
Non-Sequitopia 

by  
Misanthrope7842 

 

Part One 

Xander descended the stairs slowly, not really trying 
to be quiet. This was more the lassitude of the 
nervous.  In Xander's head, there was a dirge 
playing.  Or that song from movies that signaled the 
walk of the dead.  
 
What was that called, again?  
 
Attempted silence would have been useless 
anyway; his target's enhanced senses would know 
he was coming no matter what.  But what he was 
here to do would no doubt shock the vampire close 
to another death, so there was really no need to 
engage in ambush tactics.  
 
Take that, soldier boy. 



 
"Spike, you down here?" 
 
"Where else would I be at noon, Whelp?"  Good to 
see the new soul hadn't replaced the old snark. 
 
"Yeah, daytime."  That was intelligent.  "I wanted to 
talk to you." 
 
"So I see." 
 
"Well, I... I'm... I'll just get to the point, here."  
 
"Please." 
 
"I'm moving"  This wasn't going nearly as well as he 
had expected.  But on the plus side, there was no 
laughing so hard blood came out the nose.  Of 
course, the Question hadn't been asked yet.  There 
might soon be some hitting so hard blood came out 
the nose. 
 
"Okay." 
 



"Out."  Xander clarified.  Why was this so difficult 
again?  Oh yeah. 
 
"Right. Congrats and all that."  Spike turned around 
as if to end the conversation.  No! Not yet. 
 
"I was just wondering..." This is a bad idea, bad idea, 
bad.  "Wanna come with?" 
 
Spike stared at Xander.  Hard.  It was not fun. 
 
Hehehe, look, speechless Spike.  Xander could cross 
one off the 'need to do before I die' list. Which, if 
the look on Spike's face was any indication, wasn't 
going to be much farther in the future.   
 
"What? Why? Where? What?"  Ah, composure 
regained. Sort of. 
 
"Can we do these single-file or do you just want a 
list?"  No, that would imply there was a list.  And 
there wasn't.  Not here, anyway. 
 
Spike lit a cigarette and slowly inhaled.  Good, 



maybe he was stalling. Xander needed a good 
stall.  He liked his lungs too much to take up this 
particular habit, effective though it was.  And really, 
could Xander pull off the smoking?  Not unless hot 
sex had just been had, which explained the rapidly 
staling pack in his nightstand.  No more with the 's-
word' dammit. 
 
"Yeah, one at a time.  First..." again with a pause 
and inhalation.  And a face rub.  Now that was a 
method he could employ.  Except he would 
probably look sleepy rather than slightly agitated. 
 
"Where are you going?"   
 
"There's this town about an hour away.  Little place, 
but starting to boom.  I've got a job there if I want 
it.  Thought I'd try it out."  The offer for promotion 
had been made several times by his boss, but 
relocation was mandatory.  Xander couldn't go, 
couldn't leave the girls, My girls.  Now, though, 
now... he could. 
 
"Why?  Giving up the white knight routine, 



Pet?  Doesn't seem like you."  Yes. Sarcasm still 
present, but Spike couldn't hide the curiosity from 
the question.  Curiosity could mean interest, and 
interest might mean acceptance, and acceptance 
meant Spike would go.  Not that it mattered, 
Xander was leaving whether or not Spike came 
too.  And his motivations for asking him to come 
were not going to be analyzed now. Not, not, 
not.  There were no motivations.  Just a 
question.  An offer.  A trunk packed so that half the 
space was still available. 
 
"No, just going where I'm needed, I guess." 
 
"You're needed here." Spike said softly, the 'more 
than I am' from numerous Speeches left off, but 
heard and sympathized with anyway. 
 
Piffle.  "You don't believe that any more than I do." 
Xander protested. 'That' being the Speech or the 
statement, neither man was entirely sure. 
 
There was no self-deprecation here, Spike noted, 
not like when the others were present.  This was 



just honesty. One more thing Xander was better at 
than the rest of them that he probably didn't 
realize.  Spike looked at Xander, obviously waiting 
for more of an explanation.  Eyebrow cocked, 
another 'I'm so much cooler than you' mannerism 
Xander longed to pull off, but never could. 
 
Xander sighed heavily, needing the breath to steady 
himself more than to force the words out.  "I've 
been wanted, occasionally; useful even, 
sometimes.  But never needed."  Pause, another 
deep breath.  
 
He added, not really for Spike to hear, "Unless you 
count donut runs and free window replacements as 
needs."  Until then, Xander hadn't really noticed 
just how nervous he still was.  When the words 
came out before he could even stop them- words 
that stung even though he had come to terms with 
their truth long ago, around the third, fourth, five-
hundredth time they were spoken out loud or 
otherwise- his verbal slip was a neon sign that 
screamed 'unsettled human, come torture me'.  Not 
a good thing to be projecting around a vampire.  Or 



anyone, really and Xander could attest to this. 
 
Repression.  Embrace it.  
 
He clamped down on that emotion, pretty sure that 
Spike wouldn't use it against him anymore. That 
was after all, one of the reasons he had asked him 
to come along.   
 
Spike began to speak again. "And you'll be needed 
somewhere else?"  No sarcasm this time, something 
more akin to concern. 
 
"Probably not.  But the pay's better." Both men 
smiled.  Xander's rule of life number five: when all 
else fails, crack a joke. Rules one through four, see: 
repression. 
 
There was a fairly uncomfortable silence while Spike 
smoked and Xander counted cracks in the ceiling. 
Not too many, considering the life-endage that had 
taken place above.  Spike was musing.  Either 
thinking of accepting the explanation at face value, 
or of whether Xander was worth draining before 



killing.   
 
Probably not. 
 
"And you want me to come with you?"  Xander was 
interrupted in his search for seventeen.    
"If you want to?"   Wait.  That wasn't supposed to 
come out as a question. Maybe Spike wouldn't 
notice the almost-crack in his voice. 
 
"Are you asking me, or am I asking you?" No 
luck.  But at least Spike seemed to be not much 
annoyed.  Maybe he had rules of life, 
too.  Unlife.  Whatever. 
 
"Yes, I do want you to come.  That's why I asked." 
 
"Why?" 
 
There was the $64,000 question, now wasn't 
it.  About time.  Now, how to answer this?  Xander 
could barely explain it to himself, and no amount of 
conversation-practice-in-his-head had given him the 
answer.  He decided to go with whatever came out 



of his mouth.  No telling what it would be, but he 
could usually talk his way out of trouble.  
 
"Okay, let me just put it like this."  Check with Spike, 
who nodded for Xander to continue.  Xander took 
another deep breath. If this conversation went on 
much longer, he was going to hyperventilate.  He 
continued anyway. 
 
"Even though you're not in love with Drusilla 
anymore, do you ever want to go back to Prague?" 
 
Spike blinked.  Opened his mouth, shut it, and 
blinked again. 
 
"Right.  What time do we leave?"  
 
 

Part Two   The Drive 

 
 
They were in Xander's car, had been for about half 
an hour.  Xander was driving, liking his car, and 



himself, in one piece. Kinda wouldn't mind Spike to 
stay that way, too, although whether the vampire 
was still in one piece was debatable. Besides, he 
was the only one who knew the directions. 
 
Spike was pressed into the passenger side door, had 
been for the past half hour. He hadn't even asked to 
drive, and that had bothered Xander.   
 
He had at first tried to make conversation, but the 
one word, sometimes nonsensical answers {"Spike, 
did you bring plenty to eat?  I don't know where the 
butcher's is yet."  "Fine, thanks."} made it useless, if 
not quite impossible.  There had been a small cooler 
wedged into the trunk though, so he wasn't too 
worried. 
 
He decided to give it one more shot, replacing small 
talk with... large talk.  "Spike, everything okay?  No 
second thoughts, right?"  Say no, say no, say no. 
 
"Why did you ask me to come?"   
 
Oh. Very large talk.  Huge talk.   



 
"Is 'I don't know' an acceptable answer?"  Xander 
really hoped it was.  It was all he had. 
 
"Is it the truth?"  
 
When did Spike become a mind reader? 
 
"As close as I can get right now."  Xander wasn't 
sure if that was going to be good enough, because 
Spike returned to staring out the window.  Not 
much Xander could do about it either way.  Maybe 
the stars were talking to Spike.  It seemed to be a 
fairly common occurrence among vampires with a 
tenuous hold on reality, if past experience could be 
trusted. 
 
"Are you going to kill me?"   
 
"What?"  What?  So softly, Xander wasn't sure if 
that was hope he heard, or fear.  Or fear of hope.   
 
"I would understand.  If you did.  I don't deserve it... 
for this to stop.  But if anyone should, you'd be... 



third or so on line."   
 
Third?  That high?  Wow.  
 
Not wow.  Spike had a list too, and it wasn't headed 
'Pros and Cons of Leaving Sunnydale'.   
 
"Stop."  Please stop.  Spike should never sound like 
that, so defeated.  Especially now that he did, all the 
time.  "Spike, I'm not going to kill you.  I mean, long 
midnight drive on a deserted highway to an 
unknown destination..."  Maybe there was some 
non-talking-stars-logic involved here.  "I see."  He 
spared a glance at the vampire, who was not 
meeting his eyes.   
 
"No, I am not going to kill you.  I just... thought 
you... needed to get away from there... the 
hellmouth... and... things."  He was trying to 
explain.  There were more pauses than words, but 
Spike remained silent. 
 
"Figured, I'm going.  Might provide a way for you to 
go and not live in the sewers on rats for eighty years 



or so."  Xander had tried for levity. Remember rule 
five.  From the look on Spike's face, he had 
failed.  Miserably.  But it was as close to the truth as 
Xander could get, without really knowing what the 
truth was himself.  
 
"But you hate me."   
 
Xander wasn't sure if he was supposed to hear that 
or not, either.  
 
"Of course I hated you.  '-Ed'.  Past tense. I hate 
everyone who tries to kill me." He remembered that 
fun psycho-Buffy period and added, 
"Repeatedly.  I'm irrational that way." 
 
"But you want me to move out of town with 
you?"  Asked with that oddly not-odd wonder 
Xander had begun to notice more and more 
recently. 
 
"Yeah, well. Things change." 
 
"That much?"  Spike, who was still pressed into the 



corner of the car seat, turned to look directly at 
Xander as if to judge the honestly of his 
response.  His eyes were wide, confusion for once 
not concealed by anger, or hurt, or any of the other 
emotions Spike used to cover himself.  Xander 
wasn't sure if it was due to the offer he had made 
or that he had made it.  Probably a little of both.  
 
Xander's grip on the wheel tightened.  "Look, Spike, 
in the time since I met you, among other things and 
in no particular order, my ex-girlfriend, who I jilted 
at the altar, was/ wasn't/ was/ wasn't a vengeance 
demon." 
 
"Yeah, took brass ones, that."  Spike gave his 
approval. That was a compliment, right?  
 
"To continue, without commentary this time, 
please," Xander spared a smile at Spike.  He was so 
much easier to deflate these days.  Xander was 
hoping to extend the conversation, now that 
reasons were coming out about this journey.  It 
boded well for the future.  No! Not planning the 
future!  There will be no boding.  Spike nodded, but 



kept silent. 
 
"Anyway, my supernatural slayery friend 
died.  Again.  And I helped bring her back, again, but 
from Heaven as it turns out; my other best friend 
tried to end the world, and I helped stop 
it.  Again.  The stoppage, not the Willow-world-
endage."  Xander felt compelled to clarify.  As far as 
he knew, Wills had only tried to end the world once. 
On purpose.   
 
"Add to that the fact that you're not the first, but 
the second souled vampire I've ever met," Xander 
noted the slight grimace that quickly crossed Spike's 
features again at the mention of Angel, even 
indirectly, and filed that away.  He didn't want to 
hurt Spike, and this was probably as fertile soil as 
his own parents were for him. 
 
"I'd say I'm allowed to grow, wouldn't 
you?"  There.  At that, the explanation-well dried 
up. All further questions were going to have to wait 
until the end of the tour.  But feel free to check out 
the gift shop. 



 
"Yeah.  Guess things can't stay black and white 
forever, even for you."  
 
"Nope.  Fully technicolor seeing nowadays."  Xander 
replied, basking in the glow of the not really 
condescending smirk, but still a smirk, given to him 
by the vampire.  A little normalcy, or what passed as 
such on a road trip to a new life with a souled 
vampire, went a long way in Xander's existence. 
 
Spike settled in a bit more, moving away from the 
car door enough that Xander was no longer afraid 
that he would throw himself from the vehicle the 
first time they slowed below 20 mph. Much better. 
If there was to be boding on this journey, it was 
going to be of the good sort.  Don't think like 
that.  They weren't that far from the Hellmouth, 
and there was no end to the ways this could still go 
to... hell.  
 
 

Part Three   Wow 



 
 
 
 
Xander and Spike finished the rest of the drive in 
comfortable silence, Spike watching the scenery 
speed by them and not crying, and Xander watching 
the road in front of him and not crying. He tried to 
think of this as 'not an ending, but a new beginning' 
or some other cliche he would have heard at his 
high-school graduation, had he not been planning 
on blowing up the school and dying. But the truth 
was it was an end. He left the town he'd grown up 
in, the life he knew and the people he loved for 
something unfamiliar with a person he only recently 
stopped wanting completely dead. Letting go of the 
could- have- beens and should- have- dones was 
going to take some time. He suspected Spike felt 
much the same, but a hundred years more so. 
 
It wasn't that long before he pulled into the heart of 
downtown and stopped in front of their new home. 
His company had been responsible for refurbishing 
the beautiful art deco building, and when the clients 



had gone bankrupt, kept the property for their 
newly founded real estate department. Once an 
office building, it now housed luxury apartments 
leased to and owned by musicians and artists. 
Successful ones, if the rent was anything to go by. 
Not that this was a problem for Xander anymore. 
Since the company that paid him also owned the 
building, he was living rent free for the first time 
since the instant he had no longer been the legal 
responsibility of Mr. and Mrs. Harris. He had seen 
photos in the portfolio the company had presented 
him with, but they didn't do it justice. Maybe there 
was a photographer in residence who could help. 
He would have to bring it up at the meeting 
Monday. Nothing breaks the ice like raising profit-
margins. 
 
"This is it." Xander got out of the car and walked 
around to the passenger side to stand with Spike. 
They gazed up at the building.  
 
"This is it?" Spike asked apprehensively. Xander had 
not expected wariness from Spike. He followed his 
eyes to the building's western facing facade, full of 



large windows and few drapes. Did Spike think he 
brought him all this way just so he could combust in 
the three o'clock sun?  
 
Probably.  
 
Xander stifled his grin. Boy, was Spike gonna be 
impressed. Or pissed, you never could tell. 
 
"Come on, grab your bags and let's go." 
 
Xander led them through the lobby and to the 
elevator and pushed the button. This had always 
been his favorite part. It almost made going to the 
hospital fun, except for the friends in comas or the 
stitches or evil soulless vampire ex-boyfriends 
finding you or the having to go home even after the 
interviewer from Children's Services said you 
wouldn't have to. Xander shook off the memories 
and stepped into the car. Spike followed and when 
the elevator started moving downwards, he 
smirked.  
 
"Have this planned for long, Pet?" 



 
Xander just smiled and waited. He did not need to 
tell Spike that he had called in most of the now 
nonexistent favors owed to him to have the 
building's sub- basement renovated. They stepped 
out into a hallway, tastefully decorated and smelling 
of fresh paint and sawdust. Xander guessed his 
secret was out now. There was only the one door in 
the hall; Xander was willing to wager that most of 
the building's occupants didn't even know they had 
a sub-basement. Good. 
 
Xander held his key chain up and jingled it. "These 
are mine." He walked to the door and tossed a 
similar set of keys to Spike. "And those are for you." 
 
Spike caught them easily, even through his shock/ 
amazement/ aprehension. Xander thought that if he 
hit Spike on his back his eyes would freeze in a 
wide-eyed wonderment he had never seen from the 
vampire before. He'd like to see it more often. Spike 
slid the key in the lock and pushed the door open 
but Xander stepped in front of him before he could 
enter. "Yndnvt." 



 
"Want to try that with a few more letters, Pet?" 
 
"You need an invite." Xander had forgotten in his 
rush to surprise and please the vampire. Vampire 
being the key, here. Spike dropped his eyes and 
Xander hurried to explain. "I didn't put you down on 
the rental agreement, since from what I 
understand, that would make this pretty much a 
come in and play zone for demons. But it's your 
place, too. That's why I gave you the keys. I just 
wanted us to be safe. Both of us." 
 
Spike resumed looking at Xander. "Good thinking. 
We just won't mention the fact that until yesterday, 
you didn't even know I was going to be here." 
 
"Yeah, let's not." Xander stepped over the 
threshold. "Come on in, Spike." 
 
"Wow." Xander was a little upset that Spike had 
gotten to comment on the apartment before he did. 
No one would ever believe that Spike had said 
'wow'. That was cool, but it wasn't as if he was 



going to tell anyone.  
 
Xander looked around, and decided that 'wow' was 
as accurate a description as he could muster. He 
had been afraid when he began plans for the 
basement that he would be taking a step 
backwards. But he had relied on the company's 
excellent resources and his own craftsmen. 
Craftsdemons. Whatever, and the work was perfect. 
What he had now was more akin to an underground 
penthouse than a basement. The main area was 
huge, bigger than some of the houses Xander 
considered before the move. There were two 
bedrooms on the far side of the room, each nearly 
as big as the main area itself. Between them was a 
bathroom. Although, from the size of the tub, 
Xander wondered if maybe it was supposed to be a 
pool room. The kitchen was to the right of the front 
door and an enclosed laundry area was to the left. 
 
Spike came out of the bathroom. "Xander, there's 
no mirror in here." That had to be a mistake. People 
simply did not have bathrooms with no mirrors.  
 



"Yeah, I figured I'd put one up in my room. Not 
much use for one anywhere else, is there?" 
 
Spike just stared. For him? Xander had done this for 
him? 
 
"I know it's not a crypt, but there's no pesky 
sunlight to worry about." 
 
"Definitely not a crypt." 
 
"Thought the black leather living room suite would 
make up for that." 
 
"Didn't know you had it in you." 
 
"So, you like?" 
 
"Yes." Spike was still reeling from Xander's concern. 
Xander. Was concerned about him. No matter how 
many times he repeated it to himself, the words 
failed to make sense. 
 
"Hey, why don't you go pick out a bedroom. I'm 



going to move the car around. There's a garage  in 
back where people... park... their cars." Xander 
finished lamely, still wanting Spike to both be 
impressed and feel at home here. Spike just 
continued to look around with his lips occasionally 
twitching, and Xander didn't know if he was trying 
not to cry or trying not to laugh. 
 
"Which one is yours?" Spike asked. Any minute now 
he'd wake up, still manacled to the basement wall 
even though it was unnecessary now. Then she'd 
come down and tell him how useless he was, and 
he'd agree. But there was no reason to turn this 
pleasant dream into a nightmare by being rude. The 
last time anyone had ever provided him with this 
kind of consideration for his feelings had been 
Angelus. That was because he was a responsibility, 
not because he was a... whatever Xander 
considered him to be. Spike wanted to keep this 
feeling as long as possible. There was no need to 
cry, and no one was yet trying to hurt him. Yet. 
 
"Whatever, they should both be the same. I thought 
we could personalize them ourselves later on. Pick 



one, and I'll take the other." Xander walked over to 
the door and paused before grabbing a stake and 
shoving it into his back pocket. No hellmouth didn't 
mean no want-to-kill-yous.  
 
 

Part Four   You Can Take The Boy 

 
 
 
 
As Xander retrieved the car, he forced himself to 
stop grinning like an idiot and to calm down. Things 
were going so well. The drive had finally relaxed him 
a bit, and he had gotten to convince Spike he wasn't 
in iminent danger. The apartment was so much 
better than expected and he could see himself and 
Spike living there quite happily, just a boy and his 
vampire. He even saw a few flashes of Old Spike, 
which was better than he had planned.  
 
Yes, there had been planning. He had engaged in 
copious amounts of planning. And thinking and 



hoping and wishing and wanting. Xander stopped 
himself from humming and pulled the car around 
the building. He wanted Spike to be here, mission 
accomplished.  Wanted Spike to be happy, also a 
go. He'd wanted Spike...period. No! 
 
Maybe.  
 
Yes. 
 
Truth be told, and it was just a man and his car now, 
so truths it was, he wanted Spike.  Once he got over 
the initial 'you fucked my ex (on camera) and now 
you must die' reaction of last summer, and all the 
fallout from the fun that followed, he stopped 
trying so hard to see Spike as 'vampire/ 
embodiment of all evil/ another dead guy that Buffy 
would rather fuck than me' and started paying 
attention to him as a person. Person-type creature. 
No, person, with demonic tendancies. And, okay, it 
hadn't been as easy as all that, but still... Xander 
liked what he uncovered. Xander loved his 
intelligence, that he tried to cover but couldn't, and 
his wicked sense of humor that everyone else failed 



to notice wouldn't be so damn good if he didn't 
know them so well. He loved his experience, envied 
the things he had seen and some that he had done 
and wanted him to tell him about. He loved his 
loyalty, even though it was as misplaced as his own 
usually was and loved his body. Who wouldn't love 
that body? 
 
He knew this all years ago. But admitting that Spike 
was capable of... anything, other than death and 
distruction and public sex-capades with other 
people's almost-wives was not an option. It meant 
that they were all capable. That Jesse had been 
capable. 
 
And he killed him anyway.  
 
It made Xander a murderer, worse than the vamps 
he killed, worse than all of them because he was 
better than them, he had a fucking cause. Not his 
cause, but a cause nonetheless.  
 
Xander tore himself back to the present and pulled 
into his parking space, shaded at any time of day, 



just in case. 
 
See? 
 
Shut up. 
 
He climbed out and locked the door and turned 
around to face yellow eyes. Yellow eyes that 
weren't amused or remorseful or sexy or any of the 
things that would have made his heart start beating 
again.  
 
"Hello." 
 
"Um, yeah, hi, nice to meet you. Is there a demon 
newsletter or something? E-mail? Pop-ups 
proclaiming 'The Magnet is on his way, strike now 
for twenty percent more free blood!'?" So what if 
he babbled, staring ridgey death in the face made 
him nervous and this is how nervous Xander reacts. 
Also, this is what generaly keeps nervous Xander 
alive. 
 
The vampire ignored him. "Think I'll make you 



dinner." She took a preditory step towards Xander, 
ready to strike. Years of being on the wrong end of 
that step prepared him well, though. This is a new 
town, damn it. He was not going to be drained here 
by some two-bit vamp who couldn't even make it to 
the Hellmouth.  Xander readied his stake, now 
definately glad he had not left it on the table. She 
pounced and Xander thrust, forcing stake into 
chest, and pulling it back, right on cue, out of dust.  
 
"I'm thinking not." Xander replaced the stake in his 
pocket. At least that had taken care of the dopey 
grin. 
 
*** 
 
Spike came out of his chosen bedroom when he 
heard the front door's locks engage. 
 
"One on the left, I see?" Xander asked.   
 
"Yeah." Something was off here, and the boy 
smelled funny. Had taken a long time, too, but 
admitting that meant admitting he had kept an eye 



on the clock. Stopped himself from checking on him 
a couple times, too.  No, not hanging that out to see 
anytime soon. He may be a nancy-boy soul having 
poufter, but he still had some pride. At least here, 
he did. A little. Xander looked a little flushed.  
 
"Everything... You still have a car, right, Pet?" 
 
"Huh? Yeah." Xander chuckled at the thought of 
Spike worrying about car theives. "Safely tucked in 
for the night. Just had to dispose of the welcome 
wagon. No coupon books, but she did leave a lovely 
little dust pile. Nice to see they checked in with 
what we were familiar with, although I think it was 
a bit tacky considering one of us is a va-" 
 
"Vampires? Attacked you?" Spike was so stupid. 
Xander brought him here, set up this place for him 
and he had nearly let him get himself killed. 
"Shoulda gone m'self, not let you get hurt." He was 
at Xander's side in an instant, running his hands 
over the boy to take stock of the inevitable wounds. 
 
"Spike, let go, I'm fine. We've only been away from 



Sunnydale for a few hours, I'm not that rusty. I'm 
fine. Get off." 
 
Spike backed away quickly. "Sorry, I just. Sorry. 
Didn't mean it, Xander. Sorry." 
 
"Spike, stop, it's okay," Xander sighed. "I didn't 
mean to yell, I just don't like people touching me if 
I'm not expecting it. I'm fine." He hadn't meant to 
upset Spike.  But he was fine. 
 
"You stake her?" 
 
"Yeah." 
 
"Good." Spike seemed back to normal; if Xander 
had never met him before, he might even believe 
that was true. "Anyone drains you," there was a 
hitch to his voice, "'S gonna be me." Xander wasn't 
sure which part of that upset Spike, but decided to 
let it go. 
 
"Hey, get in line, pal. I'm an intertownal delicasy. 
Specialty stores ache for an once of me." Xander 



made his way to check out the bedroom Spike had 
left for him. He added, raising his voice, "I have fan 
clubs and waiting lists."  
 
"We don't think you'll taste good, Whelp," Spike 
called back. "We just want you to shut up. Probably 
a bloody reward." 
 
Xander laughed at the insult and began to unpack. 
He finally figured out what would put this all behind 
them. "So," He paused, making sure he had Spike's 
attention. "Dinner?"  
 
 

Part Five   Kept Man 

 

 

 

 

Xander and Spike left the apartment, taking in the 

scenery and getting a feel for their neighborhood. 

Spike was warily watching for any more intruders, 



and Xander pretended not to notice. Or to be 

incredibly turned on by the whole someone's upset 

at my near-death experience besides me feeling he 

rarely got to experience. They passed a still open 

even at this time of night butcher shop, and noted 

its location. Then they found a burger joint and 

Spike sneered while Xander clogged his arteries.  

 

"What?" Spike looked far to innocent.  

 

"Don't play games, unevil undead. That's the eighth 

fry you've snatched. You want fries, I'll buy you 

some, but these babies," he circled his arms 

protectively around the fries, "are mine."  

 

The meal was finished, three more snagged fries, 

and three futile attempts to wrestle them back from 

vampirically fast fingers, and one Very Annoyed 

Look from the manager later. Xander and Spike 

continued their walk until they located a 

department store that was still open. It wasn't that 



late, so Xander made them stop to buy linnens.  

 

"Now?"  

 

"Yes. I didn't bring sheets from my old place, cause I 

didn't pick them out and was not about to sleep on 

flowers now that I'm a swinging bachelor again."  

 

"Swinging, eh?" Typical Spike Smirk, followed by a 

Typical Spike Drag on cigarette.  

 

"New place, you never know who might take an 

interest." Xander teased back. As long as Spike 

didn't know who he wanted to take an interest, he 

was good with the flirting. He wasn't even sure 

Spike had sheets, but he knew he liked them. 

Blankets, too. No roommate of his was going to lack 

for creature comforts.  

 

Xander told Spike to get whatever he needed. He 

followed Spike to the bedding section and watched 



as he picked out sheets.  

 

Black, check.  

 

Satin, check.  

 

Then Spike casually noticed the price and set them 

back on the shelves.  

 

Xander grabbed them back and threw them into the 

cart. "I told you the pay's better here."  He found 

another set of black and tossed them in too. And, 

with a petulant look, added a set of red. "Get 

whatever you need. I'll take care of it."  

 

Spike opened his mouth as if to say something, but 

paused before just turning and taking off in the 

direction of the towels. Xander expected the duster 

to flap accordingly, but it just hung there, barely 

moving along with the vampire. He resisted the 

urge to comfort Spike, not knowing what had 



caused the defeat this time. Instead he did not get 

all tingly thinking of Spike and the sheets in the cart. 

Nor did he readjust himself due to said thoughts. 

And he certainly didn't replace them with thoughts 

of wet-naked-only-towel-covered Spike.  

 

***  

 

Xander was quickly devouring his third bowl of 

cereal the next morning when Spike came into the 

kitchen. He was dressed, and isn't that a loose 

usage of the word, in only his jeans, top button 

undone and hanging low on his hips. His bare feet 

poked out from beneath them and he shuffled into 

the room, wincing slightly as he transitioned from 

living room warm carpet to kitchen cold linoleum.  

 

Xander imediatley made plans to buy a rug.  

 

Spike opened the refridgerator and tossed a 

container of blood into the microwave.  While it 



was warming, he pulled a mug out of the cabinet 

and poured himself a cup of coffee. He thrust the 

carafe in Xander's direction and Xander waved him 

off, his own cup still mostly full and delightfully 

warm. Spike replaced the pot and turned his back 

on Xander to drink the blood.  

 

Xander frowned a bit. He didn't know why Spike 

wouldn't eat in front of him, only that he hadn't 

since coming here. It didn't bother Xander, and 

Spike shouldn't have cared one way or the other. He 

should have been dunking and dripping like he 

always did.  But that was Before, and Xander didn't 

think he should be trying to convince Spike to leave 

blood stains in their new apartment.  

 

Spike finished, rinsed his blood cup, and brought his 

coffee to the table. He pulled an envelope from his 

back pocket and slid it in front of Xander before 

sitting down.  

 



"Spike?"  

 

"'S yours."  

 

Xander opened the envelope full of... money. Full of 

money. Lots of money. "What's this?"  

 

"My share."  

 

Xander did some quick calculating. "For the next 

eight months?"  

 

"Won't have you thinking I can't pull my own."  

 

"You don't have to."  

 

"Look, I have money, and-"  

 

"I know. You don't have to."  

 

"How do you know?" Spike was cautious now.  



 

"I've seen it."  

 

"What? Where?"  

 

"Your bedroom."  

 

Spike narrowed his eyes. Had Xander been going 

through his things? Is that why he was here? To be 

watched, monitored? Still?  

 

Xander noticed the anger and clarified. "Your 

bedroom back there, in the crypt."  

 

"You were there?" He was sure he would have 

remembered the boy being in his part of the crypt.  

 

"You were busy. Exercising."  

 

Spike closed his eyes. "Oh."  

 



"Yeah," Xander quickly continued. "You had a lot of 

nice things. Antiques. Good quality. And you're 

smart enough not to keep the really good stuff out 

where just anyone could find it. Plus you're like a 

hundred and whatever, so you've probably got 

stocks or bonds or notes or something. You may be 

formerly evil, but you're not, as I belive I mentioned 

before, stupid. And bugging us for money gave you 

something to do. Little tip, though, might wanna 

keep some of those assets liquid, just in case."  

 

Spike tried to hide his... utter incredulity at Xander's 

insight with sarcasm. "Thought about it a lot, have 

you?"  

 

Xander spotted someone playing at his own game. 

Hell, he'd invented the duck and defend technique. 

"Yeah, off and on." Honesty strikes again.  

 

"I'll... I won't roll over and be your kept pet. I can 

take care of myself." Annoyance warred with real 



anger in the words.  

 

Xander stood, the chair screetching back across the 

tile a little at the force. "Stop. Now. You're here 

because you want to be. I offered, you accepted. 

When the time comes and you want to leave, you're 

free to go. I'm not trying to keep you, and I won't 

have you accusing me of, of, of coersion. I know 

damn well you can take care of yourself and you've 

done a pretty good job at it, considering. But I do 

not expect you to pay rent on a free apartment and 

I do not expect you to chip in on food you don't eat. 

Am I making myself clear?"  

 

Xander was very close to Spike, looking down on 

the upturned face and seeming much larger than he 

really was.  

 

"Crystal." Spike flinched without fliching, a reflex 

retained after Angelus. Movement had not been 

commanded and it would not be tolerated.  



 

Xander saw the look and stepped back. He sat back 

down and willed appology into his body language. 

But he would not say he was sorry. What he said 

had been important, too important for the meaning 

to be lost under an 'I'm sorry'.  

 

"I don't need your money, Spike. It's yours. I wanted 

you here because I enjoy your company, and 

because I really, really didn't want to move out 

alone. And why don't you ever drink your coffee?"  

 

Spike raised his eyes slightly from the floor to the 

cup.  

 

"I don't mind, but you pour a cup and then hold it, 

and then it gets cold and you pour another cup. But 

you never drink it." The non-sequiter had at least 

broken the palpable tention in the room, and that 

was Xander's goal.  

 



"Makes me warm.  Like to hold it and it smells good, 

the real stuff like you buy."  

 

"But?" Xander prompted.  

 

"Too bitter. Coffee is," Spike added, not wanting to 

upset Xander by commenting on his preparation of 

a beverage he wouldn't even drink.  

 

"Is everything..." Xander trailed off, not sure how to 

finish that sentence without sounding like a 

complete moron.  

 

"Some things, yes; some no. It's odd, that. But I 

don't have much to compare it to. Been a long time 

and I wan't much of a coffee drinker then, was I?"  

 

"Guess not."  

 

Spike lifted his eyes then, chancing a look at Xander. 

"We good here?"  



 

"We're good." Xander smiled.  

 

Spike nodded and left in the direction of the 

shower.  The envelope remained on the table.  

 

Xander ran his hands over his face and back through 

his hair, unwittingly imitating Spike's gesture from 

the night he asked him to come. He heard the water 

come on and spoke his thoughts aloud.  

 

"That was intense."  He gathered up the dishes and 

placed them in the sink, beginning on the final 

arrangements that needed to be made before his 

first day at work. 

 

Part Six   Monday 

 
 
Xander's morning went by in a blur of 



introductions.  There was the morning meeting in 
which he was introduced to the Senior 
partners.  The mid-morning meeting for the Junior 
partners.  All the introductions in between, to 
colleagues, employees, staff, and possibly a couple 
of potted plants named Bill. 
 
He had been introduced to his secretary. 
 
{I have a secretary!}  
 
He had been introduced to his office, 
 
{I have an office!} 
 
although it had been rather one-sided.  Maybe one 
of the Bills could help. 
 
Xander was trying to focus on whatever it was he 
was being told at the moment.  Something about 
new responsibilities, accountabilities, 
liabilities.  There were other -ities, but he lost 
track.  He had long ago perfected the 'smile and 
nod' technique, and no one had caught on yet.  He 



needed to focus, but it was lunch time.  He really 
only knew one thing.  Food was good.   
 
Then he realized what he had done that morning. 
 
He had asked Spike out. 
 
Maybe. 
 
Suddenly, and for what may have been the first 
time in his life, he really wasn't all that hungry 
anymore. 
 
*** 
 
Spike woke in the early afternoon and wandered 
into the kitchen.  He checked the clock on the 
microwave before warming up his 'breakfast', 
wishing he knew when to expect Xander.  He was 
unaccustomed to the silence here, but Xander had 
left that morning for his first day as regional 
manager of something something and 
techniques.  He had woken when Xander was 
getting ready, alert at the slightest sound, and had 



almost come out to wish him luck.  He stopped 
himself with his hand inches from the bedroom 
door.  He still wasn't sure what was going on here, 
but he did like it.  He wasn't about to screw it up by 
acting like a nancy-boy housewife.  He was 
obviously agitated, since that was the worst insult 
he had thrown at himself, and it didn't even make 
sense.   
 
He drank his blood and reflected on the events of 
the weekend past.  When the Whelp had originally 
come into the basement, Spike had been pretty 
sure he was there to add to the emotional abuse 
Buffy had started, and continued months ago.  It's 
what he would have done, had done, not too long 
ago.  When he had instead asked Spike to move out 
with him, though, Spike knew he had to go.  Things 
with... whatever had been or may have been, it was 
over.  Should never have been started.  It was time 
to leave the godforsaken town once and for all. 
 
Spike still wasn't sure if the boy had ulterior motives 
in all this.  Death, help, frienship, sex, vengence.  He 
wasn't sure if he would mind if he did.  Either way. 



It would be nice to have a purpose, as something 
other than... A purpose would be nice.   
 
He wasn't all that sure if he himself had motivations 
for coming other than the desperate need to Get. 
Out. 
 
He had never disliked Xander as much as he led 
them all to believe.  He felt a strange kinship with 
him, too much for his own comfort. Recognized 
things in him that he saw in himself, but had been 
repressed or warped at some point, many points in 
his unlife.  Both of them were used to being 
overlooked or in the way.  Their enthusiasm and 
loyalty mistaken for recklessness or 
foolishness.  They were more often than not the 
outsiders, seeing but not participating, participating 
but not enjoying.  Even though they had been 
treated this way time and time again, their devotion 
to respective loved ones was boundless.  Hell, 
demons, souls, deaths couldn't change it, separate 
them from their adopted families.  Until now. 
 
What had changed? 



 
Everything. 
 
In the brief time they had been away from 
Sunnyhell, Spike had noticed the difference in 
Xander's attitude.  It started almost the minute the 
city was out of view, and continued to develop even 
now.  He was more relaxed, more confident.  He 
didn't play the role of the outsider, the loser the 
way he had before.  Instead, he bantered with 
Spike, matching the vampire's wit with an 
intelligence Spike didn't know he possessed.  Not 
the traded insults of times past, although those 
were still common enough, but real conversation.  If 
this was the effect of the promotion, Xander should 
have accepted long ago.  He wasn't sure when the 
disguised admiration had become open friendship, 
or if there was anything else lurking under it, but he 
wasn't too surprised to realize that he wanted it if 
there was.   
 
Always someone's lap-dog. 
 
Spike made his way into the living room with his 



mug.  He noticed the paper taped to the screen of 
the television.  He snatched it down and turned on 
the telly before reading it.  Seeing Xander's modern-
man legible- only- in- all- uppercase- lettering, Spike 
felt his stomach clench.  Had he left?  Left him? 
 
  Spike- 
  I should be home tonight at 6 or 6:30.  Not quite 
sure how late I'll be needed.  Just wanted you 
to  know when to expect me.  When I come home, 
we'll go get some dinner (my kind) and you can 
listen to me bitch about my day.  I'm sure it will be 
thrilling for you.  Try to contain yourself.  Knowing 
us, we'll attract something you can kill before the 
night is over. Sorry, but the cable guy had to 
reschedule and it won't be hooked up until 
tomorrow.  Down here in the basement, we don't 
get many channels, but I'm pretty sure the soaps 
come in.  I found an antenna that might help. Good 
luck.   
                               -Xander  
                                
Home. 
 



We. 
 
Spike couldn't help but notice that Xander 
continued to refer to them as 'we' and 'us'.  He kept 
calling this place, with him, home.  He had left a 
note.  Spike couldn't remember the last time 
someone had shown consideration for him that 
way.  Beyond providing Spike with a home, food, 
sun-proofing; he had provided him with concern... 
respect. Spike did not deserve this, did not know 
what to do about with it. 
 
Wait. 
 
They were going out.  To dinner.  Was this a date? 
 
*** 
 
Xander had gotten ready to go to work that 
morning, not wanting to leave without saying 
something to Spike.  He wasn't exactly sure what he 
wanted to say.  Something.  After the events of the 
previous morning, though, he hadn't wanted to 
smother him, or 'keep' him.  Xander wasn't sure 



how well a 'honey, I'm off to work now' would play 
out.  Not that Spike was a 'honey'.  He was more of 
a... Focus! 
 
Xander wasn't sure where these feelings were 
coming from, where they had started, or even really 
what exactly they were.  Only that the unintentional 
date asking forced him to face them much sooner 
than he would have liked, just as he had figured. He 
was forced to admit, at least to himself, that he 
liked Spike. 
 
Could he forgive Spike?  If he could forgive 
everyone else everything else, and they could 
forgive everyone else everything else, then who was 
he to resist peer pressure?  Or in grown-up speak, 
yes. 
 
Not wanting to wake Spike, he decided to leave a 
note.  Present, but not committal; personal in a 
way, but not so much as a phone call.  Glad nerves 
had woken him far earlier than necessary, he spent 
twenty minutes trying to word it correctly.  He 
wanted to let Spike know when he would be home, 



and to let him know about the television.  He 
thought maybe they could go for dinner after, sort 
of to celebrate.  So he had put that in there, too. 
 
'We can go out for dinner.  You can listen to me 
bitch about my day.' 
 
Thirty would have been better. 
 
Was it a date if the asker didn't know if it was a 
date?  What about the askee?  Did Spike want to 
date? Him? The work day was going to be over far 
too quickly. Slowly. At some point the day would be 
over, and he would not be prepared for it. 
 
Xander was spared further panicking about the date 
that might be by the afternoon's trial by fire.  He 
had expected to be made to prove himself, 
probably by being given a difficult project or 
problem employee to partner with.  Instead, he had 
been given the department and a 
dustpan.  Metaphorically, this time; that was old 
Xander, he kept reminding himself. He was 
introduced to the world of big business by way of 



the 'you're the new guy here; do all the work 
nobody else wants and do it twice as fast or else' 
treatment.  His desk was buried by the end of the 
day with underdone proposals, miscalculated 
figures, poorly executed site surveying.  Then there 
was a whole drawer of files that defied 
categorization. He knew why his thirtieth floor 
office had such nice windows, just about Xander-
sized.  He determined that he would again see the 
wood-grained top of his desk when he was, oh, say, 
eighty.   
 
No matter though.  He had a (possible) 
misunderstanding to (maybe) rectify, unless he 
didn't.  The date/not a date was a one night only. 
The work would definitely still be there in the 
morning.  Early in the morning. 
 
*** 
 
Spike had indeed found the channel that came 
in.  He was ignoring the television in favor of 
rereading the note a few times.  Trying to decipher 
the meaning, if there was one.  Maybe he had just 



wanted to get dinner.  Period.  Xander would be too 
tired to cook, and too wired to stay in.   
 
Then he was worried that there was more to the 
note.  Maybe Xander wanted... something from 
him, in exchange.  The flat, the blood, 
revenge.  Even though the words to the opposite 
were still fresh in his ears, Spike had been around 
long enough to know things like this- new 
beginnings- didn't come without a price.  
 
His first new beginning came with the price of 
taking care of an insane lover for a hundred years. 
Oh, and death.  Then there was the chip.  New 
beginning two, even if it was unasked-for, and the 
price of which had been nearly everything he 
had.  Twice.  The soul had been the latest, and this 
move along with it.  There wasn't a lot more he 
could pay, unless big piles of dust were considered 
currency.  If Xander didn't want to kill him, and he 
was pretty sure he didn't; and if he didn't want to 
sleep with him, and he wasn't sure he did; and if he 
didn't want his money, which was still sitting on the 
kitchen table, what was the price?  If he wasn't to 



be used somehow, as punching bag or fuck-toy or 
income supplement or D) all of the above, then 
there was no reason for him to be there.  Was 
there?  
 
 

Part Seven   The Date 

 
 
Spike was sitting calmly on the sofa when Xander 
came home, closer to 7:00 than 6:00 or 6:30. The 
inertia would normally have set off warning bells 
and raised flags if Xander hadn't been so 
preoccupied. 
 
"Sorry.  Things were more intense than I 
thought."  He was calling into the room before he 
had fully closed the door.   
 
"I'm not your-"  The words defensively out of his 
mouth before he could stop them completely. 
 
To Xander's credit, he ignored him and went on.  "I 



didn't know little towns had traffic, did you?  I 
mean, I'm from Sunnydale, I've never been in a 
traffic jam before.  Except on this field trip to 
LA."  He babbled on about a trip to a zoo or a 
museum or somewhere.  Spike was no longer 
listening to what he was saying, instead focused on 
how he was saying it. 
 
He had shifted into presentation voice, having used 
it all day long.  Still in his suit, cut perfectly to 
accentuate his height, his broad shoulders, Xander's 
posture broadcast his control of the story.  His 
delivery was strong but not overbearing, formal but 
not rigid, professional yet intimate.  The differences 
were amazing.   
 
Spike sat hypnotized.  This was someone he had 
never met, never imagined was lurking there.  If this 
was who went off to work every day, they would 
soon have to devise a system of neckties on 
doorknobs.  The power, the confidence of the man 
before him would not only attract the professional 
interests of his superiors, but the romantic interests 
of every woman (and a few men) in the company.   



 
Spike repressed a growl.   
 
Speaking of romantic interests, what were Xander's 
leanings, anyway?  Would he be upset at the 
thought of men wanting him?  Of male vampires 
wanting him?  How would he react to the 
knowledge that Spike had forced himself to clamp 
down on several fantasies stemming from the 
(vastly inferred) subtext of the note?  Fantasies that 
he wouldn't allow progress past a little 
undressing.  Which Xander was doing now, button 
by button. 
 
Xander stopped removing his dress shirt when he 
noticed Spike' slightly glazed eyes hadn't blinked in 
a noticeably long time. 
 
"Spike, you okay?"   
 
Spike shook his head slightly to bring him back to 
the actual happenings in the apartment.  "Yeah." 
 
"So, hungry?" 



 
"No, vampire."  The sarcasm attempting to cover his 
embarrassment at being caught.  At Xander's 
slightly defeated slump, Spike relented.  "I could 
eat." 
 
"Great!"  Instant happiness.  "I was planning on 
Chinese.  Let me just change and we'll try out a 
place I asked about at the office." 
 
Planning?  There had been planning?  And 
asking?  So this was a date.  Wasn't it? 
 
Planning?  There had been no planning. There had 
been no asking.  Recommending.  There was 
nothing worse than greasy Chinese, after all. But 
this wasn't a date.  Was it?  This had to stop. 
 
*** 
 
They walked to the restaurant in silence, each 
wondering what the other was thinking.  Each 
wondering what he himself was thinking. 
 



Once they were seated in the dimly lit, semi-private 
date booth, Spike had come to a conclusion.  He 
had barely gotten to enjoy Xander's company as a 
friend.  While he wasn't opposed to seeing where 
things led, he wasn't going to risk what he had.  Last 
time he had been pushy... He was not going to 
make that mistake again.  Ever.  If that meant not 
exploring whatever this was, so be it.  Xander could 
make the first moves in whatever direction he 
chose. He didn't deserve Xander's friendship, let 
alone his romantic interest.  After what had 
happened, he shouldn't even have this much. 
 
"So was it all you expected?" 
 
"Huh?"  Xander was pulled from his dinner, made 
more enjoyable by the missed lunch. 
 
"Work."  He almost added 'you promised to tell me' 
but stopped himself. 
 
"Worse."  Xander proceeded to tell him about the 
reject projects assigned to him and the effort it 
would require to make them presentable.   



 
So Spike's deductions had been correct.  "They must 
trust you." 
 
"I think they want me dead."  Xander argued, not 
quite miserably. 
 
"They give you, what'd you say, five projects your 
first day?  Ones that have so many problems they've 
been relegated to the impossible file since before 
you got here.  And you fixed a couple of the 
problems already, didn't you?"  
 
Xander nodded.  "They were just logistical errors." 
 
"You think they do that for any glorified brick layer 
off the street? They just say 'Hey, new kid, come 
here and fix this, and spend our millions of dollars'? 
That anyone could have done that?"  Spike may not 
have participated in the legitimate business world, 
but he sure as hell knew how it worked.   
 
"I thought they were trying to get me to 
quit."  Xander said softly.  He turned bewildered 



eyes on Spike as the logic of the argument sank in. 
 
"You would."  It had been a test, sure, but not the 
way Xander had seen it.  He didn't know.  Couldn't 
see himself the way Spike had earlier.  He wasn't 
surprised, given the way his friends, and from what 
limited experience Spike had, his own parents 
treated him. 
 
"What's that mean?"  Xander wasn't defensive.  He 
could tell that, for once, the words were not 
intended as an insult. 
 
"You deserve more respect than you allow people 
to give you.  You need to see that, and then take it 
from them.  All of them.  And accept it when it's 
given to you." 
 
"It's not that easy, Spike.  I'm the new guy.  I can't 
just go in there and say, 'Hey, Bob,' that's my boss, 
by the way, 'You give me some respect, 
dammit'.  It's not what I do.  I say, 'Please Mr. boss 
type person, please don't hate me, please let me 
hang out with you and I'll go get your donuts and let 



you knock me about for a few years, but I won't 
leave until you call my roommate useless for a 
couple of months after destroying his world.'  And 
wow, I said way more than I meant to." 
 
Spike was not dealing very well with this admission 
and decided to completely ignore it 
altogether.  There was no way he was going to 
sabotage his attempts to make Xander see he 
deserved this promotion by going off on that 
tangent, much as he wanted to. 
 
"Not anymore, Pet.  You go in there and don't bring 
donuts for anyone but yourself.  And me.  And Bob, 
because no one is above a little bribery.  And then 
you demand respect from each and every tosser 
you come across, because not one of them can do 
what you do." 
 
"All right, Aretha.  Respect demanding Xander it 
is.  Even from you."  He gave a mock glare at Spike, 
so, so happy he had chosen not to delve into the 
psychological reasoning behind his earlier slip.  That 
was a conversation they did not need to have. 



 
Spike mumbled a reply that sounded suspiciously 
like, 'Especially me'.  But the bill arrived at that 
moment, preventing Xander from clarifying. 
 
"I'll get it."  Spike snatched up the check.   
 
"No, you don't have to." 
 
"I'll get it.  You're celebrating.  You said so." 
 
"But I'm the one who asked..."  Xander started to 
protest, but that line of argument would lead to the 
date issue again.  He had too much to think about 
without adding that as well.  They were soon going 
to run out of topics on the okay to discuss list.   
 
"What?"   
 
"Nothing.  Thank you."  
 
 

Part Eight   Contacts 



 
 
They didn't call it patrolling.  They were just walking 
to or from wherever they were headed, stakes and 
a knife along for the ride.  Sure, they had dusted the 
few vamps they came across and detoured through 
the cemetery.  It hadn't been very eventful, but 
they had only been at it for two weeks.  The lack of 
activity and only two cemeteries in town lent 
credence to Spike's theory that this was just a 
stopping point rather than the final destination for 
most demons. 
 
What mattered to them was not the slaying, even 
though that was reason enough to do it.  It was nice 
to see Spike engage in some guilt-free 
violence.  Xander loved watching him fight.  It was 
even more sexy that the half-naked sleep-shuffle, if 
that was possible.  Xander also took pleasure 
knowing that these vampires wouldn't open the 
hellmouth or participate in some other fun way to 
end the world. He was still helping, even if it was 
limited. 
 



Sometimes, Spike would teach him to fight, or at 
least to defend himself from attacks. He had gotten 
better over the years, but he could get much better. 
 
"Bugger all, Xander, look at you. You're a big bloke, 
got a bit of weight to you. You should at least be 
able to fend off a fledge long enough to let me 
stake him," Spike had said. 
 
"Yeah, but..." 
 
"No buts. Stand like this." Spike positioned his body 
and stepped back a bit to look him over. Then he 
took up a fighting stance and asked, "Ready?" 
 
"Yeah." Xander had barely gotten the word out 
when Spike's fist connected with his jaw. Not hard 
enough to bruise, but definitely hard enough to 
hurt. "Hey!" Xander shouted, holding his sore jaw 
and working the muscles there. "What the hell was 
that?"  
 
"You know perfectly well what that was for." Spike 
was calm, clearly not ruffled by his actions, but 



seeming to take no pleasure in the hit, either. 
 
"What? I didn't do anything!" Xander was trying for 
righteous indignation, but was only managing 
childish whining. 
 
"Didn't do anything? I got a soul, you bloody git, not 
amnesia! Don't think I don't remember every snarky 
comment you made. And that was for tying me to 
the chair." 
 
"Hey! Do you see me trying to get revenge for every 
time you tried to have me killed?" Xander honestly 
sounded confused.  
 
Spike whirled and got in his face. "That's what this is 
for!" He stepped back in exasperation and lit 
another cigarette. 
 
"Oh. Right." Xander wasn't sure he followed, but he 
could admit he'd been pretty nasty to the vampire. 
They'd been nasty to each other. Tandem nastiness. 
"Can we stop now?" Xander sat down in the middle 
of the cemetery, suddenly feeling very tired. 



 
"Yes." Spike said dejectedly. He sat too, next to 
Xander, subconsciously angled away so they were 
both watching their perimeter. It happened every 
time they sat outside, but neither had noticed. 
 
"Feel better?" And yes, that was Xander comforting 
the one who had just hit him in retaliation for their 
exchanged death threats. At least the odd hadn't 
lessened since the move.  
 
"No. Now I just feel... guilty." Spike spat the words 
out. 
 
"That's karma, baby." Spike could hear the smile in 
Xander's tone. 
 
"I'm not apologizing." And Xander could hear the 
pout in Spike's. 
 
"Didn't expect you to." Xander stood and helped 
Spike to his feet. 
 
"Xander?" 



 
"Yeah?" 
 
"I'm sorry." Xander knew Spike meant for more 
than just the sucker punch. He decided it didn't 
matter. 
 
"Me, too." 
 
Xander chuckled at the memory. But even that 
wasn't what made these walks so important. It was 
the shared conversation that they both 
enjoyed.  Tonight they had discussed literature, 
both surprised to learn that the other occasionally 
read for pleasure; then politics.  Their views differed 
greatly, but Xander was reassured by the fact that 
Spike, being dead, couldn't vote.  And that was a 
normal line of thought.  Xander didn't usually think 
about it anymore, and when he did, it wasn't really 
that odd.  Except when it was.  Like on their not-
patrol that night. 
 
"Spike?" 
 



"Yeah?" 
 
"Can I ask you something?" 
 
"Just did."  The only words Spike hated hearing 
more were Darla, Angelus, and We Need To 
Talk.  But if Xander wanted to know something, 
Spike was not going to deny him.  As long as he 
didn't ask about poetry. 
 
"Does it bother you?  The staking?  Since you 
are?"  Nervous Xander and intelligent conversation 
had been introduced once.  They were not friends. 
 
"Should it?" 
 
"I know you only started to help her.  Well, that and 
so you could kill things again." 
 
"True enough."  
 
"And now?" 
 
There was a pause, as if Spike hadn't really 



considered it before.  Finally, "It's right."  He took 
another drag off his cigarette. Something was going 
on here.  "What's this all about, Pet?" 
 
"I just wondered if maybe it made you 
uncomfortable." Spike tried to look at him, but 
Xander wouldn't meet his eyes. 
 
"Not really.  Not truly one of them anymore, am 
I?"  It wasn't quite a rhetorical question. 
 
"No.  But you could still be... That's why I asked." 
 
"What's that?" 
 
"It just bothers me, a little.  To think that you might 
have been.  Before, you know?" 
 
"Yeah."  Spike did a little happy dance in his 
head.  Demons do not happy dance.  Yeah, this one 
does. Don't like it?  Sod off. 
 
"So, coming in?"  Xander asked once they had 
reached their building. 



 
"No.  Think I'll see what I can find.  Look up some 
old contacts." 
 
"Here?"  Xander wasn't aware that Spike would 
have contacts in a town he had never been to 
before. 
 
"Everywhere." 
 
That made sense. "Well.  Goodnight."  Xander was 
shifting from foot to foot.  And sounding like a girl. 
 
"Night."  Spike turned to leave. 
 
"Spike?" Xander called.   
 
Spike turned to look at him again.  Xander started to 
step forward, then back again.  "Be careful." 
 
"Yeah."  
 
 



Part Nine   Dreams 

 
 
Spike woke when he heard Xander in the kitchen, as 
he always did.  Quick check of the clock and he 
would fall back asleep until mid-afternoon.  Except 
it was 2:15.  In the morning.  On a Saturday.  This 
had to stop. 
 
Xander had been going in to work earlier and 
staying later every day this week.  He was still trying 
to prove himself, trying to do better, be more than 
was expected.  It was working.  He had been given 
more responsibilities and the hours had gotten even 
longer.  At this rate, by the end of the month 
Xander would simply move into the office and Spike 
could have the run of the apartment. 
 
He got out of bed and headed for the 
kitchen.  Xander was hunched over the sink, back 
muscles so tight he was surely in pain.  "Xander."  At 
the sound of Spike's voice, he jumped and spun to 
face him.  He looked like hell. 



 
"Pet, you okay?" Spike wanted to reach out, touch 
him, comfort him somehow, but stood back, 
reading Xander's please-don't-hurt-me body 
language. 
 
"Do all our conversations start this way?"  He tried 
to joke, but his voice was rough, throat tight. 
 
Spike continued to look at him with concern.  He 
reached for him, and then backed away quickly. 
 
"Yeah, it's just..."  Nightmares sounded so 
childish.  "Can't sleep.  Dreams." 
 
"I'm guessing they weren't of pretty girls and 
daisies." 
 
"You're not wrong." 
 
"Need to talk?"  Spike knew all about 
nightmares.  He had been plagued with them for 
longer than he could remember.  Becoming a 
nightmare hadn't helped.  The bogeyman had 



nothing on Angelus.  Darla was worse.  He was 
worse. Than the bogeyman; no one was worse than 
Darla. 
 
"No.  I'm okay.  It was just work stuff."  Which was 
true in the sense that it wasn't a lie.   
 
He had been at work in the dream.  The usual show 
up late for presentation in your underwear while 
your father beat you and everyone you loved or 
ever met was killed in unimaginable ways by 
unimaginable things and buildings you were 
responsible for fell down around you because you 
failed high school geometry and your co-workers 
laughed.  Same dream he'd had every night that 
week.   
 
Except tonight his co-workers were all Spike.  Spike 
being tortured by the Initiative.  Spike getting his 
soul with the scarab beetles that were everywhere 
after that movie.  Being used by Buffy.  Being used 
by Angel.  Being used by humans he didn't know 
because he was defenseless and beautiful.  Spike 
choosing to be used by humans because he was 



weak and deserved it, every minute of it.  Spike 
broken and bleeding and wanting it and hating it 
and in worse situations he didn't even want to think 
about, didn't know he could think about.  And all 
the Spikes were telling him he was a failure, a fraud, 
that he couldn't protect him from these things any 
more than he could remember which wall was load-
bearing and which was okay to knock down.  That 
he could never want anyone as pathetic as Xander 
was.  Then the sun rose, and Xander's sledge 
hammer had taken out a wall.  A load-bearing 
one.  The Spikes became one, burning him when he 
tried to cover the vampire, keep him from leaving, 
dying.   
 
"It's better this way," the Spikes had said, voice 
coming from everywhere.  "At least I won't be with 
you." 
 
Spike knew Xander was holding back.  He could still 
smell tears, and see blood-shot eyes.  He was 
sweating slightly, and the stench of panic/ fear/ 
desperation was still in the air. 
 



He opened the fridge and pulled out a couple of 
beers.  "Here." 
 
Xander glanced at the clock.  "Little early, don'tcha 
think?" 
 
Spike walked to the clock and ripped the plug out of 
the socket.  "No." 
 
Xander took the beer and downed it before Spike 
could even open his.  He did, and gave it to Xander, 
taking back the empty.  He turned to toss it in the 
sink and Xander grabbed his arm, tightly.  "Could 
you just... not... you know, go?" 
 
"Yeah."  Spike grabbed a few more beers and led 
the other man to the sofa.  He still wanted to 
comfort Xander, but didn't know how.  Instead he 
sat on the couch next to him, but not close, and 
handed him the remote. 
 
Xander flipped through the stations and drank beer, 
quicker than he normally would do both.  Spike 
longed to reassure him, but was afraid of what to 



do.  His experience in comfort had been physical, 
and Xander was obviously not needing that right 
now as much as Spike couldn't bring himself to 
provide it.  For all he knew, the nightmare had been 
about him. 
 
*** 
 
Once Xander had started to relax, he flipped 
through the stations slowly, pausing here or there 
until whatever caught his interest left the 
screen.  Neither man spoke, but Spike could sense 
Xander returning to normal, heart slowing, the 
emotions from the nightmare fading slowly. 
 
When Xander stopped flipping for longer than a few 
seconds, Spike stopped his examination long 
enough to see what the boy fancied. 
 
Xander had stopped on cable-porn. 
 
It was the kind of late night-early morning movie 
with bad acting, no plot, and poorly done editing 
that cut out the scenes that might have given the 



flick a purpose.  Spike hated these movies.  He was 
frustrated enough from the almost date earlier in 
the week, and now with Xander nonverbally 
begging for... something Spike knew he could 
provide, but could never ever bring himself to 
give.  He didn't need the almost arousing sounds 
voiced-over from the television. 
 
"She doesn't seem like your type, Pet."  Anything to 
turn it off. 
 
"Not.  But he's kinda cute,"  Xander slurred.  Spike 
counted bottles.  Slurring would soon be followed 
by passing out, he was sure.  
 
He?  Spike checked out the screen.  Blond man, 
slight build, little bit the bad boy.  Interesting. 
 
"Didn't figure you for swinging that way." 
 
"No?  Haven't much."  Xander admitted, spent fear, 
exhaustion, and alcohol loosening his tongue.  "But 
I'm smart enough to know when someone's 
attractive.  And if you love someone, all your parts 



should interlock."  Xander took another large 
drink.  "That made sense in a way that sort of didn't, 
didn't it?  Try going after juice and getting that 
speech.  With the squirting and the nakedy-
goodness and not being out-kicked afterwards this 
time."  
 
What the hell was he talking about? "Why do you 
talk like that?  The whole bloody lot of you.  You 
went to school, I was there." 
 
"Like what?" 
 
"Like a thesaurus on acid." 
 
"Who?" 
 
"Never mind." 
 
"Well, the whole bloody lot of you are.  You're 
all.  Fang having." Spike wasn't sure if Xander meant 
vampires in general, or the multiple Spikes he was 
probably seeing. 
 



Xander leaned forward conspiratorially.  "Spike, I 
think I'm kind of drunk." 
 
"That you are, Pet.  Let's get you to bed." 
 
Xander tried to stop leaning, but the couch had 
other ideas. His face pressed into Spike's shoulder, 
he asked, "Yours?"   
 
"No!"  Not tonight, not like this.  He hadn't meant to 
yell. 
 
Xander looked crushed.  "No?" 
 
"Not having you sick in my bed." Not having him 
wake up with that look, that horrible look that 
managed to find him even while back was turned 
and knickers were looked for.    
 
"But, Spike?" 
 
Please, Xander, don't do this. Spike didn't know how 
much self control he possessed anymore, if he had 
had any to begin with. "Yes?" 



 
"Could you still maybe not... go?" 
 
"Yeah."  That he could do.  With a sigh of relief, 
Spike helped Xander into his bed.  The soft snores 
already coming, telling Spike there would be no 
more dreams. Spike settled into the armchair 
beside the bed and drifted to sleep himself, hoping 
that there would be no dreams of his own this 
morning. Knowing there would be. 
 
*** 
 
Xander woke with surprisingly little more than a 
pounding headache resulting from the night's 
(morning's) activities.  He started to crawl to the 
bathroom in search of aspirin when he was caught 
by blue eyes.   
 
"You been there the whole time?"  Xander 
whispered. 
 
Spike kept his voice low  "You asked me not to 
go."  He studied his chipped nail polish.  Had he 



misinterpreted Xander's request?  It wouldn't be 
the first time he had been told to do one thing and 
expected to do another.  But he hadn't moved from 
the armchair all night, because Xander asked 
him.  But what if he had again been wrong, bad, 
evil? 
 
"Yeah. Thanks. You didn't have to.  I can get kind 
of... cuddly after a nightm... drinking.  After I've 
been drinking."  
 
"You asked me to stay."  Spike said, as if that was all 
the explanation needed. 
 
Xander attempted a smile, but grimaced 
instead.  Sure that Spike had enough experience 
with hung- over facial expressions, Xander gingerly 
stepped past him, asking "Where's the aspirin?   
 
"Oh, and Spike?  Thesaurus on acid?"  
 
 

Part Ten   Hitchcock's A Classic 



 

 

Over the next few weeks, Spike and Xander settled 

into a routine.  Once Xander had come home, they 

would have dinner.  Sometimes Spike would eat 

actual food, sometimes not, depending on the 

reaction of the fickle vampire taste buds to the 

'human food'. 

 

"You make me feel like a puppy.  Can't you just call 

it dinner?" 

 

"'S not my dinner... puppy." 

 

And there was flirting, the light, not quite but sort 

of flirting of two people who weren't exactly sure if 

the other was flirting back. 

 

They would not-patrol, one time getting so wrapped 

up in their Star Wars debate that they made it all 

the way to the city limits (about forty blocks in any 



direction) before noticing. 

 

"And now we have to walk back, Muppet Hater." 

 

"I don't hate them.  They were just wiggy, 

okay?  Looked like some demons I met once, who 

don't like the smell of tobacco or leather, thank 

you.  I'd say I had a right not to fancy their 

Hollywood counterparts." 

 

"Yeah, well, I'm telling everyone I know that you 

said 'wiggy'. And still with the walking." Xander 

made a deal of sighing and acting much more put 

out than he was. There wasn't a whole lot more 

he'd rather do than walk another forty blocks with 

Spike, except maybe those things that he only let 

himself think about when he wasn't with Spike. 

 

"I could carry you, you know.  Swing you up on my 

back and put your legs tight round my waist."   

 



"No.  That's okay.  I'll just walk. Walking is 

good."  Neither mentioned the slight turning away 

and readjustments made the rest of the rather 

quiet walk home. 

 

Xander limited his early mornings/ late nights at the 

office to only once or twice a week.  His results had 

actually improved due to his new- found 

relaxation.  And possibly the donuts he indeed 

brought to Spike and Bob.  Xander enjoyed his 

career, career not job, and he was good at 

it.  Worries and insecurities fell away each time a 

project was completed and two more assigned to 

him in its place. Spike watched the transformation 

and found himself smiling right along with the 

human. 

 

Weekends were spent lounging together, reading or 

watching television.  They stayed up late at night 

and scanned through their seven billion digital 

quality stations, counting how many times the same 



show aired in different languages at the same 

time.  They watched movies together, sometimes 

new releases but more often than not the 

classics.  Both had already seen them, but plot lines 

were neglected as Spike told Xander stories of what 

he had been doing at the time this movie was 

filmed or based upon or released.  Spike was a 

natural storyteller, his fluency with words belied his 

carefully crafted image and his accent softened the 

deeper engrossed in the tale he became.  Xander 

usually ended up falling asleep to the sound of this 

voice, his head lolling against Spike's 

shoulder.  Sometimes Spike woke him, but if it had 

been a long day or the story gone on long enough 

for Xander to be really asleep, then he would simply 

pick the larger man up and tuck him into his bed 

without waking him. 

 

And then leave quickly to enjoy a private moment in 

a very cold shower that never seemed to help. 

 



*** 

 

Friday night, Xander and Spike sat at opposite ends 

of the sofa. Xander's feet were around Spike's hips, 

and somewhere around the first off-screen murder, 

Spike's feet had ended up in Xander's lap. Xander 

reached for them and began stroking the soles with 

his thumbs, and circling the ankle bones with his 

fingers.  

 

"Feet're cold." 

 

"Sorry." Spike started to pull away.  

 

Xander stopped him.  "Stay here. I want to warm 

them up." Xander squeezed Spike's hips slightly 

with his own feet. 

 

"'Kay." Spike hoped Xander was paying attention to 

the screen, rather than to the much more 

adventuresome show in his pants. 



 

When the poorly colorized film had concluded, 

Xander released one foot, grudgingly, found the 

remote and flipped off the telly. He immediately 

resumed the rubbing, and took a deep breath. 

 

"Did you like that one?" 

 

"Hitchcock's a classic."  There had been no story 

tonight, each too wrapped up in the intrigue and 

vague horror of the film. And foot rub, which had 

occasionally been calf-rub and hip squeeze. 

Resulting in a cock-twitch from, Spike was pretty 

sure, both of them. 

 

"There's"  Xander coughed, tried again.  "There's a 

Hitchcock double-feature at the theater tomorrow 

night.  Do you want to go?" 

 

"With you?" 

 



"Well, yeah." 

 

"Sure.  I'd, uh, like that." Spike wondered if he'd 

always been such a complete wanker. 

 

"Great."  Xander beamed.  "That was sort of my 

closer, so I'm going to go to bed now.  To my bed. 

To sleep.  Night." 

 

"Night."  Spike replied distractedly.  This was a 

date.  It was clear Xander had asked him out.  To 

the movies and everything, like real.  Wow. 

Complete wanker and thirteen years old, 

apparently. 

