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Part One
by

Savoy Truffle

“Do you think I’m dressed okay? I should be
wearing pants, shouldn’t I? I knew I should have
worn pants.”

“You look good, Buffy. You always look good and
I’m sure that everyone will want to talk to you.”
Willow sighed, but her tone teased. “As usual.”

“Talk to me?” Buffy stopped in her tracks. “Oh my
god, what am I going to do if someone wants to
talk to me?”

“Well…” Willow tilted her head as she pretended to
mull it over. “You could always try, um, talking to
them?”

“Will!”

“Buffy!” Willow rolled her eyes and started walking
again.

A second later Buffy followed, taking a couple
jogging steps to catch up. “Do you really think this
is a good idea? Couldn’t we just hit the Bronze?”

“Come on, we’re in college now. A time for the



gathering of new experiences, the exploration of
new frontiers. Show a little daring.”

“You know, I’m not sure I like new confident,
college Willow.” Buffy pouted. “And, hey! I’m
daring. I do the feats of derring-do. Hello, vampire
slayer – remember? Derring-do done daily.”

They stopped a few yards from the entrance,
watched the people walking in.

“Oh hey, do you think there’ll be vampires in
there?” Buffy’s eyes brightened at the prospect of
familiar, if fangy, faces.

Willow shrugged. “I don’t see why not. You know
what they say – at least ten percent.”

~*~*~*~*~

Inside, the music was loud and Buffy was clingy
and Willow was pretty sure that no one was going
to be trying to talk to either of them at this rate.
She leaned toward Buffy’s ear, close but not too
close. “Maybe you should go get us some drinks.”

Buffy glanced toward the bar and then back at
Willow, her hand tightening around Willow’s bicep.



“Alone?”

Willow’s only answer was a withering look.

“Fine, fine. I’m going.”

Willow breathed a sigh of relief as Buffy released
her arm and plunged into the crowd radiating from
the bar. Smiling, she turned her back on Buffy and
began to scan the club. Not so different from the
Bronze, really, aside from a lack of live music and
a much more minimal mingling of the sexes. Girls
were smiling at girls and boys were dancing with
boys and something fluttery down in Willow’s
stomach was thanking her for dragging Buffy here
tonight.

She glanced back toward the bar, but Buffy still
hadn’t reached it, so she indulged in a second
survey, relishing the chance to skip over the male
presence – secure for once in the feeling of mutual
disinterest – and focus in on the female.

Subtly, of course. She didn’t want to ogle.

Except that part of her did.

She was so busy trying to show her restraint and
skipping any head resting on too-broad shoulders



that she’d gone three faces past before the sight
registered. Her eyes snapped back.

He was only five feet away, but she had to shout
to be heard. “Xander?”

~*~*~*~*~

Stepping into the club was sweet relief, the pulse
of the music driving out the tension that had taken
root over the past couple of days – pushing it all
back, if only for a short time. Here was one place
in this town that held no memories. The type of
place where being a stranger made for the best
sort of opportunities.

Especially after a drink or two.

He’d thought about downing a couple beers before
coming, but hadn’t been able to make himself take
them from that refrigerator. So here he was, sober
but ready, searching the room for someone old
(and cute) enough to buy him a drink.

Until he heard the sound of his name.

The first thing Xander registered was the red hair.
Then the voice clicked.



“Willow?” Then that face with its hesitant smile and
it all came rushing back. “Willow Rosenberg?”

It sounded right for the occasion – first name then
first and last – just the way they said it in the
movies, but it was dumb. Of course it was her and
it wasn’t like he’d known any other Willows, before
or since. She was treating him to her full smile
now, but he wasn’t sure he wanted that flash
feeling of homecoming.

“Xander!” she repeated at a higher octave. “Oh my
god, it’s so good to see you! What are you doing
back in Sunnydale?”

He could tell from the way her body swayed that
she was tempted to throw her arms around him,
but was holding herself back. He knew what he
was about to say would change that, but waiting
though a bunch of meaningless small talk would
only make it weirder.

“My dad is dead.”

Sure enough, he found himself with an armful of
redhead. “Oh my god,” she said against his
shoulder, “I’m so sorry.”



He wasn’t sure he could say the same. “There’s
stuff to take care of,” he said instead, releasing his
hold.

She stepped back and looked at him and things
took a turn for the awkward. They were saved by a
blond girl who bounced up to them bearing sodas.

“Hey,” she said. “Who’s this?” There was more
interest in her voice than he’d expect, in a place
like this.

“Buffy, this is Xander. He’s an old friend. He and
his mom moved away a few years ago. Xander,
this is Buffy. She transferred to Sunnydale High
our sophomore year.” Something in Willow’s eyes
suggested that Buffy’s arrival had been a landmark
event.

Xander smiled. “So you two…?”

Buffy’s eyes went wide. “What? No! We’re not… I
mean, I’m not… I mean it’s not that it’s not okay or
anything, but I’m actually, um…”

“We’re not a couple,” Willow said.

“Oh.”



The three of them stood and stared at each other.
Xander shifted his weight from left to right and
thought about getting on with his plans for this
evening, which didn’t so much include girls.

Or talking.

“Look,” he said. “What’s your number? I guess I’ll
be in town for a few days. Maybe I can give you a
call.”

Willow wrote the number for her dorm room on a
scrap of paper Xander fished from his wallet. He
meant to give her the number at the house, which
hadn’t changed but which she’d probably long
since thrown away, but drew a blank. He wasn’t
sure the last time he’d dialed it.

Buffy spotted an empty table and went to claim it.
Alone again, Xander and Willow exchanged stilted
goodbyes.

Xander turned and headed for the dance floor.

~*~*~*~*~

When he spotted the bleached blond dressed in
red, black and leather slouching against a far wall,



Xander’s first thought was: What a cliché.

But something about the guy kept drawing
Xander’s eye and the more he watched, the more
the guy started to look like the one who started
the cliché, the real bad boy that all the other
poseurs came after.

Which led to Xander’s second thought: Out of my
league.

Thus the complete and utter shock when
somewhere in the middle of Xander’s staring, the
guy started staring back. A long moment of eye
contact ensued – so hot Xander half expected to
burn to ash or come on the spot – broken only
when the guy pulled a cigarette out of his coat and
headed for the back alley.

Released from that gaze, Xander’s first instinct was
to flee. To ignore the obvious invitation and find
some nice, safe college boy – fool around on the
dance floor a bit before heading back to the place
he was avoiding thinking of as home.

But Xander waited that instinct out. This trip, he
had already decided, was not about his better
judgment.



~*~*~*~*~

Out in the alley a couple minutes later – pressed
up and panting against a rough brick wall – Xander
was feeling pretty good about his decision.

At least insofar as he was capable of feeling
anything beyond the lips at his neck, the hand on
his dick and the heat of the cigarette he vaguely
hoped wasn’t about to burn his arm – not like he
was going to push the guy away long enough to
make sure.

In fact, the only movement Xander was
considering at that moment was a drop to his
knees, because the other thing he was feeling right
then was a very hard cock pushing against his
thigh through two layers of denim, and Xander was
all kinds of interested in how it would feel without
the denim and pushing into his mouth instead.

