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Part One 

Rushing sounds. Can hear the water running not too far, 
and wants to be as far away from what's going to happen 
with the water. Cold. So cold. 
 
Shivers, but it doesn't do any good. Only makes 
everything hurt worse. Has to stop shivering, because it's 
bad if you're caught shivering, an insult to...to them. 
Shivering gets worse from the thought of them. 
 
Pushes back against the wall, forcing the tremors to stop. 
Not cold. Never cold. Cold, always cold, coldcoldcold. 
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Hears steps, shivering, can't stop, please don't come this 
way, pleaseohplease. Going to pass by, in trouble, oh no. 
 
One of them by the door. No, wait, not one of them. 
Shivering for a whole new reason now. Sight of white 
hair, combed back to perfection. Salvation. Savior. 
Safety. 
 
Stares hopefully until white hair turns around, rushing 
back against the wall now, hands over ears as noises 
echo through head. Not white hair. Joke. Funny to pass 
the time. Wants to cry, can't. In trouble if they find out 
about crying. Big trouble. Deserves it. Horrid, disgusting, 
ugly, monster, left white hair. Told white hair never to 
come back. 'I don't ever want to see you again, ever, 
Spike. Do you understand?! NEVER!!' Didn't mean it, 
please, come back. Help. 
 
Please. 
 
Noises put hands over ears again, but insides roll. No, no, 
nononono...bang, door opening, stuck, trapped, in 
trouble now. Tries to run away, room turns when 
something pushes on back of head. Dragging now, 
rushing sound is louder, oh no, oh no PLEASE no... 
 



Tries to push and run, but hurts so much, can't move. 
Pushed towards water, head spinning again, something 
tight around arms, hurting, holding, please no, wasn't 
bad, good, didn't cry, didn't shiver, please no... 
 
Noises again, can't cover ears, hurts so bad, but wait, can 
put one hand over one ear. Realization. Escape. 
 
Noises are louder, wants to cover ears, but can't. Has to 
get out. Pulls at tight things, can't feel the other hand, 
running, running, no falling, running now. Has to run. 
 
Makes it to door, bang, it's open. Run, run, noises are 
loud still. Have to reach Salvation. Safety. Savior.  
 
Spike.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
“Bloody typical,” Spike said with a sigh, tossing the mail 
onto the counter. “You'd think that after all this time, 
they'd realize that there isn't a Mrs. Howard livin' here...” 
 
With another resigned sigh he flopped onto the sofa, 
staring around at the room. It didn't hurt anymore. He'd 



gotten over it. Four months, two weeks, five days, and 
several hours since the break-up, but no, he was fine. He 
rolled his eyes. Yeah, right. 
 
S'why you moved outta state, right? Just to get away 
from him? Because you were dealin' so fantastically back 
in Sunnyhell? 
 
“Oh, give it a rest,” he told himself. Like that was ever 
going to happen. 
 
But it was true. They'd had an amazing fight (nothing 
new in that), but this time, instead of apologizing and 
letting things go back to normal, Spike had opened his 
mouth when it should've been kept shut. Said one of the 
nastiest things he could've to the person he loved the 
most.  
 
'Would you shut your fuckin' trap already? Should follow 
Anya's example and leave before I say somethin' I don't 
mean, like “I love you”.' 
 
The minute the words had left his mouth Spike had 
wanted to take them back. He'd never meant them, but 
had wanted to get that last lick in. It really had been the 
last lick. 



 
Xander had stared, open-mouthed with shock, before 
swallowing and blinking ferociously. His eyes had 
watered but his voice hadn't wavered as he'd told Spike 
to leave and not come around anymore. 
 
'I don't ever want to see you again, ever, Spike. Do you 
understand?! NEVER!!' 
 
He wondered if Xander had ever regretted his words that 
day. Spike did. Oh boy, did he. The one person he'd 
really, truly, fallen in love with, could relate to, 
understand and be understood, had wound up being 
Alexander LaVelle Harris, and it still burned that he'd 
destroyed that. 
 
“Miss you, Xan,” he whispered mournfully, staring at the 
one picture of Xander he kept out. It was one of Xander 
at a party they'd gone to, and he hadn't been aware of 
the picture being taken until Willow had told him to turn 
around. His eyes had landed on Spike, he'd grinned, and 
the camera had flashed. He'd never looked more 
innocent and carefree in his life. 
 
A slight thump caused him to turn towards the 
apartment door, frowning. Slowly he raised himself from 



the couch, pulling out a dagger from his boot. If he had 
to get unfriendly, he wanted to have the edge. 
 
He paused, lightly placing his hand on the door knob. 
Counting to three in his head, he yanked the door open. 
 
And Xander fell forward into the apartment.  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Two 

Spike barely had time to grasp who was falling into his 
living space before Xander bumped into him on the way 
down. Xander's head slid from Spike's shoulder, and the 
boy crumpled to the floor. 
 
Spike had him in his arms before he touched the ground. 
He dropped the dagger to the floor, nudging the door 
shut. He managed to lock the door with one hand, before 
heading back into the living room, mindful of his precious 
cargo. 
 



It was only then that he realized that Xander was so light. 
Sure, Xander had a job in construction, and worked out 
with patrol and whatnot, but muscles DID weigh 
something. Holding Xander felt like holding porcelain, 
and Spike had a feeling that the boy was about as fragile 
as what the vampire had compared him to. As gently as 
he dared Spike laid the boy on the sofa, reaching behind 
him to switch on a few lights. He turned back to get his 
first look at Xander, his eyes widening in horror and 
shock. 
 
The boy was covered in blood and bruises. Cuts, scrapes, 
red spots, bruises, marks, and this was all above the 
clothes. 
 
The clothes weren't anything to write home about, 
either. They had a different smell than Xander, and were 
made of coarse fabrics, like that you would make a sack 
out of. The shirt was torn, and the skin beneath it was 
red. The pants were ripped, coming to his knees, and he 
was barefoot. 
 
Spike stared for a few seconds, before mentally slapping 
himself and scurrying into motion. He knelt down beside 
the boy, first checking for a pulse. It was there, and the 
vampire sighed before placing a cool hand on a burning 



brow. 
 
104.6. Way over what a normal temp should be. Spike 
hurried to the bathroom, grabbing several small rags and 
wetting them. If he was going to get that temp down, it 
had to be now. He'd have a full-blown panic attack later; 
Xander needed him now. 
 
He practically ran back into the living room and slid to his 
knees beside the sofa. Gently he placed his damp hand 
on Xander's brow, before replacing his palm with a rag. 
He did the same thing to his wrists and the back of his 
neck, mindful that something too cold could send Xander 
into shock. 
 
Through it all, Xander shivered, as if cold. “If anythin', 
mate, you're too warm,” Spike joked to himself, before 
swallowing at the sight of the boy. So pale, so damaged... 
 
Spike checked Xander's temperature again, needing 
something to keep his hands busy. 103.8. At least it was 
going down. 
 
Rinsed out the rags, wet them again, placed them back 
on the still feverish boy. Spike's mind began to wander 
down paths that made him consider Xander's state, and 



the vampire quickly brought out the First Aid kit. Had to 
do something besides think about what had happened to 
his lov...to Xander. 
 
He decided to deal with the feet first. He sat down with 
the kit, messing around with the contents, not wanting to 
face the horror that had become the man he still loved. 
Grabbing the gauze and alcohol swabs, he turned to 
investigate Xander's feet and went rigid at the sight. 
 
His feet had been carved. Not jabbed at, but carved at. 
Blisters on numerous spots suggested fire or ice, or 
maybe both. Even through the dirt and grime Spike could 
see that the carving had been meticulously done. A line 
on the side of each foot caused Spike to lean forward to 
examine, though examining the foot was the last thing he 
wanted to do at the moment. They were words, he 
realized with a start. More exact, A word. With 
trepidation Spike began to wipe through the grime to 
read it. S-P-I-K... 
 
Spike barely made it to the bathroom in time before he 
threw up the blood he'd had for dinner.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  



 
Spike sat back, his eyes never leaving his charge. It had 
been three hours since Xander had fallen through his 
doorway, and yet it seemed like days. Spike hadn't 
known that so much could be done in three hours time. 
 
Once he'd recovered in the bathroom, he'd ventured 
back out with rags and anti-bacterial soap to clean 
Xander's feet with. Deliberately keeping his eyes away 
from his name that had been carved into Xander's flesh, 
he'd soon found that the other carvings were a single 
letter: S. He'd almost run back to the bathroom, before 
remembering that Master vampires didn't throw up. He 
didn't have anything to heave up anymore, anyways. 
 
Once he'd cleaned up the feet, he'd started on the arms, 
growing sick at the sight of so many wounds. His mind 
had once more given thought as to how the boy had 
come by these marks, and Spike had decided early on 
that he really didn't want the answer. He also didn't want 
the answer as to why his name had been carved into 
Xander's feet. It had been done for a reason, but not one 
he wanted to examine at the moment. His feet had been 
cleaned and bandaged; that was enough for Spike. 
 
He'd reached up for the washrag behind Xander's neck, 



intending to dampen it once more, but the sight of 
something on his neck had made him stop cold. 
 
A small puncture wound, probably the size of a needle, 
lay on the right side of Xander's neck. Spike normally 
wouldn't have noticed something like that, had it not 
been for the fact that it was red, and there wasn't just 
one. The wound itself was comprised of more than forty 
smaller holes, all of which looked infected. 
 
He'd quickly checked the other side of the neck, finding a 
few more there. The insides of the elbows were also 
marked with puncture wounds, and the ankles weren't 
much different. 
 
Needle marks. Which meant that Xander might have 
something in his system. Something Spike didn't want to 
think about, but he had to. If it was a disease... no. 
Grimacing as if in pain, he'd bent to nick one of Xander's 
fingers with an incisor, before lapping at the blood. 
 
He'd immediately spat it out, recognizing the taste of 
mind-numbing drugs anywhere. The drugs could've been 
used to keep Xander awake during torture sessions, or 
simply to see how much of it he could handle before he 
threw up or di... 



 
Spike shook his head now as the thoughts came back into 
his head, unwanted. This hadn't been done overnight; 
weeks, months of work had been poured into making 
Xander the mess he was now. Long enough for certain 
Sunnydale occupants to have called Spike; at least to let 
him know that Xander was missing. 
 
Buffy had known how badly Spike had been hurt from 
that final fight with Xander. Throughout the entire 
relationship she'd been there for the boys, surprisingly 
becoming their number one supporter. Willow had been 
an easy win-over as well, but it was the Slayer's actions 
that had shocked the boys the most. They'd expected her 
to have thrown a fit and dusted Spike immediately, 
before asking her questions. 
 
But when they'd told her, she'd simply gaped, before 
shrugging. “Whatever makes you guys happy,” she'd said 
simply, before giving Spike (and Xander) the 'I'll hurt you 
if you hurt him' lecture. She'd also requested that they 
keep what happened behind bedroom doors BEHIND 
bedroom doors. 
 
Spike almost smiled at the memory, before his eyes 
settled on Xander once more. His stomach flipped, and 



his smile instantly disappeared. “I'm gonna find 'em, 
Xan,” he whispered suddenly, watching the boy shiver 
and shake. “I'm gonna find who did this to you, and I'm 
gonna rip 'em to shreds for touchin' you.” 
 
Xander continued to shake, and Spike continued to think, 
before falling asleep in his chair beside the sofa.  

 
 

Part Three 

The phone rang twice before being answered. “Hello?” a 
voice answered, sounding not quite awake. 
 
“Why didn't you tell me?” Spike managed to grit out 
between clenched teeth. 
 
There was a slight pause. “Spike?” Buffy asked, and Spike 
could swear he heard her frown through the line. 
 
“Why the bloody 'ell didn't you tell me?!” 
 
“Well, at least I know it's you,” she grumbled dryly. 
“What are you ranting about now?” 
 



“Xander!!” 
 
“Xander?” she said, suddenly sounding very awake. 
 
“Xander?! Who found him?!” Willow's voice said. 
 
“Willow!” Buffy said, sounding exasperated. 
 
“Why didn't you tell me?!” 
 
“Sorry Buffy; I heard his name and I had to get on.” 
 
“Would someone please...” Spike started. 
 
“Look Wills, I know you're concerned, but let me talk to 
Spike first and...” 
 
“WHY DIDN'T YOU TELL ME?!” Spike all but roared into 
the phone. 
 
Silence on the other end. “About Xander?” Willow asked 
tentatively. 
 
If he could've, he would've reached through the phone 
lines to strangle them both. “Yes!!” 
 



“Where did you find him?” Buffy asked. 
 
“Fell into my doorway earlier this evenin'.” 
 
He could envision Willow paling three colors. “Fell?” she 
squeaked. “Is he...is he okay?” 
 
Spike sighed, running a trembling hand through his curls. 
“No, he's not,” he admitted, his voice softer now. 
“He's...he's a mess, Red. Been unconscious the entire 
time.” 
 
“When did you say he fell in?” Buffy demanded. 
 
Spike thought back to when his world had seemed to 
turn upside down, which, of course, had been due to 
Xander's arrival. “'Round six, I think.” 
 
“For you. For us, that would be five. Which means, since 
it's four here...” 
 
“Almost twelve hours,” Spike said, before wincing. 
“Forgot 'bout the time zones; sorry 'bout that.” 
 
“Don't worry about it,” the girls said simultaneously. 
 



“Good,” Spike said, then growled, “Why didn't you tell 
me Xander had disappeared?” 
 
“How did you know he'd disappeared?” Willow asked, 
sounding confused. 
 
Buffy answered for him. “He's really that bad?” she asked 
softly. 
 
Spike nodded, forgetting that she couldn't see him. “He's 
a wreck. Got blood and bruises everywhere, and I've 
found one broken bone so far.” He paused, considering 
telling them about the drugs and needle wounds, but 
decided against it. That would be for a later time. “Now 
someone owes me an explanation. Actually, wouldn't 
mind hearin' it from the both of you.” 
 
Buffy sighed. “About three months ago, when Xander 
was still dealing with the...um, well, you know,” she said 
lamely, trying desperately to ignore the breakup, 
“Xander's job offered him a chance to construct this huge 
mega mall up towards Seattle, and he'd been interested 
in doing some sight-seeing around there anyways. So he 
warned us that he wouldn't be able to keep in touch for 
awhile, and to not worry. So we didn't.” 
 



“For almost the first month,” Willow said, taking up the 
tale. “So one day, we decided to surprise him, you know? 
Head up there, sight-see with him and whatnot. We 
traveled up there to his apartment he was renting for 
awhile, and suddenly found ourselves staring at a 
residence that Xander had never set foot in. Not once.” 
 
“The work place had never seen him,” Buffy added. 
 
“That's when we started panicking. We started searching 
around the coast for accidents, near-death injuries, 
anything that could've kept Xander from calling. Nothing, 
nada, zip, zilch.” 
 
“Then why not call me?” Spike asked, hurt. They'd known 
that he'd still cared about the young man, hadn't they? 
 
Willow cleared her throat nervously. “We, uh, actually 
lost the phone number for your new apartment.” 
 
Spike's eyes narrowed, and he wished he could let her 
see it. “Bullshit. Why didn't you call?” 
 
Before Willow could stammer out another explanation, 
Buffy jumped in. “Look, we knew you were still upset 
over the whole breakup thing, and didn't want to involve 



you until we knew something concrete. We've had Giles, 
the coven, everyone searching for him for the past 
month. Nothing, Spike. Nothing. We WERE going to call 
you, when the time was right. Trust me.” 
 
“You really thought I didn't give a fuck about him 
anymore, didn’t you?” he accused, clenching his fists. 
 
“Well, considering that you took off right away,” Buffy 
snapped. 
 
“Guys, please, calm down...” 
 
“You knew how upset I was!” Spike yelled. “You knew I 
still cared, and yet you didn't call me, tell me 'Oh hey 
Spike, Xander's missin', could be dead'?!” 
 
“You just left!!” 
 
“Don't yell, guys, just...” 
 
“He told me to!!” 
 
“Calm down,” Willow finished with a sigh. 
 
Buffy was silent for a moment. “He told you to leave?” 



 
Spike frowned, despite the rage he'd felt for the blonde 
moments before. “Yeah, told me he never wanted to see 
me again. Wait; you're tryin' to tell me that he never told 
YOU?” 
 
“Never,” Buffy stated firmly. “This is the first I've heard of 
it. Xander hardly said a thing about what had happened.” 
 
Willow must've known Spike was frowning, because she 
said softly, “We could tell he was mad at himself for 
something. We just didn't know what. We kinda figured 
it had something to do with the whole breakup, but...” 
 
“Whenever we asked him about it, he got really angry,” 
Buffy finished for her friend. “So we just stopped asking.” 
There was a pause on the other line. “I'm sorry I yelled,” 
she added quietly. “It's...” 
 
“I know, pet. I know,” Spike said gently, letting her know 
that all was forgiven. “So...how long would you wager 
he's been missin'?” 
 
“Two months,” Willow said miserably. “You can't begin 
to believe how happy we are that you found him.” 
 



“I can imagine,” Spike grumbled, turning back to glance 
at the still trembling form. “You have no leads?” 
 
There was a pause, and Spike imagined Buffy shaking her 
head. “None. We have no idea what happened to him 
after he left that Saturday morning.” 
 
“He'll be okay though,” Willow suddenly asked, “right? 
I'm sure he will be. I mean, it's Xander we're talking 
about. Xander's not a knock-downable guy. He'll be 
fine...won't he?” 
 
The slight tremor in her voice, coupled with his emotions, 
made Spike swallow audibly, forcing the unwanted tears 
away. 
 
“Spike? Sweetie?” 
 
“M'fine,” he answered roughly in response to Buffy's 
question. “Just...long day. S'all.” 
 
“We're sorry we didn't call,” Willow said quietly. 
 
Spike sighed. “Don't blame you. If Xan didn't wanna say 
anythin', wild dogs wouldn't drag it outta him. Sorry I 
vented out on you lot.” 



 
“Don't be; you've earned the right to vent,” Buffy said. 
“We girls are tough stuff; we can handle it.” 
 
Spike nodded, starting as a familiar heartbeat began to 
thump a tad too fast for his liking. “Listen, I gotta get 
back to Xan. Keep lookin' for whatever could've done 
this, and...” 
 
“Call when we find something, we know, sweetie,” Buffy 
said softly. “Keep in touch, 'kay?” 
 
“Yeah,” Spike said, before abruptly hanging up. He 
hurried over to Xander's side to find the young man 
tossing and turning, whimpering pitifully as he tried to 
escape something in his mind. 
 
Spike bit his lip, wishing he knew how to help. It seemed 
like Xander was trapped in a nightmare, and Spike 
remembered what he'd used to do whenever he'd been 
awakened by Xander's thudding heart and labored 
breathing. Gentle, soothing touches and whispered 
assurances that all would be fine, be all right. He was 
with Spike. He was safe. 
 
Spike swallowed, brushing away his tears as he gently 



laid a hand on Xander's arm. Xander jerked away, the 
whimpering turning into a low wail. 
 
“Xander, luv, please,” Spike pleaded. “You're all right. I 
promise. It's me, Spike. I've got you. You're safe. I 
promise pet. Won't let anythin' hurt you. Spike's gonna 
take care of you. I'm here, luv...” 
 
Xander's whimpers began to lessen, and Spike continued 
what he hoped was a calming mantra of promises, before 
once more laying his hand on Xander's arm. Xander 
flinched but didn't pull away. 
 
Spike slowly began to rub his arm, whispering 
reassurances all the while. When Xander's heartbeat 
began to finally calm, and the whimpers had faded to 
almost nothing, Spike let himself relax. His brow was 
creased with worry, and he closed his eyes, trying not to 
envision the thing that had done this to his beautiful, 
strong Xander. 
 
He fell asleep a few moments later, emotionally and 
physically drained.  

Part Four 



 
Soft. Soft and comfy and...warm. Finally, warm. Sinks 
back into warmth, not wanting to let it go. 
 
Eyes open, wide open at sharp noises, crash, bang, hurts 
again, doesn't care. Knows there will be more hurt soon. 
 
Puzzled now, looks around room. Different, not cold or 
hard. Warm, soft, almost feels safe. Shakes head, 
watches room spin from dizziness. Not safe. Never safe. 
 
Tries to become tiny, wraps arms around legs, shivering 
even though warm. Hurts so bad, so bad... Hears more 
noises from other room, has to be things to bring more 
hurt, so scared, so scared, can't help it, whimpers in fear, 
wants safety. 
 
Noises stop. Footsteps coming this way, oh no, 
nononono, whimpered, shouldn't have, so sorry, please 
pleasepleaseplease no more hurt... Shaking again, more 
hurt if can't stop, has to stop, no shaking, shaking is bad. 
'Why the fuck are you shaking so bad?! Trying to tell me 
you're cold? You're used to cold bodies, you fucking 
faggot.' 
 
Someone's there now, looks up, sees...him. His face. He 



really came. Looks over rest of him, then looks up at his 
head. Just a joke again; not him. Never him. 'I don't ever 
want to see you again, ever, Spike.' Never see him again. 
 
Person moves forward, hands reaching out. Oh no, nono, 
was good, please, didn't shake, didn't make noise, 
nononopleaseno... 
 
Person doesn't look happy. In trouble now. Person moves 
again, has to get away, has to try... Pushes off onto 
harder surface, whimpers, hurts again, has to keep 
moving, can hear voice calling out, sounds like him, can't 
be. Hands touch shoulders, wails and pushes off, stuck 
now, nowhere to go, whimpers, hides in corner. Knows 
hurt will come now, lots of hurt, in trouble. Lots of 
trouble. Closes eyes, shakes and rocks, make it stop, 
make it stop, makeitstop makeitstop....  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Spike was putting away the dishes when he heard the 
whimper. If it hadn't been for his vampiric abilities, he 
wouldn't have heard it at all. Putting down the dishes, he 
headed out with a beaming smile, aware that Xander was 
awake. Finally, he'd get some answers, maybe even find 



out who did this damage to the person he loved. 
 
When he stepped in, though, his eyes locked on terrified 
brown ones in front of him. There was a blink of awe, 
recognition, but that quickly faded as soon as it had 
come. 
 
Spike frowned, stepping towards the frightened young 
man. “Xander? Luv?” he called softly, heading over to 
take the young man in his arms. 
 
With a whimper Xander shoved off the couch, eyes wildly 
darting around for the exit. Any exit. “Xander, it's me,” 
Spike tried again, easily catching up with the weakened 
man. He lightly touched Xander's shoulders, then jumped 
back as Xander wailed and crawled into a nearby corner, 
where he curled up, rocking back and forth, whimpering 
all the while. 
 
Spike stared, forcing his breakfast back down. He'd 
expected some fear from Xander, after having seen the 
abuse the young man had endured. But this went well 
beyond what he'd thought would happen. There was 
fear. No, terror. Just a hint of recognition when he'd seen 
Spike, but that was it. 
 



“Xander?” he tried again, but Xander merely whimpered 
louder, shaking violently. 
 
Spike could feel the fury, the rage, boiling inside of him. 
He wanted to scream, to find the motherfuckers who had 
done this to his precious boy and torture them in worse 
ways then they had done to Xander. Though, looking at 
Xander now, he wasn't sure if that was possible. 
 
He forced himself to be calm. Xander didn't need anger 
right now; he needed safety and comforting. 
 
Cautiously Spike settled himself down next to the 
huddled form in the corner. “Xander, luv, it's me,” he 
said quietly. 
 
Xander flinched and continued to whimper, all the while 
clenching his worn muscles, as if trying to stop his 
shaking. “I'm not gonna hurt you, I promise,” Spike said, 
before backing away slowly. He'd give Xander some 
space, let the young man come to him. If it took hours of 
sitting there crouched next to him to do it, then so be it. 
Spike had nothing else he'd rather be doing anyways. 
Xander was his top priority right now. He almost snorted. 
When hadn't the brunette been? 
 



Xander turned to him, bloodshot eyes wide with terror. 
“I'm not gonna hurt you,” Spike repeated softly, holding 
his hands up in a surrender sort of way. Please pet, 
c'mon, answer me, trust me, show me you're all right... 
 
Xander curled back up, his eyes locked on the vampire 
the entire time. Spike could tell that he was forcing his 
eyes open. Spike didn't even want to think about why 
Xander thought he couldn't sleep. Spike reached out 
towards the young man one last time, but Xander merely 
choked back a sob and pushed himself further into the 
wall. 
 
“Right then,” Spike whispered, standing slowly so as not 
to spook the boy any further. Xander flinched all the 
same, shutting his eyes tight and hanging his head as if 
accepting his doomed fate. Spike's stomach lurched at 
the thought, and it took two swallows to push the bile 
back down. He headed over to the sofa, taking the 
blanket he'd given Xander the night before, and brought 
it over to the young man. Gingerly he knelt, extending 
the blanket towards Xander. He desperately needed to 
see if the wounds were healing, but there was no way 
Spike was risking that until Xander was fast asleep. 
 
Xander stared at the blanket in a confused manner. “Go 



ahead and take it,” Spike told him, then blinked as 
Xander did exactly that. Xander held the blanket in his 
hands and continued to stare at it. 
 
He's waitin' for another order, Spike realized with a start. 
The minute I find those bastards, I'm gonna rip their balls 
out and feed 'em to 'em, but not before I... 
 
His fists had clenched at the thought of what he was 
going to do when he found the persons responsible for 
Xander's pain, but he hadn't noticed. Xander had, 
however, and quick as he could his arms were up around 
his head, as if to shield him from a soon to be dealt blow. 
 
The movement was fast enough to catch Spike's 
attention, who immediately unclenched his fists. “No,” 
Spike breathed, tears pooling in his eyes. “No,” he said a 
little louder, dropping to his knees beside Xander. 
“Xander, luv, sit up. M'not cross with you, it's at them. 
The ones who did this to you.” Xander made no 
response, continuing to tremble on the floor. The minute 
Spike shifted backwards, Xander immediately dropped 
his arms and scurried back again. 
 
Spike closed his eyes for a brief instant, trying to picture 
Xander a different way. Eyes bright and shining as he 



laughed at the demon slime that now covered Spike. 
Face flushed and anxious as he waited for Spike to make 
the first move. Lips red and swollen after he'd said, “To 
hell with waiting,” and had crushed his lips to Spike's. 
Keeping those images in mind, Spike glanced back up at 
the Xander he had now. Broken, haunted, terrified. 
 
“Xander, look at me,” he said, as coaxing as he could. 
Xander continued to shake, but kept his head turned 
away. “Please, luv,” he whispered. “M'not gonna hurt 
you. Promise. Just...look at me, please?” 
 
Slowly Xander raised his head, trying to still his shaking 
once more. Spike gave a small smile as he gazed into 
brown eyes. Glassy, dull, brown eyes, but he'd take what 
he could get. “That's good. You're doing good,” Spike 
crooned, keeping his smile on for Xander's sake. 
 
Xander said nothing, but his trembling had slowed for 
another reason besides that he was forcing it to stop. His 
thumb moved back and forth over the blanket, his eyes 
back down to a normal size. 
 
“Just rest, Xan,” he whispered, “Just rest.” 
 
He stood once more, leaving the young man on the floor. 



There was no way that Xander was going to get up any 
time soon. Still...Spike paused, before turning back to the 
calming, yet suspicious, Xander. “If you need somethin', 
anythin', call me. Hell, make a noise, any noise. I'll hear 
you, and come runnin', all right? And you can sleep on 
the sofa if you want. Don't have to stay on the cold 
floor.” 
 
Spike expected the shivering to start again, which it did. 
With one last glance at Xander he headed into the 
kitchen to resume putting away the dishes. The images of 
Xander that he had placed in his mind were still there, 
and his eyes began to burn as he realized that Xander 
might not be coming back. No more smiles, no more 
laughing, no more kisses, no more lov... 
 
Spike braced himself against the counter and finally 
allowed himself to cry.  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Five 



 

The thing that bothered him the most had been the no 
recognition. Absolutely none in Xander's eyes, which 
made him wonder just where Xander had gone. 
 
When Spike had been taken by the Initiative, he'd found 
a small stamp on the back of his wrist. It had been a 
serial number and tiny barcode, and Spike had been 
thankful it had washed off. The chip had been enough of 
a reminder of his encounter with the government. 
 
Xander was asleep again, but he was sleeping up against 
the sofa, blanket spread over him, fingers clutching the 
fabric as if afraid it would be taken from him. Spike's sofa 
was tilted against a corner, which gave the seated a 
perfect view of the entire room. All the doors, every 
coming and going, all perfectly viewed from the sofa. 
 
Xander, Spike was sure, had set himself up there in a sort 
of defense. To better be able to see what was going on. 
 
Spike sighed and rubbed at his eyes. He didn't know 
when Xander had last fed, but judging from how he 
looked, it didn't look like it had been recently. Which 
meant he'd have to take everything slowly. 



 
Slowly required patience, which Spike didn't have. That 
had always been Xander's forte: careful and calm and 
everything Spike usually wasn't. They'd been so good 
together. 
 
But first things first: find out where Xander had been. 
Preferably before Xander woke up. 
 
Quietly Spike rose from the kitchen table and headed 
into the living room. Xander was curled up in a ball, still 
shivering. He'd check the neck, wrists, anywhere he 
might find a sign of...something. He wasn't sure if 
knowing would help him figure out how to help Xander, 
but maybe it was just wanting to know who had taken 
away the beautiful man Spike had fallen in love with. 
 
Carefully he knelt, reaching over and gently pulling the 
blanket away. No scars on the wrists, besides a raw red 
that suggested Xander had been tied up with ropes. Or 
maybe Xander had gotten desperate and hadn't seen any 
other way out. 
 
Shut up, he told his mind, firmly putting any thoughts of 
Xander committing suicide out of his mind. Xander 
wasn't a quitter, and that made the thought even worse. 



 
Nothing on his ankles or his head. And nothing on his 
neck...wait. What was... 
 
A small line extended about an inch across the back of 
Xander's neck. It almost looked like a crease line, but a 
closer inspection showed dried blood. Two half circles 
facing outward decorated the ends of the line. The line 
itself was precise and straight, which made it even odder 
when the other injuries on Xander weren't. 

 
 

 

Spike sat back on his heels, puzzled. It didn't look like a 
symbol the government would use, but it didn't look 
like...well, anything else Spike had seen. He needed to 
look through the books and see what he could find. 
 
Unfortunately, the books were back in Sunnydale: he'd 
gifted them to Willow before he'd left. Damn. Which 
meant he had to call them and tell them about it. Double 
damn. 
 



With a sigh he stood and headed for the phone in his 
room. This should be fun. 
 
Not. 
 
He dialed up the long-memorized number and waited 
patiently for it to answer. “Summers' residence,” Buffy 
answered, sounding tired. 
 
“Hello pet,” he said quietly. 
 
“Spike!” she exclaimed, and the weariness faded from 
her voice. He gave a small smile at that. She wasn't a 
quitter. Just like Xander. 
 
The smile faded at that. “...been waiting to hear from 
you, and it's not good, is it?” she asked, her voice 
softening from the excited beginning. 
 
Spike sighed. “No. I...where the hell do I start, Buffy? 
He's...he's...” 
 
“How about starting at the beginning, and waiting until I 
can get into my room?” Willow said suddenly. Spike 
rolled his eyes. Damn portable phones. She had them all 
over the bloody house. And on one line too. It made 



private conversations a lot harder. 
 
Of course, it made them slightly easier as well. He didn't 
want to have to repeat this twice. 
 
“Okay buster, what's going on?” Willow demanded. 
 
“He's broken,” Spike said simply. Silence reigned on the 
other end, so he continued. “I...when he fell into my 
place, literally, I was just so surprised to see him, I didn't 
really even think things through. They left physical marks 
all over him. He's a masterpiece of bruises and cuts and 
dried blood.” 
 
“Why do I sense a 'but' coming?” Buffy asked. Her voice 
shook, but she managed to stay calm. 
 
The hard part, then. Of course. “S'not just physical 
damage, pet,” he said softly. “Mentally, he's...he's not 
even Xander anymore. He didn't even recognize me.” 
 
He heard murmured cursing on the other end, along with 
a few words he wasn't aware they knew how to say. 
“Where is he now?” Willow asked. She didn't sound 
nearly as calm as Buffy, but she was hanging on. 
 



Spike almost dropped his jaw, then figured it wouldn't do 
him any good. They wouldn't see it anyways. “With me, 
you twit,” he snapped. “Think I'm gonna let him out of 
my sight? He's in the livin' room, curled up on the floor. I 
couldn't get him back onto the sofa. But listen, I need 
your help. Found somethin', and I don't have the books 
to look it up with.” 
 
“Couldn't get him...!” Willow exclaimed. 
 
“What did you need?” Buffy asked, keeping the 
conversation on track. 
 
Spike sent her a mental thanks. If he went on to explain 
just why he thought Xander wouldn't get on the sofa, he 
wasn't going to last very long. “It's an image. One 
horizontal line 'bout two inches long. It's got arcs on each 
end, with the two tips facin' away from the line. Symbol 
of some type, but I'll be damned if I know what it is.” 
 
“Where did you find this?” she asked. 
 
Spike inhaled sharply. “What do you think?” he said, his 
voice dangerously low. 
 
Silence. “We'll see what we can do,” Buffy said, sounding 



tired again. He hated to put this on her; he knew she was 
dealing with problems with Dawn and taking over things 
since her mom was gone. He didn't have a choice, 
though. And he knew she'd want in on it. 
 
There was a small click on the line, signaling Willow's 
departure. “I should go,” she said softly. “Take care of 
Xander, okay? And don't worry about the recognizing 
thing. Angel didn't know me from Celine Dion when he 
came back from hell. There's only so much the brain can 
process at once. In the meantime, think of doing 
something different to your hair. I still can't believe you 
let it grow out. No more bleached Big Bad,” she teased. 
 
Spike shrugged. “Had to do somethin' with my time. 
Figured goin' back to my natural roots would give me 
somethin' to watch. Xander always wanted to see me 
without the...” He stopped, swallowing convulsively. 
Xander had wanted to see him without the bleach. When 
Spike had been late to bleach it one month, Xander had 
pestered him to grow it out to its natural state. He'd said 
the curls were, unfortunately, adorable, and that had 
been the end of Spike even considering the matter. 
 
“We'll get him back, sweetie,” Buffy said. “I promise.” 
 



Spike nodded, hearing the final click that said the call was 
done. He hung up the phone, then set it on the table, 
resting his head in his hands. 
 
If only Xander recognized him...why hadn't he? It just...it 
didn't make sense. If Xander would've recognized 
anyone, he would've thought it would be him. Unless 
Xander had really hated him that much. 
 
His gut churned at the thought. Xander had wanted him 
out of his life so badly, he'd forced Spike away from his 
thoughts, his memories. Had simply moved on. 
 
Well, Spike had moved away. He supposed it would only 
be fair for Xander to forget about him, replace him with 
someone else, but it just hurt. What hurt even more was 
that it was his fault for all of it. He'd said the words that 
had ended the best relationship he'd ever had. 
 
But for Xander to not even recognize him? Surely, he 
couldn't have turned to magic, to make the pain stop? 
Xander was just as wary of magic as Spike was. 
 
If it had hurt badly enough, though... 
 
Agitatedly he ran his fingers through his hair, the feel of 



the soft curls helping to soothe him. Xander had used to 
do that. Free his hair from the gel, then gently massage 
his scalp, tangling his fingers in the curls he'd loosened. 
Like Spike had done for Xander when he didn't feel good. 
He'd rub his sides, or massage his temple, a small gesture 
to let him know he was... 
 
Spike froze, fingers still in his hair. Of course. He couldn't 
believe he'd been that stupid. It was... 
 
He ran into his bedroom, looking into the mirror that 
Willow had enchanted for him. He could see himself 
now, pale skin, faded black jeans, tight black t-shirt, bold 
blue eyes, and naturally brown, curly hair. He hadn't 
bleached it since he'd left. 
 
“You git,” he muttered under his breath. He was an 
absolute idiot. No wonder Xander hadn't recognized him. 
In the mental state he was in, he would've seen Spike as 
unfamiliar. 
 
That was something he knew he could fix, however. He 
headed out, giving Xander one last glance. He was 
sleeping fitfully against the sofa still, but sleeping 
nonetheless. Quietly he grabbed his jacket and headed 
out, praying Xander wouldn't wake before he returned.  



 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Room is still soft, and...warm. Soft, warm blanket 
wrapped around, and for once, feels rested. And warm. 
Can feel tears in eyes, but quickly blinks them away. 
Good tears, but tears still. Get in trouble, still not sure if 
rules are changed again. If they were... 
 
Starts shaking again. Thought safety had been reached. 
Remembered people chasing. Ran, ran, couldn't run 
anymore. Heard his name, kept going. Shivered in the 
cold outside the building, heard the word Spike and 
Nevada and had kept going. Yells around, going on, have 
to go on, could feel him calling. Promising safety. 
Warmth. 
 
Had the safety. Had the warmth. Didn't have him. 
 
Rushing sounds again. Pulls blanket tight around, backs 
away farther, farther, never good enough. Wasn't for 
him. He left. Made him leave. Come back, come back, 
pleasepleaseplease come back. Need him. Can't find him. 
Needs... 
 



Door opens, but no bang. Forces shivering away, looks 
up, and...him. Small smile, black clothes, white hair, HIM. 
He came. Safety. Warmth. HIM. 
 
Crying now, running forward, hurts so much but doesn't 
care. Grabs him, holds him close, won't let him leave this 
time. Needs him. 
 
Spike. 

 

 

 
 

 

Xander whimpered and pulled him closer, forcing Spike 
to fall to his knees. He didn't care. 
 
He'd bleached his hair, then had carefully slicked it back, 
just like it used to have been. He'd slowly opened the 
door, and had found Xander in the living room, flinching 
at the noise. He'd tentatively raised his eyes, and 
suddenly, he'd frozen. He'd stared at Spike, then had 
darted forward, making a keening sound as he'd 
wrapped his arms around Spike's legs. 



 
He'd given Spike a look like he'd been the Holy Grail, long 
looked for but never found. Treasure in a cave. 
Something so precious, too precious, like Xander couldn't 
believe it was for him. 
 
And he'd recognized him. He'd finally recognized him. 
 
Hesitantly Spike reached around, his arms and hands just 
brushing against Xander. Xander immediately pushed 
himself into Spike's embrace, the keening slowly 
subsiding. With tears streaming down his face Spike held 
him tight. 
 
He had some part of Xander back.  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Six 

Two hours later, and Xander still hadn't let go of him. Not 
that Spike was complaining, mind. He'd managed to get 
Xander onto the sofa after twenty or so minutes on the 



floor. Even as they'd shifted from a hard floor to a soft 
couch, Xander had gripped Spike's hand tightly, 
whimpering if he went even two inches from him. When 
they'd finally taken their seats, Xander had immediately 
curled up with Spike again, fingers digging into Spike's 
skin to the point of pain. 
 
Spike said nothing. He was still happy at having Xander 
back. 
 
The man still had yet to say anything. But he'd recognized 
Spike, and that was a wonderful start. 
 
Enough to maybe...recognize other things? Like clothes? 
Or a bath, maybe. Spike desperately wanted to get him 
clean, and make sure his wounds weren't getting worse. 
To get him in something better than sackcloth. 
 
Xander's stomach rumbled, and the man stiffened in 
Spike's arms. Baby steps first. Then he'd see to other 
things. 
 
“You really should eat somethin',” Spike told him softly. 
Xander flinched automatically at the sudden sound in the 
otherwise silent room. It tore Spike up inside to watch. 
Baby steps, he had to remind himself. “How about 



soup?” he suggested. “Got some chicken noodle or 
tomato. It'd be nice and warm, and it'd taste good.” 
 
At the word 'warm' Xander began to relax. Spike inwardly 
gave a cheer. Baby steps, yes, but his baby was at the 
head of the class. They'd get through this. “Soup it is, 
then,” he said, shifting forward. Xander whimpered and 
clung to Spike. 
 
Spike gently took Xander's hand in his. “Not goin' 
anywhere without you,” he promised. “You can go with 
me. All right?” Carefully he began to move off of the 
sofa. Xander moved with him every step of the way, still 
clutching Spike as if afraid he'd leave him. 
 
“That's it,” Spike cooed. “You're doin' fine, luv.” They 
rose to standing, Xander's hand shaking in his. His eyes 
darted to the floor anxiously, then back up to Spike. “You 
don't need to be on the floor, Xander,” he said. “You can 
stand.” 
 
