combination sent heat flooding 
through Spike's body. He reached out almost blindly for 
Xander wanting to pull his body closer. He growled when 
Xander evaded his grasp and ended the kiss. Then 
Xander's voice sounded in his ear.  



 
"We have an audience." Spike slowly turned and across 
Buffy's body standing about twenty feet away was the 
Watcher looking as if his world had just crashed to an 
end and the two witches. He could see the shine of tears 
on Red's face. He slid back to human form. They stared at 
each other silently, bound by a shared past and the tiny 
blond woman whose dead body lay between them on 
the ground.  
 
The silence spun out between them. It was starting to 
make Spike nervous. His body was still thrumming from 
the excitement of the fight and the taste of the Slayer's 
blood. His body cried out for Xander's and he almost 
subconsciously moved closer to Xander, until their arms 
brushed. This close to Xander he could feel a similar 
energy running through Xander. He wished the people 
watching them would just melt away so he could just 
push Xander against the nearest crypt. But they were 
there staring at them with sorrow, condemnation and 
betrayal in their eyes. It was Red who broke the silence, 
her voice catching on the one word she spoke.  
 
"Xander." Xander inclined his head slightly and answered 
his voice empty. 
 



"Willow." Spike saw a ghost of a smile flash across her 
face.  
 
"Is it really you?" Spike watched Xander carefully out of 
the corner of his eye. He wondered how Xander would 
answer such a question.  
 
"Alexei Radchikov at your service, or for the Watchers 
among us Alexei of the Order of Lukasha childe of 
Gregori." This was first mention of a specific vampire 
Order that Spike had heard. It seemed to send a spark of 
recognition across the Watcher's face. However it was 
the witch's reaction that interested Spike. She paled 
slightly but then a look of resolve cut through the tears. 
Her voice was quiet and subdued when she spoke again.  
 
"I guess that was a stupid question to ask." Another 
almost polite nod came from Xander. She continued.  
 
"Angel was right then. I had hoped-" She didn't finish the 
thought, she didn't need to. Xander maintained his 
silence, his gaze impassive. The Watcher spoke up. His 
voice contained the false calm of those who grieve 
intensely but privately.  
 
"You are truly of the Order of Lukasha." A faint smile 



tinged with pride came across Xander's face.  
 
"Yes, I'm a grandchilde of the Order's Master." Xander 
and he were definitely having a talk later was all Spike 
could think. The Watcher seemed to process that 
information, and then he spoke again the faintest touch 
of hysteria in his words.  
 
"I'll be sure to note that in the account's of Buf-" The 
Watcher choked on the Slayer's name and stopped tears 
fighting to escape. He took a few deep breaths then 
continued the false calm back again. "The accounts of my 
Slayer's death." As he said the word death his eyes 
strayed fleetingly to the body lying in the dirt. Willow 
broke in, her tears had returned when the Watcher tried 
and failed to say the Slayer's name. 
 
"Are you going to try and kill us?" The rasp of grief and 
the wetness of her cheeks spoiled the bravado of the 
words. Spike and Xander had discussed this very issue. 
Spike had been in favor of killing them all, but Xander 
had disagreed. At first it had puzzled and upset Spike but 
then Xander had explained his reasons why. Forcing the 
Watcher to live with the death of his slayer was far worse 
than his own death would be. Spike had accepted that 
argument without question. That had had left the 



witches. Xander had smiled and said that it might have 
been a long time since he had seen Willow, but he still 
knew her inside out. He explained to Spike that it had 
been Willow and Tara's spell that had sent him back in 
time, and though it had truly been an accident Willow 
would take on the blame for it. Taking on the 
responsibility for what she saw as the turning of her 
friend into a monster would torment her for many years 
to come. Xander seemed to think that Willow would see 
the blood he had spilled over the centuries, including 
Buffy's, as being partially on her hands. Spike was less 
sure about that analysis, but he had agreed.  
 
"No. Spike and I will be leaving Sunnydale immediately." 
A moment of silence as they all stared at each other once 
again. Xander spoke again.  
 
"Good bye." A small pause then he continued a hint of 
mischief in his voice. "Willow, Tara, my sire wishes me to 
convey his thanks to you for the role you played in giving 
him his childe." Watching the stricken expression that 
stole across the faces of both witches had Spike 
acknowledging the accuracy of Xander's earlier analysis. 
Another of Xander's mockingly polite nods and then he 
turned away from them. Spike just gave Buffy's still body 
one last look, gave the three devastated figures across 



from him one last look and followed Xander away from 
the scene.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
The faint ice of mourning that dimmed Spike's thrill at 
the Slayer's death melted instantly when the door of the 
bedroom softly clicked shut. It was the same bedroom 
that he had stayed in last time, alone. He wasn't alone 
now. There was a fire rushing under his skin, a fire 
escaping to dance across his skin. He was beyond 
restraint. He turned to Xander and saw a matching fire in 
his eyes. Then they were embracing, mouths meeting, 
hands desperately pulling at clothes.  
 
The room was filled with the sounds of ripping fabric, 
unneeded panting, and the wet slide of mouths. Spike 
finally had Xander naked and sprawled on the bed. For a 
moment time stopped and he was captured by the 
beauty of the vampire on the bed, waiting for his touch. 
Time started again with a rush when his eyes met 
Xander's. He may have pounced, he wasn't sure, but it 
didn't matter because he was straddling Xander. Their 
cocks rubbed together sending a fission of sensation 
through Spike. For a moment he just looked down at 



Xander, whose eyes were hazy with passion and whose 
body was lifting up against his in a desperate attempt for 
more contact. He relented and leaned down bringing 
their bare chests into contact garnering him a hiss from 
Xander and a whispered. 
 