Before he could find out, the door to the alley
clattered open.

“Spike!” someone shouted. “Get away from him!”

And when Xander looked over, it was Willow’s
friend, looking oddly menacing for someone that



small and blond, and the guy – apparently Spike –
had taken a step back, hands up as if to indicate
his surrender.

“Easy there, Slayer,” Spike (of the apparently very
sexy accent and very odd nicknames) said, taking
a few more steps back. “Not trying to hurt anyone,
yeah. Look at him – boy’s fine. Safe as houses.”

“Right, Spike.” Willow’s friend sounded skeptical,
her steady gaze following his slow retreat.
“Because you’d never try to hurt anyone.”

Before Xander could blink, Spike had turned and
taken off and then Willow was running up, her
hand on his arm. “Xander, are you okay?”

“I’m fine.” Except for this little – well, currently
kinda big – problem in my fucking pants. “What
the hell just happened?”

“Nothing,” Willow answered, far too quickly.
Xander waited for a better answer. “It’s just… we
saw you leaving with Spike and he’s kind of a
really bad guy and we didn’t want you to get hurt
and you should really, really stay away from him
from now on, okay?”

Xander just looked back and forth between his



childhood friend and her scary companion. When
neither offered anything more, he shook his head –
“I’m just gonna go now” – and walked away.

Willow didn’t try to stop him. “Call me!” she yelled,
just before he rounded the corner.

~*~*~*~*~

When Xander got back to the house, he discovered
that Spike had stolen his wallet.

Which really explained a lot about his night.

Up to and including why someone like that had
been interested in someone like Xander in the first
place.

~*~*~*~*~

When the knock came a few nights later, Xander
was lying on the couch watching TV amongst a
tangle of blankets and bedsheets.

He’d discovered he couldn’t sleep in his old room –
tended to lie awake staring at the furniture and
posters that hadn’t been changed since he was a



kid. Since he sure as hell wasn’t sleeping in his
dad’s room, that left the couch.

Where he’d spent the better part of the last several
days as well as nights.

Much as he didn’t want to be back in Sunnydale,
he really didn’t want to deal with the stuff he’d
come to do. But of course not dealing meant not
leaving which he dealt with by not dealing and so
here he was.

Couch-bound.

Except now he had to answer the door and he
hoped it wasn’t Willow because he hadn’t called
her yet, which wasn’t just because her phone
number had gone the way of his stolen wallet, but
that was his story and he was sticking to it.

It wasn’t Willow, though.

It was the guy from the club.

Looking less like the-guy-from-the-club and more
like the-guy-who-lives-in-the-cardboard-box-
under-the-bridge.

Xander frowned. “How did you know where I—?



Oh, right – wallet.”

The guy – Spike – pulled said wallet from his back
pocket and held it out.

“Could’ve told you it wasn’t worth stealing,”
Xander said as he took the wallet from Spike’s
hand and slid it into his own back pocket, not
bothering to check the contents. “So,” he said a
few seconds later when Spike hadn’t gone away,
“to what do I owe the pleasure?”

The bad boy was gone now – emptied out, hollow.
“Got nowhere else to go.”

Part Two
by

Electricalgwen

Xander just stared.

Eventually he realized that Spike was serious.

“Right.” He blinked a few times. “Let me get this
straight. You honestly have no better prospect
than some guy you hit on in a club so you could
pick his pocket?”



“’Bout sums it up, yeah.”

“And I thought my life sucked.” Xander looked
Spike up and down. “Interesting style you’ve got
going on. Grunge, the new punk. I should let you
in why?”

“Girlfriend threw me out. Everyone else’s… busy
with this stupid American Thanksgiving.” Spike
nodded past Xander at the empty Pizza Pop box on
the counter. “Take it you’re not celebrating?”

“You need to have something to be thankful for,”
Xander said coldly. “Why aren’t you hitting up your
parents? They say there’s no place like home for
the holidays.”

“Yeah, well, they’re dead.” Spike’s eyes narrowed.
“Could ask you the same thing.”

Xander gazed at the bruises shadowing Spike’s left
cheekbone, before shrugging and walking back in.

“You can have the master bedroom. Just for
tonight. And don’t expect company.”

He looked back as he got to the door of the living
room. Spike was still hanging on the doorframe in
apparent disbelief.



“Look, I realize I’m beyond stupid, but you’re
letting in moths. Come in, if you’re coming.”

Spike practically fell into the hall.

Xander returned to communing with the couch and
televised aliens. The fridge opened and shut. Spike
appeared in the doorway.

“Do you have any actual food?”

“Y’know, I was short grocery money this week. For
some reason.”

Spike withdrew.

The sound of water running prompted Xander to
yell, “Touch my toothbrush, and you’re a dead
man.”

The Stargate opened and shut. No noise at all
came from down the hallway. Xander pulled the
blankets up under his chin and drifted off to
dreams of Spike turning into an alien and stealing
his towels.

~*~*~*~*~



He was awakened shortly before noon by another
knock at the door.

It wasn’t Willow this time either.

Instead, a large burly guy was flipping through
grubby paper on a clipboard, while two more
climbed down from the truck parked in the
driveway.

“Mr. Harris? We’re here on behalf of Krazy Kenny’s.
Records indicate you haven’t made a payment or
responded to requests for payment – ”

“Mr. Harris – Tony Harris – is dead,” Xander said
flatly.

The man grimaced apologetically. “Sorry to hear
that, sir. You’ll have to call Kenny’s and straighten
out the account. I’m afraid we gotta take the items
in question, though.”

Xander stood aside and let them enter. “Sure.
Whatever. Just show me the list.”

Well, he had been surprised that his dad had been
able to afford a nice leather couch and big screen
TV. The mini beer fridge went, too.



He watched the truck pull away. Muffled expletives
came from the living room.

“Where in bloody hell’s the TV gone?”

Spike was staring at the forlorn pile of sheets in
the middle of the floor.

“Passions is on soon! Timmy’s down a well. How’m
I supposed to find out if he gets rescued?”

Xander opened his mouth. Shut it again. Headed
for the bathroom.

The shower was a great place for self-analysis and
introspection. Which was not something Xander
really wanted to be doing right now, since he kept
coming to the inescapable conclusion he was an
idiot.

Spike was out of his league, had only played
interested in him to steal his wallet, and oh yeah,
had a girlfriend. Xander didn’t know another thing
about him – except that apparently he was “kind of
a really bad guy” with horrible taste in TV shows –



but that all spelled out Danger! High voltage! Do
not enter!

Except… right now the guy looked like death
warmed over, exhausted and dirty. But Xander
hadn’t forgotten how well he could kiss.

Or how expertly he’d been groping Xander, or how
good the lean body had felt, pinning him to the
wall. And Xander hadn’t imagined the impressive
hard-on that had rubbed so enticingly against his
thigh. His own cock throbbed in sympathetic lust.

He shut his eyes and turned his face into the water
as he wrapped soapy hands around his erection,
allowing himself to imagine that Spike really had
wanted him. Wanted him enough to take him out
right there in the alley, jack him hard and fast,
maybe even suck him. Kneel down, take him deep,
warm and slick. His hands moved faster. Spray
tickled the sensitive head with a light, stinging
touch.