 

*** 

 

The next day, Spike spent as much time in his room 

as possible.  He was again unsure of how to act 

around Xander.  He had been with men before, of 

course, when it suited Angelus or Dru.  But that had 



been different.  That was fucking followed by 

feeding, rolling the corpse off the bed, and more 

fucking.  Before if he wanted, he took; if he was 

wanted, he was taken.  This was dating.  He was 

nervous and awkward and all other emotions 

master vampires did not have. 

 

He was scared senseless.  The last time he had even 

tried to pursue a romantic interest, things had 

deteriorated so quickly, so unbelievably 

badly...  And the time before.  

 

"William, I don't love you,"  he laughed.  "Vampires 

don't love.  We find something pretty and fuck it so 

hard it can't move for a few days, bring it into 

submission, and do it again.  That's all this is, all you 

are." 

 

"But I love you so much, Angelus.  How can it not be 

real?"  Then he was hanged, really hanged by his 

neck for days until he submitted and told Angelus 



he understood.  But he hadn't. Not the first day, not 

the first year, not ever.  

 

And all the times before that. It was not a pattern 

he wanted to complete, but there it was, filling in 

with a Xander-shaped piece. 

 

Maybe this time would be different.  At least 

Xander liked him and wasn't using him.  So far 

Xander hadn't said one thing and meant 

another.  Spike had never seen that look of disgust 

cross his features after their innuendo cut a little 

too close to home.  He hadn't shown Spike anything 

but kindness, friendship, a little lust to make things 

interesting, and a bit of foreplay. Foot rubs were 

one thing, but last night Xander's fingers had fucked 

his toes and his little toe-brains were still lying in a 

puddle of goo on the couch.  

 

This was uncharted territory, his soul screaming 

that he was unworthy, his demon demanding that 



he take what was so close to being offered. He 

hated having to make these divisions, but he was 

ripped in two over what he wanted and what he 

deserved. God, he hated Angel. 

 

When he could no longer hide without it becoming 

painfully obvious that he was hiding, he left his 

sanctuary.  Xander was sprawled on the sofa, head 

propped on the arm and one foot on the floor.  He 

had showered earlier, his hair damp but not wet, 

and he smelled of the good shaving lotion that was 

subtle enough not to choke Spike in close quarters.   

 

That small thoughtfulness sent Spike scurrying to 

the shower, hoping there was enough hot water left 

to disguise a few sobs, enough cold to disguise a 

few wanks. All in all, he was one very climactically 

challenged vampire. 

 

When he exited, both men were fully dressed, 

ready to go but with plenty of time left for the short 



walk. 

 

"Hey.  You all ready?" 

 

"Yeah, I'm good." 

 

Xander regarded him carefully.  "You still want to 

go, right?  We don't have to-" 

 

"No!"   

 

"No?  Hey, that's cool," Xander started. 

 

"No, I meant yes I didn't want to not go."  Spike 

struggled with the words. 

 

Xander smiled, really liking that he could fluster 

Spike. Wanting to see what else he could do to 

fluster Spike. If it was easier when he was clothed or 

naked.  Now was not the time for such thoughts 

and he forcefully dragged his mental self away. His 



mental self was not pleased. 

 

"I want to go.  It's just that..."  He didn't know how 

to tell Xander.  Somehow he couldn't bring himself 

to remind the boy 'By the way, did you get clocked 

on the head and forget that I tried to rape your best 

friend after sleeping with your ex girlfriend on 

camera and trying to kill you or have you killed off 

and on for the past five or six years?'.  He had 

stopped wanting to see how many ashtrays he 

could fill.  Most of the time. 

 

"Guess you don't have a lot of dating experience, do 

you?" Once again, Xander stunned him to silence 

with his insight. 

 

"Not like this." 

 

"Yeah, me neither, really.  Did things kind of 

backwards before." 

 



"Anya?"  Should he have said that name? 

 

"All of them.  Look, we're both guys here, so the 

feeling discussion isn't going to happen, but I'll tell 

you what." 

 

"What's that?" 

 

"I don't really know what's going on here, but I like 

it.  You?" Xander met his eyes and Spike noticed 

once again how open they were, that Xander 

couldn't hide anything in those eyes. 

 

Nod of the head. 

 

"More?" 

 

Another nod, followed by a tilt. 

 

"But we've got a past, a big gaping past with teeth 

and claws and probably some tentacles holding 



weapons, too.  And that's just our experiences 

together.  Plus the whole guy thing, which aside 

from a couple of naughty dances,"  At Spike's 

arched eyebrow he clarified.  "Real dances, fully 

clothed and  mostly public viewing acceptable.  The 

guy-guy thing is kinda new to me.  So I'm thinking 

slow and steady, here. Leading of course to the 

winning of races and the... finishing.  Tell me if 

something's wrong." 

 

"No, sounds good." 

 

"I mean ever." 

 

"Me too." 

 

"Let's jet, then, shall we?"  

 

 

Part Eleven   How Far 



 
 
Spike continued to sit in his not really dark seat, 
amazed that Xander had been able to both 
anticipate and assuage his fears.  Not with 
condescension or derision, but by explaining his 
own fears and not being afraid of them.  Just like he 
always was, fearless in that scared out of his mind 
way that he had. 
 
Once he would have berated himself for having 
fears of a relationship with a human-- for wanting a 
relationship with a human.  In the more recent past, 
he would have berated himself for having fears, 
period.  The Big Bad did not have fears, not even of 
scientists and too- white cells, or dank little caves in 
Africa.  Nightmares did not mean fears.  Now, he 
wasn't the Big Bad anymore.  Just bad.  A Bad Thing 
with a century and a half of horrible acts behind 
him.  He was berating himself for still being 
unalive.  There was rarely room for the thoughts of 
touching someone that way again.  It had gotten 
better, his foray into madness and move from the 
mouth of Hell helping to ease the transition. Xander 



had helped, which in and of itself was scary and fear 
inducing.  
 
He told himself that it was over and there was 
nothing he could do, no matter what the voices told 
him, that could change it. He told himself that he 
was strong and the guilt was something he could 
deal with.  Everything he had done was, if not 
forgettable, and he had made sure nothing he did 
was forgettable, it was forgivable, by someone. 
 
Except the acts that had driven him to seek the soul. 
 
There was still so much he didn't understand, so 
much that had been wrong.  The only thing he knew 
for sure is that every time he had touched Buffy she 
had gotten worse and he should never touch 
anyone again. 
 
Xander broke the tension of the pre-previews sort 
of quiet. "Want some?"  He shook the tub of 
popcorn in Spike's direction.  
 
Spike shook own tub back at Xander in 



response.  Xander reached into his coat pocket and 
produced a flask.   
 
"Here."  He handed it to Spike.   
 
"Xander?"  Xander brought liquor?  To the movies?   
 
"It's for you."  Not liquor, the flask was 
warm.  Besides, Xander never drank anything 
harder than beer.  Spike opened the flask and the 
scent hit his nostrils. 
 
"You brought blood?"  That was even more 
shocking than the liquor. 
 
"Thought you might want a snack.  A real 
snack."  Xander shrugged.  Just then the lights 
dimmed and Xander's attention was riveted to the 
screen for the next four and a half hours.  Spike's 
was riveted to Xander.  
 
*** 
 
When the films ended and the house lights came 



up, Xander and Spike waited until the theater had 
emptied before slowly rising and leaving.  They 
discussed the films and the lesser quality ones they 
had spawned on their walk home.  Spike noticed 
Xander stifle a few yawns during the walk, but 
Xander didn't comment. He mostly just kept talking 
and Spike kept not looking at his tongue when he 
formed certain letters. And he did not try to work 
words with those letters into the conversation. 
 
When they entered the flat, Spike took off his 
duster to the musical accompaniment another yawn 
failing to be stifled. "Tired, Pet?" 
 
"Yeah, woke up early."   
 
"More dreams?"  Spike didn't know if they had 
continued, but he hadn't found Xander hunched 
over the sink recently, so he hadn't been too 
worried. 
 
"No.  Nerves." 
 
"Nerves?" 



 
"About this.  Tonight." 
 
"Why?"  Did Xander regret asking him? 
 
"Wanted it to go well." 
 
"Did it?" Spike tried not to sound needy, but he 
cringed at the tone in his voice as the words spilled 
out too fast. 
 
Xander smiled. "Depends." 
 
"On?" 
 
Xander leaned forward and placed a light kiss on 
Spike's lips.  After just a few seconds, he leaned 
back.  "Did you like it?" 
 
Spike nodded slowly. 
 
"Then yeah.  I think it went well."  
 
 



Part Twelve   Dreaming Again 

 
 
Spike lay in his bed, staring blankly in the 
darkness.  If that was what dates were like, he 
should have done this long ago.  There had been 
little physical contact between the men, no pansy 
hand-holding that Spike had wanted/ feared.  But 
Xander had remained close to him, closer than he 
usually walked during their nightly 'constitutionals', 
as Xander had taken to calling them, pronouncing 
the word with a faux... something accent and that 
irresistible curve to his lips.  When they had chosen 
their seats, Xander had angled his body slightly so 
that their knees or shoulders were almost 
touching.  Spike could feel the slight heat from 
Xander's body as they sat, hearing the boy's heart 
speed and slow in time with the plot. 
 
When Xander produced the flask, full and almost 
body temperature from being in his pocket, Spike 
had been stunned.  It wasn't the first time Xander 
had done something like that, not even the first 



time that night, but the small acts surprised him so 
much that he was left nearly speechless each 
time.  Spike was beginning to feel like all he did was 
avoid looking at Xander and nod. Maybe Xander 
should put him on the dashboard of his car and tap 
his head every so often. 
 
When Xander began to yawn, Spike assumed the 
evening would be ending quickly, Xander falling into 
bed as soon as they got home.  Instead the walk had 
taken more than twice as long as it should have due 
to Xander's slow gait.  They talked, the easy insult-
peppered conversation they always had and 
sometimes complete silence accompanying them, 
shoulders and fingers barely brushing on every third 
or fourth step.  Then every second or third step. 
 
Spike snuggled down into the bed remembering the 
magical feel of the kiss.  Soft lips, still tasting of salt 
and butter-flavor.  Enough pressure to be felt, but 
no more than necessary. Just lips, no tongue, not 
even really open-mouthed.  The kiss had only lasted 
a moment, but Spike had never felt so loved in all 
his unlife.  It was nothing more than a kiss, holding 



no expectation, yet it was so full of promise, of 
possibility.  Spike drifted to sleep memorizing and 
rememorizing every movement, every smell, every 
sightsoundfeeltaste of the night. 
 
*** 
 
Spike entered Xander's bedroom, dark except for 
the faint night-light in the far corner, mimicking the 
needed moonlight for the human's eyes. Shadows 
fell across the bed, highlighting Xander's hips, 
covered barely by the thin cotton sheet. Spike could 
see boy's chest rising in time to his soft 
snores.  Slowly he climbed into bed, lying half on 
top of Xander's nude form.  
 
He began to move gently against the man, rocking 
until he felt him stir and harden under his 
thigh.  Xander woke and pulled Spike tightly to him, 
readjusting their bodies. Spike lay between Xander's 
thighs, thrusting and being thrust against.  Spike's 
moan of pleasure swallowed by Xander's mouth, 
the kiss rough and devoid of any feeling from the 
one they shared earlier. 



 
Strong hands grabbed Spike and flipped him face 
down into the mattress.  Hot fingers dragged down 
his back and probed him harshly until they found his 
opening, scratching hard.  Broad, hot length 
replaced hands as Spike began to struggle. 
 
"Want this.  Know you want this."  Xander's voice 
was mean, cruel as he drove into Spike, hard and 
dry except for the blood seeping slowly from 
scratches and rips.  Spike's struggles slowed as tears 
began to fall.  It was always worse when you 
resisted, the added friction for some perverse 
reason only prolonging the pain. 
 
Xander's pounding sped as the chanting changed. 
 
"Thing.  Cold dead pretty thing.  Never want 
you.  Never love you.  Thing." 
 
Then Spike was on top, with no recollection of when 
the position changed, or how, or why. His true face 
was now marring his features, holding Xander in 
place, ankles near his ears, ribs protesting and spine 



maybe a little dislocated.  No matter really. 
 
"You want it.  Give you what you want."  This time 
Spike was doing the talking, the taking. 
 
"No."  Xander's voice small, bruises forming around 
his neck in the shape of Spike's hands. 
 
"No?  Make you then, Xan. Make you." 
 
"Please.  Spike, don't."  Xander's sobs wracked his 
body, making it useless for Spike to thrust.  Oh, but 
thrust he did; Xander hadn't learned this lesson, 
hadn't learned not to struggle. Someone else's 
blood covered him now, smelling of life and sun, 
not Spike's but Xander's. Slamming home each time, 
ripping a little more, tearing a little farther until 
squishy sounds were replaced by splashes. 
 
"Spike, please.  Please, Spike."  So lost, so far away. 
 
"No." Claws rent Xander's flesh, pulling skin from 
muscle, muscle from bone, bone from socket. Up to 
his elbows in Xander's sweet hot blood, not coming 



from a flask or a baggie but a vein.  
 
Stop? Couldn't.  Wouldn't.  No no no. 
 
Spike shot out of sleep, waking with real Xander's 
hands on his shoulders. 
 
"Spike.  It's okay."  Spike was in full vamp face, 
snarling and crying and shaking all at once.  "Hey, 
you're okay now.  It's over, and I'm here." 
 
"Get out." He could smell that smell, the blood. 
Hear it pumping, running frantically under the skin. 
So good, hot. Sweetthickhot.  
 
"No, Spike, you were screaming.  You-" 
 
"Get out." Xander couldn't stay.  He would hurt him, 
had to make him leave before he could do it, 
destroy again.  Stake himself before he did that to 
Xander. 
 
"Okay.  Sorry.  I'm... sorry."  Xander left the room, 
pausing at the door to look back at the vampire.   



 
"Spike?" 
 
Spike refused to turn to him.  He could contain 
himself long enough for Xander to leave, but not if 
he looked at him. He would not turn around.  
 
Xander shut the door.  
 
 

Part Thirteen   What Happened 

 
 
 
 
Xander stayed in bed until late Sunday afternoon, 
tossing and turning, not able to sleep despite 
extreme exhaustion. Xander was not sure what had 
happened but knew from the screams that he was 
responsible.  Had he pushed things with the 
kiss?  He had been having such a wonderful time, 
turned on in that innocent way caused by a first 
date going well. Spike had watched him all night, 



and Xander could see the feelings in his eyes. 
Whoever said he was soulless before had never 
looked into those eyes, seen themselves reflected 
there.  
 
Spike had looked so concerned when he thought 
the nightmares were what kept him awake. So 
relieved that they weren't. So damn beautiful the 
whole night.  Xander needed to kiss him, had to 
show him how much he wanted this.  Show him 
how perfect he was, remind him that while the 
vampire may have forgotten, Xander hadn't.   
 
Instead he had caused Spike nightmares, ones that 
from the sound of the screams made his actually 
look like the girls and daisies variety.  And Spike 
wouldn't let him help, wouldn't even look at 
him.  Certainly now whatever had been starting had 
been ruined by Xander's stupidity, trying to rush 
things like he always did instead of doing what he 
promised and taking it slow. He didn't want to be 
the type of guy that equated sex with love, and he 
had harbored no delusions of getting into Spike's 
pants that night, but maybe that's what Spike 



thought. After all, he hadn't asked for this 
attention.   
 
When remaining in bed became completely 
pointless, he went to the kitchen to start the coffee, 
hoping the smell would bring Spike out so they 
could talk.  He would apologize and things would go 
back to how they were, how they should be.  It 
would be hard to refrain from flirting with Spike, 
but Xander could always ask for more work to keep 
him out of his way. 
 
He returned to the living room and turned on the 
television.  After cycling through the stations for 
half an hour and still finding nothing on, he turned 
off the TV. He put his head in his hands and waited. 
Got some coffee and waited. Started towards 
Spike's door and then stepped back. Waited. 
 
Before he could decide whether or not to knock on 
the door, Spike came out of his room.  He met 
Xander's eyes for just a moment, obviously not 
expecting him to still be there in the silence.  Spike 
lowered his head and continued to the bathroom, 



pressed against the wall.   
 
Xander heard the lock click into place behind him. 
 
Things continued much the same for the next few 
days, Xander attempting to talk to Spike, but the 
refusals giving way to complete avoidance.  By the 
end of the week Xander had spent so much extra 
time at the office he was ahead of schedule and had 
to re-delegate the remaining projects to give 
himself something to do.  He gave his secretary the 
next day off and stayed at the office Thursday 
night.  And Friday. 
 
*** 
 
Spike spent the week leaving the apartment as soon 
as Xander came home, knowing the man had stayed 
at the office until well after dark so as not to have 
to see him.  But he couldn't go until he knew Xander 
made it home safe.  Once he did, he couldn't stay 
there, with Xander wanting to talk to him and make 
things right.  Things would never be right. 
 



He did his not-patrolling now as viciously as he had 
when he first found out he could still kill. But this 
time he took no pleasure in it, since he always won 
the fights.  He wanted to find something that could 
take him, keep him away from Xander.  This not 
being the hellmouth, it was difficult to find a 
creature that could best a Master vampire, souled 
or otherwise.  Not even one with a partial death 
wish. 
 
When he knew he would greet another day, he 
made it to Xander's apartment just before dawn, 
Xander already at the office.  He would stand 
outside his bedroom, in the hallway in front of the 
always open door-- just like Xander--  smelling his 
still-lingering scent and punishing Spike better than 
death ever could.  Then he would cry, throat-
tearing, cough-until-you-puke-even-though-you-
hadn't-fed-and-didn't-need-to-breathe sobs.  He 
hoped this would exhaust him enough that the 
nightmares wouldn't return. 
 
Of course they did, worse each night until the night 
Xander didn't come home, and Spike couldn't tell 



which part was the nightmare since he wasn't 
asleep. 
 
*** 
 
Saturday afternoon Xander returned to the 
apartment at the same time Spike was leaving his 
room.  Spike's duster was on, pockets full to avoid 
the bulkiness of a bag. Xander watched as Spike set 
his key on the table and walked to the door. 
 
"Spike."  Xander found his voice, but didn't 
recognize it.  "Stop.  You can't leave." 
 
"I bloody well can."  There were no emotions to his 
voice.  "You said so yourself." 
 
"No. I mean, yes I did, and if you can't be here 
anymore, that's..." Not okay, not fine.  "You can't 
go.  It's three in the afternoon.  I'll leave." 
 
Spike hadn't realized this, his senses not working 
anymore. Nothing worked anymore. 
 



"Don't.  It's your flat." 
 
"No, dammit.  It's our flat."  Anger coming now, 
overtaking the hurt and confusion.  "Do you think I 
would have ever chosen to live in another fucking 
basement?" 
 
"Yes, since you chose this place without even asking 
me first."  He didn't know why he was arguing this 
point.  The apartment had been the best gift 
anyone had ever given him.  He loved this 
place.  But he had to go, had to leave before he 
ruined Xander.  If making him mad was the only way 
to do that, then that's what he would do. 
 
"That's not..."  He didn't know what to say.  "I'm so 
sorry.  I don't know what I did, how to fix it.  Just tell 
me how to make it better."  If Spike would just tell 
him, let him take back the kiss, he could keep him 
here, know he was safe. 
 
For Spike, that was the last blow.  On top of 
everything else he had done, knew from the dreams 
he would do if given the chance, now Xander was 



blaming himself. 
 
"It doesn't matter.  What time it is.  I'm going." 
 
'At least I won't be with you.' 
 
"No!  If you can't be here, fine. But you will not go 
out there now.  You won't do that."  Tears stopped 
stinging, started falling. 
 
"Why?"  Not expecting an answer, never gotten one 
before. 
 
"Because I love you." 
 
"No, Xander."  Heavy sigh.  He was not accepting a 
statement made from guilt; one that would hang 
uncomfortably until Xander thought he was strong 
enough and it could be undone.  "You can't love 
something that's done what I've done." 
 
"You're not a thing.  And don't you dare doubt 
me.  Not about this.  When I say I love you, I mean 
it.  I want you.  I need you.  If you walk out that 



door, I die too.  I love you." This wasn't the way 
Xander had wanted to do this, but Spike was talking 
to him, he had to tell him. 
 
"I... can't." 
 
"Doesn't matter." 
 
"I want to." 
 
"Then do." 
 
"Xan, no, I can't." 
 
"Of course you can, baby.  Just why can't you." 
 
"I can't." he pleaded.  "I... What if... if you didn't... 
didn't want to."  The hurt in his eyes made Xander's 
heart break.  That's what this is about?   
 
He tried to smile, to play it off.  "Have you ever 
known me not to want to?"  He failed miserably. 
 
"But when you don't..." 



 
"Then we won't."  Spike shook his head, still not 
looking at Xander.  "Spike, what's this all ab... 
Buffy."  Spike flinched.  Yeah, Buffy. Probably all the 
rest, too, but mainly that one, for now.  This was 
going to be fun.  
 
"Spike, what you did then won't happen now." 
 
"Could." 
 
"No, it won't, can't.  When I say no, that's exactly 
what I mean.  You'll never have to try and figure 
that out." 
 
"But..." 
 
"No, listen to me, Spike.  What happened then was 
wrong.  What you did was wrong.  There's no 
getting around that."  If anyone ever made Xander 
put that look on Spike's face again, he'd kill them, 
wrongness or not.  "But what she did was wrong, 
too.  And you weren't trying to hurt her, I don't 
think." 



 
"You don't know, Xan, you weren't there." 
 
"No, I wasn't.  But I'm the outside observey guy, and 
I know both of you pretty well.  I know how she gets 
when she's using someone.  I have some ideas 
about what went down." 
 
There it was again, the almost look at Xander cut 
short by the shame, the hurt, the confusion. 
 
"The way I see it, you spent a lot of time, most of 
your unlife, taking care of someone who couldn't 
tell you what she needed, right?" 
 
Little nod. 
 
"So you got pretty good at figuring out what she 
needed, rather than what she wanted, or said she 
wanted, yeah?" 
 
Again with the little nod. 
 
"So, that's sort of the way you approached your... 



relationship with Buffy." 
 
"I didn't mean to..." 
 
"I know.  What she wanted and what she needed 
were two different things.  You were just trying to 
give her what she needed, like you had done 
before.  When she had said no, but hadn't meant 
it."  Xander waited.  He had his theories as to what 
had happened, but it wasn't the kind of thing you 
talk about.  'Hey Buff, now that we're not so much 
on speaking terms, wanna tell me what happened 
that night my boyfriend tried to rape you?'  Yeah, 
lead balloons going over all around that 
statement.  He needed confirmation that he was on 
the right track. 
 
"Spike, look at me.  Please."  There were tears in his 
eyes, but Xander knew he was right.   
 
"No.  Can't hurt you, Xan.  It would kill me.  Should 
do it first."  Spike was begging. It was horrible.  
 
"You won't."  This Xander knew.  Spike could never 



hurt him like that. 
 
"The soul?"  Spike asked.  That was what made all 
this possible, after all, wasn't it? 
 
"Spike, I didn't ask you here because of the soul. It's 
not like I've never been hurt by people with souls 
before.  It's not the soul I trust. It's you, all of 
you."  Spike finally looked at him, tears shining in his 
eyes and on his cheeks.  "I promise you, that isn't 
how it works with us, okay?  If we don't want 
something, we say so, and that's that.  I'll always be 
honest with you, and you'll always be honest with 
me, okay?"  Please say okay, please.  They both 
needed to get this out of the way. 
 
"Yeah, okay."  And it wasn't, not really, but maybe it 
would be.   
 
"Love you, Spike." 
 
"Love you, Xan.  Never hurt you."  Tears flowed 
freely now, neither man trying to hide from the 
other. 



 
"I know, baby, I know.  Come here, let's go to 
sleep." 
 
It hadn't happened before, but this was not sex, not 
romantic or for pleasure.  This was comfort, 
connecting.  This was need so deep that past, 
future, nothing mattered but the need for... sleep. 
 
So they went. Spike pulled off the duster and 
Xander took his hand and led him to his bed, 
crawling in after him, never relinquishing hold of his 
hand.  He pulled Spike to him, holding him and 
reassuring him there would be no more staying at 
the office, no more separation.  For the first time 
feeling comforted by Xander's smell so close, Spike 
relaxed into Xander's warm body, hearing words 
whispered in that wonderful voice, knowing he 
loved and maybe, just this once, he could be loved 
back.  
 
 

Part Fourteen   Waking Up 



 
 
 
 
Xander woke later that evening, knowing his 
internal clock was going to take some readjusting, 
but it had been worth it.  There was still more than 
a whole day before he had to return to work, and 
now that Spike was here, staying here, and it didn't 
matter anyway.  He tightened his hold on the 
smaller man and was rewarded by a slight snuggle 
into his chest.  Then Spike froze and Xander knew 
he was awake, memories of the past week coming 
to him quickly. 
 
"Hey." he kept his voice soft, not wanting to startle 
him. 
 
"Hey."  Spike shifted away and Xander reluctantly 
let him go. 
 
"Sleep well?" 
 
"Better." Spike played with the hem of the sheet, 



not wanting to look at Xander. 
 
"Me, too." 
 
"Is this... Are we... Do I stay here now?" Spike asked, 
hating that he sounded so weak, so unsure. But he 
was, and he needed to know. What did Xander 
expect from him? 
 
"Here, or here here?" Xander tried to clarify. 
 
"In your room." 
 
Xander wanted to figure out what Spike wanted. He 
wanted him to stay in his room, in his bed, always, 
but he didn't want to push him into anything he 
wasn't ready for yet. He knew it would be quite 
some time before Spike was ready to become more 
physical, both due to what had happened before, 
and to his newly acquired emotional baggage. He 
shifted up on the bed so Spike could snuggle down 
with him some more, always having been a big fan 
of the cuddles. But Spike resisted. "Do you want 
to?"  



 
"Xander, please just answer the question."  Spike 
was still afraid that Xander's words had been said 
out of guilt, out of pity.  He couldn't take the 
risk.  He needed Xander to know.  He needed 
Xander to be in control. 
 
"I meant what I said out there, you know." 
 
Spike didn't answer, because no, he didn't know. 
 
"I love you, Spike." 
 
"Are you sure?" 
 
"Never been so sure of anything in my life." 
 
Spike sat up fully then, breaking all contact with 
Xander.  "I don't think... I don't think I should 
stay."  Xander sat up too now, ready to protest and 
point out the time.  Only now it was well after dark, 
and if Spike wanted to go, Xander couldn't stop him. 
 
"In here, in this, your room.  Not... yet." He clarified 



when Xander's heart sped and he felt like he was 
about to grab him and force him to stay. 
 
"Oh.  What about here? The apartment?" Xander 
relaxed and Spike heard him release the breath he 
had been holding. 
 
"Yeah, I want to stay.  Can I?" 
 
"Don't even think about leaving." 
 
"No." 
 
"It wasn't a command, Spike." 
 
"I know." 
 
"I love you, Spike."  Xander pulled him back down, 
lying with him again in that warm comfortable 
unfamiliar way. Spike tensed.  "Don't say it back 
right now.  You don't have to unless you feel like 
you can.  I know you do." 
 
So Spike didn't.  And he did. 



 
*** 
 
When they moved again, after a long moment of 
holding and being held, Spike rolled onto his 
stomach to watch Xander. Xander looked back at 
him, with that tender look he'd seen sometimes for 
other people, but never expected to receive.  He 
realized they were both still dressed, the duster 
somewhere in the living room.   
 
"Never been in bed fully clothed before." He 
observed, again fingering the hem of the sheet. 
 
"No?" Xander let his hand come down to play along 
Spike's back, gently rubbing down his spine and 
across his shoulders. Spike resisted the urge to purr, 
and tried to resist pressing himself tighter to this 
man, who had in such little time offered him nearly 
everything he wanted.  
 
"You have?" 
 
"Yeah, lots of times." Xander's hand dipped lower 



and caressed the small of his back. Spike arched up 
a bit into the contact, losing the battle with himself, 
and wanting Xander to always, always be touching 
him. 
 
"With someone, I mean." 
 
"Yeah." 
 
"Like this?" 
 
Xander frowned.  "Like?" 
 
Tell me you want me here with or without my 
clothes, Xander.  Tell me you want me here all the 
time. Tell me you want me.  "With someone you... 
loved." 
 
"Yes."  Xander was sad now.   
 
"I'm sorry." Spike closed his eyes, not wanting to 
see Xander sad, and knowing he caused it. 
 
"There was Willow, of course, even though it wasn't 



love like this. And then there was...  It was.  I'll tell 
you about it sometime."  Xander promised.  He 
wasn't hiding from Spike, he just couldn't tell him 
about Jesse.  It was too much. Too just not now. 
 
"Okay." Spike wanted to change the subject, 
wanted to bring back Xander's other look, with the 
smile on his lips and concentration in his eyes. The 
one that said he saw something he liked and 
wanted to see it some more.  "Pet, are we going to 
get out of bed today?"  
 
Xander laughed, a full sound that shook the bed and 
made Spike smile in response.  "I don't want to. This 
is... have you ever missed something you never had 
before? Felt empty without it, even though you'd 
never had it? That's what this is.  But, yeah.  I'm 
starved."  He stopped, looked down at 
Spike.  "When was the last time you ate?" He 
brushed his hand over Spike's forehead, down his 
cheek and to his neck. Perfect, cool silk under his 
fingers, and he could never get enough of this 
feeling. 
 



Spike stopped smiling, stopped looking at Xander.   
 
"That long, huh?  Come on, let's go."  He pulled 
Spike up and pushed him towards the shower.  "You 
first, then me.  You can do your thing while I'm in 
the shower and then we'll go out." Xander 
reluctantly let go of Spike as he drifted toward the 
shower. Things were definitely looking up. One 
might even say, boding well.  
 
 

Part Fifteen   Like It Was A Vacation 

 

 

 

 

Spike did eat while Xander was in the shower, 

grateful that Xander was occupied elsewhere and 

didn't have to see this. This was when no one could 

deny what he was, and Xander's reassurances 

would do little in the face of the fact that he was a 



thing, and nothing more. He'd always hated feeding 

from a bag, like a tamed animal, but now, now it 

was a struggle to bring himself to eat this, especially 

when Xander was trying to help and brought him 

human blood, outdated or rejected by the blood 

bank. It only served as a reminder of what he was, 

that no matter how much food he swiped from 

Xander, death was all that kept him alive. 

 

When Xander came out of his room, dressed 

casually, but not sloppily, and that was going to take 

some getting used to, they walked to the Chinese 

place from that night so long ago. Spike cocked his 

head and reconsidered. Seven weeks, not even two 

full months. Definitely not so long. In fact, this was 

far more similar to the Victorian-era courting he 

grew up with than anything he'd experienced since. 

Without the whole gay-undead-confusion issue, of 

course. 

 

Spike shook off his inner musings and took a final 



drag off his cigarette with shaking hands. 

 

Xander noticed. "This okay?" 

 

Spike stubbed out his cigarette and tossed it in the 

ashtray outside. Not on the ground, not flicked near 

the small groups of people passing the restaurant, 

but in the properly authorized receptacle. Xander 

was once again reminded of the differences 

between old Spike and this Spike. While they 

weren't as different as Angel and his evil alter-ego, 

there were definite discrepancies.  

 

"Where else would we go?" 

 

"Exactly."  Xander asked the hostess for the same 

booth from before.  She rewarded him with not 

only an 'of course', but also a hand on his arm and a 

bright come- fuck- me smile.  Spike resisted the 

urge to growl. Public displays of demonic 

possessiveness probably didn't rate high on 



Xander's list of things to do over dinner. He did, 

however, step unmistakably close to Xander as they 

were led to their table.  The hostess didn't seem to 

notice as she handed the menu to Xander with an 

unnecessary amount of finger-brushing. She 

patently ignored Spike.  

 

Spike wasn't sure weather to be offended or 

jealous, but he was one of the two, and whichever 

one it was was growing with every giggle directed at 

his... what was Xander? Boyfriend? Date? 

Companion? 

 

Once they had ordered, Xander proceeded to tell 

him about the new projects he'd been assigned and 

the talk  among his colleagues that a promotion was 

in the works.  It was very similar to the first time, if 

Rod Serling had hosted. 

 

"You've earned it, Pet."  Yes, Xander had been 

furthering his career while he had been dying again. 



Good to know. 

 

"Thanks.  I think I have."  He smiled.  "But they'll 

have to expect less.  There will be no more all-

nighter pulling for me."   

 

"Right." Spike snatched Xander's egg roll and 

proceeded to tear it to shreds, not even bothering 

to eat it.  Appease the poor needy vampire, 

Xander.  He needs all the coddling and pity you can 

spare. 

 

The hostess came back to check on them. Again. It 

was completely uncalled for, and this time Spike did 

growl.  She left quickly, but not before giving Xander 

another too-friendly arm squeeze. 

 

Xander looked mildly annoyed, but said nothing and 

quickly returned to the conversation.  "So, what did 

you do this past week?"  As if he had been on 

vacation, had wanted to spend the week apart. 



 

"Oh, was that directed at me? I thought for a 

moment you were speaking to your girlfriend over 

there. Such a friendly bloke, you are." 

 

"Come off it, Spike. She's not even my type." Xander 

smiled indulgently. Spike was a jealous lover, he 

knew, but if he really thought he had to worry 

about that girl, he hadn't been paying much 

attention recently. 

 

"Oh, I, you know, read some. Watched the shows. 

Patrolled."  Spike stretched the word out, knowing 

Xander would noticed he used the forbidden 

phrase. 

 

"Patrolled."  Xander rolled the word around his 

mouth as if to sample a wine.  It must have turned 

because he spat out, "Yeah, I heard about the 

increased noises around the cemeteries.  Thought it 

must be you.  Cause, you know, you're Mr. Helpful 



and all." 

 

"Just doing my part of humanity, luv."   Of, not for. 

He had not misspoken. 

 

Xander's face closed, hard and cold.  Spike knew he 

had pushed it too far with that one, hitting upon the 

reason the word went unused.  In Sunnydalese, 

patrol more often than not meant sex, and they had 

refused to cheapen what they did, the 

conversations and silences, the closeness they 

formed that way, by unspoken agreement.  But 

Spike saw too late.  He was hurt and angry and 

jealous and still very confused, and the only way to 

deal with that was to drag Xander down, too.  So he 

had. 

 

"Xander, I'm-" 

 

Xander interrupted him by signaling for the check, 

even though his plate was still half full.  When the 



waitress got to them, he handed a few bills to her 

without even checking the total.   

 

As he was leaving, the hostess sidled up to him, her 

telephone number already written on a business 

card.   

 

He shouldered past her and pointed at Spike.  "I'm 

with him." 

 

Spike followed Xander, catching him quickly, even 

with Xander's abnormally long strides.   

 

"Xander, can you just-" 

 

"Stop.  This will be continued when we get 

home."  That tone.  So cold, so final.  This was the 

outside the Magic Box tone.  This was bad. 

 

This was wonderful. 



 

Part Sixteen   Past and Present 

 
 
Xander unlocked the door to their apartment and 
headed straight for the refrigerator.  He opened the 
door and Spike half expected it to fly off the hinges 
with the force.  Instead of producing a beer, Xander 
threw a container of blood into the microwave, 
then retrieved a bottle of water for himself.  When 
the blood was warmed, he took it and sat at the 
table, his usual seat.  His back was to Spike, as if it 
were entirely optional for the blond to join him. 
 
It wasn't, of course, so Spike entered the kitchen 
and sat across from Xander.  Xander pushed the 
blood to him, and Spike took it, afraid of what might 
happen if he refused.  Xander might stop.  He might 
continue. 
 
"Give" 
 



"I'm sor-" 
 
"Tell me what got into you back there.  Don't say 
you're sorry.  Don't extrapolate. Don't tell me it was 
the girl, because we both know she was a joke. 
You're thinking again.  Doubting me.  Us." Xander's 
calm tone was underscored by the tightness in his 
jaw and the way he clenched the bottle of water in 
his hands. 
 
"No." Spike remembered his words from the 
previous day: 'Don't you dare doubt me on this, 
Spike'. 
 
"What then? You used that word. That's not... that's 
not what we do. I thought it was more than that. 
And you deliberately baited me in there, with what 
you said. 'Of humanity'. You want to go do other 
humans, you go right ahead, but don't fuck with my 
head, Spike. I'm not here for you to play with." 
Xander was still mad, but he was more confused. 
Again, Spike was upset at something he had done, 
but was refusing to let him in on it. He didn't know 
why Spike pushed him away, cut him out, but 



Xander didn't like it. He was tired of feeling useless, 
that was why he left, and he didn't want to start 
this relationship with old inadequacies coming back 
to him. 
 
"Did you miss me?" Spike asked finally, staring into 
the mug of rapidly cooling blood as if it contained 
the answers. 
 
"Spike, of course I missed you.  Every moment." 
 
"Did you cry?" 
 
"Do I need to get the ruined blueprints to prove it 
to you?  Why the hell do you think I worked so 
damn hard?  For a promotion?" 
 
"Like that wasn't all you could talk about in there?" 
Spike stood, wanting to pace and rant and smoke. 
So he did. 
 
"Well, I thought we were moving on.  That's what 
people do after a fight.  No, usually they fix it, then 
move on.  But you wouldn't let me. You ran." 



 
"I'm still here, aren't I?" 
 
"Are you?" Xander tried to pin down his eyes, force 
him to look at him and tell him what was wrong. 
 
"It isn't something you can fix." Spike stopped 
moving, sounding defeated. 
 
"How do you know if you won't tell me?" 
 
"This isn't going to work." 
 
"Why not?" Xander might have panicked at that, 
but this would work, it had to. Spike could do the 
freaking out for them both; right now Xander could 
see Spike needed him to be strong, needed him to 
guide him. He had gotten used to picking out when 
human emotions had confused and hurt and scared 
Anya, and he was finding that it wasn't so much 
different now with Spike. Subtler, yes; louder, yes; 
smokier, hell yes. Different, not so much. 
 
"Me." Spike sank back down in the chair, leaning 



back and watching his cigarette burn rather than 
actively smoking it. 
 
"You?" Xander led him on, trying to let Spike get 
this out on his own pace. 
 
"I shouldn't have this, Xander.  You know what I 
am." 
 
"I know who you are." 
 
"Not a who." 
 
"Don't." 
 
"Not." 
 
Xander was up then, pulling Spike to his feet.  It 
wasn't an act of force, though Spike didn't doubt 
Xander could do it. He was remarkably strong for a 
human, and Spike wasn't exactly a paragon of 
vampiric ability these days.  He was pulled along by 
Xander's bearing.  So dominant, so controlling, so 
much what he needed. 



 
"You're coming with me." 
 
Again he took Spike into his bedroom.  Positioning 
him near the dresser, Xander tossed a pair of sweat 
pants at him.  He walked to the other side of the 
room, back turned. 
 
"Let me know when you're done."  The clipped 
speech, the ramrod straight posture, the hands 
clasped behind his back, reminiscent of the soldier 
he'd once lived, all signs that this man was not to be 
denied.    
 
Spike dressed quickly, leaving his shirt on.  He 
hoped that was okay.  Xander was angry, and he 
hadn't been instructed either way.  This was where 
the taking came, his purpose became clear.  Words 
from earlier would be stripped down to their truth, 
leaving Spike with no doubt as to what love meant 
this time around.  This was exactly what Spike 
expected, exactly what he had wanted, until it 
became reality. Now he just wanted the Xander that 
had comforted him, made eveything better for a 



while. 
 
He faced Xander, also in sweats and a tee shirt, back 
still turned.  "I'm finished, Ma-."  He stopped 
himself.  He hadn't been instructed on how to 
address Xander. 
      
"Come here."  Spike came.  "I know you said you 
didn't want to stay in here, and you can go when 
this is done.  I just thought it might get a little long 
and I didn't want us to be uncomfortable."  He had 
to explain.  He knew the look in Spike's eyes, the 
fear and the resignation, and even the want and 
need.  He had made that face himself once or 
seventy times, and needed to reassure Spike it was 
unnecessary. He wasn't here to take from Spike, he 
was here to give to him, whatever he needed. 
 
Spike nodded.  Xander's tone was not as hard, but 
still not normal.  There would be no cuddling 
tonight. That was understandable, after his earlier 
response to such an action, he would be surprised if 
he was ever allowed that luxury again.  He expected 
nothing more than his lesson. 



 
Xander sat.  Spike sat.  He followed Xander's 
lead.  Whatever he had in mind, and Spike had no 
idea what that was. Previous experience was 
offering no help whatsoever.  But he knew better 
than to stand while Master was sitting.  He realized 
he should be kneeling, but before he could rectify 
that, Xander spoke. 
 
"Spike, there's more to this than just Buffy-soul 
guilt, isn't there." 
 
Spike hesitated, not knowing whether to speak. 
Finally he figured that he had been asked a direct 
question, so he chanced a reply. "Yeah." 
 
"Which one?" 
 
"What?" 
 
"Dru or Angel.  Angelus.  Whatever." 
 
"Not whatever.  Angel isn't someone I know, he 
didn't want to know me."  This was not a Master 



talk, this was a Xander talk.  But the posture 
remained, so Spike knew the lesson would come 
later. He hoped.  He feared. 
 
"Him then." Xander turned his body to look at Spike 
while he sat. Spike was subdued, sitting as still as 
Xander had ever seen him, head bowed. Xander got 
the feeling somewhere deep in his stomach that as 
much as this was out of character for the Spike he 
had once known, that this was a position in which 
the vampire had often found himself. Surprisingly 
enough, he didn't seem uncomfortable with the 
pose, but more or less... disappointed.  
 
"Him." Spike confirmed with a slight nod of his 
head. 
 
"That's part of it, isn't it? That he didn't come back 
to you afterwards?" 
 
"Yeah." 
 
"Did you love him?" 
 



"It's complicated, Pet." 
 
"Jesus, Spike!  Why does everyone tell me that?  I 
ask a question and I get 'it's complicated'.  I know 
it's complicated.  Hence the asking.  Like that's 
enough of an answer.  Oh, I wanted to know, but if 
it's complicated, then forget it.  I'm not fucking 
stupid!" 
 
Spike waited for Xander's ranting, complete with 
flailing arms and exaggerated expressions, to 
subside. "I don't think you're stupid.  When people 
tell you that, it's not because they don't think you'd 
understand.  It's because they don't understand it 
themselves." 
 
"Oh." Xander looked chagrinned.  "That's a yes." 
 
"That's a yes." 
 
"More than just the Sire-childe thing, then?" 
 
"He's not my bloody Sire." Looking directly in his 
eyes, now, and Xander could see the hurt, the pain, 



and the anger. Spike couldn't hide anything in those 
eyes, no matter how good a liar he was. Not from 
Xander. 
 
"I was there, Spike.  When you met him again in the 
school.  I know." 
 
Dropping his head again, "Yeah.  And yeah." 
 
"That's when you started denying him, isn't it? 
Because-" 
 
"He thought I wouldn't know. He denied me first." 
 
"Yeah, he did. I don't blame you, but, more?" 
 
Nod now, anymore 'yeah's would be repetitive. 
 
"And he hurt you?" 
 
Nod. 
 
"Yeah, he's good at that. I know the feeling." 
 



"No, I don't think you... What are you saying, 
Pet?"  Angel would never do anything to hurt 
Xander, not like this.  But the tone of Xander's voice 
told him he had, that Xander knew. 
 
Xander took a deep breath.  Never a good 
sign.  "When he was Angelus again.  He came after 
me, a few times, when Buffy had kicked his ass and 
he needed someone to take it out on. Willow, too, 
but she wasn't as easy as me. It took a while, longer 
than I think he planned."  
 
Xander shifted on the bed. "He said I was too much 
fun to rush. But when he had finally had enough of 
the mind games, you know."  Spike knew. He 
nodded and waited for Xander to continue. Xander 
took another deep breath, calming himself and 
trying to remind himself that that time had passed, 
that he was not there now. It was hard to do; 
Angelus was nothing if not thorough in his 
methods.  "When it was time he came to my 
house.  Was getting ready to...well, do whatever he 
was going to do to get me out with him, cause I sure 
as hell wasn't inviting him in. He was too late." 



 
Spike waited, not liking where this was going. He 
was afraid he already knew.  Angelus had been 
picky, refused to be anybody's second.  It was one 
of the few things, the only thing that could make 
him change his mind once a plan had been 
initiated.  And Angelus had never had the boy, of 
that he was certain. 
 
"My dad had just fini..." Xander trailed off, took a 
deep breath and tried again.  "He'd just gotten done 
with me.  He left then, said I wasn't worth... He 
didn't bother me again after that."  Xander 
finished.  Spike wasn't sure if it was relief or shame 
or what Xander was feeling.  There was anger, long 
ago dealt with, but that could never be gotten over. 
Yeah, Xander knew, all right. 
 
"I'm..."  Spike didn't know what to say.  He was 
sorry that Xander had to go through that, with his 
father.  But he was glad he had been spared the 
attack from Angelus.  He hoped Xander could 
understand as he left the sentence hanging. He 
tried to convey his emotions and leaned back 



against Xander, letting the larger man comfort 
himself by holding Spike, stroking his arms and over 
his back. Spike had picked up on Xander's need to 
feel in control of things, especially when he wasn't, 
and letting him take care of him this way was the 
only solace he could provide at the moment.  
 
"Yeah, me too."  Of course Xander understood.  "I 
know it was different for you, but I know a little. 
Can you trust me on that?" 
 
Spike nodded. "You should have given him the 
invite." 
 
"You have no idea how many times I've had that 
thought."  Xander was smiling.  This was 
good.  Curled into Xander's side, his strong fingers 
playing along his back, discussing their mutual 
abuser... okay, so it was warped and twisted and 
still scary as hell, but it was good. 
 
"Spike, listen to me for a minute.  I know that one 
talk or ten or fifty aren't going to fix this,  And I 
know that this wasn't our last fight.  But I love you 



and pissing me off isn't going to change that.  It isn't 
going to stop it.  The only way that happens is if you 
tell me you don't want it anymore.  And even then 
I'll still love you. But you have to give me the benefit 
of the doubt sometimes. You can't just push me 
away and expect me not to follow." Xander brushed 
his lips softly over Spike's temple. He sat back a 
little and Spike accepted his dismissal and began to 
leave. 
 
"Spike?"  He turned in the doorway to look at 
Xander.  "If you ever make me come out in the 
middle of an argument again, I'll replace your hair 
gel with holy water."  Xander was still smiling. 
 
So Spike left, getting to his room before he realized 
that there had been no lesson, no session, no 
whatever Xander would have called it if he had 
done it.  And maybe that was the lesson.  
 
 

Part Seventeen   Secrets 



 
 
Spike did not wake when Xander left for work.  He 
hadn't yet been to sleep.  This wasn't a vampire/ 
middle of the night /stress thing.  This was a 
thinking way too hard thing. While the former had 
often robbed him of his sleep, the latter rarely gave 
him insomnia. It wasn't that he didn't think, it was 
simply that most of the time he thought about 
whatever it was, came to a conclusion and moved 
on. He was different now, and apparently, that 
included his thought processes. 
 
Even before the soul guilt he had needed this, 
needed to be punished.  That was why he had 
always tried so hard to make Angelus mad.  If 
Angelus could be mad at him, and if he would 
punish him, that meant he cared no matter what his 
theories on love.  Spike didn't know if Angelus had 
loved him if he would still need this.  Xander loved 
him and he still needed it.  But then again, almost 
two centuries could screw with you like that.   
 
After so many years on his own, having to be the 



Master, he had been able to control the 
impulses.  Drusilla constantly comparing him to 
Angelus provided its own form of torture, but she 
couldn't punish him.  She could only hurt him.  If it 
got bad, he could always inflict the pain on 
himself.  No one would notice. 
 
Once the chip had been implanted, returning him to 
the frailty of being abandoned as a mere fledgling, 
without even a Sire to make it right again, the need 
returned.  He knew how the chip worked, and he 
found out quickly what would and wouldn't set it 
off.  But when it all got to be too much, just a little 
tap, an obviously mis-aimed swing at someone 
would send enough pain to clarify everything, if 
only for a moment.  Then the moments got smaller, 
the longer he remained helpless, useless, as 
worthless as Angelus told him he was. 
 
Then there had been Buffy.  He loved her, really and 
truly and uselessly, just as he always loved. When 
she began to punish him, beat him into submission 
and then fuck him mercilessly, it had been sweeter 
than any migraine caused by the chip. But then she 



took even that from him and made him go away, a 
creature not even worth her contempt. He had tried 
to fix it, but he had gone so wrong, his dependence 
on her brand of torture hadn't yet left him, and his 
own emotional involvement and confusion clouded 
his already lacking judgment.  
 
And now he had Xander. Xander, who was giving 
him everything he could ever want, everything he 
had ever dared ask for.  Xander, who didn't want 
anything in return, except for honesty.  He should 
be happy. 
 
But the part of him that he hard learned to repress 
had been unleashed anew with the soul and the 
madness.  When the voices stopped telling him in 
their tortured voices that he was bad, evil, demon, 
murderer, they began whispering with chocolate 
eyes or golden hair that he was a thing, a bad thing, 
useless and worthless and not even demon enough 
to be evil, certainly not man enough to be 
loved.  That no one would love him, they didn't 
even want to punish him.  That would require an 
effort he didn't deserve. 



 
Most of the time he was in control enough of the 
impulse to know this wasn't quite rational 
thought.  He had enough proof to argue with 
himself for hours that Xander did love him, that it 
wasn't apathy that prevented the boy from beating 
him, but love. There was no reason for Xander to 
hurt him, because Xander didn't want him to hurt. 
But as he proved time and again that rationality had 
never been his strong point, and there was always 
the retort echoing in his head that Xander wouldn't 
prove that he loved Spike. Because he didn't. That 
he wouldn't force him into submission because he 
didn't want to be responsible for a masochistic 
occasionally insane vampire.  So there he was, 
listening to Xander leave and stupidly, dangerously, 
holding his lighter to his fingertips until they 
blistered and almost caught. 
 
***** 
 
Xander returned to work, once again lost in his 
thoughts.  He knew things weren't quite right yet 
between him and Spike.  He was trying to 



understand, trying to do things the way they should 
be done.  Trying to treat Spike the way he always 
should have been, but never was.   
 
But Spike was holding back, a pain behind his 
eyes.  Xander assumed it was due to the newness of 
the situation and the freshness of the fight.  He had 
to get Spike to trust him.  Nothing could work if he 
continued to hide things from him.  He never 
thought he'd meet anyone more insecure than 
himself.  Having parents who expressed their mostly 
indifference/ some-times disgust with fists, words, 
and deeds; friends who often ignored him in favor 
of whatever was more important; and a history of 
lovers who were done loving once the loving was 
done all added up to a big bundle of neuroses in 
Xander-form.  Add to that the combined lingering 
instincts of a hyena and twenty years of military 
training that never actually happened and welcome 
to a whole new ballpark of crazy.  
 
There were apparently worse things.  Being Sired by 
Angelus must have been one of them.  Add to that a 
few years with an instinct-killing torture chip, 



doomed-from-the-beginning failed relationships, 
and a shiny new soul and let's give a warm welcome 
to the visiting team. 
 
Constant internal struggles between who you are 
and who you are perceived to be were 
exhausting.  But once the image is set, be it bad-ass 
slayer slayer or dopey errand boy, Xander knew 
how difficult it was to let go.  Once it began to 
crack, there was no telling what would come spilling 
out, drowning the image and whatever there was of 
the real you in a flood until what was left was 
unrecognizable, even to yourself. 
 
When it was just the two of them, briefly at first, 
and then for longer periods at a time, Xander saw 
Spike for who he really was.  Not the bad ass, not 
the weeping newly-souled, not even the love-
starved man always used and tossed aside that had 
led him to become both of those things. Xander 
loved him, if not more than he had loved anyone 
before, then at least more honestly. He needed 
Spike to feel that he could be as open with him as 
he was being with Spike. He didn't know how to 



convince him, though, only that he had to before 
they could ever be anything more than roommates 
on the brink of something more. 
 
He'd try to think of something before he went 
home.  
 
 

Part Eighteen   Picnics 

 
 
Xander opened the door, newspaper folded under 
his arm, loosening his tie, looking like a real grown-
up. Spike waited for him on the sofa after cleaning 
up from what had become a nearly daily ritual of 
burning and feeding and resting, by the end of the 
day fully physically healed. He wondered why he 
went to all the trouble to prevent Xander from 
noticing, when all he wanted was for Xander to 
notice. He considered asking Xander about it for 
nearly three whole seconds before he remembered 
what Angelus had put him through. There was no 
way Xander would get it, would understand. He'd 



probably kick him out just for mentioning it. He 
pulled himself from his thoughts as he realized 
Xander was speaking to him. 
 
"There's a festival tomorrow night, for Labor Day 
weekend. They're gonna do fireworks and all that, 
wanna go?" Xander babbled at him from his 
bedroom, changing out of his suit and into the jeans 
and tee-shirt uniform of his time off.  
 
"Why?" Spike stalled, pulling together his Big Bad 
attitude. 
 
"Spike, think. Night time, outside, lots of people 
milling about. Okay, so it's not Sunnydale, but still, 
there are some vampires here. Sounds like a buffet 
to me, if I were one of the people-as-food variety." 
 
"And you've got it in your head to stop it, do you?" 
 
"Well, yeah, if we can. Besides, fireworks are sexy." 
 
Spike cocked an eyebrow. "So which reason do you 
really want to go for, hmm?" 



 
"One of these days, you're gonna arch that eyebrow 
right off your head." 
 
"You sound like my mum." 
 
"You did the eyebrow thing to your mom?" Xander 
gave him an astonished look. "Come on, just say 
you'll go with me. We'll have fun." 
 
Spike had planned on making an appearance, 
having learned of the event through his contacts at 
the local demon bar, but he hadn't wanted to 
assume Xander would go. "Yeah, we'll have fun." He 
replied dryly. 
 
Spike joined Xander in the kitchen as the brunet 
fixed his dinner and declined when Xander offered 
to heat him some blood, not wanting him to see 
how much he'd gone through since he'd been able 
to replenish it. Xander always picked up his blood 
with him, and he knew how much Spike ate in a 
week. He'd asked when Spike started to keep it in 
the bottom drawers of the refrigerator, specifically 



to keep the numbers of packets or containers 
hidden, instead of the shelves where the human 
had put it, but Spike deftly changed the subject and 
Xander hadn't brought it up again. 
 
Xander ate and told Spike about his newest project 
at work, some mall on the outskirts of town. Then 
they went into the living room, turned on the last of 
the season's baseball games and Spike watched 
Xander fall asleep before the end of the first inning. 
 
*** 
 
The festival activities ran all day, a midway, local 
performers, that sort of thing, but the fireworks 
were the main attraction. Xander and Spike circled 
around the edge of the clearing as soon as the sun 
went down, weapons tucked discreetly into back 
pockets and boots. They had come across only two 
vampires so far, dusting them both before they 
could have a picnic of their own. As the starting 
time for the show neared, Spike assured Xander 
that any others, if there were any others, would be 
fully aware of his presence and that they wouldn't 



dare to attack with him guarding the humans 
present. 
 
"You sure of that?" Xander asked. 
 
"Pretty sure. I told you I still do have a reputation. 
The old one." 
 
Xander shook his head. "But we killed the only two 
we came across. How're the rest going to know 
you're here, if they're dead?" 
 
"We killed the only two who came across us," Spike 
clarified. "There were others smart enough to leave 
before that happened." 
 
"Oh." 
 
"Buffet, you said. Think they didn't know about it, 
too? Just because it's not the hellmouth, doesn't 
mean you can start to underestimate them, Pet. An 
event like this, easy pickings, they knew." 
 
"Have I told you lately how glad I am that you're on 



my side now?" Xander pulled Spike close and 
smacked a sloppy kiss on his cheek. 
 
"Oi! Reputation!" Spike shouted, both flustered and 
pleased at Xander's very public acknowledgement 
of him. 
 
"Come on, let's watch." Xander dragged him to a 
couple of trees near the back of the crowd, 
bouncing like a puppy. He checked the ground and 
flopped down at the base of the trees, pulling Spike 
after him and leaned back. Spike was prepared to 
sit next to him, and behave himself, but Xander 
apparently had different ideas.  
 
His boy pulled him between his legs, and yanked the 
duster from his arms, freeing Spike's upper body 
from the leather and exposing him to the warm 
late-summer air. He then wrapped his arms around 
Spike's waist, rearranging him again, pressing cool 
back to warm chest. Spike couldn't help himself, 
and he pressed himself back into Xander's body, 
resting his arms against Xander's drawn-up knees.  
 



"You don't mind?" Xander asked quietly, a hush 
falling over the crowd signaling the readying of the 
explosives.  
 
"Hmm?" 
 
"It's not... a girly thing?" Xander asked, and Spike 
could feel his blush. Xander might be wanting a 
relationship with him, but he was still struggling 
with gender roles and expectations Spike gave up a 
century before he was even born. 
 
Spike thought for a moment, and decided the 
answer to this question was the same as many 
others. He grabbed Xander's hand and pulled it 
down to cup the erection this small amount of 
contact had inspired.  
 
"Th-that's a not girl thing." Xander stammered as 
Spike's body reacted to the touch. But he didn't 
immediately remove his hand, instead hesitantly 
pressing along the denim covered flesh, heel to 
fingertips, causing a small moan to escape Spike's 
lips.  



 
Spike grinned as the first sight-then-sound of a 
firework thundered overhead, and Xander suddenly 
realized where he was and what he was doing, 
prompting him to remove his hand to safer 
territory. He interlaced their fingers over Spikes flat 
belly, occasionally using his thumbs to trace 
abstract patterns and raise the fabric of Spike's tee 
shirt until their hands rested on the vampire's cool 
skin. He was achingly hard in his own too-tight 
jeans, and from Spike's barely controlled wriggling, 
he was affecting him similarly.  It was too good to 
give up, but he forced himself to back off. It was too 
soon for anything more than a kiss, or a touch, and 
definitely too soon to indulge in a little public vamp-
lovin. He was still trying to figure out exactly how 
two guys went about it, who was going to do what 
to whom, and if he'd like it as much as the guys on 
the videos and magazines he did not hide in a box 
under his bed did. 
 
As the finale geared up and the fireworks flashed in 
rapid succession above them, Xander chuckled at 
the cliche.  He leaned down to Spike's ear. "Love 



you." 
 
Spike purred deep in his chest, coming out more as 
a feeling than a sound, and tightened Xander's arms 
around him.  
 
 

Part Nineteen   Phone Calls 

 
 
The phone rang and Spike visibly jumped. Xander 
put down his book, biting back a comment about 
Spike's phone phobia and shuffled into the kitchen 
to answer. Spike left the room, maybe to give him 
privacy, maybe not. 
 
"Hello?" 
 
"Xander!" 
 
"Willow! What's going on? You just called 
yesterday. Is something wrong? Buffy?" 
 



"No-" 
 
"Dawn?" At Xander's slightly panicked tone, Spike 
poked his head out of his bedroom. 
 
"No-"  
 
Xander shook his head and Spike disappeared again. 
"Oh, god, it's not you, are you-" 
 
"Xander!" Willow shouted. 
 
"Sorry." 
 
"We're all fine. I just wanted to... talk to you." 
 
"Okay, but we talked yesterday. Are you sure 
nothing happened?" 
 
"No. But after I talked to you, Dawn remembered 
something she wanted to ask, but forgot you were 
at work, and she called your apartment. She talked 
to Spike." 
 



"Oh. He picked up the phone?" 
 
"What?" 
 
"Nothing. So, she talked to Spike..." Xander 
prompted. 
 
"Are you... When... Did..." 
 
"You know he came with me when I left. You 
hugged him right before you hugged me and then 
we drove off." 
 
"Yeah, but we all just thought you were going to 
give him a ride somewhere." 
 
"No," Xander said, a bit too harshly. 
 
"So, then Dawn said you two were..."  
 
Xander could see Willow twisting the phone cord in 
her fingers nervously. If she wasn't on a cordless. He 
didn't know, and that bothered him. He'd always 
known what type of phone she used. He took a 



deep breath. "We're together, Wills." 
 
"As in together?" 
 
"Is that what Dawn said?" 
 
"She said that's what Spike said." 
 
"Well, Dawn said what Spike said right. We are. 
Together. In a togethery way." Oh, look, babble has 
reintroduced itself. 
 
"Um, Xander?" 
 
"I don't know, Wills. I really don't. But it did, and we 
are and I'm really happy. Really." 
 
"Okay. It's not that I didn't... Well, Dawn's just been 
bouncing around like a, a, kid and she wouldn't tell 
me what had her so happy until I bribed her with 
shopping, so when she told me, I was afraid she had 
it all wrong and I'd have to be the one to explain-" 
 
"Willow!" 



 
"Sorry." 
 
"Breathe." 
 
"Yeah. Okay, well, we're all just as good as we were 
yesterday. I'd let you talk to Buffy and Dawn, but 
they're out." 
 
"Okay, tell them I said 'hi'." 
 
"Okay. Can I talk to Spike?" 
 
"Uh, let me check." Xander covered the receiver 
with his hand, and turned to see Spike hovering in 
the doorway of his room.  
 
"You kept talking about Dawn." He said quietly, in 
explanation for his eavesdropping. 
 
"'S okay. Willow wants to talk to you." 
 
Spike gave him a quizzical look, but took the phone. 
He held it gingerly. "Yeah?... Okay." And then he 



handed it back to Xander, leaving the room. 
 
"Willow?" Xander asked into the phone.  
 
"Xander, I'll talk to you later, okay?" 
 
"Okay. Love you. Hey, are you on a cordless 
phone?" 
 
"No." 
 
Okay. What was it that Dawn wanted?" 
 
"What?" 
 
"You said she called because she forgot something." 
 
"Oh. Right. I don't know, she never said after she 
talked to Spike." 
 
"Okay." 
 
"Bye, Xan." 
 



"Bye." Xander hung up the phone and slowly 
walked to Spike's bedroom.  
 
"Spike?" He knocked on the door softly before 
opening it. 
 
"Yeah?" 
 
"Okay?" He asked as he entered the room, soft grey 
carpeting squishing beneath his toes. Spike sat, 
propped against the iron headboard of his bed, and 
he shifted over so Xander could sit next to him. 
 
"Yeah." 
 
"Okay. Can I ask what she said?" 
 
Spike sighed heavily. "She said that normally she'd 
give a speech about shovels, but she doesn't think 
she has to worry about that this time. And then she 
said if I prove her wrong, she'll turn the Bit loose on 
me." 
 
"Vicious." 



 
"Very." 
 
"So you told Dawn?" 
 
Spike quickly covered his panic. "Did you not want-? 
Good enough for the flat, but not around your 
friends, eh?" 
 
"That's not what I said." 
 
"You-" 
 
"I didn't. I just wanted to know." 
 
"Yeah, well, she wanted to talk." 
 
"So..." Xander drew out the word, fluttering his 
eyelashes at Spike. "Did you tell her you like me?" 
 
"Maybe," Spike replied, out-coying Xander by miles. 
 
"And did you tell her you like me, like me?" 
 



"Maybe." 
 
"Did you tell her you love me?" All pretence gone 
now. 
 
"Yes. I told her." 
 
"Cool." Xander flipped onto his stomach and 
grabbed a magazine off Spike's floor at random, 
hoping for embarrassing porn, but getting some 
well-worn, dog-eared catalogue on photography, 
and flopped down next to Spike. "Photography?" 
 
Spike mumbled something and picked up his own 
literary digest. 
 
"What?" Xander asked. Spike only mumbled when it 
was important. 
 
"It has lots of sunsets." 
 
Xander flipped through the magazine, seeing that 
almost all the pictures were of various stages of 
bright sunny days ending. "You miss it?" 



 
Spike nodded, once. 
 
"Show me your favorite?" Xander asked, rolling 
over and squeezing between Spike's legs to rest his 
head on the vampire's thigh, letting Spike flip 
through the pages above his head. 
 
He stopped on a panoramic view of the desert sky. 
One edge blue-blackened fully by night, stars 
already appearing, fading back, tracing the rainbow 
from midnight blue to robin's egg at the other side. 
A few cotton ball clouds still visible reflected the 
sun's rays, turned colors; beautiful pinks bled to 
red, orange, purple. 
 
"That's gorgeous."  
 
"It was taken in Arizona." Spike pointed to the 
caption. "I went there, before coming back to 
Sunnydale after...  after. Nicked a car, left money 
for it, blacked out the windows and drove to this 
exact spot. Sat there all day and waited for the 
bloody sun to set." 



 
"Was it as pretty as this?" 
 
"Don't know. Couldn't bring myself to look. Was too 
good for me." 
 
Xander, not knowing what to say to that, said 
nothing, but held his vampire tighter, really, really 
not wanting to cry into his jean-clad pillow.  
 
 

Part Twenty   Masters 

 

 

They hadn't discussed it in detail, Xander thought 

with a complete lack of surprise, but Spike still 

wouldn't answer the phone.  At first, Xander hadn't 

really noticed, the phone rang and he answered out 

of habit. It was always for him, anyway. Then he 

watched Spike jump each time the phone rang, and 

when he called from work in the middle of the day 



and still Spike didn't answer, Xander gathered his 

courage and asked.   

 

Spike didn't like phones. End of story. 

 

"End of story, my ass," Xander muttered along with 

the fourth and final ring.  Finally the answering 

machine picked up and the greeting ended.  "Hey, 

Spike, it's me, could you pick up please?" 

 

Xander waited while the clunky clicking happened 

and Spike spoke.  "Thander?" 

 

There was a slight question in Spike's voice but 

Xander chose to focus on the lisp.  "Yeah, eating 

dinner?"  He could hear the shame pass through the 

phone. 

 

"I was."  No lisp.  Xander hoped Spike had eaten 

most of his dinner, because he certainly wouldn't be 

finishing it now. It frustrated him that Spike was still 



so uncomfortable with him, but he pushed that 

down and went on. 

 

"Good, you need to eat more.  More often, 

too."  Xander remembered the feel of too-

prominant ribs, wanted to tell him to finish every 

container of pig's blood in the house, then move on 

to the shipment of human he'd picked up for him 

yesterday, but that was not an over- the- phone 

conversation.  "I'm sorry I didn't get home in time to 

join you.  I got kind of lost." 

 

"Lost?" Spike sounded in near panic. 

 

"In work, here at work.  I'm coming home now, 

though. It shouldn't take long." Xander placated 

him. 

 

"Did you walk?" Not quite panic. 

 

"Yes.  It was probably the last really nice morning 



we're going to have, Spike.  But it's only a few 

blocks." Xander fought the whine that entered his 

voice, but it won out anyway. 

 

"Twelve." That was just anger. 

 

"Yeah, but it seems so much less in the mornings." 

 

"You got something?"  Spike suddenly felt like he 

was in a PSA for safer sex.   

 

"Yes, dad.  Two stakes, just like always." 

 

"Fine.  Take main, and I'll meet you in front of the 

coffee shop." 

 

"That's four more blocks!"  Now Xander sounded 

like he was talking to his dad, if his dad had been 

the kind to take audible back talk without breaking 

his arm. 

 



"It's well lit." 

 

"Spike, this isn't Sunnydale." 

 

"How many vamps have you found, Pet, since 

moving here?" 

 

"A few."  This was not an argument he was going to 

win. 

 

"Right.  Goodbye, Xander.  I'll see you at the shop." 

 

"Love you, Spike." 

 

There was no reply, but Xander had four extra 

blocks to prove that Spike did. 

 

*** 

 

After six blocks, on the pre-approved Main Street, 

and therefore supposedly safe, Xander felt eyes 



watching him.  He was willing to bet that they 

would be yellow.   

 

"Someone is going to be very pissed off if I don't 

meet him two blocks from here." He tossed the 

comment over his shoulder, not turning around to 

face his attacker. 