"Da." He swallowed the word with his mouth as he began 
to undulate his hips against Xander's. He abandoned 
Xander's mouth in favor of his neck. He kissed and licked 
then on a whim switched to game face and trailed his 
fangs along Xander's throat. A groan from Xander then 
he moaned out. 
 
"Da, pajalushta, da." Spike didn't know what the words 
meant but he understood the naked pleading in them. 
He trailed his fangs down Xander's throat one last time 
then bit down, he briefly tasted Xander's blood then he 
removed his fangs and lapped at the wound for a 
moment. When he removed his mouth Xander moaned 
in protest then said. 
 
"Spike I want you inside me, now." The last word was a 
sharp command. It was one Spike was happy to obey. A 
few minutes of hasty preparation and Spike was sliding 
into Xander's body. He went straight from utter stillness 
to furious motion pounding repeatedly into the body 



writhing beneath his. When sharp fangs pierced his 
shoulder biting so deep Spike could almost swear they hit 
bone he came his world exploding in intense colors and 
the taste of Xander's blood as he bit into his neck again.  

Translations: da = yes  
da, pajalushta, da = yes, please, yes  
 
Just in case you were interested :) 

 
 
 
 
 

Part Fifteen 

Dedication: This part is for Oracle, especially the 
"lesson".  
 
part 15  
 
 
Spike was rudely awakened by a sharp pinch to his ass. 
He yelped indignantly as his eyes shot open. He heard 
Xander's quiet laughter above his head. He extricated 
himself from Xander's arms and sat up crossing his arms 



over his chest.  
 
"What the hell was that for?" Xander's smile was 
innocent, too innocent.  
 
"I just wanted you to get up." Spike's eyes narrowed.  
 
"You couldn't have found a better way to do it?" Xander 
very solemnly shook his head no. Spike rolled his eyes in 
response.  
 
"Well now I'm up pet, my only real question is why?" 
Xander didn't answer the question instead his eyes 
traveled over Spike's body taking in his upright position 
and his crossed arms.  
 
"Why are you so far away?" Spike considered staying 
indignant about his awakening for a few more minutes 
but after taking in the longing in Xander's eyes he 
changed his mind. He snuggled back into Xander's arms 
and again rested his head on Xander's chest. A warning 
pinch to his shoulder accompanied Xander's amused 
voice.  
 
"Don't go back to sleep now." Spike just turned his face 
into Xander's chest and nipped slightly in retaliation for 



the pinch. That got him another laugh and a slight 
tightening of Xander's arms around him. He kissed the 
abused spot then turned his face to rest his cheek on 
Xander's chest. For a minute he just lay there and let 
Xander's scent weave through his senses. Then he 
demanded.  
 
"Well why did you wake me up pet?" Xander's hands 
moved in random strokes over his back.  
 
"We have to decide where to go next." The earlier 
teasing had vanished from Xander's voice. That was one 
problem that Spike didn't really have an answer for. All 
he knew was that he didn't want to stay in Sunnydale, 
that he'd prefer to stay out of LA, and he was going 
wherever Xander went.  
 
"Wherever you want pet, wherever you want." One of 
Xander's hands continued to stroke his back the other 
had found its way into his hair and was playing with the 
strands.  
 
"We could go to New York I have a place there." 
Something about Xander's voice told Spike that New York 
wasn't really where Xander wanted to go. So he said.  
 



"Where else could we go?"  
 
"I could take you to Russia, introduce you to my family." 
Spike could hear the excitement and longing in Xander's 
voice. Xander continued rather wistfully.  
 
"I haven't been back for almost three years." Spike knew 
then that Russia was where they were going to go. But 
he had also found the perfect opening to ask about 
Xander's family and he wasn't going to waste it.  
 
"So pet you told the Watcher you were the grandchilde 
of an Order's Master."  
 
"I am." Spike wasn't fazed by the uninformative answer.  
 
"I've never heard of the Order of Lukasha." For some 
reason that seemed to amuse Xander, and he laughed 
quietly. Feeling slightly confused Spike said.  
 
"What's so funny pet?" Still laughing Xander said.  
 
"Nothing." Spike snorted slightly.  
 
"Then why are you laughing?" The amusement lingered 
in Xander's voice.  



 
"Spike do you know the names of any vampire orders 
besides your own?" That gave Spike pause. He had vague 
recollections of Angelus prattling on about different 
vampire orders and vampire traditions but he hadn't 
really paid much attention. It hadn't seemed important 
at the time. Now he wished he had bothered to listen. 
His voice was rather sullen when he answered.  
 
"No, never needed to." A slight pause then he added. 
"Tell me about your Order luv." A few moments passed 
in silence.  
 
"My Order isn't particularly large. There's just Luka, our 
Master, his childer Gregori and Svetlana, and their 
childer Anna and myself. Then there are the vampires 
who married in so to speak. Anna's consort Robert of the 
Order de les Ombres, and you. We don't have any truly 
distinguishing characteristics, unlike certain Orders." 
Spike had the feeling that the last bit was an insult and 
he had the strangest feeling it was directed somehow at 
him. So he interrupted Xander.  
 