Imaginary Spike blinked up at him, mouth full,
gaze smoldering as it had across the dance floor,
and it was all over, bar the shouting.

No shouting; no noise at all as he came. He
cleaned up thoroughly before exiting the bathroom



in fresh T-shirt and jeans. So it had to be a bluff,
the way Spike looked at him knowingly and said,
“Wanted it that much, mate, you should’ve just
asked.”

A smart, snappy retort was called for, but all
Xander could produce was a blush. He fled to the
kitchen, hearing mocking laughter echo off tiled
walls as the shower started up again.

~*~*~*~*~

“What’s up, Will? You look worried. Worried Willow
is not good. It worries me.”

“I still haven’t heard from Xander.” Willow looked
up from her barely touched lunch tray. “I just hope
he’s okay. It was weird seeing him again. Weird
and kinda awkward.”

Buffy peeled back the lid of her yogurt. “He’s
pretty cute. Were you guys good friends?”

“Buffy!” Willow blushed. “He moved away in
freshman year! Way back before the new,
confident Willow. I had this massive crush on him,
but he was completely oblivious.” She stabbed a
lettuce leaf. “Or not? Maybe he noticed and didn’t



know how to tell me… I mean, I didn’t know he
was gay.”

“Maybe he didn’t either,” Buffy suggested. “Though
he seems pretty sure of it now.”

Willow sighed. “We were… best friends, though,
you know? We’d known each other since
kindergarten, and we hung out together all the
time. I was so lost when he left. We wrote a bunch
at first – well, I wrote piles of letters, and he sent
me a couple of goofy postcards – but then the
letters started coming back. I think his mom was
moving a lot, to stop his dad finding them.”

“That bad, huh?”

“I don’t know. They fought a lot. Xander used to
spend all his free time at my house. He and
Jesse…” Her eyes widened in shock. “Jesse! I bet
he doesn’t know Jesse’s dead. And… oh my god.”

“What?”

“I suppose, um…”

Willow trailed off. Buffy looked at her inquiringly.

“His father really is… dead dead?”



“How’d he die?”

“Xander didn’t say. What if it was another freak
barbeque fork incident?”

They stared at each other.

“Oh, crap,” said Buffy. “Better check the
obituaries.”

~*~*~*~*~

Spike had emerged from the bathroom looking
clean, fluffy and disgruntled. Xander hadn’t
bothered to stifle a grin. Spike had flipped him off
and vanished back into the bedroom with a Len
Deighton novel he’d found somewhere.

Xander hadn’t envisaged Spike as a guy who read.
Well, obviously he could read, as in sound out
strings of letters, but the first impression he made
wasn’t of someone who would spend all afternoon
curled up with a good book.

Still, that’s what he’d been doing. Reading, and
making no move to leave. One night was looking
to turn into two, and Xander decided intervention



was in order.

“So, Spike, it’s been surreal, but Thanksgiving’s
over. Don’t let the door hit that pretty ass on your
way out.”

Spike looked up, keeping a finger stuck in the book
to mark his place. “Oh, come on, mate. Not going
to throw me out now, are you? I’ve kept out of
your hair.”

“I said one night.”

“Just need somewhere to lay low for a few days.
Till I figure out what to do.”

“Lay low? Are you in trouble with the cops?”
Xander crossed his arms. “I’m not letting you get
me mixed up in shit like that.”

“Not cops. Some Army guys’re looking for me.”

“The Army? What, are you AWOL?” Xander laughed
at the mental image this produced. “No way you’re
in the military. I’m not a complete idiot.”

“Not in the military. Just pissed them off.” Spike
looked shifty. “Insulted them in a bar.”



“Uh-huh.” Xander sighed and gave up. “Whatever.
A couple of days. But if they come looking, I’m not
covering for you. In fact, I’m not even here.”

God, he wished he weren’t here. Particularly since
tonight, here was going to be his old room. Unless
he joined Spike. Which he was not considering. At
all.

He headed for his room, adjusting his jeans. It was
going to be a long night.

~*~*~*~*~

He slept badly and woke up early, overheated and
grumpy. Frosted Flakes and coffee did little to take
the edge off. The clock radio on top of the fridge
appeared to be working, despite the strata of
grime, but tuning to the local station (“Rockin’ the
‘Dale Til the Sun Goes Down!”) produced only
static fuzz.

No couch, no TV. No obvious ways to avoid doing
the stuff he should have been doing days ago. He
drank another cup of coffee while compiling a list.
Go to bank. Call lawyer. Mow lawn. Take bottles to
recycling center. Shave.



He headed for the bathroom, feeling a fresh rush
of irritation at the closed door to the master
bedroom. His dad was dead – he had a perfectly
good excuse for lying around all day and avoiding
things, never mind that he’d hated the bastard.
Spike, however, was merely being a freeloader.

He threw the door open and shouted, “Spike! Get
your lazy ass out of bed!”

The only sound was the door hitting the wall.

One hand flew to his mouth. He tried again. No
sound. He kicked the door; it crashed loudly as it
bounced off the wall a second time.

Spike rolled over and slowly pushed himself up on
one elbow, looking sleepy and pissed off. Even in
the midst of panic, clutching his throat, Xander
noticed that the guy looked really good shirtless.

And bedhead had no right being that sexy.

Spike’s lips moved, making pretty shapes, but
failing to produce any actual words.

Puzzlement bled into his expression. He tried again
with similar results, then swung his feet over the
edge of the bed and stood up. Xander yelped



inaudibly and shut his eyes as the sheet slithered
down. Of course. Had he thought Spike carried
pajamas around in his duster pocket?

He was only human, though, and cracked one eye
open to watch Spike slither into his jeans. Yup,
that ass was as good as he’d imagined. And okay,
apparently Spike didn’t bother with underwear
either.

He gulped. After he figured out what the freaky
hell was going on, he seriously needed some alone
time.

Spike yanked his T-shirt on and mouthed
something pointed at Xander. Xander shook his
head, panicked and helpless. He’d always sucked
at lipreading. Plus, with the accent.

Spike rolled his eyes and shouldered past him.
Xander followed him to the kitchen. His “To-Do”
list now included Get the Slayer, heavily
underscored. In surprisingly elegant writing.

He raised his eyebrows and spread his hands,
giving Spike a what the fuck? look. Slayer, slayer…
his mind replayed the disappointing finale to the
alley scene. Willow’s scary, bouncy friend. Spike
had called her “Slayer.”



Spike was mouthing something at him again. He
did his best, but kept getting distracted staring at
the lips. Spike lips.

Spike huffed noiselessly, picked up the pencil, and
wrote, Red’s friend.

“Willow?” Xander said silently.

Spike nodded – obviously he had no problem
lipreading – and wrote, She’ll know what to do.

Part Three
by

Madame Meretrix |

Xander tested his throat again. Tried yelling,
whispering, even grunting; got nothing but
complete and total silence.

He stood there, staring at the peeling linoleum
until the pattern started to blur. Heard the click of
a door and looked up to find himself alone in the
kitchen. Spike had gone back to bed, and Xander
was torn between following his example and
finding an explanation. Either way he had to do
something. Being alone in the silence made the
hair on the back of his neck prickle.