 

"None of my concern.  A while back, you met an 

associate of mine." The voice had the ring of lower 

class born trying to affect upper class tones. It failed 

miserably.  

 

Xander paused.  He had killed a lot of vampires in 

his time, and what could safely be numbered as 

'some' here. 

 

"Probably.  I don't really take the time to get their 

names." 

 

"You should have.  She was mine.  You were in my 



territory. In the parking garage, over on fourth." 

 

Xander turned as the clarification sank in. The one 

from the first night.  He hadn't given it a second 

thought.  Looking the vampire in the eyes, he pulled 

himself to full height, still a few inches shorter than 

the dark- haired demon in front of him.  

 

"Oh, you think yourself a Master, then, don't you. 

Your territory.  Funny, you don't look like a Master." 

Xander was really hoping this was one of those 

times that talking would prolong his life, rather than 

shorten it.  If he wasn't in front of the coffee shop 

almost exactly half way between home and the 

office, Spike would continue down the planned 

route until he found Xander.  And then he would 

possibly kill him. He should be along any minute. 

 

"What would you know?"   

 

Score!  Xander turned his body, circling the vampire 



to get into better position. "Well, for one thing, 

Masters don't generally ask questions like 

that.  What are you, fifty?  Sixty?" 

 

"Three hund-" 

 

"Oh, please! You've no more got triple digits than I 

do. I know, because I'm the Consort of a Master 

myself.  That's who I'm meeting, which makes it 

your concern."  Circular logic wins again! 

 

"You're lying.  I smell no mark on you."   

 

Just then Xander caught the movement he had 

been expecting behind the vamp.  Quick flash of 

white, quick rustle of leather, quick whiff of 

tobacco. 

 

"Sixty, no more than sixty-three.  Good eye, 

Pet."  God, how Xander wished he could be both 

menacing and nonchalant at the same time. 



 

"Who the hell are you?"  The other vampire was 

whirling back and forth, first facing Xander, then 

Spike, all affectations gone from his voice 

now.  Xander hoped he got dizzy.  Did vamps get 

dizzy? 

 

"Oh, you remember that Master I'm not marked 

by?  That'd be him.  Looks like you'll be going 

now."  As Xander distracted him, Spike staked him, 

a swift in and out that had the stake replaced in the 

duster before the ash settled. 

 

"I tried to warn him." Xander smiled back up at 

Spike who was showing his demon for the first time 

since the move.  So beautiful, even though the dead 

vampire's had been repulsive and a little scary. 

"Spike?"   Xander moved toward him, extending his 

hand. Would he let him touch him, like this? 

 

Spike let his features melt back to their human 



form.  "Didn't get to you, Pet?" 

 

"No, he was too busy talking.  I didn't know there 

was a Master here.  He's not like the Master, right? 

From Sunnydale?" 

 

"Three." Spike shook his head. 

 

"Really? Well, two now, I guess." 

 

"No, two more and then me." 

 

"You? I mean, I know you are, but are you?" 

Adrenaline was leaving Xander's system, making 

him jumpy. 

 

"I just killed a territoried Master.  As a Master 

myself, I challenged his claim and won. I now own 

his territory," Spike explained slowly. 

 

"Oh... Which means?" 



 

"Means the apartment and about a mile all around 

it is relatively safe, except from my minions,"  Spike 

let out a... sound at this.  "So no hunting, no 

prowling there until I'm bested.  Or challenged, but 

he was the most powerful, so that isn't likely to 

happen." 

 

"He was the most powerful vampire around here? 

That guy?" 

 

Spike nodded, sharing Xander's amazement. 

 

"How do you all know these things?  How will they 

know?" Xander was thoroughly confused now. For 

all their fighting, he was pretty much ignorant of the 

social lives of demons. What would a souled 

vampire do with territory? How would it affect their 

relationship? Surely Spike wouldn't go make 

minions now. So many questions, and Spike just 

standing there with that unreadable look on his 



face. Even his eyes weren't giving anything away 

this time. 

 

"Connections. Instinct." Spike shook his head. "How 

do you know about Consorts?" 

 

"Giles." 

 

"He told you?"  Spike was incredulous.  Even as far 

as things had gotten between Buffy and Angel, he 

doubted the Watcher would have taken the time to 

explain vampire mating rituals to her hangers-on.   

 

"No.  Willow's not the only one who stole some 

books from the top shelf." 

 

"How much do you know?" Spike seemed irritated, 

and Xander didn't know why. 

 

"About this? Because I have to tell you, I'm pretty 

much lost at everything you just said. I mean, I get 



the whole territory thing, but are you going to go 

out and, like, add to it? Or defend it?" 

 

Spike put a hand up to forestall Xander's rising 

confusion. "Nothing really changes. We'll keep 

doing what we've been doing, but we'll probably 

have to go further out of our way to do it. No one 

will be too quick to challenge me. Now, what do you 

know about Consorts?" There really was nothing to 

the Master business. There could have been if he 

wanted the hassle of vampiric responsibility, 

tradition, and hierarchy, but he had never been a 

fan of the customs even when he was controlled by 

demonic urges.  

 

This Consort thing is what worried Spike more, that 

the boy had said anything to that effect. He had 

never made any mention of the bonding ritual, and 

he knew he had done nothing to lead the boy in 

that direction. He didn't even know what Xander 

thought it meant, to say nothing of what it meant to 



him in his new... condition. 

 

Xander stepped in and put his arm around Spike's 

shoulder, putting an end to his own confused 

musings and moving them along toward the 

apartment. It had been a long day, and he wanted 

to go home. "I only know enough that calling you 

my boyfriend would have given it away. I just took 

the books for the naughty pictures. I mean, wow, 

nymphs." 

 

Spike was relieved at this.  Most of those books 

were only half truths, and what was written was 

documented, of course, by the Counsel, no doubt 

full of propaganda and lies.  "Come on, then.  Let's 

get you home before you attract anymore 

attention." 

 

"Don't play martyr with me, Spike. You loved it. " 

Xander smiled as Spike stayed close to him, not 

touching him anymore, but still letting the duster 



brush against his legs with every step. Yes, at least 

for the evening, flapping-coat Spike was back with 

him, he'd again been rescued from a vampire 

attack, and all was right in his world. 

 

Spike could smell Xander next to him. He smelled of 

the soap he used in his shower that morning, fabric 

softener, and something else. Xanderscent. 

Underlying all that, though, Spike could feel the 

faint traces of his waning fear battling with the 

beginnings of his arousal. It was a scent that Spike 

noticed more and more every day, never fully 

fading when Xander was near him. Yet Xander 

hadn't pressed the issue, they'd barely gotten past 

first base. Well, first with a healthy lead on second. 

 

They reached the apartment and rode the elevator 

down in silence. Xander unlocked the door and 

opened it, letting Spike go in first, then locked the 

door behind them. When he turned to see Spike 

shrugging off the duster and hanging it on the coat 



rack in the entryway, the half a woody he'd sported 

the entire way home became much less half, and 

far more aching-I-have-to-get-these-pants-off-now. 

The muscles rippled under his shirt as he stretched, 

and Xander couldn't take his eyes off the harsh line 

where pale skin met black cotton on Spike's biceps.  

 

"Spike?" Xander licked his lips as Spike turned to 

face him. "Thanks. For saving me." Xander took 

Spike's cool hand in his own, pulling him over to the 

sofa.  

 

"Told you, pet, you're mine." 

 

Xander couldn't help the shiver that passed through 

him at the possessive tone. "Does that make you 

mine?" He leaned in close for the answer, his quick 

breaths coming out against Spike's lips. 

 

"Yours." He crushed his lips to Spike's then, tasting 

him and exploring his mouth. For a brief moment 



Spike froze, then joined in, meeting Xander's 

urgency. Their tongues battled, finding every 

crevice and mapping it out. Spike let out a low 

moan as Xander's hands left his head and began 

trailing warmth over his back and sides. He again 

followed suit and Xander broke the kiss, breathing 

in raggedly, still continuing to touch and taste. He 

loosened Spike's shirt from his pants, and pulled it 

roughly over his head, then did the same with his 

own. 

 

Spike wanted nothing more than for Xander to 

come back, return to kissing him, warming him, but 

Xander sat back and looked at him, burning trails 

over his skin almost as hotly as his hands had. "God, 

Spike, you're so perfect." And then he was back, 

over him, laying him back on the suddenly much too 

small sofa, one hand on his hip and the other 

bracing his weight, kissing him with the same 

intensity as before, only this time their hands 

covered bare skin, hot on cold.  



 

Xander found Spike's nipples and thumbed over 

them until they pebbled. He kissed and licked his 

way down his neck, over his shoulder, and captured 

one in his mouth. He swept his tongue over it in 

broad strokes and Spike was powerless to do 

anything but gasp and moan as he changed from 

tonguing the nub to gently biting. He moved his 

attention to the other one, and Spike fisted 

handfuls of Xander's hair, willing himself not to 

wrap his legs around Xander's waist and pull him 

down on top of him. "Please," he tugged gently. 

"Please, kiss me again." 

 

Xander grinned and replaced his mouth with his 

hands again, returning to kiss and lick at Spike's lips, 

taking his weight off his hand and using his knees, 

keeping Spike trapped below him, and slowly 

bringing them together, contact from ankle to 

chest. Spike was nearly writhing under his 

ministrations now and Xander felt himself grow 



impossibly harder at the sight. They continued on 

like that for quite some time, until Xander realized 

they were getting to that point, the point of icy 

showers and separate beds, or clothing laying in a 

shredded trail and maybe not making it completely 

onto the bed before they were done. 

 

"Spike. Spike, we have to stop." 

 

Spike instantly pulled back from where he had been 

latched onto Xander's neck, taking his pale hands 

from under Xander's waistband, pulling them back 

as if he'd been burned. "Sorry. Sorry, Xander. Sorry, 

I wasn't. I didn't. Sorry." 

 

Xander instantly sat up, pulling Spike close to him, 

letting the vampire burrow into his chest as the 

sobs wracked his body. "That's not... Baby, don't 

cry. I didn't mean... Shh, it's okay." Xander stopped 

trying to explain his words when he realized this 

wasn't about him, not really. "Please, it's okay. It 



really is." 

 

Spike nodded against him, and struggled to get 

away without having to look Xander in the eye. It 

was bad enough he'd done what he'd done, but for 

Xander to have to comfort him for being so... 

damaged. He just couldn't face him right now. He 

stood and scrubbed his eyes harshly with his palms. 

 

"Goodnight, Xander." 

 

"I love you." 

 

"No." 

 

Xander grabbed his wrist, gently, but with enough 

force that Spike stopped moving away from him. "I 

do. I don't think I've ever said it so much, and I've 

never meant it like this." 

 

"You didn't love her?" Spike sneered. 



 

"That's not what I said, and that's not open to 

discussion tonight." Xander paused, letting his voice 

soften as the slight irritation drained completely 

from his body. "I love you." 

 

"All right." 

 

"Goodnight." 

 

"Yeah." 

 

Part Twenty-One   Warmth 

 

Xander pulled the car onto the barely- there dirt 
road and continued driving in silence. Spike 
fidgeted, still not quite comfortable with anyone 
taking him somewhere when he didn't know exactly 
what the plan was. Xander slowed the car and 
crawled to a point that, in Spike's estimation, was 



no different than any of the other spots he'd passed 
for the last fifteen minutes. And then Xander 
stopped, pulled forward exactly three feet, stopped 
again and finally put the car into park and turned 
the key. 
 
"You finished, Pet? My gram could have driven us 
here quicker." 
 
"Your gram died before cars were invented, Spike." 
 
"Did not!" Spike answered, indignant. "Was the 
same year." 
 
"Spike, this is a seriously weird conversation. Just 
grab the stakes and let's go." Xander always let 
Spike pick up the weapons when they were 
outdoors after dark. He didn't think he'd like 
anyone thrusting a deadly item in his direction, so 
he didn't do it to Spike, and slowly, the vampire was 
beginning to trust him. Maybe. 
 
"So, you gonna tell me what we're doing?" Spike 
asked as they followed a well-worn path through 



the trees that lined the road. 
 
"We're walking." 
 
Spike replied to the sarcasm with an arched 
eyebrow and an I dare you not to answer me head 
tilt. Damn he was cool. 
 
"There it is!" Xander bounced with his excitement, 
and grabbed Spike's hand, leading him to a rather 
large clearing. He marched the two of them to the 
center of the space and unfurled a blanket, staking 
the corners down with the spares they'd brought, 
just in case. Then he plopped unceremoniously into 
the center and looked up expectantly at Spike. 
"Coming?" 
 
Spike shrugged, and folded himself, gracefully, to sit 
next to the human. 
 
"How do you do that?" 
 
"Do what?" 
 



"You... slink. Like a cat. Like a... lion. I'm this big, 
bumbling... wildebeest, and you're a lion, all 
lounging and knowing you're the baddest ass thing 
around. It's intimidating." Xander pulled Spike 
closer to him. "Damn sexy, but not big with the 
confidence inspiring." 
 
Spike smiled at the humor in Xander's voice. "When 
was the last time you bumbled, hmm? You've 
gained a kind of grace, lately. You're just not used to 
your own skin yet. When'd you stop growing, 
yesterday? Give it another hundred years, and you'll 
be lounging with the best of us." 
 
"Are you warm?" Xander asked, abruptly changing 
the subject. "I mean, you feel cool to me, are you 
cool to you?" 
 
"Not particularly. I don't notice it much." Spike 
stared into the distance as if he'd never seen a 
copse of trees before.  
 
"That's why you have four blankets on your bed." 
Xander called him on the lie.  



 
"I'm not cold," Spike nearly whispered. "I just can't 
get warm." 
 
"Take it off." Xander's hands urgently slid inside the 
lapels of the duster, begging Spike to comply. Once 
he had, Xander shifted again, laying down on the 
blanket and pulling Spike to him, wrapping an arm 
around his shoulders and the other around his 
waist. Spike shifted in his new position, tangling his 
legs with Xander's and becoming more grateful by 
the second that he didn't have to breathe.  
 
"This is lovely and all, Pet, but you're going to 
dislocate something if you don't lay off a bit." Spike 
adjusted himself as Xander let up, but did not let go. 
"What are we doing, again?" 
 
"Look up. Stars. See?" Xander mumbled into his 
hair. "'S romantic. And Halloween, so no nasties out 
tonight." 
 
"It is." Spike replied noncommittally. 
 



"Don't like stars?" 
 
"I do." 
 
"Don't like Halloween?" 
 
"Never said that, did I?" 
 
"So?" 
 
"Just wasn't what I thought you had planned, with 
the blanket, and you asking me to take off my 
clothes." 
 
"Oh. Sorry, I didn't mean to... You know I want to, 
right?" 
 
Spike nodded, not letting go of Xander. He didn't 
need to see the ridicule when the human saw his 
still unshed tears. 
 
"I do, Spike. I want you so bad it- I ache. But I want 
to do this right, you know? Slow. And I want you to 
want me, too." 



 
Spike did let go then, and sat up fast, ready to 
protest Xander's statement. But he thought before 
he spoke, for once, and realized Xander had a point. 
So far, Xander had made all the moves, he had been 
the one to initiate everything. He didn't seem to 
mind, but given Spike's reactions, he could see why 
Xander's anxieties would make him reconsider. 
 
"I do. I want," He trailed off, regrouping his 
thoughts. He tried again. "You're all I want, Xander." 
 
Xander pulled him back down, on top of his warm 
body, kissing him softly, but with a building 
intensity Spike found to be almost too much. 
Tongues again gliding together, lips meeting and 
parting only to explore new paths back to each 
other. Hands roamed over backs and under shirts 
until they both backed off again, quickly starting up 
with renewed enthusiasm. Xander shifted his legs 
and let one of Spike's fall between, giving them 
both more pressure on their hardened lengths 
through too many layers of denim.   
 



Spike braced his hands on each side of Xander's 
head and used the leverage to grind back down into 
Xander, feeling those wonderful warm hands clench 
on his ass, seeking to prolong the contact. This time 
they both pulled apart reluctantly, knowing the 
point of no return was fast approaching, not quite 
wanting to cross that line yet, relishing the 
anticipation, because they would, and neither of 
them had ever before had the opportunity to 
just...want.  
 
Panting heavily, Spike rolled off Xander and 
resumed his earlier place beside him, talking to ease 
the tension. "You make me warm, Xander." 
Whispered again, as if by saying the words too 
loudly, Spike would break the spell.  
 
"I like it when you breathe, like that. It's... damn, it's 
hot." Xander took one of Spike's hands off his thigh 
and held it in his own, tracing the slender fingers 
with his other hand. "You have amazing hands, 
Spike. They're long and lean and I never thought 
they'd feel so good on me, but they do, and 
sometimes I want you to touch me everywhere all 



the time..." Xander trailed off, knowing that line of 
thought wasn't exactly conducive to the waiting he 
tried each day to convince himself was necessary 
for a lasting relationship. He coughed slightly, and 
Spike could feel him blush, smell the slight 
embarrassment his words had caused. "Tell me. 
What did you do, before?" 
 
"She didn't tell you?" 
 
"Buffy? She told us you were different, and then 
you killed a slayer, and then you killed another 
slayer. She really didn't focus on more than the 
how-to-not-get-dead aspects of your story." 
 
"Yeah, I guess not." 
 
"Do you not want to?" 
 
"It's not that." 
 
"All right." 
 
"Sure?" 



 
"Yeah. I want who you are now, not whoever you 
were then." 
 
"No one wanted me for who I was, then." 
 
"I would have." 
 
"No, really, you wouldn't-" 
 
"You were shy," Xander stated forcefully. "And you 
were bookish. And you spent a lot of time in your 
own head, thinking about silly things that got you in 
trouble with your teachers, or whoever. And you 
were good, a really good man. And you were proper 
and wealthy enough to be comfortable, but not 
enough to be snobbish. And everyone dismissed 
you, and you let them, because at least then you 
were there. And there was someone, maybe more 
than one, but someone you loved, who hurt you, so 
badly that you didn't think you'd ever stop hurting, 
but you did and you got out, and you became... 
well, the best at what you did." Xander finished 
softly.  



 
Spike wasn't sure when Xander had stopped taking 
about him and started in on himself, but it was 
there. 
 
"You sure she didn't tell you?" 
 
"No. That's what you showed me." 
 
"When?" 
 
"That night when you put me in bed, and stayed in 
the chair all night." 
 
"Then?" 
 
Xander nodded, and Spike remembered spending 
the night watching the boy sleep, wondering why 
he hadn't done it all those years ago when he had 
been in a similar position.  
 
They watched the stars travel across the sky for as 
long as they could before having to pack up and get 
home before sunrise, content for now to be with 



each other and know.  
 
And wait.  
 
 

Part Twenty-Two   What It Means 

 
 
Xander tried to concentrate, rereading his worn and 
cherished copy of 'Hitchhiker's Guide' while Spike 
brooded, but it was quickly becoming impossible. 
Not only were the 'like Sire, like childe' jokes 
bubbling up at an alarming rate, but Xander kept 
noticing the furrow in Spike's brow, making the scar 
look imminently lickable, and the pout, also 
lickable-izing his lips. Xander mused on the 
lickablility of his boyfriend for a moment, grinning 
like an idiot as the word 'boyfriend' floated through 
his head, before a disgusted snort broke through his 
reverie. Spike flicked on the air-purifyer tucked 
discreetly under the end table, lit another cigarette, 
and then continued brooding.  
 



"What?" Spike snapped, after another half-hour-
slash-thrice-read paragraph.  
 
"What, what?" 
 
"You're staring at me." 
 
"Well, you're just so damned sexy." Xander tried 
flattery to avoid the trap, skipping the small ammo 
and going right to the big guns. 
 
"You're not leering. You're staring. You want to ask, 
so just bloody well do it." 
 
"Okay," Xander said hesitantly, then cheerfully 
added, "What's wrong, Spike?" 
 
"Nothing." 
 
"See, now you know why I was content with the 
staring," Xander sighed, knowing full well that his 
words were clear to the vampire, but, well, old 
habits... 
 



"I'm brooding, aren't I." 
 
"You could say." 
 
"Pathetic wanker." 
 
"Hey!" 
 
"Not you." 
 
"Oh. So are you going to tell me what's bothering 
you?" Xander closed his book, but kept his place 
with his finger between the pages. 
 
"I'm a master vampire." 
 
"I'm aware of that. I seem to recall always being 
aware of that." 
 
"Right, and I'm supposed to believe you put all that 
behind you?" Spike snapped, suddenly upset. 
 
"Yes!" Xander threw down his book, finally having 
enough of the pity party crashing his lazy Sunday. 



"You are supposed to believe me. I love you!" 
Xander reached out, brushing his fingers against 
Spike's arm when the vampire pulled away. 
 
"How, Xander? How? Am I just supposed to forget 
the whole 'vampires are evil' gig? Or the straight 
thing? Or the attempts to stake me at every 
opportunity? Which I admittedly deserve and will 
never forget, but the question is this..." Spike 
turned too-blue eyes on him. "When did you forget 
it and how long am I supposed to sit around waiting 
for you to remember?" 
 
"Spike... Dammit, Spike, I don't know what I'm 
supposed to do here. I don't know how to make you 
believe me." 
 
"Again, you started caring, when?" 
 
"Does it matter?"  
 
"Yeah. Yeah, it does." 
 
"I don't know!" 



 
"Oh, and that's a fine answer, Xander. You think a 
bleeding camping trip is supposed to fix it all? 
Hmm? Maybe a little cuddle under the stars to 
make you feel better?" 
 
"What the hell does that mean?" 
 
"Use some of that world famous insight and fucking 
figure it out for yourself!" 
 
Xander stopped, counting to ten, and again, and 
third time's the charm. "I have to go. I'm not going 
to sit here while you try to convince yourself that I 
don't love you. I've tried telling you, I've tried 
showing you. There's nothing else I can do. If you 
don't want to believe me, then fine, just sulk and 
brood and do whatever it is that souled vampires do 
when they're busy shunning humanity. Just don't do 
it around me, all right? Because I've really had 
about enough." Xander slammed the door to his 
bedroom, and Spike sat, stunned, for a moment.  
 
Xander hadn't taken Spike's insecurities and 



soothed them away, like he always had, even when 
Spike expected something else entirely. Xander had 
yelled at him, and then left. Instead of wanting to 
destroy something, feel flesh rending from bone 
beneath his hands, Spike, humiliated, fought back 
tears. Xander had left him, rather than stop the 
pain. He didn't want him, didn't want to touch him, 
sure as hell wouldn't fuck him, the last few times 
stopping before anything could even get going. 
Spike was as big a fan of delayed gratification as any 
hyperactive, impatient vampire, but Xander seemed 
intent on teasing and leaving and not really wanting 
him. If he really wanted him, he'd still be there.  
 
He was going to leave. 
 
The door to Xander's bedroom flew open, the 
doorknob punching a hole in the wall with the force 
and Xander glared at it for a moment. He was 
dressed, not in sweats and a tee-shirt, but jeans and 
a sweater, shoes and socks, light jacket in hand.  
 
He was going to leave.  
 



Xander stopped, transferring his glare from the wall 
to the vampire, waiting for one of them to get out 
of his way. He needed to get out, too much of his 
time lately spent worrying about Spike and he 
hadn't done anything for himself. Hell, he hadn't 
wanted to do anything for himself, totally wrapped 
up in the new-relationship need to spend every 
waking moment with Spike. All he wanted today 
was a nice, quiet, lazy day spent reading and maybe 
a little groping, if they got to it. But no, he had a 
crazy, doubting, you-can't-love-me, please-don't-
ignore-me drama queen to contend with. He knew 
he'd exploded irrationally, but he couldn't help it. 
Spike hadn't cornered the market on angst, no 
matter what he believed. He needed space, they 
needed time apart, or they were going to drive each 
other crazy. Crazier. Whatever.  
 
"Don't go." 
 
Xander barely heard the whispered words. "I have 
to." 
 
Spike said nothing. There was nothing to say. 



Xander didn't want him anymore. He wasn't worth 
comforting, and he wasn't worth fighting with, and 
he wasn't worth fucking, and he wasn't worth 
Xander. He was useless.  
 
He stepped aside and Xander brushed by him. 
When the door clicked shut, much gentler this time, 
Spike found he still had the ability to move, shakily 
walked to his room and sat on his bed, wondering 
how long he'd wait, and if he wanted to be there 
when Xander gave him the brush-off, or if it would 
be better to just go ahead and leave now. He didn't 
want another week of avoidance and pain, hurt, 
and not right, all wrong, never enough when he 
used his knife on himself. It was stupid, so stupid, 
nothing had been wrong, not really, and he'd done 
something stupid, stupid and worthless, upset 
Xander for no reason, made him think about it and 
he'd left. 
 
Not three minutes later, Xander came in his room 
without knocking and sat down on his bed beside 
him. "Okay. Maybe it's from not having a strong 
enough male influence in my life, but even I can see 



that was a lot of testosterone and very little brains 
on display out there." 
 
Spike waited. 
 
"I know you didn't mean it that way and you know I 
didn't mean it that way. Trying again... What were 
you brooding about?" 
 
Spike waited. 
 
Xander stage whispered, "This is where you say, 'I 
was not brooding, whelp.' Throw in some British 
slang, too. A nice bloody, or sodding, or bollocks, as 
appropriate." 
 
Spike glanced at Xander. "Where'd you go?" 
 
"Lobby." 
 
"Why'd you come back?" 
 
"Wasn't anywhere I'd rather be." He smiled shakily 
at Spike, trying to be the brave one here, but afraid 



whatever had upset the vampire wouldn't be fixed 
by a dopey grin and a quick joke. Rule number five 
apparently no longer applied. 
 
"You're all freaked out." 
 
"Not because it's you, no, and isn't that odd. About 
the guy thing, a little bit. I'm not going to tell you it's 
nothing I've never thought about, but all those 
thoughts were safely hidden in a nice little closet in 
my head, bolted and chained shut and reinforced 
with everything my... So, yeah, forgive the one of us 
here without several decades to get used to the 
'this, that, or the other' mentality. Now, I know 
that's not what's bothering you, too, so..." 
 
"I'm a master vampire," Spike said again, letting go 
of the anger and hurt because he wanted to. He 
didn't want Xander mad at him. He wanted him to 
beat him, yes, but he didn't want to make him 
leave. 
 
"I got that." 
 



"No." Spike held up a hand to forestall Xander's 
interruption. "You don't. Because you're a human. 
I'm a Master vampire. With territory. To defend, or 
expand, or flood the streets with the blood of my 
enemies, or do with whatever I choose, with no 
minions to use to do it. And do you know why I have 
no minions? Because I. Don't. Kill. People! I'm a 
sodding altruistic, bloody philanthropic vampire!" 
 
"Yes?" Xander wasn't sure what the answer to that 
was, if it had been a question, where the argument 
had gone, or why he'd walked, yet again, into a 
dimension where logic played no part. Oooh, like 
the Bizzaro world. Where he was a grown up, and 
Spike wanted to be Bruce Wayne, billionaire 
playboy and do-gooder. And now he was mixing his 
books, but at least he was still in the same 'verse, so 
that was good. 
 
"You don't understand," Spike sighed. 
 
"No. Wait. You want minions?" 
 
"No." 



 
"Okay. Do you want your territory?" 
 
Spike mumbled something. 
 
"Human ears, Spike." 
 
"I want you to be safe." 
 
"Okay. Thanks, by the way. I'll be more appreciative 
when I know what the hell is going on here. Why 
don't you just do like you did in Sunnydale. I mean, 
you weren't really Master there, but you would 
have been without Buffy, and you didn't have... 
Hey! You thought of us as your minions!" Xander 
exclaimed, shocked by the realization. 
 
'Well, not exactly my minions. You were hers, but I 
was more than you, human; less than her, slayer. So 
yeah. You lot were my minions." 
 
"I get that." At Spike's look, "I do. I had a hyena and 
a soldier living up here," Xander tapped his temple. 
"I get it. You're still the Big Bad, Spike. You're just 



bad to the bad guys, instead of the good guys, now. 
And the look you give when you're being the Big 
Bad... yeah, that's the one. You're still scary as hell, 
too, and you're a better fighter than anyone, or 
anything, I've ever seen, except sometimes Buffy, 
but she's, you know, a superhero. There's no reason 
for you not to be the Master around here." 
 
"So, you think I should just control things my way, 
then." Spike spoke slowly, trying to gauge Xander's 
reaction. He had given this a great deal of thought 
since it happened. He hadn't set out to be this 
town's Master, nothing of the sort crossed his mind, 
but it had fallen to him. He had the ability to do 
some good, here, if he wanted. And he found he did 
want. If Xander wanted. Better to protect his 
territory by being Master than Joe Friday's large- 
browed, poncey-haired cousin. 
 
"If it ain't broke, Spike. Besides, I think it's kinda 
sexy. You... having all this power, and yet," Xander 
repositioned himself, pushing back on Spike's 
shoulders until he was straddling the vampire. He 
lowered his head to Spike's neck and licked, sucking 



and drawing borrowed blood to the surface, making 
Spike groan in a way that Xander didn't think was 
possible as he brought a hand up to pinch at a 
nipple. "I can make you do ..." 
 
Xander knew it was a hot spot, thought briefly 
about what he was doing, and bit, hard, at the 
juncture of neck and shoulder.  
 
Spike howled, and came, all without Xander once 
touching his cock. 
 
"That." Xander kissed him, carefully avoiding Spike's 
fangs until he changed back, and let Spike push him 
back on the bed.  
 
The vampire eased Xander's pants down, past his 
hips and left them around his knees, showing more 
self control than he thought possible under the 
circumstances. He left them there, too intent on 
finally getting what he wanted to bother with taking 
them off fully. He grasped the already pulsing, hard 
flesh in his cool hand, and smirked confidently as 
Xander hissed at the pleasurable difference in body 



temperatures. His boy was so hot, his soft skin like 
velvet over steel. Spike wanted too much to go 
slowly, needed this too badly. 
 
Xander, as well, wanting and needing, couldn't wait, 
couldn't stop himself from thrusting into Spike's 
hand as the vampire pumped and twisted, using 
strokes Xander didn't even know existed. Between 
the cool hand on him, teasing and fondling his balls 
and the cool mouth, nuzzling his neck, not quite but 
almost biting, he was coming as well, lost in the 
sensations Spike created. Xander opened his eyes to 
see Spike, licking his fingers clean, tasting him.  
 
"Oh, wow. You, that's, if you were hoping to cure 
my homophobia, you more than succeeded." 
 
"You bit me."  
 
Xander couldn't discern what emotion that was in 
Spike's voice, and sat up, slightly alarmed. "Uh, 
yeah, well, you know, vampire, neck, biting... I 
thought... Was it not okay?" 
 



"Will you do it again?" 
 
"Not if you didn't like it." 
 
"I liked it." 
 
"Oh. Good, because that," Xander paused, trailing 
his fingers over the good-as-new skin, making Spike 
shiver, "Was hot." 
 
"Very." 
 
"Spike?" 
 
"Hmm?" 
 
"I'm sorry." 
 
"Yeah." 
 
"I do love you, you know." 
 
"I know," Spike sighed, and as much as Xander 
wanted to believe it was a contented sound, he 



knew, deep down, that it wasn't.  
 
 
 
 
 

Part Twenty-Three   Promotions 

 
 
The next week, Xander was summoned to his boss' 
office.  Xander knocked lightly on the open door 
frame and received a small smile. 
 
"Come in, Alexander."  Bob rose and shut the door 
while Xander sat in the client's chair on this side of 
the desk.  Uh-oh, shut door.  And first name.  Bob 
usually had a good ole boy habit, to go along with 
the good ole boy body, of addressing everyone by 
their last name. 
 
After he had accepted coffee, declined donuts, and 
danish, and oh- God- I'm- being- fired muffins, Bob, 
Mr. Ferguson, if Xander was going to have to beg 



for a reference, had June, his secretary, hold his 
calls. 
 
Instead of focusing on the Oh- God- I'm- being- 
fireds running through his head, Xander pondered 
why every secretary in the building seemed to be 
named after flowers or months.  Even August, the 
self-proclaimed 'token male administrative 
assistant' from the third floor.  Xander had made a 
point of greeting the other employees by name as 
often as possible, knowing from experience that 
they did most of the work and got the least of the 
pay and even less respect. 
 
Xander's attention returned to Mr. Ferguson as he 
sat behind his desk and steepled his fingers in that 
Oh- God- I'm- Being- Fired way. 
 
"Alexander, is there something you'd like to tell 
me?" He asked seriously. 
 
"No, sir.  The Burns building was giving us some 
problems, but-" 
 



"No, Alexander, I mean anything of a more... 
personal nature." at Xander's uncomfortable look, 
Bob continued.  "I've been looking over your file, 
Harris.  While your work is exemplary, you're in the 
office more often than not." 
 
"Yes, well, I've been... wanting to get caught 
up."  Xander finished lamely. 
 
"Harris, the entire company is now three weeks 
ahead of schedule, due almost entirely to your 
department.  I know you're not used to being a 
salaried employee, but as such, extra hours don't 
translate into overtime pay." 
 
Xander then noticed the multiple pamphlets on 
Bob's desk.  One for Gambler's Anonymous, one for 
Narcotics Anonymous, Alcoholics 
Anonymous.  There were other anonymities, but 
they were hidden from Xander's view.   
 
Xander let out a relieved sound that was 
somewhere between a laugh and a snort.  "Mr. 
Ferguson, Bob, no.  I don't need money, and I'm not 



in any kind of trouble."  He sighed. "It's just that... I 
have a lot going on... at home." 
 
"Harris, I have to say I'm relieved." Bob sighed, back 
to the good old Boss Hogg without the ugly white 
suit guy.  "I hadn't planned to bring this up, but you 
know next week marks the end of your 
probabtionary trial time here.  It's not standard 
protocol, but we decided to go ahead with your 
promotion at that time.  At this rate, you'll make 
Junior partner within five years." Bob was in a rush 
to stuff the pamphlets back into his overflowing 
desk drawers, clearly as relieved as Xander was that 
they were not going to be needed.  "Why don't you 
go ahead and take the time until then off.  Go sort 
things out with your girl.  Come back with a clear 
head." 
 
Xander was having another Oh God moment.  He 
hadn't wanted to come out to his boss quite this 
way, and he wasn't sure if the right time was after a 
promotion at a construction company, but waiting 
for the sunny company picnic/bring your gay lover 
celebration wasn't really an option in this case. He 



couldn't let this opportunity pass. He owed it to 
himself to be as honest with him as he expected 
Spike to be, and for Xander, that meant explaining.   
 
"Guy.  Sort out my problems with my guy.  Come 
back with a clear head," he added, hopefully 
emphasizing the 'come back' portion. Yeah, it was 
illegal to fire him for sleeping with another guy, but 
that didn't mean something else wouldn't 
mysteriously turn up to ensure his removal from the 
company. He may have been new to alternative 
lifestyles, but he wasn't unfamiliar with bigotry. 
 
"Oh."  Bob looked startled.  "So you're..." 
 
Deep breath. Can't deny Spike. Bob's a good guy. 
Federal laws. Deep breath. "Gay.  Yes." 
 
"No, no, no, Harris.  No, I meant are you still 
together?  Is it serious? I have a son about your age 
and..." 
 
Xander smiled.  "Yes, it's serious. Very. But thanks." 
It really meant more to him that Bob had wanted to 



set him up with his son than that the promotion had 
been offered.  Although, wow, JP in five years... that 
was a record in this company. 
 
"Well, you know, his mother seems to think there's 
only one other gay man in the world and if she 
doesn't find him, Bobby'll be alone and unhappy. I 
keep telling her, Bobby lives in San Francisco, but..." 
Bob trailed off, obviously not comfortable with the 
situation, but trying hard to keep from showing it. 
 
"Moms can be like that, I guess." Xander fought to 
keep the tremor out of his voice, hoping if it came 
through it would be considered part of the 
promotion nervousness. 
 
"Now, go, get things settled.  I don't expect to see 
you again until the announcement next Monday." 
 
"Yes, sir."  He said with a smile.  "And Bob, thanks." 
 
"Get out of here, Harris." 
 
Xander returned to his office to get things set for his 



unexpected vacation and discovered that 
everything would really be ready by lunch time 
Thursday.  He decided not to mention it to Spike, 
hoping to surprise the vampire with this much 
needed time together.  
 
 
 
 
 

Part Twenty-Four   Implications 

 
 
That evening when Xander returned home, Spike 
noticed the slight anxiety coming from him, but 
Xander didn't mention anything being wrong.  Spike 
had a moment of hopefear that Xander had noticed 
his new wounds, but he had taken care to procure a 
bit more human blood. He'd slipped out of the 
house after Xander fell asleep and came back in 
without the human's knowledge. He knew if he'd 
have just said he was going hunting, there would 
have been no questions, but this was easier. And he 



had slept almost the entire time Xander had been at 
the office.  He was nearly all healed now. 
 
"Xander, are we going out tonight?"  Maybe he was 
nervous about the 'hunt'. Spike refused to call it a 
'constitutional' as Xander did, because it was one of 
the few words he simply could not say without 
reverting to his former accent.  Nancy-boy word it 
was, and Xander sounded like a complete moron 
when he said it.  Spike made fun enough without 
giving Xander ammunition to get him back. 
 
"No, I thought I'd stay in and watch some TV.  Do 
you need anything?"  'I' Spike noted.  'Do you need 
anything?'.  Even when the sole purpose of the trip 
was to pick up blood, Xander said 'we'.   
 
"No." 
 
"Great.  Want pizza?"   
 
"Not hungry."  So Xander ordered pizza and Spike 
watched him eat.  Something had happened, but 
Xander didn't want him to know.  He didn't seem 



upset, so maybe he had been assigned another 
problem at work.  Usually Xander told him, in great 
detail, about whatever he was currently working 
on.  Spike didn't know much about construction, or 
carpentry, or corporate strategizing, but his classical 
education combined with so many decades 
travelling Europe left him with a decent knowledge 
of architecture, and his need to become a shrewd 
haggler post-chip left him with a great deal of 
advice when Xander needed to land a big 
client.  Xander usually asked him for his input on 
this aspect, especially if he was working on a library, 
or music hall, or some other 'arty thing'. Spike 
always had the best suggestions for those projects. 
 
Once he was finished eating, Xander sat back and 
put out his arm.  Spike joined him, willing himself to 
relax despite his insecurities.  Slowly Xander let his 
hand drift to Spike's shoulder, feeling the tension 
there. 
 
"Everything okay?" 
 
"Yeah. You?" 



 
"Mmm-hm." Xander murmured.  He turned Spike 
then, and pulled his own leg up onto the sofa sliding 
Spike between them now so that he could easily 
reach his back.   
 
"Get comfortable." 
 
Spike did as best he could, trying not to wriggle too 
much as Xander began to knead the tension from 
his body.  His vampiric senses told him of Xander's 
slight arousal, but he didn't know if he wanted to do 
anything about it.  Maybe that was what was 
bothering him. They hadn't done anything physical 
for a while, since Spike's break-down 
previously.  Xander was just too busy at work and 
tired when he came home; he usually fell asleep on 
the sofa and Spike carried him to bed. Spike was 
unsure how far Xander wanted to go with him 
during this waiting thing. After Xander's previous... 
experiences with men, Spike wasn't sure how he 
could think of him that way, and if his waiting 
wasn't just an excuse for him not to have to deal 
with it. 



 
"Spike, what happened?" 
 
"What?" Spike asked, snapping back from his 
thoughts. 
 
"Your arm, you're cut. What happened?" 
 
Spike immediately covered the worst of the healing 
knife wounds on his upper arm with his other hand. 
"I went out last night, after you fell asleep. I got 
careless, clawed. It's fine now," he lied. 
 
"Did you... is it... Wait, if it happened last night, why 
aren't you healed? Are you sick? Was it poisoned?" 
The look of concern in Xander's voice and touch of 
panic in his voice almost pulled a confession from 
Spike. He'd done it earlier in the day, slicing into his 
flesh, and preventing it from healing by dripping 
holy water into the lines, watching the smoke rise 
as his mind went blank from the pain. 
 
"No, it was just, yeah, irritant on the claws, makes it 
harder to heal. I'll be fine in the morning." 



 
"Are you sure? You've still got some of that human 
blood I picked up for you?" 
 
No, he'd used that all up when he got carried away 
with the lighter after Halloween. "Yes. I've got 
some." 
 
"Okay, turn back around, and I'll finish rubbing 
you." Xander said slowly. Something about Spike's 
explanation bothered him, but he couldn't pinpoint 
it, and so let it go. 
 
Soon Spike lost his train of thought, as Xander's 
large, warm hands found every trace of tightness, 
easing Spike's muscles one by one.  When he was 
no longer so tense through his back, Xander pulled 
him against his chest, and Spike, relaxing against his 
better judgment, let him.  The warmth coming from 
below and the strong arms around him were too 
much to resist.   
 
Before the rhythm of the heartbeat could lull Spike 
to sleep, Xander spoke.  His voice rumbled through 



his chest and echoed into Spike's ear.  "This is nice, 
don't you think?" 
 
"Swell, Pet." 
 
Xander squeezed him slightly half trying to chastise 
him and half embracing him.  "I know you're going 
to call me names or something, but it is.  I haven't 
meant to spend so much time apart." He hooked his 
leg over Spike's as if to emphasize the not apart bit. 
 
"No?"  Liar. 
 
"No. Not going to anymore, either. Got a 
promotion." 
 
"Doesn't that usually work the other way round, 
mate?" 
 
"More on the business end now, client happy 
making."  Spike gave him a look he could hear if not 
completely see from this position.  "Not happy-
giving, pervert.  Happy making. Forcing them to give 
me money with my wit and charm." 



 
"So old Bob's using the place as a tax shelter now, is 
he?" 
 
Not able to think of a response to that quickly 
enough, Xander shifted his arm and pinched Spike's 
nipple.  Hard. 
 
"Fuck, Xander, that hurt.  Do it again."  Xander did, 
softer though, and lasting too long to be a pinch, 
not long enough to be a grope.  Spike moaned 
softly, and rubbed his head into Xander's 
chest.  Xander played his fingertips lower, circling 
still down his chest and scrunching up his shirt until 
he could feel bare, cool skin. He ran his hands over 
Spike's stomach, each muscle separate and 
competing for his attention.  He wanted to look, to 
see and taste and smell where his fingers were and 
memorize Spike's entire body with all his senses, 
but he was enjoying the feel of Spike's body 
pressing back into his with each change in his 
hand's direction too much to move any more than 
to rock his hips gently upwards.   
 



Spike shifted again, turning over slowly trying to 
both increase body contact and not lose the feeling 
of those fingers on him, warm and strong and 
everywhere. He propped himself on his arm and lay 
facing Xander.  Xander's hand found his spine, and 
traced up the line as far as he could reach, then 
back again until he hit the waistband of his pants, 
working his fingers underneath just a bit, and the 
scratching gently back up the way he came. 
 
"More." Spike was purring, growling, and Xander 
thought he could come from the sound and feel of 
that noise all along his body, curling his toes and 
hardening his cock even more.  
 
Xander surprised him by pressing up with his hips 
and pulling him down at the same time, finding 
needed friction from the denim and the answering 
erection.  He lost his position and landed heavily on 
top of Xander, who didn't seem to notice as he was 
already kissing Spike, cheeks, temples, forehead, 
legs tangling with his, and hands still touching, 
dragging along his back. 
 



"Xander, please.  Kiss me." Spike's voice came out 
low and husky. 
 
Xander moved his hand up to Spike's head, parting 
his lips and gently placing them over Spike's 
own.  Spike's tongue darted out quickly and 
Xander's followed.  The kiss was deepened, first by 
one tongue, then the other, a give-and-take so 
natural that neither had to think and could focus 
only on the kiss, their hips rubbing together in a 
rhythm as natural as their lips.   
 
Xander broke the kiss then to breathe, turning his 
head so he could continue, laving Spike's neck 
between pants.  He nibbled and sucked, knowing 
this was something that Spike loved, and now Spike 
was panting as well, gritting his teeth against 
coming now, the warmth and desperation in 
Xander's body, the way he said his name, not 
pretending it was someone else, quickly becoming 
too much. 
 
Xander came back to his lips, still thrusting against 
Spike.  Spike returned the movement as they sped, 



grinding together franticly as the kiss became 
random nips and licks and pecks. 
 
Xander suddenly stiffened, stilling as he came, long 
and hard.  Spike continued thrusting down, drawing 
out his own pleasure as Xander's waned.  Then he, 
too, came, calling Xander's name softly and burying 
his face in Xander's shoulder as he tried to remain 
conscious. It had been a long time, longer still since 
anyone wanted him. 
 
Once Xander's breathing returned to almost-
normal, and Spike's once again stopped altogether, 
Xander spoke.  "That.  That was.  Should have done 
this before." 
 
Spike smiled shakily, but refrained from comment 
from his place, nestled between Xander's legs, head 
pillowed comfortably under his collarbone, all 
worries forgotten for the moment. 
 
"Should get up." 
 
"No, stay." 



 
"Okay."  Xander was nearly asleep now, but 
managed to mumble, "Do you think that zippers can 
rust?"  
 
 
 
 
 

Part Twenty-Five   Tell Me 

 

 

"No, Xander.  Please!" 

 

Xander woke with a start, still sticky from 

earlier.  Spike was still asleep, but dreaming now 

and quickly working his way toward a frantic 

nightmare. 

 

"Spike, wake up."  Xander sat them both up, and 

tried to turn Spike around so that he would be the 



first thing he saw when he opened his eyes.  Spike 

wouldn't let him move, however, and every time he 

tried to pull away, Spike held him tighter.  It seemed 

he was trying to burrow his way into Xander's 

chest.   

 

"Spike, wake up." 

 

"Can't go, Xander.  Can't go."  Spike pushed him 

backward again, and shifted on top of him.  He 

pushed his arms hard into the cushions, squeezing 

tightly. Xander was pinned to the sofa, his larger 

build no match against vampire strength. 

 

Spike's face shifted, frightened human features 

giving way to angry demon ridges.  Xander was 

scared, but only because he couldn't seem to get 

through to Spike, and wherever he was lost was 

horrible enough to make him lose control. He 

hardened his voice, using the one that had always 

gotten his friends to listen, hoping it would have the 



same effect now. 

 

"Spike! You will wake up. Now!"   

 

It worked, recognition dawning in amber eyes that 

were blue again before Xander could even register 

his relief.  And then the heavy body above him was 

across the room, cowering against the wall. Spike 

was caught between his need to obey Xander and 

his desire to flee to his bedroom, find his knife, or 

lighter, or the sun. 

 

"Spike, come here."  Spike did, years of conditioning 

winning out over any other urges he might 

possess.  If Xander would just stay in control, he 

wouldn't have to make these decisions; stay or go, 

love or fear, hurt or pain. 

 

"You're okay now."  Xander said softly, reaching 

out, trying to soothe him.  "Just dreaming.  I'm not 

going anywhere."  Xander tried to pull Spike close 



again, to regain the comfortable position they had 

both fallen asleep in.  Spike wouldn't let him, 

though Xander could tell he didn't want to 

resist.  He pulled back and sat against the opposite 

arm, pressing himself into the corner as hard as he 

originally pressed into Xander. 

 

"Can you tell me?"   

 

Spike shook his head. 

 

"You know you can, if you need to." 

 

Spike nodded. 

 

"Do you want to go back to sleep?" 

 

"Yeah." 

 

"With me?" 

 



Spike looked at Xander incredulously. 

 

"Just sleep."  He clarified, hoping that was the 

reassurance Spike needed. 

 

"Yeah."   

 

Xander stood then, holding his hand out to 

Spike.  When he took it, he once again led him into 

the bedroom. 

 

"Want another pair of sweats?" 

 

Spike nodded and changed when Xander left to 

change in the bathroom.  When he came back, he 

knocked softly and tossed a warm washcloth at 

Spike. They were still pretty sticky from earlier, and 

not in a good way. 

 

"It's your room, you dozy git." Spike was attempting 

to regain his usual attitude, but the bowed head 



and stiff movements prevented him from even 

looking comfortable, let alone condescending. 

 

"Get in bed, Spike."  Xander sighed.  There would be 

no explanations tonight, now that Spike was 

covering his earlier actions with attitude. 

 

Spike climbed in, but stayed as far from Xander as 

the large bed would allow.  Even if Xander reached 

for him, he wouldn't touch him. 

 

"Spike?" 

 

"Yeah?" 

 

"Do you want to tell me?" 

 

"No!" 

 

"You know I won't leave you, right?" 

 



"Left her." 

 

Xander paused. "Yes. I did. I was an ass, and I was 

scared, and I was... I was an ass. But that was... not 

like this. I had doubts long before then. With you, 

there's none. I should have them, because, wow, so 

not what I was expecting, but I don't. Doesn't that 

mean something?" 

 

"I guess."  

 

"Will you come over here, then?"  Xander stretched 

out to the middle of the bed. 

 

"Will you shut the hell up and go to sleep?" But he 

came closer to Xander, as well.  Before he could 

arrange himself close enough to appease Xander, 

but not so close to actually touch him, Xander was 

above him, hands on each side of his head, knees 

on each side of his hips. 

 



"Do you mind if I kiss you goodnight?" Xander asked 

with a smile that removed any trace of malice from 

his position. 

 

In lieu of response, Spike grabbed Xander around 

the waist and flipped them into a reverse of their 

earlier situation.  "No. I think I'd like to kiss 

you."  The words were full of bravado, just like they 

should be. But the kiss was lacking, too soft, too 

passive, and whenever Xander tried to deepen it, 

Spike stilled and went almost limp above 

him.  Xander pulled back and closed his arms 

around Spike.   

 

"I love you, Spike." 

 

There was no response but unneeded deep, slow, 

calming breaths in and shuddered breaths out.  

 

 

Part Twenty-Six   Laundry 



 
 
Spike slept fitfully that night, even with Xander's 
warm body never leaving his, molded to him, 
tossing and turning with him, no further questions 
asked, just warm and safe and comforting and 
loving and everything else Spike would never be 
able to keep, earn, deserve. In the morning after 
Xander left, he moved back to his own bed in the 
vain hopes that maybe not being surrounded by 
Xander's scent would keep the nightmares at bay. 
He woke to feed and then wanted only to return to 
the elusive oblivion of dreamless sleep, trying and 
failing and trying again until nearly nine o'clock that 
night, right through Xander's return from work, 
right through sunset, right through Xander knocking 
and asking if he was okay, checking, dropping a kiss 
on his temple, and leaving the room when there 
was no response. 
 
Later that night, Xander had timed it perfectly, 
pulling Spike's jeans from the dryer moments 
before the blond walked out of his bedroom. 
Xander held out the pants, inhaling the combined 



scents of his love and fabric softener, scents that 
screamed to him he was home.   
 
Spike held out his hand expectantly; he enjoyed the 
second-hand warmth too much to wait for Xander 
to finish sniffing his clothes. 
 
He pulled them on quickly, for a moment forgetting 
he had an audience.  But the moment Xander heard 
him curse, he had the jeans ripped open at the 
button fly and was giving Spike a Look.   
 
"Why did you do this?" 
 
"They're warm." 
 
"No, they're hot."  Xander's surprisingly gentle 
fingers caressed over the still pink marks from 
where the closure of the sinfully tight pants rested 
against Spike's skin.  Xander was mad.   
 
"Kind of hard for me to tell, Pet."  Don't be mad, 
Xander, didn't mean it. 
 



"Do you still miss it that much? Warmth?" He 
looked up at him, concern written across his face. 
 
"Sometimes." 
 
"Oh."  Xander was thinking, of a way to punish him, 
maybe, for being bad, even though he hadn't meant 
to disobey this time. He just wanted to be warm in 
the combined smells of himself and his Xander that 
resulted when he washed their clothes together. 
"Maybe I can help."  And with that, Xander dropped 
to his knees, tongue replacing his fingers.  Now that 
the skin had healed he didn't have to be gentle, but 
still was.  Then his tongue stopped making the little 
circles around the ex-burns and moved, lower, 
lower until he was brushing the very first of the hair 
there, and his cheek rubbing against Spike's cock 
left exposed from the open jeans.  
 
Xander raised his eyes to Spike's face, hoping to see 
encouragement in his eyes.  They had never done 
this, meaning he had never done this, and he knew 
from experience the disappointment of a blow-job 
gone bad.  Instead, though Spike's eyes were 



closed, his mouth was a little 'o' of surprise.  Also 
knowing from experience that this was a good look, 
he continued to swirl his tongue through the sharp 
hair, feeling the difference between the smooth, 
cool skin of Spike's abdomen and the warmth from 
the jeans and the just-eaten blood pooling lower. 
 
He moved in, closer to his final target and tugged 
Spike's jeans to his knees.  Placing a hand on his hip 
to steady himself, Xander stiffened his tongue and 
probed the root, eliciting a soft gasp from Spike.  He 
softened his tongue again and licked around and 
around, trying to taste every bit that he 
could.  Spike's cock twitched in response. 
 
Xander decided it was now or never, and still 
nervous, wanted this more than anything he ever 
wanted before.  He pulled his tongue up the 
underside, following the vein before licking the 
exposed head in one broad stroke.   
 
"Xander, yesss." Spike whimpered, hands holding 
tightly now to Xander's shoulders, attempting to 
keep himself from grabbing Xander's head, pulling 



him forward for more. 
 
Xander pulled back enough to wet his lips and 
slowly took the head in all the way, concentrating 
on sucking at the sensitive glans, and tasting, not 
surprised that he wanted more. 
 
"So warm, Xander." 
 
Sucking gently, then licking, then back to sucking, he 
knew he wouldn't be able to get much more in his 
mouth this time.  Releasing the tip, he returned to 
the long slow licks he had started with, going all the 
way down one side, little kiss, then back up, little 
kiss with a suck, than back down the other side with 
a kiss to finish off.  Once Spike was wet all over, 
breathing in short pants now...  
 
"Xander, please, more, harder." 
 
Begging. Xander brought his mouth around again, 
followed by his hand.  Remembering advice he had 
given once, he relaxed as much as possible and took 
the vampire in again, hand covering what was left 



exposed.   
 
"Yesss..."   
 
Squeezing slightly and sucking harder, Xander found 
a rhythm after only knocking himself in the teeth 
once.   
 
"So good, Xan, so hot and good.  Just a little more, 
please, so good." 
 
And Xander wanted to give just a little more, to 
keep the not quite incoherent babble flowing from 
Spike's lips going as long as possible, he relaxed a 
bit more, and managed to get almost all the way. 
 
"Oh, oh, oh."  Panting. 
 
Yes yes yes.  Xander reached a hand to his own too 
hard dick and fondled through the pants.  He would 
have like to take it out, do this right, but all his 
concentration was on Spike and not ruining this by 
gagging, so this would have to do. 
 



The hand from Spike's hip moved  down to lightly 
stroke Spike's balls.  That was all he needed, that 
little bit more, and Spike was coming, coming so 
hard that he was afraid he would fall. But Xander 
anticipated this, both hands coming up to his hips 
again to steady him, mouth staying wrapped tight 
around his cock, sucking every drop out of him and 
down his throat. 
 
The look on Spike's face, the buckle in his knees as 
he came were more effective than anything his 
hand could have accomplished, unzipped or not, 
and Xander was coming, his own spurting release 
timed with Spike's, like a circuit completed. Xander 
placed his head on Spike's belly and tried to regain 
his breath. 
 
When Spike thought he could stand without 
toppling to the ground, he pulled Xander up to face 
him. 
 
"That was..." 
 
"Was it?" 



 
"Wonderful." 
 
"Really?" 
 
"Amazing."  Spike nodded. 
 
"It'll get better."  Xander promised, knowing that 
Spike was trying to make him feel better about his 
clumsy-but-appreciated efforts. 
 
"Not much better to get, Pet." Spike replied 
honestly. Xander wasn't a pro, not by a long shot, 
but it had been a long time since anyone had 
willingly done that to him, with that much care and 
concern, and the innocent fumbling, proof that he 
was Xander's first... It was shallow and petty, and he 
could admit it, but it turned him on even more. 
 
Xander smiled.  "Gotta do laundry again, though." 
 
"Yeah.  Next time I'll help you with that."  He 
gestured at Xander's now wet crotch.  
 



"Spike?" 
 
Spike turned to face Xander warily, not sure what to 
expect.  
 
"Just... be careful next time, okay? I don't want you 
to be hurt."  
 
 
 
 

Part Twenty-Seven    

 
 
 
 
Xander woke the next morning tangled with Spike in 
a way that with anyone else would have been 
incredibly uncomfortable.  With Spike, it was only 
mildly annoying: cramp in his leg and his hand was 
asleep, but still really, really comfy.  He was 
reluctant to leave. It'd taken a while to convince 
Spike to sleep with him, and he still wanted to 



prolong this feeling of contentment he'd found. He 
didn't know how long it would take, but he hoped 
soon Spike would agree to stay in his room. Only 
the knowledge that he would be home soon and 
able to begin his vacation the next day helped him 
get out of bed, kissing Spike lightly on the temple 
when the blond began to stir.  After showering and 
dressing, he returned with his coffee to once more 
kiss his vampire before work. 
 
"Crfumzn" Spike muttered, and Xander took it to 
mean he had been warned to be careful.  Or that 
the car was full of muffins, you really never could 
tell. 
 
Spike's first dream of the night had not been his 
last.  Xander had tried to comfort him after 
interpreting his words.  But Spike had not dreamed 
that Xander was choosing to leave him.  While that 
would be, had been, nightmare enough, this was 
even worse.  Xander came home from work, iced 
chocolate donut with sprinkles in hand and had 
immediately proceeded to tell Spike to get 
out.  Spike tried to use Xander's argument from last 



time, that the sun was still up; that he couldn't go. 
 
"I don't care.  If you didn't deserve to die, maybe 
that wouldn't be a problem." 
 
"Xander, you don't mean-" 
 
"Yes.  I do.  I want windows, Spike.  Do you think I 
want a basement?"  His words were mocking him, 
twisting the intent of those words from the first 
time he heard them.  
 
"But you did this for us," Spike pleaded. 
 
"There is no us. I want a hot, wet pussy in my 
bed.  Not your cold, dead ass, full of cold lube and 
nothing else.  You're empty Spike, nothing.  I want 
someone born the same century as me, someone 
who'll give me children.  What could I want with 
you?  Leave." 
 
So Spike had grabbed him, bitten him and beaten 
him until the blood loss from both left him 
unconscious.   



 
Then he chained him to the wall. 
 
"I can't go, Xander.  Can't go.  Love you.  Stay with 
you always." 
 
That was when Xander had woken him, and he tried 
to forget, tried to make Xander forget making him 
leave, sure that that was what had been bothering 
him earlier in the week. After, he couldn't stop the 
feeling that Xander didn't want him around, and 
was just too nice to kick him out with no where to 
go. 
 
Every time he fell back asleep, the dream picked up 
again. Some version of the events, worsening until 
this morning, when Xander kissed him, so softly, the 
scent of coffee and Xander and himself all mingling 
together through his dream-filled haze. 
 
This time he was the one chained, shackled like the 
animal he was, just like he had been in Buffy's 
basement.  Xander was in front of him, holding a 
whip. Stroking it but refusing to use it. 



 
"No. You love me. Please." 
 
"No one has ever loved you.  Do you think you're 
any different to me?  Do you think you're anything 
to me?" 
 
"Please, Xander.  Master, make me good 
enough.  Use it.  Master, please." 
 
"This?"  Xander laughed cruelly.  "There aren't 
enough whips in the world, Spike.  My arms would 
fall off before I could strike you enough to make you 
good." 
 
"I can be-" Spike was again begging. 
 
"Angel spent years trying to fix you.  Why do you 
think he left you?  That it was because he thought 
you wouldn't understand?  Wrong, fuck toy.  Why 
don't we ask him, huh?" 
 
Angel's voice floated into the room, faintly, but 
Xander was still speaking, covering the words.  "Do 



you think I'd ever want to do this to you, Spike?" He 
cracked the whip but still did not lash Spike. "This is 
sick, it's wrong. People with souls don't need to hurt 
like this, they don't hurt others like this.  I know, I 
have a soul." 
 
"I have a soul, Master.  I got one, I tried so hard-" 
 
"What you have is an excuse," Xander interrupted 
again. "So you can play pretend and fuck whoever 
you want however you want whether they want it 
back and no one can get mad. Because you're good 
now." 
 
"I know of one rapist with a soul..."  Angel's voice 
called to him, bringing images of Angel, Xander's 
father, and himself to his mind, and what they all 
had in common. 
 
Then Angel was there. With his Master, his Xander, 
and he was kissing him, tongue parting bruised lips 
and Xander was breathing heavily, legs shaking, 
desperate for Angel to unzip his pants. To take him 
in hand and drop to his knees.     



 
"No! It's not him that you want!"  And now Spike 
wasn't sure who he was talking to, because the 
dark-haired men had become one, XanderAngel's 
hand closed around AngelXander's cock, stroking 
and pulling and refusing to come near Spike's still 
shackled yet straining arms.  He dislocated one of 
his shoulders trying to reach, but they only laughed 
at his arm hanging now painfully above his 
head.  They turned toward him then and they came, 
spurting and groaning, fangs somehow imbedded in 
their own neck, blood flowing as easily as come, 
spasming out in the same rhythm.  And the come 
splashed near Spike's hands, near his mouth, near 
his own straining erection, but not close enough. 
Not in his mouth so he could taste it, not in him so 
he could feel it, not on him so they could claim him. 
 
"You want me.  You want me, Master."  The words 
were nearly lost in his sobs, but the AnderXangel 
heard him clearly. 
 
"The only way I want you is gone, William."  the 
AngelXander said, turning to leave.  "There is no 



room for you here. We don't have the patience for 
broken toys."  
 
 
 
 

Part Twenty-Eight   Broken Toys 

 
 
 
 
Spike woke, surrounded by Xander's scent, shaking 
and crying and needing, needing because that damn 
dream came back, came screaming back into his 
head again, again, again, and would not bloody well 
leave him the fuck alone.  The vision of the whip 
stayed bright in his mind, Xander's warm fingers 
caressing the thickly braided leather.  He didn't 
have a whip, or a flogger, or a cat, or anything he 
could think of to provide the pain he needed to 
accompany the dream, to clear his head.  To make 
him right for when Xander came home again. 
 



He reached for the only thing he could think of, 
pulling his belt through the loops of his jeans so 
quickly the scent of hot leather now mixed with 
Xander's smell, lingering on him still.  And that was 
good, that was the scent he needed.  He tried to 
bring the belt down across his back.  The awkward 
position left him unable to achieve the force he 
needed, soft thwaps landing unevenly, requiring too 
much effort and giving frustratingly little contact. 
 
Choking off a cry of frustration-guilt-need, he threw 
the belt across the room, its heavy buckle leaving a 
small dent in the drywall.  He smoked through his 
fangs, dressed, smoked again, shaking so hard he 
burnt his thumb dangerously before he was able to 
light his second cigarette.  It wasn't enough, the 
pain still not pure, not like having it come 
unexpectedly from someone else.  The sound of the 
voice from the recurring dream surpassing even the 
magic box voice in its callousness and utter 
contempt still ringing in his ears.  'This is sick; 
people don't do this.'  
 
Spike stood, left his duster on the coat rack by the 



door and took the elevator to the lobby. He stood in 
the shadows, examining the harsh line where dark 
tile became blindingly bright in the sun.  He stepped 
closer to it,  boots breaking the plane, leather 
keeping (protecting, preventing) his toes from 
catching fire.  He held his hand up, the left, and 
splayed his fingers. Slowly he pressed them into the 
sunlight, blocking the immediate urge to pull back 
by wondering if his pale skin really seemed to glow, 
the way Xander murmured that it did in his sleep, or 
if it was only because of his dark-accustomed eyes. 
Blue veins stood out in relief against his flesh.  His 
hand started smoking slightly, wisps from his hand 
matching those from his cigarette,  and he pulled 
back steadily, thanking-cursing the UV-filter, 
tempered glass Xander didn't know Spike knew the 
human had installed in the lobby windows a few 
weeks back. 
 
He thought that maybe he was okay now, maybe he 
could go back inside, add a few drops of holy water 
to a bath and sleep enough to heal by the time 
Xander came home tonight. Maybe he would tell 
him what had been wrong earlier, what there was 



that Xander wasn't telling him, when Xander came 
home. 
 
If Xander came home. 
 
The thought was enough to bring back the dream, 
thoughts of Xander, holding him, concern over his 
self-inflicted wounds, how Xander had tried to 
comfort him. How Spike had forced himself onto 
him, forced the boy to blow him as reassurance that 
he really was wanted, taken the comfort he wanted, 
whenwhyhowwhere he wanted, and the words of 
his dream, how Xander would react if he knew if he 
knew what he needed, what Spike was, still a 
demon, still sick, still nothing, useless, thing.   
 
'What you have is an excuse, so you can fuck-' 
 
He thrust his hand back into the sun.  
 
 
 
 



Part Twenty-Nine   Sunlight 

 
 
 
 
"Spike!  What in the hell are you doing?" 
 
Spike pulled his hand back inside the doorway, 
shaking off the small wisps of smoke that had 
started to rise from his fingers. 
 
"What the fuck do you think you're doing?" Xander 
had already reached him, holding his hand and 
trying not to dislodge any of the blistering skin. 
 
"I was." 
 
There was the interruption, right on cue.  "You were 
what, hoping to become confetti for my welcome 
home on a Thursday party?  Were you all out of 
streamers?  Did the party shop call and cancel your 
linen rental?"  Yes, Xander was pissed off because 
the metaphor no longer really made sense. 



 
"No, I just..."  Wanted to be warm.  Wanted to 
die.  Wanted to suffer.  Wanted to do something, 
anything to make you mad enough to hit me, take 
me, need to prove that I'm still here.   
 
"Dammit, Spike, why?" 
 
There were tears and Xander was shaking, and now 
Spike couldn't tell him, couldn't let him know that 
this was why he was doing it. 
 
'This is sick.' 
 
"I'm sorry, Xander." 
 
"How long?"  Xander was looking at Spike's fingers, 
his hands, noticing the pink, shiny, healed-over skin 
trailing up his arm in even parallel cuts and 
disappearing under his sleeves that was only 
distinguishable from the old because it wasn't yet as 
pale as the rest of him. Then he was dragging Spike 
to the elevators and into the apartment.  
 



"Only a few seconds." 
 
"How long?" Xander asked again, this time hoping 
Spike chose not to ignore the meaning behind his 
words. 
 
"Always." 
 
"Spike."  It was sighed, whispered, shuddered out 
all in one horrible breath.  If Spike had wanted to 
suffer, he had gotten that.  But Xander was 
supposed to be making him suffer, not suffering 
because he was. "Come inside." 
 
Then Spike noticed.  Daylight and Xander didn't mix 
this time of year.  At the office before dawn, home 
after dusk, but only because of the season, not 
because he was avoiding him. Xander told him this 
every time Spike looked at the clock. 
 
"You're home early," Spike noted, flatly. 
 
"Sorry to disappoint.  Thought we could get an early 
start on our weekend. I'm on vacation. Didn't know 



I was about to have to do it alone." 
 
"I would have stopped." 
 
"Would you?" 
 
Maybe.  "Yes." 
 
"Don't fucking lie to me, Spike." 
 
"Maybe." 
 
"What else."  Xander was commanding him now, 
standing in the kitchen, cleaning his wounds.   
 
"The lighter, if it's too cloudy."  Spike was kneeling 
now as Xander carefully cleaned and bandaged his 
hand, knowing the tone, hoping that correcting this 
mistake from last time, the first time he glimpsed 
Xander's ability to really control him, would earn 
him his lesson. 
 
"Fuck, Spike, do you have any idea how... What 
else?"  Xander was still shiny-eyed, looking down on 



Spike's head, but in control of his voice, holding 
back his urge to destroy the sun for hurting his 
vampire.  Right now kindergarten tales and best 
friends and stuck satanic temples wouldn't do much 
to stop him, so what did that say about things? 
 