"What do you mean unlike certain Orders." His 
suspicions were confirmed when Xander said rather 
innocently.  



 
"Certain orders are known for certain things. For 
example the Order of Aurelius is known for being slightly 
less than sane." Spike was definitely being insulted, in a 
friendly sort of way, but an insult was an insult. He 
pinched Xander's chest.  
 
"I'll have you know that I'm quite sane, course the rest of 
my family belongs in the nuthouse." Xander was laughing 
again, and then he sobered a little and added.  
 
"If it makes you feel better the Order of Aurelius is also 
known for their gifts with magic." That didn't really help 
Spike's case because in addition to being the only sane 
one in his family he was also the only one with no 
capability in the magic arts what so ever. He changed the 
subject.  
 
"So describe your Order for me." Xander seemed to 
consider that for a moment.  
 
"A Watcher's diary that I once viewed described us as 
intensely private, overly vengeful, excessively violent and 
extremely protective of family. It also noted that we had 
won all the disputes between vampire orders in Russia in 
recent history. Mind you this was oh 100 years or so ago, 



and we still haven't lost one. Of course there aren't really 
as many orders as there used to be, they seemed to have 
died out." Spike heard the amusement on the last part 
and silently interpreted `died out' to mean that Xander's 
Order had some how disposed of them.  
 
"Interesting bunch of vampires I married into." Xander 
just said.  
 
"I suppose." A slight pause then Xander added. "So Spike 
would you like to come with me to Russia and meet your 
in-laws." The request was made in a light almost teasing 
tone of voice, but Spike could sense the real longing 
underneath. He shifted around a bit until he was 
sprawled on top of Xander and they were face to face.  
 
"Let's go see your family." He leaned down and kissed 
Xander swallowing the words thank you. They kissed for 
long moments, slow lazy kisses. Spike drew back feeling 
bemused.  
 
"Your family does speak English right, cause I don't speak 
a word of Russian." Xander smiled and leaned up to take 
another kiss.  
 
"I could teach you some Russian." Xander's eyes sparked 



with amusement and an edge of challenge. Spike stared 
at him consideringly for a moment then decided to 
accept the unspoken challenge.  
 
"Alright pet." Xander smiled up at him and his eyes 
gleamed with mischief.  
 
"Yob tvoiu mat." Spike waited for Xander to explain what 
it meant but no explanation was forthcoming.  
 
"Well what does it mean?" Xander just said.  
 
"Repeat it back to me." Spike spoke carefully his mouth 
clumsy around the foreign words.  
 
"Yob tvoiu mat." He paused for a split second. "Well 
what does it mean?" Xander just said.  
 
"Fuck you." Spike was about to get offended when he 
noticed the laughter in Xander's gaze. Then a smile 
tugged at the edges of his mouth.  
 
"Very nice pet teaching me to curse." Another smile 
came from Xander and another word.  
 
"Govn'uk." Spike repeated the word slowly.  



 
"Govn'uk." Then he looked expectantly at Xander.  
 
"It means bastard."  
 
"Another bad word pet." Xander smirked slightly and 
unexpectedly flipped them over so that Spike was on the 
bottom. Then he leaned down and kissed Spike, inviting 
his tongue out to play. Then Xander pulled back.  
 
"I'm going to teach you the most important word of all." 
Spike raised an eyebrow.  
 
"What's that?" Xander didn't answer he just leaned down 
and stole a quick kiss.  
 
"Da." Spike repeated it back.  
 
"Da." He actually remembered Xander saying this last 
night. When Xander took more of and interest in kissing 
his way down Spike's jaw then translating the word. 
Spike was forced to still Xander's head and say.  
 
"What's that mean luv?" Xander's answer was muffled 
against Spike's cheek.  
 



"Yes." Most important word, very funny thought Spike. 
The impromptu lesson came to halt briefly as Xander 
kissed and sucked his way down Spike's neck. When he 
reached Spike's nipples Spike forgot all about the lesson 
as a voracious mouth suckled them to stiff points. They 
were soon abandoned as Xander kissed a straight line 
down Spike's stomach to his erection. Xander's tongue 
came out and lapped briefly at the dripping head. Then 
he looked back up at Spike and said.  
 
"Khui." Spike came out of the haze that always came into 
his mind when Xander touched him like this. He managed 
to repeat the word back.  
 
"Khui." Xander smiled and briefly sucked the head of 
Spike's erection into his mouth. Then he released it and 
said.  
 
"Cock." Spike managed to get out.  
 
"Appropriate word to teach me." Xander smiled and said 
something else in Russian.  
 
"Otsosi." Spike dutifully repeated the word.  
 
"Otsosi." He had barely made it through the word when 



Xander swooped down and took his entire cock straight 
into his mouth. Spike spared a brief moment to wonder 
what the word meant but rapidly became unimportant. 
Xander's mouth was driving him crazy. Shortly he was 
coming into Xander's mouth. After a moment of recovery 
he said.  
 
"Why didn't you tell me what it meant?" Xander made 
his way back up so they were again face-to-face. He 
leaned down and gave Spike a quick kiss. Then he said.  
 
"I was too busy doing what you told me to do." Spike 
smiled up at Xander.  
 