He needed to move.

Fine, he'd get “The Slayer.” Whatever that meant.
Was the girl really into metal? And why did Spike
think that the strangely aggressive, yet petite,
friend of Willow would know anything about this
sudden, mutual attack of laryngitis?

If anything, they should be going to the hospital.
What if Spike had something contagious, and he'd
caught it? Something icky that started with
laryngitis but then got worse. Something penicillin
didn't cure.

~*~*~*~*~

A girl sat on a bench, crying, and Willow was trying
not to stare.

It was worse outside than back in the dorms – the
eerie clusters of students with their panicked eyes
replaced by too-bright sunshine and a rustling of
trees that seemed to echo in the wide-open
silence.

Willow’s bag was heavy with books while Buffy’s
held a handful of stakes and a crossbow -- they
didn’t need words to know to head for Giles.



Willow didn’t see Xander approach until he was
right in front of them.

She gave him a tight hug, glad to see him safe,
then stepped back. Now was not a good time for
an explanation.

She took out her notebook and scribbled a
message.

Streets aren’t safe. Go home. Find you later and
we’ll catch up. Promise. She finished by drawing a
big smiley face to compensate for her own.

Xander crossed his arms and planted his feet.

Buffy scowled and jotted a note of her own. No
time, get somewhere safe. She radiated
impatience, the need to fight the monster, to fix
this thing.

Willow watched Xander read Buffy’s body
language. The look on his face reminded her of
every gym class they'd ever shared, where he was
the last one picked for a team. Well, second to
last.

She shifted her weight from one foot to the other



and frowned at the grass.

Buffy started to step around him but Xander
refused to budge. He wrote for a second in short,
fast strokes before holding the notebook up for
both of them, If there's a way that you guys can
do something about this, I want to be there.

Willow smiled. She remembered the time the two
of them snuck out of gym class and hung out in
the cafeteria talking. She wondered how things
would be different now if he hadn't moved away.

With what looked like a sigh, Buffy resumed Giles-
ward motion and Willow slipped her hand into
Xander’s as they followed.

~*~*~*~*~

Xander looked down at the piece of sharpened
wood in his hand. He’d insisted on walking home
alone and they'd insisted on giving him this.

A stake. An honest-to-God stake.

He twirled it between his fingers like a drumstick.
He’d been a drummer once. Almost. The summer
after his sophomore year for a local band with



“potential” to hit the big time. The only problem
had been the guitarist's priorities. He’d been more
interested in practicing his licks than his chords.

Practicing on Xander, to be precise.

The band didn't work out, but Xander learned how
to handle more than sticks that summer.

Twirling his stake and keeping a watchful eye on
the tree-lined sidewalks, Xander considered what
he'd been told tonight. Well, shown anyway.

That Giles guy had an active imagination. But the
weird part was how Willow and Buffy seemed to
believe every word he said. Well, wrote, anyway.
Xander was starting to question the relative purity
of the water supply.

He enjoyed Interview with the Vampire as much as
the next guy, but come on.

Xander wasn't sure which truth was worse. Either
Sunnydale was plagued by monsters, or Willow
had fallen in with some sort of weird, fantasy cult.
Ironic, given that it had been Willow who finally
convinced him, when they were seven years old,
that nothing lurked under his bed.



Sunnydale felt like a ghost town. No pun intended.
The only store still open was the one that sold
liquor and somehow that wasn't a surprise. A drink
sounded good for a half-hearted moment, but he
didn't stop in and he didn't stop to consider why.

Darkness was falling and people seemed to vanish
at sunset around here.

One way or the other.

Out of the jumble of Anne Rice novels, fairytales
and monster movies crowding his thoughts, an
image of Mrs. Johnson was cast up. She used to
live next door to his dad's place and every morning
she'd stand outside in her caftan, watering her
begonias. He used to wave to her on the way to
school.

Then one day she'd stopped.

He wasn't positive, but he was pretty sure it was
around the same time she started having
barbecues in the middle of the night and listening
to loud music at two in the morning. At least, he
thought it was music… there was always screaming
and banging and that's what his folks had said,
anyway. His mom had told him, when he woke up
to the noise, that Mr. Johnson had left her and she



was having a rough time.

Now that he tried, he couldn't remember seeing
her in daylight after that.

Nah, no way.

Something rustled in the shrubbery and he pulled
his jacket tighter as he picked up the pace.

~*~*~*~*~

Two days of this silence thing and it was starting to
get to him. Two nights of staring at the place
where the television used to be and he was ready
to snap. No help from Spike, who slept all day and
disappeared at night and seemed far too fucking
Zen about the whole deal.

Xander took up solitaire, but the pack went
missing on the first afternoon.

With nothing to distract him from his task except
the task itself, he packed up a stack of boxes for
Goodwill and started chipping away at the disaster
area formerly known as the basement. But
somewhere between the back catalogue of vintage
Hustlers and a massive pile of mangled action



figures -- Star Wars, circa 1983 -- he lost steam
and trudged back upstairs.

His mom’s instructions had been specific -- throw it
all away -- but not all the memories were bad.

Enough were, though.

He declared an end to the packing, flipped through
the Yellow Pages and found an agency that
removed anything for a fee. He would call them,
just as soon as he was able.

Whatever he’d missed didn't need to be kept.

The silence doubled gravity. It weighed him down
and made him slow. He paced the house, leaning
against walls and picking up dust-covered items for
a cursory inspection before putting them back and
moving on to the next room.

He'd spent hours so far in every room but one.

The few times he did bump into Spike – who
should really wear a bell or something – Xander
would furrow his brow and look away, dreading the
pantomime of awkward courtesy that they'd fallen
into. He considered asking him to leave but… well,
that required the capacity to ask.



So instead he'd push off whatever wall he was
propping up and shuffle off into a different room.

~*~*~*~*~

Xander turned over and punched his pillow. He
kicked the blankets off his feet and sighed. The
alarm clock read 4:23. There wasn't really any
point to lying there. He didn't exactly have to get
up tomorrow.

He slipped on some sweats and padded down to
the kitchen. The sound of water pouring from the
faucet was deafening.

Spike's light was on and it was kind of a relief to
think he might not be able to sleep either. He'd
seemed so sanguine when Xander relayed the
whole voice-stealing fairytale monsters theory.

But then, he called Buffy “The Slayer.”

And he called himself “Spike.”

And why was Xander letting him stay in the house
again?



Time to wrap up his father's affairs and get out of
this crazy burg. Back to the everyday insanity of
L.A. He had friends there… well, he knew people.
There were people he knew and not a single one of
them had an inappropriately violent nickname.

He realized that he'd stopped in front of Spike's
door and was now staring at his feet. He turned
around and went back downstairs.

He sipped his water and paced back and forth
through the living room, watching the slow-motion
waving of the elm tree's branches out front.
Focused on the shadows they cast, he didn't notice
the ghastly face grinning through the window until
it was right in front of him.

Xander dropped his glass and almost fell in his
haste to get away from the hideous thing.

He ran to the front door and triple-checked the
locks before scrambling up and out of the room.

He grabbed the notebook and a pencil on the way,
scribbling as he burst into his father’s room. Spike
glanced up from his solitaire game with a look so
cool butter wouldn't melt in his mouth.