The trembling worsened, and Xander cast another look 
at the floor. Spike frowned as his heart began to beat 
wildly in his chest. “Xander, stand with me,” he said, 
trying an order. He gave a small shudder as he did so, 
however. But it was the only way, and it was for Xander's 



good. He needed to realize that he didn't need to crawl 
on the floor anymore. He'd only aggravate his injuries. He 
stepped forward, giving Xander a encouraging smile 
when the man did the same. “That's it, Xan. You've got it. 
You've...” 
 
Xander stumbled and landed against Spike, shivering 
violently. Spike, unprepared for the sudden force, fell to 
the ground, with Xander on top of him. He continued to 
shiver and refused to rise as Spike did so. “Xander, 
c'mon,” Spike tried to coax. “You just need to try again. 
You can do this. You don't need to stay on the floor.” 
 
Xander didn't move. Spike forced back his sigh and 
stepped forward, reaching out to the man. He paused, 
however, when Xander began to stand. Or rather, tried 
to. 
 
Spike watched in silence as Xander braced his hands 
against the floor, then pulled his knees under him. When 
he placed his foot against the ground, however, he 
stumbled back down. 
 
Before he could curl up on himself, however, Spike was 
pulling him into his arms. “Wish you could've said 
something,” he murmured. “Xander, luv, I didn't know 



you were still...” He cut himself off. Of course Xander was 
still hurting. Still weak. Spike was an idiot. 
 
Well, that had been proved before. When he'd let Xander 
go. Or rather, forced him to. 
 
He brushed his thoughts away and carried Xander into 
the kitchen. Still so light. He'd change that, too. 
 
Carefully he made sure that Xander was seated 
comfortably in his chair, then moved back to the 
cupboards. “Let's try tomato. Was always your favorite. 
The girls used to tease us, sayin' I had my red liquid-y 
nourishment, and you had yours.” He pulled a can out, 
then turned to get the can opener. A slight movement 
caught his eye, and he glanced over at Xander. 
 
Xander was sitting rigid in the chair, wide and terrified 
eyes locked on Spike. He reached his arms out to Spike, 
hands out, as if begging Spike to rescue him. 
 
From what? 
 
Spike forgot his search and hurried over to Xander, and 
was immediately holding him. Shaky hands patted down 
Spike's back, ensuring that Spike was real. “I'm here, 



pet,” he whispered, resting his head on Xander's 
shoulder. “I'm here.” 
 
Xander said nothing, merely burrowing himself in closer. 
 
When Xander's stomach growled again, Spike reluctantly 
let go. Xander whimpered and began to follow, but with 
one hand Spike was able to keep him seated. “I'm right 
here,” he said, backing away but keeping his eyes locked 
on Xander. It wasn't going to be an easy feat, trying to 
find an utensil with his eyes on the man in front of him, 
but if it reassured Xander, then he'd do it. He'd jump for 
the bloody moon if he had to. 
 
He began to rummage around in the drawer, and he 
grimaced as his hands bumped into all sorts of sharp 
objects. None of which were the can opener. Damn. 
 
He turned quickly, reaching into the drawer and finding 
the utensil he wanted with ease. Of course. Behind him, 
he heard a small thump and knew Xander was on the 
floor. He sighed and hung his head. What use were his 
vampire skills if he couldn't even find a can opener 
without looking? 
 
He turned back to assure Xander that he was there and 



he wasn't going anywhere, but Xander was sitting in 
front of the chair, looking much more relieved. He wasn't 
even making any move to reach Spike. 
 
Spike frowned. He felt like he should be knowing 
something, but not getting what. Like earlier, with 
Xander needing to be on the ground to rest. Except he'd 
had a chair to rest in this time. 
 
A sudden, horrid thought crossed his mind, and Spike 
desperately wanted it to not be true. “What's wrong with 
the chair?” he asked quietly, moving forward and pulling 
out another chair. He gestured towards it, giving Xander 
a smile. “You can sit here if you want. It's got a cushion 
on it and everythin'.” 
 
Spike inched the chair forward, and Xander was scurrying 
backwards, his eyes locked on the piece of furniture. 
 
Unwanted images sprang to Spike's mind. Xander being 
forced down into a chair, strapped in, needles being 
pushed into him as he screamed for help. Or maybe the 
chair had been electrified, and it had shocked him until 
he'd cried for no more. 
 
Spike pushed the chair back, heading over to Xander and 



kneeling, pulling him into his arms. He should never have 
left. Xander could've died, and Spike would never have 
known, too absorbed in trying to live on his own. Live 
without Xander. 
 
“I'm so sorry,” he whispered, feeling tears burn his eyes. 
“Xander, I'm sorry...” 
 
Xander clutched at him, rocking them both back and 
forth.  

Part Seven 

Spike opted to leave the bathroom door open for this. To 
let Xander know that he wasn't being trapped in here, 
that he had a way out. Not that he could really take it; he 
was too weak still. Spike had had to carry him in as it 
was. 
 
After they'd both calmed down, Spike more than Xander, 
they'd quietly eaten dinner together on the floor. Xander 
had stared at the soup, until Spike had taken a sip to 
show him it was fine. Xander had warily tried it, then had 
done the thing that had caused Spike to want to jump up 
and down in joy and sit down and cry at the same time: 
he'd given him a small smile. Just a tiny smile with wide 
eyes at being given something he probably had forgotten 



about. 
 
Carefully Spike set Xander down on the toilet seat, then 
reached over and turned on the knobs for a bath. There 
was no way this was going to be done in a shower. “Just 
a warm bath,” he said in a soothing tone. “That's all, luv. 
Warm bath. Get you clean, see if we can't double check 
on those nasty marks you've got. All right?” 
 
Xander didn't respond. Spike hadn't been expecting him 
to. He dipped his hand in, then turned off the knobs. Just 
the right temperature. “Ready?” Spike asked him, 
smiling. “Warm bath. It'll feel good.” 
 
Inwardly he was praying that there wouldn't be any 
episodes with this. So many common household items 
turned into ways to torture and destroy...C'mon baby, 
you can do this. It's just a bath. Please, just...don't let me 
see images of you...not that strong, pet. Please, Xan, 
please, don't let this be... 
 
Xander frowned at Spike, obviously not catching on. 
When Spike gestured to the tub, however, Xander's eyes 
locked on the bath. His face was expressionless, and he 
continued to sit on the toilet lid, staring at the water. 
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It had probably been so long since he'd seen one, he 
didn't know what it was. Carefully Spike dipped his hand 
down, letting the water flow in his fingers. “See?” he said 
softly. “Just warm bath water. That's all it is. Nothin' to 
be afraid of.” 
 
Xander still didn't move. Slowly Spike stood, drying his 
hand on his pants. He reached over, gently taking 
Xander's arm and pulling him to standing. He frowned 
when Xander resisted. “Xander?” 
 
Xander was doing more than resisting: he had his fingers 
grabbing under the lid, digging in to ensure he wasn't 
going anywhere. When Spike continued to try and raise 
him, Xander squeezed even tighter and pushed his heels 
against the floor, fighting him every inch of the way. 
 
“Luv, I have to get you clean,” Spike pleaded. “I'll be right 
here, I promise. Nothin's gonna hurt you. I swear, pet. I 
just...Xander, please...” 
 
Xander's fingers loosened for a fraction of a second, and 
suddenly Spike had him on his feet. He stumbled back at 
the unexpected weight against him, managing to stop 
them both from tumbling onto his ass. 
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A cry ripped from Xander's throat, and suddenly Spike 
was on his ass, watching as Xander tried to scramble 
away. He made it to the door before Spike grabbed him 
by the ankle. Xander kicked and fought, whimpering as 
he desperately attempted to get away. So much for 
letting Xander know he had a way out. 
 
Spike crawled forward, wrapping his arms around Xander 
to still him. “Shhh, hush,” he whispered, holding him 
close. Xander continued fighting him, but Spike remained 
stubborn, not even considering releasing his charge. Who 
knew where Xander would go? To the outer room, or just 
outside? He should've kept the door closed, but he'd 
wanted Xander to not feel trapped, which he was now... 
 
Xander began to calm some, still making tiny noises in 
the back of his throat. Spike closed his eyes and ran his 
fingers through Xander's matted hair, feeling the cool tile 
pressing against his side as they laid there. All the other 
times after Spike had bleached his hair once more, 
Xander had run to him for help. Trusting Spike to keep 
him safe. 
 
This, however, was obviously something he thought was 
out of Spike's control. 
 



When Xander was finally still, Spike continued to keep his 
fingers in his hair, but his other arm was slowly pulling 
him up to sitting. Xander sighed and let himself be 
moved, his own eyes closing sleepily. He rested his head 
against Spike's chest, and Spike mentally got out the 
whips and chains: he was going to beat himself bloody 
for doing this, but it had to be done. 
 
Before Xander could fight Spike had him up and in his 
arms. By the time Xander had registered what Spike was 
doing the vampire had already stepped into the bath and 
was in the process of setting them both down. 
 
Xander tried to push Spike away, twisting in order to get 
out of his hold. It only succeeded in causing him to touch 
the water with the back of his head. 
 
Xander screamed, sending icy shivers down Spike's back. 
He pulled Xander up and back against him, holding him 
close as Xander began to sob. Their feet and legs were 
now completely submerged in the six inch water, but it 
was enough to keep Xander clinging to Spike. 
 
Spike opened his mouth to apologize, but it came out as 
a choked sob of his own. He bit his lip and forced it back, 
telling himself he would cry later. He had to hold himself 



together. 
 
For Xander's sake.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Two hours later, and both were physically and 
emotionally exhausted. Xander had continued to fight 
Spike in the bath, sobbing and crying and screaming, 
making Spike very thankful his only neighbors were out 
of town for the week. Spike had had to fight him back, 
keep him from hurting himself in the tub while trying to 
get him clean. Even though he'd been the most careful 
he could be, Xander had still banged his knee and arm 
against the sides. Both were bruising beautifully, thanks 
to the lack of nutrition and blood. 
 
Finally Xander had calmed down. Spike had sent up a 
silent prayer of thanks and had gone to work on washing 
Xander's cuts, but when he'd gently touched the man's 
arm, Xander had flinched and turned away. He'd let Spike 
do whatever he'd wanted to him, but the message had 
been sent: he no longer trusted Spike. 
 
Spike had gotten them out, dried Xander off, then carried 



him into the spare bedroom to sleep. It was right next to 
Spike's, and would make it easy for him to hear if 
anything went wrong while they slept. Not that Spike 
was going to be sleeping anytime soon. 
 
He rubbed at his raw eyes, feeling tears welling up again. 
Was this how he'd made Xander feel? When he'd pushed 
him away, said... 
 
Should follow Anya's example and leave before I say 
somethin' I don't mean, like “I love you”. 
 
Spike shuddered, glancing down at the table. He'd made 
Xander think that he hadn't cared about him, made him 
feel like nothing. Enough to make the man have to leave, 
too. He hadn't been able to stand Sunnydale anymore 
than Spike had. That's probably why he'd taken the job 
someplace else. Just to get out. 
 
But to know that that person no longer cared, thought 
they hated you, didn't want to be anywhere near you 
because you were THAT revolting...this was how he'd 
made Xander feel with just his words. 
 
It felt like his whole world was going to fall apart. Made 
him want to cry, to beat his fists against the wall, to 



plead forgiveness for something, everything he'd done. It 
literally made him feel insane. 
 
Bring on the insanity. He'd done the same to Xander, 
thinking only of his own pride when he'd said the words. 
As much as it had pained him afterwards to have lost 
Xander, he hadn't realized just how much hurt he'd 
caused Xander. 
 
The wounds were looking better than before. Still bad 
enough that Spike would have to watch them for some 
time. Xander would take a few weeks to heal. 
 
Physically. Mentally...Spike wasn't sure he ever COULD 
heal mentally. He didn't even know where to start there. 
 
He rubbed his eyes again in an attempt to stop the tears. 
Dammit, he was a master vampire! They didn't cry every 
time something bad happened. In fact, they were usually 
the ones laughing. Tears at all were something vampires 
didn't do. Not for anyone, anything. 
 
But Xander had always brought out unusual emotions in 
Spike. Made him genuinely laugh when Xander'd done 
the Snoopy dance for him for the first time. Made him 
genuinely smile when Xander had bought him a Sex 



Pistols CD for no reason other than he saw it and thought 
of him. Made him genuinely scared when a demon had 
sliced at Xander's leg, then genuinely pissed off when 
Xander tried to walk home on it. 
 
Now he was genuinely crying. Because the thought of 
Xander not ever being Xander again hurt. He needed to 
see the smiles, the jokes, the badly timed sword swings. 
 
He wasn't sure which thought hurt more: Xander never 
coming back, or Xander coming back, only to go home to 
Sunnydale, wanting nothing to do with him. 
 
He'd brought it on himself. He'd shoved the only person 
that really, truly made him happy and cared about him 
away because of something so tiny. But for once, he'd 
wanted to come out on top in the fight. He'd gotten his 
wish, and had come out number one. 
 
And alone. 
 
Spike closed his eyes and let the tears flow.  

 
 
 



 
 

Part Eight 

Wakes up gasping for air. Chest hurts, doesn't feel right. 
Feels wet. Because of him. Was supposed to be helping, 
not hurting. 
 
Chest burns, remembers to breathe. Chest stops hurting. 
Wishes everything would stop hurting. Mind, body, 
heart. Everything's jumbled like a puzzle. Can't put the 
pieces back together. Wrong. Thought it was better to 
stay in pieces; it's what...what th...what theyyyy... 
 
Whimpers and covers head. Can't think about th...yeah. 
Hurts too much. Made pain. Hurt soso bad. Still hurts. 
 
White hair, black clothes used to be safety. And 
then...then he brought pain in. Where the water comes 
in, surrounds, makes more hurt... 
 
He remembers being shoved in for the first time. Yelling 
and pounding on the glass surrounding the tub, asking 
them if giving him a bath is really supposed to scare him. 
 
The first spray hit him in the face hard, causing him to 



gasp. Then the next one, and the next, until pretty soon it 
was an endless spray of cold, cold water, and the glass 
kept it all in the tub and past the tub, rising up to his neck 
until he couldn't breathe. When the water covered all of 
him, he was able to float up towards the top and push 
against the trap door. The one they'd shoved him 
through. The one that was bolted shut. 
 
Horrified, he remembered pounding against it, his lungs 
burning and his eyes tearing up even under water. His 
throat had closed up as he'd pounded one last time, then 
watched as if in a movie as his hands drifted away. He 
couldn't move them, couldn't move anything, and he 
briefly sent his final thoughts to Spike. Wondering where 
he was. If he ever thought of Xander. 
 
Then he remembered nothing until he found himself 
strapped down with a tube jammed down his throat, 
pulling out the water. Slowly. He'd dry retched for hours 
after they'd left him. 
 
“Xander?” 
 
Flinches at the sudden noise and looks up. Him in the 
doorway. Hair all messed up, looks worried. If he was 
worried, he would've let go. Wouldn't have left. Just 



gone away. Couldn't go back in there. Not where the 
water kept...kept rising, would've swallowed, drowned, 
couldn't breathe, need to breathe, he doesn't, but 
breathing has to... 
 
“Xander? Luv, you're hyperventilatin'. Breathe, Xan. You 
gotta breathe.” 
 
Knows that breathing has to happen. Hard to. Forgets 
more than remembers. Then the burning in the chest 
again, like in the water, and breathes quickly, just to 
forget THAT. Chokes on the air, feels his hand on the 
shirt. Shirt he gave. Soft. Big. Warmwarm. Used to love 
these shirts. 
 
Gently rubs shirt between fingers. Remembers when he 
bought a shirt for just being sick. Used to wear it 
everywhere, even when not sick. Felt special. Wanted. 
 
Loved. 
 
“Xan?” 
 
Cries, knowing th...can't hurt anymore. Can cry make 
noises no more painhurtstopstopstop! Safe now. Even if 
he can still reach. 



 
He does reach now, gently touches arm. “I'm...Xander, 
I'm sorry. For earlier. In the tub.” 
 
Turns, looks up. Not the only one crying. Tears down his 
face, eyes red and watery. Seen him laugh. Growl. Yell. 
Never saw him cry. Reaches up, touches the water on the 
cheek. Perfect cheek. Perfect face. Perfect him. 
 
He still lets touching happen, though. Even though the 
fingers touching are wrong. Dirty. Part of a messed up 
mess. Doesn't make sense. 
 
He breathes. Doesn't need to, does it anyways. “I don't 
know what...what happened. Any of it. But I'm tryin' to 
figure it out, luv. For you. I might have to do things until 
then that you might not like, and I'm so sorry, Xan. Wish 
you didn't have to hurt anymore.” 
 
Hand touching face, can feel the softcoolhis fingers going 
down face, calming calming again. Like he used to. 
 
“I know I hurt you,” continued. Sad, still. Don't like to see 
him sad. Not right. “Didn't want to. But I had to make 
sure everythin' was clean. All right? I...you're hurt badly, 
luv. Gotta keep the wounds clean. But I'm sorry Xander. I 



didn't mean to hurt you again.” 
 
Hand in hair now, soothing motion. Did it before he 
pulled into...into...tightens up, waits for it. 
 
Hand just keeps moving. Never stops. “Always seem to 
hurt you, no matter what I say or do. Wish I could talk 
with you. There was a time I hated listenin' to you babble 
on,” chuckled but doesn't sound happy. “But now...even 
when I left, I missed it. Tried listenin' to music, to the 
telly, nothin' worked. Needed you, your voice, Xander. 
Can you even talk anymore at all?” 
 
Talk? Talk means voice means tonguethroatwords. 
Words are bad. Remembers what happened when words 
were used. For every word, a scar. A hit. Thought the 
words had stopped, then had said one final word. Was 
just so scared, so tired, wanted safety, wanted warmth, 
wanted to be held, cared for, wanted at all, called out to 
him. Made th...themmm mad. Used his name. Took 
metal, made sure the word wouldn't be forgotten. Put it 
where it'd be felt whenever a step was taken. Hurt so 
much, all the time... 
 
“Shhh...” 
 



Soft voice, his voice, suddenly in his arms. “S'okay,” hears 
whispered. “Don't have to talk. We'll work on it, Xan. 
Just...just calm down, luv. Gonna shake yourself to 
pieces.” 
 
Hears pain and whimpering, realizes it's not from him, 
tries to stop the noise. “You can make any kind of noise 
you want, Xander. Talk, scream, yell, cry...nothin' I 
haven't done. If you ever come back, I'm never gonna tell 
you to shut up again. Even when you're babblin' on 'bout 
bloody Star Trek, so help me, I'll sit and record every 
word just to hear you again.” 
 
More tears from him, feel them in hair, on skin. Holds 
tight, hoping he won't hurt again. Can't do it. Too much 
to try and remember to forget. Forget and hopefully not 
remember. Too much. 
 
“Miss you so bloody much...” 
 
Lets him hold on, rocking front back front back. 
Feels...good. Yeah. Feels good.  

 
 
 



 
 

Part Nine 

“It's not gonna hurt you Xan. I promise. It's good for 
you.” 
 
No response. 
 
Spike sighed and held out the spoonful of aspirin. It 
would work a lot faster if Xander just swallowed the pills, 
but there was no way Spike was trying that. He did need 
to give the inflamed areas some relief, though, and make 
sure they didn't stay flared up. 
 
Unfortunately, Spike couldn't drink this. Which meant 
Xander wasn't trusting it. 
 
“Xan, luv, just drink it,” Spike pleaded. He was surprised 
Xander trusted him at all after last night. There was still a 
wariness there, and Xander often regarded him with a 
frown or a glimmer of fear. But he didn't jerk when 
touched. There was some hope that he could fix what 
he'd done wrong the day before. 
 
“Just open up and swallow it down. It'll make you feel...” 



 
The phone rang, and Xander jumped nearly three feet in 
the air, before backing away and scampering into 
another room. “Better,” Spike finished with a resigned 
sigh. He carefully set the spoon of aspirin on the counter 
and went to pick up the phone, reminding himself 
mentally to unplug the damn thing. There were only two 
people that knew this number, though, and since they 
lived in the same household that meant it was... “Hello 
ladies.” 
 
“Hey you,” Buffy said. “How is he?” 
 
“Better and worse,” Spike replied, taking a seat. 
 
He could imagine the frown her face was making, and it 
almost made him smile. Xander had commented once, 
telling her she looked like a rabbit with her nose all 
scrunched up and twitching. 
 
Even Buffy's frown reminded him of a man that was 
gone. 
 
“Spike?” 
 
Spike shook himself and brought his attention back to 



the conversation. “Yeah, sorry. Mind wandered for a bit.” 
 
“You don't sound like you've had too much sleep,” she 
said, her worry disappearing, only to be replaced with 
motherly concern. It was only one attribute she'd picked 
up from Joyce. 
 
“You don't either,” he retorted. 
 
He hard a sharp inhale. “I'm a Slayer with duties,” she 
said, sounding irritated. “You know that.” 
 
“Yeah, and I'm a vamp with one single duty that means 
more than anythin'.” 
 
There was silence on the line, then she sighed. “I'm sorry. 
I didn't mean...” 
 
“No, should be me apologizin',” he admitted. “I threw it 
back at you. Just...long nights, you know?” 
 
“I know,” she said kindly. “'Splainy the better and 
worse.” 
 
Spike sighed heavily, listening briefly for a heartbeat. It 
was slowing, but not slowing too much, and it sounded 



like he was in the living room. “Got him to eat somethin' 
yesterday at lunch and today at breakfast. Not a whole 
lot; we'll work our way up.” 
 
“That's the better part, isn't it?” Buffy said wearily. 
 
Spike nodded. “Unfortunately. I had to make sure his 
injuries weren't gettin' worse, so I got a bath goin'. But 
I...” Made sure he couldn't escape. Scared him. Forced 
him in. Made him cry. Made him bruise. Betrayed him. 
“...had to...convince him to get in.” 
 
Silence. Then, “Do you want us to come up?” asked in a 
soft tone that suggested she was going to cry. 
 
“I...” Want help. NEED help. Fuck, need you, the whelp 
and Red to come make it right like you Scoobs always do, 
except I've got Xander, and you've got more of the world 
on your shoulders now that Joyce is gone, and Red's still 
smartin' from Tara needin' space... “...I'll let you lot know 
if I do.” 
 
“Don't overdo it. Promise me that, okay? The hardest 
thing to do sometimes is to ask for help. Wills and I are 
here for you. Okay?” 
 



Angel was a ponce, giving her up. But he was glad that 
Angel had: Buffy deserved someone better. He and 
Xander had always thought so. “Promise,” he said, giving 
a small smile. “What'd you call for, anyways? And why 
the hell isn't Red somewhere listenin' in?” 
 
She snorted. “Willow's out getting more books for 
research: why do you think I called now?” He had to grin 
at that. “But I just mainly wanted to see how you were 
doing.” 
 
“He'll get better,” Spike told her. 
 
When she answered, he could hear a sad smile in her 
voice. “I meant you, Spike. I knew he'd be fine in your 
hands.” 
 
The trust she placed in him so readily made his throat 
clog up. Xander had done the same thing. Placed his 
mind, his body, his heart all in Spike's hands. And what 
had Spike done with them? Twisted them. Pushed them 
away. Crumpled the heart into tiny pieces then walked all 
over it. He knew how it felt: he'd had it done to him too 
many times to not know. 
 
“Go take care of him: I've gotta go grab Dawn from 



school. And let us know if you find anything else.” 
 
“You haven't found anythin' on that mark, then?” 
 
A sigh. “Not yet. If we can't find anything, then I'll...call 
Angel,” she said, and Spike mentally cursed. 
 
“I'll call him, pet. Leave the soddin' ponce to me. All 
right?” 
 
“Spike, I...” 
 
“Will leave the call to me,” Spike emphasized. “I'll talk 
with Tall, Dark and Broody. Got it?” 
 
“If you're sure,” she said, trying to sound reluctant, but 
her relief was evident. 
 
They said their goodbyes, and Spike hung up, rubbing at 
his eyes. Angel was still too much of a sore spot for Buffy. 
When Glory had been a nasty Hell God out to take Dawn 
and kill Buffy, they'd called in for backup from him and 
his crew. He'd come charging in, and between them all 
they'd saved the day without the loss of life. When Anya 
had announced that she'd be leaving with Giles, Buffy 
had gone to let Angel know and thank him for helping. 



She'd found him getting his thank you from one Cordelia 
Chase. 
 
Not five minutes later, Buffy had come running out of the 
room, past the surprised group that was celebrating with 
tears streaming down her face. Xander had immediately 
run in to where Buffy had fled, with Spike right behind 
him. A story of a different place called Pylea, and how 
he'd been able to walk in the sun had emerged, and with 
it the realization that even once he'd come back, he 
could walk in the sun like a real boy. His soul had also 
been firmly stuck on. 
 
And he hadn't bothered to tell Buffy. 
 
Spike had been busy trying to restrain Xander from 
launching himself at Angel after that. They'd found Buffy 
later downstairs: calm, collected, and cool. Cool enough 
to be deemed cold to everyone. Once Angel had left, 
she'd turned sunny-side up again, proving that she was 
working out the issues her way. 
 
Xander and Spike had made a vow that in no way was 
she to ever have to talk or deal with Angel again. Not 
after that betrayal. The reason he'd left, the reason 
they'd split and grown apart, had been fixed, and once it 



had, he hadn't had the decency to call her up and tell her 
he'd moved on. 
 
Besides, Spike really wanted to talk to Angel. He needed 
someone to vent on.  

Part Ten 

 
“Angel Investigations, we help the...” 
 
“Cut the chat cheerleader, and put Angel on,” Spike said 
through clenched teeth. He did NOT want to make this 
call; he had someone much more important to take care 
of. But if he didn't, he might not get the information to 
help that someone. 
 
“Always nice to hear you too, Spike,” Cordelia said, and 
he could tell she was rolling her eyes. There was a faint 
click as he was put on hold, and a few moments later, 
Angel was asking him what the hell he wanted. 
 
“I need your help, as much as it pains me to admit it,” 
Spike said, cutting to the chase. He wasn't in the mood to 
fight with him. 
 
He heard a heavy sigh. “Hello to you too, Spike.” 



 
“Don't give me that. You're the one that didn't start with 
a proper hello, mate. But I don't have time for that. Need 
you and your crew on somethin' fast. Like now sort of 
fast.” 
 
Another heavy sigh. Spike really hated those. “Spike, I 
have a business to run. We'll see what we can do, but I 
can't guarantee that it'll be...” 
 
“Angel, please,” Spike pleaded, feeling tears of 
frustration pooling in his eyes. Dammit you ponce, quit 
hating me for two minutes. Just...do this for Xander, if not 
for me. 
 
There was a long pause, and Spike couldn't stand the 
silence anymore. “Xander fell into my place, literally, a 
few days ago. He's a mess, and I don't know what 
happened to him. Can't get him to talk, even, and he's 
scared of everythin'. He's...he's been broken, Angel. I 
don't know what to do anymore. I just need this mark 
researched, 'cause I think it'll point me in the path of 
what did this, which might give me more questions than 
answers, but also I might get somethin' to beat...” 
 
“What does it look like?” Angel said softly, cutting 
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through his babbling. 
 
Spike let out a sigh of relief. He described the mark as 
much as he could, then said if he needed to, he'd fax a 
drawing to Angel. “You don't have to do that. I've got it 
right here. Did it look like a tattoo, or a wound, or...” 
 
“Dried blood. Scar. No ink,” Spike said, suddenly feeling 
very drained. He closed his eyes, missing the next few 
things Angel said to him. Of course it wasn't ink. Xander 
only wore temporary tattoos. He hated needles, and the 
thought of ink under his skin unsettled him. Spike had 
thought that Angel had known that. 
 
“Spike.” 
 
Spike shook himself, bringing himself back to the 
present. “Sorry,” he mumbled. He was seriously starting 
to lose it: he was apologizing to Angel. 
 
“We'll get on this as soon as we can, and I'll let you know 
what we find. Okay?” 
 
“Yeah. Thanks, Angel.” 
 
“Spike, I...” He sounded scared. Probably because Spike 



had called him by his real name twice now. If Spike 
wasn't so tired, he'd be scared too. 
 
“We'll keep in touch,” Angel said finally. He sounded as if 
he wanted to say more, but didn't. Just as well: Spike 
couldn't talk anymore himself. He said his goodbyes then 
hung up, practically dropping the phone onto the table. 
Resting his elbows on the table, he let his head fall into 
his hands. 
 
Calling Giles would be the next best bet. Anya had been 
interested in Xander romantically at one point, then had 
decided friends was the better course and had left him. 
She'd want to know he was okay, too. And they could 
research the mark as well. 
 
What good would the research do? Give him someone to 
beat up? Maim and kill, more like, his inner voice said, 
and Spike agreed. Death was too good for whoever had 
done this. 
 
It wasn't like it was going to get Xander back, though. 
Spike could try and try, but in the end, he had a sinking 
feeling that the only Xander he was ever going to have 
back was the broken one. 
 



Didn't mean he was giving up, though. Xander had to be 
in there, somewhere. He'd recognized Spike, hadn't he? 
Which meant there was a chance. A chance to get his 
Xander back. Whole, well, maybe not completely whole, 
but as whole as he could. Whole enough to smile. Whole 
enough to laugh. 
 
Laugh at Spike as he walked away and out of his life. 
 
Spike closed his eyes, folding his arms on the table and 
resting his head on them. It wasn't like he didn't deserve 
it. Xander had every right to throw Spike's own words 
and actions back in his face. Yell at him. Tell him he didn't 
love him. Then walk away and leave Spike with the mess. 
Like he'd done to Xander. 
 
He drifted off to the image of Xander's stricken face after 
he'd said his fateful last words.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Long time since he offered that...thing. Smelled bad. He 
wouldn't take it. Didn't want it either. Then a sharp 
noise, had to run, could hear the footsteps running after 
the escape had been tried, never made it past the gate, 



tried so hard, screamed and kicked and prayed for him to 
come somehow. Never got out. 
 
But did somehow. 
 
Can hear him in there. Sounds angry, harsh, then soft and 
kind. Two sides to the coin when it's flipped, but there's 
always the chance of the edge. Then the wait: the wait to 
see which side will fall face up. Which him you'll get. 
Hard and strong, forcing into...there, or soft. Careful. 
Calm. Gentle. Likes that one better. 
 
Which one said the words? Words that hurt and ripped 
apart and...and... 
 
He came home from work, tired and sore. A hell of a day 
in construction, and too many problems with the new 
plans. He remembers finding Spike in the living room, 
curled up and reading a book. An adorable sight, but 
Xander was too tired to appreciate it. He mumbled 
something to him, a greeting, and threw his things into 
the room. When he came out, Spike was standing, asking 
if Xander had grabbed something for dinner. When he 
responded with a no, the vampire asked why not. They 
could order pizza or something: Xander said that Spike 
was becoming like a nagging housewife. 



 
Then the book was flying into the wall, and Spike was 
stalking up to him, lips pinched together and eyes 
narrowed. He said he was tired of being a domestic pet, 
that he was a master vampire in his own rights. He 
shouldn't have to deal with this sort of crap. 
 
Becoming pissed himself, Xander snapped that it had 
been a joke, and really, was Spike that immature? A 
relationship came with 'crap'. They both dealt with it. 
 
Instead of calming Spike, like it usually would, bringing 
about apologies from both sides and wonderful makeup 
sex, it infuriated him. It seems the key words that set him 
off was 'dealt with', and Xander had to 'deal with' him? 
Maybe it would be better for Xander if he just left and 
then he wouldn't have to 'deal with' him anymore. 
 
Xander responded with something just as sharp about 
Spike's comment, but inside he felt stung, hurt, and 
afraid. Afraid that he'd ruin this relationship, too. That 
Spike would leave him. No, he could fix this. It wouldn't 
happen. He'd find a place to cool the conversation-
turned-argument, and things would go back to normal. 
 
He never found that opportune time. The argument 



escalated into a huge fight, with both of them yelling at 
the other. Finally Xander had enough, and began telling 
Spike that he was tired of having to listen to the master 
vampire speech, because he had to face facts: he wasn't 
a master vampire anymore. He'd chosen the life with 
Xander, so why did it seem like he was... 
 
Spike had enough too, it seemed. “Would you shut your 
fuckin' trap already? Should follow Anya's example and 
leave before I say somethin' I don't mean, like 'I love 
you'.” 
 
Xander's heart stopped, as did any type of speech. Spike 
stared at him, as if shocked into silence by his own words. 
Xander couldn't breathe, couldn't hear, couldn't hear 
anything anyways from the rushing in his ears. He'd really 
done it, then. Blown their relationship apart. They'd never 
said the words, but he'd thought the intent had been 
there. The unspoken love. 
 
Unable to listen to the mocking silence any longer, 
Xander said the first thing he could think of: “I don't ever 
want to see you again, ever, Spike. Do you understand?! 
NEVER!!” Then he left, practically running out the 
building and down the road. 
 



When he returned two hours later, Spike was gone. 
 
Messed it up. Always messed it up. But messed him up 
the most. Wasted it. Lost him. Thought for awhile that 
the punishments were deserved. Probably all were 
deserved for what had been said to him. Pushed him 
away. 
 
But he didn't want anything to do with the mess. Had 
sworn, yelled, said he didn't want to be around anymore. 
Had left. 
 
Then why was he here now? 
 
No sounds now. Crawls back into the room, glancing 
around. No wooden chairs to give splinters when shoved 
in, turns away, can't stand the thoughts. Racing through 
the head, pictures and sounds and pain. He makes it 
stop, have to find him... 
 
In a chair, head down in arms, but not hiding. Sleeping. 
Face so white, whiter than normal. Tired, than. Used to 
hug and hold when he got so tired, couldn't even stand. 
Misses that. 
 
Reaches out, lays a hand on his leg. Hard, cool, solid and 



sure. Doesn't wake, good. Not yet. Calm and gentle now, 
might be different if awake. So tired of two sides. Wants 
just one. No coin comes with one side though. 
 
He's not a coin. He's a vampire. 
 
Blinks. Spike's not a coin. A vampire. Different sides are 
emotions. Like a light switch, blinking on and off. 
 
He's not a light switch; his moods, on the other hand... 
 
Normal. Inside the head. Can hear it, can't feel it. Almost 
there...but not. Why now? Hid for so long. 
 
Knows the answer before it's said. I had to hide. I couldn't 
face it anymore. Any of it. The shell remained to take 
what...what theyyyyy gave. Had to hide the treasure 
inside. Still locked away safe, no one can touch. 
 
Glances up, sees white hair. Closed blue eyes. Black 
clothes. Saviour. Spike. Maybe...  

 
 
 



 
 

Part Eleven 

When Spike awoke, he was aware of a few new 
sensations, the first being a flattened face against the 
cool metal table. The other sensation was a warm 
something on his leg. 
 
Slowly he lifted his head. Xander's dark hair was nestled 
against his leg, where his head lay. His eyes were closed, 
and for the first time in a long time, there weren't any 
wrinkles marring his sleep. No nightmares. Finally. 
 
Spike was loathe to move him, but Xander wasn't doing 
his injuries any favors by lying on the cold floor. 
Wondering briefly why he'd joined Spike when all he 
seemed to do was hurt Xander, he reached out and 
cradled Xander's head in his hands. Xander shifted but 
didn't wake. Inch by inch he removed himself from the 
chair until he was standing beside Xander. As gently as he 
could he pulled Xander into his arms, making sure his 
head was cradled against Spike's chest. He placed the 
phone back into its charger, then turned and headed out 
for the bedroom. 
 



Pulling the sheets back with one foot should be an 
Olympic sport, as far as he was concerned. Especially 
when you're carrying cargo where you'd rather die than 
drop said cargo. He cursed softly under his breath, then 
finally got the sheet back. Bending as low as he dared, he 
snagged the sheets with his 'free' hand and pulled them 
all the way back. He laid Xander in the bed, then reached 
down to cover him up again. He'd just pulled the covers 
up over his chest when he realized Xander was watching 
him. 
 
He froze, trying to think of a million responses to this, 
and praying Xander wasn't going to take the most violent 
one. S'just me, Xan. You'll be fine. Trust me, pet, 
just...don't...don't hurt yourself. Just puttin' you to bed, 
all right? 
 
Xander had tensed up, his eyes in that stage of half-
awake half-asleep. There was something in his eyes, 
though...as if he were lost in thought. Spike frowned, 
puzzled. 
 
Then he relaxed, and his eyes closed again as he drifted 
off. With Spike hovering over him. In a few moments he 
was asleep. 
 



Spike stared down at him, jaw dropping. He'd trusted 
Spike. His first gut instinct had been fear, but...but then 
something had stopped it. He'd thought it over. He'd 
thought it over. 
 
It was the tiniest thing. Something stupid, really. 
Something every human, every creature, was capable of. 
Thinking. Required a brain to do so. A clear one. 
 
Which meant... 
 
Spike was already out of the room, closing the door 
behind him. Tears were pooling in his eyes, but they 
weren't ones of grief. His smile was threatening to crack 
his face in two. 
 
Xander really WAS still in there. It was just a matter of 
getting him out. 
 
Sending a silent prayer to whomever had heard him, he 
headed into the kitchen for some blood.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
“Hey.” 



 
The word was spoken softly enough, but it caught his 
attention. He turned to see Spike in the doorway, leaning 
against the sides. His jeans hung low on his hips, 
tempting someone to pull the denim the rest of the way 
off. Xander had a perfectly good idea of just who Spike 
wanted to do the job. 
 
“Your hair's still sticking up,” Xander pointed out, turning 
back to his layout plans for the new building. The 
blueprints were making his eyes see blue wherever they 
went. 
 
“Just got up. S'posed to be like that after a good shag, 
which, by the way, was what happened last night.” 
 
Xander grinned in memory. It really had been a good 
shag. “It was at that,” he agreed, before groaning. The 
lines were blurring together, the effects of him not being 
able to sleep since five that morning. 
 
“You all right?” 
 
The words were barely spoken when hands began 
massaging his neck. Xander groaned again, but this time, 
it wasn't from frustration. “That's nice,” he murmured, 



closing his eyes. 
 
“Been workin' too hard,” Spike said softly. “Give it a rest, 
yeah? Come back to bed. Snuggle, cuddle, whatever the 
hell you wanna call it. Keep the bad blueprints away.” 
 
Xander opened his eyes and laughed. Bad blueprints for 
making him think. “I'll make you somethin' afterwards. 
Got some pancake batter still left, I think,” Spike said, 
giving him a smile. Not a smirk, or a grin. A soft smile 
that had such feeling behind it, Xander wanted to 
photograph it. Keep it, treasure it. 
 
“I...” Want that. Need that. Need you. You've been so 
good to me, when the rest of my life fell apart. I can't tell 
you enough how much you mean to me, and the words I 
want to say never come easily enough. I... “...could do 
with a snuggle or two. Then breakfast.” 
 
...love you. 

 
 

Tears on the pillow, knows the dream was responsible. 
One of the good memories. When yelling wasn't 
bouncing off the walls. Just smiles and holding and 



warmcool touches that are so wanted now. 
 
When things were perfect. 
 
Sees the sun around the dark shades, keeping him safe. 
Glancing around shows no him. Must be out there, then. 
Was so nice, was carried to bed. Held. Cared for. 
 
Loved. 
 
Words weren't said, though. Words never had been said 
by either. Just there. Thought he understood, thought he 
really thought that too. 
 
Then he said The Words. Guess not. 
 
Things got mixed up. You know that. That was a...a bad 
time. I messed stuff up. I said stuff I shouldn't have. 
 
Messed it all up. Just a compilation of huge messes now. 
Feels the grime of th...under fingernails, under skin, in 
hair, all around. Still so dirty. 
 
Hits without warning: remembers being pushed into the 
place for the first time, tried not to touch anything. Was 
brave on the outside, so scared on the inside, wanted 



out, wanted him, wanted 
warmthcleanhimsoftsafeoutoutout... 
 
“Hey, hey, shhh...” 
 
Arms wrap around, his arms, safe again. No response to 
him, must've gone hiding again. Bad memory this time. 
Enough to scare, sent scurrying back to the safe place. 
Where th...where theyyyyy couldn't touch. 
 
“S'all right. I'm here, Xan. It's gonna be okay.” 
 