"I'll have to remember that word pet I like the results." 
Xander reached over to fumble in the drawer of the 
nightstand. Spike watched him take out a familiar tube. 
Xander opened it and poured some of its contents into 
his hand. Then he tossed the tube aside. Soon fingers 
were sliding into Spike stretching him. As Xander worked 
his fingers in he said.  
 
"Pajalushta." Spike repeated it back.  
 
"Pajalushta." Xander slowly added another finger making 
Spike gasp slightly.  



 
"That means please." Then Xander started to move his 
fingers in and out and over that spot deep inside Spike 
sending sparks through him and reawakening his arousal. 
Soon fingers weren't enough.  
 
"Xander want you in me now." Xander smiled and then 
the fingers were gone and something bigger was 
brushing against his well-prepared opening. Xander's 
voice was husky.  
 
"Say please." Spike moaned out the word.  
 
"Please." Xander's voice was rough when he said.  
 
"In Russian."  
 
"Pajalushta." Xander's eyes flashed gold and then he 
pushed inside Spike with one thrust. At first he moved at 
an agonizingly slow pace, then he picked up the speed, 
driving them both to the edge. Xander's true face 
shimmered and Spike knew he was near climax he bent 
his head and just before he sank his fangs into Spike's 
neck he gasped out one last word in Russian.  
 
"Myo." Then his fangs were piercing Spike's throat and 



Spike was biting into Xander's shoulder tasting the blood 
he was rapidly becoming addicted to as they both 
shuddered in release.  
 
Sometime later Spike whispered in Xander's ear.  
 
"What does myo mean?" Xander's voice rumbled with a 
possessive growl.  

Part Sixteen 

Spike looked around the hanger with carefully disguised 
wonder. In the middle was an airplane, a private airplane 
that belonged to Xander's family. There were people in 
black jumpsuits fussing around it. Xander was currently 
standing off to the side talking with Anna, who was 
dressed more conservatively than the last time Spike had 
seen her. She was wearing a dark green tailored suit and 
her long hair was pulled back from her face in a 
complicated bun. Also present were Xander's two ever-
present shadows. Spike had finally given into his curiosity 
and had asked Xander if they had names. Xander had 
smiled at the question and told Spike that they 
undoubtedly had names but he didn't know them. Then 
Spike had asked what he called them. Xander had 
shrugged and said `byki' which he explained meant 
bodyguard. Curiosity satisfied Spike had abandoned the 



subject. Anna apparently had her own bodyguards, or at 
least that's what Spike assumed the two vampires trailing 
her were. Xander and Anna apparently done with their 
conversation came over to where he was standing. Anna 
spoke first saying.  
 
"Well I must be going." She turned to Xander and said.  
 
"Goodbye Alexei, have a safe trip home." Then she 
braced her hands on Xander's shoulders and stood on 
tiptoe to brush a brief kiss on Xander's lips. Spike 
considered growling but restrained him self. Then she 
released Xander and turned to Spike.  
 
"Welcome to the family Spike, have a safe trip." Then 
before Spike could think of something appropriate to say 
she had leaned up and kissed him on the mouth. Before 
he could react the fleeting touch was gone and he was 
staring at her back. For a minute he stared dazedly after 
her then he turned confused eyes to Xander, who was 
smirking slightly. Xander reached out and took his hand.  
 
"She is very affectionate with and very loyal to those she 
considers family." Spike just nodded rather dazedly in 
understanding. Xander tugged at his hand and said.  



 
"Time to board the plane."  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
When they were comfortably ensconced in their seats 
Spike was struck by a sudden thought, he turned to 
Xander and asked.  
 
"What exactly does Anna do, I mean is she involved in 
your family's business?" Xander just nodded and then 
explained.  
 
"Anna is loshadka." Spike arched an eyebrow at the 
Russian word. Xander continued his explanation.  
 
"She is in the drug trade." Spike was a bit surprised.  
 
"Like cocaine and stuff." Xander smiled, it looked almost 
proud.  
 
"Just about everything you can think of." Spike relaxed 
into his seat and remarked.  
 
"Must make a lot of money." Xander nodded and said his 



tone affectionate.  
 
"Our Anna is rather mercenary." Spike just smiled and 
snuggled back into his comfortable seat. He thought he 
might take a little nap.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
When Spike emerged from sleep the plane was in the air. 
He glanced over and saw that Xander was sleeping next 
to him. He smiled rather evilly and reached over and 
gave Xander's arm a sharp pinch. Xander's eyes shot 
open and focused on Spike's face. Spike just smiled and 
said.  
 
"Turnabout is fair play luv." Xander pouted slightly and 
said rather sleepily.  
 
"I suppose." Then he turned away from Spike to get the 
attention of the woman acting as stewardess. Spike 
stared off into space. As his brain finally grasped where 
they were going and whom they were going to see he 
began to worry for the first time since he had agreed to 
come with Xander. Most of his thoughts centered on 
Xander's sire. Xander and his sire had over three hundred 



years together. He had a little over a year. He knew that 
Xander wasn't prepared to give up his relationship with 
his sire even for Spike. Despite Xander's reassurances 
that he had nothing to be jealous of Spike couldn't help 
but be jealous.  
 