So that's where his cards went. Xander wished he



could laugh.

He sat down hard on the bed and sent the cards
flying. Spike scowled, but Xander shoved the
notebook at him and folded his arms.

Right. So, monsters. And Buffy and Willow fight
them with a guy named Giles. You know them but
they don't like you. Why?

Part Four
by

apreludetoanend

Spike huffed out a breath and collected his cards.
“Because I’m a bad, rude man and I run with
scissors.”

Running with scissors: big no-no in Willow-land.
Right up there with hogging the glue and not –
“Hey! You’re talking!”

Spike raised an eyebrow – the sexy, scarred one –
and said, “Yeah? What gave it away?”

“Shut up,” Xander said. He grabbed the cards out
of Spike’s hand and shuffled them absently. “I
wonder what happened.”



“The Slayer happened. About bloody time, too. You
gonna deal or what?”

Fair question, Xander thought.

~*~*~*~*~

The Enterprise careened unsteadily toward the
planet.

The hull creaked and shook under the force of its
gravitational pull. In ten seconds, it would be
inescapable.

“Scotty!” Xander barked.

“I’m giving ya all she’s got, Captain!”

“Bones?”

“I’m a doctor, Xander, not a –”

“Hey!” The Enterprise shook violently as it broke
into the atmosphere. Xander lurched to the left
and cool hands grabbed and lifted him as the
bridge began to break apart, dragging him toward
the turbolift.



“Hey! Xander!” The voice was right in his ear. Kind
of sexy and British, but less Jean-Luc Picard and
more…

Xander opened one eye.

He was surrounded by shirts.

“What the –?”

“Thought you were from L.A.,” Spike said.

“So?”

“So why are you acting like you’ve never had an
earthquake before?”

“Earth – huh? Why are you naked?” Spike shoved
Xander forward out of the closet. “And freakishly
strong?”

“’S how I sleep. Enjoy the view or get the hell out,
your choice.”

Xander chose out.

“Lease is up,” he called from the hallway. “I want
you gone tonight.”



“That the same hospitality you show to everyone
who saves your life?”

“I’m from L.A., Spike. That was nothing.”

~*~*~*~*~

“Would you believe… end of the world?” Willow
said.

Xander drew in a breath. “Willow… and I say this
with the utmost respect and no small amount of
repression… it was an earthquake. In California.”

Willow lifted her feet and Xander swept under
them. The damage in the kitchen wasn’t bad, and
sweeping up broken coffee mugs worked just as
well as paying to have them taken away. Better,
even.

“Well, yeah. But sometimes earthquakes can be
portents.”

“Portents?”

“Signs, omens.” Xander turned to see Spike
coming down the stairs, shirtless and tousled.



“Spike!” Willow jumped up from her chair.
“Xander, stay behind me.”

Spike sat at the bottom of the staircase. “Oh,
come off it, Red. What am I’m gonna do? Lick him
to death?”

“Lick hi – Xander!” Willow hissed, turning. “Did you
sleep with Spike? Did you invite him here?”

“Hey, privacy, Will! That’s kind of personal, don’t
you…” Willow blushed and Xander sighed. “No,
okay? I didn’t sleep with him. Well, there may
have been sleeping – but it was accidental
sleeping. Of the eyes closed and snoring variety.”

“You don’t snore, mate.”

“Weren’t you just leaving, Spike?”

“Yeah, Spike,” Willow said, brow furrowed. “I think
it’s time for you to go.”

Spike rolled his eyes and his mouth settled into a
smirk. “Red wants me to leave,” he said. “A
shocking revelation. Care to tell us the world is
round?”

“Xander,” Willow said, a hint of desperation in her



voice, “he’s a v –”

Spike stood.

“He’s a very bad man,” she finished.

“Yeah, and he runs with scissors. Got that part.”

Willow looked scandalized. “You run with scissors?”

“What aren’t you telling me?” Xander interrupted.

Spike walked into the kitchen and Willow put an
arm out like a shield in front of Xander.

“What did you see last night, Xander?” he asked.

“What did I see? Care to be more specific?”

“Outside,” Spike said. “Street was crawling with
them, and then, there you were on my bed,
panting, heart racing…”

“Your point?”

“My point is… trust what you see. Not what you
think you should see or what someone tells you to
see. Trust what’s in front of your eyes.”



~*~*~*~*~

“You didn’t tell him?”

Willow looked at Buffy and shook her head. “I
didn’t want to freak him out any more than he
already is. I mean, Xander was always kind of
easily freaked, and this one time, Mrs. Johnson’s
cat accidentally got into his basement and it
jumped out and scared him so bad he got a
nosebleed and – and it’s not like Spike can hurt
him, right? And Xander was kicking him out, and…
I mean, Spike said something about licking him,
but –”

“Right,” Buffy interrupted. “Which is why we’re
rushing over to his place in the middle of the
apocalypse.”

“Right. No! Wrong! We’re just checking because he
was supposed to be back from the lawyer by now
and he didn’t answer his phone. Not because he’s
not very manly and completely able to take care of
himself.”

“Lawyer. Lack of phone answering,” Buffy said.
“Very manly. Got it. So, we check on Xander,
check in with Giles, and maybe get in a little bit of



world saveage—preferably sans Buffy death –
before dinner.”

“Sounds like a plan,” Willow said.

~*~*~*~*~

Willow stopped in the doorway to Xander’s house.
“This isn’t good.”

“Will, it doesn’t mean…” Buffy began.

“I know,” Willow said. She took a step inside to
survey the damage.

“Is all of this – was it like this earlier?”

“No. There was a little bit of damage from the
earthquake, but just things that fell,” Willow said.
“Nothing like this. You don’t think – I mean would
Spike have… could he have done this?”

“Yeah. I mean, I think so. He can’t hurt anyone,
but… I don’t think walls and furniture count as
anyone.”

“But Xander…”



“No,” Buffy said. “We’ll find him; he’ll be fine.”

“Find who?”

Willow and Buffy spun around to see Spike
standing in the kitchen doorway.

Buffy answered his question with a series of
punches that he ducked and deflected before her
boot connected with his chest. He staggered into
the wall.

“Where’s Xander?” she asked.

Spike smirked. “Went out to see Daddy’s lawyer.
Asked me to keep an eye on the place while he’s
away.”

“That’s not true, Buffy. Xander was kicking him
out,” Willow said.

“Yeah – was,” Spike said. “Now if you two don’t
mind…” He gestured toward the door.

“Nah,” Buffy said, “I don’t mind at all, Spike!” She
aimed her boot for his chest again and he ducked
out of the way. “What did you do to him?”

“Like I said,” Spike ducked two more punches



before Buffy’s fist connected with his jaw and spun
him back into the wall. He crumpled to the floor.
“Like I said,” he groaned. “He went out.”

“I don’t believe you. Where’s Xander?” Willow
demanded from across the room.

“Xander’s in the kitchen,” Xander said from the
doorway, “wondering what the hell happened
here.”

~*~*~*~*~

“So let me get this straight,” Xander said. “Spike
did me a favor and watched the house while I was
out because there was a creepy looking guy
hanging around outside.”