Glances up, sees blue eyes and warm smile from cold 
lips. Sad eyes, even though there's a smile on his face. 
Made him sad. Was doing so good, and then 
th...theyyyyy came, pushed into place where shivering 
for fearcoldsocold wasn't allowed, punished, would hurt 
so much, come back, not here anymore, can't face the 
memory alone, need...need... 
 
“Xander?” 
 
....Can't. I'm so sorry, but I can't... 
 
“Xander? Luv?” 
 



I-I can't stay. Not with the thought of being...yeah. Can't 
do it, not even for you, Spike. I'm sorry. 
 
“Xan, luv, you're shakin' hard enough to rattle teeth. 
You're gonna be okay, promise. Won't let anythin' hurt 
you anymore.” 
 
Heard him, come ON stay here don't go don't... 
 
...I have to, I have to NOW before it comes back, I can't... 
 
...hide anymore he'll keep safewarmth here just... 
 
...stay. 
 
Closes eyes, whimpers and curls up against him. Safe. 
Safety's been reached. Doesn't have to hide anymore. 
Come out, don't hide anymore, don't hide, he's here, 
don't hide, Spike's...  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
And just like that, they were back to square one. 
 
He'd heard little whimpers coming from the bedroom, 



and had cautiously crept in to see what was going on. 
Xander had been sitting up, eyes glazed over, obviously 
lost in thought. Not a good one, from the look on his face 
and the shaking that was happening. 
 
Spike had headed over, gathering him in his arms and 
whispering calming nonsense. Xander's shivering had 
abated for a few moments, but the distant look in his 
eyes had remained. He'd gotten an urgent look on his 
face, and suddenly he'd been focused on...something. 
Spike couldn't figure out what. It was as if he'd been 
searching for something. 
 
The shaking had returned full force, and the distressed 
look on his face had turned into one of full panic. 
Desperation had clouded his features, and he'd looked as 
if he were begging or pleading. With a sinking feeling in 
his gut Spike had realized that Xander was slipping back 
into haunting memories, almost reliving them now. He'd 
started telling him that he was fine, that nothing was 
going to touch him. He'd barely finished saying the words 
when Xander's eyes had closed, and with a whimper he'd 
gathered himself into a ball, curling up against Spike. Still 
shivering. 
 
Everything they'd gained. Gone. Whatever Xander had 



remembered had been enough to scare him back into 
the terrified being that had fallen into Spike's apartment 
six days before. 
 
Six days. Had that been it? It felt like months since 
Xander had returned to his life. If it felt like months to 
him, who knew how long it felt to Xander. 
 
Who knew what Xander felt in the first place. And what 
the hell had happened just now? He couldn't stop the 
memories from coming back, though heaven knew he 
wanted to. Just some way to have Xander not hurt for a 
little bit... 
 
Xander shifted, still shivering, giving Spike a perfect 
glimpse at his neck, where the multiple puncture wounds 
were evident. The bastards. 
 
But what could he do? He had no way of knowing who 
had done this. Had no way of knowing how to even find 
out. That mark was his only hope, and that could just as 
easily be a scar from a torture device of some type. 
 
The thought of Xander having to endure any sort of 
torture was enough to make Spike tighten his grip on 
him. “I'll find them,” he swore softly, holding Xander 



close. “I'll find them, one way or another, Xan. I promise. 
They're gonna pay, pet. Oh, they're gonna pay...” 
 
Xander merely curled up closer.  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Twelve 

Hears a bang, jumps to almost standing. Sees him pulling 
out shiny pans, can feel face burning. Wishes things were 
easier, better. Like they used to be. Not sure how to do it 
though. 
 
You're with him. You're safe, I promise. 
 
....... 
 
What? Why are you ignoring me? Well, why am I 
ignoring myself, really, but... 
 
Safe with him. Left like a coward. 
 



What? I did not! 
 
Baby. 
 
You have got to be kidding me. I'm not having this 
conversation. 
 
Left and ran away. Why then, if he's so safe? 
 
.....I.... 
 
Don't know why. Just did. 'Cause that's always what 
happens. Run run away, far away. Can't fight back. 
 
...That's not tru... 
 
Was so scared, but running was easier. He tried, couldn't 
fix it, doesn't know how, made him sad... 
 
He made ME sad first! 
 
Deserved it. Egged him on, argued with him. Made him 
leave. 
 
...No, I...I just...you don't understand. I hurt so badly... 
 



Brought it on. Left first, ran away again. Yelled at him, 
told him to leave. Then ran. Always run away. 
 
I had to. It hurt not to. 
 
“Got somethin' for you.” 
 
Looks up, sees him with a smile on his face. No growling, 
angry like he was that day. Bad day. 
 
“Thinkin' maybe soup would warm you up. That sound 
good? Chicken noodle: think you could handle somethin' 
substantial now.” 
 
Still sad? Run away again? 
 
...Spike... 
 
Miss him. Miss him so much. 
 
“Xander?” 
 
.......... 
 
“Xan?” 



 
....Me too.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
There was something different about him. Spike could 
see it: there was almost a personal war going on behind 
his eyes. It frustrated the living hell out of him, too, 
because he couldn't figure it out. 
 
He was quietly sipping his soup from the floor now, 
chewing the noodles slowly. He still hadn't gone 
anywhere near the kitchen chairs, and Spike had decided 
not to push the matter. 
 
The meal wasn't much for substantial, but it would do. 
Toast was supposed to be the best thing for those with 
upset stomachs, but Xander technically didn't have an 
upset stomach. Just an underfed one. 
 
That road's not gonna lead you anywhere good, mate. 
 
He'd decided early on that the less he thought of what 
had happened to Xander, the better. It wasn't that he 
didn't care: he just couldn't. Not anymore. 



 
The physical proof was still exceedingly obvious: there 
was a red mark on Xander's cheek that wouldn't go away, 
and Spike thought it might be a bruise. The area around 
his neck had indeed inflamed, but Spike couldn't think of 
a way to get medicine into Xander. Xander wasn't going 
to take it unless Spike took some, too. He'd had to take 
three bites of the chicken noodle before Xander would 
take a single sip. 
 
He stared at the bottle on the counter, which seemed to 
be silently mocking him. It looked nasty, all purple and 
syrupy. If it was red, it'd look a lot like blood. He snorted: 
it was probably why kids enjoyed taking the cherry 
flavored kind: the boys could pretend they were 
monsters taking their daily nourishment, and the girls 
could just enjoy the red for...romance? Hearts? Because 
it was so damn near pink? 
 
He froze, wondering if smacking his head would cause 
Xander to flinch. He'd just do it on the way out the door, 
then. He was an absolute git sometimes. 
 
Standing slowly, so as not to frighten the other man, he 
carefully made his way towards the front door. He 
opened and shut it with relative silence, then ran down 



the hall and out into the cool air. He was just thankful it 
was clouded over. 
 
He made it to the drugstore in a quick amount of time, 
buying this time the red colored meds. He ran home and 
slid to a halt in front of his door, then calmly opened it. 
He made sure the bottle was tucked away in his pocket, 
so Xander wouldn't see it. 
 
Xander was on the floor still, but the bowl was practically 
empty. It would do. His eyes locked immediately on Spike 
when he came in, and he visibly relaxed once he saw who 
it was. Then he got that look in his eyes again, like he was 
arguing with something. 
 
Maybe the aspirin would help with the nightmares and 
feverish dreams, too. Maybe the memories...? He 
wished. 
 
Subtly he turned his back to Xander, reaching into the 
fridge and pouring some blood into a spoon; he then 
uncapped the medicine and poured some into a different 
spoon. A little different on the color: he just wouldn't let 
Xander inspect it closely. 
 
Being careful not to spill, he turned back to Xander with a 



smile. “Got somethin' else for you,” he said softly, 
kneeling down low. Xander's eyes refocused on him, and 
he eyed the spoons warily. 
 
Spike pretended to look surprised. “What, this? This is 
good stuff. Don't believe me?” he asked when Xander's 
expression didn't change. Making sure his eyes stayed on 
the spoon, Spike let Xander watch him drink the blood. 
He licked his lips and gave him a smile. “See? Tastes 
good,” he said. Well, at least mine does. 
 
Still looking highly suspicious, Xander nevertheless 
leaned forward and parted his lips, wrapping them 
around the tip of the spoon. Slowly he sucked the 
medicine in, then licked his lips like he'd just seen Spike 
do. 
 
A pause, and Xander was shuddering, sticking his tongue 
out and desperately trying to scrape the taste off with his 
teeth. Spike had to force back a laugh at the sight: 
Xander had used to do that with cough medicine all the 
time. It was good to see that some things didn't change. 
 
Now he could relax. Xander had the medicine in him, 
which meant the fever would go down drastically. The 
inflammation would go down, too. Something was finally 



going right for them. 
 
Plus, the little piece of Xander he'd seen briefly after the 
syrup had been given? Priceless. 
 
Maybe they would be okay, after all. 
 
Then there was glass being shattered, roars from the 
living room were heard, obviously demon, and Xander... 
 
Was staring in frozen terror at the doorway. Spike peered 
around and saw, like he'd guessed, a demon coming 
through the window, dressed in a simple vest that looked 
like leather and was undoubtedly not. Its pants were 
made of the same type, the light color showing perfectly 
against the blue skin. Its head was smoothed perfectly 
over, and Spike couldn't see any ears. Just red eyes that 
were staring intently at Xander. 
 
It growled again, and Xander screamed, pushing away 
and trying to move as fast as he could. The demon curled 
its fists and charged after. 
 
Right. He'd spoken too fast about the okay part. 
 
But if Xander was afraid of this thing, and this thing was 



bent on having Xander, then maybe it had been 
responsible for part of Xander's pain. 
 
Which meant it was now going to be receiving pain from 
Spike. 
 
With a target that he could finally beat on, Spike roared 
and lunged forward.  

Part Thirteen 

The demon greeted him with a bellow, and Spike in turn 
greeted him with a swift punch. It roared and swung its 
claws towards Spike, who barely jumped out the way in 
time to avoid getting hit with the sharp nails. Not on his 
list of to-do's. 
 
Kicking the living shit out of it was, so he started his 
mission, landing several kicks before he was shoved 
backwards. He fell to the ground, perfectly balanced, and 
slammed his foot out. He connected with its ankle, 
causing it to stumble and lurch forward. 
 
Spike rolled out of the way, grabbing a nearby object and 
bringing it down on its back. The lamp made a satisfying 
crack against its skin, but Spike knew it wasn't going to 
take this demon out. No horns to grab and twist, either. 



Bugger. 
 
Not that he wanted this to be fast, by any means. He'd 
seen the terror and sheer horror on Xander's face. One 
demon had done that. One demon. He knew, from 
experience, that Xander had faced and taken down 
bigger, stronger, tougher demons than this one. 
 
Yet when he'd seen this one, he'd simply given in to fear. 
 
Xander. Where was Xander? Spike pushed himself up and 
glanced towards the kitchen. Wide, terrified brown eyes 
met his. Xander had edged out towards the open, curling 
himself up into a ball as he watched. 
 
Then he was being pulled down, having forgotten briefly 
about the demon. His head landed against the hard floor 
with a thud. Momentarily dazed, he could still hear a 
whimper from the kitchen, and the demon gave him a 
toothy grin before pushing itself up and heading forward. 
Towards the kitchen. 
 
Towards Xander. 
 
He heard another whimper, followed by a high pitched 
shriek, but Spike was already moving, his eyes fixed in 



horror at the demon that was reaching for Xander. With 
a roar worthy of a lion he landed on the demon, 
wrapping his arms around its throat and pulling it back 
into the living room. 
 
The demon threw him off, now sounding seriously pissed 
off. “You think you're mad?” Spike growled. “You haven't 
been through what I've been through. You've got no 
reason to be mad, mate. Now me, on the other hand...” 
 
He feinted a punch, then pushed himself backwards, 
pulling his legs up to slam against its torso. It stumbled 
backwards, getting closer to the window. Good, just 
where Spike wanted it. This time, when it came forward, 
he feinted a punch again, and the demon pulled its 
middle out of kicking range, like Spike had hoped it 
would. That left its head bowed slightly forward, just 
enough for him to pummel it a few times. 
 
The demon growled, obviously not taking to the idea of 
being Spike's personal punching bag. Spike didn't take to 
the idea of Xander being broken, but it had happened. 
He was changing it, though. 
 
Just like the demon had apparently decided to change its 
fate. It pushed a huge foot into Spike's face, which he 
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narrowly avoided. He didn't manage to escape the fist 
that shot out, connecting with his jaw. His head snapped 
to the right, then immediately snapped to the left as the 
other hand, fully extended, sliced sharp nails across his 
cheek. 
 
Spike stumbled to the floor, trying to see. A huge bruise 
was going to be covering the left side of his face for days 
to come, and he could already feel blood oozing down his 
right side. And the demon... 
 
Was already moving past him, into the kitchen. A scream 
was heard, loud and clear, getting louder by the minute. 
Spike tried to pull himself up, desperately attempting to 
clear his vision. 
 
When he did get his sight back, the first thing he saw was 
Xander being pulled out of the kitchen by his ankle. His 
scream tapered off into sobs and whimpers, and he was 
clawing at the floor, his fingers sliding through the carpet 
fibers. Xander saw him, and his hands immediately let go 
of the floor, to reach instead towards Spike. 
 
The demon was halfway to the window when Spike 
landed on its back again. He was not letting Xander go; 
he'd be dust before it happened. So what if he couldn't 



see? Hadn't ever stopped him before. And Xander's life 
depended on this. He knew that if the demon left with 
Xander, he'd never even be given the man's corpse. 
 
That thought alone was enough to make him change into 
game face. Not a huge improvement in sight, but where 
the mouth was concerned...he sank his teeth into its 
shoulder, causing it to bellow in pain. Good; it had let 
Xander go. 
 
Now to finish the damn thing off.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Scrambles away, has to run, can't stay, no no nonono 
won't go back, can't, won't, nonononono... 
 
He's fighting it. Can see him hurt, he's still going, so brave 
and strong. 
 
Curls up in the corner, holds the hurting ankle, feel tears 
rolling down face. It grabbed, twisted and pulled, and 
suddenly cold floor became soft and itchy. Couldn't hold 
on, made so much noise, would've been in trouble, 
then... 



 
Him. Savior, safety, salvation. Spike. He was hurt, so hurt, 
big blue eyes not letting go. Then he was up, running, 
jumping and biting. Got free, ran away. 
 
Always run away. Should be dead. No good. Just get in 
way. 
 
Watches him get shoved off, pushes further into the wall. 
He's getting so hurt, can't help, never could help. Wants 
to, soso scared... 
 
Spike can take care of himself. He always could. He 
doesn't need the bumbling boy in there. 
 
Needs someone, bleeding and hurting right now, have to 
help... 
 
NO! Get back in the corner!! What could you do? 
Nothing. What could you ever do? Nothing. 
 
Tired of doing nothing. Spike's getting hurt, it keeps 
hitting and making the face bluepurpleredredred, too 
red... 
 
....I...I-I couldn't do anything. We couldn't, you know that. 



We'd just hinder him. 
 
Hears the crack, watches him get thrown across the 
room, but when it moves away, he still reaches out and 
tries, even though so hurt, bleeding and broken and no, 
don't reach, gonna get hurt even more, no... 
 
Spike no! Dammit Spike, don't... 
 
Hears the kick, can't see anymore, eyes and sight all wavy 
lines merging together. Feels tears running down face, 
can't watch anymore, he's getting hurt, all my fault, it's 
all my fault... 
 
Stops. Wait. I'm here. I'm here. No more...but... 
 
I'm not watching this anymore. I...I have to at least try. 
Spike needs me. 
 
Spike needs me. Standing is slow, but eyes still locked on 
it. Gonna go down.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
One minute, Spike was listening to the thudding of kicks 



landing in his side even as he tried to reach out and bring 
it down; the next, the demon was falling to the side. 
Spike thought it tripped from exerting itself on the kicks 
and grabbed one of the pieces of glass that now covered 
the floor. He shoved himself up and jammed his hand 
forward, shoving the glass into its neck. It gurgled once, 
then fell to the floor, dead. 
 
Spike heaved a sigh, then froze, realizing he'd forgotten 
about Xander. Where was... 
 
Then he froze again, this time because of the sight in 
front of him. 
 
Xander was standing, hands halfway extended from his 
body, shaking. All of him was shaking, and his face was 
damp with tears. But his eyes...his eyes were shining with 
moisture and desperation. Not a fearful desperation, 
either. No, it couldn't... 
 
But he had to know. “Xander?” he called softly. 
 
Xander's eyes widened slightly, causing more tears to 
gather and slide down his face. Spike stood, making sure 
there were no sudden movements. “Xan?” he called once 
more. 



 
Xander continued to stare at him. One hand gently 
drifted up towards his face, and Xander's lips parted 
slightly. “....Ssss....S-Spike?” 
 
Then his eyes rolled back into his head, and Spike was 
almost too stunned to grab him. He managed to snap 
himself from his paralysis in time to stop sharp glass from 
embedding itself in Xander's body. He stared at the 
unconscious form in his arms. 
 
It couldn't be possible. It just couldn't. 
 
But oh, how he desperately wished it could.  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Fourteen 

It took a couple of blinks to wake up, but after last night, 
he knew he'd sleep well. Last night had taken it out of 
him in more ways than one. 
 



Even thinking about it made him wince. Lots of pain, and 
none of it good. Well, it never really had been good, 
point, but hey, poetic license. He was allowed that much. 
 
He yawned, stretching and trying to think about what 
had really happened the night before. The demon, 
fighting it, trying to keep it away from him, and...he 
didn't remember much else after that. Too much shock 
to the brain. 
 
Maybe breakfast would help. And talking with him, 
maybe. Yeah. There was a plan he could work with. 
 
Swinging his feet over the side of the bed, Xander 
headed out into the kitchen.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
The sound of feet caused Spike to glance up from his 
mug of blood. Xander stumbled into the kitchen, wincing 
at the bright light. Spike immediately reached behind 
him, thankful he had a dimmer. “Sorry 'bout that,” he 
said apologetically, giving him a soft smile. “How you 
feelin' after last night, luv?” 
 



He raised his mug and decided to take another sip before 
getting something for Xander to eat. Something pretty 
solid could be okay now, like toast. And jelly; Xander 
used to love jelly. 
 
So wrapped up in his thoughts, he almost missed the 
response he'd never expected to hear. “Okay.” 
 
Spike choked on his blood, putting the mug on the table 
and staring with wide eyes at Xander, who was staring 
back warily. His eyes were narrowed slightly, but the only 
thing Spike saw in them was the recognition. Xander. 
 
Xander's gaze narrowed further. “What?” he asked. 
 
It is you. Oh Xan, oh luv, you're here, you're really here 
again, I've missed you so much, but how?? 
 
Spike realized he was still staring and shook himself. 
“Sorry. Care for some, uh, toast? Got jelly, if you want.” 
 
Xander stared at him some more, and the joyous feeling 
Spike had had faded just as abruptly as it had come. 
Because it was Xander that was back. The same Xander 
he'd told almost five months ago that he didn't love. The 
same Xander he'd left. 



 
The silence grew awkward. 
 
“That'd be, uh...” Xander cleared his throat. “That'd be 
good. I, uh, wanted to wash up first, though. I still feel 
grungy. Could I use the...?” he asked, glancing towards 
the bathroom door. 
 
Spike nodded, forcing a smile on his face despite the 
tears he was shedding on the inside. “Yeah, go ahead. I'll 
have your toast waitin' for you.” 
 
Xander merely nodded, turning and heading into the 
bathroom. The door closed behind him, and Spike sank 
his head into his hands. He'd been so concerned for 
Xander's mental state, he'd completely forgotten about 
the biggest problem of all: their relationship. 
 
He knew it was going to come up. It was inevitable. 
 
But maybe they could hold off on that. Spike wanted to 
see whoever had done this to Xander hurt and hurt very 
badly. He'd dragged the demon carcase out of his 
apartment via the window the previous night, then had 
dumped it in the local cemetery. He'd still thought that 
the miracle of Xander talking was just that: a miracle that 



he would wish for again, but would never have. 
 
The miracle was staying. And Spike, for once, didn't want 
it to. It meant a painful talk was ahead. 
 
Spike could vouch for both of them when he said they 
were tired of pain.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Xander sighed and rested his head against the door. 
Great. Wonderful way to start the day with your ex. 
 
A pang shot through his heart at his own thoughts. Ex. It 
just...felt wrong to call Spike that. Spike had been his one 
and only for so long, and now... 
 
Ex. A simple two letter word that stood for a single letter 
of the alphabet which meant the person had been 
crossed out. And it felt wrong. 
 
He just wasn't sure if there was a way to change it. 
There'd been The Fight, then Spike had left, then Xander 
himself had left Sunnydale, only to end up straight in the 
arms of... 



 
He shuddered violently and shook the thoughts off. He 
was not going there. And he was hoping Spike wouldn't, 
either. 
 
He pulled off his pants and shirt, gently caressing the 
fabric of the well-known top. It had been one of his 
favorite shirts, and he hadn't known where it had gone 
to. Guess Spike had taken it. And slept in it, if the strong 
scent of Spike's hair products was enough to go by. 
 
Xander carefully placed everything onto the toilet lid, 
then reached behind the curtain and turned the knob. 
The water came on, the soft sound of the shower 
droplets hitting the floor soothing his ruffled nerves. He 
couldn't think about Spike right now. He really couldn't 
think about anything. Especially... 
 
“Right, and by not thinking about it, you're thinking 
about it,” he muttered, stepping slowly into the spray. 
The hot water felt wonderful, and he just stood still for a 
moment, soaking in the warmth. He'd been so cold... 
 
He reached forward for the shampoo, then stopped 
when the water would've otherwise hit his face in his 
attempt to reach the bottle. He pinched his lips together 



and forced himself forward, but his body still wasn't 
listening. He tried again and again, but every time his 
face got within an inch of the water, he'd freeze. He kept 
trying anyways, tears of frustration rising as he told 
himself to get over it already and just grab the damn 
bottle! 
 
But try as he might, he couldn't bring himself to do it. 
 
Swallowing down a sob that was rising in his throat, he 
reached around the spray to grab the shampoo. He was 
pathetic. He was beyond pathetic. Helpless and pathetic 
Xander, that was him. The one that always got 
kidnapped. The one that always got tortured, got...got... 
 
He pulled back with his bottle in hand, and suddenly the 
spray spurted out an additional surge of hot water. It hit 
his face, 
 
...and the waters kept rising. He gasped and pulled away, 
but glass immediately hit his back, forcing him to watch 
as the water levels rose again. 
 
He considered begging for th...themmmm to stop, but 
never did. Hated hearing words, got hurt so bad for 
calling out to him, only wanted saviorsafetysalvation but 



he never came. Water kept going up up up, to his waist 
and above now, sobbing and screaming and trying to get 
out, somebody PLEASE hear me! 
 
The bottle fell to the floor, the heavy shampoo making a 
hard thud sound as it connected with the floor of the tub. 
Xander stumbled backwards, landing on his ass on the 
floor, sniffling and sobbing and burying his head in his 
arms. He had to get up, knew th...wouldn't like it if he 
didn't, just get up, move, do something, don't just sit 
there waiting... 
 
No, no more hurt. Warmth. Safety. Found it, finally found 
it. Found him. Found Spike. No more hurt. He promised. 
He takes good care, no more running, no more hiding, 
don't hide, can't hide in the shell anymore, can't keep 
safety there... 
 
With no more places to hide, Xander wailed and curled 
up on himself, the water still pounding down on him.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
The toast popped the same time Spike heard a small 
noise from the bathroom. He frowned. It sounded as if 



something had fallen onto the floor. 
 
Then the small thump was followed with a huge thud, big 
enough to account for a person. The toast was 
completely forgotten, and Spike was sliding through the 
doorways and ripping open the bathroom door. 
 
The clothes were folded neatly and placed just like 
Xander always placed them: shirt on the bottom, pants 
on top. The shower was still running, but what Spike 
heard over the water was the unmistakable sound of 
crying. Luv, no, you were doin' so good... 
 
He stepped over and found what he'd been dreading to 
see: Xander curled up on the floor, naked and wet and 
shivering, sobbing as softly as he could. 
 
Xander shuddered, letting out a heart-wrenching wail as 
he pulled himself into an even tighter ball. In less than a 
second Spike was in the tub, ignoring the spray of the 
water, his only thought to get to Xander and somehow 
protect him, hold him. 
 
Xander shivered, immediately turning to him and burying 
himself in Spike's arms. Less than ten minutes ago, and 
they'd been staring at each other, thinking over their 



past mishap. 
 
Now the only thing Spike could think of was the here and 
now: his boy about to catch cold from sitting in the 
stream so long, but not really caring as he fought with 
the demons in his head. 
 
Spike should've known. He'd hoped that it would be over 
in a night, that everything could be fixed in less than 
twenty four hours. Obviously not, and he'd known it, too. 
He just hadn't wanted to. 
 
He'd wanted his mouthy Xander back. The one that could 
babble all the time, could make him laugh with his antics, 
could make him more pissed off than he'd ever been 
before with his stubborness. 
 
But he'd had him. He'd had him. He'd had that Xander 
back, for however brief a time that morning. Which 
meant he could get him back again. 
 
He'd just have to be more careful about dealing with the 
aftermath of whatever had happened to him. Because 
this obviously wasn't something he could just get over. 
He wished, but realistically, please. Not gonna happen. 
 



Spike reached over with one hand, raising himself up on 
his toes slightly to touch the knob, then turn the entire 
thing off. Xander refused to let go of his now soaked 
shirt, and Spike had no intention of letting him go, either. 
 
He reached over behind them on the wall to grab the 
towel that was hanging just outside of the tub. He 
yanked it off and began dabbing Xander down, avoiding 
the face entirely. That was easy to do, considering 
Xander's head was still shoved up against Spike's chest. 
 
Gently Spike dried him off, soft, barely there touches that 
would keep him from catching a chill. He hoped. 
 
Xander didn't seem in any sort of hurry to move, his 
fingers shaking as they dug into him. Spike let him hold 
on, rubbing soft circles along his back to try and soothe 
him. They'd get out of the tub, and maybe Spike could 
get some food down into him. Crying on an empty 
stomach wasn't good for anyone. Though, crying on a full 
stomach, especially if you cried hard enough to make 
yourself sick...that wasn't fun either. 
 
So he held on, wishing that alone would make everything 
stop. If just for a moment, let it all stop and go away. 
They deserved that much.  



 
 
 
 
 

Part Fifteen 

“C'mon Xan; you gotta eat.” 
 
Xander continued staring off at the wall, not even 
registering Spike. 
 
Spike sighed, placing the toast back on the plate. He'd 
been begging and pleading for the good part of ten 
minutes, but he knew when to call it quits. 
 
......well, okay, he really did know when to quit. He just 
didn't want to. 
 
“Xander, pet,” Spike said, taking the toast up again and 
breaking off a piece. “Please eat somethin'? Please?” 
 
It had taken fifteen minutes to get Xander out of the tub. 
He'd been shivering violently by then, and his lips had 
been blue. The cold contributed to the lip color, but 
Spike still wasn't sure about the shaking. It was probably 



a mix of both. 
 
Xander was still shaking, half an hour later. It was a 
continuous thing, but every now and then his shudder 
would become even more pronounced. He'd bury deeper 
into himself as he did so, making it almost impossible for 
Spike to even offer him the bread. 
 
The bread that wasn't even warm anymore. Spike gave it 
a wary glance. He wouldn't want to eat it himself, truth 
be told, but...but Xander had to eat something. And Spike 
had seen him eat worse things. Like cold pizza. 
 
He couldn't force the tiny smile back at the memory of 
the first time Xander and he had ordered pizza. Xander 
had wanted sausage. 
 
“'Course you want sausage,” Spike leered, raising his 
eyebrows. “Got some riiiiight...” 
 
“Okay, eww,” Xander said, giving him a look. “Pizza, 
Spike. Pizza. Get it through your head. What do you want 
on it? Minus blood.” 
 
Spike gave him a look, but was secretly thrilled at the fact 
that Xander was asking him about what he wanted on 



the pizza. It wasn't just his pizza. It was theirs, and it 
made all the difference. They'd only been together for a 
few weeks officially. 
 
And if thinking the word 'theirs' in a sentimental way 
made him a ponce, then he'd rather be a ponce for the 
rest of this life. He honestly didn't mind playing the 
domestic vampire. 
 
“Well?” Xander prompted. 
 
Spike sighed. “What are you gettin'?” 
 
“Pepperoni, sausage...don't give me that look...and 
onions. Anything else you want to add to that?” 
 
Spike blinked. “You're not in the mood for pineapple? 
S'what you usually get.” 
 
Xander turned away to reach for the phone. “Yeah, but 
you hate it. So what do you want on it instead?” 
 
His voice was normal, as if just saying that they were 
going to be patrolling later. Something he'd accepted and 
was okay with. To him, it obviously wasn't a very big 
thing. 



 
Not as big as it was to Spike. Xander had given up what 
he wanted because of Spike's preferences? When had 
anyone ever done that for him? 
 
When an answer didn't come right away, Xander glanced 
back at him with a frown. “Spike?” 
 
Spike swallowed, fighting for the right words. “Add some, 
uh, green peppers to it, if you're not adverse to 'em.” 
 
“Green peppers it is,” Xander said, dialing the number. 
While he chatted with the person on the other end of the 
line, Spike sat back and watched him. Just like that, he'd 
given up what he wanted. Because he wanted to have 
Spike happy, too. 
 
He was keeping this one. 
 
The smile faded as he glanced over at Xander now. 
Broken, lost, and shivering. Xander chose that moment 
to shudder hard enough to make the chair rattle. 
 
He should never have left. His pride be damned: Xander 
was more important than this. 
 



He picked up the toast again, once more offering it to 
Xander. “It'll be good for you, Xan. You really should get 
somethin' down. C'mon, it's full of butter and jelly, like 
you love so much.” 
 
Xander shuddered violently, turning away. Spike started 
forward, then realized that Xander hadn't been shivering: 
he'd been standing. “Xander?” 
 
“Leave me alone,” came his hoarse voice. He was on 
both his feet now, and he had his gaze pinned on the 
doorway. 
 
All Spike's good thoughts were slowly dripping away, 
leaving a tiny flare of anger to push through. Spike 
inhaled softly, trying to get back into control. “Xander, 
you should eat somethin'. Toast isn't wonderful, I know, 
but you gotta have somethin' down so you...” 
 
“I don't have to have anything,” Xander snapped, turning 
on him with a glare. The unspoken from you seemed to 
bounce off the walls, and it stung. Spike's little fire 
turned into an inferno against his own will. Part of him 
was still trying to be cautious with him; Xander was still 
broken. Doesn't seem that broken if he can mouth off at 
you. 



 
The other part of him was hurt that after everything 
Spike had done, Xander didn't care. It took him back to 
several months before, to their fight. When the same 
problem had surfaced. It seemed like their time apart 
was fading away, leaving them in the living room of their 
old apartment once again, anger and hurt between them 
and a loud confrontation coming. 
 
Xander was still glaring at him, and Spike stood, shoving 
his chair back against the tile. It made a loud screech as it 
did so, and Xander's glare disappeared immediately, his 
flinch plainly visible. 
 
Spike's own anger dropped. Xander was still broken, and 
he was hurt, too. Hurt in more ways than one. Spike just 
kept forgetting that. Slowly he edged his way around the 
table to comfort the still man. “Xander, luv, it's...” 
 
Xander jerked away, eyes blazing. “Don't do that,” he 
spat, turning and walking away. While Spike was still 
trying to process just what had happened, the front door 
slammed, and Spike's heart dropped, right before it 
launched itself into his throat. Demons...there were 
demons out there still...Xander, luv, come back, can't go 
after you, it's daylight, too many demonsXanderWAIT! 



 
He rushed to the window to see Xander storm away 
down the road, already bathed in sunlight. There 
wouldn't be demons after him this time of day. He would 
be okay. 
 
Which was good. Because Spike didn't really think he 
could go after him at the moment. He needed time to 
mull over what had happened.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
A block or two away, Xander lost it. He turned into an 
alley between a nightclub and a bar, grabbing the 
nearest thing and throwing it against the wall. With a 
scream he landed a kick to the wall, over and over until 
his foot felt numb and his throat felt sore. 
 
Dammit, why the hell was he here? With Spike? Was this 
someone's idea of a cosmic joke? He hadn't had enough 
pain lately? 'Oh yes, let's just throw down some more 
shit for Xander Harris to deal with; it's fun to watch him 
suffer.' 
 
With a cry of rage he aimed to kick the wall again, but he 



missed by a few inches. His balance lost, he fell to the 
ground, ass landing on the pavement with a hard thud. 
The fall in the shower earlier had left a bruise, which was 
now being hit again. He winced, pulling his knees to his 
body and holding them there with his arms, and buried 
his head in the little nest he'd made for it. 
 
This wasn't fair. This wasn't fair. He was stuck with Spike, 
who had left months before, because... 
 
Because you asked him to. YOU made him leave. 
 
His fists tightened, but he couldn't deny it. He'd been the 
one to make Spike leave. He'd told him to get out and 
never come back, and Spike had more than complied. 
 
“Bastard,” Xander muttered. He wasn't sure who he was 
naming: himself or Spike. To be on the safe side, he'd 
name them both, so muttered the word again. 
 
And what was wrong with the vampire anyways? He was 
pulling the domestic stuff he'd left behind in Sunnydale. 
The reason for the fight in the first place, and here he 
was, doing it again. With Xander. Why? 
 
Because you were lost. You needed help, and Spike gave 



it. So lost, so broken, broken and lost, 
lostandbrokenandhurthurthurt... 
 
Xander shuddered, slamming the heel of his hand against 
his forehead, trying to get the voice to stop. It did but, at 
the same time, brought Xander out of all of his thoughts, 
looking around for the first time. 
 
The sun was blocked by the building in front of him, but 
he could see the rays streaming past the alley on each 
side of him. A small breeze whipped through the alley, 
causing him to shiver. He realized then that he had no 
socks, no shoes, his pants were getting damp from sitting 
on the ground, and his shirt wasn't buttoned up, giving 
the wind a perfect chance to zip through and freeze him. 
 
And he didn't know how to get back. 
 
It had felt like a few blocks, but the sky was getting 
darker now, so maybe he'd been walking for longer than 
he'd thought. He'd taken a few turns, he remembered 
that much. And he had no idea what Spike's apartment 
building looked like. 
 
He could look him up in the phone book and call him, 
except Xander didn't have change or any idea where the 



nearest phone was. That wasn't including the fact that 
Spike probably wasn't going by 'Spike' in the S section of 
the book. 
 
Besides, if he did call Spike, would Spike even come and 
get him? He'd stormed out, angry and practically yelling 
in Spike's face. He was just tired of being treated like an 
invalid. 
 
You ARE one. 
 
“Leave me alone,” he hissed to the voice in his mind. He 
was NOT an invalid. He just needed help. But not help to 
eat toast. If he didn't want to eat toast, then he didn't 
have to. And Spike had been treating him like a fucking 
infant. 
 
It was really Spike's last words that had gotten to him. 
The loud noise from the chair had sent him spiraling back 
into memories of metal instruments and sharp edges, 
but Spike's soft voice, calling his name, had brought him 
back. 
 
The 'luv' that had followed his name had caused his rage 
to surge forth again. 
 



He wasn't Spike's 'luv'. Spike had made a point of saying 
that the night of the fight. Which meant Spike was only 
saying it because he wanted to make Xander feel better. 
He pitied him. 
 
THAT stung even more then being treated like a baby. 
 
The sky was darkening further now, and if Xander had 
been able to see over the building, he would've 
recognized it as storm clouds. The wind whipped through 
again, and Xander shivered, burrowing further into 
himself. Something was going to find him out here. 
 
A stab of fear went through his heart. He was alone. No 
weapons, nothing, and it was getting dark. Oh fuck, what 
was he thinking? How many years had he been a Scooby? 
He was an idiot. 
 
And it was so cold out... 
 
Wasn't cold with him. Warm, safe, not cold and wet. Ran 
away from that, from him. From Spike. 
 
He bit his lip, refusing to whimper like a child. He could 
feel the sob building in his chest, and forced it down with 
a swallow. “Please come find me,” he whispered, 



clenching his eyes shut. He just wanted to be warm 
again. And safe. Warm and safe. 
 
And loved. 
 
He sniffled, the sob threatening to break out. To be loved 
meant to be held when you were scared. When you were 
sad. To have someone that understood you, laughed 
with you, cried with you. He'd thought he was, but Spike 
had...had... 
 
He could hear his voice echoing in his head. 'Should 
follow Anya's example and leave before I say somethin' I 
don't mean, like “I love you”....say somethin' I don't 
mean, like “I love you”, Xander...Xander...Xander?' 
 
Xander sniffled and looked up, his eyes burning with 
tears. Worried face, blonde hair, hand hesitantly 
reaching for him. “Xander?” Spike called softly. 
 
The sob ripped through him, clutching his heart in a 
death grip, and Spike had him in his arms, holding him 
close and rocking him gently. “It's all right,” he said, 
shushing him. “I'm here. It's all right...” 
 
Xander continued to cry, wishing he didn't, but he 



couldn't stop the feelings that were pent up inside of 
him, trying so hard to get out. Hands were slowly rubbing 
his back, around and around like he liked so much. Then 
a soft drop of something hit his head. The hands holding 
him were shaking now, and Xander realized Spike was 
crying with him. 
 
Loved...? 
 
He didn't know. Wasn't sure he ever would know. There 
was such a mess between them. 
 
He was tired of crying. And he was tired of Spike crying, 
for him. The soft sounds the vampire were making tore 
at his heart, and whether Spike was his ex or not, it was 
just wrong. That a vampire should cry over a human was 
wrong. 
 
But what could he do?  

Part Sixteen 

When they reached the apartment, it was raining, and 
raining hard. Spike shielded his precious cargo as best he 
could: Xander's legs had given out about halfway home, 
and he'd protested weakly to being carried. He'd always 
protested about being carried. 



 
“I'm not a girl!” Xander snapped, managing to cross his 
arms as he was carried towards the house. “Do you 
understand that? Not. A. Girl!” 
 
“Oh, I know THAT,” Spike said, leering at him. Xander 
rolled his eyes. 
 
“You can be such a guy sometimes.” 
 
“Okay, that sounded eerily like Dawn,” Spike said, giving 
him a look. “Gettin' scary, luv.” 
 
“Why do you do that?” Xander asked. 
 
Spike frowned. “Do what?” 
 
“Call me that. Buffy and the other girls get 'pet', Giles 
gets 'mate', and I get some deeper sounding version of 
'love'. You don't...?” 
 
“No, I like you. Difference,” Spike said, shrugging as he 
continued on. “It just means that you're the beloved of 
someone. Someone dotes on you, basically.” 
 
Xander nodded, and Spike had to bite his lip to keep from 

http://spanderfiles.com/arvs/authoress_nebula/lost6.html


saying it. They'd agreed that love would enter the 
relationship slowly, and that it wouldn't pop out just 
willy-nilly. It had to mean something, and their 
relationship was too new for it to really hold any weight. 
 
But he couldn't help it. Spike was falling in love with him. 
He yearned to tell him, tell him how much he cared, tell 
him that he adored him, wanted him, loved him so 
much... 
 
“Xander?” 
 
“Yeah?” 
 
“...Not crushin' your legs, am I?” 
 
“If you put me down, you wouldn't be.” 
 
“You're bleedin'.” 
 
“It's a SCRATCH. I don't even need stitches.” 
 
“Too bad. Sit still and shut up.” 
 
“Yeah, love you too, Spike.” 
 



I wish you did, luv... 
 
Spike gently pushed the door open and stepped inside. 
When he'd realized that it was getting dark out, and 
Xander still hadn't returned, it had finally occurred to him 
that Xander probably didn't know how to return. And he 
wasn't about to leave him alone where something could 
take him again. 
 
So he'd found his beloved charge: sitting in a damp alley, 
curled up into a ball and crying. Xander was always 
crying. Xander never used to cry. It made Spike ache, 
because it had been the one thing that Xander had 
always been good at: forcing his emotions down. He 
didn't like that Xander had done it, but it meant he'd had 
the strength to. 
 
He'd had that strength, once. 
 
“Thank you for coming...thank you again...thank...” 
 