"Holy water." 
 
"Go get it." 
 
Spike stayed where he was.   
 
"Go. Get. It. Now." 
 
Spike went, retrieved the nearly empty bottle from 
the nightstand in his bedroom, evaporated residue 
he coated the outside with last time causing just a 
twinge in his hand.  He made sure to use the good 
one. He handed it to Xander, who was waiting for 
him in the living room now, standing by the sofa, 
Spike's undamaged flesh now reddened. 
 
"You did this often?" 
 



Spike nodded. 
 
"Anything else?" 
 
Spike shook his head, knowing that Xander didn't 
want to know about the belt and the knives and the 
demons he let win the fights just long enough to 
bruise him. 
 
"This stops." 
 
Spike stayed silent, still.  Xander couldn't take this 
from him.   
 
"Spike.  This stops now.  You can't do this, any of 
this again." 
 
Please, Xander.  If you take it away, you have to 
replace it.  He remained silent in the hopes Xander 
would hurt him, make him answer. 
 
"Spike.  I can't.  You can't go away."  Xander was the 
one kneeling now, and no no no this was all 
wrong.  Xander was supposed to be standing, 



controlling, punishing, not begging, crying, pleading. 
 
Xander pulled Spike to him and cradled him on the 
sofa, trying to give the comfort he could, somehow 
knowing it wasn't working.  He rubbed his hands 
over the vampire, back and arms and legs pulled in 
to his chest, up to the back again and starting 
over.  Spike still hadn't responded to him and he 
still didn't know why this was happening.  Was it 
him?  Had he driven the most important person in 
his life to suicide? 
 
Xander pulled back then, releasing Spike.  The 
comfort he tried to offer was not working, seemed 
to be making the vacancy behind those once proud 
always beautiful eyes grow.  Spike had shrunk in on 
himself, and he obviously didn't want Xander 
touching him.  
 
He got up, not sure what to do, and stared at his 
vampire, not knowing, never knowing, too normal 
to have any fucking clue as to how to stop whatever 
was hurting Spike, whatever hurt his friends, never, 
never knowing how to fix it and somehow always 



making it worse when he tried to help because 
people weren't windows and he couldn't just take 
the broken bits out and install new ones. 
 
"Don't you want to be here any more?" Xander 
whispered, half hoping Spike wouldn't hear him, 
and wouldn't answer. 
 
Like waking up, Spike came back to himself, saw 
what Xander was doing, what he had made Xander 
do. 
 
"Sorry, Xan.  Won't leave.  Please don't cry.  I 
won't.  Won't do it again. Just don't be mad.  Don't 
go, come back, I'm not.  I don't.  Just don't be mad, 
just don't be-" 
 
"No, baby, I'm not leaving.  Promise, okay.  Tell 
me."  And he was holding him again, this time the 
comforting sounds and warm hands working, 
making it all better.  For now, it was going 
away.  Maybe this time it would stay away. 
 
"Promise, Xan." Statement, question, maybe both. 



 
And then Xander's lips were there, taking his 
promise before it could be uttered, tongue 
searching for more, hidden behind teeth, inside lips. 
 
Spike was giving his promise, with his hands, his 
legs, his hips.  Pushing Xander down he arranged 
himself between his knees, pressing the two of 
them together.  Xander's hands were still rubbing 
his back, each stoke down moving lower until he 
grabbed Spike, thrust up against him. 
 
And Xander stopped, remembering that this was 
what had started it all last time. "We don't have to-" 
 
"No, please, don't make me stop, don't go away, I 
can do this, can be good." 
 
"Sh, baby, it's okay."  Xander was kissing him again, 
urgency from almost losing him coming through in 
every movement.  Spike reached between them and 
stroked Xander through his dress pants, hand 
resting over the bulge.  Xander thrust up, and Spike 
pulled the slacks open, ripping them from the 



seams rather than struggling with the zipper.   
 
Xander pulled Spike's head closer, fingers twining in 
hair, and tongues brushing still.  Spike started to 
pump him then, thumb dragging over the head to 
spread precome and then moving back down the 
shaft.  Slowly, then faster as Xander panted into his 
mouth, swallowing the gasps and moans and 
reassurances they interrupted.   
 
"Can be good, Xander, love you, so much, always 
love you."  Spike chanted in time to his strokes, 
rubbing himself against Xander's thigh.  Xander 
released his head and grabbed him, trapping his 
hand between their bodies.  Spike thumbed the slit 
with his limited motions and felt hot come cover his 
hand.  His own release followed and he rested 
heavily against Xander, the smells of tears and lust 
and anger and singed flesh and blood but most of 
all, love covering them both.  
 
 
 
 



Part Thirty   Punishment 

 

 

 

 

After they regained their breath, Xander 

spoke.  "One of these times we'll manage to get our 

pants off." 

 

"Yeah." 

 

"Hey, why don't you go lay down.  Get some rest 

and I'll do the laundry. Again." 

 

"Yeah." 

 

"I love you." 

 

"Yeah."  Spike left then, after waiting a ridiculously 

long time for Xander to let go of him, and headed 



into his own room, closing the door behind 

him.  Xander fought the urge to confiscate the 

lighter.  If Spike was feeling anything like he was, 

he'd need a good smoke.  And that was before the 

orgasm. 

 

In fact, that sounded like a damn good idea, and he 

snatched one from a spare pack still lying in the side 

table drawer.  He leaned against the sofa, pants still 

unfastened, and tried to figure out what had 

happened.   

 

Drag, think, drag, think, cough, think, think, drag.   

 

He lit another off the stump of the first and focused 

on just holding it. He very pointedly did not watch 

the tip turn and the column of ash grow as the 

smoke rose from his fingers, and he did not think 

that that was exactly what would have happened to 

Spike had he come home at six rather than noon.  

 



If he smoked any more he was going to puke.  If he 

thought any more he was going to puke.  Drag 

think, think drag anyway, take that fucked up gods 

of beautiful tormented souled vampires and their 

self- destructive impulses.  Xander knew Spike 

hated being cold, but couldn't he have just asked 

for an electric blanket?  What the hell was going on 

up there?  

 

*** 

 

There would be no punishment. Even though he 

had deserved it, gone against Xander's order that he 

never hurt himself again, he would not be punished. 

 

"Xander?" Spike called from the doorway of his 

room. 

 

There was that voice, the tone of doubt Xander 

heard when Spike was confused. He entered the 

bedroom quickly and sat down next to him, pulling 



one leg on the bed so he could face Spike.  "What is 

it, baby?" 

 

"You're not mad?"  Questioning, afraid. 

 

"Mad?" 

 

"For the burns." 

 

"No, Spike.  I'm not mad.  I don't want it to happen 

again, but I'm not mad." 

 

"You're not going to punish me."  Statement. 

 

"Is that what you want?  Do you need... Oh, Spike, 

no."  If he needed to be hurt... things clicked into 

place, and Xander realized. Everything. He would do 

anything for Spike, but he wasn't sure if he could 

punish him like that.  Hurt him.  

 

"It's just that..." Spike searched for words. "I 



disobeyed you." 

 

"No, Spike, it's not like that. It wasn't disobeying.  I 

didn't order you to... I don't give orders to you 

Spike. And I don't punish you. I'm not Angel." 

 

"Do you still love me?" 

 

"Of course I do.  Nothing could change that, Spike, 

ever.  Baby, do you think I don't love you because I 

didn't punish you?  And before, is that what that 

was?" 

 

Hesitation.  Part of him didn't, only wanted the 

good, the gentle, the cuddles.  But he knew that 

before, when he had done something dumb and 

foolish, Angelus had fucked him into 

submission.  Then he came up with an amazing 

torture, one hundred times worse than the crime, 

to remind Spike of his place.  He belonged to 

Angelus and only he had the right to kill him.  It was 



a kind of love.  It was what he could get. 

 

And Buffy would beat him, until the bruises stayed 

at least for the day, to punish him for being what 

she wanted.  To punish him for being hers.  Then 

followed the fucking into submission.  The order 

was reversed, but it was a kind of love, too. 

 

Now he was Xander's. Xander's to love, Xander's to 

fuck, Xander's to hurt.  He had taken that away 

from him and if he was good enough that Xander 

could want to be troubled with him, Xander would 

remind him of this.  If he didn't, then maybe he 

didn't want to be bothered. 

 

"Yes." 

 

"Do you need me to punish you?"  Xander asked 

again, even more afraid of the answer this time 

than the first time he had posed the question. 

Because he knew the answer. And he knew what he 



would do. If it was something he needed, then 

Xander would... He would. 

 

 

Spike hesitated again, not wanting to upset Xander, 

but knowing he wanted the truth.  'Don't fucking lie 

to me, Spike.'  And the truth was... 

 

"Sometimes." 

 

Xander stood then, not knowing what else to 

do.  He began to pace, trying not to look down at 

the blond head turned toward the floor.   

 

"Let me.  Just.  I."  Xander didn't know where to 

begin, where to end. 

 

"I'm sorry, Xander." 

 

"No, Spike.  Don't be sorry.  This is just.  I never 

thought about this.  I should have, I know it's... but 



it just never occurred to me."  Xander sighed.  "I 

think I need to go.  Someplace that isn't here right 

now." 

 

"I'm sorry, Xander." 

 

"This isn't you, Spike.  Never you.  I just need to 

think. " Xander took a deep breath, knowing he had 

made his descision when he asked the question. "If 

I'm going to have to punish you, It's going to have to 

be good."  He pitched his voice lower, back to the 

one that had gotten Spike to obey, to... 

submit.  "What you did will not be repeated.  You 

will remember this." 

 

"Yes." 

 

"I'm going to go now.  You're going to go to eat and 

then go to sleep.  You need to heal; I'll need you in 

good form later." 

 



"Yes." Yes. Yes!  

 

 

Part Thirty-One   Arrangements 

Xander left the apartment after ensuring Spike was 
in bed, comfortable, healing already. He then went 
to the only place he could think of that would be 
quiet enough to let him think, private enough to let 
him cry, and distracting enough to divert him when 
either got to be too much. He went back to the 
office. 
 
He saw the same black mustang, red Chevy truck, 
and horrible yellow BMW that he always passed on 
the way to work, and realized he was heading in at 
the normal time for a slow Friday. He hadn't known 
he'd spent that long at home. It felt like years and 
seconds at the same time had passed. Maybe if he 
closed his eyes and wished. Real. Hard. It would 
never have happened at all. 
 
Instead, he closed and locked his car door, entered 
the lobby, said his good mornings to the security 



guards, pushed the button for the 30th floor, and 
refused to cry. He'd done this a lot in junior high, 
pretended to be A-Okay, and what do you know, 
old habits really are hard to break. 
 
His secretary started to comment on his return, 
sure she had cleared his calendar for his week-long 
vacation, but one look at his face and she was 
bringing him a fresh pot of coffee and promising he 
would not be disturbed. Xander thanked her, 
profusely, remembering that she was an executive 
assistant for a reason other than her impeccable 
filing.  
 
Xander sat at his desk thinking. He knew about 
dominance and submission. Light stuff like silk 
ropes and spankings from his time with his very 
active 1100-plus-year-old ex-demon lover, those 
were good. He liked the light and fluffy, and he 
knew that he preferred to be the giver than the 
givee, when given the choice. But the other stuff, 
knives and whips and actual bleeding that hurt like 
hell but wouldn't scar even virgin flesh, pain and 
pleasure differentiated so minutely that there really 



was no difference any more, and the degradation, 
humiliation, awful guilty emptiness that followed, 
that he knew about as well.  
 
He might have repressed those memories, put them 
into a box and chained it shut like he did with so 
much else in his life. But he hadn't. He remembered 
every second, relived it in dreams he'd had the 
remainder of his time in high school and even 
afterwards. Sometimes in his dreams, he switched 
things, made Angelus the bottom, repaid him 
threefold, the way the karmic law Willow had never 
quite grasped instructed. He wished it had been 
righteousness, honor, that prevented it from really 
happening, but it wasn't. Only the knowledge that 
upon his return, Angel...again Angel, good and pure 
and oh-so-guilty... would let him, would gain 
atonement, relief from his actions prevented him 
from acting. And he hated Angel for that more than 
anything else. His father destroyed his innocence, 
But Angel destroyed his knowledge that he'd never. 
Be.  Like.   Them. 
 
Xander pushed down his rage and focused on the 



now. Now. Now now now nownownow. What the 
hell was he going to do now? Spike wanted him to 
beat him. Spike wanted... Spike needed him to 
punish him. Spike needed him to do this for him or 
he'd come home one day with a chocolate iced 
donut and offer it to his big pile of dust.  
 
Xander opened his rarely used laptop and set it up. 
Even in this state he was aware enough of 
corporate check-ups and Internet watchdogs to 
know better than to use the office PC. He didn't 
want to go down in water-cooler lore as the guy on 
the fast track who was fired for surfing the web. For 
deviant gay porn. 
 
*** 
 
Xander took a deep breath, the need to go home 
and soothe his vampire overwhelming the need to 
not be there. His clinical approach to matters 
lessened the pain, and he really had learned a bit, 
but he found that his own experience with the 
Angelus the Master of Pointy-Haired Dominance, 
Spike's original Master, already taught him nearly 



everything he needed to know. He made the 
arrangements to purchase several items he 
remembered being Angelus's favorites and wagered 
that Spike, adoring him the way he had, favored as 
well. And then he packed up the computer, left his 
office, and steeled himself for the homecoming he 
was sure to receive. 
 
As soon as he opened the door, he knew things had 
changed. Spike greeted him with snark and attitude, 
and then pissy-vampireness when Xander wasn't 
affected. Reject before rejected was Spike's motto 
as much as laugh before laughed at had been his 
own, so Xander tried to take it for what it was. 
Defensiveness.  
 
He tried. Hard. 
 
"Enjoy your day at the office, Whelp?" 
 
"No, not really. I'm supposed to be on vacation." 
 
"Spent long enough." 
 



"I had a lot to do." 
 
"Right." There was no contrition in his voice, but no 
sarcasm, either. "You're so important there they 
couldn't live without you." Oh, there it was. Must 
have gotten lost. 
 
"I am important there, Spike, and you're not going 
to do this again. Either shut up or go away, but 
don't play me again," Xander snapped. 
 
Spike didn't reply.  
 
"Let me see your hand." 
 
"I don't need a bloody nursemaid." 
 
"I just want to make sure you're all right. That you 
don't need-" 
 
"All right?" Spike's voice rose oddly. "I'm a vampire, 
you stupid git. A stupid, souled, stupid vampire." 
Each word was punctuated with the ripping of 
bandages, and tearing of raw but rapidly healing 



skin. "This is not what I need. What I need are a 
couple of humans, eight warm and ready pints 
each, hot and thick, not half-clotted out of the 
microwave and not cut with fucking pig's blood to 
fucking make it last longer!" He whirled in Xander's 
direction, demon showing. "That is what I need and 
sod all else." 
 
Still coming closer, Xander pinned him in a corner, 
which was arguably the stupidest thing he'd ever 
done. "That's what you need?" 
 
"No. I just decided to make up stories about 
vampires needing blood." Spike turned his head one 
way, then the other as Xander raised his arms to 
either side, effectively trapping him. "What are you 
doing?" Bravado was gone, and Spike remembered 
that Xander had left to make 'arrangements'.  
 
Xander stared him in the amber eyes. Using his 
slight advantage in height and more significant 
advantage in weight, he forced Spike to look up at 
him. Then he tilted his head back and to the side, 
making his position of dominance one of 



submission. 
 
"Do you want it?" 
 
"Xander, no, I cant." Spike whispered, dropping his 
eyes and pressing farther back into the corner 
Xander had trapped him in, realizing the even if 
there had been room, Xander only would have 
followed. 
 
"Do you want it?" Xander hoped his information on 
Masters and Sires could be trusted, and that it 
would work between a vampire and a human. "Do 
you want to taste me, your Master?" Xander asked 
again, slowly. 
 
"Yes," Spike whispered, hearing the boy's blood 
rushing here and there with his excitement, seeing 
the pulse beat in his neck, smelling the hot sweet 
scent of Xander with no fear at all. Both soul and 
demon responded, soul to the fact that Xander 
wanted him, demon to the offer of Master's blood. 
 
"Do it. Drink from me." 



 
"I-I can't." 
 
"Now." Xander ordered, iron in his voice. 
 
Spike hesitated no longer, slowly sinking his fangs 
into Xander's warm flesh, careful not to rip the way 
his demon wanted to , but simply pierce and 
withdraw, sucking gently. While Xander was not his 
Sire, and had yet to properly claim him, he was his 
Master, and one does not refuse to drink from his 
Master. As the first drops of blood hit his tongue, 
Spike fastened his lips around the wound, drawing 
hard to get more of what had to be the most 
amazing taste he'd ever had. 
 
"Yessssss," Xander hissed, and pulled the vampire's 
body closer to him, then backed them hard into the 
wall, grinding his sudden erection into Spike's hip. 
He'd known this could be good, good enough to pay 
for, but he had not been prepared for this. This 
was... Ice plunged into his neck and turned to fire as 
Spike's fangs withdrew. Then the pain from the 
overwhelming lust that replaced it. He could feel 



the life leave his body and enter Spike's with each 
gentle suck. He was responsible now for Spike, so 
much so that he could provide the one thing that he 
needed most. He felt Spike's cool lips slowly warm 
with the hot flow that pooled from his neck and into 
Spike's mouth, as time seemed to stop and every 
cell in his body opened, ready to leave him and 
become part of Spike forever. 
 
Spike knew he had to stop, he was going to take too 
much, but it was so good, the temperature just 
right, and it had been so long. When Xander 
moaned and called his name, all promises to remain 
gentle fled and he grabbed Xander's hips, drinking 
deep, pulling and sucking and using his fangs to 
reopen the wound that wanted to heal under his 
lips. He felt the boy shudder, echoing the tremble as 
Xander's thick release was already soaking though 
his jeans. 
 
"Spike." Whispered, and he pulled back, watching as 
Xander's legs stopped supporting him. Spike 
released him and backed off in horror at what he'd 
done as Xander sank to the floor, a boneless, light-



headed mass over overworked nerve endings. Spike 
dropped next to him, and his worried face was the 
last thing Xander saw.  
 
 
 
 

Part Thirty-Two   Blood Loss  

 
 
 
 
Xander regained consciousness and was cold.  Not 
just passed out and need to wake up cold, but really 
cold.  He was in the pool-sized bathtub, cold water 
running, but barely pooling around him, leaning 
back on a not-quite-hysterical vampire who was 
slapping him occasionally and he was cold. 
 
"Xander?" 
 
"Hmm?" 
 



"Wake up, Xander.  I have to tell you I love you.  You 
have to know how sorry I am." Slap. "Please Xander, 
you have to know. I have to tell you, and then I'll 
go."  Slap.  "Please, Xan, wake up now." Spike's next 
slap was stopped as Xander sat up, and grabbed his 
head. 
 
"Xander?" 
 
"Yes.  And Shh." 
 
"You're alive?" 
 
"Unless you weren't the only one drinking blood in 
there.  You were, right?"  Xander stood up, felt his 
pulse pound in his temples and dismissed having 
been turned, then began shedding his sodden 
clothes. 
 
"I'm sorry.  I love you.  I'm sorry." 
 
"Next time, you can skip the bath, okay? I'm 
freezing." 
 



"There will be no next time, I'm leaving now, just as 
soon as you warm up." 
 
"You most certainly are not.  And you bet your 
sweet ass there'll be a next time." Xander grabbed 
one of the big fluffy bath towels and began to rub 
himself dry. 
 
"No, I can't.  I almost-" 
 
"Spike, come on.  You look ridiculous sitting fully 
clothed in the tub, and I think you're turning 
blue.  Hm, Spike smurf." Xander laughed too hard at 
the mental image, just knowing Spike would want 
to turn Smurfette, and probably Hefty Smurf, too, 
and then grimaced as the action made his head hurt 
worse. 
 
"I'm not coming with you.  I'm leaving." 
 
"Why?" Xander was still smiling, now that he was 
dry and beginning to warm up. 
 
"I almost killed you." 



 
"No, you didn't." 
 
"Right, cause I always drain people to the brink of 
death without intending to kill them." 
 
Xander laughed then, and Spike's bizarre ability to 
flush when he was angry and just fed combined 
with his frozen blue tinge to make him slightly 
purple. But maybe that was only in Xander's head. 
Still, Xander began laughing so hard he lost his 
balance and fell to a naked heap in front of the 
tub.  Maybe he was still a little light-headed. 
 
"You know, I'm beginning to think that maybe 
draining you wouldn't have been so bad." Spike said 
petulantly as he stood in the bath and looked for all 
the world like a big purple drowned rat.  An angry 
rat, but all the same. 
 
"Spike, it wasn't the blood loss that made me pass 
out."  Xander managed before dissolving into 
giggles again. "You know that. You've been doing 
this for how long?" Giggle. "I mean I know you're a 



little out of practice and all, but you'd still know if 
you went too far." Giggle, giggle. "I'm trying to 
comfort you, but I'm still a little loopy, so I'm sorry 
it's not working too well." Xander tried his best to 
sober himself, but he wasn't doing a very good job 
of it. Every time he thought the giggles had passed, 
the picture of a wet purple Spike/smurf threesome 
came back to him, making him start all over again. 
 
"What?" 
 
"It was the orgasm." 
 
"What?" 
 
"Trust me, I've lost enough blood to know the 
difference."  At Spike's horrified look he 
continued.  "Before, before you.  I know the 
difference." 
 
"It wasn't me?" 
 
"Well, it was you, but in a good way.  The best way. 
Although I have to say, all the times I've thought 



about you and me in this tub together, you certainly 
weren't fully dressed."" 
 
"You liked it, then?" 
 
"Didn't you?" Suddenly, Spike's fear became 
Xander's insecurity.  "I'm not, I mean I don't taste... 
icky, do I?" 
 
"Icky?"  It was Spike's turn to chuckle, the emotional 
rollercoaster he'd been on the past... lifetime 
getting to him, threatening to make him as loopy as 
his boy. 
 
"Do I?" 
 
"No, Xander.  It was amazing.  You taste amazing." 
 
"Does... does everyone taste good?" Xander wanted 
to apologize for his attack of giggles. Being laughed 
at while you bared your fears was not fun. instead 
he turned off the water and pulled the plug from 
the drain, not watching the water swirl because it 
would make him dizzy. 



 
"Well, food is good, Pet, as far a vamps are 
concerned.  I don't think many of them take the 
time to notice the differences, unless it's Sire's 
blood or Slayer's blood." 
 
"But for you, you notice, don't you." 
 
"I used to." 
 
"Sorry." 
 
"It's okay.  I don't mind talking about it, 
sometimes.  I just don't want you to think it's 
icky."  Spike mocked. 
 
"What about Dru?"  Xander asked quietly. 
 
"It wasn't something done to eat, Pet, it was 
something done for pleasure." Spike got that far 
away look again. Was it regret or longing? Xander 
couldn't be sure. 
 
""Would you ever let me... want me to..." 



 
"Want you to what?" Spike looked at him 
quizzically, beginning to dry himself now that the 
drama had passed. 
 
"Never mind." 
 
"Xander, what are you asking me?" 
 
"CanItasteyou?" Maybe if he said it in a rush, it 
wouldn't sound so dumb. 
 
"You already bit me." 
 
"But I didn't taste you. Human teeth, and I wasn't 
trying to hurt you, well, I was, but not like that, and-
" 
 
"Xander!" Spike called, exasperation, weariness, 
and a bit of confusion coloring his voice. Xander 
looked back at him, big dopey grin number four on 
his face. He shrugged, but before he could 
apologize, Spike continued, "Do you want to?" 
 



Xander nodded his head slowly. 
 
Spike stared at him for a long moment before 
speaking. Xander was sure he'd just asked 
something incredibly stupid, like 'can I sniff your 
sneakers'. "Come here." Spike held out his hand and 
Xander stepped closer. 
 
Spike let his fangs descend , and bit his thumb, then 
held it out to Xander. Biting was one thing, but his 
boy hadn't broken the skin, and tasting blood, 
tasting vampire blood, was something else entirely. 
He expected the boy to grimace and flick his tongue 
out, then shudder, the action never to be repeated. 
Instead, Xander's tongue came out and wrapped 
itself around his thumb, followed closely by his lips. 
His eyes drifted shut, and Spike couldn't stop 
watching him. He moaned as the fleshy pad of his 
thumb was pressed onto the ridges of Xander's 
mouth and the boy swallowed the small bit of blood 
he sucked out before the wound healed. Xander 
pulled back slowly, and released Spike, smiling 
wantonly as he met his eyes again. 
 



"That was... wow, I could taste you, Spike." 
 
"Xander, that's something... we need to talk." 
 
Xander nodded again, and left the bathroom.  "Not 
now, though. Can we sleep now?" His 
lightheadedness had faded into a achyheadedness, 
and nothing took care of that like a good long sleep. 
 
"Yeah, Pet, let's go to sleep. You can tell me about 
all those times you thought about me in the bath, 
there."  
 
 
 
 

Part Thirty-Three   What You Need 

 
 
 
 
Xander woke later that night, the hangover feeling 
gone due to Spike's thoughtfulness. The vampire 



had taken Xander to his bed, covered him up, 
forced him to drink a grove's worth of orange juice, 
and in general mother- henned over him long after 
he'd fallen asleep.  Xander tried to assuage his guilt 
and though Spike's taunting, contemptuous mask 
fell back into place, Xander could see the guilt and 
fear shining in his deep, beautiful, soulful, haunted 
eyes.  
 
Xander wondered when he'd turned back into a 
'thesaurus', as Spike once called him, before 
glancing at the bedside clock. Glaring red numbers 
met his gaze, and he saw that he'd only slept for an 
hour or so. Most of the vacation was still in front of 
him, and hopefully it could start on a much better 
note this time. He concentrated before sitting up, 
listening to the tinny sounds of the television 
floating under his door. Spike should still be awake. 
He groped around the floor to find his sweat pants, 
only slightly, very embarrassed that Spike had put 
him to bed stark raving naked. After an ice bath.  
 
"This is so not good for my self confidence," he 
muttered as he left the room to join Spike. 



 
"Hey." He plopped down on the sofa, rearranging 
Spike's feet with a satisfied grunt. 
 
"Good nap?" Spike continued to stare at the 
television. 
 
"Yes. Thank you." 
 
Spike's responding nod was barely perceptible.  
 
"Spike?" 
 
"What?" Spike did not turn to look at Xander. 
 
"Is this the morning after awkwardness?" 
 
Spike smirked, but halfheartedly. "Not morning." 
 
"Good thing, too. Have you ever tried to talk to me 
in the morning?" Xander's attempted levity had, for 
once, the desired effect, and Spike finally turned his 
eyes, full of snarkiness and all, to him. "Also, just to 
clarify," Xander continued, "Shrinkage: not the best 



look on me." 
 
"You shouldn't let me do that to you." Spike's eyes 
dropped. "Not when I'm-" 
 
"I told you, it wasn't the blood. It was the bite. I 
trust you, when are you gonna trust me?" 
 
"I do." Spike's soft voice turned something inside 
Xander. 
 
"Spike, what do you need?" He hesitated, and 
Xander took a deep breath. "Come with me." 
Xander stood and left the room, hoping this was 
right, that he wasn't going to break his already 
fractured vampire. 
 
Spike followed Xander into his bedroom, 
nervousness warring with intense desire.   
 
Xander stood by the side of the bed and turned, 
looking at Spike with his emotions written across his 
face. Spike's stomach sank, seeing the intense love, 
the beautiful Xander he fell in love with, and once 



more sure that Xander was going to cuddle him 
until he fell asleep, reassure him with words and 
gentle touches. Not that that would be an 
unpleasant experience, but it wasn't what he 
needed. His throat tightened, because as much as 
he wanted to want that, it would hurt him more to 
receive it than anything he'd done to himself earlier 
in the week. 
 
Xander spoke. "Look at me." 
 
Spike looked. 
 
"You know I love you, right?" 
 
Spike nodded, not able to form words.  
 
"Good." The grin and gentle look dropped. "Strip."  
 
Spike blinked at the rapid change in tone, remaining 
still for a little too long. 
 
"Don't make me repeat myself," Xander warned. 
 



Spike rushed to remove his clothing, torn between 
complying to see what Xander would reward him 
with, and refusing, to see what Xander would 
punish him with. When he bent to remove his 
boots, Xander walked behind him, running a hand 
down his back, bumping over his spine and resting 
just above his hip. 
 
Spike's fingers shook as he pulled the laces free of 
the knot he'd worked them into. Just as he started 
on the second one, Xander's hand came down hard 
on his ass. Spike jumped slightly at the unexpected 
contact, but Xander left his hand where it lay, 
rubbing softly across the denim. As Spike 
straightened, Xander walked back around to the 
front of him. He watched as Spike began to 
unfasten his belt. 
 
"Slow. Do it slow." 
 
Spike complied, working his jeans slowly down his 
legs, exposing the pale, hard lines of his thighs, 
knees, calves, ankles to Xander's gaze.  
 



He straightened, fighting the urge to sink to his 
knees under Master's appraisal, but keeping his 
head bowed submissively. 
 
"Do you trust me?" Xander asked, his voice thick. 
 
Spike nodded. 
 
Xander brought his hand down hard on Spike's 
backside, wincing at the loud sound the slap made 
in the enclosed space. His grimace turned to a shaky 
smile at Spike's gasp-turned-moan.  
"Like that?" 
 
Spike nodded, recovering from the second smack. 
 
"Bend over, put your hands on the bed," Xander 
instructed. Then he continued the spanking, long 
past the time when his own erection weeping as 
much as Spike's. Past the point where Spike's 
cleansing tears fell, past the point where his palms 
tingled and burned, past the point where ivory skin 
turned pink, then reddened further. When the 
blows began to cause moans of definite pleasure, 



rather than guilt, Xander sped, alternating between 
harsh slaps and teasing scratches across Spike's 
back and then down across sensitized skin. His still-
calloused hands slid roughly over the smooth flesh, 
causing Spike to push back into the touch. Xander 
pulled him close and grasped his hard cock, 
pumping it as he thrust against Spike.  He quickly 
pushed the sweats down around his thighs, driving 
his weeping cock into Spike's warmed cleft, as Spike 
took over, pushing himself forward into Xander's 
hand and then back, working the both of them 
frantically. Xander felt his orgasm building, and 
panted out, "You'll never hurt me, Spike." 
 
"Never," Spike cried out brokenly as he came, 
pulling Xander over the edge with him. Before 
Xander could recover, Spike turned, kneeling in 
front of him, sucking and licking him clean. Cool 
hands rubbed abstract patterns on his calves and 
ankles. Xander pushed him back gently, removing 
Spike's far-too-talented tongue from his far-too-
sensitive skin. Xander pulled him up, wrapped his 
arms around Spike and caught his lips in a claiming 
kiss, tasting himself over the regular Spike taste of 



whiskey, cigarettes, blood, and something else. 
When he finally came up to breathe, he locked eyes 
with Spike, and asked, "Feel better?" 
 
Spike nodded. "Much." 
 
Xander pulled him down next to him on the bed, 
tucking Spike's head under his chin. "Good. Very 
good. Liked you like that. Liked me like that." 
Xander's post-coital babble slowed as quickly as it 
had started, and Spike could hear his heart rate 
slow, approaching sleep.  
 
"Like you like that, too, Pet," Spike replied before 
giving in to sleep.  
 
 
 
 

Part Thirty-Four   Planetarium 

 
 
 



 
"Xander, why are we at the museum?"  Xander was 
leading them through the maintenance halls, their 
footsteps echoing as they walked. 
 
"Sh.  It's a surprise." 
 
"Xander, the museum is closed over the holiday 
weekend." 
 
"Yes, and trust me, this is a much better way to 
spend Thanksgiving than battling syphilis." 
 
"I saw most of the stuff here when it first came out 
on exhibit, you know. Angelus and his 
culture.  Snob." Spike snorted. 
 
"You say that like you didn't want to see them." 
Xander teased. "I can see you now, all dolled up-" 
 
"Oi!" 
 
"Sneaking behind the velvet ropes and snacking on 
some random tourists." He continued, holding 



Spike's hand tighter and playing his thumb over the 
palm. 
 
"Not random. We picked our dinners very 
carefully," Spike said, grinning even tough he was 
talking of his past. Xander didn't want to dwell on 
the murder and mayhem his lover had caused, but if 
he could get Spike to at least come to terms with it, 
then maybe he could move towards... acceptance. 
 
"Not going to an exhibit." Xander opened a door 
and they entered a small, round room, theater style 
chairs along the walls and a projector in the open 
space in the middle.   
 
"Xander, are we at the planetarium?" 
 
"Yes." 
 
"Xander, I-" 
 
"I know my name, Spike." 
 
"Just like saying it."  Spike realized his slip and 



covered, "Making sure you're still here.  Seem to 
have gone round the bend a bit, bonkers." 
 
"Bonkers? And I like you saying it. You never used to 
do that. Do it again." 
 
"Yes, Xander.  Bonkers, Xander.  Completely off 
your rocker, Xander.  Breaking into a museum-" 
 
"I did not break in." Xander corrected. He had paid 
their attendance fee, with interest, and added a 
little bit for the doorman's late hours and for 
holding open the emergency exit long enough for 
them to race through without setting off the 
alarms. He'd become quite resourceful lately.   
 
"To go to a planetarium.  Xander." 
 
"Yes." 
 
"With a vampire." 
 
"Yes." 
 



"I lived with Dru for a hundred years.  I know the 
stars like the back of my own bleeding hand. We did 
this before, remember? It's night outside right 
now.  We could go look at stars and name 
constellations and all that bloody romantic crap-" 
Spike began to sit in one of the chairs when Xander 
grabbed his shoulders and kissed him, hard. 
 
"Not there.  Over..."  Xander led him to the open 
floor in front of the projector.  He angled him left 
and right, scanning the wall.  "Right there.  Sit." 
 
Not really in an order taking mood, Spike lay down, 
arms crossed casually behind his head.  Then the 
heating system kicked on and he smelled the burnt 
dust smell that told him even though fall was 
quickly giving way to winter, the museum had not 
yet used it this season.  It was hard for him to tell, 
but the heat in this room must have been on for a 
while; it was incredibly warm in here, hot air 
seeping toward Spike's head in not quite but almost 
breeze-like waves.   
 
He heard Xander fiddle with the controls on the 



projector.  "Sure you know what you're doing, Pet?" 
 
"Yes." 
 
"Want to clue me in?" Spike prodded. 
 
"No.  Stay there. I want you to know you belong to 
me. You forgot before, I need to remind 
you."  Xander pressed a few more buttons and 
Spike heard the machine start and begin a steady 
hum.  Xander turned of the main lights and 
returned to the projector. He pushed one more 
button and lay down next to Spike, mirroring his 
position.  He waited for the film to begin and then 
was blinded by white light.  
 
Spike had been expecting the dark background 
punctuated by pinpoint stars, but when his eyes 
adjusted again, he saw blue, bright blue.  Tops of 
trees, still green with mid summer leaves that 
rustled in a slight breeze could be seen where the 
domed ceiling-projection screen ended.  Fluffy 
cotton-ball clouds in the almost-shapes he 
remembered from his childhood daydreams floated 



quietly above. The heat in the room now made 
sense, the scene coming into full focus. 
 
Xander had given him the sun. 
 
"Sorry the season's not quite right." 
 
"Xander?" 
 
"I know it's not the same, but I thought maybe..." 
 
"Xander?"  It was whispered, pained, and Xander 
could hear the tears held back behind the words.   
 
"I thought maybe it might be close." 
 
Xander had given him sunshine.  His confidence left 
him then as a horrible thought entered his mind.  "I 
thought you were going to remind me..."  Voice still 
so small.  Was that what this was supposed to 
be?  Was Xander showing him all that he could 
never have, didn't deserve?  Did he know that 
Spike's most treasured fantasy was to be with him 
in the sun?  If it was, the boy could teach Angelus a 



thing or twelve about torture. 
 
"Is this... Are you punishing me?"  Nothing had been 
said about it since that night, but Xander had been 
paying closer attention to Spike's demeanor.  He 
would know that he was getting antsy, waiting.   
 
Spike didn't think that Xander would do something 
so cruel.  They were both well aware of their 
differences.  They both knew Spike was still 
uncomfortable with the soul and demon competing 
in his body, his mind.  Was Xander showing him all 
the reasons he was bad, evil? Now that he knew 
Spike was 'sick, twisted' and here was another 
reason he stopped loving him.  
 
Xander sat up quickly.  "Spike, no, I-  This isn't your 
punishment.  This is your reward."  Xander hadn't 
considered that Spike would think that. He hadn't 
even thought that Spike might misinterpret, that he 
might be torturing him by reminding him that he 
was no longer part of this world. 
    
"Reward?" 



 
"You know how this works, right?  I know it's not 
exactly the regular sort of reward, but I didn't think 
that would be quite appropriate now." 
 
"You're rewarding me for burning myself?" Spike 
could not hide the utter confusion warring with hurt 
in his eyes and voice. 
 
"No.  I'm rewarding you for telling me.  You did 
what I asked, you trusted me. You must always be 
honest with me.  And I'm rewarding you for letting 
me do this for you, for transferring the power from 
yourself to me.  You have to know that when we do 
this, I'm the one in charge, and I will take care of 
you. Because I love you, just as much as the 
punishment was because I love you.  You don't have 
to do anything more than ask me, and I'll give you 
anything you need.  If you need to be punished, 
then tell me.  I'll do it.  If you want to lay in the sun, 
to be warm, then I'll do that, too," Xander paused 
and finished the speech with a snort and smile. 
"Sort of." 
 



Spike nodded.  
 
"Now, lay down and enjoy the daytime."  Xander 
smiled at him, lecture over, and removed his sweat- 
dampened shirt. He lay back down, and Spike 
wanted to close his eyes, to nap in the sun like he 
did as a boy, but not able to miss a moment of 
Xander's now bare chest in the golden light, helped 
by yellow bulbs, but close enough.  After a while, 
Xander's breathing slowed and soft snores met his 
ears for a few moments before Xander twitched 
himself awake.  Spike sat up and removed his own 
shirt, and lay back down, more on top of Xander 
now.  He was still cooler than the slightly sweating 
man, but in this position, he could pretend it was 
his sweat, too. 
 
Xander had been right, it wasn't the same.  The air 
was too still.  He could hear the hum of the 
projector and smell the dust and faint trace of 
cleaning supplies. Occasionally the sky would jump 
as the video looped and began again, the same 
cloud shapes that were on the left now back at the 
right of the screen.  All in all, it was painfully 



obvious they were in a dark little room, in late 
November, not outside in the middle of June.   
 
Spike didn't care.  He was warm, he had Xander and 
there was sunlight, even if it was on film, It was as 
close as he had gotten in so long, and this sun had 
done what the other had not.  Here there was no 
pain, and no desire to hurt. 
 
Xander heard Spike take a deep slow breath.  "You 
good up there?" He saw Spike nod from beneath his 
lashes.   
 
After a while, Xander broke the comfortable silence. 
"Would you still think me bonkers if I said every 
cloud up there looks like a dick?" 
 
"Not bonkers.  Just bent." 
 
"Well, then. There we have it."  
 
 
 
 



Part Thirty-Five   Mate 

 
 
 
 
Spike shut the door quietly behind him, leaving 
Xander sleeping in his bed.  Xander had had a long 
day and fallen asleep quickly; Spike, however, had 
napped most of the day, and needed to get out, 
release some of his energy.  He needed to check 
with his contacts, make sure there were no plans to 
oust the unusually quiet Master vampire from his 
territory.  Spike had a reputation as Master, and 
while he didn't need hordes of minions around to 
enforce it, he used to have them, used them to 
send whatever messages needed to be sent.  He 
was all right with the change, he was a hands-on 
type of guy anyway. 
 
He pulled on his duster and headed to the demon 
bar, the only one in town, which just so happened 
to be in his territory. Or it was now, since he had 
overtaken this part of town without too much 



hassle. The other Masters didn't want to face a 
confrontation with him yet, and this wasn't prime 
hunting ground, anyway. Here, he was afforded a 
wide berth from all but the newest and dumbest of 
demons.  With his years of practice, he quickly rid 
the bar of challengers, taking them to the back alley 
to kill if they were the exploding type.  This small 
unexpected courtesy ensured that there was always 
fresh human blood waiting for him, willingly given 
from still-living donors, no questions asked about 
his strange dining habits except, 'A or B negitive 
tonight, Sir?' and his stauts as Master ensured that 
his tab was always caught up, no matter how many 
drinks he'd had. 
 
Tonight, though, something was off.  He felt 
someone watching him from the time he 
entered.  At first he chalked it up to admirers rather 
than assassins. He had quite a little fan base among 
the minions abandoned in this town. It was a 
transitory place, and one simply couldn't be 
bothered to remember all the bodies turned durring 
a vacation. Spike sighed as he remembered times 
past, not flinching from guilt quite so much 



anymore. Xander, Xander of all people, had tried to 
tell him that he couldn't change the past, he could 
only do what he thought was best now, and Spike 
tried to listen. They had been watching horrible old 
spaghetti westerns and somewhere in the middle of 
one of his stories, Xander had to reach over and 
brush the tears off his cheeks.  
 
"You can't change it, you know." 
 
"I know. It's just..." 
 
"I know. But you're doing good stuff now." 
 
'Can you forgive me?" 
 
"Of course. I forgave you before we moved here." 
 
"Promise?" 
 
"I give you my word as the former vampire-
hatingest kid in all the west." 
 
"That was the worst John Wayne I've ever heard. 



And former?" 
 
"Well, yeah. I figure once you make one your 
boyfriend, you lose the title." 
 
"You abdicated your throne for me. How very 
romantic." Spike rolled his eyes. 
 
"Hey, that's your country. Over here, we duel it out 
like men." 
 
Spike chuckled to himself at the memory, but cut 
himself short when he noticed the bartender 
glancing at him nervously. As he waited for his glass 
to be filled he understood why.  The hairs on the 
back of his neck began to stand, just as they had 
when Dru began to do something odd.  He stood, 
allowing his features to shift, and scanned the bar. 
 
At his unusual behavior, most of the bar's occupants 
quickly left, slithering or limping or running, 
depending on their anatomy's capability for 
speed.  Once the dust settled from the mass 
exodus, both literally and figuratively since Spike 



ripped out a few throats just to prove what was 
what, he was eye to...well, chest with some very 
unhappy fakals demons.  Xander's usage of the 
phrase 'big, dumb, ugly and mad' was about as 
accurate a description as could be given about the 
three demons.  He knew very little about them. It 
seemed they had the ability to shape shift in their 
own realm, but apparently holding any one form 
was too much bother here.  It was creepy as hell, 
watching them flow from one humanoid form to 
another, and it might have thrown Spike off his 
game, if he was the throwable sort.  Spike berated 
himself internally at this descent into Xander speak 
and tried to focus, even though his thoughts 
seemed a bit swirlier than usual. 
 
Swirlier? 
 
This was all okay, though, because he knew what 
they were doing.  He knew they were attracted to 
weakness, used a person's or demon's thoughts 
against him.  He knew they could shape-shift, and 
he knew they were telepathic within their own pod, 
the strong enough members could use that ability 



on outsiders as well.  What he didn't know was how 
to kill them, or what they wanted with him. 
 
When he had backed himself into a relatively 
pointed-wooden-object free corner of the bar, the 
three smiled.  They seemed to think he had made a 
mistake, but he knew that when outnumbered, not 
having to worry about your back or periphery was 
key to walking out alive.  Or not, as the case may 
be. 
 
"There something I can help you with, fellas?" 
 
"You're weak."  They said, advancing still.  "You kill 
your own kind." The raspy voice sounded like nails 
down a chalkboard, only softer. Somehow, this was 
more disturbing than the louder sound Spike 
expected. 
 
"Not just my own kind."  He replied, still trying to 
figure out how to kill them.  It had to be the 
eyes.  The flat lifeless circles were the only constant 
thing in the sea-sickness-inducing form- 
changing.  And if not, a knife in the eye was as good 



a distraction as any. 
 
"You seek the company of humans." The three 
spoke as one. 
 
"Next you'll be telling me I stink of humanity.  Move 
on, shall we?" 
 
"You have much power in your weakness.  We could 
feed off you for days.  Then we could find your 
human.  He is strong in his weakness, as well." 
 
"You will not touch my Mate." He didn't even 
realize what he had called Xander, too enraged that 
they would dare threaten him. With vampirically 
fast reflexes, he pulled the sharp blade from his 
duster and plunged it into the nearest eye.  The 
smallest demon fell to the ground, not dead yet, but 
dying.  The other two closed in on him, shapes 
shifting rapidly as the loss of one of their own 
angered them.  Spike couldn't spare the attention 
needed to kill one without leaving himself open to 
the other.  So he did what he does best.  He 
improvised. 



 
Dodging, and not missing a few of the punches and 
kicks aimed at him, he grabbed each one by an ear 
and slammed their heads together with a thick 
thud.  Then he shoved each thumb into an eye. 
 
"You do not even speak of my Mate." He growled 
above the demon's pained howls. 
 
"He will leave you." The voice was ragged, still 
trying to be intimidating, but failing. 
 
"No."  He pulled his knife out of the now dead 
demon and rammed it into the already ruined one 
of the demon on his left.  Twisting as he pulled out, 
he repeated the motion on the other eye. 
 
This time gave the final demon the opportunity to 
change form completely, slowly taking on the visage 
of Xander. 
 
"You can't claim me, Spike."  Xander's voice came 
from behind him. 
 



Focusing on the eyes, one still flat and lifeless, the 
other oozing blood through the attempted disguise, 
black and dull where they should be bright and 
colored like whiskey, Spike began to prepare to kill 
the demon with Xander's face.  "I'm not your Mate, 
Spike, and I never will be.  Trapped with you 
forever.  You're too weak and you want me to 
Master you.  Me, a human; you, a vampire.  It's all 
very wrong, Spike.  Angelus would never allow it.  I 
can't claim you properly and you'll never be my 
Mate without it.  Maybe he can claim me 
instead.  Angel is strong and he could put a human 
in his place." 
 
Spike let the demon continue talking, knowing 
Xander would never say these things. The demon 
kept babbling, seeming to ramble off on whatever 
thought it had originally picked up from Spike. Spike 
tuned out his lover's voice. Xander might think him 
weak, but he would never prefer to be dominated 
by Angel to dominating Spike.  
 
"You're not him."  And with that, Spike blinded 
NotXander and plunged the knife through, past the 



eye and into the brain, on both sides, again and 
again until the dead demon's face was nothing 
more that a puddle of purple slime. 
 
Then, when his tears dried, he killed every demon 
lingering outside to see the outcome of the fight, 
collected the betting money pooled on the ground, 
and went home.  

Part Thirty-Six   Flashbacks 

 
 
Xander was awake and reading on the sofa when 
Spike came home, tense and bloodied.  He had 
woken shortly after Spike left and couldn't go back 
to sleep without him safe in the house. Especially 
not before dawn.  He noticed the bruises, the black 
eye that would take at least a couple of days to 
heal, and a slight limp.  But Xander remained 
seated, knowing Spike would resent his coddling 
now. He also knew that these were not self 
inflicted, so all was bruised, but well.  
 
"Good evening?"  He hoped that the tale of brave 



demon slayage would help Spike unwind. 
 
"No."  His voice was tight, and he had either 
screamed a lot or cried a lot tonight.  Xander heard 
the microwave beep, then start again.  After the 
third cycle, Spike came into the room and handed a 
beer to Xander, four more in his hands.  So it really 
had been rough, and now they were going to 
participate in the ageless male ritual of drown-your-
sorrows. 
 
"Kill anything?" 
 
Spike shot him a Look, an Old Spike Look that said 
'I'm going to rip your throat out right bloody 
now'.  "I do not want to discuss it.  I want to turn on 
the telly and get drunk.  You joining?" 
 
"What the hell,"  Xander replied and downed his 
beer.  "Keep up, would you?" 
 
*** 
 
"Then she..." gasp.  "Then she..."  gasp.  Xander 



stopped laughing long enough to imitate the look 
on Willow's face.  That set Spike off again, and both 
slightly, or possibly very, inebriated men rolled 
around the floor, laughing so hard tears fell and ribs 
ached. 
 
"That was your first kiss?"  Spike gasped. 
 
"Shut up." 
 
"No, it was all very... sweet, and... innocent, and... 
gay, Xander. Innocently gay, but... Didn't you 
know?" 
 
"Shut up.  He was my best friend, and he was hot, 
and shut up.  If Willow would have been there 
before we started, instead of after, it probably 
would have been her, so no, I didn't think anything 
of it. And I had girlfriends, you know. And sex. With 
women. All of them women. Wait. Yes, all of them 
women." 
 
"Thought it would have been her." 
 



"Willow?" 
 
Spike nodded as he sipped his beer, which resulted 
in a wet Spike.  Spike looked down as if wondering 
how that happened.  He shrugged and removed his 
shirt, exposing another bruise and chiseled abs. 
 
Xander was very much enjoying the show, but his 
brain had finally processed the preceding 
conversation.  "Well, we all know how that turned 
out." 
 
"You and Red?" Spike asked. 
 
"Yeah, you remember.  Oh wait, you probably 
don't." 
 
"What are you going on about, Whelp?" 
 
"Remember? Microscope... factory... love spell?" 
Xander felt out of place that he was the only one 
fully dressed, so he removed his shirt, in a much 
clumsier but still as effective effort. He tossed the 
shirt over his shoulder, but his aim was off, and it 



landed on the lamp. 
 
"Sort of." 
 
"Another Spike plan, well thought out, and carried 
through to perfection." 
 
"Hey, it was a bloody brilliant plan, if I hadn't 
been..." 
 
"Shitfaced?" Xander frowned at his empty beer 
bottle. 
 
"Yeah." Spike handed him another. 
 
"Yeah, well, then, me and Wills, we sort of had a... 
thing." 
 
"Thought she was with the wolf."  
 
"She was." 
 
"Xander! You cad." Spike opened his eyes wide, and 
then seemed to forget how to close them for a few 



moments. 
 
"Shut up.  Anyway, it didn't work out." Xander 
drained the bottle and stacked it with the rest of 
the empties.  
 
"Yeah, with you not being a girl.  And having been 
gay since your first kiss."  Spike smiled, only harping 
on the subject because the fire in Xander's eyes 
when he was mad but not really mad made them 
turn such a beautiful, fuckable color. 
 
"Thought she might finally end up with Giles after 
that." Xander mumbled. 
 
"Again, the Watcher's not a girl." 
 
"Don't say that like it matters, to either of them." 
 
"Watcher's bent, too?  They put something in the 
water in Sunnydale?" 
 
"Wouldn't doubt it.  Anyway the Watcher might not 
be, he seemed to like girls enough, but Ripper 



definitely is. Or was.  Or something.  I need another 
beer.  You want?"  
 
Spike nodded before toppling over, so Xander rose 
and staggered to the fridge for more.  He crawled 
back in the room, pushing the case in front of 
him.  "Didn't want to drop them."  He explained, 
drunk logic making it the most rational action in the 
world. 
 
"So anyway... Oh yeah, Ripper had a thing for 
guys.  Course, he also had a thing for Joyce, so-" 
 
Spike spat out a mouthful of beer.  "Rupert and the 
Slayer's mother?" 
 
"No, Ripper."  Xander told him about the chocolate. 
 
"Bit odd, that." 
 
"The candy or that it wasn't Buffy herself?" Xander 
asked, still surprisingly intuitive for a drunk.  
 
"That one." 



 
"Yeah, but really. Can you see it?  Maybe if she was 
more like Kendra or Willow- which gets me back to 
my point. Quit distracting me." Xander took another 
long drink. Then he began to rip the label to shreds. 
 
"Go on, then." Spike was very drunk, but not so 
much so that he didn't hear the build up behind 
that statement. He hoped that he was either sober 
enough or that Xander was drunk enough for this 
Conversation, capitalized with due respect. They 
had a couple that needed to come out, but he had 
hoped not to have them in this condition. Or this 
year, for that matter. 
 
"That time... When you were going to turn Willow." 
 
"Yes?"  He didn't wince at the thought of his first 
attempt at post-chip feeding. He didn't. 
 
"Why her?" He said in a small voice.   
 
"What?" 
 



"Why Willow.  I mean, I know she's pretty hot as a 
vamp, and she's really smart, and her magic would 
probably help you a lot, but..." 
 
"Xander, I didn't go there to turn Red.  I went there 
to kill the Slayer.  But she was off shagging Soldier 
boy, or something. And Red was there. Besides, 
she's a tasty little morsel, isn't she?" 
 
"God, Spike, aren't there any of us you didn't want 
to fuck?" 
 
"No one but you, Pet." He leered at Xander. 
 
"Shut up."  Xander said, still peeling labels and 
trying to destroy them. 
 
"Xander, you don't want to be a vampire." 
 
"No." Xander sounded unsure, even though Spike 
knew he didn't. 
 
"You'd make a fan-fucking-tastic vampire, but then 
I'd have to kill you, what with the whole working for 



redemption epidemic running through my family." 
 
"Would you still love me?" Small voice again. 
 
"As a vamp?" 
 
"As a anything." 
 
"Xander, I would love you if you were turned into a 
cockroach.  I'll love you always, no matter what." 
 
"But it won't be forever." The pain in Xander's eyes 
made Spike's chest tighten. 
 
"Xan, yes, I." 
 
"No, you'll get tired of me, or even if you don't you 
won't stay while I get old and die.  Spike, you won't 
want to be with me like that, and I won't let you 
stay out of pity or obligation." 
 
"You're getting a little ahead of yourself, aren't 
you?" 
 



"No.  I told you how I feel, and it won't change, 
ever.  Not for me.  This is it, Spike.  You're it." 
Xander looked so honest, so open that Spike knew 
this wasn't the alcohol talking. 
 
"Xander, stop.  Remember when you mentioned 
Consorts?" 
 
Xander nodded. 
 
"Tell me everything you know." Xander smiled and 
Spike could see him begin.   
 
"Well, first I remember this dark tunnel, and then a 
bright light.  There was a doctor and he said, 'It's a 
boy'." 
 
Spike arched an eyebrow.  "Done?" 
 
"I told you the book only said that sometimes a 
Master Vampire will take a human lover. The 
Master bites the human and the human is given a 
lot of respect among vampires, and then the 
vampire turns the human or kills him, whichever 



they want." 
 
"Well, that's not exactly untrue, Pet, but there's a 
lot left out." 
 
"Yeah, but I know you won't turn me, and I know 
you won't kill me, so." 
 
"That's just the basics.  If I made you my Consort, 
and I haven't even though I bit you.  If I did, you'd 
become a lot more like me.  Faster, stronger-" 
 
"Better than before? Do you have the technology?" 
Xander was still grinning, his earlier insecurities 
subsiding for the moment. This was the alcohol 
talking. 
 
"Xander, you're making it very difficult to remember 
why I want you around forever." 
 
"So it would be forever?" 
 
"I don't know. But if not, then you'll have ruined me 
for all others, and what else matters once we're 



gone?" 
 
"Ego much?"  Xander scooted over into Spike's 
arms.  The vampire had never gotten to be the 
cuddler before, always he was the cuddlee.  He 
liked this, feeling larger than Xander, able to 
comfort and protect him.  
 
"So this is a big thing, then?" Xander mumbled, 
already half asleep against Spike, hands splayed 
across his cool chest for comfort. 
 
"Other than the Sire/childe bond, the biggest." 
 
"And you didn't..." 
 
"Haven't even considered it." Spike pulled Xander 
even closer to him, holding the boy tight, and 
running his hands up and down Xander's arms in 
soothing patterns. 
 
"But you are now?" Xander asked, close to sleep 
now that the buzz had worn off and all that was left 
was the heavy-limbed need for sleep. 



 
"Yes." 
 
"There's more?" 
 
"Yes." 
 
"Tell me later?" 
 
"Yes." 
 
"Kiss me now?" 
 
"Yes."  
 
 
 
 

Part Thirty-Seven   Claimed 

 
 
Spike came out of his bedroom after semi-sleeping 
fitfully. Even the alcohol hadn't helped like he 



hoped it might, thanks to Xander's now-
uncharacteristic battle with insecurities and the 
again stilted talk of claims and Consorts. They were 
going to have to finish that talk one of these days, 
one of these fast approaching days, but they never 
seemed able to get to that point. Which was 
probably a good thing, considering Spike had 
exhausted his knowledge on the subject last night. 
 
He'd had several nightmares afterwards, some 
involving the Consort bond and all of which 
centered around killing that bloody demon with his 
beautiful Xander's face. Of course in the dreams it 
wasn't a demon, and he was killing Xander for the 
pure fun of it, just because that was the kind of 
thing he did, even when he didn't anymore. 
Because he was, and always would be evil. Evil dead 
thing. 
 
Xander was slumped on the sofa in his usual half-
sit/ half-sprawl way, and Spike envied his relaxation. 
He needed to do... something. Get the dream-
Xander to stop screaming. Stop himself from 
screaming. Calm, deep breaths and Xander sat up, 



looked in his direction at the unnecessary action. 
 
"Spike?" He asked with concern, sitting up but not 
standing. 
 
'I will take care of you.' 
 
Spike came to the couch and kneeled in front of 
Xander. "It had your face." 
 
"What? What did?" 
 
"Last night. There was a demon and he had your 
face and he threatened you and he had your face 
and he said things and I had to kill him and he. Had. 
Your. Face." 
 
Xander sat up fully, seeing the distress, knowing 
that tone of voice. Knowing what he had to do and 
praying that he wouldn't have to do it. He wasn't 
ready yet, not for this step. This had come from 
nowhere, even though it hadn't and if he wasn't 
hung over he would know what to do. 
 



"It was good that you killed it. It wasn't me, and I'm 
fine. You killed it because you were protecting me. 
That was very good." He gave the reassurance to 
Spike, knowing from the franticness in his voice that 
was what he needed. Spike had babbled, for 
christsakes, he needed this. 
 
"Looked like you. Sounded like you." Spike dropped 
his head. 
 
"It wasn't me. You'd never hurt me. Tell me what 
you need." Xander continued to hold Spike's 
shoulders, rubbing his thumbs over the back of his 
neck. 
 
"Said you wouldn't claim me." Spike sounded so 
desperate, now, and Xander could see the tears 
threatening to fall. 
 
"Of course I'll claim you. I'll claim you right now. 
You're mine and I claim you." Xander pushed him 
down, pulled his own rumpled sleep clothes off as 
Spike did the same. Spike looked at him, reached 
out and then pulled his hand back. Xander nodded 



and Spike reached for him again. He let Spike touch 
him, fondle at his rapidly growing erection and trace 
his fingers lightly over his balls. He was going to 
claim Spike. No one hurts his property and Spike 
was his.  
 
Once he was fully hard and thrusting into Spike's 
fist, he lay Spike down, straddled his stomach and 
pulled his wrists over his head.  
 
"Stay there."  
 
Spike interlocked his fingers and nodded.  
 
Xander sat back, hovering over Spike but not 
touching him. This was not about touching, this was 
claiming. 
 
He leaned down to kiss Spike, a hard kiss, thrusting 
his tongue in rhythm with his hand pulling himself 
off. He owned his mouth, Spike reciprocating but 
not initiating, giving but not taking. Xander was 
Master and only he could take. Xander pumped 
himself more vigorously now, seeing Spike's eyes 



riveted to him, waiting and wanting and needing 
him. Him and only him, always. 
 
Too soon he was ready to come, quicker than he 
thought possible, but Spike was watching him, and 
when Spike watched, it was so much more than 
seeing. It was being fucked with no contact, as if 
eyeballs were errogenous zones no one told him 
about before. He pulled backand aimed for Spike's 
chest, thick streams falling and pooling, dripping 
slowly off his nipples and into the shallow valley in 
between.  
 
"You're mine. I claim you. Mine." 
 
Spike's face flashed, a brief ripple from human to 
demon and back again as he came, too, shooting off 
behind Xander and onto his thighs without ever 
having been touched, complete in knowing that he 
was claimed, was owned, belonged to Xander, who 
would love him and take care of him and give him 
what he needed. Always.  
 
Xander moved from on top of him, sitting next to 



Spike and stroking his hair with his clean hand as 
they waited for the semen to dry. Occasionally 
Xander would reach up to check and Spike would 
flinch. 
 
"Sh. Not going to take it off, just checking." He 
didn't want to believe someone would be so cruel 
as to claim Spike but not finish it, not let it become 
real. But Xander knew who had trained him, and the 
depths of behavior to which he would sink to 
deprive his sub of the satisfaction of being owned. 
Xander forced himself away from those thoughts, 
back to now when he was the claimant and Spike 
was his. Xander tested and once it flaked off, Spike 
sat up. 
 
Spike stared at his chest, not able to move yet until 
it sank in that it was true, that this was real. "You 
claimed me."  
 
"I love you." 
 
"You do." And this time it wasn't a question, 
because Spike had the proof, dried on his chest and 



down his belly. 
 
"Go get cleaned up. I'll get us some dinner." Xander 
smiled and pulled Spike into a soft kiss before 
letting him go. *Mine* he thought, suddenly feeling 
very possessive. "Mine." 
 
And Spike smiled a small, sincere smile, then 
continued to the shower.  
 
 
 
 

Part Thirty-Eight   So I Was Thinking 

 
 
Xander and Spike were seated at the table, Xander 
enjoying garlicless spaghetti and Spike enjoying 
blood soaked noodles.  It looked the same, pretty 
much, and Xander had to threaten Spike with the 
duster if he switched the plates when his back was 
turned.  Just in case though, he hadn't turned 
around. 



 
"So, I was thinking." 
 
"Don't hurt yourself." Spike mumbled around a 
mouthful of noodles.  
 
"Spike, really." Xander was exasperated, but at least 
Spike was eating in front of him. 
 
"Right, you were thinking." 
 
"You'd been better lately." 
 
Spike nodded, not sure where this was going. He 
had been better, but only because Xander promised 
to take care of him. "Most of the time." 
 
"It's not going to go away, though." It wasn't a 
question, but Spike shook his head anyway. 
"Hey, look at me. It's good, it's okay. I just want to 
talk about ground rules." 
 
"You want to do this now?" Spike's voice was 
small.  He had been comfortable, relaxed, not even 



thinking about hurting now that he had been 
claimed, now that he had proof that Xander meant 
what he said. He didn't need this now. 
 
"No, but I want to talk about it, set things up before 
it gets bad again and neither of us know what's 
coming next." Xander didn't like not being able to 
provide what his lover needed, and that morning 
had come too close for comfort to being just that. 
 
"Oh." 
 
"I was thinking we could move your bed into my 
room, and then use your room for... that." 
 
"Why?" Spike didn't look up, but Xander saw his 
confusion. His former master had probably taken 
privileges whenever and wherever he wanted.  
 
"Separation. When we're out here, you can tell me 
whatever and we can do whatever, you know, and 
in there... it doesn't work that way. It's clearer that 
way. For me." 
 



"Don't have to move the bed." Spike spoke softly, 
not sure if he was allowed to contradict Xander's 
plans. 
 
"You'll stay with me? You want that?" 
 
"'S what I said, innit?" Fortified, Spike lifted his 
head. Apparently, the rules were going to be 
constant, and they were 'out here' now. 
 
Xander grinned dopily. "Good, that way I won't 
have to get a new bed for there. I kinda like that 
iron headboard you've got. It has definite 
possibilities. One more thing." 
 
"Do you have to talk so bloody much?" Spike wasn't 
really upset, just irritated that he had to discuss 
this. Vampires knew, humans had to talk. Waste of 
good shagging time, in his opinion.  
 
"Spike, I want this cleared up. I'm guessing there's 
really no use for safewords?  Seems we've gone 
beyond Dominant and Submissive, but straight to 
Master and Slave, right?" 



 
"Yeah. 'S not like you could hurt me, anyway." 
 
"You think?" Xander's body stayed the same, but his 
voice became harder, deeper. He knew how much 
Spike wanted this. He was not going to allow him to 
hide behind attitude, asking questions or being a 
smart-ass, that was one thing, but no matter where 
they were, Xander was not going to allow Spike to 
question him. If he wanted this, he wanted it 
totally.  
 
"Maybe." 
 
"I think I could." 
 
Nod. 
 
"Say it." Xander ordered. 
 
"You could hurt me." Spike remained looking 
directly at Xander, knowing the words were true. 
 
"But I won't.  You know why?" 



 
Nod. 
 
"Tell me." 
 
Spike took a deep breath. "I don't deserve it." 
 
"No. I'll make you feel pain, I'll make you bleed, if 
that's what you need. But you don't deserve to 
hurt. No one will ever make you hurt again." Xander 
told him, hoping the words were getting through. 
Not just Master says it, so it's true, but Xander says 
it, so it's true. 
 
"No?" 
 
"Never." Promise, Spike, please believe me. 
 
"Can we go to bed now?" 
 
Xander tried to pitch his voice back to normal, but 
the look in Spike's eyes, darkened to a blue so deep 
Xander doubted it even had a name, made it come 
out much huskier than he remembered. "Yes, 



please."  
 
 
 
 

Part Thirty-Nine   First Time 

 
 
Xander knew that it was time, that this was the 
time. He also knew that no matter what his words 
had been in the other room, and he had meant 
them; he wanted Spike to tell him anything and 
everything, so that they could share and laugh and 
just be together, but once someone accepted the 
roles of Dominant and Submissive, those roles were 
always in play. The rules slackened at times, 
dependant upon the circumstances, but they were 
always there. Always to be obeyed. 
 
Which was going to make Dominating during his 
first time with another man both necessary and 
difficult. 
 



Spike pulled him to the bed, lust darkening his eyes, 
need filling his movements. He slowly moved his 
hands over Xander's body, feeling again the 
muscles, the warmth, the presence that was his 
Xander. He moved his hands to the hem of Xander's 
shirt, pushing it up and out of the way enough for 
him to touch his stomach, his sides, around to his 
back and up over his shoulders, always asking 
Xander with his eyes and receiving permission 
before moving any further. 
 
Xander caught his mouth in a kiss, tongue tracing 
his lips and darting between until Spike opened 
enough for him to taste. Xander brushed his tongue 
over Spike's teeth, up to lick along the top of his 
mouth, and back down to circle around Spike's. He 
could kiss him for hours, never doing anything 
else.  But Spike's desperate moans had him moving 
again, stepping back and stopping the kiss. 
 
Xander helped him pull off his shirt, then removed 
Spike's own. He pulled him close, wrapping his arms 
around him and leaning in to kiss again, gently and 
then more insistently as Spike's hands played over 



his back, moving in little circles lower and lower 
until they were at his waistband and then under, 
just barely. He tightened his hold on Spike, thinking 
that he could never get close enough to that body, 
cool but hot all at the same time. Feeling like silk 
but infinitely harder, stronger. Nothing felt better 
than being pressed against this body, unfamiliarly 
not soft where he was used to but so much more 
perfect than anything before. 
 
Spike felt the shift of Xander's body, his knee 
parting his legs gently so that the pressure, the 
friction could be increased.  Little moans that he 
wasn't sure which one of them were making lost in 
the kisses Xander was placing over his face, neck, 
mouth. It was as if he couldn't focus on just one 
spot, wanting to taste all of him at the same time. 
 
"Need you. So much, so beautiful."  
 
Xander pushed him away gently, then pulled him 
back for another grind and kiss before pushing him 
away again. He nudged Spike to sit on the bed, 
pulling at his pants as he sat back. He quickly 



removed his own and crawled up the bed, hovering 
over Spike's body, looking and breathing harder 
now, not touching, just looking.  Spike shivered. 
Then he touched, one hand coming up to his thigh, 
grazing lightly down and back up, over his hip and 
onto his belly. He moved his hand farther up, 
teasing one pink nipple and then the other, 
replacing his fingers with his tongue, lips, 
teeth.  Spike began panting and tried to reciprocate, 
but Xander moved his hand away.  
 