He handed Spike an ice pack before continuing.

“Said creepy looking guy turns out to be one of
three creepy looking guys, all of whom turn out to
be demons.”

“But we –”

Xander held a hand up and continued. “Demons
which are currently dead on my kitchen floor



because Spike caught them breaking in and killed
them.”

Willow nodded.

“And Spike here is a” – Xander pantomimed
quotation marks in the air with his fingers – “very
bad man, which is apparently the local slang for
vampire.”

Willow sucked in a breath and Buffy said, “Actually,
the local slang is more like… vampire. Occasionally
vamp. Oh – and sometimes angry puppy.”

Spike’s eyes narrowed. “When did you figure it
out?”

“After Willow left,” Xander said. He turned to face
Willow. “Look, I get that this is all real. I’m
dealing. It’s actually possibly the least disturbing
thing I’m dealing with right now. But you guys…
you just came in and beat up the guy who’s
protecting my house. A guy who killed three
demons – how many demons did you guys kill
today?”

Buffy raised her hand. “Four. And a half, if Spike
counts,” she said.



“Not the point,” Xander said. “The point is, if he
was gonna kill me, wouldn’t he have done it five
days ago? He’s not dangerous, he’s just…
annoying. And possibly a petty criminal.”

“Hey!” Spike said. “I’m not annoying. I’m evil!”

Xander smiled and winked at Spike. “Sure you are,
Fangless.”

Spike flipped Xander off and leaned back in his
chair.

“Xander, you don’t understand –” Buffy began.

“I understand that he did me a big favor here. I
understand that I’m not dead and those demons
are.”

“But Xander –” Willow said.

“Listen,” Xander said, taking a seat next to Spike,
“don’t you guys have some sort of apocalypse to
get to?”

Spike smirked. “Bloody world’s gonna end before
this conversation,” he said, just loud enough for
Xander to hear.



Xander laughed.

“What’s so funny?” Willow asked.

“Nothing,” Spike said. “Just go save the world
already.”

~*~*~*~*~

“I still want you out of here,” Xander said. He
fiddled with a broken piece of table. “After you
take a shower.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah. And the mess… after we clean up the mess.
Which we should definitely do.”

“Right,” Spike said.

“Maybe after a game of cards. Or a drink.” Xander
tapped the table. “How’s tomorrow looking for
you?”

“Good as any other time,” Spike said. “Might as
well wait and see if the world ends first.”

“Yeah. No sense in cleaning if we’re not gonna be



here tomorrow,” Xander said. “Maybe we ought to
give it a few days. I don’t know how these
earthquake apocalypses work, but there might be…
you know, aftershocks or something.”

“Yeah,” Spike said. “Might be.”

Part Five
by

Cordelianne

“So we’re okay with this?”

“Yes. Absolutely.” Willow capped her yellow
highlighter, frowned at it. “Okay, maybe not so
much with the yes or the absolutely or the
anything else on the positive end of the spectrum
’cause – hello? Xander’s new roomie-slash-
possible-romantic-and-or-sexual-interest is Spike.
He of the evil-trying-to-kill-innocent-people
activities only recently prevented by this
mysterious government chip thingie which we
know very little–”

“Will!” Buffy waved a hand in front of Willow’s face.

“Oh right, sorry.” Willow cast a sheepish glance at
Buffy. “Anyway, my point is that Spike equals evil



which does not equal good boyfriend material for
Xander.”

“What about meaningless-but-hot sex material?”

“Buffy!” Willow hit a grinning Buffy on the arm.
“That’s not funny. I need to find a spell to erase
that image from my head.”

“Um…”

“Kidding about the spell thing!” Willow twirled the
highlighter between her fingers. “You know, he is
helpful on patrols.”

Buffy raised an eyebrow. “Really? I don’t know
about helpful. Maybe energetic or enthusiastic or…
um, or another word that starts with ‘e’ and I
guess college isn’t making me any smarter.”
Willow opened her mouth but Buffy rushed on.
“Not that I don’t appreciate him trying. ’Cause I
do. Xander’s a really fun guy, even if he’s not so
good with the killing… or the kicking… or the
hitting… or the ducking.”

“Actually, I meant Spike.” Willow tossed the
highlighter aside. “But, you know, maybe it’s just
taking Xander a while to get into his groove. He
came close to staking a vamp tonight!”



“True. I guess it has only been a couple of weeks.
Not like I was ever the first horse out of the gate.”
Buffy tilted her head, flipped a couple of textbook
pages. “Does that make any sense? And why are
horses getting out of gates anyway?”

“I’m gonna assume those questions are rhetorical,”
Willow said. “And move swiftly on to the matter at
hand: Xander and his new – whatever it is – with
Spike.”

“Right.” Buffy nodded. “He’s going back to L.A.
soon, right?”

“I hope not! I don’t think Ang – I mean, the
people, you know, in L.A. – will welcome him back
with open arms.”

“Actually, I meant Xander. I mean, it’s not like we
should be worried ’cause he’s only here
temporarily. So if anything, it’ll be a fling.” Buffy
shrugged. “And who hasn’t had at least one fling
with an evil fiend on the hellmouth?”

“Point.” Willow picked up the highlighter and
started fiddling again. “I mean, you’re right. No
need to worry. All he can do is lick Xander and….
that is not where I wanted my mind to go. Besides,



Xander’s been dealing with a lot, what with his
dad, finding out about Jesse. You know, the whole
‘Welcome to the Hellmouth’ routine.”

Buffy nodded.

“He could use a little fun.”

~*~*~*~*~

“I am not having fun.”

Spike snorted from across the room. “’Course
you’re not. You’re cleaning. Not fun for anyone –
’cept maybe that Poppins woman.”

Xander looked up from the mold, which wasn’t
getting any less moldy despite the vigorous
scrubbing and generous use of bleach. He was
never trusting Martha Stewart again. “I’m not sure
what I find more disturbing, that you – a creature
of the night – know about Mary Poppins or that I
now have ‘A Spoonful of Sugar’ stuck in my head.”

“In ev'ry job that must be done there is an
element of fun,” Spike said, shifting into a more
pronounced sprawl on the pile of pillows that had
replaced the couch.



“You find the fun and snap! The job's a game.”
Xander peeled off his gloves and tossed them
aside. “And that was definitely a sign that the
fumes are getting to me. Time for more of the
waiting in the mold removal game.”

He flopped down beside Spike, close but not too
close. Just the right amount of close, the perfect
position that was the alchemy of interest and
coolness.

Spike leaned away. “Gone crazy with the bleach
there, mate?”

Okay, not so cool.

“I would think you’d be used to the smell.” Without
thinking, Xander reached out and pinched a piece
of Spike’s hair between his fingers. His brain
caught up with his action and he dropped his hand,
focusing on the still mold-covered wall and then at
the perfectly defined outlines of a television set
and a couch on the carpet. “Hard to imagine why
anyone would use bleach in such a beautiful
home.”

“Why bother? Not like you like the place.”



“The agent says it’ll sell faster if it doesn’t look like
a complete hovel – those were her exact words.”

“You’re selling?” Spike propped his head up on his
arm.

“Not staying here.” Xander repressed a shudder.