His mind was happy enough to provide detailed images 
of what Xander's relationship with his sire was like. He 
could see Xander's naked form entwined with another 
man with dark hair and face Spike couldn't quite make 
out. The image was painful but he couldn't dismiss it. 
Xander had assured him that he loved him, but in 
practically the same sentence he had admitted to loving 
his sire. Spike just couldn't see how Xander could love 
two different people without one of them eventually 
being left behind. He couldn't quite understand why 
Xander loved his sire either. His memories of his sire 
were less than favorable. He had obeyed Angelus out of 
fear mixed in with respect. They had had a sexual 
relationship that was mostly consensual. The sex had 
even been fun most of the time. Anything resembling 
affection for his sire had been killed upon Angelus' 
transformation to Angel and his subsequent 
abandonment of his family. He spared a moment to 
consider that it was possible that had Angelus stayed 
Angelus and therefore stayed with his family that Spike 



would have one day loved him.  
 
He was left feeling jealousy over a relationship he didn't 
even quite understand. He wasn't sure that anything 
Xander could do or say would erase his feelings. The 
stewardess reappeared carrying what smelled like coffee. 
She placed a mug in front of each of them, and then 
retired to the rear of the plane. Spike lifted the mug and 
took an idle sip. Out of the corner of his eyes he watched 
Xander practically inhale the stuff. He sipped more slowly 
his mind turning to another troublesome issue; Xander 
had mentioned something about his sire and grandsire 
having some rights over Spike because of his status as 
Xander's consort. When he had accepted Xander's offer 
to become his mate and consort he had basically ignored 
the conditions inherent in accepting. He had been and 
still was willing to endure whatever necessary to remain 
with Xander. He also wouldn't give the mating bond, 
which hummed in the back of his mind constantly 
reassuring him of Xander's presence, for anything.  
 
But know that he was on his way to meet the people that 
had some kind of authority over him he began to wonder 
what exactly that meant. The simplest things he could 
think of were sex and loyalty. The loyalty he was happy 
to give, this was Xander's family and he was now part of 



it. The idea of allowing someone besides Xander to touch 
him intimately was harder to accept. The only way he 
could conceive of being comfortable with it was if Xander 
was also present. He finished the coffee and placed the 
mug down in front of him. Then he turned to Xander, 
figuring the best way to get answers was to go straight to 
the source.  
 
"So how's this going to work?" Xander turned to face him 
confusion in his eyes.  
 
"How is what going to work?" Spike racked his brain for a 
good way to ask the questions plaguing him.  
 
"Me meeting your family how is it going to work?" 
Xander still looked mildly confused as if he wasn't quite 
sure why Spike was asking.  
 
"It's pretty straight forward. I'll introduce you as my 
consort, that's basically it." Apparently Spike had asked 
the wrong question, carefully he said.  
 
"You mentioned something, the night you asked me to 
be your consort. You said that by becoming your consort 
your sire and grandsire would have certain rights over 
me. I want to know exactly what you meant." 



Understanding flared in Xander's eyes. He reached out a 
hand and placed it on Spike's thigh and began rubbing it 
in soothing circles. He kept up the motion as he began to 
speak.  
 
"It is nothing to horrible. They will demand your loyalty, 
if they give you a direct order they will expect you to 
obey it." A small pause then Xander continued. "If they 
desire you in their bed it is their right to demand it." 
Spike tensed under Xander's hand, what Xander said next 
completely shocked him.  
 
"Gregori has given me his word that he will only request 
your presence in his bed if you are comfortable with the 
idea. Luka is unlikely to ever ask, but if he does we can 
deal with that when it happens." Spike didn't look at 
Xander when he said.  
 
"What if I'm never comfortable with the idea?" Xander's 
answer was quick and easy.  
 
"Then it will never happen." Spike covered Xander's 
moving hand with his stilling it. He still didn't look at 
Xander.  
 
"You will still go to your sire's bed won't you." There was 



a long moment of silence. Xander's voice was low when 
he answered.  
 
"Yes." The one word played right into Spike's fears. He 
couldn't stop himself from asking.  
 
"Why?" Xander's answer was simple.  
 
"He is my sire and I care for him as he cares for me." 
Spike clung fiercely to his mating bond and said quietly.  
 
"If you have him why do you need me or even want me?" 
Before Spike could react he had a lapful of Xander. 
Xander leaned his forehead against Spike's. As he spoke 
he looked straight into Spike's eyes.  
 
"Three hundred and twenty two years ago a spell took 
me away from you. Gregori unintentionally gave me the 
ability to come back to you. Oddly, at least according to 
Gregori and Luka, my feelings for you survived my 
turning. After I conquered the blood lust that rules 
fledglings and was secure in my relationship with my sire 
I told him that I still loved you. He was shocked but over 
time he seemed to accept it. So I came back to you and 
tied you to me in the most intimate way possible. If I did 
not want you I wouldn't have come back for you I 



wouldn't have asked you to be my mate." Then Xander 
leaned down and kissed Spike. It wasn't a particularly 
passion filled kiss, just one of tenderness of reassurance. 
Spike opened his mouth under the soothing touch. 
Finally Xander pulled back and said.  
 
"You can come with me to my sire's bed, he won't touch 
you unless you ask." Spike recognized the reassurance in 
the offer and decided to accept it. The jealousy still 
smoldered but he could ignore it.  
 