"For you. Want to learn you and know you and taste 
you." 
 
He took him in hand and pumped once, twice 
before leaning down and licking the head with 
broad strokes.  Spike buried his hands in Xander's 
hair, not pushing or pulling, but just holding, 
needing to touch him.  
 
"Need to taste you, Xan. Need to have you. Let 
me?"  
 
He pulled Xander up to kiss him and rolled them so 



that he was on top. Spike moved down slowly, 
kissing his throat, his collarbone, his nipples. 
Teasing them just as Xander had done to him. And 
then he was there, breathing deep at the musky 
scent of arousal coming from Xander and pressing 
his cheek against the hot flesh before closing his lips 
around the head. Then he was taking it in all that he 
could, and Xander thought he would come right 
then. 
 
He brought his hand up to feel the weight of 
Xander's balls in his hand before moving up to the 
shaft and sliding his mouth down, sucking each one 
into his mouth and rolling their taste around his 
tongue. Then he took him in his mouth and began 
sucking, taking him all the way in and hollowing his 
cheeks with the suction. Then back up to 
concentrate on the sensitive glans, tonguing the slit 
and feeling Xander's gasps and moans reverberate 
throughout his body. Spike swallowed him down, 
nose tickled by the dark hairs at the root, and he 
moaned. Xander arched into the sound and Spike 
pulled back just in time for his thick come to hit his 
tongue. He swallowed all of it, still sucking to get 



more of the taste that was almost as good as his 
blood, so close, needing Xander inside him. 
 
And Xander came up again, still hovering over Spike, 
and gently lowering himself full length, pressing 
their bodies together, starting with the ankles, then 
knees, thighs and groin. Spike shuddered and thrust 
up, rubbing them together. Xander was determined 
to give him everything; anything he could think of 
that would bring pleasure to Spike he would give. 
Spike was his, and he would take care of him. 
 
He couldn't help the possessiveness the thought 
stirred in him and he growled out loud.  
 
"Mine." 
 
"Yours. Al- always yours." Spike responded, still 
thrusting, still scrabbling at Xander's back, bringing 
him closer. 
 
Then Xander was back up, kissing Spike and pushing 
at his knees until he brought them up a bit and 
Xander could kneel down between them. He 



rubbed and squeezed moving ever so slowly closer 
to his goal. 
 
"Please, Xander, Please. I need. Need you," 
 
Xander reached across to the nightstand and 
fumbled in the drawer a bit before returning with 
the tube he'd placed there a few weeks before. He 
quickly squeezed out a bit and coated his fingers, 
then dropped back to where he had been, 
massaging and rubbing and just barely in. 
 
Spike's panting quickened, and Xander's breathing 
became harsher. Just these sounds alone and he 
was nearly ready, needed to be there, where his 
finger was slowly making its way inside. He pulled 
back and then returned, two fingers now, pumping 
more and leaning down to kiss Spike. When he was 
thrusting back against his fingers, lowering and 
pushing, Xander added another, stretching and 
feeling and right there. Spike let out a muffled 
scream and arched up, driving Xander's fingers 
deeper. Xander couldn't wait any longer, Spike's 
litany of 'more, please, again, more' forcing him to 



be in there, making him incoherent with pleasure. 
He hoped the preparations were enough and 
removed his finger. Moving quickly due to Spike's 
groan at the emptiness, Xander slicked himself and 
positioned himself at the opening. 
 
"Please, please now." 
 
He pushed his way in, met by unbelievable 
tightness.  
 
"Oh, oh, God, Spike." 
 
Spike arched and clenched and Xander froze, held in 
place as much by the feeling of finally, finally being 
inside, deep where he had wanted to be for so long 
as by the tight muscles holding him. Then Spike 
relaxed and Xander moaned as he pulled out, 
slowly, and then back in. He set a rhythm, quickly 
building to hard and fast, wanting to go slow but 
not now, not now. Slow would come later, now was 
for claiming. Xander felt his climax approaching, 
unable to hold back, prolong this feeling. He 
reached for Spike's throbbing erection and closed 



around it, trying to match the rhythm he set but 
unable to focus on anything other than the velvet 
feeling surrounding him.  
 
"Now, please, come with me." Xander leaned over, 
kissing and nipping his way across Spike's throat to 
the place he'd bit before. And then he bit, drawing 
Spike's rich blood into his mouth, feeling his orgasm 
take over with the blood now inside him.  
 
And Spike came, covering both of them in his cool 
seed as Xander thrust hard, deep into Spike. He 
cried out his vampire's name over and over until he 
finally felt empty. When he realized his eyes were 
closed, he opened them to look down into Spike's 
demonic visage. He saw Spike panting and trying to 
regain his concentration long enough to will it away, 
the struggle, tensing him and making him lose the 
euphoric afterglow that carried Xander along. 
 
"Don't. Let me see you." Xander spoke softly, not 
wanting to force Spike but wanting him to be who 
he was. 
 



Spike heard his words but couldn't accept them, 
knowing Xander would come to his senses soon and 
run from the demon in his bed.  It wasn't until he 
felt Xander's hot fingers tracing his brow, hovering 
over his lips that he stopped trying to fight it, letting 
his true face stay. 
 
"So fucking beautiful. Always." 
 
Spike just stared at Xander. Xander began moving 
again, already half hard and not wanting to stop, 
ever. Spike's eyes widened, and Xander got more of 
a view of the glowing yellow eyes he found just as 
amazing as Spike's blue ones. He lowered himself 
again, arms straining with the effort but not caring, 
and when Spike met him, pressed his neck against 
Spike's mouth.  
 
"Love you. Drink." 
 
Spike nuzzled tentatively, letting his fangs graze 
over the spot he wanted, over Xander's mark. Then 
he bit, and Xander screamed his pleasure. Spike 
pulled and brought another mouthful of Xander's 



rich blood into his mouth, feeling the heat rush 
straight to his groin, and pulsing out in time with 
Xander's third orgasm of the night.  
 
Xander pulled himself off of Spike and flopped 
down beside him, boneless and breathless and 
utterly content. Spike turned to face him and 
looked pretty much the same. 
 
"Mmm." He managed. 
 
"Uh-huh." Spike had a little more control over his 
vocabulary, but not much. 
 
"Sleep now." 
 
"Good?" 
 
"Better." 
 
"Sleep." 
 
"Mmm."  
 



 
 
 

Part Forty   Bigger 

 

 

Xander and Spike lay in bed, side by side.  Xander's 

breathing had finally returned to normal, and Spike 

was listening to his heart beat steadily.  Everything 

about Xander was so steady, so stable, and Spike 

felt amazed to be here. His first time with Xander 

had been nothing short of incredible, and Spike 

wasn't quite grounded enough to think what it 

would be like once they'd learned each other's 

bodies. 

 

"That was. Three times," Xander whispered, awed. 

 

"Vampire blood is like that."  

 



Xander's hand moved slowly then, almost shyly, 

even though there was nothing he should possibly 

be shy about now. From his comfortable position on 

top of Spike's hand, pads of fingers gently stroking 

backs of knuckles, strangely more erotic than many 

acts the vampire had had performed on other, more 

likely parts of his body, he moved to gently rest his 

hand on the shallow just behind his hipbone, always 

prominent, so unlike Xander's own, more full and 

hidden.  Xander's thumb then grazed over the bone 

there, as Spike felt the other hand begin a slow, 

steady just-like-him rhythm on himself.   

 

"Didn't wear you out enough, Pet?"  Spike was able 

to ask, beginning again to breathe. 

 

"Sh.  I just want to touch." Xander whispered, 

speaking reverently and making Spike harden at the 

thought that someone could love him so much that 

worship would be a poor choice in words. 

 



"Want to touch back." 

 

"No. Be still."  Whispering still, but more forcefully, 

and Spike relished giving control over to Xander, 

basking in more sensations than he had felt at once, 

some he couldn't even name.  

 

Spike remained still, as still as he could, while 

Xander caressed him, breaking the silence only to 

breathe unnecessarily but needed so, so much. His 

thighs, hips, belly rippling each time Xander 

touched him.  Sometimes lightly, stroking just with 

fingers, sometimes harder, using his blunt 

workman's nails.  Sometimes using the heel of his 

hand, feeling muscles tighten involuntarily under 

him. Spike was hard again and leaking by the time 

Xander reached for his cock, as aroused as he was. 

Xander began slow strokes on Spike, matching the 

pace he had set on himself. Using just his thumb 

and forefinger now, he slid up to the heads, 

catching just under the rim and then back down. 



Xander's elbow lay on Spike's chest, bent at a 

strange angle but ignored anyway. Then he 

flattened his hand and weighed their heavy sacs, 

one in each hand. 

 

Much as Spike was enjoying the post-play foreplay, 

and he was, both the physical and emotional 

turmoil Xander was creating proved to be too much 

for him. 

 

"Xander." His voice came out thickly and wavering 

at the same time. 

 

"Concentrating." Xander's voice had a similar 

quality. 

 

"Please." 

 

Xander sped then, still timing both hands 

together.  When he felt the familiar tingle and 

tightening in both of them, he eased back, letting 



them both come down a bit before speeding again. 

 

"Please, Xander, don't stop.  Please. Don't stop."  

 

This time he didn't stop, pulling them both to 

completion, left hand coated in warmth at the same 

time as his right was covered in cool moisture, thick 

and more than he would have imagined after all 

that happened before. 

 

"Didn't know... you were so..." The sexiest sound 

ever had to be his vampire struggling to 

breathe.  He didn't have to, but Xander did that to 

him, made him forget for a moment that he was 

beyond these things.  He breathed for Xander. 

 

"I didn't either." 

 

"Did you find what you were looking for?" 

 

"No. Kinda got distracted." 



 

Spike had recovered now, physically if not 

emotionally. To keep himself in check, prevent him 

from focusing on the too much of the feelings, he 

joked, but not really. "Don't worry. Yours is bigger." 

 

"What?" Xander snapped out of the orgasmic haze 

that seemed to be a permanent part of his brain 

now. 

 

"Don't tell me you weren't wondering." 

 

"Not really. Yeah, but... I am?" 

 

"Bit." 

 

"But it's not too... you know..." 

 

"Bloody hell, Xander.  You are the only man on 

earth who could be insecure about being too large." 

Spike pulled him to his chest, wanting to comfort his 



Xander, tell him how perfect he was, wonderful and 

made just to fit him and no one, no one had ever 

made him feel half of a whole. Not like this. 

 

"No, you make me sound...I'm not. It's just that. 

God, Spike, you're so tight, so amazing and it felt so 

good. I want it to be good for you too. I don't want 

to hurt you. I want you to feel like I did." 

 

"Never hurt me, Xan. So good, so good to feel you. 

Love you." He was above Xander now, punctuating 

each phrase with a kiss, knowing no matter what 

vampire recovery time was, Xander was done 

tonight, and that was good, because there would be 

no urgency. Just love. 

 

Part Forty-One   Purring 

 
 
Xander had a hard time sleeping afterwards, even 



though he was sated and comfortable and he had a 
purring,sleeping vampire on his chest. He remained 
awake for quite some time, running his fingers 
though Spike's hair, afraid Spike would again have 
nightmares. Each of the previous bouts with dreams 
had occurred after they advanced their physical 
relationship. He hadn't made the connection 
before, but he long ago learned that the epiphanies 
one finds when staring blankly into the dark are 
surprising in their revelations. 
 
But Spike continued to stay cuddled half on top of 
him, half beside him, and half under him. Xander 
realized that that was too much Spike, if there could 
be such a thing. He decided that there couldn't, and 
he was just channeling Yogi Berra in the middle of 
the night because of the lack of baseball this time of 
year. But such was life with a heat-seeking room-
temperature lover. Xander allowed himself to relax, 
holding Spike tighter to him and tangling their legs 
even more. 
 
When he woke, Spike had extricated himself 
somehow and was currently in the kitchen. From 



the smell of things, he was making breakfast, the 
kind Xander would enjoy, rather than simply toast 
dunked in blood. Xander left the bedroom for a 
quick shower, and by the time he was dressed, 
breakfast was waiting for him. 
 
"I didn't know you could cook." Xander kissed him 
lightly on the cheek and sat at his customary seat. 
 
Spike lifted a forkful of eggs and said, "Now you 
do." 
 
"Do you like it? Cooking?" 
 
"It's not something I have much call to do, you 
know. But yeah, for you." Spike continued to act 
unaffected about the whole affair, but Xander could 
see his eyes shift nervously. He wasn't sure if it was 
fear of mockery or fear of dislike, but there was 
definitely fear. 
 
"Hey, it's really good." And it was, fluffy eggs, crisp 
bacon, buttered toast. It was a better breakfast 
than anything anyone since Willow had made for 



him. "I just want you to know that you don't have 
to, if you don't want to cook, or anything else." 
 
"Yeah." 
 
"So, you didn't tell me you could cook," Xander 
counted off on his fingers. "And you didn't tell me 
bites could feel so good, and you didn't tell me you 
could purr-" 
 
"I don't purr!" Spike exclaimed. 
 
"Do too," Xander said back, words coming out 
around a mouthful of eggs. 
 
"I bloody well do not." 
 
"You do, like last night after we..." Xander trailed off 
and blushed slightly at the memory of exactly what 
it was they had just, and how well his body 
responded to the memory. "And in the mornings, 
when I come in to kiss you goodbye with my coffee-
" 
 



"Coffee, hell, that stuff you drink could strip paint." 
Spike grimaced. 
 
"Yes, I like it strong. And the Big Bad doesn't wike 
his coffee bitter," Xander said in a childish voice. 
"But you do like the smell, which is why I bring it 
with me to kiss you, so that you'll smell it and want 
more and pull me back into bed to ravish me and 
make me late for work." He smiled. 
 
"That's never happened, Pet." 
 
"And just whose fault is that?" Xander pouted. "So 
yes, you do pur-." 
 
"Snore." Spike interjected. The King of Non-
sequitopia strikes again. 
 
"What?" 
 
"I snore." 
 
Xander gaped at him. "You can't snore! You don't 
breathe!" 



 
"And I don't purr." Spike said finally. 
 
"Ah, the patented Spike method of winning the 
argument by pretending you've already won the 
argument. Teach me the ways of your people, oh 
master." Xander joked. 
 
"Nothing to teach you, Master." Spike somehow 
managed to both leer and drop his eyes 
submissively. Now, there was a man with talent.  
 
 
 
 

Part Forty-Two   Christmas Reflections 

 
 
"Gets much colder here in winter, does it?" Spike 
asked from the sofa as Xander came in from work, 
rubbing his arms in an attempt to get rid of the 
goosebumps. 
 



"Yeah," Xander answered the strange-from-a-not-
interested-vampire question. "It's that time of year, 
I guess." 
 
"Right. Winter." Spike closed his book and followed 
Xander into the kitchen where they began 
preparing their small dinner. Sandwich for Xander, 
which was pretty much the extent of his culinary 
skills, not counting the opening-and-pouring portion 
of cereal making; mug-o-blood for Spike.  
 
"Yeah." 
 
"December," Spike added, flicking the microwave 
door shut and poking a little too hard at the 
buttons. 
 
"Yes, Spike, December is winter here in California." 
Xander gave him a funny look, but shook it off as 
joined him at the table. 
 
Spike sat, sipping his blood and watched Xander 
eat. The third time he was caught staring, Xander 
finally asked. "What?" 



 
Spike stood quickly and paced to the other side of 
the room, trying not to fidget, but failing. 
"DoyouwantanythingforChristmas?"  
 
Xander took the time to process the rushed 
question and asked, "Christmas?" 
 
Spike kept his back turned. 
 
"Um, I hadn't given it much thought. Christmas isn't 
the biggest... I mean, I've got some time off for the 
week, but I hadn't made any plans. Present-wise, I 
mean. And I don't need anything. Do you do 
Christmas? Did you want anything? Did you want to 
do something?" 
 
"Xander, do you ever breathe?" Spike turned back 
and sat again. 
 
Xander smiled. "Sorry. Did you?" 
 
"Don't you have some big poncey tradition that 
we'll have to follow?" 



 
"No." Xander spoke harshly and Spike cringed. 
 
"Sorry." 
 
Xander sighed. "No, It's not you. Sorry I snapped. 
It's just, Christmas at my house didn't involve 
festivities. Mostly it was just a bunch of drunken 
Harrises and a bunch of beaten Harrises. No, not a 
bunch, just me. Until I started sleeping outside." 
 
"Oh." 
 
Xander brightened as he visibly put the memory 
behind him. "But I've still got the time off. Did you 
want to go somewhere? The girls are going to be 
gone, doing something in England with the new 
Council, so they're out, but we could do something 
else. Vacation. Want to go somewhere?" 
 
"Where would we go? Not really one for the typical 
vacation plans, now, am I? Last time I was on 
holiday, me 'n Dru ate through an entire village in a 
week." Spike's eyes dropped to the floor as he 



finished his memory. 
 
"Not gonna be doing that." Xander got up from his 
chair and circled around the table to rest his hand 
on Spike's shoulder.  
 
Spike leaned into the contact, and shook his head a 
bit to clear his thoughts. "Didn't think so." 
 
"Wanna just stay here, then? You, me, bed, blood, 
chocolate?" 
 
"Yes, no, yes, yes, no." 
 
Xander mentally recapped. "Fine, then, I'll take 
myself and the chocolate and stay in bed by 
myself," He replied mock haughtily, sitting back 
down on the other side of the table. 
 
Spike pretended to reconsider. "Yes, yes, no, yes, 
no?" 
 
"Okay, I don't even remember what was said when. 
But I think you just turned down sex." 



 
Spike cocked an eyebrow. "I have other interests, 
you know."  
 
"Like looking cool and smoking?" 
 
"That about covers it, yeah." 
 
"Go with your strengths, baby." 
 
Spike's demeanor changed yet again. Nervous, 
petulant, and look, concernfear. "Why do you call 
me that?" 
 
"I don't know. I just do. Does it bother you?" 
 
Spike thought for a moment. "No." 
 
"You call me your boy." 
 
"I do not." 
 
"You do. You talk in your sleep, and you call me 
your boy. You do know I'm not a boy, right?" 



 
"You're always a boy, Pet. All enthusiastic and 
bouncy. 'S nice." 
 
"Nice?" 
 
"Very. You're... good." Spike stood, dropping the 
line of thought as he circled the table to stop beside 
Xander. "So, this Christmas thing, then. No plans, 
time off, whatever shall we do?" 
 
Xander pushed his chair back from the table a little 
more, allowing Spike to slide between him and it. "I 
don't know. I'm sure we can think of something." 
Xander brought his hands up to Spike's hips, pulling 
him down into his lap. Spike gave him an irresistible 
grin and began to do very nice things with his body.  
 
"Like this?" 
 
"I dunno. Haven't done this yet." 
 
Spike trailed wet kisses down Xander's throat, 
working a hand underneath his shirt at the same 



time. "Ah, see, now we have plans."  
 
 
 
 

Part Forty-Three   Knives 

 
 
Xander planned on spending the Christmas 
weekend lounging. They'd decided that no plans 
were good plans, and since the girls were currently 
in England, they wouldn't be joining them. He 
should have known, though, that plans had a way of 
unplanning the he was involved. Throw Spike in the 
mix, and he was screwed seven ways from Sunday. 
Which, in fact, was the only thing he'd wanted to 
engage in this weekend. 
 
So he was about halfway down Spike's chest, 
bringing forth some amazing sounds from deep in 
the vampire's throat when the phone inevitably 
rang. It was his assistant, panicking about broken 
water pipes and ruined drywall, and a once nearly 



finished site that in the course of twenty four hours 
had fallen at least two weeks behind schedule.  So 
Xander spent the twenty-third of December re-
hanging drywall, avoiding plumbers, and negotiating 
holiday- pay- plus- over- time, plus a bonus for the 
wet conditions for the contractors.  
 
Xander tried to ignore the feeling he got that this 
wasn't just coincidence at work, but couldn't help 
silently disagreeing with the police report that 
decided it was a broken water main that started the 
damage. Even if the authorities could have 
explained how a top of the line set of pipes broke in 
the middle, they surely wouldn't make the 
connection between the windowless space and the 
pile of old blankets in the corner, or the fact that 
the one remaining dry patch of the building was 
covered in dust that was definitely not 
construction-related. Xander reminded himself to 
tell Spike to stop by on his next hunt to rid the nest 
that had settled here, and then lost himself in the 
work he'd missed since his managerial move.  
 
When he returned from work dirty and tired, Spike 



was cooking again, something he now did two or 
three times a week. Xander called his hello on the 
way to the bathroom and informed Spike that he'd 
be taking a shower and they could eat afterwards. 
He washed quickly, only lingering long enough to rid 
himself of the grimy feeling from the site he'd 
visited that day. He flicked off the water, watched 
the last of it swirl down the drain and hopped out, 
the warm steamy fog enveloping him as he dressed 
in joggers and a tee shirt. He brushed out his hair, 
hoping that Spike's soul-driven reasserted Victorian 
sensibilities weren't offended by his failure to dress 
for dinner, all the while savoring the thought of 
adding a bit of soreness to the work-tightened 
muscles with finishing what he'd been force to 
abandon earlier in the day. 
 
When he came into the kitchen, looking forward to 
whatever delicacy his vampire fixed for him this 
evening and a bit of nakedy goodness to follow, his 
mood quickly shifted, half hard-on shrinking away 
again for the first time that day. Spike was holding 
the big chef's knife in his hand, tip pointed at one 
slender wrist. It wasn't yet touching, but Xander 



could see his eyes flick between the knife and his 
hand, tip wavering from narrow wrist to the slightly 
more fleshy heel of his hand. Xander watched him, 
rooted to the doorway, as he brought it close, then 
back, closer again until the tip dented his skin just a 
fraction. 
 
That was enough for Xander, and he found himself 
moving, stepping unnoticed to Spike's side and 
closing his fingers gently around the blade.  Spike 
jumped at the contact and Xander knew that even 
with his enhanced senses, the blond had not known 
he was there. 
 
"Put it down," he commanded softly. 
 
Spike released his grip slowly so Xander could 
readjust his hand, removing his fingers from around 
the blade. "Finish what you were doing and go sit at 
the table." 
 
Spike nodded, head down and eyes lowered in 
submission. He knew he had gone against Xander's 
orders, but the need had been steadily building all 



day, while he was alone. Alone with his thoughts, 
and those of the things he had done in his past; 
guilt had him in its clutches and by the time he 
began to cook dinner, a distraction from the voices 
in his head, telling him Xander didn't really need to 
be present to deal with the emergency, that Xander 
had simply grown tired of him, left him, wasn't 
coming back, he was so far lost in himself he was 
scarcely aware of his actions. At this point, he had 
to check the serving dishes just to remind himself 
what it was he made for Xander to eat. 
 
Xander joined him shortly after, holding his hand 
out to stop Spike as he started to kneel at his feet. 
"Sit at the table. Eat if you want to." Spike nodded 
again, accepting the warm cup of blood Xander 
handed to him, as Xander proceeded to tell him 
about his day, about the work he had done, actually 
pitched in and helped complete, and the amount of 
new business his 'hands-on approach' helped the 
company bring in. He made finger quotes around 
his words, punctuating his disbelief.  
 
"I always thought that was what you were supposed 



to do, you know? Something needs done, you do it. 
Apparently, I'm part of a new wave of management 
types, though, and now they want me to speak at a 
seminar. Me." Xander shrugged in dismissal. 
Throughout the entire diatribe, Spike remained still, 
head bowed and hands clasped in his lap. "Eat." 
 
Spike picked up the cup with trembling hands, and 
Xander forced himself to pause the loop of Spike 
and the knife in his head. "Hey, shh, clam down. I'm 
going to take care of you. Just eat first, okay?"  
 
Spike nodded and seemed to still his hands before 
he picked up the cup again, draining it at once. 
 
Once he was finished, and he had complimented 
Spike profusely on his preparation of the meal, he 
stood. It was time. "Go wait by the room. I'll be 
there in a moment," he ordered.  
 
Spike went, complying without hesitation as Xander 
cleaned up in the kitchen, knowing that Spike 
wanted to do this for him. That was part of the 
reason he denied him the act. The other reason was 



that he needed the time to collect himself. He had 
hoped to wade into this slowly, taking the time to 
fully learn what Spike craved. But Spike's intense 
focus earlier proved how much he needed this, how 
quickly the urge had overtaken him. Xander had 
been keeping tabs on his lover, waiting for the signs 
to emerge. This morning he seemed fine, so 
something must have set him off while he was at 
work. Xander pushed all thoughts of himself aside. 
?It was time to prove to Spike how much he loved 
him, and that for him to even consider hurting 
himself would not be tolerated. Spike belonged to 
him, and he took care of what he owned.  
 
 
 
 

Part Forty-Four   The Room 

 
 
Spike waited for Xander to finish cleaning the 
dinner dishes, trying not to fidget and failing, trying 
not to panic and nearly failing that as well. He let his 



eyes take in the site of his former bedroom, 
previously his and now  Xander's, Xander's because 
everything in this room was something he owned, 
up to and including the blond vampire that stood 
just inside the doorway.   
 
The bed was pushed against the far wall, made with 
only black silk sheets. A few blankets were stacked 
neatly at the foot of the bed, out of the way. The 
various restraints were set up against another wall, 
fully assembled and awaiting use. Xander's toys, 
paddles, whips, floggers, lubes,  and the like resided 
in a wall sized cabinet to his left, along with towels 
and face cloths, and a small first aid kit.  The shelves 
and drawers were hidden by the tastefully plain 
Shaker-style lines of the cupboard Xander had built 
himself, customized precisely to his needs. The only 
other feature in the room was the small 
refrigerator, filled with blood for Spike and water 
and juice for Xander, and on top of it the microwave 
for Spike's blood. 
 
All of this had been set up by Xander, with explicit 
instructions that Spike was not to enter without 



permission.  Normally, the words alone would have 
sent the vampire running for the room as soon as 
Xander's back was turned, maybe sooner. The fact 
that he had not only complied, but done so without 
once complaining or even mentioning the room 
again went towards proving to Xander that Spike 
really did want this. That he needed it. 
 
Xander passed him without a second glance, instead 
taking stock of what he had already procured for 
the room and deciding on the punishments and 
rewards to be dealt out tonight.  He turned to Spike, 
who was now kneeling in submission.  Xander took 
a deep breath to steady himself, changed his 
posture and tried to remember everything he'd 
learned about Dominating, and every smug word 
Angelus had told him about being a  Dominant. 
 
"Stand up. Go to the center of the room. Strip." His 
voice was low in both volume and register, but 
Spike complied immediately. He used short 
sentences, simple commands. He had no doubt that 
Spike was capable of following much more detailed 
orders, but this was not about intelligence or ability. 



This was about not thinking, not making decisions, 
just being told what to do and being free to do it. 
 
When Xander spoke again, Spike was completely 
naked, half hard, and again kneeling. "When I bring 
you in here, this is how you will present yourself. 
You will not speak without permission. Nothing will 
be done without my say so, and if you break these 
rules, you will be punished. Tell me if this is clear." 
 
"Yes, Master," Spike replied, head still bowed, 
hands still clasped loosely behind him. 
 
"Do you know why I brought you here?" 
 
Nod. 
 
"You were going to hurt yourself." 
 
Nod. 
 
"I've told you that you must not hurt yourself. Did 
you misunderstand me?" Xander's words were not 
harsh and mocking, he was genuinely concerned. 



 
Spike shook his head. 
 
"Right. First, you're going to be punished for 
disobeying me."  Xander gently touched Spike's 
head, leading him over to the cross. As Xander 
fastened the restraints on his wrists and ankles, 
binding him to the large metal 'X', he explained. 
"You didn't do it, though, and I'm very proud of you 
for that." 
 
Spike's cock twitched at the words, wanting to hear 
more of his Master's approval at the same time as 
he wanted to deny it, tell Xander that he was 
nothing to be proud of. But the rules were that he 
did not speak, so he remained silent, keeping his 
warring emotions inside, fighting to be strong and 
not let it show, fighting to be good enough to 
deserve Xander's approval.  
 
Xander picked out one of the paddles, ran his 
fingers across it gently as he showed it to Spike. He 
himself had hated not knowing what weapon would 
be used, and he would not inflict that upon Spike. "I 



think ten will do. Count." With that he brought the 
paddle down on Spike's ass.  
 
"One." Spike said quitely. Even though the volume 
was low, he couldn't hide the fact that he had 
spoken through gritted teeth. Xander had hit him 
hard; not enough to hurt, really, but enough that 
Spike was left with no doubts that Xander was going 
to do this, and do it right. He used that same force 
to bring the paddle down on the right cheek. 
Borrowed blood briefly rose to the surface, coloring 
the skin slightly pink before it faded back. 
 
"Two." Spike's voice was a little louder on this 
number, but his teeth were no less gritted. This 
time Xander brought the paddle around in an 
upwards motion, spreading the blow evenly across 
both firm cheeks.  
 
Spike gasped and Xander watched appreciatively as 
the muscles in Spike's back, from his neck to his 
ankles tightened. "Th-three." Xander kept that in 
mind, but did not use the stroke again. This was, 
after all, a punishment. When Xander reached ten, 



Spike was panting, each number said with more 
force than the one preceding it. 
 
Xander put the paddle down and walked back to 
face Spike. He took Spike's fully hard erection in 
hand and squeezed him gently. Spike gasped again. 
 
"You were very good," Xander whispered in his ear, 
and Spike shivered. "There's something else you 
need to be punished for, isn't there?" He asked with 
another slight squeeze.  
 
Nod. 
 
"I told you I would take care of you. You doubted 
me."  
 
Nod.  
 
"Count." Xander picked up the paddle again, and 
began to strike Spike even harder, in quicker 
succession. He stopped at fifteen, when Spike's 
panting and horse counting ran together.  
 



Between blows, Xander told Spike, "You belong to 
me, now. I will take care of you." Xander stopped 
and came around to check on Spike again. He was 
too new at this to know Spike's body cues, and had 
to continuously check on him to ensure he was 
leading the vampire in the correct direction, both 
cleansing him of the guilt and pain he possessed 
and bringing him to completion for allowing Xander 
to be responsible for this, for giving him what he 
needed. He held his steadily leaking cock and 
pumped it a few times, growing harder himself at 
Spike's 
whimpers.  
 
"When you doubt me, you disappoint me." Spike 
stopped his whimpering and went still, head bowing 
as much as the restraints would allow. "Look at me. 
You don't want to disappoint me, do you?"  
 
Spike shook his head slightly. 
 
"Tell me." 
 
"I don't want to disappoint you, Master. Want to 



deserve you." Spike's words were again whispered, 
but behind them was such emotion that Xander 
knew the lesson had been learned.  
 
"That's right. Do you know what will make me 
proud of you?" Now it was on to the reward portion 
of their session. 
 
Shake. 
 
"Trust me. Do you trust me?" Xander leaned 
forward to whisper in Spike's ear, letting the warm, 
moist air curl around his vampire's neck and send 
shivers down his spine. 
 
Nod. 
 
"Count." And Xander resumed his stance behind 
Spike, bringing the paddle up hard, using the stroke 
that had provoked such a response in his slave 
earlier. At nine, Spike was trembling, his cock 
releasing a steady stream of precome, reddened 
and throbbing. At twenty, he was arching back to 
meet the blows rather than away from them. 



Xander spanked him a few more times, maintaining 
the force and rhythm. At thirty-four, he leaned in 
and whispered, "Come." 
 
The next strike had Spike coming, long spasms 
wracking his body as he shoot streams of cold seed 
across the floor. Xander continued to caress the 
swollen cheeks, his own erection throbbing in time 
with Spike's orgasm, the thrill he received at 
knowing he had caused this reaction almost as great 
as the pleasure he received from causing it. He 
rubbed and stroked Spike's ass, and when the 
vampire seemed to come back to himself a bit, he 
spoke.  
 
"Look at me. I'm very proud of you." 
 
Spike tried to smile between pants, and Xander saw 
the relief combine with pleasure in his eyes.  
 
"I'm going to let you down now. Can you stand?" 
 
Nod.  
 



Xander unfastened his wrists, rubbing them even 
though he had no circulation to restart. Then he 
placed them on his own shoulders as he bent to 
free Spike's ankles. "Go to the bed and sit down." 
Spike nodded and walked away gingerly, reminding 
Xander of the force he had used. He felt a twinge of 
guilt, but pushed it aside as he finished wiping down 
his toys.  
 
When he turned to the bed, he took in the slump in 
Spike's shoulders. At first he was afraid that he 
hadn't after all been able to give Spike what he 
needed. But as he drew closer to the bed, he saw 
Spike's eyes flicker up to his still painfully hard cock 
before falling back to the floor.  
 
"We're not done, you know," he said gently. He 
stood in front of Spike and spread Spike's knees 
with his own. He maneuvered himself between 
them and looked down at the expectant gaze 
turned toward him. Xander laid his hand on the 
back of Spike's head and nodded. Spike swallowed 
him with a ferocity Xander hadn't been aware he 
still possessed in his slightly weakened state. As he 



felt Spike swallow around him, muscles tightening, 
he clenched his fingers in Spike's hair. Spike 
relented only slightly, pulling back to lick and suck 
and do things Xander couldn't even describe.  
 
"So good. You're so good. You've been so good." 
Xander knew he was babbling, but he was so close 
now.  
 
Spike was also hard again, being allowed to 
pleasure his Master after he had been rewarded 
with the best spanking he could remember. He took 
Xander in again, all the way, and let his tongue play 
around the base of the hard flesh. Spike's hand 
twitched as he longed to reach down and stroke 
himself, wanting to join his Master in the 
sensations, but Master had not given him 
permission. 
 
"Do it. Touch yourself," Xander commanded as he 
tightened his fingers in Spike's hair. 
 
Xander's moan reverberated all the way down 
through his cock, into Spike's mouth and straight to 



his own. "Gonna come, now. You too, come with 
me." He felt Spike shudder slightly before he was 
lost to the sensation of Spike's mouth working him, 
pulling his orgasm from him and swallowing him 
down, making him part of himself.  
 
He sank down on the bed, and pulled Spike along 
with him. Spike pressed into his Master, the urge to 
feel pain gone for the moment, but the need for 
reassurance still there, though it was fading. 
 
Once Xander's breath slowed down, he looked at 
Spike, curled into him, latching on to him and hold 
on for dear life. Or what have you. "That was 
amazing. Tell me if you're feeling better. Tell me if I 
gave you what you needed."  
 
Spike nuzzled his chest a bit and replied lazily, "Yes, 
Master." 
 
Even as sated as he was, Xander's cock gave a little 
twitch at those words coming from Spike's lips. 
"Hungry?" 
 



Spike shook his head, half in response to the 
question, half in an attempt to get closer to that 
steady heartbeat below his ear. He loved this, being 
allowed to cuddle with his Master. Previously, he 
would have been left to hang, unfulfilled, while 
Master rested. But that was his former Master, not 
Xander. Xander loved him, and would not treat him 
like that, even when he deserved it.  
 
Xander felt him tense, and spoke to ground the 
vampire. "Go to sleep now. You need to rest." 
 
Xander felt a small nod, and Spike began to purr 
lightly as he lay in Xander's arms.  
 
 
 
 

Part Forty-Five   Thunder 

 

 

Xander rolled his shoulder to stretch the muscles he 



had worked so hard during their session after such a 

hard day on the site. He felt all sorts of sympathy 

for major league pitchers; the minor soreness he 

had inflicted on Spike was long healed by now, but 

his own arms would doubtless be sore for at least a 

few days.  

 

Spike was still sleeping, motionless as always, but 

still undoubtedly asleep. His features relaxed while 

he slept, leaving him looking serene, almost 

innocent. Xander loved to hold him like this, 

knowing he had brought such peace to his lover. It 

was still new to him to be the one in control, not to 

be dragged about by the whims of another. As 

much as he had enjoyed his previous relationships, 

nothing had ever felt as perfect as this, what he had 

with Spike. 

 

Xander let his hand fall from Spike's waist to the 

small of his back, rubbing gently. Spike shifted 

impossibly closer, and Xander found himself 



examining again how well their bodies 

complimented each other. Spike's arm was so pale 

against his stomach he nearly glowed, and his head 

fit into the hollow under his shoulder like it was 

made for this situation. Spike was infinitely stronger 

than Xander, but when they were like this, it was as 

if Xander could protect him from everything. And he 

would. Xander fell asleep, still musing on the 

contrast between the cool silky feel of Spike's back 

and his slightly warmed chest pressed against him, 

while the sudden rain began to fall faster outside.  

 

*** 

Spike woke a while later when Xander shifted in his 

sleep. He expected Xander to pull away from him, 

roll away onto his side, but Xander settled back 

down, finding a new position that allowed for even 

more skin to skin contact with the vampire. It 

amazed him, still, that Xander never let go of him, 

even in his sleep. Spike could hear the steady 

thrumming of the rain outside, even over Xander's 



heartbeat below his ear, and through the walls of 

the underground apartment. Spike was surprised 

that he hadn't yet heard any thunder, from the 

sound of the rain, the shower had moved into a full-

blown storm.  

 

At that thought, with a case of Hellmouth-inspired 

coincidence that Spike thought he left in Sunnydale, 

thunder crashed outside, not even the depth of the 

apartment deadening the sound.  Xander jolted 

awake, sitting up quickly and dislodging Spike in the 

process. He looked around frantically until his eyes 

adjusted to the small amount of light provided by 

the night lights found him and he found his 

bearings. He had been thrown by not waking in his 

room, but instead the room in which they had 

earlier conducted Spike's session.  

 

He smiled sheepishly at Spike and settled down 

again, murmuring , "Sorry" at the vampire's quirked 

eyebrow. Spike lay back down, oddly feeling that he 



was providing more comfort for Xander by letting 

him hold him than by anything else he could be 

doing.  

 

"Afraid of storms, Pet?" Spike asked. There was no 

way that the boy who had fought by the side of the 

slayer all these years and who now slept with a 

Master vampire could be afraid of a loud noise. But 

fears were irrational like that. Spike was good with 

irrational.  

 

"Not afraid," Xander mumbled, already falling 

asleep again. "Just don't like storms." 

 

"Why's that?"  

 

"Makes it hard to hear them."  

 

"Hear what?" Spike asked, sure that he wasn't going 

to like the answer to this question. It was like the 

proverbial train wreck, though, and he couldn't stop 



himself from asking.  

 

"Things. People. Can't tell when they're coming if 

you can't hear." Xander let out a soft snore as his 

voice trailed off and he fell asleep again.  

 

Spike lay still, dazed at the impact of the statement. 

He was ashamed to admit that when Xander 

originally told him about his family he hadn't 

reacted well. He was both too caught up in his own 

emotions, rocketing out of control, and he had been 

processing the conversation through the mind of a 

vampire, relating Xander's experience with his 

father to his own with Angelus. Sex, domination, 

and discipline were all tied together in the mind of a 

demon, and from that standpoint, Xander's abuse 

hadn't been all that unexpected. But now, in the 

calm, clearheaded state of mind Spike found 

himself, he heard what he hadn't then. Xander's 

fear, disgust, and shame at what had happened 

were no longer covered by the defenses the boy 



used, guards down due to sleepiness.  

 

Spike's demon half raged that his human had been 

hurt that way. Xander may be his Master, but the 

demon's instinct to protect him was not lessened by 

his submissive status. If anything, his failure to 

protect Master's happiness angered him even more 

because of it. No one was to hurt Master. Ever. 

 

"Won't happen again. Not ever." Spike whispered, 

vowing to keep Xander safe, always, before falling 

asleep again to the sounds of the already waning 

storm and Xander's slow, steady heartbeat. 

Part Forty-Six   Touch 

 
 
Xander was watching television, mindlessly flipping 
through the channels waiting for the movie of the 
week to come on so he and Spike could play MST3K 
along with the melodrama. It was almost as fun as 
the classic movies/ history lessons, and this week 



would be double your pleasure, double your fun 
holiday drama! Xander bounced just a little giddily 
as Spike came back in with his mug of blood and 
box of Weetabix, then stood to get his own snacks. 
 
"You're so tactile," Xander told him, when Spike 
nuzzled him on the way past him in the living room.  
 
"Nice ten-dollar word," Spike said, and continued 
nuzzling, setting the snacks out of the way and 
bringing Xander's hips and hands into the action.  
 
"Really, Spike. I never thought you'd like to be 
touched so much." Xander began to lick his neck, 
long strokes from jaw to collarbone.  
 
Spike groaned. "Like to be touched, it's the 
heightened senses. Makes everything... 'Sides, you 
like it too." Spike reciprocated, bringing his hands 
down to cup Xander's ass, pulling him closer. This 
time it was Xander who moaned, and Spike fought 
the urge to throw him down and shag him blind on 
the living room floor.  
 



"Like to be touched, it's the person who's doing the 
touching." Xander pushed Spike down onto the 
couch. Spike may be restraining himself, but Xander 
had other ideas. He unbuttoned his own pants and 
toed of his sneakers before helping Spike remove 
his boots.  
 
"So, we fit, then." Spike was shimmying out of his 
jeans as Xander leaned down over him, covering 
Spike's body with his own, and resumed kissing 
every available inch of uncovered skin while Spike 
added the last black cotton tee-shirt barrier to the 
scattered pile of clothes in the floor.  
 
"That's all I keep trying to tell you." He grasped one 
small nipple between his teeth and sucked and bit 
until it pebbled, then moved his attention to the 
other.  
 
Spike was writhing underneath him, bucking his hips 
up, but unable to meet Xander's body, held above 
his as Xander stayed on his knees, trailing a path of 
tiny kisses down Spike's defined abs and over his 
bare hips. He wanted to run his hands over Xander's 



well-muscled back, but he had his wrists circled by 
Xander's hands, held down with enough force to 
not want to break the hold. When Xander's lips 
remained the only point of contact, Spike gave in 
and begged, "Please, Xander, so warm, please touch 
me." 
 
Xander let Spike wait, growing even harder at the 
sound of his lover begging. He kissed and licked a 
wet path down his legs, drawing them up as me 
kissed, bending them so he could reach Spike's 
sensitive feet, back up again. Finally, Spike wiggled 
out of his grip and grasped his shoulders, pulling 
him down onto him. Xander smiled as he gave in 
and engulfed Spike's cock, already tasting the cool 
salty precome dripping steadily from the head. 
Xander pulled back, lips circling the rim, tongue 
darting into the slit to gather more of the taste on 
his tongue. Spike began thrusting slightly, and 
Xander held down his hips. He couldn't yet do that, 
rarely getting the chance to practice taking Spike 
like this for very long. Instead, he slowly exhaled 
through his nose and sank as low as he could, 
feeling Spike's dick hit the back of his throat. By 



reflex, he swallowed, and Spike let out a muffled 
yell as cool seed flowed into Xander's mouth.  
 
He quickly pulled back, trying not to gag and 
focused on swallowing what he could, the rest 
dripping down his chin. Spike pulled him up and 
kissed him, copper flavored tongue chasing his own 
taste around Xander's mouth. When Xander pulled 
back to breathe, he saw what had stifled Spike's cry, 
and where the blood taste had come from. Spike 
had bitten into his arm when he came.  
 
Spike noticed Xander looking at the rapidly fading 
bite mark on his arm and rushed to explain. "It 
didn't hurt. I needed to. It. Sometimes-" 
 
Xander cut him off with a chaste, close-mouthed 
kiss. "I know. It's okay." 
 
Spike deepened the kiss, grasping desperately at 
Xander's still hard cock. "That good, huh?" Xander 
smiled, satisfied that he'd made Spike need 
something. 
 



"Very good, Xan. Let me show you." He moved to 
return the blow job, but Xander stopped him. 
 
"No. Keep kissing me." 
 
So Spike continued kissing Xander, tongue thrusting 
into the boy's mouth in the same rhythm he fisted 
his cock. When he thumbed over the head, 
spreading the moisture down the length of him, 
Xander leaned his head back, baring his 
throat.  Without thinking, Spike fastened his lips 
over his pulse point. He grazed the spot lightly with 
blunt teeth and Xander moaned. 
 
"Please," He whispered. "Drink." 
 
Spike's features shifted, and Xander felt the ridges 
of his forehead press into his neck. Two points of 
heat flared as fangs sank through skin and muscle, 
near enough to the artery to feel the pulse, but not 
into it. The sharp pain faded almost as soon as it 
began, replaced by the exquisite feeling of his blood 
flowing into another, giving life to Spike. Spike bit 
into his own wrist yet again, just enough to aid 



Xander in breaking the skin, before he held it to 
Xander's lips. He felt the human latch on, probing 
with his tongue for more. Xander came hard, 
shuddering with each stream of hot seed that 
spilled over Spike's hand. He fell limp on top of 
Spike, grateful that he didn't have to worry about 
moving anytime soon. Even if he'd been able to 
form coherent thought, he wouldn't have wanted 
to.  
 
Spike continued to lave at the wounds, capturing 
each drop of blood that rose sluggishly to the 
rapidly healing surface. Once the wounds were 
closed with the aid of a drop or two of his own 
blood mixed into his saliva, Spike asked, "Nice?" 
 
"Oh, yeah." Xander shifted, spooning with Spike's 
back to his chest, his back sinking into the soft 
leather of the sofa. "Very nice." He paused for a 
while, and then pushed Spike forward a bit and 
smacked him smartly on the ass. 
 
"What?" 
 



"Seminar!" Xander hissed. "Hickey!" Xander felt 
Spike smirk. "Don't give me that! This won't be 
healed by Wednesday, and no one will be... You're 
laughing." 
 
"Vampire, Pet." Spike pressed backwards and felt 
Xander's vampire-blood enhanced reawakened 
erection.  
 
"Pfft. Soul, Spike. You're supposed to be a good guy, 
remember?" 
 
"Are you saying it wasn't good?" 
 
"No fair that I can feel you pout, Spike." Xander 
pulled him close once again. 
 
"Good?" 
 
"Yes. Good." 
 
"It'll heal, you know." 
 
"No way. You bit me pretty deep that time." 



 
"I know I did. I marked you for good. It'll scar, just a 
bit, but it will be all healed by tomorrow or so." 
Spike shifted slightly, and Xander could tell that he 
was uncomfortably waiting for Xander's reaction. 
 
He was marked. For good. For everyone to whom 
things like Marking mattered to see, or smell, or 
however it is that Markings were picked up. They 
would all know that he, Xander-no-powers was with 
Spike. Really with him. "Hey, Spike?" Xander went 
with the only thing he could possibly say through 
the dopey grin on his face. 
 
"Hmm?" 
 
"Happy New Year." 
 
"Not yet. 'S only 11:30."  
 
"Oh. So, do you think if I do this," Xander trailed his 
hand down Spike's belly as Spike began to squirm, 
"Do you think we'll stay busy until midnight?" 
 



"No. I think we can go long past then." Spike rolled 
over, pushing Xander farther down the sofa.  
 
 
 
 

Part Forty-Seven   Frustration 

 
 
Spike was bored.  
 
He had always been an active vampire, finding that 
strangely, his immortality made him even more 
impatient than the knowledge of his impending 
death had when he was human. He had things to do 
and things to kill and things to eat and things to 
shag and things to see. Now he didn't have any of 
that, he only had four walls and sunset, Xander and 
sleep.  
 
It was good, but he'd kill for something to do. He 
winced at the phraseology, and then continued to 
brood. 



 
His boredom was compounded by the fact that he 
was sleeping nights, always a hard thing for him to 
do, even after all this time, trying to coordinate his 
schedule as much as he could to be part of 'that 
world'. But he wanted to be with Xander, and even 
thought he woke later in the mornings, later on 
nights he slipped out of bed to go hunting on his 
own, but still hours before sunset, he was confined 
to the windowless apartment until the sun went 
down. The town's sewer system had obviously not 
been designed with a nod to demonic traffic, and 
there really was no other choice.  He had taken over 
the household chores, and there was little on 
television worth watching once the soaps went off. 
Mostly his days consisted of smoking, pacing, 
cleaning, pacing, smoking, reading, pacing, watching 
telly, and occasionally cooking dinner.  
 
So today he cooked dinner. 
 
Xander brought home pizza.  
 
"What the hell is that?" Spike waved his cigarette at 



the box. 
 
Xander handed over the cooler full of blood, half of 
it human, that he picked up on the way home, and 
patted the extra-large pizza box. "Dinner." 
 
"No, dinner is on the table." Spike tossed the cooler 
into the refrigerator to be unpacked later. Like, 
tomorrow, during the day, when he would level the 
packets out and categorize them by type, date, first 
alphabetically and then chronologically, oldest in 
front, like some kind of obsessive-compulsive 
nutcase. He felt the demon's anger threaten to rise 
out of his soul's control. A multiple-personalitied, 
obsessive-compulsive nutcase. 
 
"You cooked?" Xander took the pizza into the living 
room, bypassing the kitchen altogether.  
 
Spike rolled his eyes. "No. I've got four young virgins 
strapped to the table." 
 
"Not funny." Xander bit into the pizza. Pizza that 
could have been reheated the next day for 



breakfast, Xander's favorite. The fritatta, which was 
not nearly as good when reheated, was currently 
growing cold on the kitchen table. Fritatta, for god's 
sake. It was fragile, with all the eggs. He'd timed it 
perfectly, but no... 
 
"You're going to eat that." Spike stated coldly. 
 
Xander gave him a look that clearly said, 'Do you 
not see the pizza in my mouth?' What he actually 
said was, "Dyunzeedpizmuf?" 
 
Spike grabbed his duster and slammed the door on 
the way out. 
 
*** 
 
When he came back, covered in four vampires 
worth of dust and yellow slime from... something, 
Xander was already in bed. Spike showered loudly, 
dropping the shampoo bottle several times so the 
sound reverberated off the tile floor and hopefully 
right into Xander's peaceful sleep. Then he lay down 
on the couch, wet towels on the floor, muttering 



under his nonexistent breath that he was not going 
to go in and cuddle with Xander, no matter how 
much he wanted to and no matter how ridiculous 
he was behaving.  
 
Xander listened to all this from his spot in the too-
big, too-empty bed, still clueless as to why Spike 
had left. He'd gotten the toppings right, made sure 
there was no garlic, and how was he supposed to 
know Spike had cooked? He sighed and got up. He 
knew that he would always have to make the first 
move to resolve an argument. At least that was 
familiar territory. He joined his lover in the living 
room, picked up Spike's feet to sit at his end of the 
couch, and then tried to place them in his lap, but 
Spike yanked them away, curling into a very small, 
very uncomfortable fetal position.  
 
"You're still mad at me?" 
 
Nothing. 
 
"For not eating your dinner?" 
 



"Your dinner. No." 
 
"For not bringing home virgins?" Xander smiled 
weakly even though he was obviously still confused.  
 
Spike's scowl lessened slightly. "No." 
 
"Okay." Xander reached for Spike's feet again, but 
the vampire chose to sit up, squishing his 
admittedly smaller-but not that small- frame into 
the corner of the sofa. "I'm going to play the dumb-
guy card and say,'huh?'." 
 
"Exactly."  
 
"Huh?" 
 
"I can't play the guy card, as you oh so elegantly put 
it, because you made me argue. Like a ... a moron!" 
Spike completed his rant by stalking over to his 
duster and rummaging for his cigarettes.  
 
"First of all, I said dumb-guy, secondly, huh?"  
 



"Dinner? I waited around all day and cooked you 
dinner and would you listen to me? I sound like a 
girl! And you!" 
 
"I what?" 
 
"You treat me-" 
 
"I have never treated you any differently than I 
treat anyone I loved." 
 
"All bloody women!" 
 
"That's what this is about?" Xander's tone 
suggested he knew it wasn't. 
 
"No." Spike sank down next to him on the couch.  
 
"What then?" 
 
"I'm bored." 
 
"With us?" 
 



"No! Course not. Just bored. I've got nothing to do 
all day but wait for you to come home, and then 
when you are here, I don't want to go out, now do 
I?" 
 
"Yeah. I'm sorry." 
 
Spike made a dismissive gesture with his hand. 
 
"Maybe you should go out more. You can do your 
hunting at times other than after I've fallen asleep. 
You don't have to spend every moment with me, 
you know." 
 
Spike kept his back to Xander, determined not to let 
his human see how insecure these words made him. 
"No. I don't have to." 
 
"Wanna fix it?" Xander accepted Spike's quiet 
acquiescence and moved on.  
 
"How?" 
 
"Make up sex?"  



 
 
 
 

Part Forty-Eight   Make Up Sex 

 
 
 
 
Xander pulled Spike up off the couch and back into 
bed. Spike was already nipping at his lips, pulling at 
the waistband of Xander's sweat pants, running his 
hands all over Xander's exposed skin, and some that 
wasn't so exposed. Xander slowed him down with a 
hand on his and a soft kiss on the lips.  
 
"Calm down, this is supposed to be me, making it up 
to you. Hold still. Let me," He kissed Spike's lips 
again, softly, "apologize." 
 
Xander pushed Spike down on the bed slowly, and 
followed after him, crawling up Spike's body, kissing 
him, knees, belly, nipples, neck, shoulders, 



forehead, cheeks. His fingers played with Spike's 
nipples until they were tiny hard peaks, and then 
followed with his mouth, laving at his chest before 
dipping down to his navel again and the hard 
muscles of his stomach. Spike lay back, as still as he 
could make himself. Xander moved back up to his 
nipples and bit down gently, and Spike forced 
himself not to writhe under the contact.  
 
Xander frowned slightly before upping his attention 
to all of Spike's hot spots, biting his neck, teasing his 
nipples, stroking lightly over that spot just behind 
his balls, but still the vampire was rigid underneath 
him, eyes screwed shut tightly. 
 
Xander sat up. "Okay. Time for another parameter-
defining discussion. What's wrong?" 
 
Spike opened his eyes, but did not move. "Nothing. 
Keep going." 
 
"Spike." 
 
"You told me to hold still." 



 
"Well, yeah." Xander ran a hand through his hair. 
"But I didn't mean to not do anything." 
 
Spike looked confused, then ashamed, knowing he 
had done something wrong. Again.  
 
"Spike, do you like being bottom? Or do you think 
that's the only way I'll want you?" 
 
"I've had my fair share of topping." 
 
"You've had yours, mine, and about seven other 
people's fair share at it. But do you like it?" 
 
"I like it," Spike replied, unconvincingly. 
 
"Do you want to fuck me?" 
 
Spike hesitated, not sure what answer Xander 
wanted.  
 
Xander rolled onto his side, and propped himself up 
with his elbow beside Spike. "I'm asking you. I'm not 



going to be upset, as long as you're honest." 
 
"No. I like this better." He said softly. 
 
"Why so quiet, then?"  
 
"It's backwards." 
 
"Backwards?" Xander frowned again, and then 
made the connection. "Because you're a vampire, 
you mean?" 
 
"Yes." 
 
"And you started paying attention to tradition 
when?" Xander smiled softly, hoping that this would 
lighten the mood and get them back to the having 
of the sex.  
 
Spike smirked back at Xander. "Got a point there." 
 
"So, can I go back to pleasing you now?" 
 
Spike's grin faltered. "I'm supposed to please you, 



Master." He slipped into the wording without 
realizing it. 
 
Xander pushed his shoulder back gently and 
followed as Spike sank back onto the bed. "Let me 
do this for you." Xander continued where he left 
off.  "That will please me." He rolled a still-hard 
nipple between his teeth before continuing. "I'm 
going to tease you, and taste you, and make you so 
hard you can't stand it." He pulled Spike's sweat 
pants all the way off and kissed his way back up his 
legs. "And then I'm going to make you come, make 
you come so hard you think you'll never stop." He 
spent a long time on the crease where Spike's thigh 
met his hip, and had to place a hand on the 
vampire's belly to keep him from thrusting into him. 
"And the whole time, I'm going to be watching you, 
and just the sight of you is going to get me off. I'm 
going to come so hard because you let me do this 
for you. You want that don't you?" 
 
"Yes. Please, yes, Xander, yes." Spike begged, words 
tumbling from his mouth in time with Xander's 
mouth bobbing up and down on his cock. He 



couldn't keep his hands off Xander, though, 
clutching at his shoulders, grasping his hair. With 
one last lick, Xander released Spike's cock and 
smiled at the groan of displeasure he heard.  
 
"Get up," Xander said. 
 
Spike frowned slightly, not sure what he had done 
to make Xander stop. 
 
"Come on." Xander grabbed his hand, pulling him 
behind him though the hallway and to the door of 
the other room. "This okay?"  
 
Spike nodded, still not sure what happened. 
 
Xander opened the door, and pulled Spike into the 
room. Spike kneeled quickly in his place, but found 
himself being pulled to his feet before Xander's 
customary inspection.  
 
"Good. You're good, look... amazing. Now, to the 
bed." Spike complied, laying down on his back as 
Xander rummaged through the toy cabinet. 



Whatever he was looking for was found, and Spike 
heard a soft clinking. "Handcuffs." 
 
Spike smiled as Xander sauntered over to him. He 
raised his hands and grabbed the iron posts in the 
headboard and Xander snapped one cuff around his 
wrist, linked it through, then snapped it shut around 
the other one. Xander sat back on his heels, 
straddling Spike's thighs. "God, you're beautiful like 
this." Xander slowly continued to tease Spike, 
repeating his actions from the other bedroom, this 
time with a much more enthusiastic response. So 
enthusiastic, in fact, that Xander sat back yet again, 
trailing his fingers down Spike's chest while the 
vampire trembled under his touch. "Can't believe 
you let me do this," whispered, and Spike almost 
didn't catch it. 
 
Xander hopped off the bed again, and pulled open 
the door to the cabinet. He pulled open the top 
drawer and then shut it, pulled open the second 
drawer, and shut it as well.  
 
"Damn." He turned around to face the bed. "Are 



you telling me, all the times I've brought you in 
here, I've never chained you up except over there?" 
he waved to the large X in the corner.  
 
Spike shook his head.  
 
"Fine. Ummm, there!" He pulled out a length of silk 
rope. "I new I ordered this for a reason." He came 
back over to the bed and pulled Spike down the 
mattress. He wrapped the rope around one ankle, 
then the bed post, tying Spike to the bed.  
 
"You can talk, if you want, the whole time we're in 
here." 
 
Spike nodded. "Knew you liked ropes." 
 
Xander grinned down at him, and then stepped 
back, admiring the way Spike's arms stretched 
above his head when his legs were tied to the end 
posts. 
 
Spike pulled against the handcuffs when Xander 
dipped his tongue into Spike's navel, and pulled 



harder when Xander wrapped his lips around 
Spike's cock. The metal headboard creaked a bit 
under Spike's strength, and he relented, lacing his 
fingers together to stop himself from breaking the 
cuffs. Xander took his time, licking, sucking, and 
Spike's legs and arms started a tense burn from the 
strain at being held in one position. Spike struggled 
briefly when Xander moved lower. Then Xander 
came back, and Spike was lost again. When he felt 
Xander take him in deeper, until his head hit the 
back of his throat, Spike howled and came, just as 
long and hard as Xander said he would.  
 
The sound and feel of Spike's orgasm was nearly 
enough to send Xander over the edge as well.  He 
let Spike's softening flesh slip from his mouth and 
reached under the bed for the bottle of oil. He gave 
himself a few moments to regain his composure, 
then untied and shifted Spike's legs while they were 
still jellied. 
 
"I love you. I never want to do anything but this." 
He positioned himself as Spike's eyes fixed on his. 
"You're mine, and I take care of you. Always. But 



you take care of me, too. You do it when you go 
hunting." He pushed his way in slowly, feeling the 
virgin-tight muscles give way as Spike took him in, 
velvet and cool and far more perfect that any words 
could ever describe. "You take care of me when you 
keep me safe," he pulled back out, then began his 
rhythm. "You take care of me when you put up with 
me. You take care of me when you take care of me. 
You take care of me when you let me do this." 
Xander's words trailed off as he began to thrust 
harder, faster, needing Spike to know how much he 
loved him, how much he needed him and tried to 
pour his emotions into his actions, the best way of 
actual communicating he knew.  
 
Spike closed his eyes against the onslaught of 
emotion Xander was directing at him. He couldn't 
do this, couldn't take the physical and emotional 
and all the other ways Xander showed him how 
much he mattered and process it all at once. It was 
too much, and he needed it, all of it and more, and 
if Xander gave any more, pounded it into him, 
actions and words, any more he just... might... 
break.  



 
Xander came, filling Spike with a physical warmth to 
match the emotional one he'd created, and Spike 
followed, shattered, broken, and not sure what 
came next.  
 
Xander reluctantly pulled back and lay down, 
panting, with his head on Spike's stomach. "Still 
mad?" 
 
"Huh?" Was Spike's intelligent response. Too much, 
too much and what happened now? 
 
"I'll take that as a no." 
 
"Mmm." Spike mumbled, and Xander unlocked the 
handcuffs before the two of them drifted off to 
sleep in much the same position.  
 
Xander woke a few hours later, a cool, wet mouth 
playing across his belly. He shifted, slightly, giving 
Spike more room between his legs. Spike moved 
accordingly, slowly taking Xander's erection into his 
mouth. He swirled his tongue over the head, and 



then slowly sank down the length, determined to 
show Xander, yet again, how good this could be 
with someone who didn't need to breathe.   
 
Xander moaned low in his throat and when Spike 
echoed the sound, Xander thrust up harshly. Spike 
pulled back and pumped Xander's erection slowly, 
sliding his finger over the head and collecting the 
precome there. He pulled up on Xander's knees, 
spreading his legs a bit more. When Xander opened 
his eyes and watched, Spike stuck his finger in his 
mouth, sucking in a mimicry of what he had just 
done to the rest of Xander's body. With his finger 
wet, he returned his mouth to Xander's cock, and 
slipped his finger back, teasing at the tight hole.  
 
Xander gasped, and pushed down against the 
finger. Spike held him down gently, surprised that 
he was so enthusiastic, and reached under the bed 
for the oil. He coated his fingers quickly, and slowly 
inserted one, feeling the tight heat and clenching 
muscles, stretching and teasing, and when Xander 
was fully relaxed around it, followed with another.  
 



"Oh, God, Spike," Xander moaned. Spike waited for 
Xander to relax again, and then crooked his fingers 
searching and reaching the cluster of nerves that 
sent stars shooting behind Xander's eyelids. He 
brushed against it again, thrusting and twisting 
gently, not wanting to hurt, god, never, ever hurt, 
and Xander was coming, hot semen shooting down 
Spike's throat. Spike sucked and swallowed, taking 
all that Xander gave him and then continued 
sucking the sensitized flesh until Xander slipped 
from his mouth. When Xander regained control of 
his limbs, he pulled Spike to him and kissed him, 
searching his mouth and tasting Spike and the last 
traces of his orgasm. Spike began rocking against 
Xander's hip, and far sooner than even he thought 
he would, he was coming, his cool seed shooting 
out across Xander's hot skin.  
 
He couldn't stop himself, and he brought his fangs 
down to Xander's neck. Xander nodded, beyond 
words, and Spike bit, gently and sucked for the 
shortest of moments to bring the taste of Xander's 
blood into him. Xander, too, had found his spot, his 
spot on Spike's neck and bit as well, feeding off 



Spike as Spike fed off him. It was possibly the best 
feeling ever. Xander felt his body open to the 
feelings Spike always created in him when he bit 
him. 
 
They fell back against the bed, and Xander closed 
his arms around Spike, holding him closer than 
Spike imagined would be comfortable. But it was, 
and he began a low purr that continued long after 
Xander fell asleep.  
 
 
 
 

Part Forty-Nine   Hide And Seek 

 
 
Spike was still bored.  
 
While the sex had certainly occupied his body for 
the remainder of the night, and the memories kept 
him busy in a longer-than-usual shower that 
morning, and again twice after his nap thanks to the 



vaunted vamp recovery time and the look on 
Xander's face when he'd gotten to touch him, but 
he was now restless and listless and bored. And 
studiously ignoring any of the desires to replay last 
night in his head. Again. 
 
When he finally ventured out into the living room, 
he was surprised to see there was once more a note 
taped to the television. At least the afternoon had 
started well. Spike picked up the note, which was 
written on the outside of an envelope in Xander's 
typical blue ink chicken scratch handwriting. 
 
Spike,  
That was...wow. Good thing I'm going to be alone in 
the office most of the day, because, wow. I've got to 
get caught up on some stuff, so I'll be late tonight. 
Did I mention, wow? I'll meet you over at the park 
at sunset tonight. We'll do something... fun. Don't 
open the envelope until dark. It's a surprise. Love -
wow- you,  
Xander 
 
Something fun? Spike was pretty sure that his idea 



of nighttime fun in the great outdoors differed 
greatly from Xander's. Still. He checked the clock, 
and the note on the outside of the envelope. Four 
in the afternoon. At least it was still winter, so 
sunset happened early.  
 
He made it al the way to 4:53 before tearing into 
the envelope.  
 
  Go on over to the park at sunset. You're going 
hunting. For me. Love you, 
  -Xander 
 
Spike groaned, and rolled his eyes. Xander obviously 
had no idea how easy it would be to 'hunt' him. 
Spike could distinguish his lover's heartbeat from 
others. He knew his scent better than his own. He 
could pick him out blindfolded and handcuffed 
and... maybe he'd make just one more stop in the 
bedroom before he left. It wouldn't do to set off 
without a clear head. Xander was trying to make 
Spike feel better, and the sentiment touched him, 
even though he'd never admit to it. So Spike would 
go to the park, find his human in about five 



minutes, and bring him home and teach him a thing 
or two about 'wow'. Hopefully then employing the 
handcuffs and blindfolds. 
 
*** 
 
Spike left the apartment as soon as the sun was low 
enough, keeping to the shadows created by the 
office buildings in this part of town, and then the 
trees later on in the subdivisions. He walking the 
few blocks to the park in that odd late-dusky pinkish 
light that made everything look like it had been 
dipped in blood. He stopped, frozen, and shook his 
head, trying to will the demon back down into its 
cage. Usually it wasn't a terribly difficult struggle, 
one was always aware of the other, demon and 
soul, and he'd always been able to control it better 
than most, even before the soul, or even the chip. 
He just never was the sort who wanted to end the 
world, what was the fun in that? Occasionally, 
though, a smell or a thought or a phrase brought 
one or the other to the fore. Previously, it had 
always been the soul commanding control of him, 
heart-wrenching guilt and remorse bringing him to 



tears while the demon in his head snickered and 
howled. With Xander's help, moving off the 
Hellmouth and Xander's Mastery of him he had 
been able to control it easier, and it was becoming 
less of a fight, mostly equalled out until he felt 
almost comfortable in his own skin. But this time, 
and more often lately, the demon wrestled for 
control, and put up more of a fight before settling 
back down again. 
 
He pulled himself together and continued on, 
entering the park as the last of the ambient sunlight 
faded away, leaving only pools of artificial light and 
ever-increasing areas of shadow. His Pet had picked 
a wonderful night for the game, crowds of people 
enjoying the unseasonably nice February weather 
and milling about, providing ample cover for the 
human he was after. Spike scanned the park, first 
inspecting the playground equipment on the right. 
It was the most logical starting place to look for his 
ever-youthful mate. Xander was not there, and so 
he let his eyes travel in a circle, to the woods in 
front of him, no way he'd be over there this far after 
sunset; then the open expanse to the left: picnic 



area, baseball diamond and various playing fields 
beyond that. Nope, no Xander there. His gaze 
stopped on the small pick up game that seemed to 
be winding down, but none of the players were his. 
Seeing him nowhere, he walked around the public 
buildings behind him, sniffing the air for a familiar 
scent.  
 
He soon picked out the smell of a certain subtle 
cologne, and followed it around the corner, coming 
face to face with... not Xander. He growled and 
grumbled under his breath, ignoring the odd looks 
he received, and set off searching out another smell 
he recognized. The wind shifted, picking up 
suddenly before dying back down to the gentle 
breeze that had swirled around him all evening. On 
it, he found the smell of their soap, and followed it 
to the source, some young couple that was also not 
Xander.  
 