“L.A.?” Spike seemed to lean closer but Xander
figured it was only the bleach fumes making him
light-headed.

“It may not be sweet, clean or even somewhere I
like that much, but it’s home.” Xander shifted on a
pillow in such a way that may have moved him
closer to Spike. But Spike now seemed to be
leaning away.

“Right, nothing here for you.”

~*~*~*~*~

It was a vampire-demon free-for-all. Not that
Xander had ever seen one before but that didn’t
stop him from thinking he was in the middle of
one.

Also, oh god, help.



And, run, Xander, run.

Which, for some reason, he wasn’t doing. Instead,
some crazy part of him was trying to fight. And,
sure, not much actual vampire or demon killing
was happening, but there wasn’t much Xander
Harris killing happening either and that was a very
good thing. Also, he was pretty sure he was
sending his unsuccessful kills toward Buffy who
was killing them. A fact Xander still found
unbelievable sometimes. But not right now – right
now he was a big believer.

Ready to speak in tongues and be baptized in the
river kind of believer.

Or, you know, follow her to cemeteries and kill evil
things.

But not all evil things. Or at least not the evil thing
who was fighting beside him and was possibly the
reason Xander wasn’t dead. And this was not the
time to be thinking about his not-so-evil
houseguest, he reflected, as he winced from a blow
to the stomach and ducked just in time to avoid
severe brain damage.

Of course it was hard not to think about Spike,



what with him kicking ass in smooth fluid motions.
It was like being in the middle of a kung fu movie,
if the hot lead was a vampire. Although that meant
Xander may have accidentally cast himself as the
girl in this admittedly odd scenario. Which he was
okay with as long as he was as tough as Michelle
Yeoh, or had at least half her fighting skills.

A quarter. He decided even a quarter would be
good when he stumbled on a tree root and fell
onto an attacking vampire.

But there wasn’t a vamp under him, just hard
ground and some dust. Xander stared at the stake
still clenched in his fist and now planted firmly in
the ground right through what must have been the
vamp’s heart.

It really is all real.

Just as he thought he would throw up, strong
hands pulled him to his feet. “Good one, mate.”

“Uh yeah, I just…”

“Fell on him?” Spike supplied with a smile, or
maybe it was a smirk.

He should feel like an idiot, and maybe it was



because he often did feel like one that he didn’t,
because instead he was feeling pretty damn good.
Awesome actually. Like he’d passed Go, collected
two-hundred and had a threeway with Scott Bakula
and, if he was being honest about his fantasies,
Spike.

Xander let a grin spread across his face. “I did,
didn’t I?”

~*~*~*~*~

If it had been bigger he would have hugged it or
kissed it or twirled it around. But since it was
small, check-sized in fact, that would be hard.

And also unmanly, he realized belatedly.

A grown man showing inappropriate affection for a
check? Not exactly the image he was going for.
Not that he had an image, especially in L.A. where
if you’re not the next hot thing you may as well be
no one, but still he tried to avoid being a complete
dork.

Which didn’t stop him from keeping the check out,
no tucking safely away for Xander. And in keeping
with his new devil-may-care attitude, he swung



open the door to the room Spike was staying in –
he always called it that, never anything else –
and… this was why he should always knock first.

“See something you like?”

He dragged his eyes up from Spike’s ass – which
clearly had some evil vampire hypnotic property –
just as Spike turned around, giving Xander a full
view of his abs. Now, those were abs. Abs you
could feature in one of those infomercials for the
ab roller or whatever it was called and Xander was
sure he could remember the name if Spike wasn’t
standing naked in front of him. “Um… I… I should
go…”

He didn’t move.

Spike sighed, picked up a pair of jeans and
stepped into them. “You were more fun the night
we met. In the alley.” On ‘alley’ he started pulling
the zipper up and if Spike was trying to direct all of
Xander’s attention to his cock, it was working.
Apparently Spike’s attention was elsewhere.
“What’s that?”

“What?” Xander looked down at himself worried
that he’d spilled food on his shirt, or worse that
there was embarrassing evidence of his ogling



Spike.

Spike nodded at Xander’s right hand, which he
now realized continued to clutch the check.

“Oh! This!” He moved it to his left hand. “Someone
was crazy enough to give me money for this
place.”

“That right?” Spike turned his back on Xander
while he pulled on a shirt.

“Everything’s signed, it’s all official. And real
estate? Really boring. It’s been crossed off the
‘Possible Future Careers for Xander Harris’ list.”

“What’s that leave you with, pizza delivery boy?”
Spike turned around, his mouth half-smirk, half-
sneer.

“Hey! Just because I spent all senior year
delivering pizzas does not mean it’s my dream job,
not even close.” All thoughts about Spike’s hotness
flew out of his head. “And where do you get off
judging, Mister I’ll-just-mooch-off-some-guy-I-
met-at-a-bar? That’s not even a job, it’s
completely lame. That’s what you are, a lame
excuse for a human, excuse me, vampire.”



Spike’s eyes narrowed. “You done, or you gonna
do more of the puffed-up manly man routine?”

Xander’s eyes flickered between his unexpected
houseguest and the bed – his dad’s bed. “You
know what? Insult me all you want, clearly it’s the
only thing you’re good at.”

“Yeah? Sounds like you don’t me know as well as
you think, mate.” The duster was now on and
Spike stalked towards Xander, who took a step
back before he could stop himself. But Spike
brushed by him instead. “Show myself out, shall
I?”

Xander stared after Spike until he realized what he
was doing and just how lame that made him. Well,
he reminded himself, at least he didn’t have to
worry about telling Spike he’d have to leave.

The medicine had just gone down.

In the most delightful way.

Part Six
by

Reremouse

It didn't take long for the Spike's goneness to sink
in. It was as if the air in the house imploded with a



soft whump as soon as Spike's presence marched
out the door.

Without Xander.

Who must have been crazy because he didn't even
stop for shoes before flinging the door open ready
to run after Spike in a grand, and possibly stupid,
gesture.

So of course he only got two steps out the door
before he was grabbed and pressed up against the
rough brick wall of his childhood home, panting
with lips on his neck and a hand on his dick. No
cigarette this time and Xander decided that was a
really good thing the way he needed something to
clutch and hold onto. And if that something was
Spike's duster and Spike's hair he made his peace
with it.

Or at least until Spike stopped and Xander learned
it's really impossible to move a vampire who
doesn't want to be moved.

He looked around for Buffy and a stake in spite of
himself and upon not finding her felt entirely
entitled to complain. "You really are evil aren't
you?"



"What do you care?" Spike asked from the vicinity
of his neck which, okay, really was as sexy as it
looked in the movies and Xander clenched his
fingers in Spike's hair in a way he hoped was more
encouraging and less 'ow.' "You're leaving," the
lips said against his throat.

"Um." Because lips and throat did not a coherent
Xander make.

And the hard dick pressing up against his thigh
didn't even bear mentioning.

Humping - yes.

And didn't he have a gesture to be making?

Other than the humping and rising to the occasion
which were pretty much made as gestures went.

"What do you care if I'm leaving?"

Which was exactly the wrong thing to say because
the lips left Xander's throat and Spike looked
inscrutable.

Thank you, Kaplan.