Xander was sitting in the stairwell, watching Buffy kindly 
thank the guests that were leaving. Dressed in his best 
suit, and Xander felt anything but wonderful. 
 
Joyce was gone. 



 
Dawn passed by, looking ill and ghostly. She glanced up 
at him, and he gave her a soft smile. 'Love you,' he 
mouthed, and she gave him the tiniest of sad smiles 
before moving on. 
 
A hand fell on his shoulder, and Xander knew 
immediately who it was. “C'mon, gotta talk to you about 
somethin',” Spike said quietly, tugging him towards the 
upstairs. Xander slowly rose and followed. 
 
Once they were in Buffy's room, Spike closed the door 
and turned to him. “Yeah?” Xander asked. 
 
Spike said nothing, but simply held out his arms. “I 
know,” he said softly. 
 
Tears flooded his eyes, and Xander shut them, stepping 
forward into his embrace. How did Spike always know 
that he was about to break down and lose it? He'd known 
at the funeral, and he knew now, too. He hated to lose it 
in front of the girls; they were hurting enough as it was. 
But he'd needed to let it go. She'd been his mother, too. 
 
Spike lowered them to the floor, gently running his hands 
through his hair. They sat there for awhile, both of them 



crying softly for the woman they'd lost. 
 
Gently he placed Xander in the bed. “Want somethin' 
warm to drink?” Spike asked him. 
 
Xander's gaze was trained on the wall. Spike didn't 
bother asking him again; simply headed out and made up 
the hot cocoa. Something hot and chocolatey, and if 
Xander pushed this aside, Spike would stand up in a bar 
and proclaim he was Marilyn Monroe. 
 
If they'd taken this and changed it too, though, destroyed 
this one last comfort that Xander loved... 
 
Spike paused outside the door, wondering what torture 
could be done with something hot and delicious. The 
longer he stared into the mugs, the longer he told 
himself he didn't want to know. He entered finally, taking 
a seat beside the bed. And waited. 
 
It didn't take long for the aroma to reach Xander. His 
nostrils flared, and he blinked twice, before turning to 
Spike. His eyes fell on the mugs, and they widened 
slightly. Spike bit his lip, but offered one up. 
 
With a stunned expression Xander took the mug. 



“Haven't had this in...” He stopped himself, swallowing 
noticeably and raising the mug to his lips. Spike heaved a 
silent sigh of relief and raised his own mug up with hands 
he would've denied were shaking. 
 
He watched as Xander carefully sipped the fluid inside, 
and the barest hint of a smile came on his face. Spike 
froze, watching as Xander's gaze softened, and the next 
sip was longer. He closed his eyes, and for the first time 
in ages, he was relaxed, at peace, safe. And knew it, from 
the looks of him. 
 
When they'd finished, Xander moved to set his mug next 
to Spike's on the bedside stand. Spike sighed, closing his 
eyes. “You, uh, wanna...” He sighed again and tried once 
more. “Wanna talk about it, I'm...” 
 
He heard Xander's heartbeat begin to race, and Spike 
opened his eyes in time to see Xander stumble with the 
mug, dropping it towards the ground. Spike darted out 
and grabbed it, and the little drops left in the mug stayed 
in the mug where they belonged. Spike carefully set the 
mug on the stand and glanced at Xander. 
 
Tense and white. There was NO color in his face 
anymore: Xander's face had gone past pale and straight 



into ghost-like hues. He swallowed, then swallowed 
again, and he turned a little gray. “Doesn't have to be 
now,” Spike said softly. “Just...you know. Sometime. I'm 
here.” 
 
Xander swallowed, again, and pushed himself back into 
the bed. He began to respond, then stopped, shaking his 
head and laying himself down. 
 
Spike noted that the tension didn't leave him, but he 
stood anyways, heading out. He paused at the doorway, 
looking back at the figure in the bed. The words wouldn't 
be welcome now. He continued on, then stopped a few 
steps away in the hallway. 
 
That had been his problem last time, too. The apology, 
the words of affection, all of it he'd thought wouldn't be 
welcome. At least they would've been spoken aloud for 
him to hear. 
 
Spike turned back to the room, clenching his fists to help 
calm his nerves. Dammit, but this wasn't easy. “I...I know 
I wasn't there before. When you needed me,” and his 
voice would not break, “but I'm...I'm here now. Not goin' 
anywhere, promise. Just...know that. All right?” 
 



No answer. Spike hadn't really been expecting one. 
 
He turned away, his nerves threatening to make him 
collapse. In the bed, Xander was staring at the wall in 
front of him, silent and composed. In his eyes, however, 
were the glimmerings of tears.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
 

“Hello again.” 
 
Xander didn't raise his head. It was easier that way. 
 
“Being with someone like...him...must give you great 
stamina, no?” His face flushed, but he continued looking 
down. “I was hoping we could test that.” 
 
Xander froze. They wouldn't...no. They wouldn't dare. 
 
“No, no, your virtue is intact,” was said with a chuckle. 
“More along the lines of...ah, yes, thank you.” 
 
He dared to raise his head, his eyes widening at the sight 



of the things in front of him. Xander couldn't even name 
half the items. 
 
“I'm sure that...he...gives you quite a time in bed; 
vampires can be very vicious lovers.” Hands grabbed at 
him, and Xander fought against them, knowing already 
what the end result would be, but trying anyways. 
 
His arms were held by chains, and his ankles were done in 
the same manner. For his struggling, he received a blow 
to the back of his head. His head whipped down from the 
force, and he blinked several times to clear his vision. 
 
The chains rustled as they were pulled, and Xander bit his 
lip to keep from crying out as he was stretched. “Now 
then. Could...he...ever do this much?” 
 
A blow to the side of his chest from something hard. 
Xander gasped, wincing as he shifted slightly. “Or this?” 
 
On the other side now. Xander knew his lip would be 
bloody from biting it to keep from crying out. He wasn't 
going to give them the satisfaction. 
 
The blows continued, different objects, different places. 
Feet, chest, head, legs...his sockets ached from being 



pulled into position for so long, and his body screamed 
from the pain, but he still refused to give them what they 
wanted. 
 
A whip became present in his vision, and he tensed, 
waiting. “I believe that's all. Except, of course, for this one 
last thing. I know that...he...would never bottom. But 
surely...he...would give you some sort of relief?” 
 
The whip came down hard on his groin, and Xander 
finally screamed. 
 
And continued screaming, even as he woke up. He finally 
stopped when his voice grew hoarse, and he buried his 
head in his hands, wishing it would just stop. He needed a 
memory blot for the past few months. He didn't want to 
remember, yet that seemed to be all that he did. 

 

A blur slid in front of the bed, and Xander jerked 
backwards, staring at the figure in front of him. Spike 
looked wild with his hair sticking up in little tufts, his shirt 
and sweatpants wrinkled from sleep. His eyes were wide, 
and the slipper he was brandishing made him look 
ferocious. 
 



As ferocious as a kitten. 
 
Xander couldn't stop the slow smile at the sight Spike 
made. Then he was chuckling softly, then he was 
wrapping his arms around his waist, snickering and 
laughing and crying from joy for once. Spike slowly began 
to laugh as well, realizing how absurd he must look. 
 
“Sorry; heard the scream and I...” Both he and Xander 
looked to the fuzzy slipper in his left hand, and lost it 
once more. 
 
“Some weapon,” Xander managed to get out. 
 
“I thought it was my dagger,” Spike tried to explain, but 
gave up when Xander started laughing harder. 
 
“You couldn't...” Gasp, wheeze. “...FEEL the difference?” 
Xander asked. 
 
Spike gave a helpless shrug. “It was under the sofa; 
figured it'd gathered some dust bunnies or somethin'.” 
 
After they'd calmed down, Spike tossed the slipper onto 
the floor. “Sorry about the...uh...” Xander could feel his 
cheeks turn red. “Didn't mean to wake you up,” he said 



softly. 
 
“Don't worry about it,” Spike said, waving his hand to 
casually dismiss it. “Couldn't sleep anyways.” 
 
Xander nodded, and the silence turned awkward once 
more. 
 
Spike headed to the door, and Xander felt the urge to tell 
him...something. He knew Spike wouldn't offer to listen 
again, and Xander couldn't bear to say anything 
about...not yet, anyways. But soon. Probably soon. He 
didn't want Spike to give up on him, but he just 
couldn't...couldn't... 
 
“Know you've got a lot on your mind now,” Spike said 
quietly, causing Xander to glance up. “Know it's got to be 
hard to explain, even think about. But I just...” He looked 
nervous, and Xander couldn't blame him. This was 
something they'd never really done, and he suddenly 
wondered why not. 
 
Spike took an unneeded breath and looked straight at 
Xander. “If you need someone to listen, be there...I can 
be that someone,” he said. Then he turned and headed 
out. 



 
“Spike?” Xander called suddenly, and Spike stopped, 
glancing back at him. “I...thank you,” he said in a voice 
barely loud then a whisper. 
 
The silence between them was almost...comfortable. 
Spike gave him a smile, then headed back out, leaving a 
much calmer Xander to sleep. 
 
It was the first time in months that he slept without 
nightmares.  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Seventeen 

The next day was spent doing really nothing. Well, 
nothing as in talking nothing. Because Spike and Xander 
did quite a lot of something all day. 
 
They avoided each other. 
 
Everything from the previous night seemed to be 



forgotten. The boys kept to themselves, quiet and afraid 
to reach out to the other. 
 
Xander ran his hand through his hair and grimaced. It 
was getting disgusting, all greasy and gathering in 
clumps. He really wanted a shower. He could feel the 
water on his hair already, calming him, soothing him, 
surrounding him, encasing him, trapping him… 
 
Maybe a shower wasn’t such a good idea. 
 
It was scary, how fast he’d lost control like that. He knew 
that it couldn’t happen. Seriously. Couldn’t happen. He 
was safe in Spike’s apartment. 
 
And wow, he wasn’t expecting the hurt that went along 
with saying that it belonged to Spike and Spike alone. Not 
him. 
 
Ow. 
 
He’d be fine if he could hide there, but his safety place 
seemed to have shut down on him. He wasn’t really sure 
what it was. An extension of his mind, somewhere that 
he could hide. That was all he knew. It had gotten him 
through a few bad times, to say the least. 



 
The problem was, he’d been in there so long last time, 
that he’d lost himself in it, refusing to face any of the 
world. That wasn’t something he wanted to do again. 
 
He touched a stray clump of hair again and winced. He 
definitely needed a shower. He could handle this. 
 
He’d just tell Spike first.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
“Um…Spike?” 
 
Spike forced himself to not jump at the sudden sound of 
Xander’s voice, and instead brought his head up slowly 
from his book. “What’s up?” he asked softly, keeping his 
voice low. Xander looked ready to bolt. Again. 
 
“I…uh…” Xander swallowed, glancing away at the bare 
white wall. “I’m gonna…well, I was hoping to…” 
 
Spike patiently waited, his heart clenching as he watched 
frustrated tears rise in Xander’s eyes. When they’d been 
together, Spike would’ve immediately headed over to 



him and held him. Made the fears and horrible thoughts 
go away. 
 
Key phrase being ‘when they’d been together’. He didn’t 
think Xander would appreciate that now. 
 
Xander took a deep breath and released it in one long 
rush, along with his words. 
“IwaswonderingifIcouldtakeashowerandyoucouldlisten.” 
 
Spike blinked. As intelligent as he considered himself, 
none of that sounded close to decipherable. “Um…try 
again?” he asked. 
 
Xander sighed. “I was wondering if I could take a shower 
and you could…you know…listen. Out. For me.” His voice 
softened until it was almost a whisper, and his cheeks 
were flushed a dark red. 
 
Spike was shocked that he’d asked in the first place. “It’s 
not a problem,” he said gently, giving Xander what he 
hoped was an encouraging smile. “I’ll be out here, 
readin’ my book, so if I hear anythin’, I’ll…you know, hear 
it,” he said, as if Xander being uncomfortable in the 
bathroom wasn’t a big thing. 
 



Xander nodded his thanks, and the silence turned 
awkward. He abruptly turned around and left, pausing in 
front of the bathroom door. He clenched his fists, then 
pulled the door open, slamming it behind him with 
conviction. 
 
As soon as he was in, Spike had the book thrown to the 
sofa and was waiting at the doorway. He edged off to the 
side, so anyone peering underneath the door wouldn’t 
see his socks. Yeah. Sure. Xander being by himself in a 
room with a shower wasn’t a big thing. 
 
And Spike was a nun in Italy. 
 
Silently he waited for the water to turn on, praying that 
Xander’s heartbeat wouldn’t start pounding like mad. 
Xander had to face this and win. He had to.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Two more steps. That was it. Well, okay, maybe more like 
three steps. Okay, four steps. Four really big steps that 
should really be six steps. Might help if he could just walk 
over there and turn it on. 
 



Might help if he could stop leaning against the door, 
panting like an idiot. 
 
Xander swallowed past the knot in his throat and pushed 
himself forward. Step by step he approached the shower, 
then glanced around, feeling like an idiot for doing it, but 
needing to. He had to know that no one was around. 
 
The bathroom was empty. Eerily quiet. He shivered and 
reached over to turn on the water. 
 
It came out suddenly with a starting spurt, like all 
showers do, and Xander jumped back, his breathing 
harsh and haggard. He hated this. He hated feeling so 
helpless, so alone, so stupid for leaving his back to an 
entrance for so long… 
 
He whipped around, seeing no one. He was getting 
worked up over nothing. The sounds of the shower 
pounded in his head, and all he could see was water 
everywhere, keeping him locked down. They kept him 
locked down. 
 
Not if he kept them locked out. He hurried over to the 
door, locking it quickly. There. No one could get in 
anymore. 



 
He turned back to the shower, and could only stare 
helplessly at the water rising in the tub. It was still set on 
tub, which meant everything was gathering in the 
bottom. 
 
Staring at it now, and can only see someone else in the 
water, brown hair brown eyes screaming can’t hear 
through the water someone Spike help me! 
 
Xander gasped, falling back against the door. He slid 
down to the floor, feeling the tile slam against his rear 
hard enough to probably bruise it. He’d completely 
regressed again, headed straight back to wherever the 
hell he went when things got tough. When he didn’t 
want to be in the world anymore. 
 
What scared him the most was how easy it had been. 
 
He held back a sniffle, which burst through and became a 
sob. Burying his head in his hands, he wondered if Spike 
had heard him. Made lots of noise, even fell down, had to 
be loud enough, please help me Spike PLEASE…  

 
~*~*~*~*~  



 
Spike was on the other side of the door, trying 
desperately to push his way through. The door was 
locked, and he could feel Xander’s heartbeat racing 
wildly against the other side of the door. To break the 
lock, he’d have to kick the door down, which would hurt 
Xander. 
 
But unless he got the door open, he couldn’t stop the 
hurt that was going on now. Catch 22. 
 
The phone decided to suddenly ring. Spike almost left it, 
until he realized that it could be Angel or Buffy with news 
about the mark. Trying to not listen to Xander’s gut 
wrenching sobs that he couldn’t do anything about, he 
ran into the kitchen and snagged the phone off the 
charger. “What?” he said, already hurrying back to the 
bathroom door. 
 
“Spike, are you okay?” Buffy’s voice said, sounding 
concerned. 
 
“He’s…I can’t…” Spike forced himself to calm down, 
wondering when he’d started panicking. Another sob 
was heard from the other side, and Spike felt the panic 
flare up again. Ah. Of course. 



 
“Tell me what’s going on,” Buffy said in the tone she’d 
learned from Joyce: worried, but calm and rational and 
soothing for the frantic person on the other end. 
 
Spike closed his eyes, leaning his head against the door. 
“Went to take a shower, and he must’ve locked the door 
for some reason. He’s losin’ it in there, and he’s up 
against the door. Can’t break the lock without hurtin’ 
him.” 
 
“Losing it?” Buffy asked, and he could hear the frown in 
her voice. “What do you mean, losing…” 
 
A scream was heard, and Spike cringed, his eyes burning. 
“How long has he been like that?” Buffy said. 
 
“In the bathroom? Twenty minutes tops. Completely 
losin’ it? Past couple of days. I don’t know…” He 
swallowed hard, trying not to lose it himself. He needed 
sleep. He needed blood. 
 
He needed Xander to be okay again. He needed them to 
be okay again. He needed some semblance of control 
and rational thought, which he couldn’t do with anything 
having to do with Xander. 



 
Because he’d never stopped caring about Xander. 
Wanting him, needing him, lov… 
 
“Do you want us there?” Buffy asked, gently but firmly. 
 
Spike stared at the closed door, hearing muffled sobs 
leaking through, ripping his heart to shreds. “Please,” he 
croaked, the tears finally escaping and rolling down his 
face. 
 
“Tomorrow in the afternoon sometime,” Buffy promised 
immediately. “I’m packing now. Just…calm down. Okay, 
stupid thing to say, but you need to calm yourself down. 
You’re not doing him OR you any good. We’ll be there 
shortly, I promise. Just hang on until then sweetie. Can 
you do that for me?” 
 
Spike nodded, and after a moment she continued. “Okay. 
We’re on our way.” 
 
She hung up then, presumably so she could pack. Spike 
dropped the phone to the floor, pressing his ear against 
the door. A few muffled sounds and gasps for breath 
were heard. “Xan?” he called out, needing contact with 
him, needing to hear Xander, needing to know he was all 



right. 
 
“S-Spike?” was heard on a stuttered breath. Sounds of 
shuffling were heard, and a small noise echoed through 
the doorway. “I can’t get it out of my head,” Xander 
whispered. “I…I can’t…” 
 
“You’ll be fine,” Spike said, trying to not sound like he 
was losing it, too. Calm, soothing, gentle. Like Buffy had 
been. 
 
Fuck, he needed her here. Red too. They’d fix things, get 
Xander, no, the both of them fixed and on their way 
again. 
 
“No, I’m not fine,” Xander snapped, sniffling. “I’m 
not…not fine, and I need help, need serious h-help, I 
need…” Spike heard a small sob break out. “I need you,” 
Xander whispered. “Spike, I need you…” 
 
Spike placed his hand against the door, knowing he was 
crying like a baby but not caring. “You’ve got me,” he 
said softly, choking up. “You always have, luv.” 
 
A few moments passed, before Spike heard a tiny click. 
The door slowly opened, and a red eyed, reddened face 



met his. Xander started to say something, then stopped, 
closing his mouth and blinking away a few stray tears. 
 
Without a word Spike opened his arms. In less than a 
second Xander was wrapped around him, digging his 
fingers in, pressing his forehead against Spike’s chest, 
tears soaking Spike’s shirt. Spike pulled him close, 
entwining his fingers through Xander’s hair, his gaze 
glancing past dark hair to the shower, which was still 
slowly filling with water. 
 
A fire began to smolder in his chest, and thoughts of the 
broken brunette in his arms only fueled the flames. Soon 
it was a raging inferno, and his eyes flashed gold for a 
brief moment. He seriously hoped that Angel or Buffy 
could get him an answer as to who had done this. 
 
Because as soon as they did, Spike was going to make 
them hurt. Very. Very. Badly.  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Eighteen 



Spike watched Xander from across the table. You 
couldn’t tell that he was watching; his eyes were focused 
oh so casually on his own plate, finishing up what he’d 
made them. 
 
You didn’t need to use your eyes to watch someone 
when you were a vampire. 
 
His ears were tuned in to Xander’s breathing and his 
heartbeat. Both were steady at the moment, but he was 
still alert, watching and waiting. His nose would be able 
to detect any differences immediately, which would 
probably sound gross to a few, but to Spike, meant 
security. He wondered how humans got along with their 
horrible sense of smell some days. 
 
His eyes would glance up every now and then to watch 
Xander’s hands. They slowly brought the fork to the 
plate, then back up to his mouth, but they weren’t 
shaking. They were steady, steadier then they’d been for 
the past couple of…days? Weeks? Months? 
 
He didn’t know how long he’d held Xander the night 
before. Xander had fallen asleep in his arms, and Spike 
had carefully carried him back into the guestroom, 
staying beside him all night long. He’d soothed away a 



few nightmares before Xander had settled down for 
some decent sleep. 
 
Spike couldn’t remember the last time he’d had some 
sleep of his own. When Buffy came by, then maybe… 
 
As if his thoughts had immediately summoned her, there 
was a soft knock on the door. Xander inhaled softly, his 
fingers clenched, and a scent of fear was growing 
stronger by the moment. Spike slowly rose and headed 
for the door. “More than likely Buffy,” he said casually. 
“Though, I can’t remember the last time she’s actually 
knocked softly. She’s more of a banger.” 
 
The fear lessened slightly, and Xander gave a small smile. 
“She can’t help it with her strength. Banging’s what she 
does best. Comes with the Slayer package. She’s gotta 
have some way of boasting her Slayer abilities without 
showing the world her membership card.” 
 
Spike grinned genuinely at that, and Xander’s own smile 
broadened. When Xander had awakened that morning, 
he hadn’t tried to hide from Spike, hadn’t pushed him 
away. Spike hadn’t mentioned any of it, but had still been 
overly-concerned, he knew that. Xander hadn’t…hadn’t 
seemed to mind, though. Things were comfortable for 



the first time in ages. 
 
Another knock was heard, this time a little louder, and 
Xander’s smile faded. “What if it…it isn’t her?” he asked. 
 
Spike slowly let his grin turn feral. “Then they’re in for a 
treat,” he said softly. Xander gave a shy grin, and Spike 
headed for the door. 
 
He could hear Buffy’s heartbeat on the other side, and he 
could smell her distinct perfume as well. It was only as he 
opened the door that he realized that Xander’s own 
scent, his fear, had disappeared completely before Spike 
had even left the kitchen. 
 
Did Xander really trust him that much? 
 
The door was barely opened before a blonde hurricane 
hit him. “Oof!” he yelped, trying to steady himself. 
“Bloody ‘ell, what’d you eat, twenty or so chocolate 
bars?” 
 
Buffy glanced up at him, giving him a mock-punch. 
“Funny. I’m actually on a diet.” 
 
“It’s not workin’,” he said immediately, grinning when 



she glared at him. 
 
“Smart ass,” she muttered. “I brought Willow; you mind 
putting up with both of us in here?” 
 
Her silent question that she’d really meant to ask, Do you 
want us to stay here or somewhere else? was loud and 
clear. She was an absolutely wonderful woman. 
 
“That’s fine; you two can crash in the livin’ room. Sure 
you guys don’t mind havin’ a sleep-over of sorts,” he 
said. 
 
“Yeah, because we older women live for that sort of 
thing,” Willow grumbled, pushing past Buffy to get her 
own Spike hug. “How’s he been?” she asked softly in his 
ear. 
 
“Not too bad today,” he replied in as low a voice as he 
could manage. Willow gave a tiny nod to show that she’d 
heard him, then backed away. “I take it I’m supposed to 
bring in the luggage?” he said, sighing. 
 
Buffy gave him a bright smile. “Of course you are. That’s 
how things are done. Didn’t your mother teach you any 
sort of manners? Besides, you’ve got incredible strength. 



Put it to good use.” 
 
“So do you,” he said, staring incredulously at her. 
 
“So?” she asked, giving him a look. “I did my job. I 
brought it this far. Your turn to bring it the rest of the 
way.” 
 
“It’s only a couple of feet, Spike. She couldn’t have 
packed that much.” 
 
All heads turned to see Xander standing in the front 
hallway, a small smile on his face that looked a little 
scared despite his efforts. “Hey, guys,” he said softly. 
 
Buffy let her smile grow as she stepped forward. “Hey 
back atcha. We’ve missed you.” 
 
Xander’s smile dropped slightly. “I’ve…I was…” 
 
“Here, obviously,” Buffy interjected smoothly, stepping 
almost within arm’s reach of him. “Spike still dunk stuff 
in his blood?” 
 
Xander’s relief at the change of topic was felt by 
everyone there. “Wouldn’t know. I haven’t seen him 



drink any since…since I showed up.” 
 
Buffy glanced back at Spike and gave him a sharp look, 
but it was gone by the time she turned to Xander again. 
“And what about you? Do you dunk stuff in your…okay, 
I’m gonna hope it’s not blood, and the sentence sounded 
way better in my head.” 
 
Xander stared at her for a moment, then let out a short 
laugh. “I’ve missed you, too,” he said softly, stepping 
forward, then pausing. Buffy opened her arms, and she 
had him in a few short moments, wrapped and held safe. 
 
Willow slowly walked around, hugging Buffy one-sided 
first, standing there long enough for Xander to spot her 
before she wrapped her other arm around him as well. 
Spike allowed himself his own bit of relief at seeing 
Xander okay. He should’ve called the girls when Xander 
first arrived. He was glad they were here. 
 
“Aren’t you forgetting something, oh blonde-y bell-boy 
of ours?” 
 
Then again, there were ups to them not being there.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  



 
Once the girls were settled in, they decided to start 
glancing around the apartment to see ‘what needed to 
be fixed first’. Buffy commented on the dreariness of it 
all, Willow declared it a complete bachelor pad that 
needed straightening and brightening up, and they’d 
passed a store on the way in that was sure to have 
something floral and decorative for the sofa, and 
wouldn’t that little lamp with all the beads look great in 
that corner? 
 
Spike darted every which way, telling them that no, he 
didn’t want a lamp with beads on it, there was NO need 
for floral torture, and would you quit straightening 
things, they were fine right where they were, he didn’t 
give a rat’s arse about feng shui or whatever it was 
called. 
 
Xander just sat back and thoroughly enjoyed himself for 
the first time in ages. Watching Buffy and Willow dart 
around the living room, trying to change things, with 
Spike right behind them to ‘fix’ their fixings was just too 
perfect. He needed a video recorder to capture this. 
 
When they’d shown up, Xander had been wary about 
heading out to greet them, but figured they’d come in 



anyways. He might as well meet them at the start. 
 
Buffy had started babbling, being Buffy, and her warmth 
and strength had soothed him. He’d truly missed her. 
 
He’d missed Willow, too. Willow, who had been good 
enough to wait until he was ready for the hug, then had 
held him too. And she’d managed to make it look like it 
was what she’d planned in the first place. 
 
He was glad they’d come. He already felt safe with Spike, 
and now, with everyone together? He felt a security and 
safety he hadn’t in too long. Nothing was going to touch 
him. Not while they were here. 
 
They’d come over because of him, he knew that. Driven 
all the way across a few states just to be here for him. 
That thought alone brought a warmth to his heart. 
 
“No, it does NOT need a soddin’ bookend! The books are 
fine on their own!” 
 
“Spike, they’re falling down. It looks sloppy. You need a 
bookend. Maybe you would even consider two of them; I 
hear that’s all the rage these days,” Buffy said dryly. 
 



“Maybe I like it sloppy!” 
 
Xander slowly began to smile. 
 
“I bet we could find something sweet to put there, like a 
bowl of flowers or something,” Willow said, getting into 
it. 
 
Spike glared at them both. “I bet there’s something like 
that over at the religious store we passed; they always 
have nice things,” Buffy told her. 
 
“Yeah, and maybe you could pick up a pair of bookends 
with crosses on them; bet that’ll make the place more 
cheerful for a vampire,” Spike said. 
 
“Then maybe you wouldn’t touch them to remove 
them,” Buffy shot back. 
 
Xander’s smile broadened to the point of being painful. 
 
“I still say that flowers would be better,” Willow insisted. 
“Nice, bright sunflowers…” 
 
“Don’t those need sun to grow? Sort of suggested by the 
name and all?” Spike interrupted. 



 
“…maybe some roses…no, there’s enough thorns in this 
apartment as is,” Willow continued, ignoring the look 
Spike sent her. “Ooh, maybe some daisies!” 
 
“Daisies?” Spike sputtered. “You wanna put daisies in my 
apartment? My apartment? What aren’t you realizin’ 
about that ‘my’ part of it?” 
 
“They’d look nice,” Willow defended, heading for the 
Willow Pout of Doom. 
 
“Not in here they wouldn’t,” Spike declared 
triumphantly. “It’s too dreary and dark, remember?” 
 
“That’s why we have to fix things,” Buffy told him 
smugly. “So we can put the daisies in here and they’ll fit.” 
 
“I don’t want soddin’ daisies!” 
 
They all paused, glancing over when they heard a tiny 
sound. A tiny sound that was getting louder by the 
moment, unable to be held back anymore. 
 
Xander was laughing.  



 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
All Spike had been trying to do was convince them that 
he didn’t want flowers in his apartment. There was no 
need for that sort of torture. Couldn’t a bachelor just live 
on his own in reasonable peace and not get bothered by 
the womenfolk? 
 
Then he’d heard the most glorious sound, one he 
remembered from what seemed years ago. Something 
he hadn’t heard in much too long. 
 
Xander’s laughter. 
 
It had started as a chuckle, then had quickly grown into 
something loud and full of amusement and joy. Their 
antics had caused Xander to start laughing. 
 
Willow giggled helplessly, the silliness of the situation 
hitting her as well. Buffy tried vainly to hold it in, but she 
too soon lost it, laughing with the others. 
 
Spike wasn’t sure if he was just laughing because of the 
absurdity of the conversation, or with relief that Xander, 



his Xander, was finally appearing again. 
 
This was why he’d asked the girls to come. Xander 
needed his Scoobies, and they’d needed him. Spike had 
needed the two girls, and they’d apparently needed him 
as well, if just to pick on him. He was glad they’d come. 
 
Even if they were determined to brighten his apartment 
up to the point that even Martha Stewart would be 
sickened by the cheerfulness. 
 
It was worth it though. They could decorate it in pink 
girly ribbons for all he cared. 
 
If they could make Xander smile and laugh, then he had 
everything he needed.  

Part Nineteen 

The girls were soon quickly moved away from the décor 
of Spike’s apartment by realizing that Spike hadn’t gone 
for groceries (or what they considered suitable groceries) 
in too long. “I’ll be back!” Willow called cheerfully, 
heading out with her purse in hand. 
 
Buffy opted to stay with the boys, which Spike was more 
than happy with. The more firepower to keep Xander 



safe, the better. 
 
Unfortunately, as soon as she turned on him with a false, 
bright smile, he knew there’d been another reason she’d 
stayed behind. “Can I talk to you?” she asked sweetly. 
 
“Don’t have much of a choice, do I?” Spike grumbled, 
following her into the kitchen. She stopped in front of 
the fridge, then turned to him, hands crossed, hip tilted, 
eyebrows raised. “Somethin’ you wanted?” he asked. 
 
“You have plenty of blood in the fridge,” she said, glaring 
at him. “So why haven’t you been eating any of it?” 
 
“I have…” Spike started, but the argument died on his 
tongue at the fury in her eyes. “I”ve been busy,” he 
mumbled, looking away. 
 
There was a sigh, and he could hear her stepping 
forward, her shoes making tiny taps on the surface of the 
floor. “You worry me,” she muttered, but she pulled him 
into her arms nevertheless. Spike hugged her back, 
closing his eyes and letting himself lean against her 
strength. 
 
“I’m not the only one worried, either,” Buffy continued. 



 
“Red wouldn’t have come down if she wasn’t either, I 
knew that.” 
 
Buffy gave him a light pinch, and he glanced up at her, 
frowning. “You tryin’ to tell me Willow doesn’t care?” he 
asked. 
 
Buffy gave him a look. “You know she does, but that 
wasn’t who I was talking about. How about the scarred 
brunette out on the sofa?” 
 
Spike stared at her, wondering which part of it shocked 
him the most. “Scarred?” he finally managed. 
 
Buffy nodded, her glared fading. “I saw the scar on the 
back of his neck, and his feet when he sat back on the 
sofa.” She started to say something, then stopped, 
swallowing heavily instead. “I can’t…Willow might be 
able to do a spell. To get rid of the scars for good, so you 
guys won’t have to…” She swallowed again and glanced 
away. “He’s doing good, though. Better then I thought he 
would be, considering what I’ve heard and what you’ve 
told me.” 
 
“Yeah, and his emotional state at the moment is scarin’ 



me more than if he was locked in the bathroom,” Spike 
said, glancing out into the living room. Xander was 
leaning back against the sofa, flipping channels. Like 
nothing was wrong. “Because at least him locked in the 
bathroom makes sense. This, this just…doesn’t.” 
 
“I honestly think he’s putting on some sort of front with 
me and Willow here,” Buffy said softly. “I’m just not sure 
if that’s a good thing or not. Good that he has the energy 
to hide it, but possibly not what he needs to face it. We’ll 
give him subtle hints, freak out over a creepy part in a 
movie or something, show him it’s okay to be afraid and 
let others see it.” 
 
Spike gazed at her for a moment, then slowly began to 
smile. “So glad you two came,” he said quietly. 
 
Buffy was back in his arms a few moments later. “Me 
too. We missed you when you moved,” she said. “You 
were a good friend. I hated to see you and Xander 
separate, but I hated what it did to the both of you more. 
You left the state, Xander wouldn’t even talk about you 
and got all depressed and moody all the time…” 
 
“He did?” Spike asked, surprised. 
 



Buffy gave him a look. “What do you think, doofus? You 
were his world, and something happened between the 
two of you and ripped that apart. I honestly think it was 
more anger at himself than you, but like I said: I don’t 
know what really happened.” 
 
“Angry at himself?” Spike asked himself quietly, ignoring 
Buffy completely. He’d always wondered if Xander had 
regretted his words that day. Spike had, but he’d been 
the one to initiate Xander’s response that he might have 
felt guilty about. 
 
But Xander feeling anger didn’t make any sense. Unless… 
 
Unless Xander thought he was to blame for Spike leaving. 
Spike’s eyes slowly widened at the realization that 
Xander had…had… 
 
Oh no. 
 
“Spike?” Buffy asked, frowning when he didn’t answer. 
“You look pale. Like more than usual. I told you to get 
some of that self-tanning lotion,” she joked weakly, but 
there was obvious concern in her voice. 
 
“You and Red told me, that first day when I called,” Spike 



said, his voice faint to his own ears. “I just…I never 
thought he’d…” 
 
Of course he’d blame himself. He told you to get out, and 
you did. You didn’t leave because of what he said, 
however, and that’s what he doesn’t know. Probably 
thought I’d abandoned him, left him for good. Left ‘cause 
I thought he didn’t want me anymore, and I completely 
forgot about him. Let him get taken, hurt, broken, and 
the entire time he was there, he probably thought I didn’t 
even care anymore. 
 
Oh luv, oh Xander, I’m so sorry… 
 
“Tell me what’s going on, Spike,” Buffy demanded as 
quietly as she could. 
 
“Thought it was his fault. You said he’d gotten angry with 
himself about somethin’, but you didn’t know what. Last 
thing he told me, after I said…” Spike swallowed, couldn’t 
bring himself to say his damning words. “…he told me 
that he never wanted to see me again, and I thought he 
didn’t, so I left. Didn’t want him to have to look at me. 
 
“It wasn’t why, though. He thought I’d pushed him out. 
Pushed him away, didn’t want him anymore, and after 



what I said, he must’ve thought I didn’t…” Didn’t love 
him. 
 
The kitchen, Buffy, everything was starting to blur. Spike 
reached up to wipe at his eyes, and frowned when he 
didn’t encounter any tears. Then why…? 
 
Buffy’s eyes widened, appearing huge and fuzzy with the 
blur, and suddenly everything went black.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
“…any in too long…” 
 
“…fault, I know it, he stayed…” 
 
“…wasn’t, Xander, just…” 
 
“Spike?” 
 
Spike blinked, the conversation dying around him. Slowly 
things started coming back into focus. The ceiling was the 
first thing that became unblurred, and even without it 
being white fuzz, it was still ugly. It becoming sharper 
with his vision wasn’t helping it any. 



 
Willow was leaning over him, and gave him a small smile. 
“Hi you,” she said softly. “How you feeling?” 
 
“Like someone filled my mouth with cotton balls,” Spike 
said, trying to lick his lips in the hopes that some sort of 
moisture remained for him to spread. Nope; just dry 
mouth. “And my head, too. Except the cotton balls are 
really metal balls, and they’re all rollin’ around in my 
head.” 
 
“Can’t say I didn’t warn you,” Buffy said, raising her 
eyebrows. Her tiny glare, however, didn’t really work 
with the amount of relief on her face. “I knew you hadn’t 
had any blood in too long.” 
 
“Or sleep,” a soft voice said. Spike glanced over behind 
Buffy and saw Xander curled up on the tile, legs drawn in 
towards his body. He looked miserable, and he stole a 
quick glance at Spike. Their eyes locked for a brief 
moment, and Xander glanced away. “Sorry,” he 
whispered. “You shouldn’t have stayed up for me all 
those nights. It’s my fault, all of it.” 
 
“Xander, it’s not…” Buffy started, only to be interrupted 
by Xander rising and running from the room. She gave a 



heavy sigh, then turned back to Spike. “I told you he was 
worried about you,” she said quietly. 
 
Willow gave her a look. “Just ‘worried’? How about out 
of his mind panicked? When I came in here, you were 
trying to get him to let go of Spike, and even then he 
wouldn’t stop hovering. Or calling out to Spike, combing 
his hair…just the single word ‘worried’ doesn’t come 
close to describing Xander’s state. Though,” she added 
thoughtfully, “he did scurry away pretty fast when it 
looked like Spike was going to wake up.” 
 
Spike blinked, slowly raising his arm to reach for his hair. 
It was all over the place, and the gel was disturbed. 
Definite finger combing had occurred. 
 
“I didn’t just mean about Spike passing out,” Buffy said. 
 
“I did not pass out,” Spike said indignantly. “Master 
vampires do not pass out.” 
 
“How about falling backwards onto your ass and 
sprawling in a very undignified heap on the kitchen tile?” 
Buffy said sweetly. Spike glared at her. 
 
“Maybe one of you guys would like to go check on 



Xander, since Spike’s obviously feeling better, and Buffy 
apparently has nothing to do,” Willow said dryly. 
 
Spike nodded, pushing himself up. “Blood first,” Buffy 
insisted. 
 
“Xander first,” Spike declared, heading out of the 
kitchen. 
 
His vampire hearing managed to catch Buffy’s next 
words. “When hasn’t he been?” 
 
He found Xander in the guest bedroom, curled up in the 
corner, staring at the carpet. Spike stopped a few feet 
from him, then decided to take a seat where he was. 
Xander didn’t look up at him. 
 
“Xan?” he asked softly. 
 
Xander continued gazing at the carpet, his hand reaching 
out to gently brush over the fibers. “Xander?” Spike tried 
again. 
 
“Soft,” Xander said in almost a whisper. “So soft. Never 
this soft before.” His voice continued dropping, until 
Spike could barely hear him. “Hard and cold, always hard 



and cold. Missed the soft and warmth. Missed where we 
used to be,” he breathed. 
 
Spike wasn’t sure if he was referring to their relationship 
status, or their old apartment. It had been a nice place. 
 
“You can’t be serious,” Spike said, staring at the 
apartment with wide eyes. 
 
“Why not?” Xander said, giving him a look. “Other 
couples have places. We should have our own place, too. 
We practically live together all the time anyways.” 
 
“Are we even a couple?” Spike asked, going back to 
staring at the apartment skeptically. 
 
Xander bit his lip but didn’t say anything. Spike glanced 
over at him and found him gently brushing his hand over 
the walls, as if they symbolized something. Something 
precious, something new, something he didn’t dare to 
touch. 
 
Spike took one last look at the room, then headed over to 
Xander, reaching out with his hand. Xander turned to 
him, confused. “More than the front hallway,” Spike said 
softly. “Besides, that pink carpet in there? Has got to go.” 



 
Slowly Xander began to grin. “You gonna give me a 
tour?” 
 
“Why not? I ate a tour guide once; somethin’ might’ve 
stuck.” 
 
“Spike!” 
 
“C’mon; there’s a big bedroom in the back.” 
 
“How do you know that?” 
 
“Because if it doesn’t have one, then we’re wastin’ our 
time.” 
 
“Our bed isn’t that big.” 
 
“Yeah, but we don’t always make it to the bed. Figure I 
could line the walls with pillows or somethin’.” 
 
“I do too,” he finally settled for. He missed them both; 
the apartment and the relationship. The apartment had 
sort of been their symbolic gesture to tell the world that 
they were a couple, and proud of it. 
 



He wondered what had happened to the old place. 
 
“Sold it.” 
 
Spike blinked and glanced over at Xander, who wasn’t 
touching the carpet anymore. His eyes were still locked 
on the ground, though. “Couldn’t stand being in there 
anymore. Rooms were emptier, and everything echoed, 
or it was too quiet. It never used to be quiet and empty, 
and it…” His eyes darted up to Spike’s, before he looked 
away, a flush growing on his face. “It didn’t have you 
anymore,” he whispered miserably. 
 