Again he growled, and slumped down on the 
nearest park bench. He was a master vampire! 
Territorried in this town! How could he not find one 
simple human, his human, even in a slightly 



crowded park? And that's when it hit him, what 
Xander was doing. For once, he could thank the 
demon's voice muttering just under his 
consciousness. The voice that was screaming at him 
not to find Xander. He wasn't supposed to find 
Xander. He was supposed to hunt him. This was a 
game, a bit of the soldier training in maneuvers, or 
the hyena spirit he'd once mentioned coming back 
for an encore. Or maybe Xander just knew what 
Spike seemed to need, even if the vampire couldn't 
put it into words.  
 
Spike willed himself to relax, and to think. He had 
spent so much time repressing the wants of the 
demon, at first because of the mind-numbing pain 
caused by following those urges, and now because 
of the mind-numbing guilt associated with them. 
But now that he was being asked to draw on them 
again, he found the knowledge still within easy 
reach. He thought back to what Angelus had taught 
him about the hunt. Spike was impatient when it 
came to plans, that much was true. But when it 
came to hunting, for sport, not for food, he had 
learned from the best. Being an apt pupil meant 



more of his Sire's much-wanted attention, and with 
that in mind, Spike had been trained well. Of 
course, he got sloppy once he was out on his own, 
impatience and relative youth winning out without 
the disciplinarian there to enforce the boundaries, 
but the knowledge was all still there.  
 
Spike let himself get into the spirit of the game, 
knowing now what it was all about. He was pulled 
from his reverie by a flash of dark hair. That was 
always first, find something pretty to play with. 
Spike always did like brunets... except when he liked 
blondes. And then there was that whole punk-
purple phase he went through in the early nineties. 
Spike stood, seeing immediately that the haircut 
was wrong, and the man's body much too slender 
to be his Xander, and refocused.  
 
Rule the second, when playing rather than feeding: 
know your target. Xander set this up, and knew he 
was looking for him, so he would try to blend in. 
With that logic, Spike scanned the crowds again, 
skipping over small families and preteens trying far 
too hard to look like that wasn't a parent ten paces 



behind them. Finally he spotted a group of college 
students, taking the short-cut from the community-
campus to the movie theater through the park. And 
there, at the back, only conspicuous if looked for, 
was Xander. Still young enough to blend in, his 
newer, more sophisticated wardrobe helping 
tremendously. He was laughing at something one of 
them had said, coming back with some smart-ass 
remark that had them all smiling and rolling their 
eyes at him. Spike repressed a snarl, and quickly 
jumped to his feet. It was time to end this. 
 
The game could have been over then, except 
Xander left the pack and stepped around the small 
grove of trees, hiding from view, hoping to once 
again spot the vampire he'd lost track of when the 
kids asked him, as an impartial third party, to break 
the tie over which movie to see. Spike stalked him, 
slowly, letting the anticipation build. The wind 
shifted again, and Spike realized another reason it 
had been so hard to find his boy. Sometime during 
the day, he had changed out of his typical work 
clothes. His usual musky scent was also gone, 
replaced by a spicier, fruitier blend; Xander had 



changed shampoo, soap, even cologne to mask his 
scent.  
 
Spike closed his hands around the boy's throat 
gently, leaning in to whisper inhis ear, using the 
voice that had lured many of his victims to the 
shadows with him. "You tried to trick me." 
 
Xander turned slowly, grinning. He placed both 
hands on Spike's shoulders, as if closing in for a kiss. 
Then he threw all of his weight into the shove. 
"Worked, too."  
 
As Spike tried to regain his balance, Xander took off 
at full speed. He called, "You're it," over his 
shoulder, and then ran even faster, leaving the park 
before Spike was fully back on his feet. He used 
every trick he picked up in Sunnydale, ducking down 
alleys, dodging people and overturning trash cans to 
prevent Spike from catching up to him. His practice 
paid off, as even with vampiric speed, they reached 
the lobby of their building before Spike caught up to 
him.  
 



Xander's lucky streak continued as the elevator 
doors slid closed behind him, leaving Spike to pound 
futilely against them before remembering the stairs.  
 
Xander was breathing heavily in the hallway outside 
their apartment, fumbling with the keys as his 
hands shook with his deep, panting breaths. He 
surprised Spike again by grabbing his shoulders and 
slamming him against the wall, grinding his body 
into his. "Still... bored?" He panted, inches from his 
ear.  
 
Spike shook his head slowly, not able to think past 
Xander's hand working him through his pants.  
 
"You're all... grr."  
 
Spike tried to focus, to will the demon back down 
into its cage. Xander stopped him. "No. Stay like 
that."  
 
Xander opened the door clumsily, dragging Spike 
through the apartment and throwing him down on 
their bed. "So fucking beautiful like this." He traced 



the ridges of Spike's brow with his fingers, down his 
nose and settled them on his lips. Spike's tongue 
darted out to lick at them and Xander covered his 
mouth in a bruising kiss, not holding back even with 
the fangs in his way. In fact, he ran his tongue 
gently across the edge of the fang and felt Spike 
shudder. 
 
"Like that?" He asked huskily. 
 
"Mmm." Spike pulled him back down and Xander 
took that as a yes. Xander did it again, and Spike 
moaned again and thrust his hips hard into 
Xander's. Xander pushed him back down, and pulled 
his shirt off, surprising the both of them with his 
ferocity, then removed Spike's. With his chest 
exposed, Xander nipped and licked and bit his way 
down, pulling off Spike's jeans as he went. Xander 
left his own on, and when he pressed full length 
against Spike's body, the vampire gasped at the feel 
of rough denim on his sensitive flesh. He reached 
for Xander's head, fingers tangling in hair, intent on 
getting more of those wonderful possessive kisses, 
but Xander took control, and continued biting, not 



hard enough to break the skin, but hard enough to 
leave red marks, and in some places, the 
impressions of his teeth. Each bite had Spike 
gasping and writhing, his cock dripping onto his 
stomach. Xander unbuttoned his fly, pushed his 
pants down far enough to expose his own blood 
reddened flesh and pulled Spike to him by the legs.  
 
Spike complied quickly, throwing one ankle up over 
Xander's shoulder and wrapping the other around 
his waist, exposing himself more fully to Xander's 
probing fingers. Xander fumbled under the bed for 
the ever-present bottle of oil and poured it over his 
hands and Spike's thighs and belly, massaging it in 
until Spike's gasps and his own wants forced him to 
stop. When he was slicked, Xander pressed one 
finger into Spike, breaching the tight ring of muscle 
and then in, muscles contracting around him. When 
Spike relaxed, he worked in another, and then a 
third, taking his time and finger-fucking his vampire 
slowly, completely in counterpoint to how he felt, 
making it that much sweeter, stretching him until 
Spike was panting and writhing and begging even 
more. He was swept by a wave of possessiveness 



and positioned himself quickly. Spike was all ready 
pushing back against him, wanting him.  
 
"Mine." Xander growled as he pressed himself full 
length into Spike's cool channel. Spike met his 
thrusts and soon both of them were wracked by 
fierce orgasms, too worked up from the hunt and 
the chase for it to last any longer. Xander's hot seed 
spilled into Spike as Spike's shot over his stomach. 
Xander collapsed onto Spike and lay there, not 
moving, not able to move, and not willing to give up 
the feeling of Spike beneath him, sheltered and safe 
because of him. 
 
"You always call me beautiful." Spike broke the 
silence with an awed whisper. 
 
"You are beautiful." Xander replied immediately. 
"Gorgeous, beautiful, artful, perfect." Xander 
punctuated each word with a kiss.  
 
"And you always want to be face to face with me." 
 
"Of course I do." 



 
"You really want it to be me." Spike whispered too 
quietly to be a question, too full of insecurities to be 
a statement. 
 
Xander wasn't sure how to respond. He wanted to 
reassure Spike, but he knew that overly worded 
speeches on exactly what he meant to him would 
have the opposite effect. He rolled off of Spike and 
pulled him close, settling into their usual sleeping 
position, Xander on his back with Spike's body 
draped along his side, head pillowed over his heart. 
"Only you."  
 
 
 
 

Part Fifty   Sex Shops 

 
 
As Xander stopped the car, Spike glanced warily 
around the run down neighborhood. The glaring 
neon sign wasn't the only way he knew where they 



were.The scents of whores and drugs and all sorts 
of unsavory activities hung heavily in the air, so 
thick that he was sure even Xander could smell it. 
He raised an incredulous eyebrow and turned to 
face Xander as the brunet locked the car door 
securely.  
 
"Are you telling me that you drove us 90 miles out 
of town to go to a sex shop? Where do you buy our 
lube, Oregon?" 
 
"No, actually I go to the little import shop where I 
get the good coffee and your Weetabix. They've got 
a great selection," Xander replied casually as Spike 
climbed out of the car. 
 
"Oh, god." Spike sighed. 
 
"What?" 
 
"We're a right couple of poofs." 
 
"Good job, Holmes. You figure that out before or 
after I had my dick up your ass?" 



 
"You buy our lube, among other things, at an 
imports store! Ninety miles, Xander?" Spike 
returned to his original line of thought by way of 
completely ignoring any sort of transitional phrase. 
And Xander followed without question his pattern 
of speech.  
 
"Yes." 
 
"You couldn't stay in town?" 
 
"Right, because every small California town has an 
S&M shop specialized to custom make leather cuffs 
strong enough to restrain my vampire sub." 
 
"Oh." Spike had the decency to look sheepish. 
 
"Thank you." and Xander, against every instinct he 
possessed, chose not to tease the vampire about it. 
 
They entered the store, and Spike automatically 
took his position a step behind and to the left of 
Xander. Xander smiled. He loved this. At home was 



great, but Spike defering to him in public, well, that 
was a whole new high. 
 
Spike was hit with the smell of leather and the 
thrumming sounds of bass pumping into the store. 
The quality of the merchandise was obvious, even 
without the really great music, and Spike could 
understand making the trip here. They were rough 
on their toys; cheap ones wouldn't last at all. 
Xander followed the shopkeeper to the back room 
to inspect what he came to pick up, and Spike 
perused the collars in the display case by the cash 
register. They ranged from simple to ornate, and 
Spike wondered if Xander would ever think of 
taking that step with him.  
 
So engrossed in his thoughts, he didn't even notice 
the shopkeeper's return. "He's a good Master." 
 
Spike's head whipped up, and he growled at the 
little balding man standing behind the counter.  
 
He backed up, holding his hands out defensively. "I 
just meant that he takes good care of you."  



 
Spike relaxed slightly, knowing that this man was 
not a threat to his place at Xander's feet.  
 
"He comes in often, once or twice a month, calls 
even more than that, and he's always asking 
questions, making sure he knows everything about 
it before he buys it. He inspects everything so 
carefully, a real stickler for quality. That suede 
flogger he bought about three months ago, yeah, 
right around Thanksgiving? Took me four visits 
before he was satisfied; it's too soft, it's too stiff, 
the handle needs to be longer, give it more straps... 
You're very lucky."  
 
Spike relented slightly. "Yes. I am." He stated coldly, 
although warmed at the new information about 
Xander. He could just see him intimidating the little 
man into making one of his favorite toys just right. 
In fact, he almost hoped the poor fool screwed up 
something fierce on the cuffs; he'd really like to see 
that Xander for himself. 
 
"What are you going to do when you turn him?" 



 
Once again, Spike turned incredulous eyes on the 
shopkeeper as he began to growl. 
 
"It's just that Sires aren't known for submitting to 
their-" He started out conversationally, but stopped 
when Spike interrupted. 
 
"That's not... I won't..." 
 
The shopkeeper nodded decisively, drawing his own 
conclusions and digressing rapidly. "Do you think 
he'll get you something special for Valentine's day? 
Or is that what that is?" The shopkeeper gestured 
to the back just as Xander emerged, box in hand.  
 
"These are great. And we're not big with the 
festivities." He turned to Spike. "See anything you 
want?" 
 
Spike's gaze flickered to the collars quickly, before 
he met Xander's eyes. That wasn't the sort of thing 
he could ask for. "No, Master." He was sure to give 
Xander the respect due him in this circumstance, 



and to show the balding nosy git behind the counter 
that he knew what he was doing even without his 
interference.  
 
"Ready then?" 
 
Spike nodded, and Xander rang up his purchases. 
Spike pretended not to notice the three-figure total. 
 
As they left the shop, Xander glanced around, 
inspecting their surroundings for any possible 
threat. He noticed Spike do the same behind him, 
and wondered if what he learned in Hellmouth 101 
would ever leave him. He hoped not.  
 
Spike hesitated, just before they got to the car. He 
wanted to ask Xander something, something about 
what the shopkeeper had said, not sure how to go 
about it. 
 
"What's wrong, Spike?" Xander tensed, ready to 
fight if Spike had noticed something he hadn't. 
 
Spike tried to vocalize his feelings, but he couldn't 



quite get the words right in his head. "You. Back 
there. Do you want..." Spike trailed off and 
searched his pockets of his cigarettes. Before he 
could find one, though, Xander's hands closed on 
his shoulders, pushing him back against the car.  
 
"You're mine, Spike. Mine." 
 
"Please." Spike asked, begged for Xander to claim 
him again.  
 
Xander saw the fear, the anxiety, and the need in 
Spike's eyes, and his fierce determination not to ask 
such questions of his Master. He'd heard snippets of 
the conversation inside the shop, as well, and 
hoped he knew what Spike needed. "You don't 
need to worry, okay? You're mine, and I'm not 
giving you up, not taking anyone else. Not ever"  
 
"Master," Spike moaned as Xander turned him 
around, pressing him against the car and nipping at 
the back of his neck. 
 
"Want me to prove it to you, Spike? Take you right 



here in the street, where everyone can see? Show 
them all that you're mine as I pound into you? 
Make you scream? You want that?" Xander 
growled, already unfastening his jeans.  
 
Spike thrust his hips back in answer, needing Xander 
to take him, claim him. Xander had always been so 
cautious with him, usually making love to him, 
tender and gentle, until recently, and Spike wanted 
it again. Spike needed to belong to Xander, needed 
to know that nothing had changed. 
 
Xander gave another cursory glance to their 
surroundings. In this part of town, this sort of thing 
wasn't exactly uncommon, but he was less 
concerned about public indecency charges than the 
other sorts of people attracted to the dark alleys. 
He saw nothing, and flicked open the cap of the 
tube he'd purchased in the store. Quickly slicking his 
fingers, he thrust one inside Spike, followed by a 
second almost immediately.  
 
Spike keened and his head fell forward in his 
pleasure. Soon he was thrusting back on Xander's 



fingers, and felt a third enter him smoothly, 
brushing his prostate and making his knees weak. 
"Now, Master, now, I need you, have to feel you, 
need you inside me." 
 
Ready to come from the sound of Spike's begging 
alone, Xander slicked himself and pressed at Spike's 
barely loosened entrance. He didn't want to hurt 
Spike, but he knew in this state, this was what he 
needed. He pushed in slowly, feeling Spike's 
muscles clench around him with each further 
movement. He pulled out again, and set a fast 
rhythm, knowing he wouldn't last much longer. 
Grabbing at Spike's rigid flesh, he sped and soon 
Spike came, cool and sticky on his hand. The risk 
factor combined with the sound of his vampire 
calling his name, brokenly, on each thrust sent him 
over the edge. He bit down on Spike's neck, right at 
the juncture of his shoulder and Spike howled. 
Savoring the small amount of blood that rose 
before the wound closed, Xander pulled out and set 
about righting his clothing. Spike, still bent over the 
back of the car, watched him. 
 



"You don't stop looking at me like that, and we're 
not gonna make it home." Xander held his hand and 
kissed each fingertip before straightening Spike's 
shirt for him. 
 
"That's supposed to make me stop?" 
 
"Pull your pants up, Spike."  

 

 

Part Fifty-One   Loot 

 
 
Once the Spring weather had taken a turn for the 
better and Xander's business picked up again, and 
they'd sort-of settled Spike's boredom issue, he 
used the nights Xander had to work late to re-
establish his reputation as master vampire. He 
might not kill indiscriminately anymore, and he 
might not create minions to do his biding, but he 
was Master, and he was as ruthless with those who 
crossed him as ever. Most vampires and malevolent 
demons in his territory was killed on sight. He had 



to leave some, either because he couldn't take on 
the entire group by himself, or because they 
belonged to another master and he couldn't risk the 
territory war that would instigate, but he did what 
he could. Benevolent demons, or those with no 
agenda to harm humans, were left alone for the 
most part, but warned either by the deaths of 
others or by Spike himself that said agenda had 
better not change. Spike occasionally cursed the 
fact that this was not the Hellmouth and the killings 
came far too rarely to satisfy his natural lust for 
violence. Sure, he had a soul, a conscience; he knew 
right from wrong and was determined to stay on 
the side of right. But that didn't change the fact that 
he was a vampire, and he was a violent one, at that.  
 
To that end, Spike hadn't accepted only the 
territory inherited from the vampire he killed. 
Gradually, a street at a time, he began to expand 
into the surrounding areas. He didn't have any 
delusions of riding the world, or the town, for that 
matter, of demonic activity. He'd been around long 
enough to know how things worked, and if he tried 
to take control of too large an area, he'd be inviting 



trouble, rather than avoiding it. That wasn't to say 
he couldn't have handled it, but it just wasn't an 
endeavor that he chose to undertake. All he wanted 
to do was tip the balance in his, and therefore 
Xander's, favor. He may be soft, but he was still 
going to protect what was undeniably his. 
 
He consoled himself with the knowledge that this 
wasn't the Hellmouth, and that meant Xander was 
relatively safe, even though they came across twice 
as much activity together as he did when Spike 
went hunting alone. Also, with a smaller demon 
population to contend with, he was less likely to 
instigate a clan war or some other hierarchical 
nonsense. Not that he wasn't well on his way 
towards something like that anyway. It seemed that 
opposing masters who were both working on the 
side of evil were much more open to looking the 
other way than they were when one of them was a 
white-hat.  
 
Once he was certain that his part of town was safe, 
he'd stop off for a pint at the demon bar, which he 
now controlled, and catch up on gossip and 



happenings. During Xander's more-often-than-
weekly phone calls to the remaining Sunnydale 
gang, who'd followed his example to move on and 
set off to rebuild the Council and support the 
newly-called, Spike would off-handedly pass on 
whatever relevant information he had, and let the 
rest of the network of world- savers do with it 
whatever needed done. And then he'd go to bed 
with his Xander, who he had protected and kept 
safe from the demons outside, who protected him 
from the demons in his own head, and loved him 
anyway. 
 
Nights like that, when Xander said he'd saved the 
world, his human would take his time, caressing and 
touching and kissing and holding Spike, making him 
feel like he really had saved the world, and that this 
time, it actually meant something. 
 
On this particular night, however, he had yet to go 
home to his probably now-waiting lover. He came 
across a new lair of demons. There had been 
reports of violent robberies on this side of town, 
and the last one had occurred just inside Spike's 



territory. He discovered the demons after a few 
nights of hunting as they were hauling their gains, 
and what was once dinner, back to their lair. He 
followed them out of his own territory, beyond 
even where he would go in his next not-so-subtle 
attempt at expansion. When he was well into the 
area controlled by the next most powerful master in 
town, he veered off course as the demons straggled 
into a cave. He shrugged it off, and figured he was 
already there, might as well rid the master of 
poachers and have him in his debt. And maybe then 
they'd have a tea party and braid each other's hair. 
He waited, doing recon, as Xander called it when he 
accidentally slipped back into soldier-speak, and 
watched the small group of demons pile their 
gatherings in the corner and gorge themselves on 
the former owners of the money.  
 
They were big, but they were slow, and Spike had 
dispatched all of them quickly, tearing through flesh 
with his bare hands. His demon satisfied, he looked 
over the small fortune they had amassed in their 
time in town. Spike figured they must be nomadic, 
as there were far too many antiques for them to 



have found in the newer-is-better Californian town. 
He grabbed one of the half-full sacks and filled it 
with whatever would be easiest to sell, and 
whatever looked like it had no sentimental value. 
He'd call the police with an anonymous tip, and the 
victims and their families could have whatever was 
theirs.  
 
Spike shook his head at the thought of not one, but 
two members of the most powerful line of vampires 
ever caring about victims and their families, rather 
than tracking them down and eating them. 
Sometimes, he was amazed at the state of things. 
Other times he was incapable of speech because of 
the guilt. But now, he had treasure to fence, and 
word would spread quickly that the cave was 
uninhabited again. If he hadn't had a lovely 
apartment to while away his daylight hours, it 
would have been just the place he'd have set up for 
a lair. He reminded himself to come back in a week 
or so to clean out the nest that was sure to set up.  
 
*** 
 



Xander was staring blankly into the refrigerator 
when Spike returned home. He turned to face the 
vampire as Spike dropped the bag heavily on the 
kitchen table and began dumping out its contents.  
 
"What's that?" He asked, twisting the cap from one 
beer and handing it to Spike before opening his 
own.  
 
"Loot." Spike drained the beer quickly, and reached 
around Xander for another, simultaneously 
swooping in for a kiss. 
 
"Loot?" 
 
"Yes, loot. Bounty. Treasure. Spoils." 
 
"And you found this where?" 
 
"Lair." 
 
"Cleared out then?" 
 
Spike simply raised his eyebrow and gestured to the 



goods on the table.  
 
Xander nodded decisively. "Thanks." 
 
Spike gave him an entirely different look at that, 
and then paused, weighing his options. "Yeah."  
 
Spike began separating the coins and jewels. Xander 
joined in briefly, but stopped when he came across 
a shining silver handle disappearing into a black 
leather sheath. He took the small dagger out, 
holding it carefully between thumb and forefinger 
as it glinted in the light from the overhead fixture. It 
was obviously sharp, in wonderful condition, and 
Spike placed his hand on Xander's arm as he looked 
over the knife. 
 
"Can I have this?" Xander asked. 
 
"You want it?" Spike hadn't expected Xander to be 
the knife type, but there it was.  
 
"Please." 
 



"It's yours then." As soon as the words were said, 
Xander changed his grip, holding it in a more natural 
manner, adept with it in a way that belied his 
novice appearance. Xander tested his grip a few 
times, and then replaced it in its sheath and set it 
aside. 
 
Spike had adjusted in his seat, watching Xander 
with the knife. If the boy was so good with a knife, 
why the hell had he never been armed with one? 
"You like it?" Spike asked, concern evident. 
 
"Reminds me of something." 
 
Spike recognized the tone as Xander's 'Speaking of 
Before' voice. the one he usually only got when his 
parents or That Summer came up. "Personal?" 
 
"Very." 
 
Spike was certain that it had something to do with 
the faint, very well hidden scars on Xander's ankles, 
elbows, and three on each wrist. He forced himself 
to ask, even though he knew Xander didn't want to 



talk about it. "Over now?" 
 
Xander met his eyes and held them for a long 
moment. "So, you gonna be able to get rid of all this 
at one time?" 
 
Spike accepted that he wasn't going to get an 
answer out of Xander, but he was able to read the 
answer in his lover's eyes. It was as close to a yes as 
he was going to get. Though now he had one more 
piece to add to that 'why is Xander such a good 
Master for a human' puzzle.  
 
"Yeah, Coins and jewelry. 'S easy. Probably be gone 
by the end of the week."  
 
 
 
 

Part Fifty-Two   Kidnapped 

 
 
 



 
Xander left his office in the early afternoon that 
Friday, having given his department the rest of the 
day off due to being ahead of schedule. Again. He 
was quickly becoming the favorite interior-
refurbishing supervisor the company ever had, 
which, of course, hadn't escaped the notice of his 
supervisors. Alexander Harris, King Carpenter.  
 
He swerved out of his way slightly and took Main 
Street, wanting to bring Spike lunch, both blood and 
a deli sandwich, and that way have his vampire all 
to himself, no preoccupations, no interruptions for 
the remainder of the weekend. Yay! 
 
Since the demon lair had been cleaned out, Spike 
told him that activity had slowed as various factions 
decided whether to stay or move on, and what to 
do to appease the newest Master if they stayed. 
Xander didn't fail to notice the half-hidden pride as 
Spike told him, nor did he fail to show his 
appreciation for being kept safe and sound. As he 
neared the cafe at the halfway point, he noticed the 
three large men headed in his direction. The hairs 



on the back of his neck stood on end, but he shook 
off the feeling, reminding himself: sunlight. 
Daytime. Not vampires. Just three Very Large Men.  
 
The largest picked that moment to lunge at him, 
and Xander dodged the punch aimed at his nose 
before running into the fist that caught his jaw. He 
escaped another blow to his midsection, and began 
delivering some of his own, but it was three against 
one, and he had been caught unaware. He struggled 
anyway, and managed to connect his foot with 
something that made a satisfying crunch, throwing 
off one of his attackers for a moment. This wasn't a 
movie, however, and the other two weren't waiting 
patiently to take him one on one. His small victory 
was short-lived, a similar sounding crunch 
emanating from his own ribs. 
 
As he was dragged down the alley and choked 
unconscious, he reminded himself that he really 
should have known better. 
 
*** 
 



Xander woke a short time later, his head pounding 
and body aching, surprised to find himself alive, as 
the three humans who had attacked him lay 
drained and lifeless a few feet away in the shadows. 
With great effort, he lifted his head, trying to get a 
feel for where he was, and what the escape 
possibility could be. His head throbbed and nausea 
overtook him. He was definitely alive. Death would 
have felt better than this.  
 
It took a moment for his eyes to adjust to seeing in 
the murky light, and even when he did, he wasn't 
much better off. No longer in the alley, he seemed 
to be in a basement, cataloguing with his other 
senses the cold cement floor and overwhelming 
mildewy smell. The floor's cold was seeping into the 
skin of his back; even the warmth of the spring 
hadn't reached this far down into the earth yet. He 
entertained the passing thought, just for a minute, 
that if he'd still possessed his Sunnydale clothes: 
baggy-is-better khakis and sweaters, he probably 
wouldn't feel the cold like he did now through the 
thin cotton of his work shirt. Damn casual Fridays 
and their no-jacket-required rules. Behind him, 



under his left palm, there was an eroded patch, and 
he felt loose dirt under the chips of concrete. He 
knew this meant the floor had been poured after 
the building was built, so he was probably in an old 
building, an old house since this wasn't up to 
industrial building codes. He might not be able to 
cast a locator spell on himself, but he had skills. So 
there. 
 
Ignoring the childish panic welling up in his chest, 
he focused his attention on how to escape. 
Unfortunately that wasn't his strong suit. Usually 
Buffy or Giles led his concussed self out of wherever 
he was, and he didn't usually have too many 
memories of walking out. That was when he noticed 
his wrists were manacled, fairly long chains 
attached which lead to a low point in the wall. Far 
too many basements in his life came equipped with 
chains as standard fittings. He tested them, and 
made a dry, rasping-turned-choking laugh when he 
found himself comparing them to the ones he had 
at home, and realizing that a mildly vigorous session 
with Spike would have them ripped into pieces. The 
action did more than send him half way to 



unconsciousness, though. He quickly discerned that 
not only did he not know where he was, Spike didn't 
either. 
 
*** 
 
Spike was jerked out of sleep by the immediate 
knowledge that something was wrong. Xander 
wouldn't be home for hours yet, but his demon was 
screaming for his Mate. He couldn't shake the 
thought that something had happened. He tried to 
put it aside, he'd panicked over nothing before, but 
his agitation grew throughout his shower. He went 
about his daily routine, although there was a 
notable increase in the swearing and smoking 
portion. He cleaned, made their bed and emptied 
ashtrays.  
 
When he stomped into the kitchen, still unable to 
quell the wrongness inside, and frustrated because 
of it, he lost focus and accidentally opened the 
spare drawer, the one where they kept Spike's extra 
cigarettes and spare lighters, then eventually 
dumped candles and expired pizza coupons and 



other miscellaneous junk.  There, neglected and 
wedged into the crack at the back of the drawer, lay 
a slightly familiar envelope, scented lightly with 
vanilla. He recognized it as one that he'd nicked 
from Buffy's house a million years and one soul ago. 
Puzzled over how it had wound up there, he picked 
it up to toss out. They received plenty envelopes 
from the Summers girls, there was no reason to 
keep one with these memories attached. Noticing it 
wasn't empty, he turned it over , lifted the flap and 
came face to face with... money. This was the 
envelope he'd given Xander their third day 
together, full of his share of the expenses. He didn't 
waste time puzzling over the inherent meaning. He 
knew the boy well enough to know that after a 
week of it sitting on the table, Xander'd put it out of 
sight, specifically placing it in the one drawer Spike 
would clear out before he himself cleared out. Spike 
stopped prancing around the house like someone 
who wasn't deathly afraid of what was happening 
to his lover, dropped it back in the drawer before 
slamming it shut, and braved use of the telephone 
to call Xander's office.  
 



Several rings and Xander's voice mail picked up, 
bypassing his secretary entirely. They must have all 
gone home early. Nothing good ever came through 
the phone. 
 
His neck was aching and the bite mark Xander had 
given him repeatedly felt like it was on fire. He 
raised his fingers to touch it and his knees buckled. 
It felt hot. 
 
Spike paced the fading line between sunlight and 
shadow on the lobby tiles, desperately trying not to 
think about the last time he was so focused on that 
contrast, until it was barely safe enough for him to 
leave. He stopped and turned, wondering if the car 
would be better, but decided preternatural speed 
and maneuverability out-weighed any advantage 
the car could hold. Besides, Xander had walked, so 
he should walk. 
 
He took off in the direction of Xander's work, 
knowing his Mate had been there earlier, and not 
knowing where else to start. He hesitated as the 
burning on his neck intensified. Xander was in 



danger, he had no doubt, and he had no idea what 
to do about it. As he passed an alley a few blocks 
from the coffee shop, he stopped abruptly. The 
scent of Xander's blood hung heavily in the air. He 
felt his demon roar and followed the scent down 
the alley, and across town. As he followed the scent 
of his Mate's blood, the burning changed to itching-
tingling fire in his neck, creeping down his throat 
and onto his back.  
 
He came upon a large, Victorian style house, porch 
rotted and windows boarded up, the scent of at 
least a dozen fairly powerful vampires surrounding 
it. A lair. A Master's lair. And they had Xander.  
 
 
 
 

Part Fifty-Three   Calm 

 
 
 
 



Xander forced himself to remain calm. He didn't 
know exactly what his options were, but escape was 
not one of them. So far he was pretty sure death 
was next on the list. He did know, either way, the 
humans were dead, vampires had been there, were 
probably still there, and panic was not an option. A 
want, like more comfortable chains, and water, and 
Spike, but not an option. 
 
At the thought of Spike, a brief flash of heat flared 
along his bite marks. The sensation took him by 
surprise, but the longer he focused on the feeling, 
the more intense it became. He felt as if the blood 
inside him was forced closer to the surface, wanting 
Spike to come and drink from him. Soon, though, 
concentration became far too difficult and the 
world again faded out from in front of him. 
 
Time passed, possibly days, more likely hours; all 
Xander knew was he passed out at least twice and 
came to hurting worse each time. When Xander 
woke up next, there was someone with him. He 
scanned the shadows, but could see nothing. But he 
knew there was someone there, he could sense it. 



This was more than just his built-in hellmouth 
senses, this was... deeper.  
 
"So this is the companion of William the Bloody." 
Xander focused, searching still for the owner of the 
rich, masculine voice. He was beginning to feel a bit 
like he had with Dracula, but instinctively focused 
once again on the burning bite marks Spike had 
given him. He could still see nothing. 
 
"What's the matter, kitten? Afraid to speak? You 
shouldn't fear me." The cruel, honied voice 
suggested differently. He'd worry, the only one 
who'd ever called him 'kitten' was Dru, but this was 
a man's voice, and he simply could not handle the 
thought of Dru coming back. She'd find Spike, she'd 
want Spike. She'd want Spike back. "I must say-" 
 
"You wanna come out here where I can see you, or 
are you gonna pussy-foot around in the shadows all 
night?" Xander wanted to sound annoyed, but his 
croaky voice ruined the effect.  
 
The fist connected with his jaw before he even 



registered movement. It didn't matter now, at least 
he had something to worry about other than 
Drusilla. 
 
"It seems William has failed to train you properly. 
You should know not to speak back to your betters. 
But then he always has been a bit... unruly. We'll 
work on that."  
 
The figure came near enough that Xander could see 
him now. This was the type of vampire movies were 
made for. Not overly tall, not overly big, but he 
exuded power in obvious waves. There was just 
something about his dark hair against his pale skin, 
the casually understated elegance of his clothing, 
the inflection he placed on specific words. Definitely 
a Master vampire. Older than Spike, possibly older 
than Angel, and Xander felt the soporific thrall 
threaten to overtake him, and focused again on the 
bites. Xander took a deep breath, trying to stave off 
the nausea and blackness on his periphery, and 
coughed. Surpassing the damp smell of the 
basement came the smell of downtown, by the 
theater and restaurants. That was his territory, 



where he primarily fed, Xander was sure. How he 
was sure was a different story. Apparently, smell 
was affected by the Consort bond before sight, as 
Xander still couldn't see too well in the murky 
darkness. Well, that was certainly... useless. 
 
"As I was saying," the vampire continued, unaware 
of, or possibly simply unconcerned with, Xander's 
new insight. "I'm not going to hurt you. Yet. You're 
far too valuable. I had made certain arrangements. 
And, as expected, you are far too pretty. Not pretty 
enough for William to keep you forever, though are 
you? Well, as we say, his loss, my gain. You'll love 
being pet to a true Master. I have to say, I'm almost 
glad you're not fully broken in." 
 
Xander snorted. Either this guy was trying to bait 
him, or he was dramatically under-informed. 
Probably both. "What, are you gonna hold me 
hostage until he gives you his territory?" 
 
"Oh! Look at the brilliant strategist!" The vampire 
clapped mock-enthusiastically, frightening Xander a 
bit more. "Is that why he keeps you around? For 



your mind? First the crazy one, then she flitted off, 
and now a nothing boy. It's a shame really, that 
family line had so much potential. And now, well, 
survival of the fittest..." The vampire's voice trailed 
off as he slipped back into the shadows. "We'll fix 
that. You've got potential yourself, kitten." 
 
Soundlessly, Xander was once again left alone. A 
few moments later, someone came back, someone 
with no real smell that Xander could sense over the 
mildew and dust of the basement, but stayed in the 
shadows. Probably someone sent to guard him. As 
far as he was concerned, they could stay over there, 
let Xander have time to process what happened. If 
only his fuzzy mind would uncloud, he might 
actually be able to make some sense of it all. 
 
He'd been attacked by humans, who were then 
killed. He'd been dragged to a Master's lair, chained 
up, not killed, and guarded. He was apparently 
valuable, planned for, and also very pretty. 
 
Blackness closed in on Xander's thoughts once 
more, seconds after the few bite marks Spike gave 



him intensified their burning-itching-hotness, and 
Xander whispered his lover's name.  
 
 
 
 

Part Fifty-Four   Staked 

 
 
 
 
Xander had long ago passed the point when he 
could distinguish new pain from old, and was now a 
large mass of raw nerve endings. He hadn't been 
beaten like this since his dad found him and Jesse 
wrestling on his bed when he was twelve. His left 
arm had gone numb from it's awkward position 
behind and under him. When he tried to shift his 
weight, one of the two minions left to guard him 
had stepped on his leg, breaking it, and then kicked 
him, ensuring the ribs he'd cracked earlier in the 
alleyway were now definitely broken. At least he 
thought there were two minions, but since he 



couldn't remember another basement with two 
side-by-side staircases, he probably had a 
concussion as well. At least that was familiar 
territory. 
 
None of these things concerned him, though. All of 
his attention stayed focused on the bites in his arm 
and neck. His tongue was thick and heavy, sticking 
to his loosened teeth, but all he thought of was 
Spike and Spike claiming him, biting him, biting 
Spike, claiming Spike. Finally, the more physical 
minion backed off a bit and Xander found himself 
asking through gritted teeth, "You just gonna stand 
there, Lestat, or are you going to do something 
vampy?"  
 
Not his brightest move. And he'd put together quite 
a long list of sparkling examples of 'what not to say' 
in his time. The blows began again, and Xander 
figured they must have been ordered not to kill him, 
or he'd be dead by now. His only hope was that... 
well, he had no hope, really. Maybe he could 
project a little hologram of himself to Spike, but 
then he'd have to invest in the white robe thing 



he'd need to wear, a new hairstyle, and of course 
the gold bikini, because no Star Wars reference was 
complete without- 
 
"Shut up, human." 
 
Oh, he'd been speaking out loud? Well, whadaya 
know? 
 
"Do you..." He gasped in pain. "Know who you're 
messing with, vampire? Guess not, or you'd have 
staked yourself to save the pain." He spoke with far 
more confidence than he felt. "William the Bloody, 
Spike, Scourge of Europe, all around gonna- kick- 
your- ass kind of guy. Didn't your Master tell you?" 
It wasn't that he doubted that Spike, if he knew, 
would come charging in to rescue him. It was simply 
that there was no way Spike would find him.  
 
"You mean nothing to him, otherwise he'd have 
turned you. Do you really think you can threaten 
us?" 
 
Not real bright, these minions. Letting the human 



bait them into conversation, they were breaking 
rule number one in the evil masterminds handbook. 
"Who, me? Defenseless, weak, broken human? No. 
Wait. Yes, I think I can. Wanna know why?" Xander 
painfully moved his arm and beckoned with his little 
finger, the only one he could still move. The minion, 
predictably, stupidly, followed.  
 
Xander waited until the minion was close before 
whispering, drawing him in closer. "I can threaten 
you, and Spike will kill you," he paused dramatically, 
steadying himself, "Because you attacked his 
Mate!" His voice rose on every word, and he 
punctuated the sentence by kicking out his 
uninjured, meaning not-broken, leg and caught the 
stunned vampire on the knee. It bent the wrong 
way and the minion dropped, howling his pain as 
the other one flew up the stairs at the M 
word.  Obviously, they hadn't counted on this 
development. Kidnapping and torturing a Consort 
was apparently one thing, but harming a Mate was 
simply not done. Xander really wished he'd known 
this before he'd attempted to insult and belittle his 
way out of the chains. And Spike was going to have 



some serious 'splainin to do. What the hell was 
going on here? And why had he said that particular 
word?  
 
Xander fell back, fighting unconsciousness, when 
the sounds of fighting erupted from the floor above 
him. At first concerned that they were coming for 
him en masse, Xander relaxed as he heard the 
unmistakable sounds of Spike wreaking general 
havoc and leaving nothing but piles of dust in his 
wake, providing a running commentary as he went.  
 
"Where the bloody hell is my boy?" Roaring with 
the slight lisp indicating game-face. Ooh, yay, a 
show! 'Splainin ready to be done, apparently. And 
then he was in front of him, having jumped down 
the stairs, duster billowing behind him, a table-leg- 
turned- stake pressed to the chest of the 
incapacitated vampire. 
 
"Still breathing, Pet?" Spike asked coolly, not a 
bleached-blond hair out of place, seeming to lounge 
rather than kill. 
 



"Painfully, but yes," Xander ground out. 
 
"You did this to him?" Spike asked the minion 
casually. 
 
"No! No, it was-" the minion gestured frantically at 
the drained corpses. 
 
"Did you kill them?" 
 
"What?" The vampire took advantage of the 
opportunity to get in good graces of this new, more 
powerful Master. "Yeah. Yeah, it was me." 
 
Xander spoke as Spike drove the stake into the 
minion's chest. "Oops. Wrong answer." 
 
Spike rushed to free Xander, ripping the chains from 
his arms as if they were Velcro rather than steel.  
 
"I knew you could do that."  
 
Spike just continued freeing his boy. He gently 
placed Xander's numb hands on his shoulders, 



steadying his boy.  
 
"Gonna hurt when I set this, Pet." He forced his 
voice to remain neutral, not wanting Xander to pick 
up from him how bad off he really was. Xander 
nodded and Spike straightened the leg, pushing the 
bone back into place. Xander gritted his teeth and 
tears pricked at his eyes, but he didn't cry out. Even 
if he had, the hem of Spike's duster was in his 
mouth for him to bite on, which was a frighteningly 
touching gesture on Spike's part. He must have 
been seriously fucked up if Spike risked the coat. 
 
Spike tore into his wrist and pressed it to Xander's 
parched lips. "Need to heal, love. Need you to 
drink."  
 
Xander drank greedily, knowing for certain he was 
in bad shape because there was no response from 
his groin. But he felt his bruises begin to fade and 
bones start the long process of mending, feeling in 
tune with every cell in his body, just as he always 
became when he drank from Spike. All that was 
missing was the mind-numbing orgasm to 



accompany it.  
 
Spike pulled away, and pushed Xander back, 
brushing a light kiss over his lips. The tender 
moment was broken by harsh, mocking clapping.  
 
"Well, well. Little William is all grown up. Taken a 
Mate, I hear. How touching." The vampire 
pretended to wipe a tear from his eye. "Or, should I 
say, he's taken you? He barely carries your scent, 
but you, my boy, you reek of him." 
 
Spike stood, shielding Xander from the other 
Master, masking his surprise at the use of that term 
in reference to Xander. But hey, it was an advantage 
that he thought they were Mated, so he went with 
it. "What do you want?" 
 
"Want? Nothing. Nothing at all, now. Just doing a 
bit of freelance these days. Seems hard times have 
befallen us all." 
 
"So you kidnapped a fellow Master's Mate for shits 
and giggles? Not your style. I remember you as 



being one to hide and leave the grunt work to the... 
grunts." 
 
"William, killing rivals has always been my style." 
With that the vampire lunged at Spike, fangs bared, 
ignoring his contract with the demons that this one 
must be captured and kept healthy. William always 
had been an insolent little prick, and only Angelus's 
threats to his diminished entourage had prevented 
him from ridding London of such crass behavior. 
This time, he refused to allow his lack of minions to 
prevent him from accomplishing his goal.  
 
Spike ducked, avoiding direct contact, and slashed 
through his attacker's clothing into his stomach. 
Fangs flashed and blood flowed as the basement 
walls echoed with growls and snarls. Spike hissed as 
the other vampire imbedded his teeth in Spike's 
thigh, scratching three parallel gouges into Spike's 
cheek and down his neck. Spike felt the blood 
draining away from him, empowering the other 
Master, and he struggled, knowing that if he didn't 
win this battle, Xander would be turned and 
tortured. 



 
Xander, healing but still weak as the kitten he'd 
been compared to, crawled across the floor and 
grasped for the stake that had killed Tweedledum. 
His fingers closed around the wood and he stood 
shakily, pulling himself across the floor, mindful of 
his not- yet- healed leg. He wanted to give the stake 
to Spike, but didn't want to be a distraction. One 
wrong move and Spike could end up dust.  
 
He cried out as he suddenly hit a loose patch of 
concrete, his weight falling awkwardly onto his 
once-again-broken, now-very-painful leg, and Spike 
lost focus. That second was all the other one 
needed, and Spike was now on the bottom, even 
more disadvantaged, fighting off the fists and fangs, 
but not able to hold it for long. The master had lost 
his hold on Spike's thigh, but in his weakened state, 
Spike was unable to keep his fangs out of his body 
for long.  
 
Xander used the distraction and lunged forward, 
bearing down with all his weight, driving the sharp, 
jagged, once piece of furniture into his captor's 



chest from behind. He screamed as his momentum 
carried him forward, his balance lost from only 
having use of one leg, toppling him onto Spike with 
the now disintegrated Master between them. 
Xander felt the stake stab bluntly into the concrete 
floor of the basement after gliding easily through 
Spike's chest.  
 
"Oh, shit. Oh, shit, Spike, I'm sorry. Oh, shit, Spike, 
I'm sorry." He was so upset that he failed to realize 
Spike remained whole underneath him. 
 
"Pet. Pet. Xander!" 
 
Spike caught Xander's eyes and sat them up slowly. 
"I'm okay. Wrong side, too high for the heart 
anyway. I'm fine. Just help me get it out, yeah?" 
 
Xander nodded shakily, shock threatening to take 
him away. Gripping the splintered end of the table-
leg, he pulled, releasing a fresh wave of blood from 
his vampire. "Shit. Sorry, Spike." 
 
"'S all right. I'm good. You're good. He's dust. Let's 



get the hell out of here.  
 
"Do you need-" 
 
"No. I'll wait." 
 
"Spike you're pale. Grey. You have to eat." 
 
"I'm not taking anything from you. You're hurt and 
weak. A little would be too much." 
 
"Spike, you're still bleeding, and the scratches on 
your face haven't healed yet. You killed any other 
source for blood around here. Drink, I can spare 
some of what you gave me. Now, or I'll kick your ass 
as soon as I can." 
 
"Bloody dominant bastard." But Spike drank, 
drawing just enough that the boy would lay off 
about it, but not enough to do him any real good 
before releasing Xander. "Happy?" 
 
"Getting there. Home first." 
 



Spike helped Xander up the stairs, their progress 
impeded by neither of them being at full strength. 
Spike opened the front door and ushered Xander 
out into the still-dark night. Then he turned and 
stared at the house for a long moment before going 
back in.  
 
"Spike?" Xander called. "Getting a little close to 
morning, now." 
 
"Wait right there."  He painfully climbed back up 
the rotten stairs to the house and crouched at the 
top of the basement steps.  
 
"Right, cause I can go lots of places with my broken 
leg!" Xander shouted after Spike, but received no 
response. 
 
Inside, Spike ran his fingers along the frame of the 
door. This was where Xander almost died. Because 
of him. He pulled out his lighter and fanned the 
flames until most of the door frame and a good bit 
of the stairs were blazing. He turned; old dry wood 
like this would catch quickly, and he was almost as 



combustible. With one last muttered curse, he left 
to join his apparent Mate outside.  
 
 
 
 

Part Fifty-Five   Sleep 

 
 
 
 
Xander limped into the house, propped up by Spike, 
followed too closely for either man's comfort by 
sunrise.  
 
"Eat," Xander half-ordered, half-grunted. 
 
"Bed," Spike responded in the same tone.  
 
"Mmm." 
 
Xander stripped with Spike's help and allowed 
himself to be lowered onto the bed. Spike went into 



the kitchen, and Xander could hear him rummaging, 
the microwave whirring and mugs clinking as the 
vampire ate. His dose of Spike's blood had gone a 
long way toward healing him, so far that he didn't 
even need to see a doctor, even if Spike thought he 
did. But he certainly wasn't as good as new, and 
wouldn't be for some time. Especially with his 
twice-broken leg. He felt like he had been chained 
up and beaten repeatedly. Which, in fact, he had.  
 
Spike came in the bedroom and tossed a bottle of 
water at Xander, then followed Xander's earlier 
actions, removing his tattered clothing, wincing as 
he raised his right arm. He set Xander's leg after he 
was told that Xander would not consider going to 
the hospital, then bit gently into his wrist and held it 
to Xander. 
 
Warm fingers closed around his as Xander locked 
eyes with him. "You ate?" 
 
Spike nodded. 
 
"And you're good?" 



 
Again he nodded and Xander fastened his lips to the 
wound. This time there was no powerful orgasm to 
prevent him from noticing how much Xander drew 
from him, or from noticing how deep into his very 
soul he felt the connection with the boy. For a 
moment or two, while Xander's lips were fastened 
around his wrist and dark eyes closed with the 
pleasure of feeding from him, Spike felt the pain of 
each of Xander's wounds as if they shared the same 
body. Then it was gone, and Xander pulled away 
gently, licking at the last of the blood and looking 
over his lover. When their eyes met, there was 
understanding. Mate had been the correct term, 
though neither of them had been aware of it until 
that very moment.  
 
Xander's eyes raked Spike's body, checking for all 
the damage that had to have been inflicted in the 
battle. His thigh was a little swollen around where 
he'd been bitten. All that was left of the stake 
wound was an ugly yellow and purple bruise 
surrounding a large scab, but the memory of the 
too-easy glide in left Xander shaking.  



 
"What is it, Pet?" Spike purred, trying everything in 
his repertoire to calm Xander. He may be healing, 
but shock couldn't be cured with vampire blood.  
 
"You... When I... I could have..." 
 
"Sh. None of that, now, right? I'm fine, you're fine. 
Nothing's gonna hurt you." 
 
"But you could have-" 
 
"But I didn't." 
 
"How did you find me?" Panic averted, so the real 
issue could be addressed. 
 
"The bond." Spike frowned. Maybe he'd 
misinterpreted the look they'd shared. "Didn't you 
feel it?" 
 
"The burny-itchy on the bites?" 
 
"Yeah." 



 
"Yeah. Did you know about that?" 
 
"Not exactly. I knew that I'd be able to track you, 
but I didn't know how." 
 
"So we're bonded. Like, way bonded, then." 
 
Spike nodded. "Somewhere in all this we got 
Mated, or at least we're well on our way there. I 
would have told you, couldn't have kept it from you, 
really, but I didn't really know that it happened. I've 
never done this before, you know, and I didn't know 
it would happen without us knowing, did I?" Spike 
began to get defensive, suddenly afraid of Xander's 
reaction. They hadn't really talked about it; so much 
of their relationship was implied or inferred or 
avoided until unavoidable. He didn't even know that 
much about the whole bonding process, no one did, 
from what he could remember. Vampires with 
human companions were, well, not around others 
very often. 
 
"I thought it was just a term, a word. I didn't know it 



was a... thing." 
 
"Extension of the Consort bond. Stronger, more 
powerful, but basically the same thing, from what 
I've heard." 
 
Exhaustion welled up in him, and Xander simply 
couldn't continue this conversation. "'Kay. We'll talk 
about it later. Sleep now. Night, Spike. I love you." 
 
"Yeah. You too, Xan." 
 
Spike wanted to sleep, needed to sleep. Xander had 
fallen off even before he finished speaking, it 
seemed, but Spike lay in bed wide awake for hours. 
Not only did he want to ensure Xander's safety, but 
he couldn't let go of the thought that this had 
happened because of him. The other vampire had 
kidnapped and tortured Xander, because that was 
his weakness. If he hadn't taken Xander as his- 
 
claimed him- 
 
mastered his territory- 



 
expanded his territory- 
 
accepted the invitation- 
 
none of this would have happened to Xander. He 
was supposed to protect his Mate, not place him in 
more danger. He knew he had struck upon the 
reason most Consorts were turned within a few 
months of being claimed. He had always thought it 
was because the Master didn't care about the 
difference between soul and demon, or that the 
human was already so corrupted that the addition 
of the demon wouldn't have made much difference. 
But Spike knew now. If Xander had been a vampire, 
he could have easily broken the chains, defended 
himself. Hell, if he was a vampire, he wouldn't have 
gotten captured by humans.  
 
He would have eaten them.  
 
Xander was pulled from his sleep by the feel of cool 
breath tickling his chest.  
 



Breath? 
 
"Spike?" Xander sleepily asked. 
 
"I'm fine," came the immediate, not-at-all-sleepy 
reply. 
 
"You're not fine. You're breathing." 
 
"You're not safe." 
 
"I am. You found me and I'm fine now." 
 
"It's because of me." 
 
"Yes, you came and rescued... Oh. No, I don't know 
why they took me, but it doesn't matter now. I'm 
fine." 
 
"I know why. He knew me, from before. We, the 
four of us, did some formal thing with his clan not 
long after I was turned. I don't even remember his 
name. He made some comment to Angelus about 
me. Peaches took out about half that guy's 



entourage by himself, including his favorites. Then 
we left, had to run out of town in a hurry, but Darla 
raised hell that it was all my fault. Wouldn't shut up 
about it, no matter what Angelus did. She took off 
in a mighty snit, and Angelus tore off after her, 
chasing her half across the continent. That's when 
they ended up in Romania. That's why he came 
after you. He wanted to get back at me."  
 
Spike sat up suddenly, guilt over the past and the 
present forcing him into action. "I want to turn 
you."  
 
"You want to... Why?" There was enough hysteria in 
the bed as it was, Xander was not going to 
contribute. 
 
Instantly contrite, Spike leaned back down into 
Xander's side. "I don't. I don't. I'm sorry." 
 
"Okay." 
 
"Not okay. I thought about it." 
 



"Do you want to?" 
 
"No." 
 
"Sure?" 
 
Spike pulled away from Xander. "No, Xander. No." 
 
"Okay, then." Xander tugged him close again, 
tightening his hold until Spike stopped fighting him 
and relaxed a little. 
 
"It's-" 
 
"It is. You thought about it. No big deal. You do it, 
big, big deal. You didn't. It's okay." Xander's only 
concern was to calm Spike. He could freak out over 
the revelation later. Much later. Perhaps he'd forget 
about it altogether. He knew that after the story of 
what happened, Spike's assumption that his 
misbehavior was what prompted the trip that 
ended with Angel's curse, he needed reassurance. 
Hopefully it was just the stress talking, not an actual 
desire on Spike's part to turn him. All he needed to 



do was calm him and settle him and sleep. And they 
could both freak out about it later. 
 
"I want you to be safe." 
 
"I get that." 
 
"I want to protect you." 
 
"I know. You did. And you said I'd get stronger. I just 
haven't had time. We didn't even know we'd 
bonded that fully yet." 
 
"I know." 
 
"Okay?" 
 
"Yeah." 
 
Xander settled them back into the soft bed. "Go 
back to sleep. It's not your fault. I love you." 
 
"Yeah." 
 



"Love you," he repeated, just to be sure Spike knew. 
 
"Yeah. You too, Xander."  

 

Part Fifty-Six   Stereotypes 

 

"I don't think I've ever spent so much time on 
vacation from a job before." Xander said as he came 
in, tossed his blazer over the back of the couch, and 
loosened his tie while continuing on into the 
bedroom to change his clothes. True to his 
thoughts, there had been no further discussion on 
the Mated bond they may or may not have formed. 
As much as Xander tried, he could find nothing 
different about himself since the kidnapping, except 
the feelings of inadequacy. He thought the days of 
getting kidnapped were behind him. Apparently, he 
was wrong. He pushed the thoughts aside, though, 
and shuffled back into the kitchen, his unbuttoned 
jeans scuffing along the carpet.  
 
"You've got another one?" Spike asked him, noting 



that his limp from the broken leg was finally now 
completely gone. Xander sat down to the pasta 
primavera Spike served up for him and immediately 
began to devour it.  
 
"They're giving us the rest of the week off, since it's 
St. Patrick's Day. It's not a good idea to try to run a 
site with half your crew of 'sick'," Xander made air-
quotes around the word, "And the other half 
showing up hung over and bitching about it. Thanks 
for dinner. This is really good."  
 
Spike gave a tiny incline of his head in 
acknowledgment of the thanks. "Might explain 
some of the architecture here though. Who's idea 
was it to build that monstrosity over on McKinley?"  
 
"It's not a monstrosity, it's a..." Xander struggled to 
remember what the steel-glass-redwood-PVC 
building was supposed to be. "Post-post-modern 
Unitarian Church."  
 
"It's horrible. And in places, purple."  
 



"I like it."  
 
"You would. What happened to brick? Lines and 
corners and right angels?"  
 
"Next you'll be telling me I should do my blueprint 
measurements in cubits."  
 
"Oi! I'm Victorian, not biblical. You don't even know 
what a cubit is."  
 
"I'd say." Xander pointed first to his elbow, then his 
extended middle finger, proving that yes, he did 
know what a cubit was, and exactly what Spike 
could do with his assumptions otherwise. "Wanna 
go out?"  
 
"Hunting?"  
 
"Maybe. I thought we could stick with everyone 
else, though, and engage in some stereotypical 
hootenannies."  
 
Spike stared at him, blankly.  



 
"It's St. Patrick's Day."  
 
"I'm not touching any snakes."  
 
Xander looked confused, then waved it off. "Come 
on. First, we go out, and find an Irish bar. Pub? Pub. 
Then, you sing 'Danny Boy' and make all the retired 
cops cry."  
 
"Isn't that what happens when you try to sing?"  
 
"No, when I try to sing they arrest me for it. In fact, 
that's the real reason I can't go back to Indiana."  
 
"You've never been to Indiana."  
 
"And I never can, now. So, then, after we're 
sufficiently plastered-"  
 
"Pissed." Spike seconded their favorite game. Well, 
third or fourth favorite.  
 
"Faced."  



 
"Ripped"  
 
"Uh-huh, drunk, we go beat something up. That'll 
cover the Irish incorrectness. Then we come back 
here and you cook while I redecorate-"  
 
"That's the gay angle?"  
 
Xander nodded. "And finally, I can fuck you until 
you scream."  
 
"What bigotry are we emulating there?"  
 
"No one's being set on fire, Spike."  
 
"That's immolation, you moron."  
 
"Oh. Right. I knew that. And, uh, that's your average 
horny Xander stereotype. All our bases are 
covered."  
 
"You forgot vampire." Spike switched gears as 
quickly as he usually did, pushed Xander's plate 



aside and hauled him on top of the table, licking 
suggestively at Xander's neck while his boy 
automatically fumbled with his belt and buttons.  
 
"We'll have to revise the sex then. Right there, yes." 
Xander gasped as Spike pulled both of their jeans 
off, back on top of him before Xander could blink. "I 
fuck you until you scream, while you bite me." 
Xander removed their shirts, and lay back on the 
table as Spike continued teasing his balls with his 
left hand.   
 
"Lots of biting." Spike scraped slightly elongated 
fangs over Xander's nipple.  
 
"Yes."  
 
"Can we change the order of your plans?"  
 
"Uh-huh." Too far gone for words, now, Xander 
managed to keep kissing him while Spike pulled 
gently off the table to the floor. He fisted Spike's 
erection, hard and fast, squeezing and pumping 
when Spike began to gasp as well. Xander watched 



as Spike turned his body and grabbed the olive oil 
from its place by the stove behind him. Spike 
drizzled it across Xander's belly and balls, smearing 
in over the warm flesh beneath him before reaching 
back and preparing himself. He slicked his fingers 
and slowly pushed one inside himself, breaching the 
virgin-tight muscle easily, finding himself ready 
enough for two in only a few thrusts. When three 
glided easily in and out, Xander pulled Spike's hand 
back, smiling at Spike's moan, and replaced them 
with his dripping cock.  
 
"You ready?"  
 
Spike nodded and pushed down against Xander as 
the human pressed his way inside. When he was 
filled completely, Spike stilled, wondering again at 
the feel of Xander inside him, stretching him, so 
hot, so perfect.  
 
"So tight, Spike. Feels so good when I'm in you." 
Xander watched Spike's face as he slowly started to 
move, rotating his hips slightly until he found the 
spot and Spike bit his lip to muffle his scream.  



 
"You're supposed to scream, Spike." Xander gasped 
as Spike pulled nearly all the way off before 
slamming back down, and Spike did scream. They 
found a rhythm, Spike riding him, angling himself so 
he pounded Xander's cock against his prostate with 
each thrust. Too soon, the grasping velvety feel of 
Spike's body around his cock, and the sound of the 
vampire chanting his name, the look of intense 
concentration giving way to building pleasure, and 
Xander was coming, spilling his hot seed into Spike's 
body.  
 
The feel of the rush of warmth inside him had Spike 
coming as well, shooting against his stomach. He 
reached for Xander, bringing him forward as he 
leaned in, sinking his teeth in Xander's pectoral, 
right above his heart.  
 
***  
 
They did, in fact find a good old Irish pub, right by 
the police station, coincidentally enough. They 
drank a fair amount of green beer, but not so much 



that their fighting would be impaired, and certainly 
not too much that an encore of the evening's 
previous events was out of the question. Between 
Xander and the drunken officers, Spike was coerced 
into singing a beautiful rendition of "Danny Boy', 
leaving several of the pub's patrons complaining of 
the spring's high pollen count and wiping their eyes 
in a manly fashion.  
 
They went on a quick patrol around town, and Spike 
pounded on a few vampires while Xander watched, 
just drunk enough to be very vocal in his apparently 
typical horniness.  
 
"Did I ever tell you how fucking hot you are, Spike?" 
Xander asked loudly as Spike suddenly staked a 
fledge, dusting the unsuspecting vamp.  
 
"Often." Spike managed before the other one 
decided that discretion wasn't the better part of 
valor, and attacked anyway.  
 
"Have I told you how bad I want to fuck you?" 
Xander giggled as the fledge turned stunned eyes 



on him before taking Spike's right hook to his jaw.  
 
"Yes."  
 
Xander waited until Spike dusted the second fledge, 
just in case. "Have I asked if you want to fuck me?"  
 
Spike stared at Xander for a long, long time. "You 
want me..."  
 
"To fuck me," Xander confirmed.  
 
 
 
 

Part Fifty-Seven   Four-Leaf Clovers 

 
 
 
 
"Is that a no?"  
 
Spike was still staring at Xander, unblinkingly. "No. 



Definitely a yes. I just. Didn't expect that."  
 
"I'm full of surprises." Especially since he hadn't 
even known those words were right there in his 
brain, just waiting to come out.  
 
"That you are." Spike still hadn't blinked.  
 
Another few moments passed and Xander 
prompted, "So?"  
 
Eyelids closed before popping open again on 
surprise-widened eyes. "Here?"  
 
"I was thinking at home, in our nice warm bed, 
where the lube is." Xander paused in his sarcasm as 
Spike pulled a well-used tube out of his duster 
pocket and held it toward Xander.  
 
"Well, now, this does change things a bit, doesn't 
it?" Xander gave Spike a look that could only be 
described as a leer.  
 
Spike snatched the tube back and shook his head. 



"No. Home, bed. You deserve more than..." Spike 
looked around at the tombstones surrounding 
them. "This."  
 
Xander saw the flash of pain in his eyes before it 
could be shoved back down. "So, take me home 
then."  
 
***  
 
Spike managed not to break into a run on the way 
home, but by the time they'd reached the 
apartment, he was in a right frenzy. He'd given this 
situation very little thought, never allowing himself 
to play the scene out fully in his head. He had been 
honest with Xander when he told him that he really 
did prefer bottom. He liked being fucked, pure and 
simple. And he really didn't have any indication that 
Xander would want to change things. The boy 
seemed perfectly content with the way things were, 
was a natural top, as long as that was how Spike 
wanted it. And it was.  
 
Until those words hit him tonight in the cemetery.  



 
'Have I asked if you want to fuck me?' Asked with so 
much longing Spike really had thought they'd go at 
it over a gravestone. There was no way he'd do that 
to Xander, though. No bloody way. The boy had 
done too much, given him too much for him to 
spend the next forty years thinking sex had to hurt, 
as Spike had.  
 
"Spike?"  
 
The boy's voice pulled him from his reverie and he 
realized he'd been growling sub vocally.  
 
"You're growling."  
 
"Shouldn't have heard that, Pet."  
 
"Because you didn't want me to, or I shouldn't have 
been able to?"  
 
"Yes."  
 
"Huh." Xander, true to his slightly alcohol-induced 



one track mind, set that revelation aside and 
focused on the task at hand. He was getting good at 
that. He'd asked Spike to fuck him, and Spike 
responded with hesitation and growling. "We don't 
have to do this. You don't have to. I just thought it 
might be-"  
 
"No. I want. I want you." Spike was at his side in an 
instant, sucking at his neck and biting with gentle 
pressure, hands doing everything Xander loved.  
 
"Sure?" Xander didn't know quite who he was 
asking.  
 
Spike nipped a bit harder in lieu of response. They 
walked, slowly, pressed together the whole time, 
into the bedroom and Spike stopped when the 
backs of his knees hit the edge of the bed. Xander 
relinquished his hold on the vampire only long 
enough for them to remove their clothing. Finally, 
Spike stood naked in front of an equally nude 
Xander. And then they were together again, hands 
roaming, lips parting, panting and moaning and the 
slick sounds of skin on skin peppering the air.  



 
Spike realized that he would have to tell Xander 
what to do, otherwise this wouldn't go the way 
Xander wanted it. "Lay down, Xander."  
 
Xander lay down on his back on the bed, lust 
darkened eyes sparkling in the light from the night 
light in the corner, mimicking candlelight minus the 
flickering.  
 
"Easier the other way, luv."  
 
"No. Can't, Spike. Have to see you. Want to look at 
you when you're in me." He tried to keep the 
desperation out of his voice, and Spike seemed to 
understand.  
 
Spike nodded, and lay down next to Xander as he 
reached under the pillow for the lube. He continued 
kissing his boy, using the slightest bit of the lube on 
his fingers as he played with Xander's nipples, the 
slick pinching causing the brunet to gasp and moan. 
Spike moved his mouth lower, following his fingers 
with his mouth, scraping a fang over the sensitized 



nipples.  
 
"Please, Spike, bite." Xander's broken voice urged 
him, but Spike stopped himself from automatically 
complying. He was in control here, as long as 
Xander let him, and he was going to use that to his 
advantage. He didn't mind playing at top every once 
in a while, as long as it was just playing. He grinned 
wickedly, and instead of piercing Xander's flesh 
outright, he dragged the tip of one fang just over 
the skin of Xander's chest, drawing a line of beaded 
blood. He used his tongue, pointed at times to 
probe the wound, other times flat to lap at the 
sluggishly rising blood. Every touch caused Xander 
to writhe underneath him, driving their cocks 
together, Spike thrusting into Xander slowly, 
drawing out the pleasure.  
 
"God, Spike, bite. Now!" Xander's squirming on the 
bed stopped as he issued his command, Master 
persona taking over for just a moment. Spike gave 
in to the steely voice, biting down hard where the 
scratch ended, just over Xander's heart. Play time 
over, it was time to move on to the main event.  



 
"So perfect." Must have been Xander's words, as 
Spike's lips never left their seal on Spike's skin, but 
they echoed his feeling exactly.  
 
Spike stopped drinking and very carefully stroked 
across Xander's entrance, not yet in, but more 
pressure with each pass. Xander stilled at the still 
unfamiliar sensation, unsure as to what Spike was 
going to do next. Spike worked one slick finger in , 
just past the tight ring and then stilled.  
 
Spike didn't miss the sudden tensing from Xander, 
beyond what he expected. Then Xander opened 
himself to the vampire's finger, but Spike remained 
too slow, too gentle. Xander had wanted this, when 
he made the suggestion. Theoretically. He wanted 
the closeness, he wanted to make Spike feel the 
way he did when the vampire let him in. But once 
reality set in, he remembered.  
 
He knew how much it hurt. Spike always told him it 
felt good, but he was a vampire. Vampires like pain; 
witness the dungeon down the hall. Now, faced 



with Spike actually breaching him, readying him, 
panic began. He had to get this over with. Now.  
 
Using the only argument Spike couldn't refuse, he 
swallowed, then spoke, his voice firm. "You're not 
gonna hurt me, Spike. Please-"  
 
"No. I'm not gonna hurt you." Spike stopped all 
movement, looking Xander directly in the eyes. He 
sensed the nervousness, of course, that was to be 
expected. "Got time, Pet."   
 
"Please, Spike. Need you. Now, please." This time, 
there was no hint of a command, just desperation. 
Spike heard it as wanton begging, and worked two 
fingers inside the boy and finally heard the hiss he'd 
been expecting as Xander clinched down around 
him.  
 
"Relax, Xander. Not gonna hurt you. Still want this?" 
Xander nodded, clenched his eyes, forcing all the 
tension from the rest of his body into his face. He 
relaxed and Spike felt the tight muscles loosen 
slightly as he continued scissoring his fingers. Soon, 



despite his reservations, Xander was gasping in 
anything but pain. He began thrusting back to meet 
him. There was pain, a little, but it was nothing like 
what he'd been expecting.  
 
"Feels good, yeah?"  
 
Xander could only nod in agreement.  
 
Spike pulled his hand away, smiling at the quick 
litany of 'no's this prompted from Xander.  
 
"No, no, no, don't stop, Spike."  
 