"Alright then luv." Xander didn't make any move to get 
out of Spike's lap, he just snuggled closer and rested his 
head on Spike's shoulder and nuzzled Spike's neck. Spike 
heard Xander whisper myo against his neck. He smiled as 
he recalled the meaning of the word. He certainly was 
Xander's and Xander was his, mostly.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
They exited the plane into a hanger that looked 
remarkably like the one in LA. At the bottom of the steps 
two vampires stood waiting. One looked to be a little 
taller than Xander with black hair. The other looked 
about Xander's height with dark brown hair. Spike 



assumed that they were Gregori and Luka. He held tight 
to Xander's hand as they descended the steps. When 
they reached the bottom Spike watched Xander's face 
light up as the taller of the men came forward and 
wrapped Xander into an embrace.  
 
"Alexei you are home finally." Xander barely made out 
the word, sire when the other man leaned down and 
kissed him, a long devouring kiss. Spike watched intently. 
So this was Xander's sire. The vampire was handsome 
and Spike could feel the power radiating off of him. As 
the two continued to kiss he turned his attention to the 
other vampire. The vampire didn't look like the Master of 
a vampire Order. He had a handsome face and large dark 
blue eyes. He was also currently watching Xander and his 
sire with an affectionate look on his face. If it weren't for 
the fact that he practically hummed with power Spike 
would never have looked twice at him. Finally Xander's 
sire released him and turned to look at Spike. His green 
eyes traveled up and down Spike's body and Spike 
resisted the urge to squirm. Xander once again took his 
hand, and then he said.  
 
"Gregori, Luka, may I present my consort to you. This is 
William of the Order of Aurelius childe of Angelus."  



 
 
 
 
 

Part Seventeen 

Spike could feel Gregori's gaze as if it were a physical 
touch. Gregori came to stand in front of him. He was tall 
enough that Spike was forced to tilt his head up to look 
Gregori in the eyes. He tightened his grip on Xander's 
hand and felt an answering squeeze. There was challenge 
in Gregori's eyes, as if he was daring Spike to look away. 
Spike fought back his nervousness and insecurities and 
tried to only project calm. He was so intent on 
maintaining eye contact with Gregori that he missed 
Gregori's hand come up. When he did catch site of it he 
had a split second to wonder if Gregori was going to hit 
him, then Gregori's hand stroked the side of his face 
almost gently and the challenge in his green eyes 
dissolved. Gregori stepped back and said.  
 
"William of the Order of Aurelius childe of Angelus you 
are a suitable mate for my childe and I welcome you to 
our family." Gregori came closer again invading Spike's 
personal space. Spike was still searching for an 



appropriate response when Gregori spoke again.  
 
"Will you permit-" Gregori's voice trailed off and he 
leaned in and kissed Spike on the side of the mouth. 
Spike took in the question in Gregori's eyes and realized 
what he was asking. He nodded slightly. Then Gregori 
was kissing him full on the mouth. It was a closed mouth 
kiss and it was not so much passionate as it was 
welcoming. Spike could taste Xander on Gregori's lips 
and underneath the unfamiliar taste that was Gregori 
himself. It was over quickly and Gregori was stepping 
back. All Spike could think of to say was.  
 
"Thank you." Gregori smiled and merely inclined his 
head. Spike had almost forgotten the presence of the 
second member of Xander's family. However when 
Gregori stepped away from Spike Luka stepped forward. 
He turned his attention to Xander first. He brushed a 
brief kiss over Xander's lips then said.  
 
"Welcome home Alexei." Xander just bowed his head in 
what was clearly submission. Then Luka turned to Spike 
and studied him carefully, the dark blue eyes that 
tracked over his body were devoid of any emotion. 
Finally Luka settled his gaze on Spike's face and spoke.  
 



"You come from an order that places little value on 
loyalty or family. The order which you have joined 
yourself to through your mating bond with Alexei places 
much weight on the concept of loyalty. I have to ask if 
you are capable of such loyalty, are you willing to swear 
allegiance to me, to the Order of Lukasha?" Spike had 
bowed his head when Luka had started speaking but 
when he answered Luka he looked up and straight into 
Luka's eyes.  
 
"I'm willing." Luka nodded and said.  
 
"What are you waiting for?" Spike swallowed and said 
quietly.  
 
"Is there a specific way I have to do this?" Luka nodded 
again and said.  
 
"Repeat after me." Spike nodded.  
 
"I William of the Order of Aurelius…" Spike spared a 
sideways glance at Xander and sought the mating bond 
and grasped onto it with all he had and repeated.  
 
"I William of the Order of Aurelius…"  
 



"…Consort of Alexei of the Order of Lukasha…"  
 
"…Consort of Alexei of the Order of Lukasha…"  
 
"…swear my allegiance to the Order of Lukasha…"  
 
"…swear my allegiance to the Order of Lukasha…"  
 
"…and to its Master."  
 
"…and to its Master." Spike finished the oath and 
dropped his head again in a show of submission. When 
Luka spoke again his voice was warm with a hint of 
something Spike couldn't quite identify.  
 
"You also come from an order whose members abandon 
each other with out a second thought and work together 
only when it suits their individual purposes. The order 
you have just given your loyalty to, takes very seriously 
the idea of family." A small pause then Luka added 
something unexpected.  
 
"You aren't going to be abandoned again." In response 
Spike nodded mutely. Then he stared at the ground as 
the images of Angelus' face and then Drusilla's flashed 
through his mind. He also wondered exactly how much 



Luka knew. After a minute he felt a hand under his chin 
gently raising it until he was looking up and into Luka's 
eyes.  
 