Spike’s heart clenched in his chest. “Xander, I…” 
 
Xander just shook his head and curled up even tighter, 
hiding his head behind his legs. 
 
“Spike?” Buffy called from the kitchen. “Sweetie, you 
need blood. And sleep. Preferably in that order.” 
 
Xander flinched, and Spike wasn’t sure if it was from the 
noise or the mention of what he thought was his fault. 
There were so many ways to take things with him. Things 
used to be a lot easier. 
 



“It wasn’t your fault,” Spike said, trying to reach him 
somehow, let him know that Xander wasn’t to blame. 
“Didn’t have to stay up with you, but I wanted to. 
Wanted to keep you safe, watch over you, and just…just 
make sure you were really here. With me.” Again. Even 
though I don’t deserve you. 
 
If Xander could admit that he’d missed Spike, then Spike 
could do the same thing, because he had. He’d missed 
Xander so much. 
 
Xander didn’t say anything, or even move a fraction of an 
inch. Just stayed all curled up in his corner, and Spike 
sighed softly, before rising. Buffy was right; he needed 
blood. He needed time to think. And he needed sleep. 
 
But he needed Xander over all of those. 
 
He headed out, never seeing Xander’s head raise to 
watch him go.  

 
 
 
 
 



Part Twenty 

He’d barely taken a swallow of blood before the girls 
pounced on him. “We’ve been waiting patiently for 
months, Spike. We need to know what happened if we’re 
going to help matters around here,” Willow said. 
 
“How’s knowin’ what happened between me and Xan 
that last day gonna help me find the bastards that did 
this to him?” Spike asked, eyes flickering gold for the 
briefest moment. Then he was back to baby blues that 
looked stormier than usual. 
 
He didn’t need blood or sleep, he needed Xander. 
Xander, however, was always going to be the thing just 
barely out of reach. That night had cemented it for good. 
 
…Were trying to get him to let go of Spike, and even then 
he wouldn’t stop hovering…calling out to Spike, combing 
his hair… 
 
Maybe not, though. Maybe things could be fixed. They 
still cared about each other, that much was certain. 
 
“I don’t want to fix just Xander,” Buffy added. “I want to 
fix what happened between you guys. You guys were a 



beautiful thing to see, and I…I miss that. I don’t think I’m 
the only one that does, either,” she said softly. 
 
Spike flinched ever so slightly. “Besides, we don’t want to 
say the wrong thing and make you guys…you know, more 
uncomfortable than you already are.” Buffy crinkled her 
nose. “Not that that’s possible in the first place, but…” 
 
Spike sighed, taking another few sips before turning to 
the girls. Physically, he was gaining back the strength to 
face this. 
 
Emotionally, he’d never be ready for the damage that 
had happened that night. 
 
The girls waited expectantly, and with another soft sigh 
Spike launched into the retelling of their fight.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
The kitchen remained silent long after Spike had finished 
speaking. Willow would open her mouth, as if to say 
something, then stop, glance at him, and close it again. It 
had been going on for the past five minutes, and she still 
hadn’t gotten any words out. 



 
Buffy alternated between gazing at him sorrowfully while 
biting her lower lip, or glancing around the corner 
towards the bedroom Xander still hadn’t emerged from. 
 
Spike was fine with the silence; it gave him time to think. 
So much that he thought he’d known had been blown 
apart over the past day alone. Xander’s feelings were still 
a mystery, but Spike knew that Xander cared. He had to. 
Why else would he have run in when Spike fell? 
 
“That’s…” Willow finally managed to get out, then 
stopped again. “I can’t find the words.” 
 
“Heart breaking,” Buffy said softly. Spike glanced over to 
see her eyes on the tile below her. “Despairing. You guys 
were the light at the end of the tunnel to me. Proof that 
we could get a happy ending.” She raised her eyes and 
gave him and sad smile. “Guess not everything can have 
a happy ending.” 
 
“I still think that you guys could have that…” Willow 
started, but was interrupted this time by the sudden flare 
of people laughing. She frowned, turning to glance 
towards the living room, where the noise had come 
from. 



 
“Just the telly,” Spike said softly, relief flooding through 
him that Xander was out of the bedroom and doing 
something, even if it was apparently watching a sitcom. 
He could hear the laugh track easily from his spot in the 
kitchen. 
 
“Where do you two go from here?” Willow asked a 
moment later. “I mean, do you guys patch things…” 
 
“Red, we’re here to take care of whatever did this to 
Xander, not what happened between Xander and me,” 
Spike said, giving her a look. 
 
“Why can’t we do both?” Buffy asked, giving him a look. 
 
Spike switched his gaze between the two of them 
incredulously. “Buffy, as much as I’d love to have another 
chance with the man in the next room, I don’t think it’s 
possible.” 
 
Click. Softer now, one person at a time talking. Sounded 
like a historical documentary. 
 
“You still haven’t given any proof as to why,” Willow said. 
Ever the scientist: present the facts before making the 



hypothesis sound. 
 
“I just got through explainin’ why,” Spike said. “Or did 
you forget what I told him?” 
 
Click. The sound of music and violins filled the air. He’d 
found the Arts channel, then. 
 
“That was awhile ago,” Buffy interjected softly, but Spike 
was already shaking his head. 
 
“Not for him, and not…not for me,” he told her. “There 
isn’t a moment that goes by that I don’t regret what I 
said, wish I could travel back in time and take it back, to 
not say the words. But I did, and now…now this. If I’d just 
kept my bloody mouth shut…” he mumbled. 
 
Click. People talking, seagulls calling out in the 
background, both things almost drowned out by the 
sounds of the ocean. 
 
“The only thing you can do now is go forward,” Buffy told 
him. “Talk it out, and move on. You can’t change the 
past; you can only make the future better.” 
 
“And?” Spike pressed. 



 
“Do it already. Unless…you don’t want another 
relationship with Xander?” 
 
Spike began to reply, but stopped when the scent of fear 
and Xander’s thundering heartbeat slammed into him 
suddenly. Spike was out of his chair before he’d even 
really registered what had hit him, and ran into the living 
room. 
 
Xander was staring at the screen, eyes wide. His hand 
was shaking violently, and he tried to reach for the 
remote control, which was just out of reach on the sofa. 
Spike glanced at the screen quickly to figure out what 
had brought this on. 
 
It was one of the average teenage shows that was so 
popular: centered around teens and real life happenings, 
something normal, with some drama always thrown in. 
There was an ocean, people standing around on a beach, 
staring at the water in fear as a lifeguard ran out. 
 
The camera shot to a computer generated scene of a 
young woman in a bikini sinking towards the bottom, 
clawing desperately for the surface, her eyes slowly 
drifting closed. 



 
Willow swiftly reached over and turned the television off, 
and Xander slumped against the sofa, still shaking. Buffy 
stepped over slowly, cautiously reaching for him. He 
flinched away from her anyways, sliding away on the 
sofa, still staring at the now blank screen. 
 
Spike stepped towards him, and Xander shot up, pulling 
away from them all, retreating back to the corner he’d 
claimed all those days ago. He curled up with his back to 
the wall, trembling and whimpering softly. 
 
With a sigh Spike stepped back. Xander wasn’t going to 
be able to be reached anytime soon. Judging by the 
stricken look Willow was showing, she’d finally realized 
just how bad it could be. She’d leave him alone, too. 
 
Buffy had disappeared. 
 
The scent of salt in the air led him back into the kitchen. 
Buffy had her arms braced against the counter in front of 
the sink, her head hung low, her shoulders hunched. A 
perfect imitation of how Spike had looked just after 
Xander had arrived. 
 
Her shoulders shook ever so slightly, and Spike gently 



placed his hand on them. She turned, tears rolling down 
her face one by one. “I’d heard before, when he was…I 
didn’t…didn’t think it would be…” She buried her face in 
her hands. 
 
Spike simply pulled her into his arms. Her tears soaked 
into his shirt, and she finally began to calm herself. After 
a few moments silence, her voice came out scratchy but 
full of fury. “We’ll find them.” 
 
“Yes, we will,” Spike agreed. 
 
“We’ll take care of them.” 
 
“Yes, we will.”  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Twenty-One 

Xander shivered in the corner, trying desperately to block 
out the images from the television. He’d decided, while 
in the bedroom, that it was the safest thing to do. 



Pretend to just watch a few shows and completely ignore 
Spike. 
 
Spike had still been in the kitchen, telling the 
girls…something. Xaxnder wasn’t sure what. 
 
He’d taken a seat on the sofa and had watched a few 
minutes of the sitcom. They’d still been talking, and it 
had sounded like a quiet argument. Then Spike’s words, 
“…as much as I’d love to have another chance with the 
man in the next room, I don’t think it’s possible…” had 
caught Xander’s attention. The sitcom was too loud to 
properly hear what was going on in the next room. 
 
He’d changed the channels to a historical documentary; 
soft voices, soft enough to let Xander listen in. Spike 
couldn’t possibly really want…? 
 
“You still haven’t given any proof as to why.” Willow had 
spoken next. She sounded like a true scientist 
sometimes. 
 
“I just got through explainin’ why. Or did you forget what 
I told him?” 
 
The last fight between them had flashed through his 



mind, and Xander had needed something else to watch. 
An orchestra with strings and a beautiful song had 
greeted him upon changing the channel again. Still soft 
enough to hear, but something a little more engaging 
than a historical documentary which was probably on a 
war anyways. 
 
Xander had had enough fighting to last him a lifetime. 
 
“That was awhile ago.” Buffy’s soft voice, always the 
voice of reason. She sounded like Joyce these days. 
 
“Not for him, and not…not for me,” Spike had said just as 
quietly. “There isn’t a moment that goes by that I don’t 
regret what I said, wish I could travel back in time and 
take it back, to not say the words. But I did, and 
now…now this.” He’d mumbled something, but that had 
been enough for Xander to hear. 
 
He’d wondered if Spike had ever regretted his words that 
night, like Xander had. So maybe…maybe there was a 
chance? Xander didn’t want to hope. No, he did want to 
hope. But to have that hope suddenly crushed…he 
couldn’t take it. It was better not to hope. 
 
Realizing that he hadn’t changed the channels in too 



long, and someone was bound to get suspicious to 
Xander Harris listening to classical music, he’d pressed 
the down button and had set the remote aside. He’d had 
to watch something, and a teenage show set on the 
beach had done the trick. 
 
“The only thing you can do now is go forward.” Buffy had 
spoken again. “Talk it out, and move on. You can’t 
change the past; you can only make the future better.” 
 
And? Xander had wanted to ask her. What could they do 
now? 
 
“And?” Spike had asked for him. 
 
“Do it already. Unless…you don’t want another 
relationship with Xander?” 
 
No. Nononono. Xander couldn’t hear this. He didn’t want 
to hear this. If Spike said no…Xander forced his attention 
to the screen and froze. 
 
A girl was flailing helplessly in the water, and a big 
muscular teen was already running out to help her. He 
dove in bravely, and they panned to her hand, clawing at 
the surface, only to disappear underneath. 



 
Water, water, too much water, can claw all you like but 
you can’t get out, never out, not until theyyyy say, and 
only laughter, never giving the word to let you out, stuck 
helpless trapped need 
helpairairmoreaircan’tbreatheSPIKE! 
 
The television had turned off suddenly, and Xander had 
slumped against the sofa, shaking from the memories. A 
hand had reached out towards him, and he’d flinched 
and turned away. Someone stepping towards him, 
someone to take him and hurt him, put him in the water 
again... 
 
Xander had fled to his corner, curling up and trying to 
hide. Hide so they wouldn’t see. 
 
A few hours later, when his panic subsided, he slowly 
took a look around. Willow was crouched on the floor, 
simply sitting beside him, as if the floor was the comfiest 
place to sit. A faint glow touched her hair from behind 
the curtain, and Xander realized that he’d been sitting in 
his corner all night. Causing no one to get any sleep 
again, he was sure. 
 
Off in the kitchen, he could hear low voices talking. Spike 



and Buffy. Bet she was freaked. 
 
“Feeling any better?” Willow asked softly, giving him a 
smile. Like he’d just had a few rounds with the flu, and 
she was playing nurse again. 
 
“I…” he started, but she shook her head. 
 
“I want an honest answer, Xander Harris. Best friend 
here, remember? I didn’t hate you when you dumped 
tadpoles all over me when we were five, and I won’t 
leave you now. Okay?” 
 
Xander gave a ghost of a smile at the memory. “Yeah, but 
the Kodak moment that was…” 
 
Willow narrowed her gaze. “It wasn’t funny,” she 
insisted. “Frogs are scary. All that…slime and jumping too 
far and landing on you and you having to touch them to 
m-move them…” She shuddered. “It’s creepy.” 
 
“Frogs creepy. Got it,” Xander said, and his smile did 
become genuine then. She gave him a smile too, and 
simply waited. 
 
Xander sighed. “I’m freaking out over a teenage show 



with the drama of drowning, Wills. It didn’t even happen, 
and I’m losing my mind. I have no control over this. I 
can’t even take a fucking shower.” Xander glanced up 
suddenly, contrite for his language, but Willow didn’t 
seem to care. “I…I’m scared,” he admitted. “I’m terrified. 
And I don’t want to be, but I can’t not be.” 
 
“Does Spike help?” Willow asked softly. 
 
Xander gave her a look. “What do you think?” 
 
“What I think and what you feel may not be all that far 
off, but you gotta say it,” she said. “Only way you’ll be 
able to move on.” 
 
He hated when she was right. Since she always was, it 
was a familiar sort of feeling. “Yes,” Xander said softly. 
“Spike helps. He always has. He just…calm. Safety. 
Warmth, which is odd, since he’s a vampire, but he is. I 
don’t…don’t think I’d want to do this without him,” he 
whispered. 
 
“Then tell him that,” Willow said simply. 
 
Xander’s eyes widened. “Are you…you’ve lost it, haven’t 
you? Too many spells. Knew it would happen one day.” 



 
“You guys have to talk,” Willow pleaded. “You guys can’t 
go forward until you do!” 
 
“And?” he asked. 
 
Willow stared at him, before rolling her eyes. “You two 
are so alike, it’s unbelievable,” she muttered. “Just tell 
him, Xander. What could it hurt?” 
 
“Everything,” Xander said miserably. “If I just hadn’t 
opened my stupid mouth…” If he hadn’t said anything 
they’d be fine. Everything would be fine. They could’ve 
worked things out. 
 
‘Should follow Anya's example and leave before I say 
somethin' I don't mean, like “I love you”.’ 
 
Then again, maybe not. Xander wasn’t sure if he could 
live with Spike knowing that Spike didn’t love him 
anymore. 
 
Had he ever? 
 
Willow huffed in annoyance. “This is getting ridiculous,” 
she said, standing suddenly. Xander’s eyes immediately 



followed her, frowning slightly when she headed for the 
kitchen. “Willow?” he called out softly. What was she 
doing? 
 
A few moments later, she came out, dragging a reluctant 
Spike behind her. She was headed straight for Xander, 
and suddenly Xander had no wish to be there anymore. 
He slowly rose and tried scooting around to the other 
side towards the sofa. 
 
Spike seemed to be having the same thoughts, pulling 
more insistently on the wrist that held him prisoner. 
Buffy trailed after, leaning against the doorway of the 
kitchen. Her eyes were puffy and red, but she was 
wearing a small smile on her face. 
 
“Red…” 
 
“Willow…” 
 
Willow ignored them both. “This is getting out of hand 
and just plain tedious. Now, I’ve been very patient with 
the both of you, but frankly, one can play the middle 
woman for so long. I’ve done my job, Buffy’s done hers, 
and it’s time for you two to get it together. So there!” 
 



“That’s my Willow,” Buffy murmured, grinning. 
 
“Wills, I…” Xander started, but Willow finished his 
sentence for him. 
 
“Are going to talk with Spike, and Spike’s going to talk 
with you, and you’re going to get everything out in the 
open for good. Enough dilly-dallying. You guys can’t 
move on until things in the past have been resolved.” 
 
With a flick of her wrist Xander was sitting on the sofa. 
Another flick of her wrist, and Spike was sitting on a chair 
she’d pulled up for him. Both men tried to rise, but the 
glare from Willow had them quickly reclaiming her seats. 
“Talk now!” she ordered, storming off towards the 
kitchen, muttering something about men under her 
breath. 
 
“Talk about what?” Spike demanded. 
 
Willow turned and gave him a glare wicked enough to 
make him lean back in his seat. “You know what,” she 
growled. “Since you two seem to have some difficulty on 
the subject, I’ll get it started. Who’s to blame for what 
happened that night?” 
 



“I am.” 
 
“It was me.” 
 
Xander blinked, then turned to Spike, who was gazing at 
him with surprise. “Think that’s enough of a start,” 
Willow said, sounding satisfied, then stepped into the 
kitchen. “You two are so dense sometimes…” she 
muttered. 
 
Buffy gave them both a smile and a wink and followed 
after her. 
 
Xander glanced at the doorway where they’d gone, then 
slowly turned back to Spike. Spike had the exact wide-
eyed stare that Xander was sure he himself was wearing. 
 
What the hell did they do now?  

Part Twenty-Two 

Spike was going to kill Willow. He loved her and all, and 
she was practically a sister to him. But she was going to 
die. 
 
She’d come storming into the kitchen, all full of 
determination (which should’ve been his first clue into 



the situation), had grabbed his hand, yanked him out of 
his seat, and had proceeded to drag him into the living 
room. 
 
Xander had been wearing a lucid gaze, and Spike had 
silently given a sigh of relief. When Willow had continued 
to drag him towards Xander, he’d known what was 
coming. 
 
Apparently Xander had picked up on her train of thought 
as well, and had slowly tried to move around the sofa 
away from her. One flick of her wrist, and she’d pushed 
them both down into chairs facing each other, instructing 
them with a glare that they were to talk it out, dammit. 
 
Talk what out? 
 
Oh, Spike wasn’t stupid. He knew that she wanted them 
to talk about their relationship. As far as he was 
concerned, however, he’d ended it. It was done. 
 
Apparently, Xander had thought differently. 
 
The two stared at each other, not sure where to start. 
For the first time in over four months, there was nothing 
between them. No mental distractions, no worries, just 



Xander and Spike, Spike and Xander, and that was that. 
 
“Should we draw straws to see who has to go first?” 
Xander asked. 
 
Spike couldn’t help the chuckle that escaped. “Doubt Red 
would let us up to get some.” 
 
A tiny smile formed on Xander’s face. “If we told her it 
was for the sake of us talking, she’d probably let us. Of 
course, we could just easily slip out the front door and…” 
 
“Take off,” Spike finished. “I like that plan.” 
 
They allowed themselves a few moments to contemplate 
it, before they sighed. “We really do need to talk, don’t 
we?” Xander asked quietly. 
 
Spike nodded. “I’m lookin’ forward to this about as much 
as you are, if the look on your face is anythin’ to go by.” 
 
Xander nodded, and silence descended on them both. 
Spike began counting off ways to broach the subject. It 
needed subtlety to get into a subject as emotional and 
heart wrenching as this. He needed something smooth to 
start it off. Something that had almost nothing to do with 



the topic at hand. 
 
“Do you still want anything to do with me relationship 
wise?” Xander burst out. 
 
Or they could just jump right into the conversation. 
 
It took Spike a few moments to place just where Xander’s 
question had originated from. “You heard us,” he said 
softly, stating, not asking. 
 
“Kinda hard not to,” Xander said. “I…I was trying to zone 
out when I started picking up what was being said.” He 
flushed, looking down at his feet. “I didn’t want Buffy’s 
question to get answered at the time, but…I think I need 
to know. The truth, though I think I already got that a few 
months ago,” he mumbled. 
 
Well, that was one thing that Spike COULD answer 
truthfully. “What I told you…I…” Spike cursed softly and 
leaned forward. “It wasn’t the truth, Xan. The last thing I 
told you was the biggest lie I could’ve said.” 
 
“Then why did you say it?” Xander whispered miserably. 
“You broke my heart. I swear to you, I felt pieces just 
dropping away and ripping me apart inside.” 



 
Spike’s own heart was breaking apart at Xander’s soft 
words, and instinctively, he reached out for Xander’s 
hand, to try and offer some sort of comfort. 
 
And instinctively, Xander let him. 
 
“I…I just got so upset about really nothin’,” Spike 
admitted. “The whole bloody thing just blew me up, and 
each part of what I said just kept soundin’ stupider and 
stupider. Then I said…” Spike glanced away, deciding to 
just pass on the actual words. “…and as soon as I’d said 
it, I wanted to take it back. I didn’t know how.” 
 
“Then I made you leave,” Xander said quietly. 
 
Okay, that was another thing that Spike could change. 
“No, you didn’t,” he said. “I left because I felt like a heel 
for sayin’ what I did. I left because I…I didn’t think you 
want to look at me anymore. You didn’t make me leave, 
Xan. Shouldn’t have left in the first place. If I hadn’t, 
you…” Wouldn’t have gotten taken. Wouldn’t have 
gotten so hurt, so bruised, so broken… 
 
Xander squeezed his hand gently. “You tried to tell me 
that you leaving wasn’t my fault; me getting hurt wasn’t 



your fault. Not any of it, even…” Xander paused, then 
shook his head. “No,” he said quietly. “None of it.” 
 
Spike frowned. “What do you mean, luv?” 
 
Xander flinched, his hand immediately trying to pull 
away. Spike gently but insistently kept him there. 
“What’s goin’ on?” Spike asked. 
 
“Don’t call me that,” Xander said softly. “Please, Spike. 
You…you have no idea how much it…” He tried to pull 
away again, but Spike wasn’t letting him go. Not when he 
was so close to something. 
 
“Call you what?” Spike asked. 
 
Xander stopped trying to escape; his head dropped 
towards the floor, and he mumbled, “That…that ‘luv’ 
thing. I’m not your ‘luv’, which means you’re only doing it 
to try and make me feel better, which means it’s out of 
pity. I’d rather not have it at all then out of pity.” 
 
‘…I get some deeper sounding version of 'love'. You 
don't...?’ 
 
‘No, I like you. Difference. It just means that you're the 



beloved of someone. Someone dotes on you, basically.’ 
 
‘… Should follow Anya's example and leave before I say 
somethin' I don't mean, like “I love you”.’ 
 
And suddenly, everything started to make a little more 
sense. Even more suddenly, Spike realized that fixing it 
wasn’t going to be a quick thing. 
 
But he could start by saying… 
 
“I love you.” 
 
“Hu-wha?” Xander sputtered, staring at him with wide 
eyes. 
 
Spike wondered why it had been so hard to say over the 
years; it was the easiest thing to do now, and he found 
that he couldn’t keep it in even if he’d wanted to. “I love 
you,” he said again. “I did love you, even when I said I 
didn’t.” 
 
Xander continued staring at him, then slowly shook his 
head. “Don’t…don’t play with me,” he whispered shakily. 
“Please, Spike, just…I can’t. I can’t take it if…if you 
don’t…” 



 
“Remember when I carried you home that first time? You 
asked me why I called you ‘luv’?” Spike said urgently, 
desperately, trying to get him to really see and believe 
against what Spike had yelled at him all those months 
ago. “I was fallin’ for you then. Didn’t tell you, couldn’t 
then. But I was. Head over heels in love with you, and I 
haven’t stopped yet.” 
 
Xander tried pulling away, his hand shaking in Spike’s. “S-
Stop it,” he pleaded. “Spike, p-please don’t…” Tears 
sprang to his eyes, and he ducked his head, still trying in 
vain to get his hand out of Spike’s. 
 
Spike gently tugged him closer, effortlessly bringing 
Xander to the edge of the sofa. Xander had stopped 
struggling, apparently giving it up as a lost cause. “Xan, 
luv, please listen,” he said softly. “Know I have no right to 
say anythin’ anymore to you after what I did, but…but 
please? Just…just this once?” 
 
After a few moments had passed, Xander gave a tiny 
nod, his face still hidden from Spike. “That night, what I 
said, all of it…none of it had to really do with you. I 
thought it did at the time, but it really wasn’t. That’s a 
whole other conversation and bucket of heartache that I 



really don’t wanna open right now, and I doubt that you 
do either.” All of his reasons that night had been stupid, 
but they’d seemed so important at the time. 
 
Not as important as the brunette in front of him, though. 
And that’s what he’d gotten wrong all those months ago. 
 
Gently he reached out, cupping Xander’s chin and raising 
his head to meet Spike’s. His face was red and damp, and 
tears continued to roll down his face, slowly reaching his 
chin and gathering. Spike softly wiped them away, then 
waited until they were eye to eye before saying, “I love 
you, Xander. I’ll say it as many times as I have to, in 
multiple bloody languages if I have to, if you’ll just 
believe me. I love you, Xan.” 
 
Xander continued to stare at him, and Spike wondered 
with a sudden twinge of fear if this had been the thing to 
push Xander back into hiding. The girls would never 
forgive him. It had taken someone months to break 
Xander to this point of silence and despair, and Spike had 
managed it within five minutes. The girls were going to 
kill him, beat him bloody with their words and… 
 
A lone tear rolled down Xander’s face, and it was quickly 
joined by several others. They didn’t gather at his chin, 



however; his tiny smile caught them all. “You…you 
really…?” he asked tentatively. 
 
Relief flooded through Spike so fast he thought he would 
pass out. After everything Spike had done to him, all the 
heartache of that last fight, and Xander was still willing to 
trust him. Still willing to believe him. “Yeah, I really,” 
Spike answered, smiling. 
 
Slowly Xander’s smile began to broaden. “Even then…?” 
 
“Even then,” Spike told him. “I love you.” 
 
They continued to sit there, smiling like idiots at one 
another, before Spike hesitantly asked, “Can I…” A lump 
formed in his throat, and Spike simply opened his arms in 
askance. 
 
With a whimper of relief Xander dove into his embrace, 
where he was held tight. Spike closed his eyes and buried 
his face in Xander’s shoulders, hoping that if this was a 
dream, someone wasn’t going to pinch him anytime 
soon. 
 
From the kitchen doorway, Buffy and Willow exchanged 
small smiles.  



 
 
 
 
 

Part Twenty-Three 

“What happens now?” 
 
Xander and Spike glanced at Buffy. “What do you mean?” 
Spike asked. 
 
Buffy leaned back in her chair, letting her feet brush 
against the living room carpet. “About the whole other 
incident. We’ve looked through tons of books, but 
nothing’s popped up yet. We brought the rest of the 
books in the hopes that the three of us could research.” 
She glanced at Xander for a brief moment, then turned 
her attention back to Spike. 
 
Xander couldn’t help the shudder that ran through his 
body. Instinctively, the arm around him tightened, and 
Xander tried to relax. Sooner or later, he was going to 
have to tell them what had happened. 
 
He’d just rather it be later then sooner. Because going 



over… 
 
There was a knock at the door. Xander jumped, scooting 
closer to Spike. Spike’s arm, which had been wrapped 
around his shoulder, pulled him in closer, his other arm 
coming around to shield him. 
 
Since their talk a few hours ago, neither had let go of the 
other. Xander had wondered if he was still back in his 
tiny cold room, the rushing sounds of water surrounding 
him, and he was dreaming it all. 
 
It really wasn’t a dream, though. He was being held by 
Spike, he was wanted, he was safe, and he was loved. 
 
It was really true. Spike really did love him. It was a hard 
thing for Xander to wrap his mind around, especially with 
the echoes of their fight still blaring in his head, but he 
wanted so badly to believe it. Wanted to think that he 
could be loved by someone like Spike. 
 
Buffy rose smoothly, heading for the door. “I’ll take care 
of it,” she said cheerfully. She was fingering her pocket 
thoughtfully, where a weapon was probably hiding. They 
watched her disappear down the hall, then the doorknob 
was heard, squeaking and clinking as it was turned. 



 
Silence. Then, a tiny, shocked voice from Buffy 
whispering, “Angel?” 
 
Xander stiffened, as did Spike. A tiny noise was heard 
from their right, and their heads turned to see Willow in 
her chair, fists tightened, lips clenched, glaring in the 
door’s general direction. She looked pissed and…jealous? 
 
While his brain was trying to calculate the thought of 
Buffy and Willow together, Spike had risen and was 
headed for the door, where a soft conversation was 
going on. “Buffy, could you go help Xander? Angel, what 
are you doing here?” 
 
A few moments later, Buffy came back in, looking 
shaken. “Are you okay?” she asked him. 
 
Xander nodded. “Are you?” he questioned. 
 
Buffy began to answer, then stopped, shaking her head 
and ducking into the kitchen. Before Xander could head 
after her, Willow was up and heading through the 
doorway. Still worried about his friend, Xander rose and 
glanced through the doorway. 
 



Buffy was seated in one of the kitchen chairs, arms 
wrapped tightly around herself, and her eyes were 
staring at the floor, as if she were lost in memory. Xander 
knew what that was like. No doubt she was going over 
the moment when everything between her and Angel 
had really started hurting. 
 
Willow was kneeling in front of her, her right hand gently 
reaching forward and brushing strands of blonde hair 
from Buffy’s face. It was a tenderness he’d only seen 
Willow use with Oz or Tara. She had her eyes on the 
Slayer, it seemed. 
 
From the way that Buffy reached out and took Willow’s 
other hand, it seemed that the feelings might be 
returned. 
 
Buffy still hadn’t lost that shaken look, however. And why 
was Angel here in the first place? 
 
Xander turned and headed into the hallway to see what 
was going on. He almost bumped into Angel, and he 
jumped back, his heart starting to race. He forced his 
sudden panic down and settled for as much of a glare as 
he could manage. “What are you doing here, Deadboy?” 
he asked. From behind Angel, Xander saw Spike give a 



tiny grin at the detested nickname. 
 
Angel gazed at him with…worry? “I came to see how 
things were going. I also got the information that Spike 
wanted.” 
 
“Information?” Xander asked, frowning slightly. What 
information could Spike possibly… 
 
Too late he realized his mistake. 
 
“On the mark on your neck, on the people that did this to 
you, or rather, person,” Angel said, staring intently at 
Xander. “The information on Theymion.” 
 
One word. One word was all it took to freeze him, to 
send him reeling back through thousands of memories, 
on hundreds of nightmares, on the person that was 
responsible for it all. 
 
Theymion. 
 
Cool blue eyes that taunted him, made him furious at first 
for almost looking like Spike’s eyes, but later made him 
cower with fear whenever he came around. 
 



Long, silver hair that was neatly tied back into a ponytail, 
that flew around whenever he raised his arm and put his 
whole body into the motion that would cause marks to 
dance on Xander’s skin and blood to run down into the 
stones below him. 
 
Thin, tight lips that could turn into a terrible grin when 
Xander was forced into the container, parting to show 
white teeth when he laughed at the attempts to get out 
of the container as the water had continued to rise. Lips 
that would purse into a thin, disapproving line whenever 
Xander had shouted out his name in the hopes of 
angering him, but soon he’d taken care of that as well, 
making it impossible for Xander to even say his name, 
forcing him to say ‘theyyyyyy’ and remain stuck on that 
alone. 
 
Have to get away from the…have to get away from 
Theyyyyyy…have to run have to make it to safety savior 
Spike and nononoNO not going back Theyyyyyy…isn’t 
here anymore can’t touch me whywhywhy would he 
come up unless he was here to take you hurt you make 
you drown and bleed and nonononono have to run can’t 
stay need help need safety need SPIKE 
 
Hitting something hard, feels pain shoot through the side 



but can’t stop, not now. Knows there’s going to be so 
much more pain if a way out isn’t found now. Need 
Spike, need Spike, where is Spike? Was here, 
behind…behind… 
 
“You absolute son of a bitch.” 
 
Xander blinked, and the world shifted back into focus. 
The crying, fearful voice faded away into the deep 
corners of his mind, and a few more blinks later, he was 
able to take stock of just where he was. 
 
He was in the farthest corner of the living room, and 
things were shaking violently. Earthquake? he wondered 
briefly, before he realized it was him. 
 
Angel was standing off, alternating between glaring at 
Spike, who was keeping him away, or gazing mournfully 
at Xander. Willow had his left arm and was pulling him 
away none too gently, and seemed rather pleased about 
being able to do so. Buffy was on his other side, enjoying 
the slight twinges of pain she was shooting up Angel’s 
arms, if the flinches he gave and the grin that she was 
wearing were anything to go by. 
 
And the most important person in the entire room was 



kneeling in front of Xander, his hand slowly reaching out 
for him, stormy blue eyes full of worry. “You back with 
me?” he asked softly. 
 
Xander nodded jerkily, and Spike’s hand gently touched 
his face. He sighed and closed his eyes, leaning into the 
touch that promised no more hurt, no more memories, 
no nothing. Just him and Spike, and that was it. 
 
“You weren’t doing him any favors, Spike. He needs to 
face it and then move on,” Angel said. 
 
Xander’s eyes shot open. No, facing it wasn’t an option at 
the moment. He wasn’t ready. He didn’t think he was 
ever going to be read to face the….Theyyyyyyyyy… 
 
Couldn’t. Couldn’t do it. Not now, not ever, nonono, he 
wasn’t facing anything he didn’t have to face 
Theyyyy…could just hide hiding was good just hide with 
Spike no more hurt couldn’t touch him couldn’t... 
 
Strong arms wrapped around him, bringing him back to 
the present again. “Just get out for awhile, will you?” 
Spike growled at Angel. “You have no idea what he’s 
been through, but I do.” 
 



“And how do you know that?” Angel asked angrily. 
 
“Because he’s my other half,” Xander said softly, 
surprising himself along with everyone else by speaking 
up. “And he does too know. So bugger off.” 
 
Then he was facing the doorway to Spike’s bedroom, and 
with a tap of Spike’s foot the living room and its 
inhabitants disappeared from sight. With a sigh of relief 
Xander curled up into Spike’s embrace. “Hush, luv,” he 
heard Spike say softly. He had a brief sensation of 
moving, and then he was lowered with Spike onto the 
bed. Spike’s grip didn’t change, and Xander wasn’t going 
anywhere. 
 
He closed his eyes, clinging to Spike, wishing the 
onslaught of memories would go away. 
 
From above him, unknown to Xander, Spike’s eyes were 
glued to the doorway. He wasn’t seeing polished wood: 
he was seeing cool blue eyes, long brown hair, and a 
smirk that could quickly descend into a thin, tight line of 
rage when it wanted to. 
 
Theymion. Theymion had done this. The little shit had 
dared to touch what was Spike’s. He’d known, too. 



Known that Xander was Spike’s. And suddenly, 
everything made sense. 
 
Blue eyes flashed gold and didn’t change back for a long 
time, though his touch was still soft as he brushed 
through Xander’s hair.  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Twenty-Four 

Paris, 1887 

 

“You’re getting soft, William,” the voice said, with 
laughter that rose to the rafters. “She’s a human. Why do 
you care so much about them? You’re the one that 
dragged her here, yet when I suggested we have a little 
extra fun…” 
 
“No!” William hissed. “We do not touch her like that.” 
 
“William, William, William,” was said with a disapproving 



‘tsk’. “She’ll be dead anyways. We might as well enjoy her 
as long as we can. Who cares? She’s HUMAN, William.” 
 
William glared defiantly at the younger vampire. “You 
don’t understand,” he snapped. “We used to be like her. I 
kill to eat, because I need to. Yeah, there’s pleasure in it. 
But I don’t make it my task to devour everyone in the city 
or pleasure myself because I can. Low profile, Angelus 
said. And you’re bloody well not listenin’. As usual,” 
William muttered. 
 
Blue eyes blazed. “How dare you?” he yelled. “I’m higher 
than you. I came from a family of higher class; I wouldn’t 
even think of seeing you at a social event. You would’ve 
been the thing that cleaned my shoes, if I let you.” 
 
“Now who’s talking in human terms?” William mocked, 
grinning. 
 
The woman in question forgotten, he lunged forward, 
long brown hair flying out from behind him as he roared 
and flew towards William. 
 
William quickly side-stepped him, looking bored. “Don’t 
you have better things to do? Like catch your dinner?” 
William said in amusement, watching the woman flee for 



her life. He didn’t chase after her, however, and when he 
tried to, William simply shoved him to the floor. 
 
“That’s what you’re not getting,” William said, bending 
down low to whisper in his ear. “I may have been levels 
below you in the human order of things. But here’s where 
it changes. You? Will never be able to touch me. Ever. I’m 
too high above you. Things have changed, mate.” 
 
With a cackle William stepped away and neatly out of the 
grasping hand. “Piss off,” he said with a smirk. “You can’t 
touch me, Theymion. Already told you that.” 
 
He watched him go, glaring with hate at the retreating 
vampire’s back. “I will,” Theymion vowed. “I will one day. 
Your love for the humans will be your downfall! And I’ll 
rip you to pieces!” 
 
William just laughed. “Not bloody likely.” 

 
 

“So bloody likely,” Spike murmured, head in his hands. 
Xander was sleeping on the bed beside the chair that he 
occupied. Every now and then he’d glance up to check on 
him. He could hear his heartbeat, could smell no trace of 



fear, but… 
 
He needed to see Xander. To know that he was still here. 
 
That bastard. He’d known. How had he known that 
Xander was his? They hadn’t tried to hide it, of course, 
but who could hold a grudge for over a hundred years? 
 
Apparently, Theymion could. 
 
The type of power it would take to do something like this 
required a lot more power than the fledge Spike had 
known had had all those years ago. The demon that 
Spike had killed to save Xander had been a tough one. 
They usually took a lot of power to subdue, to bring over 
to someone’s side. 
 
Which meant that Theymion was packing a hell of a lot 
more than he used to. 
 
He’d always been a pain in the ass. He’d mouth off at 
Angelus, at William, at the girls, and Spike really didn’t 
remember just HOW he’d gotten involved with them. He 
hadn’t been a childe of theirs. He’d sort of latched onto 
their group of four when they’d visited Paris. He’d spent 
most of his time in the bars trying to hook up with 



anyone that would have him. He’d always been jealous 
of Spike’s ability to have anyone he wanted in his bed. 
There’d been no forcing, no coercing: simply a raised 
eyebrow and a soft smile, and he’d find enjoyment with 
someone for the night when Dru was gone. 
 
Theymion had hated that William, a vampire only a little 
older than he was, had been able to do that, when 
William hadn’t held a class anywhere near ‘nobility’. He’d 
often found him forcing some young woman or man into 
a corner or onto a bed, simply to get his own end tucked 
away. 
 
Spike stiffened, then slowly raised his head in horror to 
gaze at the sleeping form of Xander. He wouldn’t. No, he 
wouldn’t. He couldn’t have. No. Nonono. If he’d touched 
Xander that way, made him hurt and bleed and cry… 
 
The thought was more than Spike could bear, and he 
buried his face in his hands, feeling hot tears beginning 
to roll down his face. Theymion probably had, just to 
show Spike how easily ‘humans’ could be broken. If he’d 
forced Xander to…to… 
 
A sob broke through, and Spike tried to cover his mouth 
to stop another one, but it didn’t matter. They 



continued, bringing tears and a sore chest and an ache 
that had nothing to do with the sobs that were wracking 
his thin frame. All the pent of frustration of the past days 
spent wondering who had done this tumbled out, with 
the fortunate knowledge of FINALLY knowing, only to 
gain the unfortunate knowledge of what had 
undoubtedly occurred while Xander had been in his 
hands. 
 
Arms wrapped around him, pulling his face against a soft 
surface, and Spike coughed, glancing up into mournful 
brown eyes. “It’s okay,” Xander said softly. “We’re here, 
aren’t we?” 
 
Since Spike couldn’t seem to stop the tears long enough 
to reply, he simply laid his head on Xander’s chest and let 
himself sob out of his grief and horror. Xander held him, 
arms gently enfolding and keeping his vampire safe. 
 
When he’d calmed, after what seemed hours later, he 
blearily raised his head and glanced up at Xander. “I find 
that breathing through your nostrils helps the most after 
you’ve cried for a long time,” Xander said, shrugging. 
“Don’t ask me why; it just does. Old trick I picked up way 
back in high school. Besides, isn’t it supposed to be me 
crying out buckets and buckets? I seem to be really good 



at that lately,” he added with a touch of bitterness. 
 