"Not stopping, luv, not stopping." He prepared 
himself, and again, forced himself to calm down. 
This was going to be good, but not if it was over 
before it began. Just the sight of his boy laid out 
beneath him, the light scent of his sweat and 
arousal in the air, disheveled and debauched, had 
Spike conjugating Latin verbs in his head.  
 
"Gonna hurt, Xander. Can't be helped. Just relax, 
tell me if you want to stop, yeah?"  To read: lego, 



legis, legit... God, Xander, please don't tell me to 
stop.  
 
"Please, Spike." Xander opened his eyes to look at 
Spike, his features relaxing. The love and desire 
shining out of them caused Spike to shiver in 
anticipation. Xander found himself actually wanting 
this.  
 
Spike took a deep, unnecessary breath. He would 
finally get to feel him, surrounding him, hot and 
tight and Spike pressed forward, feeling his boy 
stretch to accommodate him. Slowly, so slowly he 
pressed in, stilling as Xander's face tightened and 
moving again once he relaxed. Then he was home, 
buried deep inside his lover. All language, English, 
Latin, Fyarl, all of it left him at the tight, hot feeling 
surrounding him, and he bit his lip, determined to 
remain absolutely motionless until Xander was 
ready.  
 
Finally, Xander opened his eyes, amazed at the lack 
of real pain. He knew now. This was why Spike 
loved this, the fullness, the closeness, and he gave 



the slightest wicked squeeze. Spike began thrusting 
into him, gently at first, barely a movement, and 
then faster, building to a pace they were both going 
to regret in the morning but unable to help himself. 
He carefully adjusted the angle, and froze as Xander 
gasped and threw his head back, exposing his throat 
to his lover.  
 
Too soon, Spike felt the familiar tightening in his 
own body, and between Xander's semi-coherent 
moaning and the feeling of  hot, hot, tight around 
him, and Spike howled his release, flooding 
Xander's insides with cool come. He reached 
between them, his cool hand circling Xander's 
blood-hot cock, and one, two, three thrusts and hot 
come on his hand, over Xander's stomach and 
chest, and his boy was quiet, except the harsh 
panting. He was so dazed, he didn't notice Spike pull 
away and leave his side for a moment.  
 
A few moments later, Xander opened his eyes. 
"Spike?"  
 
Right here, luv." Spike walked back into the 



bedroom carrying a warm cloth to use to clean 
them. He chuckled to himself. To clean: purgo, 
purgimus, purgas...  
 
"That was amazing, Spike. I didn't expect it to be 
like that, but oh, god, that was..."  
 
"That it was." Once they were cleaned up, Spike 
threw the cloth across the room, and two pairs of 
eyes watched as it hit the wall about a foot to the 
left of the door and flopped on the floor.  
 
"For someone who fucks that well, you sure throw 
like a girl."  
 
Spike let the comment pass, and lay down with his 
boy, letting the smell of them together and the 
sound of Xander's slowing breaths lull him to sleep.  
 
 
 
 

Part Fifty-Eight   Dark Alleys 



 
 
 
 
It was a few weeks later when Xander left the movie 
house, still munching on chocolate covered 
somethings, and Spike still convinced that they 
could be chocolate covered bugs and Xander would 
eat them. Of course, he certainly never complained 
when that chocolate covered something was him, 
so he let it go without comment.  
   
"So, we got my sugar fix, watched half a movie, and 
traumatized anyone who happened to glance up 
into the balcony," Xander began.  
   
"Anyone who visits a theater with a balcony knows 
what they're getting into. Been that way since 
before they had talkies."   
   
"As I'm sure you took full advantage of. Still, Spike."  
   
The vampire watched as Xander blushed deeply. 
"You've never had privacy issues before, as I recall."  



   
Xander stopped, trying desperately to find a 
rebuttal to the argument and failing miserably. The 
whole 'she'd gone 1100 years without it and then 
became trapped with all those pent-up teenage 
hormones, and hello? I'm a guy' argument was just 
something he so did not want to get into. Discussing 
his former lovers would automatically lead to 
discussing Spike's former lovers, however many 
there were, and no matter what the vampire told 
him, he knew there was no way he could ever hope 
to compete with any of them. Not even on their 
worst day. And then he'd still have to convince 
Spike, yet again, that killing Faith was not an option.  
   
Unfortunately, Spike took his silence as further 
embarrassment and decided to skip straight to 
humiliation. "Oh, look at you! You can tie me down 
and spank me until I scream, not an easy task I 
might add, but a little mutual hand job in public and 
suddenly you've got hang-ups." He started loudly, 
but finished on a sigh, "Humans."  
   
Surprised he had yet to burst into flames from 



blushing so hard, Xander flashed an apologetic grin 
towards the small family ushering their younger 
children away from the scary men, and tried to 
steer the conversation elsewhere. "And that wasn't 
at all inappropriate, Spike. While we're on this side 
of town," Xander waved in the general direction of 
the after-hours butcher shop, whose business had 
doubled due to Spike's mandate that there be no 
hunting in his territory. Why the vampires didn't 
leave, neither of them could figure out. "You want 
something to eat?"   
   
"Wouldn't mind." Spike dragged Xander into the 
nearest alley, stopping just beyond the arc of light 
that slipped in from the street. He dropped to his 
knees, and slipped one hand under Xander's tee 
shirt while the other freed his hard cock. Three 
cheers for vamp dexterity!  
   
Just before Xander could stop worrying about the 
sex in public, again, and start begging for Spike to 
quit teasing, the vampire stiffened. He pulled back 
and placed his hand over Xander's mouth before 
turning around. "Button up, Pet. And fix your 



pants." Spike turned and pressed his back into 
Xander, whose back was pressed into the rough 
brick wall behind him. It wouldn't have been 
entirely uncomfortable if it hadn't been for the 
raging hard-on Spike had left him with, and the fact 
that fangy death was once again coming for him. 
And not in the fun, bad pun kind of way.  
   
Three vampires emerged from the shadows, two 
relatively short flanking a larger one in the middle, 
all in full game face. "Looky what we have here," 
the larger one said, obviously trying way too hard at 
the witty banter. "It's late. Time for good little boys 
to be in bed."  
   
"Dunno," chimed in the short one on the left. "Don't 
look like they need a bed." He sounded like all the 
toadies in bad gangster movies, and Xander had to 
stifle a giggle. They were so gonna get it.  
   
"Too bad. Should have waited." The larger one 
again. "Patience is a virtue."  
   
Xander snorted. "Patience is a virtue? Oh, Spike, 



make it stop."  
   
Spike took a step forward, but his hand stayed on 
Xander. "Would you just shut your gob? We were 
busy here. I was going to just kill you, but you upset 
my Pet. Think I'll have some fun." He turned his 
head slightly to catch Xander's gaze. "You mind, 
Pet?"  
   
To anyone else, the last statement may have just 
sounded like part of Spike's prattle, but Xander 
recognized it as the plea for permission that it was. 
Xander leaned forward and whispered into his ear. 
"We'll talk about this later." He licked along Spike's 
earlobe, and the vampire shuddered.  
   
By unspoken agreement, Spike took the large one 
and one of the smaller vamps, and Xander took on 
of the remaining one. While Spike dodged and 
punched, Xander did the same, his technique vastly 
improved with Spike's training and the occasional 
dose of his blood. Both of them turned away from 
the other, pulling their enemies even further apart, 
and keeping their backs to each other to prevent an 



ambush from behind. It was a system they found 
worked best for their style. When Xander had his 
adversary off balance, he lunged, readying to drive 
the stake home. The stake drove through thin air, 
though, as the vampire changed tactics. No longer 
attacking, he dodged and weaved, finally closing in 
and wrapping a fist in Xander's hair.  
   
The supernaturally quick tug on his head had 
Xander off balance, his neck tilted back at an 
awkward angle. Spike was still busy fighting off his 
attackers, and he vampire leaned in for the kill. 
Xander closed his eyes, waiting for the moment 
when the fangs pierced his neck. As the twin flares 
of pain pricked his neck, he calmly slid his arm 
around the vampire's back. The vampire, knowing 
that after the bite many victims became unbearably 
aroused, let the action happen without pause. After 
the first swallow of Xander's blood, though, the 
vampire paused, tasting the strangeness for a 
minute. Then he pulled back, recognizing the taste 
as one he'd never had before, but unmistakable 
anyway.  
   



"You're his..." Before he could finish his sentence, 
Xander lunged forward, driving the stake deep into 
his chest from behind, wincing when vampire dust 
floated down his throat, burning his lungs. The 
other two stopped in their losing attack against 
Spike at the sound of their compatriot's final death. 
They exchanged a look, then reached out, each 
yanking a handful of hair out of Spike's head. Spike 
yelped and the other vamps turned back the way 
they came, running even faster than they'd run 
from the slayer that almost caught them back in the 
Thirties.  
   
Spike started to chase after them, not one to let an 
attack against him and his Mate go unpunished 
when the smell of Xander's blood hit him. He turned 
to find Xander ranting in the middle of the alley 
way, still healthily waving the stake around wildly, 
not even bleeding anymore.    
   
"What the hell was that all about? Late April Fool's 
Day... thing?" Xander asked, once his neck stopped 
throbbing. Irrationally, which could be called 
typically, Xander yelled down the empty alley, "Hey! 



You're late!"  
   
"Dunno, Pet." Spike gestured for Xander to put the 
lethally pointy wood down. Xander noticed he still 
had the stake, and dropped it by his side. Spike 
stepped forward and ran his hands all over Xander, 
ensuring that his boy was fine, just a few hairs out 
of place, the wound on his neck already mostly 
healed over. He'd check with some contacts, find 
out about the trio, and make them pay for touching 
his Xander. And his hair. Later.  
   
"Spike? Did you get bit, too?" Xander touched 
Spike's neck gently, and Spike flinched when his 
fingers landed above his jugular.  
   
"No. Just third grade girled."  
   
"What?"  
   
"Nothing. What's this about me getting bit?"  
   
"You've got a mark, right here." Xander spread his 
fingers around the two pink marks, not touching 



them, but inspecting them.  
   
"Right, yours." Spike explained, again checking the 
back of Xander's head for bumps.  
   
"No. Mine's over there." Xander touched the right 
side of Spike's neck, a little lower than where the 
fingers of his other hand still rested. "This one," he 
swallowed as realization hit him. "This one is right 
where mine is. Only on you."  
   
Xander met Spike's eyes, searching for an 
explanation and finding none. Spike shrugged. 
"Come on, let's get you home. Bloody demon 
magnet."  
   
"Yeah, let's go. Got any books or anything we 
should look at?"  Xander wrapped an arm around 
Spike's shrugging shoulders and led them home, 
wondering if life was this odd everywhere, or if it 
was just him.  
 
 



 
 

Part Fifty-Nine   Answers 

 
 
 
 
"So. Why'd you ask if I minded?" Xander asked as 
Spike hung up his coat on the custom made, 
specially padded coat rack, designed and built by 
Xander specifically with the decades-old duster in 
mind, and went on into the apartment.  
 
"What?"  
 
"You asked would I mind if you killed those vamps. 
Why?"  
 
"Oh." Spike looked around sheepishly for a 
moment, then answered quietly, "Needed your 
permission."  
 
"I got that part. Why?"  



 
Spike sighed again. "You know why. I was doing you, 
and I had to stop. Needed to make sure it was 
okay."  
 
"For future reference, Spike, it is always okay to 
interrupt sex for life saveage. Does... does it bother 
you? That you feel like you have to ask?"  
 
"No." Spike answered too quickly.  
 
"Spike. I want to know." Xander flopped down onto 
the sofa, watching as a few dust motes glinted in 
the light from the side table. This was definately a 
flop-worthy conversation, with the mood Spike was 
in all of the sudden.  
 
"No, it does not bother me." Spike answered 
petulantly, lighting yet another cigarette. He 
continued to stand, facing away from Xander.  
 
"What then?"  
 
"Nothing."  



 
"If you're just going to act childish-"  
 
"Oh, you're one to talk."  
 
Xander glared at him. "See?"  
 
"Shut up, Xander.There's nothing to talk about. Just 
piss off, would you?"  
 
Hurt flared in Xander's eyes, and had Spike been 
looking at him, he would have realized what a still-
raw wound he'd just liberally salted. As it was, 
however, Xander just stood up slowly before 
storming into the bedroom. Alone. It was bad 
enough that he had been dumb enough to get 
kidnapped, then attacked, same old uselessness and 
stupidity following him from Sunnydale no matter 
how many times he thought he'd escaped it and 
become something, someone else. It was enough 
that he knew he'd never escape it, but now Spike 
recognized him for what he was. Soon, even if he 
still had the needs he had, Xander's feeble attempts 
to provide for him wouldn't be enough. Spike 



wouldn't be able to really submit and get out of 
their sessions what he needed if he didn't honestly 
think Xander had any real power. And then what?  
 
He tried to get comfortable in the too-large, too-
empty bed. Instead he tossed and turned, 
wondering what Spike was doing in the other room 
so quietly. He really just wanted the vampire to 
come in and cuddle with him and tell him what was 
wrong and give him that look that said he could 
make it all better. He wanted to make it better. 
That's what a boyfriend did. That's what a Master 
did. He hadn't known at the beginning how he 
would take to the domination thing; all he had 
known was that it was what Spike needed and he 
loved Spike. So he provided it. Happily. For the first 
time, he was able to consider things from the 
opposite side. Maybe that's what made him sort of 
good at it, that he knew domination from both 
sides. Whatever the reasoning, he liked it, needed it 
now just as much as Spike needed to submit. But 
now, maybe that's what changed. He'd been so 
temperamental lately. Maybe Xander wasn't giving 
him what he needed. Maybe he'd dealt with his 



issues and didn't want to be dominated anymore.  
 
Spike often initiated things between the two of 
them now, but he always stopped almost before he 
started, asking for permission through actions and 
words. Maybe he was tired of reigning in his 
impulsive nature. Was it not what he needed 
anymore? And since Xander'd let Spike make love to 
him, maybe... It always had been too good to be 
true, that Spike would want to be with him. Was it 
about to come crashing down around him, like it 
always did?  
 
***  
 
Spike stared at the wall blankly. What the bloody 
hell was wrong with him, dragging Xander into an 
alley like that? Was he trying actively to get the boy 
killed? And vamps didn't just grab hair and run 
away. Unless the vamp was Harmony. But these 
vamps weren't local; they had the feel of 
mercenaries, sent on a mission. But to pull hair? 
And why had he shown marks when it was Xander 
that had been bitten? Maybe it was time to do 



some research into this mating thing. The wait and 
see approach wasn't going to cut it anymore if these 
questions kept popping up. Then, to top it all off, 
he'd gone and made the boy mad, and he couldn't 
even tell him why.  
 
He could barely suss out the reasons for himself. He 
didn't want to tell Xander that it had suddenly 
become so much harder to repress the needs of his 
demon. If he scared off his boy, if he found out that 
Spike wasn't in control anymore... There was 
something splitting him apart, and it all seemed to 
come back to the fact that Xander was his Master 
but not his Sire and he was human and loved him 
and was going to die at some point, Mated bond or 
otherwise, and it was all wrong and backward and 
some things couldn't be ignored by not knowing the 
answers or by disregarding the rules.  
 
So much was wrong with this relationship. So much 
was right, but even though he didn't want to admit 
it, so, so much was wrong. And there was nothing 
he could do to fix it short of turning his lover, but 
then that would take him away. Whatever was left 



would have the undeniable need to submit to his 
Sire and all new problems would arise from the 
solution. If it could be called a solution. That wasn't 
even the real problem, just a part of it. But he didn't 
want to think about it, because thinking about it 
would make it real. And Xander didn't seem all that 
inclined to ask, either. Both of them just tip-toed 
around the situation, what had happened to them, 
what was yet to come.  
 
Spike shook off his mental babble and hoped to 
abandon his frustration in sleep. He silently entered 
the bedroom, stripped down and left his clothes 
where they fell. He crawled into bed next to Xander, 
but didn't touch him. They didn't fight often, and he 
was unsure of what to do if Xander didn't put an 
end to it first. He hated that he forced Xander to 
make the first move, every time, but he couldn't, 
wouldn't risk getting it wrong.  
 
"Coming over here, or is that too much to 
ask?"  Xander didn't move from his spot, curled 
around himself on their big bed, facing away from 
Spike. He may have spoken first, but Spike was 



going to have to show him what he wanted. Xander 
didn't want to let him see that he didn't know what 
to do.  
 
"Never too much to ask, Xander. Don't you know I 
always want..." He trailed off, shook his head, 
because Xander obviously didn't know, not if he had 
to ask. There was really no point in talking anymore 
that night. Maybe the next day, after work and 
maybe a nice dinner out, something that would 
appeal to their romantic sides, maybe then they 
could talk about it. Maybe they could give Red a 
call, put her Watcher contacts into play, figure out 
what was happening to them.  
 
Xander turned onto his side and let Spike slide in 
close to him, giving up all pretense of not wanting 
to touch him. All he could do now was hold on, try 
to fix things and hope that Spike would let him.  
 
"Are you mad at me? For getting bit?" Xander asked 
quietly.  
 
"No." Spike asked, just as quietly. He leaned back, 



to get a better look at Xander, but not out of reach. 
"Did you like it?"  
 
"What?"  
 
"The bite, did you like it?"  
 
"No, it hurt. A lot." Xander looked at Spike, 
confusion clouding his features.  
 
"You say you like it when I bite." Was he lying?  
 
"I do. You're not trying to hurt me. When you do it, 
it's like, it's great. That was, I didn't want it, and I 
didn't ask for it, and he didn't care, Spike. You're not 
like that, your bite's not like that. You told me, 
remember, you told me it wasn't something done 
for food, and I can tell the difference."  
 
Spike settled back down into Xander's side, feeling 
Xander's breath ruffle his hair. "Love you, Spike."  
 
"Don't get hurt again, Xander. Just don't."  
 



 
 
 

Part Sixty   Plans 

 

 

 

 

The fire burned high in its pit, flames licking at the 

rough ceiling of the cave. The huge cavern was old, 

forged by nature as well as other, more mystical 

forces, and it truly hummed with energy. The rock 

walls, dark and damp, were painted with 

unrecognizable glyphs and symbols, decorated with 

designs in a language foreign to this plane. The 

decorations were drawn in what was obviously 

blood, but the color was wrong, far too dark to be 

human, even dried. The scent of death, stagnation, 

and power hung heavily in the overheated air, 

closing in on the cave's occupants, making each 



grateful that he didn't need to breathe in this form. 

Unlike in the wretched guise they were forced to 

don when hunting, their more formal ceremonial 

bodies took in air through the skin, leaving them 

able to concentrate more on matters at hand.  

 

The ritual fire had been studiously prepared by only 

the finest acolytes, the search for just the right fuel 

taking far longer than the preparation of the 

remaining ingredients for the spell. They had to 

travel to several different dimensions to gather the 

correct kindling, and their species didn't handle 

portal travel well. They'd lost two members of the 

clan to the portals. Add those deaths to the three 

emissaries the Weak One killed, and their numbers 

had been taken from the customary number of 

thirteen down to eight, plus the High Priest.  

 

Several of the robed figures encircled the pit, all but 

the two guards at the mouth of the cave. All stood 

carefully, warily keeping their distance from the 



mystical flame. The heat stayed trapped inside the 

ritual robes uncomfortably, making the cuts on their 

arms itch from where they had each contributed to 

the blood offering. Some of the King's more 

ambitious servants had cut too deeply, and were 

now at the bottom of the pit, fulfilling the ritual's 

call for an unknowing sacrifice. It was a sign of how 

badly wronged their King had been, when so many 

had been willing to step forward and offer their 

own lives in exchange for his revenge.  

 

The clan leader stood inside the small circle of 

followers, too near the pyre for his liking, with 

flames licking at the hem of his robe. He knew that 

the fire presented no danger to him and he would 

remain untouched by the heat that rolled forth 

throughout the spell, even from his position on the 

edge of the flames. He had to wait far too long for 

the spell's components to come together, too much 

had gone wrong,  but now it was time. The spell 

would be preformed tonight, and he would cause 



suffering the likes of which had been caused to him 

and his King. He began leading the others in the 

ancient ritual of vengeance.  

 

The ingredients for the spell itself had been 

remarkably easy to gather; the High Priest had 

expected to need to launch more than the one 

attack, or to maybe need to track the vampire 

across the continent for a while, especially after the 

previous attempt at capture had failed so miserably. 

It seemed to many of the clan that the threat to 

their King should have been dealt with immediately, 

sent to his final death without ceremony. The 

younger members of the clan were often rash and 

impetuous. They had also been disposed of quickly, 

sent to the dungeon and tormented, feeding their 

King with their very insecurities. They had rejoined 

the group only yesterday, and as soon as the clan's 

numbers were replenished, they would once again 

be relegated to the dungeon. As this was taken into 

consideration, anyone else who thought the difficult 



ritual was probably not warranted remained silent. 

The clan took vengeance seriously. Their leader, 

more than seriously.  

 

The High Priest had studied all the relevant 

documents, and as far as he knew, he had the only 

extant copy of this particular prophesy. Only during 

the previous spring could his clan have lowered the 

walls between worlds, making inter-dimensional 

travel possible without the aid of portals, and 

enabling his clan to become stronger. The King, who 

should have been feasting off the limitless supply of 

guilt and misery provided to him by the Weak One, 

would have ascended to absolute immortality. As 

long as the Weak One survived, so would he. And 

he would be the most powerful creature in this or 

any other dimension.  

 

The Weak One had destroyed these preparations 

that had been in the works for centuries. There was 

another, not part of the original prophesy, who 



surprised the King and his minions. This second 

souled vampire had been far too well protected, 

having amassed a group of minions of all sorts, 

including a Watcher and a powerful witch who 

occasionally came to call. She often brought along a 

Slayer and assorted others, so he was of no use to 

the clan anyway. The other was far more 

conveniently located, was hardly protected at all, 

only having a human to cling to. this explained why 

he was the one behind the prophesy, and not the 

elder of the two. The existence of two souled 

vampires, from the same house, no less, had been a 

stunning revelation, prompting the High Priest to 

reanalyze all of his works, seek out new translations 

of the ancient scrolls, and push the ceremony off 

until the very last moment. But the emissaries had 

been killed by this one. He was not taken captive, 

and now there would be no permanent opening of 

the portals between worlds. There would be no 

ascension, and the clans numbers were dwindling 

rapidly.  



 

The clan leader tried to handle things discreetly at 

first, not wanting the King to find out about his part 

in the timing. He turned first to another vampire in 

debt to the clan. Who better to capture their prey 

than one of his own kind? At that point, there 

would have been barely enough time to salvage the 

ritual. If the plan had been successful, no one would 

need to know about his failure. But again, the Weak 

One had proved to be incredibly resourceful and 

unbelievably lucky. He'd killed his companion's 

captors and once more escaped punishment from 

the clan.  

 

The High Priest tried to gather his focus, not 

allowing his rage to color the delicate spell. If this 

last chance didn't work, he'd most likely end up in 

the dungeon himself, victim to a less complicated 

but similar spell. One that would take his greatest 

insecurity and force it into reality, his misery 

pouring forth and feeding the telepathic demons he 



served until he was driven mad and then finally died 

under the strain of the spell. That was the key to 

using the vampire, as an immortal, the spell 

couldn't kill him. He was a limitless supply of 

nourishment for the King.  

 

Arms raised, the High Priest chanted alone now as 

the flames grew and turned from orange- red- 

yellow to green- blue- black. The three captives 

were prodded forth by the newest acolytes to be 

called. They moved hesitantly forward, too scared 

to fight and otherwise subdued by spells. The 

chanting abruptly stopped, signaling their cue, and 

as the three vampires threw their bundles into the 

fire, one of herbs, one of dark hair, and one of 

blond, the acolytes moved into place and beheaded 

them with the ceremonial daggers. The flames 

sizzled and sparked on their ashes, flames growing 

and fading with the power as each ingredient was 

activated, combined, and took effect, drawing the 

power from the energy in the fire and in the Priest. 



The chanting began again as the smell of herbs and 

singed hair hit his nostrils. As the leader threw back 

his head, magics radiating from him and out the 

mouth of the cave, his hood fell back, revealing 

empty black eyes in a shimmering, changing face. 

 

Part Sixty-One   Changes 

 
 
 
 
Xander woke, his heart racing, and sat up so fast 
Spike's head fell from his chest to the pillow beside 
him.  
 
"Bloody hell, Xander!" Spike exclaimed sleepily, 
accent softened by his lack of attention. He rubbed 
his eyes and sat up, the smell of Xander's intense 
agitation finally breaking through to him. "What is 
it?"  
 



"Sorry, Spike. I had... I feel... I think I'm going to..." 
Xander's voice trailed off as he raced from the 
bedroom to the bathroom to be sick. Spike waited 
until he heard the toilet flush and Xander rinse his 
mouth, pause, then begin to brush his teeth. He 
wanted to give his lover some privacy to finish, but 
he wanted to know what had caused this reaction. 
Xander was still working the toothbrush vigorously 
when Spike entered the bathroom.  
 
"Xander?" Spike placed a hand on Xander's elbow, 
stopping him from continuing with the vigorous 
brushing. Xander spat, the pink-tinged froth 
dripping down the drain before the human rinsed 
again, then again for good measure.  
 
"Black." He sat weakly on the closed toilet lid, giving 
his knees a chance to stop shaking.  
 
"What?" Spike kneeled in front of him, trying not to 
grimace at the smell of sickness permeating the 
room.   
 
"It was black." Xander gestured down to the toilet. 



"That's not... right." Xander frowned.  
 
"Pounds of chocolate can do that?" Spike 
postulated.  
 
Xander shrugged.  
 
"You feel better now?" It had been a long time since 
Spike had anything to do with sickness, but the 
stench of bile had faded and Xander didn't seem 
quite as pale any longer. Still, Spike didn't know 
whether to bundle Xander back to bed or rush him 
to the emergency room. He hadn't dealt with 
sickness in a long time, and when he had, he pretty 
much had to wait for death to claim his victim.  
 
"Yeah. Yeah, I do." Xander smiled weakly. "It was 
just, there was this dream, and I could smell... 
something... and there was a fire, and chanting in 
some language I don't know."  
 
"So it could have been English, then." Spike 
muttered, relieved that Xander wasn't dying, and 
that it had been nothing more than a dream and an 



upset stomach. People didn't die of a cold anymore, 
human immune system or otherwise.  
 
"Shut up, Spike. It was really strange. I don't think it 
was even my dream... It's like I was, I don't know, 
someone else or something." Xander grabbed his 
hand and pulled him back to bed.  
 
"Wouldn't pay it much mind, Pet. Dreams are like 
that, sometimes, we both know that. I once had a 
dream where I was Margaret Thatcher. I was eating 
my way through Parliament. Still had the duster, 
but it clashed with the sensible shoes." He lay back 
down, taking his customary position with his ear 
above Xander's heart. The steady thump-thump had 
returned to normal now and Spike found himself 
listening intently for anything odd as it slowed with 
Xander's return to sleep.  
 
"Hey," Xander brightened suddenly, his mouth 
taking on that mildly sardonic grin of his. "If some 
crazy chick pops into the room and tries to kill us, 
she's just the spirit of the first slayer. You can have 
her. But ask the guy with the cheese what his deal 



is, would ya?"  
 
"Xander, do me a favor and don't talk when you're 
asleep."  
 
"Yeah. Didn't mean to scare you, Margaret. It just 
wasn't like my regular dreams, though, not even the 
really bad ones." Xander teased his fingers over 
Spike's neck, tangling them in the hairs at the base 
of his skull, tugging gently and listening to Spike's 
soft moan. Xander pulled him over gently and 
watched as Spike slid further down his body, 
peppering Xander's skin with kisses. Spike paused 
above Xander's navel, needing permission before 
going any lower.  
 
"You want to, Spike?"  
 
Spike flicked his tongue into Xander's navel in 
response. "Always want to, Xander." Spike suddenly 
had a brief flash of insecurity, his deepest fear of 
Xander growing tired of him, wanting someone else, 
someone new bright in his head. He could see 
Xander leaving him, as vividly as in the dreams he 



still occasionally had. He shook his head, trying to 
clear his mind of the thoughts. "Always want me 
to?"  
 
"Yes," Xander responded simply.  
 
Spike dragged his tongue lower, circling the base 
before finally taking Xander's cock into his mouth 
and swallowing. Xander bucked against him, nails 
scratching at Spike's shoulders. Spike stilled and let 
Xander fuck his mouth, relishing the ferocity his boy 
rarely showed without more provocation. Xander's 
thrusts became more erratic and then he came and 
Spike swallowed, listening to the litany of nonsense 
spilling from Xander's lips. He released the 
softening cock, crawling back up his boy's warm 
body in anticipation of the kiss he usually received 
afterwards, as if Xander had to claim him again by 
tasting himself on Spike's tongue.  
 
The kiss never came, and Xander just gestured to 
Spike's still-hard dick and murmured something 
about the vampire dealing with it on his own. 
Instead of wrapping his arms around Spike's narrow 



waist, Xander stretched them above his head, 
turned his face away, and fell back asleep, saying 
nothing else. Spike was left with a strange empty 
feeling, not knowing how much he would miss 
Xander's breath ruffling his hair, since he had never 
fallen asleep without it. He drifted off, Xander's 
words and attitude pretty much having taken care 
of his erection, the fact that tonight was a full moon 
niggling at his brain, although he couldn't tell why.  
 
 
 
 

Part Sixty-Two   Showers  

 
 
 
 
Xander woke the next morning and pushed Spike 
away as he climbed over him to flip off the alarm 
clock, then tried to climb out of bed. Spike rolled 
into his warm spot, trying to grasp the boy tighter 
and keep him in bed for the half-hour long five 



more minutes, just like he always did. Xander 
leveled a hard glare at him and Spike relented his 
hold immediately, pulling his hands back to him as if 
he'd been burned. His eyes held questions but he 
remained silent while Xander ignored him and left 
for the shower without a word.  
 
Spike was confused, the old feeling of evil and dirty 
came rushing back to him, even after weeks of 
staying away. Xander had woken up grumpy before, 
but he had never shunned physical contact. Ever. 
Spike couldn't remember doing anything to upset 
his human, not this badly, and his confusion 
deepened. Xander hadn't told him of any difficulties 
at work, so Spike didn't think that was the problem. 
Last night ended strangely, but it was nothing Spike 
wasn't used to. But Xander wasn't the type to 
ignore someone he'd upset; he was all about the 
grand gesture. If Xander felt bad about the way he'd 
treated him last night, he should be trying to make 
it up to him by sucking his brains out through his 
dick. This wasn't remorse, there was no scent of 
shame or regret to the boy when he'd pushed his 
way out of bed.  This was almost... anger.  



 
Spike left the bedroom, sure he could fix whatever 
was wrong with Xander in the shower. Who could 
have a bad day after a good morning blow-job? 
Even on a Monday. He opened the bathroom door 
slowly, letting the warm wet air envelop him, easing 
away the strange tingling along his hairline. He 
watched Xander's blurry form behind the pebbled 
glass of the shower door, just waiting while strong 
hands ran over the tight, well-muscled body. Near- 
nightly training/ hunting had given Xander back the 
body he'd had when they originally roomed 
together, a body Spike privately admired once or 
twice in between plotting nefarious revenge 
/torture /death schemes for the Sunnydale team. 
He slipped into the shower as Xander was finishing 
rinsing his hair, suds rinsing away and leaving only 
clean, wet, glistening, golden, hot skin. Spike 
stepped closer, carefully leaving the larger man 
under the spray, just looking for a moment, and 
then brought a hand up to caress Xander's chest.  
 
Xander brought his hands to Spike's hips, grinding 
hard into him. Spike let out a moan at the harsher-



than-usual move, and responded to it eagerly. 
Xander scratched his fingernails lower, spreading 
Spike's ass and rubbing hard, teasing Spike, not 
entering, just pressing his water-slickened fingers 
against his opening.  Spike leaned forward, trying to 
kiss him, but Xander turned his head, and pushed 
Spike back. Spike fell back into lessons learned long 
ago, and lowered his head submissively, and began 
to lick and nibble across his collarbone, staying 
away from the tender skin of Master's neck. Xander 
thrust into his hips again, even harder this time, and 
guided Spike's hand roughly to his cock. Spike began 
to slide his wet hand over it gently, taking a chance 
on kissing Xander again.  
 
"No," Xander said sharply, pulling back from Spike.  
 
"But you-"  
 
Xander grabbed him harshly and pressed him face 
first against the shower wall, turning his neck at a 
hard angle. "You want to contradict me again?"  
 
"No."  



 
"No, what." Xander growled, pushing harder against 
his skull, pressing his cheek into the tiles.  
 
"N-no, Master." Spike stammered, more shocked 
than hurt. What happened to his Xander?  
 
"Right. Guess you're not as dumb as you act." 
Xander left the shower, flipping off the hot water as 
he went, leaving Spike to stand under the icy cold 
spray. He did not come back with a towel for Spike 
the way he normally did when Spike surprised him 
in the shower. Then again, nothing that had 
happened that morning could be considered 
normal.  
 
Spike turned off the water, and tried to convince 
himself that vampires did not shiver. He did not feel 
cold. He stared at the taps for a long time, though, 
trying to figure out why Xander would do something 
so deliberately designed to make him cold. He'd 
never done anything to make him cold, going so far 
as to ask first before using ice in their sex games. 
Even when Spike enthusiastically agreed, he 



followed the trail of melted ice with his warm 
mouth, kissing away the cold before it could even 
have the desired effect. When Spike mentioned it, 
Xander had just shrugged and said that next time 
they would have to use hot wax.  
 
Spike frowned at the memory, confused and not a 
little hurt as to what transpired between last night 
and this morning.  
 
Xander was already in the kitchen, preparing his 
coffee, and Spike breathed a sigh of relief that he 
didn't have to face him just yet. He dressed quietly, 
and then left to join Xander in the kitchen, sure that 
he wouldn't come back in the bedroom for the 
usual coffee flavored kiss.  
 
"Xander?" He kept his head lowered and his voice 
soft. "Did I do something wrong?"  
 
"Probably," Xander shrugged. "You usually do. I'm 
sure you'll think of something fun to do this evening 
to make up for it, though." Xander popped him hard 
on the ass and left the room, grabbing his coat on 



the way out the door, and closing it softly, gently, 
almost tenderly behind him.  
 
 
 
 

Part Sixty-Three   Reports 

 
 
 
 
The High Priest paced in a circle around the black 
flames of the ritual pyre. When the fire had turned 
solidly black, the High Priest knew without doubt 
that the spell had definitely taken effect. Whatever 
the Weak One's deepest insecurity was, he had 
been forced to think of it at that moment, and was 
now struggling with the pain. The entire clan could 
feel it at first, although before too long the Priest 
had taken it upon himself to cast binding spells on 
the lesser members of the clan, reserving the 
misery for himself and his King. The others had 
captured a young couple, and were currently 



feeding off the emotions of the man, who had 
watched them torture and kill  his wife. He provided 
enough misery for the rest of the clan to feed on for 
a while, but he would soon break under the strain 
of the spell. By then, the Priest was certain that the 
Weak one would be in their clutches, so hunting 
would only be for supplemental feeds and fun.  
 
Another lap around the fire had the Priest cursing 
the one he'd sent to verify the effectiveness of the 
spell. This time, nothing was going to prevent him 
from capturing the Weak One, even if the ascension 
could no longer be performed. It had become his 
personal mission. As soon as the spell had a strong 
enough hold on the vampire, he would be drawn to 
the cave somehow. The exact workings were 
unknown even to the priest. But by that time, the 
Weak One would be broken enough that he would 
hardly resist capture. Once they had captured him, 
the priest would secure his place in their clan, in all 
of history. His King would be able to feed on a 
limitless supply of misery until the next opportunity 
for ascension was due to present itself. Assuming 
the King lived that long of course. It was possible 



that he would grow weak, and the High Priest, as 
tradition dictated, would be called to replace the 
old and impotent King.  
 
The minion he'd sent out on watch finally entered 
the cave, and the High Priest sneered at him as the 
demon kneeled before him. "Report!" He snapped, 
having no patience for ceremony until he knew for 
sure that this time he had not failed. This time there 
would be no chance he'd end up the victim of an 
anguish spell.  
 
"The spell seems to be working, your Holiness."  
 
"Seems? Seems to be working?"  
 
"It is, Sir, it is!"  
 
"I know it seems to be working, I saw the signs in 
the fire." he muttered to himself, circling the fire 
once more to calm himself. He drew the minion up 
by his neck, forcing the younger demon to look him 
in the eyes. "There is no margin for error, here! 
How can you be so sure? How effectively did you do 



your job, young one? Tell me what proof you have 
that it is working!" He bellowed.  
 
"I monitored his thoughts since the spell was cast, 
your Holiness. He has somehow alienated his 
human companion. It would appear that the human 
is his weakness. They share a link of some kind, Sir. 
The human left this morning, and has yet to come 
back to him. This is unusual according to the others 
who have been monitoring their actions."  
 
The Priest waved the lesser demon away as he 
contemplated this new information. Yet another 
surprise he hadn't counted on. He was of course, 
aware of the human, he had been the one to 
suggest using him as bait to the vampires who'd 
failed to capture the Weak One. However, none of 
the scrolls he'd studied had mentioned anything 
about a link shared by this human with the Weak 
one. The assumption had been that he was a minion 
of some kind, a slave somehow coerced into 
providing shelter and food for an damaged vampire 
who could no longer bring himself to hunt. It made 
sense, once he considered it, that this human was 



more to him than just a simple servant; the vampire 
had risked much to recapture his human from his 
kidnappers.  
 
The Priest rushed to his books, taking a quick 
inventory of the magical supplies he had left. The 
inclusion of an unknown human element would 
doubtlessly have an effect on the spell, and he 
would not fail again. Already the human was playing 
a larger role than anticipated, as he seemed to be 
the main source of the Weak One's misery, even 
above the guilt he was reported to nearly drown in.  
 
The Priest studied for the remainder of the day, as 
he vowed to himself again that this time there 
would be no failures, and no surprises. After 
studying the spell and analyzing the available 
components he still had, he finally decided to 
increase the power of the spell. He knew that 
altering a spell already in progress was tricky, but he 
was the most powerful Priest in the clan's history, 
and he was certain of his ability to control things. 
Even after so much had gone wrong already, he had 
faith in his abilities. The previous failures had been 



caused by the incompetence of the vampires 
entrusted to capture his targets, and to his previous 
inaction and precaution. There was no place for 
weakness within the clan, not in a position with as 
much power as his held. He made his decision, 
gathered the ingredients and headed to the fire.  
 
He slashed into his forearm with the ceremonial 
dagger, letting the dark purple blood drip into the 
fire. The flames jumped and sizzled, and before they 
could die down completely, he tossed in another 
bundle of herbs, speaking the words that would 
enhance the spell. Finally, he held the large pendant 
he now wore, made of the crystallized liver of a 
Despmakida demon, into the flames. The rare 
crystal would contain the spell, and the only way to 
break the spell would be to break the crystal. As 
long as the crystal was in his possession, the spell 
would be safe, and nothing could prevent him from 
having his revenge. He charred the crystal, 
completing his ritual. The last of the incantation left 
his lips and the fire leapt from the pit, a ball of 
flame engulfing the cavern before darting out of the 
cave in the direction of the Weak One's home.  



 
The Priest woke, only slightly singed from the 
mystical flame, and couldn't help the giddy smile 
that split his features, secure in the knowledge that 
the newly enhanced spell would soon deliver his 
captive.  
 
 
 
 

Part Sixty-Four   Reflections 

 
 
 
 
Spike remained standing in the kitchen for a long 
time once Xander left, letting his hair air-dry in to 
frizzy waves, the occasional urge to smash 
something fighting with the urge to rip into his own 
flesh. Xander had left him, told him he was bad, and 
stupid, and he didn't know what he had done. He 
found himself on more than one occasion reaching 
for his lighter, and once he even had his knife in his 



hand before he stopped himself from upsetting 
Xander any more. He thought back over the 
previous day for whatever could have happened to 
upset Xander so badly, but he could find nothing 
horribly out of the ordinary.  
 
They had awoken together and languished in bed, 
eventually coming together in a mid-morning sixty-
nine, and then moved to the sofa for a bit of lazy 
Sunday cuddling. They spent the remaining sunlight 
hours flipping back and forth from early-season 
baseball to the movie of the week, kissing through 
the commercial breaks. It had been a wonderful day 
full of dozing and waking to find Xander wrapped 
around him like an electric blanket, nuzzling his 
neck from behind, occasionally nipping at his 
shoulder, or sucking long enough to raise a red 
mark that faded almost as quickly as it was made. 
The plan had been that once the sun set, they 
would go out to dinner, and then walk through the 
neighborhood, find and dispatch a few fledges. 
Then they would come home, tear off each other's 
clothes and finally give in to the urges that had 
been building all day. And, once all those needs had 



been met, maybe they'd have that discussion they 
needed to have. But, of course, the evil undead 
beauty-school dropouts ruined that plan and the 
spiral of crap began.  
 
Spike thought he felt a prickle along his scalp in his 
sleep, but it had been quickly dismissed in the wake 
of Xander's dream and subsequent sickness. But he 
hadn't noticed anything else out of the ordinary, 
brushing aside Xander's heavy handed behavior 
during the blow job, and had fallen asleep again 
afterwards. Xander hadn't cuddled him like he 
usually did, but Spike thought that he just needed 
his space to recover, or maybe he was still a bit 
weak. It had been a rough couple of months and the 
nightmare seemed to have really shaken Xander. In 
the morning Spike thought that it was Monday 
morning grumpiness, but he had been proven 
wrong in the shower. He realized that it must have 
something to do with the attack on them the night 
before, but he wasn't sure exactly what part of it 
had bothered Xander enough to affect him this way.  
 
Finally Spike turned and sat on the sofa, far out of 



the reach of anything that could hurt him, 
continuously replaying the previous day's events 
and waiting, calmly, forcibly calmly, for Xander to 
come home. At noon, he began to furtively glance 
at the phone, wondering if Xander would call him at 
lunch. He gathered his courage to pick up the phone 
a few times, hand trembling and he silently cursed 
himself for being so pathetically weak. Before he 
could dial he reminded himself that Xander 
wouldn't want to be interrupted if he didn't have 
anything to say, and he replaced the phone on the 
cradle. He considered cooking dinner, but he wasn't 
sure what Xander would want. He didn't think that 
the human would take very well to the presentation 
of something he didn't want if his mood hadn't 
improved.  
 
He thought about what Xander had said. Maybe he 
hadn't been good enough last time they went into 
the other room, and Xander wanted him to think of 
something new to do. Spike never tired of the tried 
and true standards; a good whipping or paddling, or 
even spanking with Xander's bare hands would be 
fine. On one or two occasions, Xander surprised him 



with something new, blindfolds or a spanking bench 
Xander'd built himself, but for the most part they 
stuck to what worked for Spike. But maybe Xander 
needed something else. Maybe Xander wanted a bit 
of fun, maybe he should go find something in the 
room that Xander would want to play with. There 
had been at least two shipments from Xander's 
favorite catalogues that Spike knew were still 
unopened. And maybe Xander didn't want to just 
play anymore.  
 
But Spike stopped. That was Master's room, 
Master's toys, and he wasn't allowed to touch 
unless given explicit instructions to do so. Master 
said 'think', Master hadn't said 'do'.  
 
So Spike kneeled by the door to the room, debating 
semantics and expectations, waiting for Xander to 
come home and make things better, ignoring his 
burning desire to clear his thoughts with his knife 
on his arm.  
 
***  
 



By the time six o'clock rolled around, Spike was 
achingly hard in anticipation of what Xander would 
do to him. Thoughts and scenarios had been playing 
through his head all day of how Xander would come 
home and pull him up, kiss him hard, take him into 
the room to show him that he still loved him, that 
he was still needed. But Xander still hadn't come 
home at seven or half -past. Spike's back was stiff 
from the long hours of kneeling. He decided that 
Master wouldn't want him stiff and unable to 
perform when he came home, so he stood, 
straightening out his back and twisting at the waist 
to loosen his muscles.  
 
Just then, the prickling on his scalp intensified, and 
a pain shot through his head. It was as bad as when 
the chip had been malfunctioning, but worse 
somehow because he didn't know what was causing 
it. A bright flash of fiery light filled his senses, and 
he shrank back, trying somehow to avoid what 
could only be sunlight coming for him, punishing 
him for hurting Xander. He wasn't strong enough to 
go out into the sun himself. Even though Xander 
had forbidden it, he knew that he should have 



followed his first impulse all those months ago and 
left, let Xander take this opportunity to lead a 
normal life, rather than force him into some 
horrible, certainly unsatisfying, guilt- induced 
relationship with a needy, sick, loathsome vampire.  
 
Xander had taken him away from the Hellmouth, 
away from everything that had ever hurt him, and 
for some reason set aside his hatred of vampires in 
general and him specifically to give him everything 
he'd ever wanted. Xander had set aside his chance 
at a good, decent, happy life with a girl and a family 
for him, and Spike had selfishly, horribly, let him. 
His final thought was that before Master could 
come home and force him out, something he'd 
never do on his own; Master was too nice, too 
good, too human to do it on his own, he would 
leave, do what the strange, fading green fire had yet 
to do, remove himself from Xander's path. And then 
he passed out.  
 
 
 
 



Part Sixty-Five   Scenting 

 
 
 
 
Xander had not been home by the time Spike 
awoke. His head was still throbbing, and he felt very 
disoriented for a while before realizing he was still 
kneeling by the door to the room. He wobbily 
climbed to his feet, bracing himself against the wall 
with his hand. His hand that had somehow not been 
reduced to ash by the now nonexistent flames. 
Trailing his fingers along the wall for balance, Spike 
stumbled into the bedroom where he found the 
clock still hanging half off the side table from their 
brief struggle, before the shower, before he 
disappointed another Master so much he had to 
run away, never come back. It was well past two in 
the morning, and Master hadn't been there.  
 
Spike hobbled back into the hallway, stiff and 
confused as to how to make it better. If Master 
would give him just one more chance, he could do 



it, he could make him happy. He could try, he knew 
he could try. He could do anything if it just meant 
Master would be pleased with him. But he knew, no 
matter how long he had been able to fool himself, 
he could never make Master happy. Not truly 
happy. He couldn't give him what he needed, what 
he wanted, and no matter how hard he tried, no 
matter how many meals he cooked or rooms he 
cleaned or how good he was or how fast he 
submitted, he would never be good enough for his 
Master.  
 
Master had left him, just as his former Masters had 
left him. He knew he had done things to each of 
them to make himself fundamentally unlovable. He 
was too human for Angelus, he was too demon for 
Buffy. But now, with Xander, he didn't know which 
one caused it, and he couldn't do anything more, 
he'd become the demon for one, he'd become as 
close to human as he could for the other. There was 
nothing left. He couldn't change again, there were 
simply no more changes left.  
 
He sat outside the dungeon door, eschewing the 



kneeling position for something slightly more 
comfortable. He knew he would hear Xander before 
he came in the flat, if he came in, and he'd take his 
position then. If he was punished for it, he was 
certain that he'd deserve it for doubting his 
Master's intentions. He'd deserve any attention 
Master showed him now. Over the months they'd 
been together, Spike had learned Xander's hot 
spots, his favorite kinks, what would melt the boy 
every time, and he'd tried to put that knowledge in 
play earlier, with devastating results.  
 
Now if he wanted Master's attentions again, he 
would have to learn these new rules. He'd let 
himself grow lazy, forgetting, again, that the rules 
would change, because the rules always changed. 
But Master knew. Master knew he was lazy and 
stupid, but at least Master had given him a chance, 
this chance to think and discover his short-comings. 
When Master came home, he would try, he would 
learn these new rules and make Master love him 
again, if Master could love something as stupid and 
evil as he had been. And when Master showed him 
any attention, he'd take it, revel in it, notice and 



learn what he'd done to cause such a gift, and 
repeat the provocation ten-fold the next time.  
 
***  
 
Spike stayed there all of that day, motionless, not 
even bothering to feed, mired in his thoughts. 
Somewhere in the back of his mind, he knew this 
need had come on too strong, too fast. The 
provocation hadn't warranted this strong a 
reaction. Master had hurt him, hurt his feelings, but 
he shouldn't need him like this. He realized that 
something must be happening, something else was 
causing this behavior, for both of them. Every time 
the thought forced its way to the surface, though, 
the overwhelming need to submit, the guilt and 
pain drowned it out, leaving him cold and empty 
and aching.  
 
Finally, Tuesday evening, Spike scrambled to his 
knees as Xander came into the apartment, prowling 
through the kitchen cabinets and finding nothing of 
interest, sniffing loudly and intently. He passed 
stealthily from room to room, almost silently, 



passing Spike on more than one occasion without 
looking at him.  
 
Spike watched with lowered eyes as the scuffed 
dress shoes and hem of Master's trousers passed 
him. He wasn't yet worthy of his Master's 
attentions, and so he kept himself silent, even while 
inside he screamed at himself for not knowing what 
to do. Suddenly Master appeared in front of him, 
and Spike tensed, waiting to be berated or beaten, 
anything better than this nothing.  
 
Xander and Spike scented the air at the same time, 
Xander loudly and indelicately, Spike subtly and far 
more discriminating. Spike smelled Xander's office 
and knew he'd spent the night there. There were no 
other scents on him, and a relieved moan hissed out 
before he could stop himself, relieved that the 
situations he'd feared had apparently not 
happened. Master had come home. Master had not 
yet replaced him. There was still time and he 
wanted desperately to take this opportunity to 
redeem himself. Spike's eyes widened as he realized 
that Xander was actually scenting the air and 



gathering information from it, however crudely.  
 
Xander, on the other hand, cocked his head and 
leveled a long hard gaze at the blond. He smirked 
when the stare continued for well over five 
minutes, and still the vampire's eyes remained 
lowered, submission rolling off him in delicious 
waves. But there was something else there, too, 
Something that burned his nose and angered him, 
taking the smell of his claim on the vampire away 
from him, trying to replace him. The fetid stench of 
something charred, something unnatural and 
cloying, covering up the beautiful scent of his 
Mate's obedience. He pointed toward the 
bathroom and ordered Spike immediately into the 
shower.  
 
"You stink. Smell all wrong. Go."  Spike complied 
quickly, almost tripping himself in his haste to get 
into the bathroom and prepare himself for his 
Master. He cursed himself for not thinking of it 
before, and now he had to spend these moments 
away, alone, when he should have been ready to 
please his Master. Master would want him ready 



and waiting, not just sitting there. He really was as 
dumb as Master said he was, stupid and bad and 
lazy and so very lucky he'd been given yet another 
chance. He left the hot water off, punishing himself 
with the cold of the room.  
 
When Spike emerged, Xander roughly grabbed him 
by the wrist and pulled him to the other bedroom, 
glaring at Spike when he began to smile.  
 
"Do I seem amused to you?"  
 
Spike's grin disappeared and he vigorously shook his 
head.  
 
"I decide what you need and when. Mine. You're 
mine, and you know it. Everyone else needs to 
know it. I don't know what you did to get rid of my 
scent, but when I'm done with you, everyone will 
know. Now get over there," Xander pointed to the 
center of the room. "And remember the rules. I'm 
not in the mood to fuck around." Xander stripped as 
he spoke, and Spike shivered in response.  
 



His already naked body still hard, Spike felt some of 
the tension leave him. A small part of him cringed, 
the newness and drastic difference of these rules 
taking him by surprise. As their relationship 
progressed, Xander had never treated him with 
anything but love, and even while punishing him, 
respect. In his apathy, he'd grown used to Master's 
concern, his care, and he knew how likely it was 
that he would forget his true place. But the larger 
part of him reveled in the fact that he had made 
Master want him, made Master need to show him 
he was owned and force him into submission. He 
needed Master to prove he still wanted him.  He 
kneeled up in the center of the room, and Xander 
was upon him in seconds.  
 
Xander dragged him up from his position on the 
floor without further preamble and strapped him 
into the cross.  Spike felt the leather bite into his 
skin where the restraints pinched him, but said 
nothing as Xander clamped Spike's wrists and ankles 
down, tightening the straps much more than 
necessary to prevent him from wiggling free, and 
began to jerk himself off, not lingering, not wanting 



to watch Spike watch him. Spike frowned at the 
quickness of Xander's movements. It was unusual 
that the boy didn't take his time, build up being 
such a large part for the both of them. Instead of 
pleasure, Xander moved with a purpose, and when 
his balls drew up and tightened, he stepped closer 
to Spike, coming over his stomach. Xander dropped 
his hand, smearing the come around, then wiped 
what was left on his hand onto Spike's face. And 
then he started again.  
 
It took longer this time, but when he was again 
approaching orgasm, he moved behind Spike, 
groaning in a strange, high-pitched way, then 
allowing the come to drip from his back down the 
cleft of his ass. When he was finished, far too 
quickly and having only touched Spike those few 
fleeting times, talking even less, Xander faced him 
again, grabbing his chin and squeezing.  
 
"Look at me. Look. At. Me." Spike tried to keep his 
eyes down, the wrongness of the whole encounter 
finally breaking through his fugue state, but Xander 
squeezed harder, pressing his fingers into the soft 



underside of Spike's jaw.  
 
"That's right. Look at me." Spike met Xander's eyes 
and saw the strange, very faint greenish tinge to 
them. He gasped sharply and tried to drop his head, 
but Xander's grip tightened even more.  
 
"Don't be scared. You're not frightened of your 
Master, now are you?" Spike shook his head. "No. 
Because that would come dangerously close to 
pissing me off. After I was so careful to make you 
smell better, and I don't want to have to do this 
again." Xander leaned closer, sniffing. He rocked 
back on his heels, a satisfied smirk flickering across 
his face. "It takes a lot of work, and I'm really 
beginning to wonder if you're worth it." Xander 
dropped his hands and left the room, leaving Spike 
to dry alone.  
 
Spike wanted to ask what he had done, what he 
could do now, how he could make himself worth 
the time, but Master had reminded him of the rules, 
and he was not to speak. There was nothing he 
could do but take what Master gave him, and wait 



for an explanation later. He trusted Master, and 
while he might not know what he was thinking, he 
was a good Master. And he would tell Spike when it 
was time to tell him.  
 
Spike knew Master was in control.  
 
He had to be.  
 
***  
 
Xander came back in the room after an hour, hair 
still damp from the shower he'd taken. He released 
Spike's left wrist from the restraints, letting the arm 
drop. "Do whatever you want, but don't leave the 
house, and don't wash. Keep my scent on you." He 
sniffed close to Spike's neck again. "God, you've 
already done something to fuck it up, haven't you? 
Why do you stink so fucking bad? Do you honestly 
expect me to go through this crap every night? I 
can't fuck you if you stink, vampire of mine. And 
don't think for one second that I'm gonna do 
without just because you refuse to smell right. You 
think I can't go find someone else? Like there's not 



other subs out there, better subs?"  
 
Spike lowered his eyes again, wanting to fall to his 
knees, beg Master not to replace him yet, but he 
was still strapped by both ankles and one wrist in 
the cross. He met Xander's eyes, tears falling silently 
down his face, pleading the only way he could to 
make Master stay.  
 
"Oh, now, don't cry. Look, you're messing it up." 
Xander dragged a finger over Spike's cheek, mixing 
the tears and dried come before pulling his hand 
back. "See?" He held his fingertip up to Spike's lips, 
and Spike quickly darted out his tongue, wrapping 
his lips around the warm finger and dragging his 
teeth lightly across it, tasting his tears and Xander's 
come, taking this small offering of his Master's into 
his body.  
 
"Do you like that? The way I taste?"  
 
Spike nodded, letting Xander pull his hand away 
from his mouth.  
 



"Want more?"  
 
Again he nodded, his free hand rising involuntarily 
towards Xander. Xander caught the movement out 
of the corner of his eye, and he grabbed the 
offending hand, yanking it up and away from Spike's 
body, stretching it farther than the cross had.  
 
"Too. Fucking. Bad. You don't take, got it? I give, 
you accept that and no more." He released Spike's 
arm and turned, stalking to the doorway.  
 
"Lot of work. Still don't know if you're worth it."  
 
And again he was gone, leaving Spike to stare at the 
front door closing softly behind his lover.  
 

Part Sixty-Six   Calculations 

 
 
Spike dropped his arm and rolled his shoulder, the 
burning of hyperextended muscles fading slowly. He 



took a deep steadying breath and frowned, scenting 
the air again. It smelled wrong. He knew what 
Xander meant before he left. When Xander had 
finished with him, the room had been permeated 
with the scent of Xander's come. But now, 
something was off. Sure, the slight lingering smell of 
his own fear was relatively unfamiliar, but it was 
more than that.  
 
It was Xander. Xander smelled wrong, just as he 
acted wrong. A brief moment of clarity, the guilt 
and blame lifted for a solitary second and Spike 
could see it, smell it.  
 
He smelled muskier than normal, stronger, wilder. 
This wasn't simply more of the smell that Spike 
craved, the pure scent of sunlight and sex that was 
his Xander. This was heavier, almost sour. It wasn't 
Xander's smell. Spike felt the same prickle he had 
the night before and cursed himself all kinds of fool 
for not having placed it before now. It was the 
feeling he got when magic was in the air, when Dru 
got a vision, or when the witches had been up to 
something. And it was happening here, in the 



apartment.  
 
In his home.  
 
To his Xander.  
 
Spike was certain now that something was wrong. It 
wasn't just his failure to be good enough for his boy 
coloring his actions, someone had done something 
to him. He would fix it, this he knew, but he had no 
idea how to fix it, whatever it was.  
 
Xander knew about scenting; he'd scented Spike the 
night after the demons... But he hadn't brought it 
up since the first time he claimed Spike, saying it 
put Spike on a level beneath him that he didn't 
want to revisit, that he didn't need to debase and 
humiliate Spike just to prove the vampire belonged 
to him. Spike didn't see it that way, of course, but if 
Xander didn't want to do it, then he wasn't going to 
ask for it. Once his sense of smell began to improve, 
Xander told Spike that his scent was so stong on 
him anyway that there was no need to do it again. 
In deference to his wishes, Spike hadn't reminded 



him of the symbolism behind the act so he had 
never taken the time to do it again, and as long as 
he smelled like Xander, Spike didn't bother to ask 
him to.  
 
He reached to unfasten his other wrist, then 
awkwardly bent over to release his ankles, one 
hand on the floor for balance, the other struggling 
with the leather restraints too tightly fastened, 
noticing how odd it was not to have Xander rubbing 
the reddened skin, subconsciously aiding Spike's 
nonexistent circulation as he would for a human 
sub. That kind of unnecessary after-care that his 
Master provided him with was one of the reasons 
he knew something had happened to him. Well, 
that and the glowing green eyes and god-awful 
stench of magic.  
 
Spike left the dungeon warily. Even though Xander 
said he could, he knew permission didn't always 
mean it was okay. In the living room, Spike 
crouched down in front of their bookshelves, and 
couldn't help but grimace at the unorganized state, 
books of poetry burried underneath a large 



collection of out-dated comic book price guides. 
Xander had promised that as soon as things slowed 
down he would build them some more shelves, but 
of course, things had yet to slow down. Spike trailed 
his fingers across the carefully organized spines 
along the bottom shelf, where they kept their small 
Hellmouth collection: the few books they each 
owned detailing various supernatural aspects that 
just might crop up again some time. These books 
were never touched unless necessary, kept 
seperate and clear, both of them superstitious 
enough to know better than to tempt fate.  
 
Spike scanned across the shelf, finally pulling out 
the deep red leather-bound demonology text he'd 
nicked from Giles. The Watcher had four different 
translations, it wasn't as if he couldn't spare this 
one. Besides, it had a nice little section on himself.  
 
He wasn't sure what he was looking for, so he 
flipped randomly through the pages, pausing when 
a small slip of paper fell out from the 'F' section. 
Spike recognized it as the bookmark he'd placed 
after he'd killed the Fakals demons in the bar. He'd 



meant to research them, see if they presented any 
threat to himself or Xander, but he'd gotten 
dristracted and forgotten. Now everything seemed 
to come back to them; first the re-scenting, just like 
the morning after he'd killed them, and now this 
second reminder.  
 
He remembered their telepathy and wondered if 
they had the ability to modify behavior some way. 
The book, pompously written and even more 
pompously translated, some footnotes taking up 
entire pages, had a very limited amount of 
information on most species, especially this one. Of 
the three pages devoted to them, two and a half 
dealt with their social structure. They lived in small 
clans, led ostensibly by a King, but more practically 
by their High Priest. Once the King died, the Priest 
would metamorphose into a larva-type creature 
and the new Priest would be called, his mission to 
feed his King until the moment of Ascenssion. At 
this, the author, being a poncy and useless bugger, 
launched into a lengthy sumation, detailing the 
inconcievability of such an ascenssion happening.  
 



"The Council's records provide no further 
information on this ascension. However, a once-
reputable source laughingly claims the existance of 
a prophesy regarding a re-ensouled demon playing 
a crucial role."  
 
"Bloody fucking hell." No wonder old Rupes had 
four copies of the book. The former Watcher had to 
be the world's foremost leading expert in the area 
of souled demons, and had probably been trying to 
determine what role his Slayer would undoubtedly 
play. Unfortunately, the next page began the 
section on Fyarl demons, and no further 
information could be gathered.  
 
He glanced at the clock, noticing for the first time 
that the sun was due up in less than an hour. He 
preempted his rising panic that Xander hadn't come 
home, by panicking over his next course of action. 
He picked up the phone, hand shaking and mouth 
gone inexplicably dry, and dialed the number from 
memory.  
 
A surprised sounding, high-pitched voice answered 



with a muffled grunt on the third ring.  
 
"Niblet."  
 
"Spike! How-"  
 
"Love to chat, Pet, but is Red around?"  
 
"No. There's some girl gang taking over Sacramento. 
Apparently, like, all of them got called, and she and 
Buffy went to go stop them from going all Faith on 
us. Before Faith, not now Faith, because she's good 
again. Like you. Why?"  
 
"She got email, Bit?"  
 
"Yeah, hold on." Dawn rattled off Willow's email 
address and Spike copied it down carefully, pulling 
Xander's lap top out of his briefcase with one ear on 
the hallway, and the other trying not to not listen to 
whatever Dawn was saying about the life and times 
in L.A. "Are you and Xander fighting?"  
 
"What?" Spike looked up from the computer, as if 



he could intimidate Dawn into talking by staring at 
the phone. As if he could intimidate Dawn at all. 
 
"You're upset. Is it Xander?"  
 
Spike snorted. "You could say that."  
 
"Is he being mean to you?" She demanded. 
"Because you know I'll kick his ass."  
 
"Not anymore, Niblet. Been training him."  
 
"Ooooh, is he all muscley again?"  
 
"Look, Dawn-"  
 
"I'm sorry, Spike." She laughed at what she took for 
unnecessay jealousy. "Like he'd ever look at anyone 
else. And you know I wouldn't try to-"  
 
"I know. Look, I have to get some things done here. 
You tell Red to give me a call, right?"  
 
"Absolutely. And Spike?"  



 
"Yeah?"  
 
"He loves you, even if he's being a jerk."  
 
Spike hung up the phone, and slowly crossed the 
kitchen, opening the refrigerator and withdrawing a 
packet of human blood. He heated it quickly, then 
drank it without tasting it. He wanted to believe 
Dawn, that Xander wouldn't look at anyone else, 
touch anyone else, let anyone else touch him. But 
his words looped around in his head, a constant 
reminder.  
 
'I'm really beginning to wonder if you're worth it.'  
 
'You think I can't find someone?'  
 
'Do you honestly expect me to go through this crap 
every night?'  
 
In the back of the closet in the dungeon, Spike's 
small trunk still sat, unopened since they'd moved 
in. He didn't take it into their bedroom when he 



moved the rest of his things, although he didn't 
know why. He kept a few mementos of his time 
with previous lovers, sodding romantic fool that he 
was, in the bottom of the trunk. Maybe that was 
why. There was even an old handkerchief of Cecily's 
that he'd taken from her at a party, before she'd 
humiliated him. Underneath that, though, was an 
old family Bible of Dru's that she'd taken when she 
fled to the convent, and kept even after. She'd of 
course perverted the pages with records of deaths 
of her victims, but she'd also recorded some of the 
more useful visions she'd had and spells she'd 
learned through some source or another. You 
tourture and turn a girl about to become a nun, you 
get mixed results.  
 
He didn't know what he was looking for, he only 
hoped that something in there would strike him as 
useful. There had to be a spell, something to make 
Xander see he was being controlled, amnipulated. 
And Spike knew he was, otherwise he'd go insane 
with the overwhelming thoughts that Master no 
longer loved him, no longer wanted him, was at 
that moment enjoying a warm fuck with a living, 



breathing human that he could take in the sun and 
teach to obey and submit to him better than Spike 
ever could.  
 
Something had happened to Xander, something 
supernatural, and there would be a cure that would 
bring his Master back to him. His eyes landed 
randomly on the page containing the Third Psalm, 
scrawled in Drusilla's child-like handwriting, written 
in peacock blue ink he recognized as having come 
from a pen with a dark red design he'd found at a 
gas station half way to Brazil. He bought it for her, 
hoping the design would distract her long enough to 
stop her incessant sobbing over his betrayal of their 
Sire. She had written an account of the attack, how 
Spike had taken her from her Daddy. He had 
enough experience picking through her descriptions 
of crying stars and dripping moons, and it turned 
out to be a very accurate, almost sympathetic 
account of the situation. And an rather lucid 
rationalization of exactly why the Bible's pages 
didn't burn her hands when she touched them.  
 
He scanned the rest of the book, but kept flipping 



back to the end of the passage. She'd written 
something else, followed by something in what 
appeared to be German. Dru didn't speak German. 
Neither did he. He typed it into the e-mail, hopin 
that Willow could help him translate it, and scanned 
over what was written before. It seemed Miss Edith 
told her he'd have to do it again, betrayal that 
wasn't betrayal. Not to her this time, their time was 
drawing to a close, but to another, a 'raven kitten 
who took care of him'.  
 
Stupid buggering doll and stupid bloody buggering 
fucking prophesies.  
 
 
 
 

Part Sixty-Seven   Information 

 
 
 
 
Spike paced the living room in full Big Bad form, 



chain smoking and fangs bared. His thoughts 
centered around one point.  
 
Someone fucked with Master.  
 
He gathered his thoughts. Master told him to do 
whatever he wanted, as long as he didn't wash. He 
didn't want to wash. He wanted to kill whoever cast 
a spell on his Master. But Master told him not to 
leave the flat. He already searched every inch of 
space for evidence of the spell and found nothing. 
He had enough experience with both magic and 
sorcerers to know that the vamps that had stolen 
their hair had caused this, and they would pay. His 
clenched fist flew from his side and hit the wall, 
knuckles coming away bloodied. He'd momentarily 
forgotten that this wall was an outside wall, not 
made of easily giving drywall, but steel and 
concrete. Spike continued pacing, smoking and 
growling, licking the blood from his hand and 
imagining the tortures he would inflict upon 
whoever thought they had big enough wrinklies to 
fuck with Master.  
 



Spike didn't have to wait long for Xander to return 
home. It was just passed the normal time for him to 
come home on a work day, and he was dressed in a 
suit, obviously having been at the office earlier in 
the day. He smelled of the office, shampoo, and 
strangely of blood. Spike watched him from across 
the room as he cleaned his reddened knuckles in 
the sink. It was a bad day for hands.  
 
He'd cut his hair. For the first time since they'd 
packed up and left Sunnydale, Xander had gotten a 
haircut, very short, no longer falling over his 
forehead. Spike hated it.  
 
"You go out, think you've got a nice restaurant, and 
all you get are people milling around you, loud and 
never shutting the fuck up, you know? No, you 
don't know, because you weren't there. You were 
here." He fixed a piercing gaze on Spike. "You did 
obey me, didn't you?"  
 
Spike nodded.  
 