"Welcome to our family William." Unlike Gregori, Luka 
didn't bother to ask permission, he just bent and brushed 
his lips over Spike's. Spike briefly had the impression that 
he was kissing power and not a vampire. Then Luka 
released Spike's chin, turned and walked away. Spike 
watched him walk across the hanger leaving the rest of 
them there as he exited.  
 
Spike finally turned so that he could look Xander straight 
in the eyes. He was a little surprised to find a wonder, 
similar to the one he felt, shining in Xander's eyes. He 
wasn't sure who moved first, but it didn't matter because 
he was kissing Xander and Xander was kissing him. 
Xander's arms wrapped around his waist and pulled them 
against each other. An exasperated word from Gregori 
interrupted them.  
 
"Lexei." Xander pulled back from Spike and looked over 
to smile at his sire. Spike muffled a giggle when Gregori 
just rolled his eyes.  
 
"Children." Gregori tried to sound annoyed but it was 



somewhat spoiled by the smile tugging at the corners of 
his mouth. Xander disengaged himself from Spike and 
again took his hand. Gregori gestured with one hand and 
said.  
 
"Come on we are leaving now." They followed Gregori 
out of the hanger into the night and to a waiting car. 
Spike did notice that Xander's shadows were nowhere to 
be seen.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
The car ride had been about an hour long and oddly 
silent. Eventually they had arrived at a gated property in 
the middle of nowhere. All Spike could see was an iron 
gate, some parts of a stonewall, and a lot of trees. The 
driver got out and opened the gate then drove the car 
through and got out and closed the gate. The car went 
slowly down a winding dirt road. Out of the shadows a 
large old stone house appeared. Spike revised the idea of 
house when he saw just how big it was. He whistled 
softly which seemed to amuse Xander. Then the car 
stopped in front of what appeared to be the main 
entrance. Spike followed Xander and Gregori out of the 
vehicle. Xander reached back and Spike took the offered 



hand. Gregori led the way to the door and pushed the 
door open. Spike was a bit taken aback by the lack of a 
lock. Then he smiled at the thought that whatever or 
who ever was stupid enough to walk into the home of an 
old powerful vampire deserved what they got. Xander 
released his hand and stepped through the doorway, 
however it was Gregori who looked back and said.  
 
"Please come in William." Xander spoke up as Spike 
crossed the threshold and regained Xander's hand.  
 
"Gregori call him Spike." Gregori looked enquiringly at 
Spike and Spike nodded.  
 
Gregori led them down a dim hallway and after a series 
of turns they came to a well-lit sitting room with a fire 
burning in the fireplace. Spike barely looked around the 
room; his attention was riveted to the painting over the 
fireplace. It was a pictured Gregori sprawled in an 
armchair. He was dressed casually in a white shirt open 
at the throat and his pants were black. His hair was long 
and pulled back in a rather messy ponytail. One of his 
hands was threaded through the long unbound hair of 
the vampire seating on the floor between his spread legs. 
Spike stared into the eyes of Xander as he had been, 
Spike guessed, about two hundred years before. Though 



both vampires were fully clothed, the portrait was 
possibly one of the most erotic things Spike had ever 
seen. The positioning and Gregori's hand in Xander's hair 
made it clear who was master of who, but the expression 
on Xander's face made it clear that he was happy with 
the state of things. He stared out at the viewer want 
clear on his face and his lips curved in a smile that was 
both tease and promise. The look on Gregori's face also 
spoke of want but it was overlaid by a look of possessive 
pride. Spike was pulled out of his thrall by Gregori's 
voice.  
 
"Beautiful isn't it?" Spike looked away from the painting 
with effort and turned to Gregori and nodded. He heard 
Xander's amused voice in his ear.  
 
"Too bad it was the last thing the artist ever painted." 
Spike raised an eyebrow at the look that came across 
Gregori's face. Gregori didn't seem inclined to explain. He 
just gestured to the sofa that faced the fireplace and 
said.  
 
"Please have a seat." Spike took up the invitation and led 
Xander over to the sofa. As they sat down his eyes 
wandered back to the painting. After they sat down he 
turned to Xander.  



 
"Your hair was long pet." Xander nodded and smiled.  
 
"You like it that way?" Spike considered the painting for a 
minute then looked at Xander's current hair length. He 
thought about winding his hands through the longer 
length. His voice was low when he answered.  
 
"Yea." Xander leaned in and kissed him briefly then said.  
 
"Maybe I'll grow it longer again." Spike's eyes lit up and 
he kissed Xander.  
 
"I'd like that luv." Spike noticed that while he and Xander 
had been talking Gregori had sat down in an armchair 
alongside the sofa. Xander leaned in and kissed Spike 
again, this time it was a longer demanding kiss. Then he 
pulled back and turned to look at Gregori. Spike turned 
to look also. He was slightly taken aback by the level of 
arousal that showed on Gregori's face. Xander squeezed 
his hand reassuringly and he remembered the 
conversation they had on the plane. The moment of 
silence that followed wasn't so much strained as charged 
with awareness. Then Gregori spoke in an easy voice.  
 
"So Lexei tell me about your trip to California. Did you 



accomplish everything you hoped?"  
 
"Yes, we also did some unexpected things." At Xander's 
yes Gregori turned to look at Spike.  
 
"How does it feel to kill again?" Spike's answer was brief 
but contained a multitude of emotions from gratitude to 
wonder.  
 