"Right," Spike said and stepped away.



It might not have been the gesture he'd planned
on in the beginning but there was definitely some
caring going on so letting go was just not in the
plan. Or at least not in the new plan. Which might
have been plan C or D or somewhere around R but
Xander'd never been great at keeping track.

But right then he was good at keeping hold of
Spike's hair and duster and turning them around to
slam Spike against the wall and turn the tables.

Lips, neck and all.

And he could get the lips and neck thing. The way
Spike stretched back and tightened the skin of his
throat under Xander's teeth and growled was really
really hot.

Almost as hot as the hands that grabbed Xander's
belt and hauled him a lot closer and made it hard
to care he was grinding against a v - ery bad man
on the front porch of his dad's house in Sunnydale.
"Nothing here for you in Sunnydale," said Spike's
voice while Spike's hands were doing a lot to
convince Xander's ass they were the best thing
Sunnydale had going for it.

Right up until the hard wet tip of Spike's dick slid



against Xander's belly and short circuited
everything except the fuck now centers of his brain
which were lit up like Macy's on Christmas Eve.
Xander looked down dumbly. Jeans - belted and
buckled. Tip of Spike's cock staring wetly up at him
and - there was the gesture he'd planned to make.
He made it: "I lied."

"Right." Which seemed to be Spike's standard
answer, an answer given with the thunk of Spike's
head dropping against the wall and the thump of
Xander's knees hitting the porch. The clink of belt
and pop of buttons and the only thing better than
a check in his pocket was a check in his pocket and
Spike's cock stretching his mouth the way he really
hadn't been thinking of since that night outside the
club.

And it didn't surprise him at all that Spike's mouth
was dirty and his hands were gentle and that when
he came he was completely silent and folded over
Xander's back just holding onto him like a guy who
needed to catch his breath while his dick softened
on Xander's tongue and Xander's stayed hard in
his jeans because regardless of the blow job it just
didn't seem right to jack himself off on his dad's
front porch.

Intimacy and awkwardness jockeyed for position



as Xander cleared his throat - pretty sure he had
Spike's undivided attention at this point.

"So, uh," Xander said to Spike's navel, rubbing his
palms over loosened denim. "Condos are pretty
cheap in Sunnydale. Compared to L.A., I mean."

~*~*~*~*~

"Is this seat t-taken?"

"What? No - no. Take it, it's fine." Willow looked up
from her notes and mocha and blinked and Tara
didn't move or take the seat and Willow was pretty
sure she was missing something. But then, she felt
like she was missing something a lot with Tara.

Fortunately, Tara usually filled her in before things
got really awkward.

"Um. I d-didn't mean - "

Or Willow caught on.

"Oh! It's - I mean, no it's fine. Sit down. I'm just
waiting for Xander." Willow scooped books across
the table, distractedly making room for Tara's
armload of textbooks.



"Is he g-going back to Los Angeles?" Tara folded
onto the chair and folded her legs up onto the
chair too, perching there like a blonde bird, and it
was kinda cute.

But that wasn't why she missed Xander's approach
until he said, "Nope. He's staying right here. In
fact, he's putting down roots."

"What?"

"Well - not roots right here, per se. Because I'm
pretty sure the manager of the Espresso Pump
wouldn't like that a whole lot but here as in
Sunnydale here." He took a deep breath,
reminding her to take a deep breath. Because
there was definitely more breathing necessary than
was actually happening.

"You're staying?"

"Um, yeah." He fiddled with a piece of paper and
shrugged. "I guess I'm home."

"I'm Tara."

Xander blinked, looked from Willow to Tara and
back again and grinned the widest grin Willow had



seen since Kindergarten. "And I was just passing
through. New home ownership. You know how it is.
Paint to buy. Wallpaper to hang. I'll leave you two
alone to - "

"T-talk."

"Talk. Right. See you around at the club, Wills."

"But - " Willow watched her oldest friend jog away
without even ordering a hot chocolate with a really
really strong feeling something just happened and
she completely missed it. And there was something
about Xander staying in Sunnydale that was bad,
that was supposed to be badder than bad.

Willow frowned - and forgot as soon as Tara's hand
covered hers, cool with colder silver rings and
squeezed. "New home ownership is r-really t-time
consuming," she said, smiling a lot like Xander
had. "Do you w-want to go see a movie?"

~*~*~*~*~

"Emperor Red or Tuscan Terracotta for the window
trim?" Xander didn't have to turn around to know
Spike was giving him a look that said you must be
joking but he also didn't have to turn around to



know Spike wasn't giving him that look too hard.

He'd seen that look a lot since he walked in the
hotel room door with keys to his condo on his key
ring and the big check-sized check a lot smaller
than it used to be. But apparently the way to a
very bad man's heart involved a key on a key ring,
ignoring all protestations of not needing Xander's
charity and then going home and breaking in the
bedroom carpet in new and varied positions
because he hadn't gotten around to buying a bed.

Xander needed to buy a bed.

Or bulk tubes of ointment for the treatment of
carpet burn.

"Emperor Red."

"What?"

Spike waved a paint chip vaguely before flicking it
into the potted plant Tara'd given Xander for a
housewarming present. "It'll go with the telly.
Modern and all that."

"I don't own a television," Xander said to the
shiftiest look in Shiftyville. "Much less a modern
television."



"One might've - fallen off the back of a truck,"
Spike said, casually, cleaning under his fingernails
with Tuscan Terra Cotta.

It was strangely touching. And very illegal. "Not
that I don't appreciate the sentiment but I'd rather
not inaugurate my return to Sunnydale with
possession of stolen property."

"Oh don't need to worry about that. I know a
bloke. Files off all the traceable bits and recycles a
few bobs on the insides." The Tuscan Terracotta
chip landed in the potted plant too and Spike stood
up, dusted himself off and examined fingernails
with chipped black polish. "Clem'll be delivering it
this weekend."

"Clem," Xander repeated, feeling oddly repetitive.

"The bloke I know." Spike cocked his head, the
motion strangely endearing. And if it'd been
anyone else, Xander would have said eagerly
expectant.

"Totally untraceable?"

"Flat screen, 45 inch. Threw in a satellite dish for
free. I take complete responsibility and you knew



nothing about it."

Xander was pretty sure this was the point where
he was supposed to be the good citizen and object.

He didn't. "That's - really nice of you."

"Yeah, well - need something to watch Passions
on, don't I?" Spike looked at him sideways like a
guy who wasn't looking at Xander at all, just
staring vaguely around the room. "Until you decide
it's time for me to leave."

"So I'm deciding guy?"

Spike made an 'it's your house, pillock,' gesture,
one of Spike's many and eloquent gestures.
"Couldn't go today, mind you. Haven't sorted out
what I'm going to do about the men in
camouflage."

"I really wouldn't toss you out on the street with
rogue commandos after your head." Especially
since it was a nice head. One Xander was attached
to being attached to Spike's neck.

"No telling how long they'll stick around."

"And as long as I'm here you can be - you can be



an old pal of mine."

This time, Spike looked touched.

Touched - and kind of horny.

Which was really okay with Xander.

More than okay.

In fact, very okay.

And totally worth a little carpet burn.

The End