“Yeah, but you’ve got more than a reason to,” Spike told 
him. “I…I’m just…cryin’ because it’s too late to change 
somethin’. Somethin’ I’m sure happened,” he said softly, 
looking up into a confused face. He couldn’t ask him, not 
now. Not when the mere mention of Theymion’s face 
had sent him crawling back into the safety of his mind. 
 
“And that would be?” Xander asked with a slight frown. 
 
Spike shook his head. “Doesn’t matter,” he said quietly, 
but Xander reached under and gently pulled his face up. 
 
“It does to me,” he said softly. “You…you’ve always 
mattered. Doesn’t matter about what: if it’s about you, 
then it’s gonna matter.” There was a faint blush on his 
cheeks, but he wasn’t backing down. 
 
The glimmer of a Xander Spike thought had been long 
gone gave him the hope that maybe this wouldn’t be too 
bad a thing to ask. “When you were…were taken, did 
he…did he ever…hurt you?” Spike managed to choke out, 
unable to speak the word rape in the quiet of the room 
and atmosphere they held now. 
 



Xander looked away. “You’ve seen the scars,” he said 
hollowly. “I know you have, so why are you asking?” 
 
“Not that kind of hurt,” Spike said, causing Xander to 
turn back to him. Spike closed his eyes and tipped his 
head down. “The…other kind,” he whispered. 
 
Xander stiffened underneath him, and Spike pulled back 
to see Xander staring off at the wall above his head. 
“Xan? Luv?” he asked quietly. He didn’t want to have to 
do this, but he had to know. Had to know how much 
damage Theymion really had done. 
 
“He didn’t,” Xander said in a faint voice. “Never touched 
me like that. No one did.” 
 
Spike’s frown only deepened. If that was the case, why 
was Xander disappearing again? 
 
Xander swallowed and spoke hesitantly. “He…he hated 
you so much, but couldn’t seem to stop talking about 
you, about the two of us…together together. Asked me 
how I liked it, if there was pain involved. He usually 
demonstrated so I knew the type of pain he was talking 
about.” His voice was no more than a breath when he’d 
finished. 



 
Spike’s stomach dropped and didn’t stop. “Xan, I…” he 
started, only to find he really didn’t know what to say. 
 
It took him a few moments, but eventually Xander shook 
his head. “They’re just scars,” he murmured. “They’ll 
fade.” 
 
Maybe the physical ones will, Spike thought, his rage at 
Theymion building again. The absolute son of a… 
 
A knock at the door caused Xander to whip himself 
around and stare at the door. Unfortunately, his turn 
caused him to lose his balance, and he tumbled to the 
floor and onto his back. Spike hadn’t let go of his hands, 
and quickly found himself pulled out of his chair and on 
top of Xander, where they laid for a few moments, 
staring at one another. 
 
“Xander?” Willow called. “Spike? You guys have been in 
there for a good three hours. Someone wanna tell us 
what’s going on? Worried friends out here, along with a 
pissy vampire. We’re handling him though,” she added 
cheerfully, and Spike was sure that Buffy was enjoying 
herself almost as much as Willow was. He’d seen the look 
in Willow’s eyes when Angel had arrived. They’d be good 



for each other, her and Buffy. 
 
But the two of them were really the furthest thing from 
his mind. When he had Xander underneath him, eyes 
wide and beautiful and dark, no pain or hurt on his 
features, and lips that were just right there… 
 
“We’re fine,” Spike said, pulling away before he did 
something stupid, like kiss Xander senseless. “Be out in a 
bit, Red.” 
 
“Does that mean we have to stop making Angel hurt?” 
she asked, with a definite pout in her voice. 
 
“Please don’t,” Xander said, and for the first time in a 
long time, Spike saw genuine anger on his face. Any 
emotion besides fear and tears would’ve made Spike 
happy, but for some reason, seeing that burning anger 
on his face made Spike happy, made him think of a 
Xander that really wasn’t all that gone these days. Gave 
him a sense of hope that maybe, just maybe, things could 
get better. Would get better. 
 
Spike swiftly rose to his feet, then reached back to offer 
his hand to Xander. Without hesitating, Xander took the 
help up, but after he was standing, left his hand lingering 



in Spike’s. The two slowly began to smile at each other, 
then glanced at the door. “We really have to go out there 
again, don’t we?” Xander asked quietly. 
 
“Reckon we do,” Spike said. “We don’t have to, though. 
Do whatever we want.” 
 
“So…we can come back in here and hide if we need to?” 
Xander asked, biting his lip, and Spike’s urge to kill 
Theymion rose to a higher level at the thought of his 
Xander needing to hide. 
 
“Yes, we can,” Spike said, giving Xander’s hand a brief 
squeeze of assurance. “We’ll get through this.” 
 
Xander nodded briefly, then began to say something, 
only to stop, shake his head, and step towards the door. 
“What is it?” Spike asked. 
 
Xander paused, his hand reaching towards the doorknob. 
“I…I just wondered if…” He shook himself, glancing away. 
“Seriously need to pull it together already,” he muttered, 
sounding angry at himself, before adding in a very soft 
and resigned voice. “I wondered if…if I could have a 
hug?” 
 



Spike had his arms around him immediately, and the 
tension in Xander’s frame disappeared almost just as 
quickly. “Don’t ever have to ask,” Spike murmured. “I’ll 
be here. I promise. Not leavin’ again. Ever, Xander. I 
mean it. I swear it, luv.” 
 
Xander said nothing, merely burrowing his head further 
into Spike’s chest. “Leave me some manly pride,” he 
mumbled a few moments later. 
 
Spike grinned, but soon grew sober. “Hugs got nothin’ to 
do with pride. They’re just needed.” 
 
“You don’t need them,” Xander said, but still he didn’t let 
go. 
 
“What about a few minutes ago?” Spike asked quietly. 
That simple little touch that Xander had given him had let 
him cry out his worries, knowing someone was there and 
cared. “And what about now? Not just you holdin’ me. 
I’m holdin’ on here, too.” 
 
“You really don’t want to go out there either, do you?” 
Xander asked, raising his head. 
 
Gently Spike raised his hand, brushing his fingers against 



Xander’s face. “It means you’re going to hurt if we go out 
there. It means I’m going to hear stuff I’m not going to 
want to hear,” he said, his voice and accent softening. 
“You are going to explain it all, aren’t you.” It wasn’t a 
question; he was stating what he already truly knew 
deep down inside. 
 
Xander swallowed, but gave a short, terse nod. “Then I 
don’t want to go out there,” Spike said simply. “I’m 
scared too. Scared for you.” 
 
“Oh, I’m managing that scared part just fine on my own,” 
Xander joked, and Spike gave a small grin. His Xander 
was coming back. 
 
Of course, whatever was going to be explained in the 
next room was possibly going to tear him apart again. 
Spike would be there, though. He wasn’t leaving. Ever. 
Not again. 
 
“Love you,” he whispered, pressing a quick kiss to 
Xander’s forehead. Xander’s cheeks flushed, but he gave 
a tiny, pleased smile. 
 
Hand in hand, the two opened the door and headed out 
to face the truth.  



Part Twenty-Five 

The room was silent when they entered. Willow was 
seated beside Buffy, and both of them gave an 
encouraging smile as Xander came in. He managed to 
return one for them, but his smile faded when he came 
eye to eye with Angel. There was a glint of satisfaction 
when Angel looked away first, unnerved with Xander’s 
piercing gaze, but still. Didn’t make this anymore of a 
picnic. 
 
Spike stayed true to his word, keeping beside Xander at 
all times, yet not seeming to overcrowd him. His hand 
would gently brush Xander’s every now and then, giving 
him that sense of calm he craved. He was going to need 
it to get through this. Keeping it locked in his own head 
was one thing. 
 
To share it, out loud, with everyone else, was another. 
 
He took a seat, feeling his chest already starting to 
tighten. Another thing he was worried about was delving 
a little deep into the memories, and not finding a way 
out. 
 
One look at Spike’s face with his gentle determination 



and concern and love was enough to let him know that if 
he did get lost again, Spike would pull him out. 
 
It was that thought that made Xander turn to everyone 
else, having found the strength to begin. “I told you guys 
that I was heading up for that job,” he said softly. He 
didn’t need to raise his voice; the entire kitchen was still 
and quiet, leaving him the open floor. 
 
It was about to get a lot quieter. 
 
Buffy nodded, letting him know through a tiny 
movement that she was still with him. Xander sighed and 
looked down at his lap, where his fingers were twisting 
nervously. “I…they didn’t offer me the job. I asked for it. 
And I wasn’t going up there temporarily. I was…was 
gonna move up there. For good.” 
 
After a moment Xander glanced up. Willow’s eyes were 
large and round, and Buffy had a sort of sad acceptance 
on her face. She’d already guessed, then. Xander 
managed a quick glance to his left, where Spike was 
seated, and found a face full of multiple emotions. A 
stunned grief was the most prominent one. He’d heard 
the words Xander hadn’t spoken out loud. 
 



Because I couldn’t stay with the memories. I couldn’t stay 
because of what had happened with Spike. 
 
“You sold the apartment, didn’t you?” Buffy asked 
quietly. 
 
Xander nodded. “Yeah. It wasn’t going to be finalized 
until I got up there, though. Just in case there were 
problems and I had to go back for awhile.” He began to 
speak again, but couldn’t seem to get the words out. 
That had been the easy part. 
 
Fuck, he didn’t want to do this. He was just going to go 
hide in the bedroom. That was way more fun. He could 
pick off dust bunnies and make a dust bunny army. 
Maybe not, though. They made him sneeze. 
 
Too much mold and dust, and he’s coughing, wishing he 
could move, but the chains keep him locked into the wall, 
and he’d never been claustrophobic, but he’s starting to 
think he will be if he ever gets out of here… 
 
Gentle, strong fingers reached out and grasped his 
trembling fingers, and Xander snapped back, glancing 
over at Spike, whose growing concern was very obvious. 
“I’m okay,” Xander lied, though it didn’t sound 



convincing even to his ears. 
 
Spike didn’t look convinced either. “We don’t have to do 
this,” he said softly. “Can just head back into the 
bedroom. This is not worth gettin’ you upset and possibly 
losin’ you again. I know who did it, and I’ve seen enough: 
he’s as good as dead, luv.” 
 
From the glint in Spike’s eyes, Theymion wasn’t going to 
last long. Or maybe he would: last a very long time. And 
Spike would enjoy every minute of it. He didn’t even 
know the whole story, and he was more than willing to 
rip Theymion apart. Xander really didn’t need to tell the 
whole thing. 
 
But if he didn’t get this out now, he never would. And he 
was not letting this sit and eat at him. 
 
He pushed himself up out of the chair, then began to 
pace. He just wouldn’t look at anyone. And he would just 
fucking stop letting this eat at him. 
 
He was better than this. He was stronger than this. He 
had Spike, Buffy, Willow, and he could probably guilt 
Angel into standing beside him. He had NO reason to be 
afraid. They were memories. 



 
Taking a deep breath, Xander really began. 
 
“I was heading down the highway the second evening of 
my trip. My hotel for the night was at the next exit, only 
a few miles away. I hadn’t really passed a lot of cars; the 
road was pretty much mine. 
 
“These lights came out of nowhere, really bright and 
harsh. I figured some idiot still had their brights on, and 
flicked mine once to signal him. Instead of turning them 
off, they got impossibly brighter to the point where I 
couldn’t see anything. I pulled off the road and tried 
rubbing my eyes out. I just remember how much they 
burned. 
 
“The next thing I knew, my door was being jerked open 
and I was getting pulled out.” 
 
He hadn’t remembered much after that. He told them 
briefly what he remembered: a sharp sting in the left side 
of his neck as he’d struggled with whomever it had been 
hauling him out of the car. A few moments later, 
everything had started getting blurry. He’d felt a brief 
sensation as if he’d been lifted and carried, and then the 
last blurry thing he’d seen had been the business end of 



a huge plank of wood. 
 
He paused, taking a few deep breaths and releasing his 
clenched fists. “The sooner you get it out, the better,” 
Angel said. 
 
“And the sooner you shut up, the sooner I can pretend 
you’re not here,” Xander shot back. “Makes me feel a lot 
better, trust me.” 
 
Angel pinched his lips but said nothing. Spike relaxed a 
fraction of an inch, and Xander almost grinned. Almost. 
 
“I woke up in a darkened room. Mold, dust, and very wet 
and cold. I was shivering within just a couple of minutes, 
and mouthing off a lot sooner than that.” Xander 
suppressed a shudder. “Learned that wasn’t the smartest 
thing to do,” he added quietly. 
 
The entire kitchen was silent, almost eerily so. He knew 
without even looking that all eyes were on him, and it 
wasn’t helping his panic level. “Could you guys stare 
somewhere else?” he finally asked. “Stare at Angel and 
his stupid hair. You can wonder how he managed to get 
two bottles of gel in that short amount of hair.” 
 



“Bet he even gelled his curlies,” Spike said, smirking. 
Buffy let out a short laugh, trying to cover it as a cough, 
but it didn’t work. Angel couldn’t seem to decide who to 
glare at first, and the stupidest thing about it was that it 
really calmed Xander down. Helped him to see that he 
COULD get through this, and life could go on. 
 
He could do this. 
 
“And he’s not denying it,” Xander said. The glare was 
directed at him. 
 
“I shouldn’t have to,” Angel said, lips pinched. “Didn’t 
you have something to tell us?” 
 
Xander’s smile fell. “Yeah, I did. What I’m wondering is 
why you have to hear it.” 
 
“Because I have the connections we need to find him,” 
Angel said, his anger disappearing. “Which is something 
Spike’s undoubtedly going to want to do. As I also know 
Theymion and what a pain in the ass he is, this is me 
saying I’d like to help. Anything you can describe as to 
where he is would be good.” 
 
“How did you know it was him?” Willow asked him, 



frowning. 
 
Angel sighed. “Sources. Mainly Wolfram and Hart, who 
couldn’t keep from bragging about their new client, who 
was having trouble locating a human ‘engagement’. 
When they started describing the person he was looking 
for, I knew it was Xander.” 
 
“He’s still looking for me?” Xander asked, shocked. Sure, 
he’d known the demon had come after him, 
but…Theymion was still looking for him? 
 
Not done with you by a long shot. Gonna make you bleed 
and hurt and scream and beg for Spike… 
 
“Xander?” Willow asked quietly, cutting through his 
panic and inner voice. “Sweetie, you don’t have to…” 
 
“Yes I do!” Xander shouted, blinking at his sudden anger. 
He opened his mouth to apologize, but Willow didn’t 
look surprised in the slightest. Neither did anyone else. 
 
“You don’t have to tell us everything,” Buffy said. 
“Just…what sticks out in your mind the most.” 
 
“The highlights, huh?” Xander said, chuckling bitterly. He 



had no idea where the anger had come from, but it 
wasn’t disappearing. He supposed anger was better than 
fear. Maybe all the pent up fear had led to it. 
 
“What did you want to hear first? How when I thought it 
couldn’t get any colder, I’d get buckets of ice cold water 
tossed over me? How after awhile, when I was shivering 
and freezing and wondering if I’d die of pneumonia, 
someone would come drag me out and spread my limbs 
and decide to play with the cat of nine tails, and my skin 
would burn? How I got needles shoved into my neck and 
spent the rest of the night throwing up from whatever 
the hell they gave me? 
 
“But wait, no, I’ve got personal favorites. When 
Theymion decided to play instead of having his lackeys 
do it. That’s when it really got fun, because nothing’s 
more memorable than having your body bludgeoned and 
finally have him hit you where it really hurts, and you 
really hope that the hit to the groin will be the thing that 
knocks you out ‘cause you really don’t wanna be awake 
anymore.” 
 
Willow and Buffy were staring at him in horror, and even 
Angel looked stunned. Spike’s eyes couldn’t get any 
wider, and Xander still wasn’t even close to finished. 



 
“Or when you scream out for the one person you want to 
see the most, your best chance of saving you, and it only 
pisses him off more, but he doesn’t want you to forget 
your savior and comfort, oh no. He engraved it special for 
me on my foot, then burned it on so it would stay where 
I could feel it for good. 
 
“I got hit, bruised, experimented on, had my limbs pulled 
out and spread every which way, spent most of my days 
with blood everywhere and nothing to help hold it in, 
because the only thing I had left anymore were my pants 
and those were not coming off because who knew what 
they’d do if they ever did, so I bled instead. I was sick, 
cold, and after awhile lost the will to talk because of 
what happened if I ever did, lost the will to scream 
because of what happened if I ever did, and lost the will 
to live, because I wanted to die in that fucking place and 
just be done with it, no more hurt. I tried, a couple of 
times,” Xander said, his smile forced. “Tried slicing my 
wrists, but the metal ridges in the wall of my room were 
too dull. Tried keeping myself in the water longer, but my 
fear won out and I’d try for the surface, or they’d pull me 
out before I could go too far under if that’s what it 
looked like.” 
 



“Oh my goddess,” Willow breathed, looking like she was 
going to be sick. Buffy just kept staring at him. 
 
Xander couldn’t look at Spike or anyone, so he turned 
away, snorting out laughter. “But that’s not the best 
part,” he said, the laughter burning in his chest and 
forcing its way out. “The best part was the water. I’d get 
pulled out of my cell then shoved into this tiny tube 
where I could barely move. My arms were either up or 
down; there was no way to really move them. My elbows 
were stuck against me if I tried, and that would be 
wasting oxygen. They’d…they’d fill it up, all the way up 
until I was floating, and when it reached the top it finally 
stopped.” He was almost choking, he was laughing so 
hard now. It echoed through the silence of the kitchen. 
 
“Then…then I’d try to push the top to get out, but it was 
always locked. Always. And after my lungs were burning 
and I was crying under water, and they still didn’t let me 
out, I’d start sinking to the bottom. Then they’d let me 
out and shove me back into my cell, where I’d sit and 
force up water for a good hour or two. Then, they 
thought it was a lot of fun to…to come throw water on 
me to see me flinch and hide in the corner. A lot of 
laughing; I was a good source of entertainment for 
them.” 



 
Tears had somehow started to roll down his face, and he 
hadn’t noticed, he was still too busy laughing and 
retelling the worst moment ever. And it hadn’t just been 
once: it had happened all. The. Time. 
 
But the worst part about it had been knowing that he 
was stuck in there, because no one was coming for him. 
He’d pushed Spike away, or so he’d thought, and the girls 
hadn’t known where he’d gone. He’d been stuck, 
helpless to remain in the water until they decided to take 
him out. 
 
The laughter turned to a sob on a quick inhalation of 
breath, and as the kitchen and its inhabitants blurred 
beyond recognition, Xander backed away and into the 
wall, covering his face with his hands. He slid to the floor, 
choking as he sobbed and wished it would just stop. 
 
Only a moment later, he heard the legs of one of the 
chairs screech as they were pushed into the floor, and 
then someone was kneeling beside him, their arms 
gently wrapping around him, pulling him against a solid, 
sure surface. Xander leaned his head against Spike, a 
headache beginning to build as the hysterical crying 
continued. 



 
Then, two more screeches of chairs, and he had Buffy 
and Willow by his side, simply holding him as he cried it 
all out. The relief that they wouldn’t leave him would’ve 
choked him up, had he not already been busy doing just 
that. 
 
He felt tiny drops of water touch his hair, and Spike’s 
arms slowly began to tremble. Buffy’s hand that was 
gently stroking his back shook slightly, and tiny hitches of 
breath were heard from Willow’s direction. 
 
It occurred to Xander that they hadn’t been there. They 
hadn’t gone through it, hadn’t had to deal with all of it. 
But they still hurt like he did, not because they had to. 
Because they simply did. They were his friends, and they 
were real friends, sticking with him through the good and 
the bad because they loved him. 
 
And no one had stuck with him more than Spike had. His 
devotion went beyond friendship and the love that came 
with a deep friendship: he was truly, deeply, one 
hundred percent in love with Xander. It was the only 
explanation for why he was hurting this much with 
Xander. 
 



Knowing he was safe, and it was over, and he was 
loved…it was enough. Xander let the memories fade back 
into the back of his mind, and let himself truly grieve for 
what had been done to him. 
 
And they grieved with him.  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Twenty-Six 

“How did you find your way to Spike’s place?” Buffy 
asked. “That’s the one thing that confuses me the most.” 
 
The group had moved to the comfort of the living room. 
Once Xander had cried everything out, Buffy and Willow 
had moved away to get water and aspirin for their still 
sniffling friend. Spike had remained by his side, his grasp 
on Xander still strong and sure. Willow had suggested 
moving to a ‘more comfortable place to sit than that 
grungy floor’, but when Xander had tried to stand, his 
legs had protested, and he’d almost tumbled back down, 
his sobbing having taken its toll on his body. 



 
Spike hadn’t even let him touch the ground. He’d gently 
pulled Xander in close, then had lifted him into his arms. 
Once he’d been sure that Xander was secure, he’d 
headed into the living room. 
 
Now they were all seated around each other, with Angel 
leaning against the doorframe. Buffy and Willow had 
opted for the two chairs across from the sofa, while Spike 
had lowered himself into the plush sofa. Xander hadn’t 
looked anxious to leave Spike’s arms, and Spike wasn’t at 
all ready for Xander to leave his safe hold anytime soon, 
so they’d remained seated together, with Xander leaning 
against Spike’s chest and sitting in his lap. 
 
“How far did you have to run?” Angel asked quietly. He’d 
gone back to brooding and being Mr. Mysterious after 
the whole kitchen incident. Spike’d been ready to smack 
him, and not in a good way, when he’d pushed Xander to 
tell them. Xander’s come back and general use of Angel 
as a humorous distraction had given Spike hope that 
Xander could pull through this, would be okay. 
 
And then Xander had lost himself to hysterical laughter 
as he’d poured out everything he’d had to go through. 
 



Spike was certain that if he’d had a heart, it would’ve 
stopped beating. He’d seen the damage, both physical 
and mental, but hadn’t really known what had led to that 
point. He didn’t think he’d really wanted to. 
 
He was glad Xander hadn’t looked at him: he’d almost 
completely lost it, watching Xander lose himself to 
memories and grief. The laughter had pierced his heart, 
twisting it into an unrecognizable object. Tears had 
leaked from his eyes, and he’d simply stared as Xander 
had become a beautiful disaster in front of him. 
 
When Xander had finally reached the bottom, literally, 
Spike had made his way over to him, wanting to be the 
first one to touch him, to reassure himself that Xander 
was alive, was still here with him. 
 
Xander shifted slightly in Spike’s arms, just enough to 
turn and face the others. His hand slid down where the 
others could see it, gripping a piece of Spike’s shirt. With 
his own free hand, Spike ran his fingers through Xander’s 
hair. It had been a way of calming him before, the first 
time they’d been a couple. 
 
It still worked now. He could feel the tension draining not 
only from Xander, but from himself. 



 
“I just remember running. It couldn’t have been for very 
long, I don’t think. Maybe a few days.” 
 
“And you made it from the Seattle area to Nevada in that 
time?” Willow asked. 
 
Xander bit his lip as Spike wondered. There was a piece 
in the puzzle missing, and they wouldn’t know until 
Xander told them. It didn’t make sense that he could run 
that far after all that abuse… 
 
“I wasn’t near the Seattle area,” Xander said quietly. “I…I 
was driving to Nevada. I-I wanted to…to see Spike, 
maybe talk things out. I wanted to know how much I’d 
screwed up between us,” he whispered sadly. 
 
Silence reigned in the room. It was a not-sound that 
Spike didn’t want to get used to. But no one was more 
silent than he. 
 
Xander had been coming to see him? But why? 
 
…Wanted to…to see Spike, maybe talk things out. 
 
Had Xander wanted another chance? He’d wondered the 



many ‘what if’s of their situation too, it seemed. But 
enough to seek Spike out… 
 
It kept his head whirling and spinning enough to miss 
Buffy’s next question. He figured out what it was from 
Xander’s quiet reply. 
 
“I still cared about him, even after…that. I wanted him to 
know that. I felt like I’d made him leave, and that wasn’t 
what I’d tried to do at all. And mainly to see how he was, 
because I hadn’t seen him in so long. Hadn’t talked with 
him either, and I…I was worried,” Xander admitted softly. 
“You can’t care that much about a person and go 
immediately into not caring about them. It’s a gradual 
letting go process. If it’s even that,” he mumbled, but 
Spike heard him clearly enough. 
 
Xander hadn’t let go of the two of them. Like Spike 
hadn’t. He’d remained clinging to that impossible picture 
of the two of them happy. Like Spike had. 
 
Oh, luv… 
 
Spike leaned down and pressed a soft kiss to Xander’s 
forehead. “Love you,” he murmured. Xander’s face 
turned that beautiful rosy pink, but he still gave a tiny 



smile. It looked tired, and reminded Spike of what Xander 
had been through so far that day. Angel showing up, 
being shocked back into memories, only taking a tiny 
nap, comforting Spike, then dredging up all the horrible 
things he’d had to endure. 
 
His Xan needed sleep. Now. 
 
“Believe it’s time for us to turn in,” Spike announced, and 
noticed that the girls gave him grateful smiles as well. 
They’d been through the ringer, too. Just like Spike had. 
 
And so help him, he was not curling up alone in his bed 
that night. He wasn’t letting go of Xander, wouldn’t for 
the world. Not after…that. 
 
It didn’t seem like Xander was going to put up too much 
of a fight: as soon as Spike called it quits for the day, 
Xander leaned in closer, resting his head against Spike’s 
chest and closing his eyes. 
 
“It’s barely noon,” Angel pointed out. 
 
“And?” Spike said. “I’m supposed to sleep all day 
anyways. We’ve been up all night. I think the least we 
deserve is sleep.” Deserve way more than that: deserve a 



chance to go back and redo the last past months, make 
all the pain and hurt and torture go away. Xan, I’m so 
sorry luv. 
 
After a moment, Angel nodded. “I’m going to head back 
to LA and start digging. Theymion can’t be far from here, 
if Xander was able to get to here in a few days. What exit 
were you headed towards?” 
 
After some quiet thinking, Xander was able to recall the 
hotel and the city, and Angel promised to get right on it. 
“As soon as I hear anything, you guys will be the first to 
know,” he told them. “I’ll get Fred on it: she’s good with 
computers. So’s Cordy these days, as a matter of fact.” 
 
Out of the corner of his eye, Spike spotted Buffy shifting 
uncomfortably on the sofa. Angel apparently noticed too, 
because he turned his mournful gaze on her and said 
softly, “Buffy, listen. I wanted to talk to you. Maybe out 
in the hall alone for a few minutes?” 
 
Buffy froze, glancing up and giving Spike a pleading look. 
“She’s been up all night too, you know,” Spike said, 
turning to glare at Angel. “She doesn’t need any more 
emotional stress, and neither do any of us.” 
 



Angel glared back and began to reply, but Xander spoke 
up. “I don’t want to have to hold her together after you 
have your little heart to heart. I’m barely holding myself 
together, and you’re going to hurt her like you did last 
time, whether you mean to or not. Thank you for 
everything; now please fuck off.” 
 
“Time for bed!” Willow said cheerfully, grabbing Buffy’s 
arm and hauling her up and towards the guest room. 
“See you boys later!” They moved quickly, and before 
Angel could really protest, Willow had Buffy safely in the 
room and was slamming the door. 
 
Spike turned back to Angel. “Guess that’s your answer,” 
he said, grinning. “Now kindly follow Xander’s request 
and leave. I do appreciate the help, but your hero bit is 
over for the moment. The sooner you find the little rat 
bastard, the sooner you can have more heroic moments, 
your cape flutterin’ in the wind.” 
 
“I do not have a cape,” Angel grumbled, but he headed 
for the door anyways. Spike heard the door unlocking, 
opening, and locking once more. “And it wouldn’t flutter. 
It would sail,” was the last thing Angel tossed back into 
the room, before closing the door behind him. 
 



“What a wanker,” Xander muttered. “Is he gone yet?” 
 
Spike chuckled. “Yeah, he’s gone.” 
 
“Good,” Xander said, sighing happily. “Now we don’t 
have to worry about Buffy being upset. Which means we 
can sleep, and believe me, that offer’s never sounded 
better.” 
 
“Sounds pretty bloody good to me, too,” Spike said, 
rising slowly. Xander was still carefully locked in his arms, 
and after making sure he was really carefully still in his 
arms, he headed down the hall to the bedrooms. 
 
“Can I...” Xander took a deep breath and tried again. 
“Please let me stay with you? For tonight?” 
 
“Like I’m lettin’ you go,” Spike said without hesitation, 
and Xander’s tension difference was easily felt. 
 
“Good,” he mumbled, before yawning. “’Cause I really 
don’t want to let go of you, either.” 
 
Spike stepped into his bedroom, slowly closing the 
bedroom door with his foot. Once the door was secure, 
he walked over to the bed, gently laying his charge on 



the sheets. After a minimal amount of fussing, the 
blankets were pulled out from under Xander to cover 
him, keeping him warm. 
 
After debating about whether to leave to change into 
softer sleep pants, Spike decided he could sleep in jeans 
for one night. He wasn’t leaving Xander, and even a quick 
trip to the bathroom meant leaving his side. Not gonna 
happen tonight. 
 
He slid into bed and curled up beside Xander. Opening 
his arms, he found himself holding a shaking bundle with 
limp brown hair and wide brown eyes. 
 
Then Xander yawned again, closing his eyes and letting 
himself succumb to a well-needed sleep. A few moments 
later, Spike did the same.  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Twenty-Seven 



The next day was spent generally lounging around the 
apartment. Buffy and Willow decided to head out and 
shop, leaving Xander and Spike to themselves. They were 
both still trying to regroup from the emotional upheaval 
of the past couple of days, and were just fine sitting on 
the sofa, curled up with each other. 
 
But Spike could still feel a tension between them. It 
wasn’t huge and disturbing, like it had been before, 
but…still very much there, and Spike didn’t know what it 
was or how to get rid of it. 
 
He’d tried identifying it all day, and he was still mulling it 
over now, in the hopes of figuring it out. They’d sat and 
watched the weather together, and had groaned as one 
when they’d declared rain and thunderstorms once 
more. “Couldn’t we have a little sunshine?” Xander had 
grumbled. 
 
“All the better to burn me with,” Spike had grumbled 
back, but he’d smiled all the same. 
 
Xander had smiled too. “Like we’re going outside at all; 
rain or shine, I’m staying in here with you. Nothing’s 
gonna change THAT. Even sunshine.” 
 



A silly sort of smile had grown on Spike’s face, he 
remembered, because smiling that widely had made his 
face wonder and ask him what he was doing. “Love you,” 
Spike had murmured, pulling Xander closer. 
 
Xander had given his usual shy smile and had rubbed his 
head against Spike’s chest. 
 
Spike frowned, thinking it over. He must’ve told Xander 
he loved him multiple times since his revelation about 
why Xander was so hurt. He’d corrected it and had made 
sure that at every occasion, Xander knew he was loved 
and wanted. 
 
Spike couldn’t remember a single time that Xander had 
returned the feelings. 
 
Knock it off, Spike hissed silently at himself. He’s still 
pullin’ himself together. He’ll say it, you know he will. 
 
He couldn’t take a few seconds out of his time to say “I 
love you” back? Xander wasn’t the only one that had felt 
his world disappear and crumble beneath his broken 
heart that night. Spike had felt just as lost. 
 
He needed to hear the phrase, too. Needed to know that 



it wasn’t one-sided, that Spike was loved, too. 
 
Maybe he could just ask Xander. Ask him to say it. Xander 
obviously felt it, didn’t he? 
 
He’d go ask him, then. Then things would be back on 
track. 
 
Spike stepped out of the kitchen and into the living room, 
where Xander was curled up on the sofa. A quick glance 
at the vampire, and Xander’s smile was widening to 
reach from ear to ear. He was definitely in love with 
Spike. He could tell him. 
 
“Do you love me?” Spike asked, stopping in front of the 
sofa. No use delaying it; just get straight to the point. 
 
Xander’s smile dropped, and he blinked. “What?” 
 
“I asked if you love me,” Spike said, frowning slightly. 
Maybe Xander had been wrapped up in watching the 
television, hadn’t heard his question. 
 
Xander blinked again. “Um…I…” 
 
Spike’s jaw dropped. “So you don’t,” he said, his voice 



dull and monotone. There wasn’t a word enough to 
describe his state of shock. 
 
“N-No,” Xander stammered, turning the television off. 
“That’s not what I meant at all.” 
 
“Sure as hell sounded like it,” Spike said, trying 
desperately to keep the edge out of his voice. He was not 
going to get upset. His heart might be ripping holes in his 
chest as the shattered pieces tumbled away, but he was 
not going to get upset. 
 
Xander sighed, rolling his eyes. “If you’d let me finish…” 
 
“You sounded pretty finished to me.” 
 
“To you, maybe. You’ve always assumed I’ve been 
finished before I am.” 
 
“Excuse me? Always assumed?” Spike asked 
incredulously. “And when else have I correctly figured it 
out?” 
 
“How about way back?” Xander asked, whipping his head 
around and glaring at him. “We wouldn’t have been 
separated if you’d have let me explain months ago.” 



 
Spike stared at him, before chuckling humorlessly. “Right, 
now we’re gettin’ down to the crux of it. What happened 
that night was all my fault. Right.” 
 
“Don’t do that,” Xander snapped, pushing himself up. 
“You know damn right well that what you said started 
the fight. Yeah, I added to it, but…” 
 
“Oh, you just added to it?” Spike said, giving him a dark 
smirk. “’Course you did. Harris never does anythin’ 
wrong. Doesn’t say anythin’ bad in a breakup fight, 
doesn’t say I love you…no, wait, that WAS the wrong 
thing,” he said, his smirk falling away into a dangerous 
glare. 
 
“Considering how YOU presented that particular phrase, I 
really don’t think you’ve got too much to stand on,” 
Xander hissed. 
 
“Oh, so we’re back to ME again,” Spike said. 
 
“You seem to like it that way.” 
 
Spike’s nostrils flared. “You seem to, too. Why else did 
you come to Nevada lookin’ for me? Maybe it was so you 



could NOT say I love you back?” 
 
“Doesn’t seem to be a reason for me to have come, now 
was there?” Xander asked. “Tons of grief and constant 
looks at what happened. And, of course, me and all the 
crap I brought with me. Makes you wish you’d picked 
someone else, doesn’t it?” 
 
“Sometimes it does,” Spike snapped. “Less ‘crap’ to deal 
with.” 
 
“You mean less me to deal with!” 
 
“Not seein’ how that’s a bad thing at the moment!” Spike 
yelled. “At least I love you!” 
 
“I never said I didn’t love you, you idiot!” Xander 
shouted. “You wouldn’t let me finish! You never let me 
finish, and what does it lead to? Besides which, it’s a little 
suspicious, don’t you think? You never said it and I left, 
and then all of a sudden when the girls show up to 
possibly take me back to Sunnydale, you’re professing 
your undying love all over the place!” 
 
A dagger of pain shot through Spike’s heart, or the 
remains of it, but he ignored it, his fury keeping him 



going. “Better than someone who doesn’t say it at all. 
I’ve said it so many times over the past couple of days, 
but it’s not like you actually tried to reciprocate or 
anythin’ like…” 
 
“Just shut up already! What do you want, a fucking 
medal?” Xander yelled. “Maybe I should go back with the 
girls before I actually tell you something like ‘I love you’!” 
 
Everything froze. 
 
For Spike, it was like listening to the past echoing now in 
the present. The fight they’d ignored and tried to move 
past, like the elephant in the middle of the room, had 
come up again. They’d reversed the roles, with Spike 
feeling hurt and unwanted and unloved, and Xander… 
 
Xander looked stunned and sick. His face was pale, and 
he was shaking slightly, his eyes taking on a shocked 
glaze. He blinked twice, and seemed to snap back to 
himself, only to slowly curl up on himself as if someone 
had stabbed him in the heart. 
 
“I…” Xander started, but his voice broke, and he didn’t 
continue. 
 



How the hell had things gotten so out of control? Just a 
simple question, a very simple question that should’ve 
had a simple answer, just like… 
 
Just like last time. A simple question about dinner, and 
they’d ended up living in separate states from each 
other. 
 
Spike wondered how anything was left in his chest to 
ache, but he could still feel it. Maybe he had over one 
hundred hearts emotionally. You needed more of them 
emotionally. “Xander, I…” 
 
Then Xander was moving, running to the front door, 
tears streaming down his face as he fumbled briefly with 
the handle, then tore out of the building. 
 
And Spike was left standing alone. Again.  

Part Twenty-Eight 

 
Huff, huff. 
 
It was easier to concentrate on the breathing. Thinking 
about what had just happened hurt too much. 
 



Huff, huff. 
 
How the hell had he managed it? Brought about the fight 
not once, but twice? He was a talented sort of guy. 
 
Huff huff huff. 
 
It had been almost like a bad movie he was watching. 
One moment, he was yelling at the top of his lungs 
something that had just blurted out, and he certainly 
hadn’t meant, and the next, he was watching all sorts of 
pain cross Spike’s face. Pain he’d put there. 
 
Huff, huff… 
 
He’d tried to get an apology out, but his throat had 
tightened, refusing to let him talk. The prevention of 
words getting out had come a little too late. 
 
Then Spike had almost said something, and he’d bolted. 
 
Huff…huff… 
 
He’d played Spike’s lines and said them as his own, and 
as soon as Spike had parted his lips to speak, he’d been 
terrified that his own lines would come back at him. That 



Spike wouldn’t want to see him anymore, and wanted 
him out. 
 
So he’d run. Just like last time. 
 
He slid into the alley, sniffling and trying to control his 
rapid heartbeat and the voice that was screaming in his 
head to go back and fix it. Go back and fix what? 
 
He’d been so afraid of saying it. Afraid that if he did, he 
might end it all. Half wondering if when Spike said he 
loved him, he wasn’t just saying it. 
 
Stayed with you, helped you, held you, made things 
better, and you messed it all up again. 
 
And by not saying it, he’d ended up screwing it all over 
anyways. Why was it so hard to say the words his heart 
had been pounding out for years? 
 
He’d hurt Spike. The look on his face…was that what he’d 
looked like when Spike had said the dreaded line all 
those months ago? 
 
He slowly let himself tumble to the ground, leaning back 
against the brick wall. He bit his lip and clenched his eyes, 



but still the tears flowed down his face. 
 
A soft boom was heard in the background, and a few 
moments later, tiny drops of water began to sprinkle 
down on him. His hair began to stick to his skin, and his 
clothes began to feel slimy against his arms and legs. 
 
…Rain or shine, I’m staying in here with you. Nothing’s 
gonna change that… 
 
So much for that promise. So much for any of the 
promises he’d made to himself or to Spike. 
 
He stared up at the sky as the rain continued to fall, and 
Xander finally let himself cry.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
When Buffy and Willow came back in ten minutes later, 
the first thing that was wrong was the silence. No 
television, no deep British voice, no American voice that 
was just starting to get its pep back. 
 
“Xander?” Buffy called, setting her purse down near the 
door. Willow started forward, and Buffy held her hand 



up, holding her back. If something bad was going on, she 
wasn’t going to risk the redhead getting hurt. 
 
Even if she’d never get the guts up enough to tell her. 
 
“Spike?” she called a little softer now, stepping into the 
living room. A quick glance into the kitchen confirmed 
that there was no one there, and the lights were all out 
in every room. 
 
If lightning hadn’t flashed outside the window, she 
wouldn’t have seen Spike at all. 
 
Instantly the lights were flipped on, and Buffy was 
headed for the curled up figured hiding behind the sofa. 
“Spike, what happened?” she asked as calmly as she 
could. His eyes were blank, and his face was damp. He 
looked horrible, but not beaten up. So no fight then. 
 
Well, maybe not a physical fight… 
 
“Spike?” she asked, a little more firmly now. “What’s 
going on?” 
 
Spike blinked and focused on her, frowning slightly. 
“He’s…” he managed to get out, before he swallowed 



and turned away. 
 
Gently she took his chin and guided his eyes back on her. 
“Xander’s what?” she asked, having guessed whom the 
‘he’ was. Who wasn’t it when it came to Spike? 
 
“Gone,” Spike mumbled, sniffling. “I…I made him leave 
again.” 
 
Buffy slowly began to frown. “Xander’s not in the 
apartment,” Willow said, running in and sounding out of 
breath. “Where did he go?” 
 
“Don’t know,” Spike said dully. “Don’t know where he 
went last time either.” 
 
Last time…? Buffy wondered, before the terrible truth hit 
her. Somehow, it had happened again between them. 
And like last time, they’d separated and stayed that way. 
 