"Great." Gregori's smile was remarkably understanding, 
and then he turned back to Xander and said a small 
undercurrent of worry in his voice.  
 
"Unexpected things?" Xander's voice was faintly sarcastic 
when he said.  
 
"Sire you know I can take care of my self." Spike smiled at 
the abashed look on Gregori's face. Gregori tilted his 
head in acknowledgement then waited for an answer for 
his original question. Xander sighed slightly and 
continued.  
 
"We had a little meeting with Spike's sire." Gregori 
sounded surprised.  
 
"Angelus?" Xander's voice was flat.  



 
"Not exactly." Gregori's eyes lit in understanding.  
 
"Oh that's right he's called something else with the soul, 
Angel or something." Spike found himself nodding. 
Gregori continued.  
 
"What happened?" Xander answered.  
 
"We had a little chat in a dark alley he asked a few 
questions I answered them, then we left." Gregori 
laughed quietly.  
 
"That's it?"  
 
"That's it for Angel, but not for unexpected things." 
Gregori looked curious but said nothing. Xander's voice 
was oddly subdued when he continued.  
 
"We killed the Slayer." Gregori's eyes widened in 
surprise, then a proud smile worked its way across his 
face.  
 
"What a nice way to spend your honeymoon." A small 
pause then Gregori added amusement fully evident as 
well as traces of remembered passion. "I hope you found 



a bedroom this time before the two of you got carried 
away." Spike remembered the story Xander had told him 
of his first Slayer, especially the part about Gregori 
fucking Xander in the back hallway of some aristocrat's 
fancy house. Xander just laughed quietly and said.  
 
"Yes actually we did." Gregori's voice turned serious on 
his next question.  
 
"Lexei how long are you going to stay at home?" Spike 
assumed that Gregori meant Russia. Xander's voice was 
uncertain.  
 
"I'm not sure. For a while at least." Gregori's eyes flicked 
to where Spike was seated, Spike looked at the floor. He 
knew that Xander would be happy to stay in Russia for a 
very long time, but he wouldn't make that commitment 
with out asking Spike first. Gregori sounded satisfied with 
Xander's answer though. He said.  
 
"I could use you here for a variety of things." Xander's 
reply was brief.  
 
"I know." Gregori and Xander stared at each other for a 
long moment and Spike almost got the impression that 
they were communicating without words. Then Gregori 



got up and said.  
 
"I have to go out there is something I have to do. I'll see 
the two of you later." He walked in front of them and 
then behind the sofa. He trailed a hand across Xander's 
shoulders as he passed and said very quietly.  
 
"Welcome home Lexei." He was gone a moment later 
leaving Xander and Spike alone staring at the fire. 
Xander's voice, quiet and faraway broke the silence.  
 
"He turned me in this room, there was a fire in the 
fireplace just like there is now and I woke up on the sofa 
we are sitting on. The last thing I saw before I died was 
flashes of blue the exact same color of your eyes. The 
first thing I saw when I woke up was his face, but the first 
thing I wanted to know was where you were." Then 
Xander fell silent and Spike was left with an impression of 
sadness and loss. He thought of a variety of things to say 
but discarded them all in favor of climbing into Xander's 
lap. He weaved his hands through Xander's hair and 
kissed him softly on the forehead. For a moment their 
roles were reversed to the way they had been before 
Xander disappeared. Then Xander looked up and Spike 
lost himself in Xander's eyes. Xander reached up through 
the short distance and kissed Spike. He murmured the 



word thank you against Spike's lips. Spike wasn't entirely 
sure what Xander was thanking him for but he was too 
absorbed in the kiss to say your welcome or to try and 
figure it out. 
 
They continued to kiss entwined together on the couch. 
Neither of them seemed inclined to go any further, they 
were content to just kiss, to memorize the other's taste. 
A long time later Xander abandoned Spike's swollen 
mouth and kissed his way down Spike's neck. Spike felt 
the rough swipe of Xander's tongue then he felt the 
points of Xander's fangs brushing his skin. Then those 
same fangs were sinking deep into his neck and he could 
feel the suction of Xander's mouth. If Xander's arms 
hadn't been wound around his back he would have 
slumped backwards. The heat spiraling through his body 
was close to melting him. He managed to lean his head 
forward and sink his fangs into Xander's throat. They 
stayed that way sharing blood for long moments. Spike 
felt Xander's fangs slip out of his throat and then 
Xander's tongue was cleaning the wounds. Spike did the 
same. Xander's face was still buried in Spike's neck when 
Spike raised his head and said softly.  
 
"We can stay here as long as you want." Xander didn't 
raise his head for a moment. Then he did and stared at 



Spike for a long moment. For a moment Spike thought he 
was going to protest but then he said.  
 
"Thank you." Spike smiled and leaned down to kiss 
Xander again. He could taste his own blood in Xander's 
mouth as he was sure Xander could taste his own blood 
in Spike's mouth. Xander broke the kiss for a minute and 
said quietly.  
 
"Myo." Spike smiled and said.  
 
"Yours." Then he leaned back into the kiss tasting the 
mixture of Xander and his blood. At the same time he 
reached into his mind and found the mating bond. He 
immersed himself so deeply in the sensation that he 
wasn't aware of anything but it and the feel of Xander's 
mouth on his, that was all that really mattered anyway.  

 
 

The End  

 