Well, not if she had anything to say about it. She wasn’t 
letting these two fall apart again. 
 
“They…oh no,” Willow breathed. 
 
Spike looked away. Great; he was going to play pity-



party. He could, that was fine with her. But Xander was 
still out there in the rain. 
 
“No time for that right now,” Buffy said, grabbing his 
hand and hauling him up. “Xander’s out there, and since 
he hasn’t come back yet, I’m assuming he’s in the rain, 
which means he could get sick. But that’s sort of second 
fiddle to if Theymion finds him. Still looking for Xander, 
remember?” 
 
It was amazing how fast Spike could snap back and into 
things. He gave a brisk nod, then headed for the closet. 
“We gonna find him?” Willow asked hesitantly. 
 
“We’ll find him,” Spike said, his voice gruff. “And 
then…then I can cry,” he murmured softly, his eyes 
glistening. Then he was blinking it away, and running out 
the door. 
 
“I take it we’re playing back up?” Willow asked, but was 
headed for her umbrella. 
 
Buffy nodded. “He can’t take all directions at once; more 
people equals more ground covered. And that means 
we’ll find Xander that much faster.”  



 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Almost ten minutes later, the rain was coming down 
much harder. Xander still hadn’t moved from his place 
near the brick wall, and he was wondering if he should 
ever move again. 
 
The rain had fully permeated his clothes, soaking him to 
the bone. He shivered, wrapping his arms around 
himself, more concerned with the coldness inside than 
the coldness out. 
 
The conversation looped around in his mind, refusing to 
let go. What was wrong with him? How could he have 
done this? And to Spike? 
 
There was no excuse. None. 
 
A roar to his left made him turn, and a second later, he 
was sprawled out across the puddle filled alley, coughing 
and feeling the blood flowing from his split lip. 
 
A kick to his ribs, and he was coughing again, feeling his 
insides screaming in pain as he tried to raise himself up. 



His breathing was jagged, as if fighting his chest to get 
out. He glanced to the right, and saw through the rain a 
monstrous form with blue skin and long claws. 
 
Panic welled up inside of him, but another element 
overpowered it: anger. He hated this. He wasn’t going to 
feel helpless anymore. If he hadn’t been grabbed, maybe 
he would’ve made it to Spike. 
 
Maybe they would’ve talked all of this out, and instead of 
sitting in the rain, Xander could be cuddled up with the 
one person he felt safest with. 
 
The demon roared, but stopped when Xander roared 
back, pushing himself up and flying towards the demon. 
He feinted right, then slid to the left, punching as hard as 
he could and landing as many as he could. He could use a 
punching bag right about now. 
 
Then he was tossed off to the side, hitting the brick wall 
and feeling something decidedly warm oozing down his 
face. His arm was burning, pain shooting up and down his 
appendage from the claws of the demon. He turned and 
found himself face to face with the demon. He struggled 
and fought back, but soon found himself pinned down. 
 



He whimpered as the flashbacks bombarded him, of so 
many situations like this. Held down and forced to 
endure whatever the demon decided to do to him. 
Unable to fight back. No one to rescue him. The demon 
pulled out a syringe filled with green liquid, and Xander’s 
eyes widened in horror. 
 
No! No, no, nonono, not going back, can’t, won’t, never 
again. Never get out again, cry and scream and never 
escape to warmcomfortsafetySPIKE!! 
 
There was a roar of triumph as the demon slammed the 
syringe down, and another roar as the syringe was 
shoved into its own leg. The demon turned and met a 
hard fist as Spike punched it across the alley. He snarled 
and slid into game face, then lunged forward, slamming 
the demon into the wall again and again. 
 
The demon raised its head, then reached around and 
grabbed Spike’s punching arm, pushing it away enough 
for it to meet solid brick. Spike growled, but while pulling 
his arm away, he was grabbed and thrown across to the 
other side. His skull cracked against the hard wall, and he 
slid to the ground, attempting to push himself up again. 
 
With a roar once again the demon started forward to its 



new prey, but Xander had had enough. He was just so 
damn tired of being thrown around, and he’d be damned 
before he saw it happen to Spike. 
 
He grabbed the nearest thing to him and ran forward, 
coming around and behind the demon, then heaving the 
object as hard as he could towards its head. 
 
The demon lurched as the plank of wood sank home into 
its skull. It stood for a few moments longer, then 
tumbled to the earth, landing face first into a huge 
puddle. 
 
Xander stood there panting, his gaze moving from the 
corpse to Spike. Spike was staring at him as well, mouth 
open but not saying anything. The rain continued to fall, 
making tiny pit-pats against their skin and the concrete in 
the alley. 
 
“I’m sorry,” Xander said, breaking the silence. His throat 
began to tighten again, but he wasn’t stopping until it 
had been said enough times to make Spike not hate him. 
“I’m sorry. I…I’m so sorry, Spike. I’m sorry, I’m sorry, 
I’m…” 
 
Spike reached forward, taking Xander’s hands and pulling 



him down into his lap. Xander collapsed into his wet 
embrace, still saying his apologies and pleading 
forgiveness. 
 
It was only after a moment that it wasn’t his voice 
begging to be forgiven, but Spike’s. And it wasn’t his 
sorry’s that were flying out into the air, but Spike’s as 
well. 
 
Xander clung to him, burying his head in the crook of his 
shoulder and breathing in water, rain air, and Spike. 
Spike who had come looking for him. Spike who had 
saved him. Spike who was also asking with tears in his 
voice for the entire fight to be over. 
 
And it was Xander who answered him, with tears in his 
own voice, that it was, with a simple phrase: “I love you.” 
 
Hands tightened even further, clutching him impossibly 
closer. “Love you too,” was whispered into his ear. 
 
The rain continued to fall, but Xander wasn’t cold 
anymore.  

 
 



 
 
 

Part Twenty-Nine 

The soft knocking brought Buffy out of her thoughts. She 
glanced at the doorway, sensing a vampire beyond it, but 
nothing else. Either Spike had found Xander, or… 
 
No. He’d have found him. She knew it. 
 
She’d searched the nearby streets over a span of a mile, 
and had finally headed towards home. She’d met up with 
Willow outside of the apartment, and they’d both 
trudged inside with heavy hearts. 
 
She rose and headed for the door, opening it in one fluid 
motion. Spike stood before her, absolutely drenched, his 
arms tightly wrapped around Xander, who was even 
more soaked than Spike. Who was leaning on who, she 
couldn’t tell. 
 
Silently she stepped aside, letting the two slowly step 
into the apartment. She closed the door behind them, 
and watched as they headed for the living room. There’d 
be a serious talk tonight, she knew that much. 



 
“I’ll make some hot cocoa,” Willow said, peeking out of 
the kitchen. She knew about the talk, too. 
 
“I’ll get a towel,” Buffy said softly, heading for the 
bathroom. She and Willow could take care of the easy 
needs. Wet, cold skin that could be dried and warmed 
from inside. 
 
The matters of the heart, only the boys could fix.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Carefully Spike stepped into the living room. His side was 
killing him, and his head wasn’t all that much better. 
 
Xander, however, had gotten hit a bit more than he had. 
Blood dripped and ran with the help of tiny water 
droplets. His lip was torn, his eye starting to bruise, and 
he still hadn’t said a damn thing since they’d walked out 
of the alley supporting each other. Not even a grimace of 
pain or a tiny whimper. 
 
To say that it freaked Spike out was an understatement. 
 



With as much gentleness as he could Spike lowered 
Xander onto the sofa. Xander sank into the cushions, 
closing his eyes and letting his head rest against the back 
of the sofa. Spike slowly brought himself down into the 
chair which was opposite the sofa, realizing they were in 
the exact same positions they’d been in when Willow 
had told them to talk. 
 
Oh, there’d be talking. He wished he’d have said more 
before. Then maybe this would’ve been sorted out. 
Maybe Xander wouldn’t have run, wouldn’t have gotten 
hurt… 
 
“Here,” Buffy said softly, handing him a towel. She took 
the other one for herself, stepping over to Xander and 
gently dabbing at his hair. Xander didn’t even flinch. 
 
After she’d dried him off a little, she set the towel down 
beside Xander, gave his hand a soft squeeze, then 
headed off for the kitchen, where Willow was still 
engrossed in making them hot cocoa. 
 
The room was silent. Spike’s thoughts, however, were as 
loud as could be, running rampant and wild in his mind. 
Cursing himself out, wishing he’d been the one to take all 
the hits, not Xander, and that he hadn’t said anything, 



and how could he have been so stupid as to repeat his 
last mistake… 
 
“It had been a long day.” 
 
Spike blinked and glanced up. Xander’s head was still 
back against the sofa, but his eyes were open and fixed 
on the ceiling. “Lot of problems with the new plans we’d 
been working on. I’d known more than my coworkers 
had, but I still hadn’t gotten listened to. I’d been so 
frustrated on my way home. I completely forgot dinner.” 
 
His voice was monotone and empty, and Spike wondered 
if he was reliving each moment as he spoke about it. 
 
“Came home, saw you curled up, tossed my things and 
headed into the bedroom. It’s weird; out of all the things 
I remember that night, I wasn’t sure if I’d said any sort of 
greeting to you.” 
 
“You did,” Spike said quietly. “You said hello.” 
 
“That was nice of me,” Xander said offhandedly. 
 
Spike merely nodded. Silence reigned again, until Xander 
broke it once more. 



 
“We weren’t discussing dinner that night, were we.” Not 
a question: stating fact. Xander knew it hadn’t been the 
dinner plans that had been the crux of the problem. 
 
Spike had been. 
 
Spike sighed. Guess it was time for his own heart to 
heart. “No. I’d…spent the day with the boys playin' 
poker. Wanted to win that little golden kitten for Dawn. 
Fell in love with the stupid thing when she secretly 
followed me another night, and I wanted her to have it.” 
 
Xander gave a tiny smile. “Some Big Bad,” he murmured. 
 
Spike bit his lip. “Yeah. It’s about what they said, too. 
Knew when I only started playin’ for the one kitten just 
why I was doin’ what I was doin’. Couple of ‘em called me 
on it. Said I wasn’t even a vampire anymore. Shouldn’t be 
allowed to play with ‘em, if I was gonna socialize with 
humans so much. Said I was somethin’ they had to ‘deal’ 
with, and that I was…was beneath them,” Spike said 
quietly. It had hurt, hearing the echoes of several voices 
before that one demon’s all chorusing the same thing. 
And though Buffy had apologized for hers, he hadn’t 
remembered that at the time. 



 
Xander’s head was forward now, and his eyes were fixed 
on him. 
 
“Got pissed and argued back,” Spike continued. 
“I…wanted them to bloody well eat their words. They 
said it was like I was a man that had had his prick and 
balls removed: nothin’ but a woman that was good for 
gettin’ fucked and cleanin’ house.” 
 
Xander inhaled sharply. “So my joking little comment 
about you being a housewife…” 
 
Spike glanced down at the ground. “I’m sorry, Xan.” He’d 
screwed up royally that night. Had let some sorry excuse 
for a demon’s words be the driving wedge between him 
and the one thing that made his life worth living. 
 
“I shouldn’t have said what I did,” Xander said quietly. 
Spike turned his gaze up and found the young man 
staring at his feet sorrowfully. “You are a Master 
vampire, Spike. Told myself that so many times I could’ve 
recited it in my sleep. I knew I was so lucky that you’d 
picked me, because even with the chip, you could’ve had 
anyone…” 
 



“You were lucky?” Spike asked incredulously. Xander 
glanced up, and Spike leaned forward, wanting so badly 
to reach out and caress that soft cheek, but didn’t dare. 
Not after what he’d done. “I was the lucky one, Xan. 
Found you, and you…you made things better. Made me 
better. That’s why I was so upset and kept fightin’ with 
you. I was scared,” he admitted softly. “Fuckin’ terrified 
I’d messed somethin’ else up. My fear kept fuelin’ my 
anger and I kept…” 
 
“Fighting, even though you hurt so bad inside for losing 
this you wanted to stop, but you couldn’t,” Xander 
whispered. He’d thought it was his fault, too. 
 
Spike had to touch now. He had to. Slowly he reached 
forward, still slightly hesitant, but determined to reach 
Xander and hold him. 
 
Xander’s hand shot out, snagging his and pulling him 
close, and Spike was leaning too far forward, and their 
lips met on the downward fall together. Then Xander was 
kissing him, so hesitantly and softly, parting his lips and 
bringing his tongue out to wet his lips and sliding against 
Spike’s at the same time. Spike brought shaking hands up 
to cup his cheeks, sliding his thumb over smooth skin as 
Xander continued sliding his lips against Spike’s. 



 
Soft, tiny noises as their lips parted and met, parted and 
met, and Spike thought he could die right now and be 
happy. He thought he’d never get this again, never have 
the right to it. Gently he slid his tongue forward to lick 
Xander’s moving lips, and without pausing Xander parted 
his lips, letting Spike’s tongue in. He glided around 
Xander’s lips that were slowly becoming swollen, tilted 
his head and brought Xander closer, because he couldn’t 
get enough. Would never get enough. 
 
And in one gentle touch, one simple kiss, Spike realized 
that Xander had forgiven him, and he’d forgiven Xander, 
and it was finally over. The fight that had haunted his 
memory for so long was fading back with his other 
memories, and they were okay again. Spike was okay 
again. 
 
Xander was his, and so help him, he wasn’t ever letting 
go again. 
 
Gently they parted, with both of their eyes locked on the 
other’s. Then Xander was lunging forward, wrapping 
Spike in his arm. “Fuck I missed you,” he whispered 
mournfully. “I had you and I lost you, and I…” 
 



“Shhh. Not goin’ into who lost who. It’s over. It’s done. 
And you’re with me again, and I’m not lettin’ go. Missed 
you too, luv. Missed you so bloody much…” 
 
Fingers dug tightly into the other, but they didn’t care. 
They were finally back to where they’d tried to get to. 
 
“How long does it take to make hot cocoa?” Xander 
mused out loud. 
 
“Depends on who’s makin’ it. I can whip up some in 
about five minutes. You, on the other hand, could burn 
hot cocoa. That’s a talent, Xander,” Spike said, and got a 
pinch in return. Like he used to. 
 
A genuine smile spread across his face, and didn’t 
disappear for a long time.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
“How long does it take to make hot cocoa?” Buffy asked, 
watching Willow dally over the boiling pot. 
 
Willow glanced back at her and raised her eyebrows. “I’m 
not going back in there until those two make up for 



good. The hot cocoa can be their reward,” she said, 
grinning. 
 
Buffy chuckled softly as Willow returned to her seat. 
“Think they’ve made up by now. They weren’t talking for 
a little while. Think they were smooching.” 
 
“I would’ve like to have seen that,” Willow said, pouting. 
“Those two are hot.” 
 
“They can be, yes,” Buffy agreed, leaning back and 
glancing into the living room. Xander was hugging the 
living stuffing out of Spike, who had the doofiest grin 
she’d ever seen on his face. They were cute. She was glad 
things had finally worked out. 
 
And so help her, if they split again after all the work she 
and Willow had done… 
 
“But not so much fun to watch when you can’t do any 
kissing yourself,” Buffy said with a sigh, turning back to 
the table. She wouldn’t mind going a few rounds with the 
redhead in front of her, but Willow was her best friend. 
She didn’t have a chance. 
 
She was NOT going to sit and watch Spike and Xander 



make out when she couldn’t do any herself. Which 
meant she was going to have to leave in a few days, 
because knowing those two, the smoochies would start 
up again pretty fast. They hadn’t been able to keep their 
hands off of each other before. 
 
She glanced up at Willow and grinned. “Giving serious 
consideration to leaving when they start making out 
every five minutes. Because I am not going to sit here 
while I hear their lips smacking and those annoying little 
breathy moans, because if my lips can’t smack, then 
neither can…” 
 
And then she was blinking as Willow dove forward, 
capturing her lips with her. A little awkwardness as they 
tried to work it out, and Buffy finally slid her foot around 
the leg of Willow’s chair and hauled her closer. Willow 
gave a tiny ‘eep’ into the kiss, but once she was close 
enough to grab, Buffy did so, sliding her fingers deep into 
that red hair like she’d imagined doing a hundred times. 
Her lips parted and she let her head fall to the side, the 
tips of her lips gently brushing against Willow’s. 
 
Then her own lips were smacking, and she was making 
those annoying little breathy moans, and Buffy totally 
forgot about Spike and Xander having made up and that 



they deserved their hot cocoa. 
 
They could come in and get it themselves; she wasn’t 
leaving her spot for anything.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Xander glanced over at Spike, who was watching the two 
girls with a glint of amusement in his eyes. “Way better 
than Angel,” Xander said softly. 
 
Spike turned and grinned at him. “Definitely much better 
than Angel. Highly doubt Red’s gonna break her heart.” 
 
“Might just be the thing that mends it. She fixed ours, 
didn’t she?” Xander said, turning to look back at his two 
friends. Their passion was still there, but they’d slowed 
down, taking the time to explore every little piece of the 
other, to memorize each part so they could remember it 
forever. 
 
Xander knew what that felt like. 
 
A hand slipped into his, a cool breath tickled his ear as 
Spike gently placed a kiss to his skin, and the two were 



creeping away from the kitchen doorway, intent on 
cuddling into the blankets to get warm. They were still 
soaking wet, after all. 
 
That inside warmth, though, was going a long way 
towards helping Xander feel dryer. Plus, with another 
body holding him, hugging him, loving him through the 
night… 
 
He’d be just fine.  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Thirty 

They stayed cuddled up all through the night, content 
with just each other and knowing that things were finally 
going to be okay again. It’d been a long time since either 
of them had been able to think that, let alone say it. 
 
The next morning found Xander laying across Spike’s 
chest, dark hair sticking up in a few places, his eyes 
closed as he slept peacefully. Spike liked being able to 



tack that extra adjective on there. Or was it an adverb? 
 
Didn’t matter. He wasn’t thinking all that much that 
morning. He didn’t have to. The feeling of a warm human 
being across his chest was a wonderful one. The feeling 
that it was Xander whom he’d truly gotten back was an 
even better one. 
 
He couldn’t resist stroking the soft hair, threading his 
fingers through it and marveling at the color difference. 
Marveled at how different they two of them were on 
things, but that their love connected them. 
 
All right, he felt down right sappy this morning, but he’d 
earned the right the hard way. If someone called him on 
not being a Master vampire right now, he’d probably 
agree with them. 
 
As he slowly ripped away their legs so they couldn’t run 
when he… 
 
“You two ever getting up?” Willow asked from the 
doorway. Spike glanced up and out of his thoughts to see 
the redhead leaning against the doorway, her lips looking 
extremely swollen. He had no idea what time the two 
girls had gone to bed. 



 
“Depends; you two ever get to bed?” Spike asked quietly, 
smirking at her. 
 
Willow huffed and rolled her eyes. “As a matter of fact, 
we did, oh mister pervy. And don’t you dare even think 
about what I know you’re thinking about, because we 
didn’t. We just had fun touching. I’ve missed touching,” 
she said wistfully. 
 
“So have I,” a groggy voice added. Spike glanced down as 
Xander blearily opened his eyes, blinking a few times, 
before giving Spike a sleepy smile. 
 
Cutest. Thing. Ever. 
 
“Hey sweetheart,” Xander murmured, closing his eyes 
once more and rubbing his head against Spike’s chest. 
Spike’s smile broadened to a point of painful at the 
endearment. 
 
“You two are hopeless,” Buffy added. Spike turned and 
gave her a look. Considering she had her arms wrapped 
around Willow and her chin rested on the witch’s 
shoulder, she shouldn’t be saying too much about 
‘hopeless’. 



 
“Aren’t you two supposed to be making us breakfast?” 
Xander asked. Buffy made a face and pulled her 
scrunchie out, tossing it his way. Xander snickered when 
it hit him, and Spike just wanted this moment captured 
forever. Just the four of them and the sun glistening 
through the blinds as it hit the still wet screen. This was 
perfect. This was what he wanted forever. 
 
“What do you two want, oh hopeless beings?” Buffy 
asked, giggling when Xander tossed the scrunchie back at 
her. 
 
“Do you guys even have any breakfast foods?” Willow 
asked dubiously. She’d apparently taken a peek at their 
food stock and wasn’t impressed. 
 
Now that she mentioned it, Spike didn’t think they had 
any eggs or bacon or even frozen waffles. “There’s a 
place on Quarter Avenue,” he offered. “Should be listed 
in the book; they deliver breakfast and such. They’ll be 
the first ad for restaurant. Allan’s or somethin’.” 
 
“We’ll see what we can find,” Buffy said. “Oh, and just so 
you boys know: we’re heading back today. I think you 
guys are fine on your own.” 



 
“Oh good; no more ‘hopeless’ comments,” Xander 
muttered, and Spike wasn’t even surprised when the 
scrunchie came back at him once more. What did 
surprise him was when it hit HIS nose, and not Xander’s. 
He gave an undignified squawk, sending the girls into 
laughter and giggles. Then they were shrieking as he slid 
out from under Xander, grabbed a pillow, and proceeded 
to chase them around the apartment. 
 
Breakfast wasn’t ordered for another two hours.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
After breakfast had been consumed and cleaned up, the 
girls had headed to pack, explaining that the drive was a 
long one; the sooner they headed out, the better. 
 
Despite all the joking, Xander was going to miss them. 
They were his friends, and he couldn’t imagine how he’d 
been willing to move away from them. He was staying 
with Spike, there was no question of that, but still… 
 
“So,” Willow asked as Spike once again lugged their 
suitcases out to the front door, “when are you two 



coming over for a visit?” 
 
Xander shrugged. “I can’t think past lunch right now.” 
 
“You just ate!” Buffy laughed. 
 
“And?” 
 
Spike chuckled and came up behind Xander, pulling him 
in close. “And you were what, surprised?” he asked. “This 
is Xander we’re talkin’ about here.” 
 
Xander gave him a light elbowing. “Funny. But seriously, 
have no clue when we’ll be back to visit.” 
 
“Been meanin’ to talk to you about that,” Spike asked 
softly. Xander glanced over his shoulder and found Spike 
looking nervous. Nervous? Spike, nervous? Hadn’t they 
gotten past all of the bad stuff that Xander never ever 
wanted to go into again? 
 
“Is it about Theymion?” Willow asked quietly. 
 
Xander tensed, and immediately Spike’s hands were 
running up and down his arms to soothe him. “No,” Spike 
said. “Haven’t heard a bloody thing about the bastard 



yet. Angel hasn’t called.” 
 
“Wanker,” Buffy muttered, and Xander gave a small grin. 
Willow’s grin was much wider. 
 
“No, this is about…about our place,” Spike asked. “Our 
old place, back in Sunnydale. If anyone hasn’t bought it 
yet, I wouldn’t mind havin’ it back. But yeah, was gonna 
ask you if you wanted to move back in,” he said. “Maybe 
give us another go in Sunnyhell?” 
 
Xander blinked, then blinked again, then reached around 
and managed to pull Spike’s head around until their 
foreheads touched. “I’d like that,” he said softly. Spike’s 
nervousness disappeared, and was replaced with a wide 
smile. 
 
“We’ll check up on the place, see what’s going on with 
it,” Buffy said. “And we’ll let you know. But if you hear 
anything about…him…” 
 
“We’ll keep in touch,” Xander said, turning back. 
“Promise.” 
 
Willow nodded, and suddenly Xander realized they were 
really leaving. Sure, they were planning on moving back 



now, but…who knew when he’d see them again? 
 
He stepped forward and found his arms full of two girls. 
“We’re a phone call away,” Buffy promised as he hugged 
them back. “We’ll be here as quick as we can. Any time, 
any day.” 
 
“Or night,” Willow added. 
 
“Or night,” Buffy agreed. She glanced up at Xander, then 
leaned forward. She wrapped her arms around his neck 
and whispered in his ear, “I’m so glad we found you 
again.” 
 
Xander had to blink several times after that one. “Me 
too,” he finally managed when his throat decided to 
work. 
 
She pulled away and gave him a watery smile, then 
turned and opened her arms for Spike, who took her in 
his arms with a smile. “Glad we found you, too,” she said 
quietly. 
 
Then Willow hugged Spike, and they said their last 
goodbyes, and just like that they were gone. Xander 
stared at the door, already missing their warmth. 



 
Cool arms wrapped around him, and Xander held on just 
as tightly as Spike was holding him. “We’ll see them soon 
enough,” Spike whispered. 
 
Xander nodded.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Spike was working on lunch (they did still have some 
soup and crackers, so the house wasn’t completely 
devoid of food), when Xander peeked his head in. “I’m 
gonna go take a shower,” he said, waving the towel as 
proof and then heading down the hall. Spike gave a 
murmured sound that he’d heard, then froze. 
 
A few seconds later, he was tearing down the hall after 
Xander, who had stopped in front of the bathroom door. 
“I’ll go in in a second,” Xander told him confidently. 
 
“What’s wrong with goin’ in now?” Spike asked, his voice 
soft. 
 
“Because…” Xander took a few deep breaths. “Because I 
gotta work up to it.” 



 
“Okay,” Spike said, leaning back against the wall. He 
watched as Xander took a few more deep breaths, tilted 
his head in both directions, wiped his sweaty hands on 
his pants, gripped his towel hard, then stepped forward 
and grabbed the doorknob. With a single twist he 
opened the door, pushing it open to reveal a darkened 
room. Spike saw him swallow hard, but he continued 
forward anyways, turning the light switch on, stepping 
inside the room, setting the towel down, then closing the 
door behind him. 
 
When the shower didn’t turn on five minutes later, Spike 
ventured forward, relieved to find the damn door 
unlocked. He quietly stepped inside, finding Xander 
leaning back against the counter, just staring at the 
empty shower. His knuckles were white as they gripped 
the edge of the smooth tile, and he was shaking slightly. 
 
Gently and carefully Spike reached forward, putting his 
own hand over Xander’s. Xander immediately switched 
his grasp from the counter to Spike’s hand. “I-I thought I 
could do this,” Xander mumbled. “I just…just wanted to 
take a stupid shower.” 
 
“I know,” Spike murmured, tugging slowly at Xander until 



he released his death grip from the counter and grabbed 
on instead to Spike, burying his head in the crook of 
Spike’s neck. “I know, luv. Shhh. Not supposed to do 
everythin’ at once and by yourself.” 
 
After a few moments, Xander gave a jerky nod. “Yeah. I j-
just wanted…” 
 
“I know.” After another few moments, Spike pulled away 
and placed a soft kiss to Xander’s hand. “C’mon. We’ll get 
you clean, pet. Promise.” 
 
Xander nodded warily, then turning back to the shower, 
he nodded again, this time more determined. “Okay,” he 
said, his voice not so shaky. 
 
Hand in hand they stepped towards the shower. Spike 
turned the water on and directed the spray to go straight 
down; no chance of water spurting out on someone’s 
face that way. 
 
Xander removed his shirt and pants, but opted to leave 
the boxers on. Spike just simply removed his t-shirt. With 
Spike holding his hand once more, Xander stepped into 
the shower. 
 



He hissed when the water first touched his skin, but after 
a few moments, he dared to put his arm in. A few times 
of reaching out and yanking his arm away, and he dared 
to leave it in. Spike made sure that it was turned up to a 
decent heat, and after letting his arm stand under the 
water, Xander moved the other arm in. 
 
Spike let his arm go with Xander’s, until their hands were 
under the water together, fingers entwined, looking like 
a perfect fountain as water droplets hit and spread ever 
so slightly. Slightly tanned skin with light, untouched by 
sun skin, and it was beautiful. 
 
Spike stepped in behind the spray, his hand still tightly in 
Xander’s. “Come here,” he said softly, smiling. Xander 
stared at him as if he’d lost his mind. 
 
“S-Spike…?” 
 
“You can do it,” Spike whispered. “I know you can. I’m 
here, Xan. I promise.” Just trust me again, luv. Please 
Xan; I’ll make it better, I promise. Just…just let me… 
 
Slowly Xander inched forward, until he was right in front 
of the spray. Spike spread his left arm out, keeping his 
right locked in with Xander’s. Opened his embrace to 



know that Xander would be here, and all he had to do 
was go through the water. 
 
Xander bit his lip, took a deep breath and closed his eyes. 
When he opened them again, there was a moisture in 
them that wasn’t from the shower. Spike continued 
smiling for him, but it was harder to do now, seeing 
Xander’s obvious pain. Maybe they were still too early 
for this. Maybe he should’ve waited… 
 
Then Xander was diving through the water, hitting 
Spike’s chest hard enough to send the vampire back the 
last few inches into the tiled wall. Spike immediately 
wrapped his arm around him, holding the shivering figure 
close. The shivering wet figure. The shivering wet figure 
that was still under the shower spray. 
 
“Xander,” Spike breathed, looking up at the simple 
shower head and slowly beginning to smile. Xander 
glanced up, then followed his gaze. He winced and 
clenched his eyes shut when his face hit the water, and 
he only looked up for a moment. It was enough for him 
to see just where he was. 
 
“You did it,” Spike whispered, before he began to laugh 
with relief and joy. “Xan, you did it, you…” 



 
Xander began to smile, still shaking, but he was smiling, 
dammit, and Spike just held him tighter. 
 
They’d get through this, one thing at a time. Together.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
They opted for getting dry in the bedroom. There was 
more room, and more blankets for them to get wrapped 
up in afterwards. Xander’s hair had been cleaned, and 
most of his body had been washed. His smile was truly 
squeaky clean, and he still hadn’t let go of Spike. 
 
Big deal, as far as Spike was concerned. They’d beaten 
back the memories and the shower and they were still 
standing. Well, sitting now. But still; they’d won. 
 
With Xander dressed once more in loose pants and his 
flannel shirt, and Spike with a new t-shirt on (his jeans 
were still soaking wet, but he could change those later), 
they were ready for some serious snuggling. 
 
“Thank you,” Xander murmured, resting his wet head 
against Spike’s dry chest. “I…don’t think I could’ve done 



that without you.” 
 
“Well, you’re stuck with me now, so get used to it,” Spike 
said. The two shared a grin, before Spike turned serious 
once more. “You’re not gonna have to face anythin’ like 
that again, because so help me, when I find Theymion, 
I’ll…” 
 
“Rip me a new one?” 
 
Two heads whipped as one to the doorway, and Xander 
whimpered, clutching at Spike. Spike slid into game face 
and growled, wondering how the hell the fucking bastard 
had gotten into his apartment. 
 
Cool blue eyes laughed at them both, and soon a dark 
voice was joining in, bringing the silent laughter into a 
horrible noise. “Hello Xander,” Theymion purred, his 
silvery long hair swaying as he stepped forward. Xander 
slid back fast enough to crack his head on the headboard 
of the bed. Spike moved in front of Xander, growling 
murderously at Theymion. 
 
“Got a lot of guts, comin’ in here,” Spike snapped. 
 
“It wasn’t as if it was hard,” Theymion said, and Spike 



remembered just why he’d hated this twat before the 
whole Xander part of things had happened: Theymion 
was a pompous prick through and through. He’d gotten 
so stuck on the human station of things, and he’d never 
forgotten it. Spike had shown him, however, that the 
vampiric stations were a bit different, and Spike was 
classes above Theymion. 
 
Looked like Theymion needed to be shown again. 
 
With a roar he jumped up and launched off the bed and 
at Theymion, only to have two of the blue demons step 
forward from seemingly nowhere and grab him. With a 
grunt he landed against the wall, head swimming. Gotta 
move, will NOT let him get away, not now, not… 
 
There was a cry of rage, and Xander lunged off the bed at 
Theymion, only to have the blue demon to Theymion’s 
right grab him and twist his arms around until Xander 
whimpered. Once Xander was locked in, Theymion 
turned to Spike. The other demon stepped forward just 
as Spike moved again, pushing him and keeping him back 
with a single swipe of his hand. 
 
“I must thank you,” Theymion said, stepping over to 
Xander. He brushed his hand against Xander’s cheek, 



causing Xander to shudder and Spike to growl. “I 
wouldn’t have found him if it hadn’t been for you. Both 
times, actually.” 
 
Spike stared at him, his jaw dropping and his vampire 
face disappearing. “Hadn’t been for me…?” he asked, his 
voice a tiny gasp of horror. No. All right, he’d known that 
Theymion must’ve guessed he and Xander were 
together, but… 
 
“Oh, I’ve been waiting, dear William,” Theymion said, 
grinning darkly at Spike. “I told you a human would be 
your end and he will be. He brought you down to such a 
LOW level, lower even than before. I didn’t think it was 
possible, but I watched and waited. Sure enough, you 
were head over heels for this…thing,” he spat at Xander, 
who flinched backwards. 
 
“Knowing you and your lover’s heart, you didn’t let him 
go. And you didn’t. So I followed him as he headed out 
one evening, and I took him. Took him and made him pay 
because of you, William. Of course, it took longer than I 
thought for you to actually care,” Theymion said casually. 
“You’re either getting slow, or you truly didn’t care if I 
made him scream oh so wonderfully.” 
 



Spike lunged forward again, already knowing that he’d be 
shoved down. Tears of frustration began to pool in his 
eyes. Xander was shaking violently, biting his lip and 
trying desperately to keep silent, his trembling fingers 
reaching out, pleading with Spike to help him, and it was 
like nothing had changed. Xander was broken and silent, 
and Spike couldn’t. Do. Anything. 
 
“And, of course, you chasing him around town gave me 
the perfect time to hone in and find you both. So thank 
you, sweet William, for giving me back my sweet 
plaything,” Theymion said, his grin widening even 
further. “You led me right to him.” He nodded to the blue 
demons, and they both nodded, heading for the door 
with him. With Xander. 
 
“SPIKE!” Xander screamed, clawing desperately towards 
Spike, trying to reach him. Spike lunged forward, but this 
time, ducked around and to the far left. He hit the bed 
and could feel the bruise forming, but he didn’t care. He 
was past the blue demon, he was almost able to reach 
Xander’s fingers… 
 
Something sharp stabbed into his neck, and he found 
himself pushed away and onto the floor. He tried to rise, 
but his arms suddenly felt like jelly, and he reached for 



his neck, pulling out the syringe that Theymion had 
embedded in his neck. 
 
In the living room, he could see Xander being pulled 
away, sobbing and still reaching for him, fighting the 
demon as best he could, but he wasn’t getting anywhere. 
Come on, get UP get to him Xander luv wait no don’t 
TAKE him Xander NO!! 
 
“Xand…” Spike whispered as tears flooded down his face, 
before he fell to the ground, the contents of the syringe 
taking him under.  

 

Part Thirty-One 

 
Ring, ring. “Hello?” 
 
“….” 
 
“Hello?” 
 
“…Buffy?” 
 
“Spike, what’s wrong?” 
 



“…I…” 
 
“Spike, what’s going on? Did something happen? 
What’s…” 
 
“Th-Theymion. He…he came in and took Xander. They’re 
gone. I…I don’t know where. He took him, Buffy, and I 
couldn’t stop him. I-I tried, but I couldn’t, and now 
he’s…” 
 
“We’re turning around. I’m gonna call Angel, okay? Just 
stay put; we’ll be there as fast as we can. We’ll find him 
Spike, okay? We’ll find him. I promise. Okay?” 
 
“…” 
 
“Spike?” 
 
“…Okay.” 
 
“Okay. We’re on our way.” 
 
There was a click on the other end. “What happened?” 
Willow asked, having already turned the car around. 
 
“That little shit has Xander again,” Buffy hissed. She 



dialed Angel’s number, barking at Cordelia when she 
picked up the line. 
 
A few moments later, Angel answered. “Buffy, listen, I 
still think we should…” 
 
“Theymion’s got Xander,” Buffy interrupted. Now was 
NOT the time for the heart to heart. 
 
Apparently, Angel had picked up on that. “When?” he 
asked, his voice serious once more. She couldn’t handle 
whiny from him right now. Angel was reliable about 
cases, which was how he was treating this. 
 
“I don’t know. Spike sounded groggy, sort of out of it. I 
don’t know if there was another reason behind it, but I’m 
betting we’ll find out. His voice was really low, like he 
was drunk or drugged.” 
 
“I’m betting drugged.” 
 
“So am I, but that doesn’t help us, does it?” 
 
“It might. I need to know how long it was since Spike was 
out. It’ll help me get a better pinpoint on Theymion’s 
location.” 



 
Buffy blinked. “You mean…” 
 
“Yeah, I found it. He’s actually closer than Spike realizes.” 
 
Buffy’s gaze narrowed. “Good. I really don’t want to 
waste all my killing energy on walking there.” 
 
“I’ll meet you at his apartment.” 
 
“Got it.” 
 
She clicked the cell phone shut, staring ahead into the 
growing darkness. “I got this new spell we could try. I’d 
always wondered what flesh smells like when it burns 
from the inside out,” Willow said, her lips turned down 
tightly. 
 
“I think I’d like to find out,” Buffy gritted out. The 
remaining ride was spent in silence.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Spike continued to clutch his head, trying to get back 
with it. Ever since he’d hung up with Buffy an hour ago, 



things were still having a hard time focusing. Whatever 
Theymion had put in that syringe had been worth 
whatever he’d paid for it. Little bastard… 
 
And he had Xander. Spike bit his lip, closing his eyes tight 
as the memories flooded his head. Xander lunging in to 
Theymion, even though he was terrified, just because 
he’d hurt Spike. Whimpering in pain and terror, reaching 
for him desperately, his ragged sobs as he was pulled 
away… 
 
A knock at the door pulled Spike from his thoughts. 
“Spike, open up,” Buffy yelled. 
 
With a start he realized he’d been lost in his thoughts for 
almost half an hour. Hadn’t seemed like enough thoughts 
to keep him busy for that long. He headed to the door 
slowly, still trying to not run into walls. Damn drug… 
 
He opened the door with shaking hands, and was 
immediately pushed back by a huge hug. “We’ll get him 
back,” Buffy swore. “I promise, Spike. We’ll get him 
back.” 
 
Willow stepped in after her, hugging Spike as well. 
“How’d you two get back so fast?” Spike asked, 
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confused. They’d left hours ago, hadn’t they…? 
 
Willow gave a sheepish grin. “We might’ve stopped for 
lunch.” 
 
Spike raised his eyebrow. “At the mall,” she finished 
lamely. “It was a big mall.” 
 
Spike tried to smile, but it felt like the tips of his lips 
would poke up and against his eyes, releasing the tears 
that were building, and he was not going to cry, because 
dammit, he would get Xander back if it was the last thing 
he did. He would not let him hurt like last time. 
 
“You got weapons?” Buffy asked, stepping back and 
heading around him. Spike nodded and turned after her, 
almost running into the wall. 
 
In an instant Willow and Buffy had him supported. “Don’t 
think that drug’s out of my system yet,” Spike admitted. 
 
“Let’s get you sitting down,” Buffy suggested, but Spike 
shook his head. 
 
“No. Xander first. Then I can sit and hurt.” 
 



“You’re not going to be a lot of good to him if you don’t 
sit down,” a voice from the doorway said. Spike turned 
over his shoulder and saw Angel standing there, a map in 
his hands. 
 
“How’d you get here so fast?” Willow asked, frowning. 
 
Angel gave a sheepish grin. “Might’ve broken a few 
speed limits. There weren’t any cops around though.” 
 
“That makes me feel so much better,” Buffy said, rolling 
her eyes. 
 
“Thank you,” Spike said sincerely. His grandsire was a 
pain in the ass, but he came through in a pinch. Spike 
couldn’t imagine wanting anyone else by his side. 
 
Well, Buffy and Willow too. But they were givens already. 
 
“You said you knew where he is,” Buffy said. Spike stared 
at Angel in hope. 
 
Angel nodded, raising the map. “It’s on here. He’s about 
five miles down the road, right near the hotel Xander was 
supposed to stay in. He’s got a complex not far. It’s 
fronting as an old factory.” 



 
Spike nodded, forcing the fogginess away. It’d have to 
wait; he had better things to do. Like get Xander back. 
“Right. I’ve got weapons in the chest in my bedroom.” 
 
Time to finally, finally end this nightmare.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Xander cringed as Theymion tossed something else into 
the wall. It sounded like something metal. Xander 
couldn’t see what it was; he was currently on his knees, 
keeping his eyes on the ground. The last thing he wanted 
to do was piss Theymion off. 
 
He didn’t think he could, though. Theymion was in a very 
good mood. 
 
“Poor little William,” Theymion said, before cackling. 
“The bastard always thought he was above me. Well, I’ll 
show him. You’ve got a piece of his heart, little one, and 
as soon as I put you six feet below me, I’ll put a part of 
him down there with you!” He threw something else, and 
the clang echoed in Xander’s ears, causing him to flinch 
again. 



 
Insane, absolutely insane, no other explanation, going to 
bring pain and suffering again… 
 
Xander started shaking. “Oh, do stop it,” Theymion said 
with a sigh. “How many times do I have to tell you that 
shaking is a baaaad thing, Xander?” 
 
Xander forced the shaking back. Really didn’t want to 
bring about Theymion’s wrath. Just keep quiet, keep still, 
no one will see you… 
 
“Better,” Theymion said. Xander could see and hear his 
shoes as they clicked on the stone surface. “William 
hasn’t really changed. He’s still got the same blonde hair I 
saw that he had back in the seventies, when I saw him 
leaving the subway after the Slayer had been added to 
his belt. Beautiful coat, by the way. I’m sure I’d look 
much better in it, but of course, I’ve always looked better 
in William’s things than he has. Whether it’s his shoes, 
his clothes, his human toy…” 
 
Xander froze, swallowing down the sudden lurch of bile. 
NonononoNO! 
 
“Of course, I wouldn’t really get to enjoy it all that 



much,” Theymion sighed. “William wouldn’t really be 
here to see it. I suppose I could leave your body on his 
doorstep, but that’s just so…so old-fashioned and petty. I 
can do better than that.” 
 
The shaking started again. “Would you cut that out?” 
Theymion barked. “It’s irritating me. You don’t want me 
irritated, Xander.” 
 
The shaking continued, and if anything, just became 
more obvious. Theymion turned towards him, and 
Xander watched as his shoes clicked closer and closer. 
“You know, I think you need to be retrained as to how to 
obey a demon,” Theymion hissed. “You’ve had too much 
time with simple William. He isn’t a demon these days; 
he’s a woman in man’s clothing, and barely that. Lets 
himself get fucked by a man…” He reached over and 
grabbed at Xander’s throat, hauling him up. 
 
He gasped in pain as Xander bit down, wrenching his 
hand away with his teeth. Cold fury met his surprised 
gaze, and not a trace of fear was found. “You played…?” 
Theymion asked, stunned. 
 
“Spike’ll come for me,” Xander snapped. “And when he 
does, you? Are dead. Because he knows what you did to 



me. He knows what you’re planning on doing to me. 
Everything you’ve done is just one more piece of the urn 
falling into place for you. You’ll plead to be dust before 
he’s through with you.” 
 
Theymion stared at him, before he began to shake with 
rage. “Guards!” he bellowed. “Have him flogged until he 
can’t stand, then send him back to his cell. It’s missed 
him,” Theymion growled. 
 
Xander was hauled to his feet roughly, but even as he 
was dragged away, his skin being pinched and twisted 
and blackening as it bruised, his eyes remained on 
Theymion, full of fury and the confident knowledge that 
Spike would come for him, would get him out and keep 
him safe, would put Theymion in an urn for eternity. 
 
It was just a matter of time.  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Thirty-Two 



The walk to Theymion’s place wasn’t actually all that far. 
Cut through a few bushes, slide past a few houses, crawl 
under a mangled fence, and there they were. 
 
The only bad thing about it was that Spike still couldn’t 
smell a trace of Xander. Theymion might’ve taken 
another way, though. Yeah, that was it. Theymion had 
probably taken a vehicle in, which was why Spike 
couldn’t smell Xander. 
 
It still didn’t make him feel any better to think that 
Xander had been in there long enough for any scent of 
his to disappear. 
 
“How exactly are we gonna get in?” Willow whispered. “I 
can do some magic, sure, but I was really hoping to save 
it for…him.” 
 
“Really don’t think that’s gonna be an issue, Wills,” Buffy 
told her. “I seriously don’t think Spike’s gonna let you kill 
him. I think Spike wants that honor for himself.” 
 
“Damn straight I do,” Spike hissed, peering through the 
bushes. No, Theymion was his to take down. No one else 
could. 
 



The only other person that Spike would allow to take 
Theymion out was Xander. 
 
Maybe he already had. Maybe he’d come running out in 
a few moments, being chased by blue demons that were 
raging at their master’s death, and thought that Xander 
would be an easy catch. Spike would leap forward to 
save him, and… 
 
“Spike?” Buffy whispered. “What’s the plan?” 
 
Spike sighed, dropping his gaze. Wishful thinking. He just 
couldn’t stand the thought of Xander, his Xander, locked 
in there with Theymion. He wanted Xander out now. 
 
Which meant a plan was in order. 
 
The walk to the factory had not only cleared out the last 
bits of the drug from his mind, but also allowed him to 
plan. He didn’t know how boarded up or how well 
protected the factory would be, so he’d had to take his 
time plotting out various things. 
 
Of course, having seen the building now, he could make a 
definite decision. 
 



The factory looked cold and dark. A few rare light bulbs 
shown through the windows, but otherwise than that, it 
looked deserted. Weeds were scattered and coming up 
through the cracks in the concrete remains of a parking 
lot. The fence around it was mangled, and the doors 
surrounding the place were boarded up or full of cracked 
glass. 
 
The place itself was about two stories high, but very 
wide. There were tons of windows surrounding the 
bottom of the factory, indicating a large basement. 
Where everything would be cold and damp. 
 
Spike swallowed. Xan, luv, we’re comin’ in. I promise. 
Gonna get you out, take you home, wrap you up with 
blankets and with me and never let go… 
 
“So what’s the plan?” Angel asked. He hadn’t tried to 
take over the operation yet, which Spike was thankful 
for. He knew it was hard for the older vampire to 
relinquish command to him. 
 
Spike pulled away from the bushes and turned to his 
three warriors. “Right. Here’s what we need to do.”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  



 
Everything was going okay so far. And that meant more 
time for Spike to get inside. 
 
The spell had been easy enough, and though Angel 
hadn’t liked it, he’d admitted that it was the only way for 
Spike to get into the building without suspicions from 
Theymion. 
 
Spike waited by a dark corner of the fence, keeping his 
window in mind. There’d been no shadows coming from 
this particular room, and no lights to show them with. A 
quick scan from Willow had shown that no, the room he 
was aiming for was unoccupied. Good. Spike didn’t really 
need to face more demons right now. 
 
What he wanted to pound on was Theymion, and he 
wanted to make sure he got Spike’s full attention. 
 
Spike didn’t think there’d be many guards once Willow 
and Buffy stepped out to fight, but he wanted to make 
sure he wasn’t going to run into trouble. All he needed 
Theymion to know was that the three of them were out 
there fighting, and Spike wasn’t crawling in through a 
window in the basement. 
 



Because Spike would be out fighting with Buffy and 
Willow. 
 
Spike grinned. “Now,” he whispered. 
 
Out of the darkness, he watched as Willow appeared, 
blue and red sparks coming from her hand and lighting 
up her face. Her eyes were black as she whispered the 
magic words, and one by one she sent little balls of magic 
to the windows. 
 
A few seconds later, guards were pouring out of the 
doors, running to face the intruders. 
 
Then Buffy and Spike were running into the fray, and the 
real Spike was able to slide towards his designated 
window without being seen. Willow kept throwing sparks 
of magic every which way, keeping the area lit full of 
colors and all the attention focused on the three of them. 
 
As Spike got to the window, he glanced back, still 
concerned for them. He shouldn’t have worried: Buffy 
was happily moving through all of them, one demon 
going down after the next. Willow was throwing magic so 
fast her hair was starting to crackle with the leftover 
backlash of her spells, and Angel… 



 
Angel looked good with bleached hair. It wasn’t 
permanent or anything; simply a spell. But with him 
dressed in complete black, and the sky full of colors, it 
would take someone awhile to figure out that it wasn’t 
Spike out there fighting. 
 
Considering that you had a Slayer and a witch breathing 
down your neck, there wasn’t going to be much time to 
take a better look. Which made Spike’s plan absolutely 
perfect. 
 
He gave a grin and a quick thank you, then slid through 
the window, which opened with a creak. No one heard 
him. 
 
It was a short drop into the dark room, and his nose was 
immediately assaulted by mold. Water wasn’t that far 
off, then. 
 
The memories of Xander facing the shower with terror 
brought a dangerous gleam into Spike’s eye. “Hold on 
luv,” he murmured. “Spike’s comin’.”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  



 
“Come on, Spike. Hurry up. Please.” 
 
The corner wasn’t that bad. It was better than pressing 
himself up firmly against the wall. The smell of bloody 
flesh made his stomach turn, but the pain that spread 
across his body like a wildfire drowned out his nausea. 
 
“Come on, come on, come on…” 
 
He’d been whipped until he hadn’t been able to stand, 
just as Theymion had requested. His shirt had been 
ripped off, and his pants were in tatters. His back, legs, 
arms, and chest were a portrait of lines that delved too 
deep into flesh and muscle. Moving right now hurt so 
much, he wanted to scream. 
 
But he’d move if he had to. Move to get out. If only Spike 
would show up already to move him… 
 
The door was flung open, and Xander winced, wishing it 
were Spike, But he knew it wasn’t almost immediately, 
and he bit back a whimper as he was grabbed and hauled 
out of the cell. His stomach rolled, and he closed his 
eyes, remembering that throwing up on the guards did 
NOT make them happy, and his body really couldn’t take 



too much more pain. 
 
He was dragged into the brightest room he could’ve 
imagined, full of hard wood floors and bright and dark 
reds all over the place. The wood felt smooth to his skin 
as he was pulled across it. Then he was lifted, dropped 
onto something soft, and a few moments later, the doors 
were slamming shut. 
 
Xander frowned, trying to push himself up. His chest and 
arms protested loudly, but he managed to raise his head 
enough to see that the room was darker than he’d 
originally thought. Black curtains hung over several 
windows, and the sheets he was lying on were black, too. 
 
Wait a minute. Sheets? 
 
“I’d have hoped you’d learned your lesson,” Theymion 
said, stepping into the room. He was dressed in his 
traditional black leather pants and black silk shirt, his 
silver white hair tied back in a ponytail. His blue eyes 
were fastened on Xander, and Xander really wished he 
could move. 
 
Thyemion sighed, moving towards the bed. “But you 
went back to him. I hadn’t even realized you two had 



parted ways, but that only added to my disappointment. 
You don’t want to make me disappointed, Xander. Do 
you remember what happens when you make me 
disappointed?” 
 
Xander’s stomach rolled for all sorts of new reasons. 
Water too high coming up in nose mouth ears can’t 
breathe want outoutout Spike HELP! 
 
Theymion chuckled. “I suppose you do remember,” he 
said, grinning at Xander in a way Xander didn’t really like. 
“You, Xander Harris, are going to help me teach William a 
lesson. The lesson you were supposed to learn.” 
 
“And that’s what, that you’re a moron and a soon to be 
dusty one at that?” Xander snapped. His heart was 
pounding in his chest, but he knew, absolutely knew, that 
Spike would come for him. Might as well talk back to 
Theymion until then. 
 
Besides, he was tired of being afraid. He’d had enough. 
 
Theymion’s grin disappeared into a very dangerous 
looking frown. “I don’t believe you’re in any sort of 
position to argue with me,” Theymion snapped, reaching 
the bed and crawling onto it. “You are, however, in the 



perfect position for me to teach you who you truly 
belong to.” 
 
Xander stared at him, trying to get his limbs to move. The 
pain that shot through him was sharp, and he couldn’t 
help from crying out. “Shhh, shhh, not yet, Xander,” 
Theymion shushed, reaching for his pants and unzipping 
them. “You don’t make that noise yet.” 
 
No, no, nononononoooo…Spike, c’mon, help me PLEASE 
don’t leave me here not like this it wasn’t supposed to be 
him supposed to be YOU don’t let him do this… 
 
But the zipper was pulled down and Theymion was 
moving on top of him, and Xander realized that it wasn’t 
because Theymion thought he was attractive. It wasn’t 
because Theymion really wanted him. It was about what 
Spike wanted. 
 
And in the end, what Spike had and wanted, Theymion 
wanted to have. 
 
With a cry mixed of pain and rage Xander raised his arms 
up, pushing Theymion back and kicking him off the bed. 
“You son of a bitch,” Xander seethed, tapping into his last 
reserve of strength to pull himself off the bed and 



towards Theymion, who was still sprawled across the 
floor. “You just want to be Spike, don’t you? That’s all 
you’ve ever wanted. Wanted Spike’s place in the Aurelius 
line, wanted to look like him…give me a break! When you 
saw him in the seventies, I bet you went and dyed your 
hair to match his, didn’t you? You wear all black, but it’s 
all silk and leather to prove you’re better than he is. 
 
“But he’s got something that you’ll never have,” Xander 
continued, even as Theymion rose up. “THAT’S what 
pissed you off so much, wasn’t it? It wasn’t about the 
human thing, and that Spike treated them better than 
you did: it was because he had anyone he could’ve 
wanted following him, sharing his attentions. And you 
had to force yourself on people that would never want 
you. And that’s why you’ll never be a quarter of what 
Spike is. He’s got strength and power and kindness and 
love. MY love. He’s got all of me, and you’ll never have 
any of it.” 
 
Theymion stood and stared at him, and Xander took his 
chance, darting towards the door and trying to push 
down the pain in order to keep moving. 
 
He never made it. Theymion grabbed him by the arms 
and flung him backwards towards the bed. Xander’s 



abused back hit the soft sheets and hard metal 
underneath, and he couldn’t suppress the whimper. 
 
“You’ve disappointed me again, Xander,” Theymion said 
softly, opening the door. The guards came in once more, 
taking Xander roughly by the arms, digging their fingers 
into his wounds and making him bite his lip to keep from 
crying out. 
 
“And you know what happens when you disappoint me.” 
 
Xander found himself dragged out of the room and 
towards a familiar hallway. He knew where the hallway 
ended. And he knew how this would end. 
 
Theymion might’ve let him out of the tank once. Played 
with him, waited until he was suffering from the lack of 
oxygen before letting him out. But now? There was no 
point. 
 
He’d fill the tank and leave Xander in there to die this 
time. 
 
Spike, please hurry, PLEASE, come on come on come on…  



 
 
 
 
 

Part Thirty-Three 

There’d still been a few guards inside to take out, but 
they weren't too much of a problem. As the majority was 
still outside, that left these particular demons no chance 
of backup to call for. 
 
If they had the chance to call out at all; Spike got the 
drop on them pretty fast. 
 
After taking them out, Spike glanced around into the 
next corridor. There were stairs on the right leading up to 
a closed door that looked somewhat decent, and traces 
of Theymion played with Spike’s senses, twirling around 
the corners of his brain and tempting him with the 
chance to run up and kill Theymion now. 
 
But then he caught a stronger scent, a much more 
familiar scent, leading the opposite way down a 
darkened hallway. He began to run, the scent becoming 
much stronger, and with it, the chance to explore 



Xander’s emotions that had left their trace in the air. 
Fear, and an alarming amount of it, became more 
prominent as he continued. 
 
When Spike’s foot stepped into a tiny puddle, he stopped 
and looked around. The walls were made of stone, the 
floor and ceiling were made of stone, but the smell of 
rust and water were also in the mix. A metal door lay 
ahead, providing the object of rust, but no obvious target 
for the source of the water. 
 
He opened the door slowly, peering down into inky 
blackness. The water’s scent was stronger now, but there 
still wasn’t any around. The floor was damp, tiny puddles 
everywhere. 
 
At the very end of the hallway, Spike could barely make 
out a door. He shifted into game face, and realized with 
growing horror that the scent of water was not only 
coming from behind that far off door, but that it was 
because there was so much of it. 
 
He began to run as fast as he could, afraid of what he’d 
find. Xander’s scent continued to grow in strength and 
the fear grew with it, and the door was just too far 
away… 



 
A fist came out of nowhere, and two blue guards stepped 
forward to keep him from reaching the door. 
 
Spike growled. “You tossers picked the wrong bloody 
vamp to mess with,” he hissed, before launching himself 
at them.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
It was like a bad nightmare. No, worse than that. Like a 
bad case of déjà vu. Everything happened all over again, 
and he was still helpless to stop it. 
 
They’d dragged him into the large room with the watery 
glow on the walls that you might see if you were in a 
pool room at night. Up the metal stairs, across the metal 
walkway, and over to the large, rusted metal valve. A 
quick twist of their wrist and the valve released to open 
the cap, and they were pushing him in, shoving him 
down headfirst into the container. As soon as he landed, 
his shoulders pinned almost against the bottom of the 
container, they slammed the lid back on. Xander heard 
the metal valve squeaking as it was turned back, and he 
was locked in. 



 
Desperately he tried to pull himself up, looking around. 
The container was still clear glass, but too strong for him 
to break through. Gave him a beautiful shot of the guards 
as they marched out, with one heading over to the 
control panel. “NO!” Xander shouted, banging against 
the glass. They either didn’t hear him, or simply ignored 
him. 
 
The demon at the panel pressed a few buttons, twisted 
some knobs, and Xander watched in horror as the blue 
hand came down on the lever. Slowly the hand pulled it 
down, and Xander closed his eyes, shaking as he waited. 
 
With a resounding chunk the lever was down, and a few 
seconds later, the water began to pour in. 
 
The guards slammed the door behind them, but Xander 
wasn’t paying attention to them anymore. He was a little 
more focused on the water coming down, drenching him 
and beginning to pool at his feet. He managed to pull his 
arms up to a point where he could pound on the glass, 
but as soon as he pulled his fist back, he’d touch the glass 
behind his shoulder. He was too big, and the water was 
up to his calves. 
 



Xander made a keening noise and buried his face in his 
hands. The water was hitting his head, pounding against 
his skull, only to slide down his arms and back and land in 
the growing water around him. He didn’t have very long. 
Where the hell was Spike? 
 
He raised his red eyes to look out at the door, which was 
still closed. The only movement he could see was the 
waves of the water reflecting on the walls. The water was 
up to his mid thighs now. 
 
“Please come,” Xander choked out, staring at the door 
with tears gathering in his eyes again. “Please please 
please don’t leave me in here Spike…” 
 
But the door stayed closed, and the panic was building in 
his chest, and finally, finally, the little escape in his mind 
opened to him. Hide in here, won’t find you, let you float 
on the waves, keep you safe, hidehidehide don’t gostay 
out there, bad water from The…nonono come back 
inside. 
 
As the water rose above the waistband of the remains of 
his pants, Xander continued staring at the door. No. I’m 
NOT hiding. Not now. 
 



Spike’ll come for me. He’ll come for me. Not hiding again, 
not now, not now, not now…  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
When the last demon fell at his feet, Spike didn’t even 
stop to crow over his hard earned victory. He just kept on 
going, close enough to the door now to hear Xander’s 
heartbeat racing for himself, smell the fear and terror 
that was so real he could almost taste it. 
 
Like a hurricane Spike burst through the door, slamming 
the heavy metal thing against the wall with a crack, only 
to stop and stare in horror. 
 
The entire room looked like a huge boiler room. Dim, 
almost burned out bulbs hung around the ceiling in 
various places, highlighting the rusting and not so rusting 
metal around the large, almost vacant room. There were 
pipes of all sorts leading off into all different places. 
There was a huge tank off to the side near an 
observation room, rusted and making noises as if it were 
chugging out water. 
 
To the left of it was a small, narrow, see through tank 



that was almost filled with water. And floating in the 
water, his head almost touching the top of the tank, was 
Xander. 
 
It took Spike only a few seconds to figure all of this out, 
and then another three or four seconds to force himself 
to move. The water tank was almost full, and Xander was 
pushing against the top now… 
 
He began to run towards the stairs, having no idea how 
to stop the damnable thing from pumping water. There 
had to be another way to get him out, though.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
The water continued to fill, and eventually Xander was 
forced to keep his attention not on the door, but on the 
water that was slowly causing him to float. He had a 
good thirty seconds left, at best. 
 
A few seconds later, he hit the ceiling with his head. A 
tiny little bump, it hadn’t been a huge jolt, but he 
shuddered as if it had been all the same. Carefully he 
raised his arms that felt like lead and began to push 
against the top. The water was forcing him to tilt his 



head upwards to keep breathing, and it still kept 
streaming in on his face, in his hair, surrounding him and 
keeping him locked inside… 
 
“Spike,” he whispered, before taking one last deep 
breath before the water covered his face. He kept 
pushing anyways, desperately hoping that maybe they 
hadn’t locked it down all that well. Maybe he could get 
out. 
 
But the metal was as solid and sure as it always was, and 
it wouldn’t budge for him. 
 
His lungs began to burn, and he blinked as they almost 
seemed to contract and fold in on themselves, begging 
him for air. If he tried to breathe now, he’d take in 
enough water to drown himself. 
 
He watched as the metal lid began to darken, the edges 
of his vision fading out to nothing. Fuck, this wasn’t how 
he wanted to go! He wanted to go while he was laying in 
Spike’s arms, with Spike telling him it would be okay, and 
maybe holding hands like they had last time. What he’d 
done in the shower had been so incredible. Held 
Xander’s hand, entwined fingers, and Xander had never 
felt safer. Just a tiny touch… 



 
The lid faded out to black and white, and suddenly 
Xander felt that touch again, that gentle but strong touch 
that held his left hand like before, and he could feel 
himself moving. 
 
Xander gasped and choked on water as he was pulled 
out, and all the colors and vision came back to him at 
once. The air was cold around him and he shook, trying 
to get some warmth back as he realized he was out. 
Then…he hadn’t imagined the touch? But…? 
 
Spike was kneeling on the walkway beside him, panting 
unnecessarily. “Thought I wasn’t gonna make it in time,” 
he whispered. 
 
Xander reached out towards him, almost falling into 
Spike’s embrace. “You came,” Xander breathed. It was 
nice to breathe again. “You came for me.” 
 
“Yeah,” Spike murmured. “I bloody well wasn’t leavin’ 
you. Xan, luv, I’m so sorry…” 
 
Xander raised his head to tell him that he shouldn’t feel 
sorry for what Theymion had done, and found cool, wet 
lips against his even colder and wetter ones. Tears began 



to drip into the kiss, and Xander knew they weren’t his, 
but he didn’t care. He thought he’d never get the chance 
to feel Spike holding him, kissing him, loving him… 
 
“I thought I was dead,” Xander admitted, his breath 
hitching. “I didn’t want to die, though. I just wanted 
you…” 
 
“Isn’t that what everyone wants?” 
 
Slowly their heads turned to regard Theymion on the 
ground, glaring murderously up at them. “That’s what 
you told me, isn’t it Xander?” Theymion continued. 
“After I’d tried to ‘pleasure’ you like he does?” 
 
Xander could practically feel the change in tension. 
Spike’s grip on his arm didn’t tighten, but the metal he 
was clenching began to twist into mangled shapes. “He 
didn’t,” Xander whispered softly, leaning against him. 
Spike pulled him close, his body practically vibrating with 
his rage. 
 
“No, but he dared,” Spike said, his voice dangerously low. 
“And that’s enough.” 
 
Slowly he stood, and Xander got a good glimpse of what 



his lover truly was: a Master vampire, full of confidence 
and determination and seething hatred for this one being 
that Xander really wasn’t feeling all that badly for 
himself. When he spoke, it was with a power that Xander 
had never really identified with him before. 
 
“You, Theymion, are the lowest of lows. You dared to 
touch what was mine, and you not only did that, but you 
abused him, hurt him, put fear into him that should never 
have been placed there. And for this, you will die.” 
 
Theymion merely smirked. “I’d like to see you try.” 
 
That was a challenge, if Xander had ever heard one. 
“Xander, get out of here,” Spike said softly. 
 
Xander blinked. “W-What?” 
 
“Go on,” Spike said, turning back to him. His eyes were so 
full of a gentleness and tenderness that Xander realized 
was really just for him. “Want you out of here. Don’t 
need him takin’ another shot at you.” His cool blue eyes 
glanced down at Xander’s red and torn chest, and Xander 
could feel the flush starting in his cheeks. He wasn’t 
responsible for it, but it still made Spike look at him 
like…like that. And he didn’t like it. 



 
Carefully Spike pulled him to his feet, placing a soft kiss 
to his lips. “I’ll make it better when we get home,” Spike 
whispered. “Promise. And don’t you dare think this was 
your fault. Get that red out of your face and that thought 
out of your head right now.” 
 
Xander began to protest, but Spike’s quiet “I love you” 
was enough to halt any arguments. “Love you too,” 
Xander whispered miserably. “Be careful, please? I just…I 
just got you back.” 
 
“I know,” Spike said, giving his hand a reassuring squeeze 
before moving him towards the stairs. “Go on. The girls 
aren’t far.” 
 
Slowly Xander made his way down the stairs, with 
Theymion’s eyes locked on him. Xander didn’t know how 
exactly Spike expected him to get to the door, but… 
 
Then Theymion was flying across the room, and Spike 
landed gracefully on the ground where he’d been, a long 
metal bar in his hands. “I’ll be along in a bit,” Spike said 
cheerfully. 
 
“Right,” Xander said, heading for the door. He closed it 



behind him, his mind already processing the last image of 
Spike he now had: Strong, beautiful, and very deadly. 
Theymion was about to find out how deadly in a few 
moments.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Spike watched as his opponent slowly rose up from the 
ground. Spike let him; he was easier to hit once he was 
on his feet. 
 
He still felt sick when he remembered his first really good 
look at Xander. He’d been blinking blearily as he’d hauled 
oxygen into his battered lungs, coughing and sputtering, 
and his body had been so red. Spike had thought at first 
from the cold water, but it was then he’d realized that 
no, it hadn’t been water damage: it had been flogging 
damage. 
 
Marks had run across his chest and torso, his arms, down 
his shredded legs, and probably all along the back as 
well. His face had only had a few tiny licks from where 
the whip must’ve touched it. 
 
He’d gathered him close, just happy to have him there, 



and then Theymion had come in, announcing that he’d 
tried to… 
 
Spike’s eyes flashed gold, and he threw the bar at 
Theymion, catching him on the chin and sending him 
down again. Spike didn’t really care. “You dared to touch 
him,” he seethed. “You dared. My beautiful Xander, and 
you tried to…” The very thought of Theymion touching 
Xander like that made his stomach twist. “You sick son of 
a bitch.” 
 
“No more than you do,” Theymion retorted, spitting out 
blood. 
 
Spike growled, switching into game face. “My way 
doesn’t hurt him, doesn’t make him scream and cry.” 
 
“Where’s the fun in that?” Theymion asked, shaking his 
head and sliding into his own ridges and fangs. 
 
The two stared at each other, golden eyes each glaring 
balefully at the other. For a few moments, there was no 
sound, and the only movement was the gentle caressing 
of the water as the light shimmered and bounced around 
the walls. 
 



Then like coiled springs, they growled and roared and 
lunged at each other.  

Part Thirty-Four 

Spitting and howling, the two vampires fell at each other, 
each full of rage and anger. One because of the damage 
caused, the other because the damage hadn’t been 
nearly enough. 
 
“You should’ve hurt more!” Theymion screamed, clawing 
at Spike. He threw several punches, snapping his jaws 
when Spike kicked his hands away. “In my eyes, I 
would've seen much more pain for you!” 
 
“Then we’ll have to poke the eyes out, now won’t we?” 
Spike asked, running forward to do just that. Theymion 
twisted away, causing Spike to sail over him. He landed in 
a roll, quickly pivoting around on his left crouched leg to 
deliver a low kick with his right. Theymion stumbled 
backwards, trying to regain his balance, giving Spike 
enough time to rise and attack again. 
 
“You think you can touch me, William?” Theymion spat. 
Spike decided if he was going to spit, it had better be 
with blood, so he shot his fist forward. When Theymion 
caught it, he pulled his fist back with Theymion still 



attached to it and raised his foot high in a kick. It caught 
Theymion’s chin hard, snapping his head back, and Spike 
tugged a little harder, reveling in the sound as bones 
crunched. 
 
“What I seem to be doin’ at the moment, isn’t it?” Spike 
asked. He grunted as Theymion twisted his arm around, 
then growled and continued twisting it. It hurt like hell, 
but he was rewarded with a scream from Theymion and 
a pop from Theymion’s right shoulder. 
 
He turned and spun around, landing another kick to 
Theymion’s abused shoulder and sending him off. 
Theymion whimpered and landed near the door, trying 
desperately to bring himself up with only one arm. “Not 
so much fun when it’s you that’s helpless and hurtin’, is 
it?” Spike asked, clenching his jaw. Everything Xander 
had been put through… 
 
He could never do enough damage to Theymion for this. 
Ever. Death was too good for the bastard. 
 
He sauntered over to Theymion, enjoying the gasps of 
pain. “How do you like this? Still like it, even when it isn’t 
Xander you’re hurtin’?” 
 



Theymion slammed his back to the ground and kicked 
out with both legs, catching Spike by surprise and 
sending him sailing into the water tank. The glass made a 
tiny crack noise, but it didn’t break. Spike wasn’t so sure 
about his head though. 
 
“I’m enjoying it much more now,” Theymion panted, 
rising to his feet. He gave a feral roar, then began to run 
forward, intent on driving Spike further through the 
glass. 
 
With a quick move of his arm Spike reached behind him 
for the first thing he could find, and with an even quicker 
move drove the slender object forward, straight through 
Theymion’s groin. Theymion made a half whimper, half 
scream noise, and fell to his knees. Apparently, Spike had 
managed to grab a rusty, sharp, broken off pipe. 
 
“What’s the matter, Theymion?” Spike taunted, rising up. 
Blood was beginning to drip from the bottom of 
Theymion’s pants onto the cool concrete floor. 
“Shouldn’t hurt; haven’t got any balls to hit, now do you? 
After all, what fucking asshole would take Xander, then 
hide where I could find him? Denotes a certain type of 
stupidity, doesn’t it?” 
 



Theymion glared up at him, tears leaking from his golden 
eyes. Spike clenched his jaw and delivered a roundhouse 
kick to Theymion’s own jaw, hearing a satisfying crunch 
as the bone was broken. Blood gushed from his mouth, 
and he choked, spitting most of it onto the concrete. 
 
“How dare you,” Spike thundered. “How dare you take 
my Xander? You absolute son of a BITCH!” He pushed 
Theymion back onto the concrete floor, then slowly, oh 
so slowly, began to step onto Theymion’s battered groin. 
Theymion emitted a high pitched shriek of agony, but 
Spike merely kept pressing. 
 
“You hurt him, pushed him so bloody far into his mind I 
almost couldn’t get him back. Tortured him, drove him 
almost insane…you could’ve killed my beautiful baby,” 
Spike choked out, his throat tightening. He could’ve lost 
Xander forever and never have known. That was the part 
that ripped him up inside the most. 
 
Then he decided that he shouldn’t be feeling the ripping; 
Theymion should. With a dark smirk he pushed his boot 
down all the way, then pulled it backwards while it was 
still pressed against the floor. Theymion’s eyes rolled in 
his head, before his eyelids fluttered shut. 
 



Spike was almost satisfied. Almost. The pain of having 
almost lost Xander forever still ached fiercely in his chest, 
but they’d come through the worst of it, and they were 
back again. 
 
Now to just get rid of the last bit of garbage. 
 
Spike reached around for something wooden. He turned 
back when he couldn’t find any, his eyes widening as he 
found himself flying across the room. He blinked and 
shook his head, staring at Theymion in shock. How the 
hell was he even standing? 
 
Then Theymion was there, and Spike took two hits to the 
face before he retaliated. When he kicked out, Theymion 
grabbed his foot and shoved it back. Spike growled as his 
hip was put out of alignment and he was shoved back 
further. “At least I have something you don’t, William,” 
Theymion rasped, stepping forward. “I’m still standing.” 
He gave a throaty chuckle, then pulled his arm back. 
 
As he slammed forward, a hand came out of nowhere 
and grabbed it, then tossed him backwards. Spike 
glanced up in surprise at Xander. “I told you...” 
 
“I'm not leaving you alone with him,” Xander said, giving 



Spike a weak smile. “Love you a little more that.” 
 
You bloody foolish boy. Could've gotten yourself killed 
comin' back for me. Probably shuddered to even walk in 
the bloody room. I love you so much. 
 
Xander turned to Theymion, glaring. “You will not harm 
anyone else. Again. You've had enough.” 
 
“Bloody right he has,” Spike said, painfully hauling 
himself to his feet. His leg was killing him, and felt like it 
wouldn't support him, would possibly even give out 
beneath him. But he managed to stand, and was soon 
side by side with Xander. 
 
Theymion wheezed, slowly rising up again. “He's like the 
Energizer Bunny,” Xander said, frowning slightly after a 
moment. “Except not nearly as cute.” 
 
Spike glanced at him, before chuckling softly. “Anyone 
ever tell you you're cute?” 
 
Xander slowly smiled. “Might've, once or twice.” 
 
With a growl of pain and rage Theymion shot forward 
towards the duo. Spike simply took Xander into his arms 



and spun them both around, causing Theymion to end up 
sprawled on the floor. 
 
“Are you done with him yet?” Xander asked. “Because I 
sort of want to go home.” 
 
Spike smiled at him, then placed a tender kiss to his 
forehead. “Believe I am, luv. Well, almost. Help me get 
rid of the garbage?” 
 
Spike glanced behind him, looking for something that 
would do the job. Another long, rusted pipe lay across 
one of the tables, and Spike began to grin. He reached 
out and pulled it in, then brought it between them. 
“Ready?” Spike asked. 
 
Xander slowly wrapped his hands around the pipe, 
before clenching it tightly. “More than,” he said softly. 
 
As one they turned to Theymion, who was trying to pull 
himself up against the water tank. Spike reached around 
and laced his fingers through Xander's. Their eyes met 
briefly once more, and they began to run. 
 
The pipe slammed home into Theymion's heart and 
straight through the glass. There was another crack, this 



one much longer and louder, and tiny drops of water 
began to burst through above Theymion's head. 
 
Spike stepped forward to truly finish the job and wrench 
Theymion's head off, but was stopped by Xander. “Let's 
go,” he said, tugging Spike in the direction of the door. 
 
Spike frowned. “Luv, he's not dead yet. He's almost dead, 
but not yet. You're gonna leave him?” 
 
Theymion's eyes were confused as well, darting between 
Spike and Xander. Blood leaked down his face, and his 
golden eyes had a sort of crazed gleam to them, but he 
still understood what was going on. 
 
Enough to truly understand what Xander meant when he 
pulled out a tiny vial of holy water. “All it takes is one 
drop of this to turn an entire vat of water into blessed 
water,” he said, glancing back at Theymion. “I dumped it 
in while you guys were fighting. I wanted him to know. 
Wanted him to feel that fear of the water, and the 
feeling of helplessness. He'll be dust,” he said, his voice 
devoid of any emotion. 
 
Theymion's eyes widened to an almost comical amount, 
and he flinched as a drop of water landed on his ear. A 



tiny hissing sound was heard, and a red mark appeared 
on Theymion's ear. 
 
Spike nodded, then pulled Xander in close. Without a 
backwards glance they headed for the door, with each 
man supporting the other. 
 
As they headed down the hallway, the door shut firmly 
behind them, a final cracking noise was heard. A few 
seconds later, Theymion's final scream echoed 
throughout the building.  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Thirty-Five 

“Yeah, thanks luv. I appreciate it. I'll let Xander know. 
Mind, we're not movin' back until after Christmas, 
but...yeah, we'll still come visit for the holiday. Yes, you'll 
still get your presents. Greedy little...what do you mean, 
you learned it from me?” 
 
A moment later, Spike was laughing. “Very funny. Don't 



you have a girlfriend or somethin' to love? Yeah, I'll see 
you. Bye.” 
 
With a rolling of his eyes Spike hung up the phone. Buffy 
was getting too fast with her comebacks. 
 
Just meant he'd have to get faster. 
 
He stopped in the middle of the living room and really 
took a look around. The apartment back in Sunnydale 
had still been for sale, so they'd bought it, and were 
moving back in January 2nd. It'd be nice to be home 
again. Really home. He missed the girls, and he knew 
Xander did, too. 
 
When they'd come out to the main part of the factory, 
they'd found Buffy and Willow, scratched but otherwise 
unharmed. Blue demons had covered the ground, and 
both women had looked extremely pleased with 
themselves, as they well should've. Apparently, they'd 
nearly wiped all the demons out themselves. 
 
Angel had been fussing with his hair, begging Willow to 
change it back. “I will, as soon as Xander gets a decent 
look,” she'd told him. “He didn't get much of one when 
he came running in here asking for a holy water bottle.” 



 
“It looks good on you, but change him back,” Xander 
said, causing Angel to sigh with relief. “Only Spike can 
wear that hair. Anyone else just looks pathetic.” 
 
Angel had glared at him, and Spike would've been 
tempted to laugh if it wouldn't have hurt so much. The 
gang had headed back (with Angel's hair dark and gelled 
once more) to an evening of much First Aid. 
 
The girls had decided to take a hotel nearby, with Angel 
saying he'd just drive back to LA. He'd tried to talk with 
Buffy again, but when Angel had come forward, mournful 
and apologetic, Buffy had simply reached over, grabbed 
Willow, and pulled her in for a lip bruising kiss. When 
she'd pulled back, she'd raised her eyebrow at Angel's 
dropped jaw. “We done talking?” she'd asked. 
 
Angel had left the apartment still in shock. 
 
Spike had spent the next two days treating Xander's 
marks. Between Xander's flushed face and burying said 
flushed face in the pillows, and Spike thinking about how 
those marks had happened and getting angry enough to 
tear something apart, it had taken a little longer than the 
original hour or so Spike had intended on spending. 



 
So Spike would calm himself and continue the routine 
he'd set up the first time: after he would set in the 
creams and the bandages, he'd gently lay kisses over the 
marks, whispering endearments and sweet things until 
Xander dared to raise his head again, and when he finally 
smiled, Spike would always reward him with a true kiss. 
 
A month later, and Spike could still see tiny marks on 
Xander's skin. Some of them had been deep enough to 
scar, but most had faded away to nothing. Just like the 
other marks. 
 
The mental marks... 
 
Spike stepped over to the shelf where his beloved picture 
of a caught smiling Xander was. Beside it were two new 
photographs. The first one was of Spike and Xander 
together once more, taken while the girls had stayed 
nearby to help make sure Theymion and his minions 
were gone for good. 
 
The other one was taken just as the girls were leaving. 
They'd thrown a tiny party for their victory, getting tons 
of goofy shots that Spike still wanted to see. The girls 
weren't letting them have them, though. Something 



about blackmail material on their part and his. He figured 
he'd leave it at a stand off. For now. 
 
But the one picture he had gotten had been when they'd 
sat down to their pizza dinner. Willow had called out to 
Xander, and Spike had turned to see Xander slowly 
glance around at the camera. His eyes had caught on 
Spike's and held, and as he'd smiled, Willow had shot the 
picture. 
 
Spike slowly smiled, running his finger gently across the 
smiling face. He saw a lot more of that lately. The mental 
marks were fading as well. There'd always be problems, 
he knew that. But they were mostly healed, and Spike 
had an eternity to help against the other ones. 
 
“So...what'd she want?” 
 
Spike shrugged, his eyes still on the photo. “Just to tell us 
that the real estate agent said we could move in 
whenever, and why weren't we there now. Why didn't 
you take the bloody phone?” 
 
Xander snorted. “Maybe because I was heading into the 
shower when she called?” 
 



Spike stilled, then slowly turned around to face Xander. 
His skin shone, proving his new cleanliness, and his hair 
was damp. He had his soft pants on, and a towel in his 
hands. “Plus, she likes talking to you more; she enjoys 
bantering with you,” he continued, giving Spike a tiny 
smile. 
 
He looked pale and tired, having more than likely 
stressed himself out in the water, but Spike still couldn't 
grasp the fact that Xander had just taken a shower by 
himself. If there was a shower that needed taking, then 
they took it together. It was better now, to the point 
where they didn't need to be touching all the time in the 
water, but touching was always of the good. 
 
Xander shrugged. “I needed to know if I could,” he said 
quietly. “And I can.” 
 
Spike gazed at him, before stepping forward, opening his 
arms. Xander was in his embrace in moments, closing his 
eyes and curling around Spike. “Doesn't mean I want to,” 
he murmured, his hot breath tickling Spike's skin. 
 
“Yeah, but you can, luv,” Spike whispered. “Love you so 
much Xan.” 



 
“Love you too.”  

 
 

The End  

 

 