Xander let out a strange barking laugh, unlike any 



Spike had ever heard from him before. "Of course 
you did. You'd never upset your Master, now would 
you?" Xander mocked him.  
 
Spike fought with his emotions, knowing this was 
not his Master, his Xander. It didn't mean the cruel 
words didn't hurt. The sense of magic was stronger 
now, as was the strange smell. Spike knew he had 
to find a way to convince Xander of his condition, 
but didn't know how.  
 
"Xan- Master, are you feeling okay?"  
 
"Why, yes, thank you." Xander replied viciously. "I 
went to get a steak. Do you have any idea how hard 
it is to find real beef in California?"  
 
Spike did not point out that there were steakhouses 
on three different corners in town.  
 
"And I ask for it rare. Rare. So this pimplely-faced 
kid brings me this charbroiled piece of meat that's 
been cooked. I said rare. You think he'd listen. So I 
tried to show him."  



 
"You beat up your waiter?" Spike asked cautiously.  
 
Xander hit him. Not hard, nothing more than a slap, 
but still, it came from nowhere, and fast. "No, you 
stupid prick. Let me finish my story. And shut off the 
water works, I'm so not in the mood for a Big Unbad 
pity party." Xander dried his hands and dropped the 
wet towel in the bathroom floor. That clenched it 
for Spike. No matter what short-comings Xander 
might have, he was fanatic about towels on the 
floor. His mind made up, knowing what he had to 
do, Spike watched for an opening.  
 
"The manager guy, what a loser, can't even get a 
real job," Xander continued, back to Spike, but still 
to close to the wall for Spike to make his move.  
 
"So he comes over and tells me I'm causing a 
disturbance. Me! He's the one who can't hire cooks 
who can fix me a fucking rare stake, and I'm causing 
a disturbance?"  
 
"You like them medium-well." Spike interjected, 



hoping this would do it.  
 
Xander was in his face in an instant. "What was 
that?" He snarled, spittle flying from his lips.  
 
Spike conked him on the back of the head. Taking 
advantage of vampire speed and coordination, he 
caught him before he slumped to the ground. 
"Sorry, pet. Have to fix you now." Spike dragged 
him through the doorway of ther dungeon and 
muttered, "And I have to quit getting in these 
bloody messes where I have to knock out my dark-
haired beauties. Once was more than enough, and I 
didn't even plan it this time."  
 
Spike carried himover to the cross, where he'd been 
restrained just the day before, and debated 
whether or not to tie him up. Xander stirred, and 
growled at Spike, then bounced to his feet, fury in 
his eyes, showing more coordination and better 
recovery time than Spike had ever seen from his 
human. He was speaking, or attempting to speak, 
but all Spike heard were grunts and whines 
interspersed with growls. The demon nature was 



aware enough to know that this was dangerous; 
Xander's situation was deteriorating rapidly, and he 
had to fix it now.  
 
"Xander, luv, calm down. I need to fix you. 
Someone's been playing with the mojo."  
 
Xander launched himself across the room, teeth 
snapping at Spike's throat. It was only due to Spike's 
barely superior strength that he fought Xander off, 
and he managed to chain him to the cross with a 
minimum of blood loss.  
 
"Xander, Pet, I'll be back. Gonna go fix this now." He 
closed the door and left the apartment, knowing 
Xander was going to wear himself out trying to get 
free, and hoping he had enough sense left not to 
hurt himself.  
 
 
 
 

Part Sixty-Eight   Recon 



 
 
 
 
Spike stood just outside his building, took a deep 
breath and steadied himself, knowing his usual kill-
until-you-get-results tactics were not going to help 
him this time. He needed answers, and he needed 
them quick, and he needed the information, not the 
bloodied head of his enemy on a shiny platter. 
Although that would be a plus. For the second time 
in the recent past, Spike found himself thinking back 
on the lessons his Sire had tried to teach him. The 
best way to get fast information was too... bugger 
all. It was to let Angelus ask the questions and kill 
everyone else when he gave the nod to do so. He'd 
have to do this one on his own, then.  
 
Spike used every bit of his preternatural speed to 
get him to the demon bar. If he was going to find 
out what happened, he'd find out there. He opened 
the doors, taking a formidable stance, silhouetted 
by a streetlight against the murky interior.  
 



"Right, then," he spoke loudly. "Anyone who wants 
to make a new enemy, try to leave."  
 
No one moved.  
 
"Good, those of you with brains, pay attention. 
Someone has been very, very bad." He strolled into 
the bar, but remained between the crowd and the 
door, preventing any attempted escape. "Someone 
has leveled a threat against my house, and by 
extension, the Order of Aurelius." Spike heard a 
dismissive noise come from his left and dusted the 
first vamp he saw by ripping off his head.  
 
"Any more interruptions? Perhaps rumors of a 
falling out amongst my Sire and his childer have 
grown out of control." He grabbed another one of 
the now-cowering vampires and dragged him up by 
the neck. The young one was obviously fresh out of 
the grave, as he struggled to breathe against the 
hand crushing his useless windpipe. "You wouldn't 
know about that, would you?"  
 
The vampire trembled in his grasp. Spike staked 



him. Two down, a dozen demons left to intimidate.  
 
"Good." He schooled his features for the upcoming 
lie. There was no time to waffle over the past. He 
needed all the help he could get, and this was the 
best way to do it. "Regardless of what you may have 
heard, things have never been better between 
myself and Angelus." Spike emphasized the name, 
drawing on the power of memories and rumors of 
his Sire's ruthlessness. "In fact," he added, "If this 
little matter isn't resolved within the next few 
hours, well, he'll be here to help me sort it out, and 
you can see for yourselves how we still work 
together. Of course, I could be lying. Anyone want 
to chance it?"  
 
Silence reigned as Spike finished his diatribe. 
"Now," he lowered his voice to nearly a whisper. 
"Who has something to tell me, and who will we get 
to kill?"  
 
Several of the demons rushed forward to confess 
their sins, rather than face the wrath of a reunited 
Scourge of Europe, even though most of them 



hadn't even been born, let alone turned when Spike 
and his Sire were at full force. But now with Spike 
being far more powerful, both in reputation and 
skill now than he was over a century before, and 
news of Angel's work in L. A. travelling far and wide, 
no one seemed to be ready to risk it. Spike ignored 
them all, focusing his amber eyes on the one demon 
attempting to make an escape through the back. He 
pointed to two of the remaining vampires. "You 
want to continue to enjoy your unlife, you come 
with me. Make one move that I haven't instructed, 
you'll wish I had staked you here and now." The 
vamps followed him silently.  
 
He stalked his prey for a few blocks, recognizing it 
as a Fakals demon. The same kind he had killed in 
the bar. The same kind that knew about Xander 
from reading his thoughts. He fought the urge to rip 
the demon's throat out before he could ask his 
questions and followed him silently, signaling for his 
new minions to remain close.  
 
Once they left the city proper and then the 
residential areas that surrounded it, past the sites 



that Xander's crew had been working on, a 
developing new subdivision of tract housing, past 
the planned area for the new industrial park, on and 
on out into the cleared countryside, hiding became 
more difficult. In town there had been alleys and 
doorways; here there were only open fields and the 
occasional grove of trees, left standing for 
landscaping purposes. But it worked both ways; he 
couldn't really hide, but neither could the demon. 
Spike allowed the demon to move far enough ahead 
of him to be available only by stretching his senses 
to the limits, knowing that stealth was a key here. 
His minions stayed close, not able to track as well as 
he, and so followed his instructions to remain out of 
sight.  
 
The demon knew he was being followed. He was 
still young in his clan, and his telepathy only worked 
in the vaguest of senses. He could pick out strong 
emotions, but nothing specific. The only thing he 
was getting off the vampires following him was 
rage, seconded by a strong amount of fear. 
However, he knew that this was the Weak One, and 
his High Priest had instructed him to watch for any 



unusual behavior from him, such as an attempted 
escape or sudden shift in mood. This rage was a 
certain shift from the confusion and misery 
formerly prevalent, and the demon decided that the 
best course of action was to lead the Weak One to 
the lair. The vampire was supposed to be drawn 
there by his human, in a few days, but the demon 
figured that the earlier, the better, and the clan 
could begin their feast as soon as he led him into 
the trap awaiting him. Perhaps then the ban on 
feeding inside the cave would be lifted, and he 
could indulge in a full meal once more.  
 
When the destination became obvious, Spike 
followed the demon deep into the woods that 
hadn't been slashed- and -burned, back into the 
caves. He followed more closely now, using the 
camouflage and scents of the forest to cover 
him.  He was pleased that the two he'd chosen to 
come with him had the makings of more than 
simple cannon fodder; they followed silently and 
had required no further instruction so far. Perhaps, 
if they could be trustworthy, as far as demons went, 
he could have a couple of minions after all. He could 



keep them in bottled blood and intimidate them 
into feeding exclusively at the bar, and they could 
do his biding when it was required. Perhaps 
something good would come out of this after all.  
 
The tingles signifying powerful magic multiplied 
with every step towards the caves. This was 
definitely where the spell was being cast. The 
demon headed for a cave, brightly lit from within by 
what had to be a very large fire. Spike attacked, 
grabbed the demon form behind, wrapping an arm 
around its neck and baring his fangs.  
 
"What do you want with the boy?"  
 
"Vampire," The demon hissed. "How kind of you to 
join us. We thought perhaps we'd have to wait for 
your pet human to lead you here." A sick smile split 
the demon's fluctuating face, right before Spike's 
fist split the smile. A small trickle of deep purple 
blood oozed forth, but the grin did not falter.  
 
"What are you after, then?"  
 



"Vengeance." Spike bristled at that, knowing that 
Xander had done nothing to the demons, and 
therefore it was him. His fault.  
 
The demon continued talking. "You, vampire, killed 
our emissaries. Without them, our master's power 
has remained locked. He will use you. He will feed 
off the misery you give from losing your pet. We 
know you're losing him, we've watched you. He's 
leaving you. You will submit to our Master, and he 
will slowly destroy you."  
 
Spike had heard enough. He'd confirmed these 
were the demons tormenting his Xander, using his 
Mate to get to him. He pulled back on the demon's 
head, attempting to snap his neck. The rubbery 
flesh simply slid back in place, not harming the 
demon, but seriously pissing him off. The attack 
came, but was slow and unskilled against Spike's 
rage- enhanced speed. Spike bent and grabbed his 
knife, dodging what blows he could, and stabbed 
the demon through the eyes, driving the blade in so 
hard it came back out the other side of the skull. 
Spike withdrew, shaking off the blood and 



sheathing the knife once more.  
 
"And this is the way we kill them." He addressed his 
minions. "We go in, I give the signal, you kill 
anything you see. Afterwards, we'll talk 
compensation. As in my not killing you."  
 
Recon was finished, now it was time to play.  
 
 
 
 

Part Sixty-Nine   Guilt 

 
 
 
 
Spike entered the cave and found a natural 
outcropping of rock for his minions and himself to 
hide behind, then watched the small group of 
demons scurry to fulfill the whims of the one who 
was obviously their master. Maybe recon wasn't 
finished quite yet. He reassessed his knowledge of 



these demons, for once trying to formulate a plan 
and more importantly, stick to it. This was far more 
important than any Saint's day feast or piece of 
admittedly miraculous jewelry. This was Xander.  
 
The demons were shape-shifters, weak spots in the 
eyes, telepathic, voices like cats in a blender, and 
apparently, possessed delusions of grandeur and 
fed on misery. Fun group of guys. Remember to tell 
the Watcher when this is done and Xander is safe.  
 
Xander will be fine, he will not be hurt, he will not 
be mad, he will be fine.  
 
"Master?" One of his minions hesitantly asked.  
 
Spike turned his glare on him.  
 
"You're speaking, and we can't hear your 
instructions." The minion visibly cringed, awaiting 
his punishment for questioning this Master.  
 
Spike shook off his reverie, having been completely 
unaware that he had been speaking his thoughts 



aloud. "No matter, follow my lead and kill anything 
that moves."  
 
The one in power wore ceremonial robes and the 
air of one who demanded more than he deserved. 
He was also wearing a large glowing crystal pendant 
around his neck. That was Spike's goal; it emanated 
Xander's new scent, the underlying pure sunshine 
smell topped with the rancid scent of this magic.  
 
He shimmied out from his bolt hole and grabbed 
the closest demon's neck, silently instructing his 
minions to do the same, trying to even out the 
odds. He decided to go all out, if you're going to 
make an impression and all that rot. Now knowing 
how much force to use, he ripped the head 
completely off the body and tossed it toward the 
leader.  
 
"Seems you wanted my attention for something."  
 
The Master shouted something at his clan and 
seven of the cave's remaining occupants advanced 
on Spike, while the high muckity-muck Priest Too 



Good To Fight, stood and watched, an expression of 
disgust still on his face after he'd side-stepped the 
head.  
 
Spike wasted little time attacking. This time he 
knew how to kill them. This time he had no doubts, 
and he was on the offensive, and he was less than 
pleased, and here he had absolutely no interest in 
the decor, and all this was flowing from his mouth 
in a Xanderesque babble again without his 
knowledge.  
 
He ripped through flesh with clawed fingers, his 
dagger, and when the occasion called for it, fangs. 
His minions unfortunately had not fared as well, 
only managing to take down one of the demons 
before they both were killed. Too bad, they were 
good minions, but it had worked to his advantage. 
As each new demon fell under Spike's assault, the 
crystal pendant glowed brighter, the scent of magic 
grew stronger, and more of Spike's secrets tumbled 
from his lips.  
 
The demons became harder to defeat with each 



painful memory acknowledged, feeding and gaining 
strength from his obvious torment, but Spike fought 
through the feeling of betrayal, and the anger he 
feared from Master when he woke up.  
 
"I tied him up with his own toys. I'm not allowed to 
touch his things. He won't forgive me, never forgive. 
Oh, God, I'm so sorry, sorry, so sorry."  
 
Spike pushed on, even when shame and secrets 
were uncontrollably spilling forth he repeated in his 
head that it was the spell and the faces of everyone 
he ever killed were not in front of him.  
 
He ripped Dawn's head off her tiny body, and he 
sobbed, repeating in his head that Dawn would not 
bleed purple foul-smelling slime. But every 
transgression against the girl came out in choked 
sobs, from what he did to her sister to the time he 
nicked her lavender nail polish just to keep part of 
his only friend with him.  
 
He apologized to Joyce as he blinded her with his 
bare fingers. He sobbed over Dru's body when he 



sliced through her face with his dagger. Nameless 
victims he didn't even know, couldn't atone for with 
their names because he didn't care about them 
other than the fun they could bring him and his 
Dark Goddess or his proud Sire appeared and fell 
under his hand for a second time, wrenching 
confessions from him.  
 
All the time he knew it wasn't happening, he knew 
it, this wasn't like with the First and its tricks, he 
was not really killing again. He couldn't be.  
 
"Master will be so upset, hate me, always hated me 
before. I didn't know, didn't know how to stop it, 
couldn't stop it, it hurt so bad and I couldn't stop 
but he won't care he'll always be too good for me 
always be too good I'm hurting him making him 
unclean destroying him because I love him always 
always destroy what I love."  
 
Not even aware anymore of what he was saying, 
Spike knew his misery fed the High Priest but was 
powerless to stop. The flames jumped higher with 
every agonized sob from him, the temperature rose 



and the cloying scent of magic grew heavier, but 
Spike couldn't stop himself from speaking. All his 
concentration focused on killing these demons and 
freeing Master left no room for paying attention to 
his darkest fears.  
 
The Priest stood still as another of his clan fell, 
drinking in the pure misery pouring forth from this 
Weak One, confident in their abilities to capture 
him. When there were only three left between 
himself and the vampire, though, he began to 
fidget.  
 
When down to two, he screamed. "It can't be! 
There is a prophesy!"  
 
Spike grabbed the next demon in his way, the 
Priest's thought having enough force to break 
through his visions momentarily. "You see, me and 
my mates? We don't tend to play by the rules, and 
we do *not* like prophesies."  
 
He pulled the dagger from the last demon's eye and 
was pinning the leader to the wall by his throat 



before the body even hit the ground.  
 
"You. Fucked. With. Master."  
 
And Spike plunged the knife into the demon, ripped 
the crystal pendant from around the bloody neck 
and wiped the ichor off on the ruined robes.  
 
"Won't do it again, now, will you?"  
 
 
 
 

Part Seventy   Pendant 

 
 
 
 
Spike sat at the mouth of the cave, cigarette 
burning out in his left hand, watching the stars 
travel slowly across the sky. The fire behind him 
kept the early morning chill from reaching him, as if 
he could feel much of anything right now. It also 



served the purpose of disposing of the bodies.  He 
hadn't wanted to take any chances, left no 
possibility of survivors coming back to claim 
vengeance. Again. For a while he had watched them 
disintegrate to an oozing purple mess, but soon the 
stench became too much for him to bear, and he 
turned his attention back to the one body he hadn't 
tossed into the fire. The body of the Priest.  
 
The pendant hadn't stopped glowing as Spike 
stomped the demon's head to a pulp. The glowing 
continued even now, after his clean-up efforts, and 
the feeling of pins and needles Spike associated 
with powerful magic never lessened as he 
wrenched the crystal from the sorcerer's neck. That 
meant that more than likely the spell had not been 
tied to the High Priest, but to the talisman. It was a 
smart move to make, ensuring that if an amateur 
was involved the spell would not be broken, even 
after the death of the sorcerer.  
 
Spike, having more experience with magic than he 
was comfortable with, was not an amateur. He was 
a pissed off Master Vampire whose Consort had 



been bespelled and suffered. He knew that 
smashing the crystal would break the spell, but 
would it return everything to the way it had been 
before, or would Xander be trapped this way 
forever? Spike lit another cigarette off the butt of 
the last one, and watched a few more stars wink 
out above him.  
 
Spike had always been ready to kill first, ask 
questions later, and this time it looked like he had 
slaughtered his only chance at an answer in his 
enthusiasm. He weighed his options carefully. He 
could take the pendant and go home to research, 
but Xander's mental state was deteriorating rapidly; 
he'd already gone pre-verbal. Certainly there had to 
be a point of no return, a time when Xander would 
not be able to come back from the magic that had 
come over him. It had only been a few days, and he 
was already this bad; research could take far too 
long. And the death of the original spell caster 
surely would affect the rate at which that 
happened. He made his decision, jumping up and 
dropping the crystal to the ground. He never had 
been good at brooding. He lifted his boot, grinding 



the amulet beneath it into a fine powder. It was 
time for Spike to face his Master.  
 
Dawn wasn't far off, and Spike knew he should be 
getting home. He needed to check on Mast- Xander. 
But in truth, his boy was either fine, or he wasn't. 
He was either fixed, or he wasn't. They were either 
over, or they weren't.  
 
He'd always heard that victims didn't remember the 
time they spent possessed. He hoped that maybe 
that would be the case with Xander. Perhaps when 
he let him down from the restraints, Spike could 
just tell him he'd had a fever, that he'd been sick for 
a few days, and Xander would have no memories 
and nothing to feel guilty for.  
 
It wasn't for his sake that he wished amnesia on the 
boy. Spike knew how badly hurt Xander would be if 
he thought he'd hurt Spike. There was a distinct 
possibility that his days of dominating Spike were 
over if Xander thought he could lose control. It was 
what made him so good. He always had control of 
himself, of Spike, of the situation, even when he 



hadn't any idea what to do. If anything threatened 
that ability, Spike knew he would stop.  
 
The thought alone made him shiver. The depth to 
which he had begun to crave what *that* Xander 
offered surprised him. If it hadn't have been 
influenced by the spell, it would have been nearly 
perfect. Spike hadn't felt that level of submission, 
total ownership, since Angelus. And that brought 
him full circle, back to the problem he'd had before 
this started. One problem at a time. First, Xander, 
then... whatever this was.  
* * * 
 
Spike entered the lobby just as the sun broke the 
horizon. He stood back in the shadows, watching for 
a moment as the sky turned pink around the edges 
of the apartment building across the street. Too 
many close calls, and never had Spike been so 
happy to take cover in the underground hallway to 
his home. His safe home with his safe Xander.  
 
The scent of blood hit him hard when he opened 
the door to the dungeon. Spike panicked for a 



moment at finding Xander unconscious, hanging 
limply from the restraints, his face a little more 
bruised than when he'd left, but Spike calmed when 
he focused on the sound of the slow but steady 
heartbeat. Spike unfastened the restraints gently, 
the flesh of Xander's wrists and ankles reddened 
and in places ripped jaggedly from where he had 
twisted in the attempt to free himself. Spike was 
grateful he had the presence of mind to ensure 
Xander couldn't gnaw his own arm off, and then 
released a snort of near-hysterical laughter brought 
on by the stress of the situation.  
 
He took Xander's limp body over to the bed and laid 
him down, then found a bottle of water and a bag 
of blood for himself. He drank the blood cold while 
he wet a cloth and began stripping and cleaning his 
lover. He cradled Xander's larger form in his lap as 
he worked, getting skin to skin contact with as 
much of him as he could. He needed to reassure 
himself that Xander was still here with him. His 
smell was closer to normal, buried under the 
clammy smell of old sweat and sickness, but still 
there.  



Once Spike began cleaning his wounds, there really 
wasn't all that much blood, the smell so strong due 
to the spell, not the quantity. The wounds would 
heal quickly, and Spike licked them to speed the 
process. He tried not to, but even though the taste 
of Xander's blood was still faintly tainted with 
magic, it was so good, and Spike let out a little 
moan, tears stinging his eyes as he realized how 
close he had come to losing him.  
 
Xander's heart sped the slightest bit, and he stirred 
in Spike's arms, stopping the vampire's impending 
breakdown.  
 
"Wake up, Xander. Come on back to me now." Spike 
tried to control himself, but felt his face shift with 
the thought of someone taking this away from him.  
 
"Ech. Hurt." Xander croaked.  
 
Spike held up the water bottle and tilted it back for 
Xander to drink. "Better?" Spike asked when Xander 
had sipped most of the bottle.  
 



"Sorry." Xander struggled to speak, voice harsh 
from having screamed his throat raw. Not for the 
first time, Spike found himself grateful that the 
walls to their apartment had been well 
soundproofed. Xander explained it as knowing the 
vampire liked loud, and he didn't feel like pissing off 
the neighbors with his nocturnal roommate's punk 
at all hours. Of course, that explanation came not 
long after the first time Xander had brought him off 
with only the flogger, so the insulation had other 
uses as well.  
 
"Sh. Rest." Spike shushed him. While Xander's heart 
beat was strong and his smell closer to normal, he 
was pale and shivering.  
 
"Sorry." Xander repeated.  
 
"Sleep." Spike shifted off the bed, covering Xander 
with several of the blankets piled at the foot of the 
bed. Xander closed his eyes and Spike sighed in 
relief, only realizing how badly he was shaking when 
he tried unsuccessfully to light his cigarette, 



preparing for the vigil he would stand next to his 
lover's recovering body.  
 

Part Seventy-One   Homecoming 

 
 
When Xander woke, Spike's piercing blue gaze 
pinned him to the bed, even though he had yet to 
open his eyes. He didn't need to see him, he could 
feel that Look from across the state; this was just a 
few feet away. Xander felt a twinge of guilt as he 
first remembered other times Spike sat by his 
bedside until he woke, then flashed to the 
memories of the past couple days. Just like all the 
other times he'd been possessed, and isn't that a 
fun thing to have multiple memories of, he 
remembered everything. But this time, he didn't 
think he'd be able to pretend he didn't. He owed 
Spike more than that. He knew how it felt to be 
brushed off, a mistake, with nothing more than a, 
'sorry, I wasn't feeling myself'.  
 



He opened his eyes, wincing at the sting of his 
swollen face, wondered how that happened, and 
gazed at Spike blearily. Spike's face was also 
bruised. In the same places Xander was sore. Ah.  
 
"Do I look as bad as you?"  
 
Spike nodded. "Feel better?" He broke the silence, 
but so quietly that Xander couldn't tell if he was 
upset or not. It was a stupid thing to wonder, 
because of course he was upset. Who wouldn't be, 
after the way he'd been treated?  
 
"Yes. I think... Was there a spell?"  
 
Another nod. "Payback. Seems when I didn't let 
those demons eat me a while back, I ruined their 
plans to take over the world. Pity."  
 
"So they made me evil?"  
 
Spike couldn't help but chuckle. "You weren't evil, 
Pet. You were just... not completely yourself."  
 



"Oh."  
 
"Never said it made sense."  
 
"Guess not." Xander fidgeted and Spike waited for 
him to continue. "Hate me?"  
 
Spike blinked. "No. Hate your hair." He drawled.  
 
"It stunk. At least, I thought it did. Had to get rid of 
it. Sorry. But you don't hate me? After what I did to 
you?"  
 
"You didn't do anything wrong. Nothing the demon 
didn't like, even."  
 
"But you... What about you?"  
 
"I am the demon."  
 
"You're more than your demon."  
 
Spike dropped his gaze, not willing to let Xander see 
the true meaning behind his next words. "Not that 



much."  
 
"So you enjoyed me being a complete asshole?"  
 
"No. I enjoyed you wanting me." Spike explained, 
growing agitated. Why couldn't Xander just see that 
it was over and time to move on? He didn't want to 
talk about this, give Xander a chance to reconsider 
and restructure their relationship, make it all equal 
and take away the one thing that let him know who 
he was, what he was.  
 
"I always want you."  
 
"You took me. You scented me."  
 
"I thought I already did that." Xander was visibly 
confused.  
 
"You did it the way humans do it. Once. This time 
was more the way animals do it. The way demons 
do it." Spike sounded very frustrated, moved the 
same way. He stood, searched for a cigarette, 
couldn't find one, sat back down.   



 
Xander didn't understand. He didn't see how he 
could be forgiven, not after the things he'd said, 
intentionally, purposefully hurting Spike. "And you 
wanted that?"  
 
"Hell, yes. The only thing you didn't do is fuck me, 
and I wanted that, too." Spike thought his 
enthusiasm might be a bit overboard, but Xander 
was tying himself, and the bed sheets, up in knots 
over nothing. It was true, though. If Xander would 
just accept that he owned him, that he was 
Xander's to use how he wanted, when he wanted... 
But Xander still wouldn't look at him, and Spike 
could almost see things falling apart. Toy cabinets 
sanded and painted, given to the girls as china 
cabinets, the room turned onto a study or library, 
the toys... Xander would burn the toys, not able to 
look at  them again.  
 
"No." Xander sat a little straighter, his voice 
forceful, reminding Spike of how he was before. For 
a moment, Spike thought that maybe the spell 
hadn't worn off completely, but he chanced a look 



into Xander's eyes, and saw the shine of unshed 
tears. "I've done this before. I was in there, 
watching. I was pretty much powerless, no matter if 
I didn't want to do those things that way, but there 
was no way I was going to do that to you."  
 
"Why?" Xander didn't want him, Xander didn't want 
him, oh, God, Xander didn't want him.  
 
"Because it wasn't me. I mean, it was, but it was 
some animal me, making you, forcing you to, 
because I wanted it, not because we wanted it, you 
know?"  
 
Oh, Spike knew, all right.  
 
"That's why I kept leaving. If I had stayed, I would 
have, and you'd never be able to forgive... I wasn't 
going to do that to you."  
 
Spike sighed. Damn Xander's honor and damn his 
own inability to risk this close-enough for the 
complete. "Honestly, Xander, I'm not upset."  
 



"You liked it?"  
 
"Yes."  
 
"Oh."  
 
"What? You're thinking so hard smoke's coming out 
of your ears, Pet. What is there to get? You wanted 
me and I liked it. You did nothing wrong. Came on a 
little sudden, is all. Don't you see? The point of the 
spell was to get you to turn me away, cast me out, 
but you didn't. Must be really shitty magicians, 
those demons."  
 
"Good magicians. I wouldn't, couldn't do those 
things to you otherwise." Xander sighed and tried to 
get more comfortable on the bed before 
continuing.  "I just love you too much for it to have 
worked right. They thought they were dealing 
with... I don't know, people playing or something. 
But love, that's more powerful than magic. Learned 
that on a bluff when an evil, veiny version of my 
best friend tried to kill me. Those sorts of lessons 
stick with you."  



 
Spike swallowed hard against the lump that had 
risen in his throat. He wanted to speak, but Xander 
continued. "I don't want to treat you like that. I 
remember it, and I was watching myself do those 
things, and I can never eat at the steakhouse on 
third, by the way. Saying things to you and I never 
wanted to... I don't want to do that to you. I've 
already done things to you that I never thought I 
could do to anyone. I don't think I could treat you 
like that again."  
 
"You don't want to do this anymore?" Spike's eyes 
flashed yellow as the demon came to the fore. "You 
don't want to be Master? Demon not good enough 
for you now?"  
 
"No, I-"  
 
"Fine! Soon as the sun sets, I'll be off. Leave you to 
your normal human behavior."  
 
"Spike, that's not-"  
 



"No! You don't get to walk out on me. This time, I'm 
leaving." Too much, too much, and all the things 
he'd feared in the cave, those things that he'd 
convinced himself were just a result of the spell he 
convinced himself now were real.  
 
"Spike! Sit down, now! You are in my room and you 
are my property and I did not give you permission 
to speak. Now sit down and shut the fuck up and 
listen to me." Xander laid back down, sweating 
lightly, not over the weakness from the spell, and 
the outburst took most of the strength he had 
regained. But at least Spike was sitting now, jaw 
clenched, head turned away.  
 
"Tell me if you're listening to me." Xander asked, 
noting the stupidity of the question even as he 
spoke.  
 
Spike looked at him for a moment with narrowed 
yellow eyes. "Yes." He enunciated. "I am listening." 
He paused dramatically before adding with a sneer, 
"Master."  
 



Xander sighed. "What I was trying to say was that I 
love you too much to take advantage of you like 
that. I never said I didn't want to be your Master, 
did I?"  
 
Spike shook his head once before remembering that 
he was angry.  
 
"I just feel really bad about being such a dick to you, 
and you keep saying how much you liked it, and I 
can't be that for you. I can Master you, I like it, I 
want it, I want you. But I can't do it that way. That's 
how everyone else... It's not what we have. We're 
not... Tell me if you really want to be treated like 
that. Talk to me."  
 
"Just didn't want you getting all worked up over it. 
If I wanted to be with brood boy, I'd have moved in 
with Peaches, wouldn't I?" The words came without 
biding and Spike briefly wondered once again if the 
after-effects of the spell were still lingering in the 
room. He'd never wanted to tell Xander exactly how 
conflicted he was over his Sire, and he desperately 
hoped he didn't pick up on it now.  



 
"I don't only do it for you, you know. I need this, 
too. Do I give you what you need?" Xander asked 
with such longing in his voice that Spike forgot his 
anger.  
 
"You give me everything I've ever dreamt of, 
Xander. Everything. Now, then, always. It doesn't 
matter as long as it's you." Tears shone in Spike's 
eyes.  
 
"I was worried that I've been becoming too 
dominant for you."  
 
"When?"  
 
"Before this. A while back, when we argued."  
 
Spike thought back to their last argument, back to 
the night in the alley. One more issue still 
unresolved, piled on top of the heap that was 
threatening to topple over and bury them both. 
"No. You're not. It wasn't about that."  
 



"What was it, then?"  
 
Spike didn't answer, couldn't answer.  
 
"Please? I laid out what I felt."  
 
"Not now, Xander. Please?" He couldn't tell Xander, 
would never tell him, and he was far too exhausted 
to come up with a decent lie.  
 
Xander sighed. One of these days, he was chaining 
Spike up and then he'd get his answers. A slight grin 
crossed his lips as he shut down the guilt, just for a 
while, and allowed himself to think about bringing 
Spike in here again, this time with no doubts, no 
questions, both of them knowing they were there 
for both of them. "Come up here. You need to rest 
as much as I do. And I need to hold you. Need to be 
with you. "  
 
"I love you, Xander."  
 
"Love you, too, Spike. Thanks for bringing me back."  
 



"Love you, Xander."  
 
 
 
 

Part Seventy-Two   Drunk Again 

 
 
 
 
Xander drifted off to sleep under his vampire 
blanket, content and sated, feeling better already. 
Thanks to vampire-Consort healing, the shared 
bruises were fading already, from both of them. The 
spell had left him weak and exhausted, but he could 
feel the effects wearing off, and by the next 
morning the only consequences would be a hang-
over and whatever emotional damage he'd inflicted 
on Spike. No matter what the vampire told him, he 
knew that this would prove to be a turning point in 
their relationship, one that either broke them or 
made them stronger. Neither one of the could stand 
any more talking that night, and so he could only 



hope it was the latter as he began to fall into a deep 
sleep.  
 
Spike, on the other hand, relaxed only enough to 
lull Xander to sleep. He had spent the entire day 
watching Xander sleep off the effects of the spell, 
leaving his side only to feed, dose Xander up to 
speed his healing, and then replenish the blood 
supply in the dungeon's fridge. When his boy awoke 
and called him to the bed, Spike's night had just 
begun. With his thoughts spinning out of control, 
and his Master in no shape to comfort him, through 
either affection or pain, and his body aching for 
release, he left to pursue the only course of action 
left open to him. He waited for the heartbeat under 
his ear to slow and steady and the breath ruffling 
his hair deepen into soft snores. Then he carefully 
extricated himself from Xander's embrace, grabbed 
his duster and a spare pack of smokes and left the 
apartment.  
 
Xander jerked awake as Spike slithered from the 
bed, carefully trying not to wake him. He listened to 
the door shut, vowed to make Spike tell him what 



was wrong, then fell back asleep, passed out and 
exhausted from everything before.  
*  
 
Spike took his customary seat at the bar, ignoring 
the sycophantic demons trying to work their ways 
into his inner circle. He had no inner circle. 
Wouldn't they be just thrilled to know he and his 
soul rolled over for a human every night, and he 
couldn't bear the sight of his Sire anymore, even as 
much as he longed for him. What kind of a vampire 
would ignore the draw to his Sire? One that 
mastered his territory, not to feed of the residents 
of the town, but to protect them. One that had no 
desire to play this political, hierarchical game, 
though at the same time did. One that was broken 
and wrong and couldn't seem to fix it, no matter 
how hard he tried.  
 
He sighed, rolling his eyes, and slipping into game-
face long enough to growl warningly at the skinny 
blonde vampire sidling up to him. She slunk away, 
defeated, back to her laughing friends who had 
tried to tell her the Master would have nothing to 



do with her. They huddled together, drinking the 
mandatory bagged blood and whispering the 
newest rumors of why the eccentric Master 
imposed these rules, and what happened to those 
that refused to follow them.  
 
Spike tossed back another shot and continued to 
brood. The feelings of division within himself had 
only grown worse since the chubby bald man at the 
S&M shop mentioned turning Xander. And then 
came the kidnapping, then the spell, all before he 
could blink. Without the time to explain, fix, resolve 
the feelings, they'd been left to fester, grow out of 
control, leaving Spike even more divided and 
confused. It wasn't so much the issue of turning his 
lover that caused it. He didn't want that and neither 
did Xander. It was the issue of dominance and the 
internal wars the comment had caused that had 
him pounding back his third shot in five minutes. He 
ordered another, declined the offer of fresh A 
negative, and told the bartender to leave the bottle.  
 
Dominance and submission played such a large role 
in traditional vampire relationships. Few demons 



survived long enough, or cared, to develop 
meaningful connections to anyone but their Sires. 
Dominance was not only a means to control fledges 
and minions, but the main way to show concern for 
any lovers who were more than cheap fucks. An 
elder vampire who took the time to train, to teach, 
to impart these rules on the younger cared; 
otherwise, it was simply a throw down and get off 
affair.  In that way, the desire to submit went 
beyond his own needs, it was an instinctual drive, 
necessary for the peace of mind of his demon. If the 
demon was to believe Xander when he told him he 
was loved, the demon needed Xander to prove it, 
not with words, or even gentle touches and 
caresses, but with rules, demands, and 
punishments.  
 
Xander made a good Master, for a human. Always 
with the qualifier, though. They were bonded as 
Master and slave, although not as much as they 
could be, and also as Master and Consort, although, 
again, not as much as they could be, and a little off 
from tradition. They were well on their way to being 
fully bonded as Mates, even though Spike had no 



idea what that meant for either of them. But, as a 
human, he didn't understand, couldn't know the full 
extent of Spike's need. To be fair, Spike knew he'd 
never fully explained, and had to take some of the 
blame for his warring emotions on himself. But then 
the demon's voice would well up inside of him, 
whispering sibilantly, growling violently that Sire 
would know, Sire would fix it, Sire wouldn't need 
words.  
 
Spike could feel the resurgence of the demon more 
and more often, and it was harder to control his 
impulses except when Xander forced him to submit. 
And he didn't do that often enough.  Xander only 
took that step when Spike initiated it, and his 
demon used that as further proof of Xander's 
inadequacies. His inner voice told him that Xander 
didn't love him enough to take him, that he was 
only humoring him with the submission. That 
Xander could never understand the true need 
within him, and could never override the claim of 
his Sire. No matter how many times Xander told 
Spike that he did this because he wanted it as much 
as he did it for Spike, he was much less persuasive 



than the voices in his head.  
 
He hated referring to himself as if he were two 
separate creatures, but at times like this he had 
little choice. It wasn't he who wanted Angelus. 
Logically, even emotionally, he'd be content never 
to see the other vampire again. But every instinct 
he possessed urged him to seek out his Sire, his true 
Master. He wanted to let Angelus renew the claim 
and set things to rights.  
 
Demonically speaking of course.  
 
He could just see it now. He turned to the vampire 
sitting to his right, drained the bottle of Jack and 
reached behind the bar for another. "Can't you, 
mate? I go home, and suck his cock deep, just like 
he likes it. Then I say to him, taste of him still in my 
mouth , on my tongue. You ever sucked off a 
human? Better 'n blood, it is. So I say, 'Hey, buddy 
of mine, remember when my Sire tortured you for a 
few weeks? Remember how much you hate him? 
Remember when I told you I loved him? I was 
wrong, it's not love, it's desperate, aching need, 



and, by the way, it's not past tense, and I wanna go 
visit him so we can do it again. Won't it be fun? 
Maybe he'll fuck us both this time!'" Spike took 
another long swig off the bottle draining half its 
contents in one try. "I'd be lucky if he dusted me 
right there where we lay."  
 
The minion, not knowing what else to do, nodded, 
causing Spike's fist, which was still bunched in his 
shirt, to knock into his jaw.  
 
"No, don't nod at me!" Spike picked up the first 
bottle by mistake, and upon seeing that it was 
empty, tossed it over his shoulder to land in the 
remnants of the shot glasses he'd abandoned 
earlier in the night.  
 
Grateful to stop the self-induced pummeling, the 
minion shook his head quickly.  
 
"You see, it's not fun for humans. Not most of 'em, 
anyway. They're so fragile. They don't have Sires, 
don't understand the draw. And they have to 
bloody talk, talk, talk about things. Except when 



they won't talk, and you can't just throw them 
down and shag it out of 'em, you see. No, cause 
that's not how they do things, and even if it was, it's 
not my place. And that's the whole problem, you 
see? Because I don't want him,  I want my Xander. I 
just can't seem to convince this wanker in my head 
of that. You know, it's a shame. Hell of a lot easier 
to eat them than live with them."  
 
Spike noticed movement behind him and spun 
around, dragging the hapless minion right along 
with him and bracing himself for balance against 
the unfortunate fledgling's back.  
 
"Sit! Back! Down!" He bellowed. "I said it was 
easier, I did not give permission!"  
 
One of the vamps became ambitious, taking in 
Spike's slurred speech and wobbly posture and 
assuming he was in less than full control. He made a 
move for the door and Spike followed, lodging the 
stake in his ribs before pulling it out again, dusting 
the vampire by the second step.  
 



"No killing. Rules still stand," he slurred, and then 
promptly passed out.  
 
 
 
 

Part Seventy-Three   Master's Human 

 
 
 
 
Xander woke slightly before dawn, unsure as to 
whether the phone or alarm clock was to blame. It 
turned out to be both. He reached to his right to 
shut off the alarm clock, startled when he realized 
the bedside table had moved. The previous day's 
events came back to him, unfurling around him and 
reminding him why he wasn't in his room. He 
climbed out of the empty bed, awkwardly rushing 
to the phone in an attempt to answer before the 
machine picked up.  
 
Empty bed?  



 
Empty?  
 
"Spike?" He yelled into the phone, wincing as the 
sound reverberated in his head, making the 
pounding that much worse.  
 
"This is the Master's human?" The whiskey, 
cigarettes, and gravel voice asked through the 
receiver.  
 
"What? Yes. Where's Spike?"  
 
"The Master is currently... resting. He said to inform 
you to go on about your day. He'll return for you 
when it is safe."  
 
"Safe? Why isn't he safe?"  
 
"In the daylight." The voice was obviously 
unimpressed at Xander's powers of deduction.  
 
"Where is he?"  
 



"He did not specify that I inform you of his 
whereabouts."  
 
"Let me talk to him."  
 
"He did not-"  
 
Xander glanced at the clock, knowing that if he 
didn't get off the phone soon he'd be late for his 
quarterly meeting with the owners, and probably 
out of a job. At least he was no longer possessed, 
who knew what he might have done to the whiney 
little bastard in purchasing while in that state. But if 
he needed to go rescue Spike, he really wanted to 
get on with it. "Look, put him on the phone right 
now or I'll be forced to tell him how you threatened 
me."  
 
"I did no such thing!" The indignant voice squeaked.  
 
"Who do you think he'll believe, hmmm? You know 
how protective he is of his..." Xander struggled with 
the wording, not comfortable with this pretending. 
Spike was his, not the other way 



around.  "Possessions. Now put him on the phone."  
 
Xander listened as the voice grew distant, 
grumbling about teaching lessons and pampered 
pets. Then someone grunted into the phone.  
 
"Spike?"  
 
"Xander." Unmistakably Spike, in unmistakable 
pain.  
 
Xander's panic rose.  "Spike? Are you okay? Where 
are you?"  
 
"'M sleeping. Home later."  
 
"Where are you?" Had they drugged him? Was he 
concussed?  
 
"Bar."  
 
"Oh." Xander deflated, fear rushing out as quickly as 
it came. He leaned against the counter, rubbing at 
his temples.  



 
"Home later."  
 
Xander winced as the phone clattered to the 
ground, holding the receiver away from his ear until 
he heard the tinny sound of the first voice come 
through the phone again.  
 
"Are you satisfied, Master's human?" The voice 
attempted impatience, but could not quite cover 
the nervousness Xander had instilled by going along 
with this ruse.  
 
"No, not really." Xander slammed the phone down 
and began his morning ritual, fixing a very large cup 
of coffee to start with. Sunset could not come soon 
enough.  
 
 
 
 

Part Seventy-Four   Phone booth 



 
 
 
 
Xander was waiting when Spike came home that 
night, arriving about an hour after sunset. He could 
tell this wasn't going to end well. He could smell 
Xander's irritation out in the hall, heard his 
heartbeat rise when he came in, not with the thick 
thumping of arousal, but with the stuttering 
irregularity of forcibly contained rage.  
 
"How ya feeling?"  
 
That wasn't concern in Xander's voice. An icy chill 
crept down Spike's spine. What he did had been 
wrong, of course, stupid and selfish, but he had to, 
he had to get out. "Fine."  
 
"And you're home now?"  
 
Spike looked around the apartment, with the 
pointed expression of 'duh' on his face, deciding to 
cover his fear with snark. It worked well enough in 



the past.  
 
"You couldn't have told me you were planning on 
sneaking out for all night?"  
 
"I wasn't planning on it. And I had-"  
 
Xander interrupted. "You had someone give me a 
message. And you lied while doing it."  
 
"I did no such thing!" Everything else, he could 
handle being placed at his doorstep. He'd done 
something, he should be held accountable for it. 
But he had not lied, and wouldn't stand for being 
accused falsely when there was plenty of truth to go 
around.  
 
"That, that whatever he was that you had call me. 
Said I was your pet. Is that what you do? Come here 
and use me for what you need, and then go out and 
tell them all it's the other way around? You got that 
bar of yours all riled up over tales of your human 
pet, Spike?"  
 



"No."  
 
"Sure about that? Because from where I'm sitting-"  
 
Hands held in front of him, placating him without 
touching, sure that that would only make it worse, 
Spike interrupted. "I didn't tell him anything, 
Xander. I passed out, he had instructions if anything 
happened to me to call here from before, back 
when I first took possession of the bar. He made the 
assumptions on his own. I didn't say anything about 
what we have, then or now."  
 
Xander's anger faded a little, irrational territoriality 
replaced by a need to prove who was the owner 
and who was the property. "Don't deny me, Spike."  
 
"Never."  
 
"You wanted this, you initiated this, you accept 
this."  
 
"Yes."  
 



"It wasn't a question."  
 
"I know."  
 
"You belong to me, Spike. I'm with you and I love 
you, but you are mine."  
 
"Yes, Xander. Yes."  
 
Xander took a deep breath, this new need to assert 
himself fading. That could be set aside, his needs 
weren't priority right now. But he had to ask, had to 
know where Spike's lay. If he really, after all that 
he'd done, all that Spike said he was okay with, 
ranked lower than a bender. He tried to keep the 
plaintive note out of his voice, but he heard it 
anyway. "You couldn't have called me?"  
 
"Don't like phones," Spike snapped off, his 
automatic response to the question.  
 
"Whatever. I've seen you use them, we talk on the 
phone every day. Don't make up some excuse, 'oh, I 
don't like phones'. I don't like my boyfriend 



sneaking off in the middle of the night to get drunk 
and then not even having the consideration to call 
me when he doesn't come home after, after!" 
Xander bit off the rest of the tirade until he could 
collect himself. His voice had risen steadily until the 
end when he was shouting, anger taking over again, 
knuckles turning white on their grip on the chair. 
Too much walking on eggshells. Too much of this 
secretive bullshit. Too much. "Haven't we been 
through enough yet? And forgive me if I'm over-
reacting just the tiniest bit here, but I was kind of 
hoping we could try to get over what just happened 
before adding you gallivanting around all night 
without even telling me first!"  
 
"Look, Xander, I'm sorry. I didn't mean to get as far 
gone as I did. The guy called, and I talked to you."  
 
"Only because I made you."  
 
"I said I don't like-"  
 
"Tell me."  
 



"What?" Spike's eyes darted around the room, 
evasively, looking for something, anything to 
distract Xander from this line of questioning. 
Anything else. Just not this.  
 
"Tell me what it is with you and phones."  
 
"No." Firmly now, meeting Xander's eyes, attitude 
for attitude.  
 
"Tell me." Xander had not moved from his position 
on the sofa, staring toward the door like the done-
me-wrong wife in a bad B-movie.  
 
"No."  
 
"Spike, you owe me an explanation."  
 
Eyes narrowed. "Are you guilting me into this?"  
 
"Yes. I'm guilting you, and if that doesn't work, I'm 
fully prepared to pull rank on you and make you tell 
me."  
 



"That's..."  
 
"Yes, it is. Now, what's so important that you have 
to run off, get passed out-drunk, somewhere 
dangerous, somewhere you'll be made a target by 
any up- and- coming wanna- be master with enough 
sense to stay sober, and you can't bring yourself to 
care enough to let me in on it? Tell. Me."  
 
"Fine. You comfy? Because I start, and the minute 
you so much as move, story's over. Got it?" 
Challenge in his tone, in his posture, but acquiescing 
all the same, because this was Master and this was 
what he wanted, what he needed, this was his 
punishment and his reward and his Xander doing it.  
 
Xander sat still as a statue. Spike didn't pay any 
attention to him before launching into his narrative, 
still standing just inside the doorway.  
 
"It was after. Did my thing, got the soul. I was nuts 
before the basement, you know. Looney as soon as 
it happened. Only thing that kept me from sitting in 
the sunshine was getting back to Buffy, telling her 



how sorry I was. Wasn't until the basement that I 
lost that, forgot to find her. Don't know if it was all 
part of the plan or not, but I ended up in the school.  
 
"So I'm making my way across Africa, right, back to 
a port where I knew I could catch a ride on a 
freighter ship. I think it was Kenya when I had to 
stop, but for all the good I was, it could have been 
Mars. Hot that day. Very hot. Africa, in the summer, 
so, yeah, it was hot. Sun was coming up, and I was 
on the outskirts of town. Ate a dog that night. Lots 
of strays near the towns there, sickly so it's easy to 
catch one. Sobbed all over it, and got sick, hadn't 
done that before. Chip's still in, right, so I had to just 
keep it with me, let it follow me around, wait for it 
to die. Couldn't hurt it. Was close enough to 
starving not to struggle, guess it wanted to die as 
much as I did. Woke up that night, right, and there 
it was, tongue lolled out, not dried up yet, though, 
so it hadn't been long. Don't think I kept any of it 
down, and the guilt over the waste made it all the 
worse."  
 
Spike stopped pacing, stood stock-still in front of 



Xander, glazed eyes not seeing much of anything. 
"Didn't know where to go, thought about not going 
anywhere, just sitting down and waiting for it, but I 
couldn't. Had to get back, had to tell her I was sorry. 
She wants to kill me, fine, but I wasn't going to take 
that from her as well. Sun started to come up, last 
stars blinked out of the sky. Pink on the edge of the 
savannah right there, and the only place to go was a 
train station. Lots of windows so people could see 
when their train arrived. Not like you could miss it, 
bloody loud contraptions. Think that in all the years 
they've been using trains they could make them 
quiet. So, lots of windows, sun coming up, nowhere 
to go. I'm looking around, really don't want to die 
now, now that crunch time came, never could go 
through with it. Never could, owed too many too 
much, couldn't let it go like that."  
 
Xander couldn't remember any point in time where 
Spike spoke so much. He was usually very to the 
point, and this decent into babbledom frightened 
him. There was a haunted look in Spike's eyes, like 
something was welling up from within and Xander 
wasn't sure if the vampire would be able to fight it 



off if it took over. He wanted to stop this, stop the 
story and tell Spike he never had to touch a 
telephone ever again if he didn't want to, he could 
go out and get drunk and never call him, if that's 
what it would take to end this story right there. He 
wanted to go through the apartment and throw 
both phones away, run them down the disposal, rip 
the wires out of the wall, but Spike's voice had him 
pinned, and he didn't dare blink, let alone move.  
 
"Found something, three phone booths, old 
fashioned stand up, actual booths. Do you even 
remember them? Don't see them much around 
here anymore. But there they were. Wood at the 
bottom, etched-glass inset into the doors at the top, 
but solid at the bottom. So I grabbed a flyer or 
newspaper or something and a pen from the 
scheduler's booth. Wrote on it, 'out of order', stuck 
it to the door and crawled inside. Braced the door 
shut with my body, even though it didn't matter so 
much. Lots of trains, but not a lot of phone calls 
going out that day.  
 
"Tried to sleep. Too much noise, too many trains. 



Then the phone starts ringing. I ignore it. Not for 
me, but it won't stop, and I start thinking. If 
someone notices the phone works, they'll come and 
take down the sign, open the door, and that's all 
there is of me. Ash before she can do me, which is 
what I'm sure is going to happen when I get back. 
Started to be the only thing going for me, that it 
would all be over when she got me.  
 
"So, I reach up, real careful like, to avoid the few 
stray rays of sun hitting right above my head. I grab 
the phone down, and I hear it. 'Spike,' it says. 'Spike, 
it's us. Don't you remember us?' Voices coming 
through the phone, and no, I don't remember them, 
of course, but I know. I know who they are. Didn't 
talk to most of my victims, but I know it's them. And 
I reach up to slam the phone back down, don't care 
anymore if someone hears it, if they open the door 
and it's all over. Don't care because then they'll 
have to shut up. Reach up and slam the phone 
down and sunlight hits my hand.  
 
"It burns, hurts, but it doesn't matter because 
they're not in the phone anymore, they're in the 



booth. Everyone ever that I raped and killed and 
tortured and fed off of, they're all there, squeezed 
into that phone booth with me. Don't know how 
they fit, doesn't matter because they were really 
there, I could feel them, smell their fear, and pain, 
and all they did was ask. 'Why?'"  
 
Spike stopped talking. Just stopped. Mouth still 
open, panting just a bit, but no words anymore.  
 
Xander saw that he was shaking.  
 
"I'm sorry, Spike," Xander whispered, not able to 
speak any louder, even if he wanted to.  
 
"Just... gonna go to bed now."  
 
"Want me to come with you?"  
 
Spike nodded, and Xander was there, instantly 
running a hand down Spike's arm, not pushing, not 
pulling, just following Spike into the bedroom. Once 
there, he slowly, carefully removed the vampire's 
clothing, softly, then pulled the blankets back and 



tucked them around the pale, too pale, too thin 
body. Walked to the other side, took off his own 
clothes, and he carefully, slowly, gently climbed into 
the bed behind him.  
 
Spike felt himself wrapped up in warm arms, strong 
arms, safe arms. Could still hear the questions, 
hundreds, thousands of voices all asking, pleading 
to know why. But they faded the minute Xander 
touched him, as his warmth seeped into his body, 
they receded, until all that was left was Xander, 
nonsense whispered in his ear, keeping the 
questions away.  
 
 
 
 

Part Seventy-Five   Better 

 
 
 
 
Nights continued much the same way for a while, 



each of them trying to pretend everything was 
normal when it obviously wasn't. Xander worked as 
few hours as he could, considering busy season was 
in full swing, but he managed to always get home 
before sunset, effectively keeping tabs on his 
vampire at all times. If Spike resented the coddling, 
he didn't mention it. He didn't mention much of 
anything. He didn't go out to get drunk after the last 
time. His few hunting trips to protect his territory 
were carried out now with Xander along. He'd been 
helpful, if a little too enthusiastic when it came to 
watching Spike's back. Then they'd walk home, 
quiet, and Spike all but begged Xander for a session 
in the dungeon. He'd sink to his knees as soon as 
the front door shut, nuzzling and rubbing or 
whatever he could come up with to get Xander to 
follow him into the room. He learned that this time, 
disobedience was only going to bring anger, and 
make his Master hurt, but it wasn't going to bring 
pain.  
 
And Xander followed, naturally, because Spike 
wouldn't let him touch him except like this. Once in 
the room, more and more extreme measures were 



required each night until Spike would come, 
exhausted and bleeding, but too tired to go out 
until at least the next night after sunset when 
Xander would be home, with him.  
 
Either way, at home or not, he was escaping, and 
they both knew it. Only Xander didn't know what he 
was escaping from. Every time Xander asked about 
it, if it was him, if he was getting what he needed, if 
he'd be more satisfied in some other situation, 
Spike distracted him with sex. Both of them were 
aware that it wasn't working, but Xander had yet to 
confront Spike about it more forcefully.  
 
Nothing else was mentioned about the phone. 
Xander still called at lunch or whenever business 
was slow; Spike still let the answering machine pick 
up and confirm that it was Xander on the phone 
before he'd relax. It wasn't often that they spent a 
calm evening in anymore, reading or watching 
television, and the days of foot rubs during old 
movies seemed to be over for good.  
 
Xander just couldn't handle another revelation like 



the last confrontation led to. He knew Spike 
couldn't. His vampire was already so close to 
breaking, proving it in every tense silence or evasion 
of contact. Xander was not going to be the last 
straw on his back. He would make it better. He 
could make it better. All he had to do was be 
whatever Spike asked him to be, and if that meant 
he had to whip him, tie him up and deny him, work 
him over with straps and floggers and draw blood 
before Spike could even get hard, then that's what 
he would do. He would not push, he would not 
cause him to relive any trauma, not ever again. And 
if he didn't get to hold him anymore, rub him into a 
limp puddle of cool muscles and purring growls 
when he tried to move away, then he would just 
have to deal with it, channel all of that into the brief 
moments Spike relaxed back into his arms, just on 
the verge of sleep, when muttered words that 
sounded not enough like 'Master' and far too much 
like 'Sire' to Xander's ears, whispered from Spike's 
swollen and bloodied lips.  
 
 
*  



 
Spike lay listlessly on the sofa, waiting for Xander to 
come home and fuck him, flipping through the 
television channels. When the phone rang, he 
flinched nervously. Xander had already called him at 
lunch, there was no reason for him to call again. 
Spike sat up, muting the television, and waiting for 
the machine to answer, hoping the phone really 
was ringing and that it wasn't his hallucination 
come back to haunt him. Again.  
 
"Spike? It's Willow. I was just, um, calling to, you 
know, um, say hi-"  
 
Spike picked up the phone and stopped the 
machine from recording any further. "Red? I got it, 
what'd you find out?"  
 
"Good, will you erase that message before Xander 
hears it? I'm not good at lying. He'll know what 
we're doing if he hears it."  
 
"It's all right, I'll take care of it. You got the e-mail, 
then?"  



 
"Yeah, I got it. I don't know though, Spike. Xander's 
my best friend."  
 
"This isn't easy for me, either. He's my best friend, 
too, Red."  
 
"I know. That's why you have to tell him-"  
 
"I won't. He can't, I won't put him through that."  
 
"Do you think it'll be easier when he finds out on his 
own? You think he won't be more hurt that you 
couldn't tell him than that you-"  
 
"I don't want to talk about it. It's not up for 
discussion. Just tell me what I need to hear."  
*  
 
Xander sat down heavily on the sofa and plunked 
his beer down on the table next to him, ready to 
start the weekend, hoping that he could somehow 
convince Spike to stay in the whole time. Tonight 
was covered. There was a kung-fu movie marathon 



coming on, and Spike had promised they could 
watch it together, just like before. But after that, 
there was only the sunnsy Saturday ahead before 
night would fall, and Spike would come up with 
some unfriendly-to-humans task far out in his 
territory.  
 
While Xander wondered exactly when he'd have to 
start the next day's beating to ensure Spike stayed 
in all night, Spike was in their bedroom, rooting 
around in some old book. He had said he'd be out 
to watch when it started. Xander was just about to 
call him when he sensed Spike in the hallway and 
turned to look at him. Spike paused, watching him, 
more than watching, judging maybe, before taking a 
deep breath and closing his eyes. When he opened 
them, Xander could see he had come to a decision 
about something, and he sat up, making room on 
the sofa for his vampire to get comfortable with 
him.  
 
Spike came over and rather than sitting with 
Xander, arranging them into a tangle of soon-to-be-
naked limbs, he folded himself onto the floor by 



Xander's feet, attention fully on the television set 
showing inane commercials. He wrapped his arms 
around his drawn- up knees and then stopped 
breathing entirely.  
 
Xander blinked, bent down to whisper in his ear, 
and asked, "Whatcha doing?"  
 
"Sitting."  
 
"On the floor?"  
 
Spike tilted his head back to look at Xander. "Yes."  
 
"Why?"  
 
Spike shrugged.  
 
"Wanna come up here?" Xander patted the soft 
leather next to him.  
 
"No." Spike turned his head back to the television.  
 
"Comfy?"  



 
"Yes."  
 
"Wanna talk?"  
 
"No."  
 
"Wanna watch the movies?"  
 
"Not if you're going to keep interrogating me, no."  
 
"If I stop?"  
 
"Yes."  
 
Xander shrugged back, and laid down on the sofa, 
pushing Spike's shoulder until the vampire moved 
closer to the end where his head was. They 
watched the movie, Xander's lips inching closer to 
Spike's ear as the dubbing got worse, one arm bent 
under his head, the other resting across Spike's 
shoulder so that his fingertips could lightly brush 
against Spike's nipples during the boring parts.  
 



By the middle of the second movie, Xander's 
pinching fingers and wandering tongue had Spike 
panting slightly. This new position made it almost 
impossible for him not to lean his head back, 
exposing his throat to his human, letting the warm, 
moist lips nibble and kiss from ear to collar-bone 
and back again. Spike turned, suddenly, kissing him 
savagely, pulling Xander's lower lip into his mouth 
and biting, just enough to make Xander gasp, then 
deepened the kiss.  
 
It was the first time Spike had taking control like this 
in such a long time, and Xander relinquished it 
eagerly. Anything for Spike to want to touch him of 
his own free will, and not because Xander tied him 
up and made him. But Spike couldn't bring himself 
to push for any more, half fearing, half longing for 
the reprimand for his presumptuousness that would 
have come if this had been his Sire, rather than his 
Master.  
 
Xander waited for the kiss to escalate, Spike's 
shoulders tensing and relaxing repeatedly under his 
hands, but nothing happened. Finally he grabbed 



the vampire's shoulders, pulled him off the floor 
and onto the sofa, onto him. He eased his hands 
around Spike's back, tugging the tee-shirt up and 
out of the way, allowing Spike to pull him up to 
sitting. He struggled out of his own tee-shirt while 
Spike's slight weight settled once again onto his lap. 
This was his favorite, with Spike straddling his 
thighs, cool chest to warm, lean hands trying to 
tangle in his hair, failing because it hadn't grown 
back out yet.  
 
"Hate this hair cut, hate it, don't fucking cut it 
again."  
 
"No. Fine, won't." More meaningless words as belts 
unbuckled, buttons unbuttoned, zippers unzipped.  
 
Spike stood, jeans off, helped Xander with his, and 
pushed him back.  "Need you, Xander. Please."  
 
"Yes. Yes, now." Xander's hands on his hips, pulling 
him down again, back to where he was, thrusting 
against him and getting closer with the scent of 
him, the heat of him surrounding him. Spike heard 



the end table drawer open, too busy working over 
Xander's claim scar to watch as Xander prepared 
him, distracted until a warm finger stroked across 
him, and then in.  
 
"So tight." Breathed against his neck, warm and 
wanting.  
 
"More. Now, more. Harder." Spike impatiently, 
worked himself against Xander's hand, back and 
then up, and Xander responded, adding another 
finger and quickly a third. Spike screamed, his eyes 
flicking to amber and then back as he regained 
control.  
 
Xander knew by the sub-vocal growl he could feel 
through his fingers and straight to his cock that 
Spike was ready, held him steady as he withdrew 
his hand and let Spike take over, positioning them 
just right and biting down hard on Spike's shoulder 
as his vampire slammed home. Spike stilled, face 
frozen in a silent cry as he was filled, Xander's teeth 
and cock in him, making him quiet inside and 
desperate outside. He flexed his thighs, pulling 



himself up, and sinking back down, building up to a 
frantic rhythm as Xander thrust up to meet him.  
 
Buried all the way and then just barely in, over and 
over until he felt the orgasm building, exploding, 
and he was coming, blood still flowing into his 
mouth, spilling over Spike's shoulder and down his 
chest to mingle in the come there as Spike came 
too. He slumped back, sweat soaked leather 
threatening to dry and stick, pulling Spike with him, 
still inside him, both of them panting harshly. 
Spike's face nestled into his neck, a gentle sucking, 
no teeth, no biting, just a soft pressure. "So good."  
 
Spike's appreciative noise met his ears as the 
suckling intensified. Xander lay back, limp and 
sated, until he felt Spike shift a little and then stand, 
pulling Xander's hand.  
 
"Shower."  
 
And Xander followed, unable to let go of this 
creature, this feeling, and knowing that while 
everything seemed right through his post-orgasmic 



haze, it really, really wasn't.  
*  
 
That was the start.  From then on, whenever they 
did sit together for any length of time, Spike 
automatically sat at Xander's feet, on the floor 
rather than on the sofa next to him or in a chair 
beside him. It was vaguely disturbing at first, but 
once Xander realized Spike was more comfortable 
that way, he always had one hand free, running 
through Spike's hair or across his neck while Spike 
subconsciously purred and leaned into the touch. 
Something was wrong, and Xander was determined 
to figure out what it was. But he didn't need to ask. 
Not yet. He could figure this one out on his own.  

Part Seventy-Six   Anniversary 

 
 
Xander sat hunched over the kitchen table, his day-
planner, a large wall calendar opened to July, the 
top half displaying a cluster of mostly naked male 
models, thanks to Spike's now-dormant pre-
pubescent sense of humor, his laptop, and various 



other papers spread in front of him. Spike lounged 
on the floor, head in Xander's lap, smoking and 
contemplating what he'd make for dinner. If Xander 
paused to think about the strangeness of the 
situation, it more than likely would have 
overwhelmed him, so he didn't pause. At all. He 
thought he'd figured out how to fix it, but wasn't 
sure enough yet to ask.  
 
Instead he mumbled, "We didn't do Christmas. I 
don't celebrate my birthday. You refuse to tell me 
your birthday. That leaves our anniversary."  
 
"Leaves it for what?" Spike's question drifted up to 
him from somewhere around his knees. Xander had 
stopped stroking his head a few minutes ago, and 
Spike turned a bit to rub his forehead into Xander's 
thigh, reminding the human that he was still there.  
 
Xander's fingers gently squeezed Spike's shoulder as 
his thumb caressed the back of his neck before he 
spoke.  "Presents."  
 
"You want to do the whole present thing on our 



anniversary?"  
 
"Well, that and Valentine's day."  
 
"I am sodding well not celebrating Valentine's Day."  
 
"You liked this past one."  
 
"When?"  
 
"You remember, the chocolate, the champagne, the 
new cuffs? 'Ninety miles, Xander?'" He mocked in a 
mildly whining voice, grinning around the teasing, 
just in case.  
 
"That was for Valentine's day? I thought we weren't 
big on the festivities," Spike teased back.  
 
"What did you think it was for?"  
 
"I thought it was because I broke your Darth Vader 
doll."  
 
"You did what?" Xander leaned down to where 



Spike sat, pressing their foreheads together, trying 
to frown but failing, causing Spike to smile as 
Xander pulled back and kissed him on the forehead.  
 
"But, yeah, our anniversary. That's nice. What kinds 
of presents are we talking about here?"  
 
"You are so gonna get it."  
 
"Promises, promises. Tell me about the gifts."  
 
"We don't have to do presents. I just thought 
maybe we could, you know, celebrate. There's 
something I want to do."  
 
"All right."  
 
"You do remember when it is, right?"  
 
Spike gave Xander a look, anger mixed with hurt, 
mixed with something else.  
 
"Don't be upset, that's not how I meant it. I'm not 
good with dates, I just wanted to..." Spike had 



pulled away from Xander's hand and jumped up 
from the floor, busily pulling skillets from the 
cabinets. "I'm really not helping here, am I?"  
 
"No." He slammed down a green pepper with a dull 
thud.  
 
"Sorry."  
 
"It's next week. One year from the day we moved in 
here, I assume is the day to which you are 
referring."  
 
"Yeah." Shit, Spike pulled out the good grammar. 
He'd really pissed him off this time. "I took Friday 
off, so we could have the whole weekend to... 
celebrate," he placated. "With the sex and bed and 
presents. Please don't be mad."  
 
"You were so sure I'd remember?"  
 
"I said I was sorry," Xander turned his not-on-
purpose puppy-dog eyes on Spike, hoping to convey 
that he really hadn't meant anything by it.  



 
"Yes, you did."  
 
"Please?"  
 
"All right."  
 
"You don't mean it."  
 
"Fine."  
 
"Let me make it up to you?"  
 
"Are you going to suggest make- up sex again?" 
Spike asked him, cocked eyebrow and little smile 
playing at the corners of his lips.  
 
"You got a better idea?"  
 
"Didn't say that, now, did I?"  
 
"Is that a yes?" Xander started to rise from his chair, 
carefully dislodging papers and recapping his pen in 
preparation for his apology.  



 
"Didn't say that, either." Spike turned and 
sauntered, yup, that was a saunter, out of the 
room. Xander smiled. He was going to have to work 
for this one. He loved it when he had to work for it.  
 
"Want you, Spike." His voice came out low and 
husky, and Spike stopped in his tracks to the 
bedroom, controlled by that voice for just a 
moment.  
 
"That's nice, Xander, but I do believe you were 
busy." Two could play the voice game, he thought, 
as he continued to speak in his more cultured, more 
proper voice. He didn't do it often, but this was war.  
 
"Want you now, Spike. Want you under me, panting 
and writhing on my tongue. Want you hard and 
ready and right there while I keep you. Right. 
There." He heard Spike's sharp intake of breath, and 
so far, the game was his.  
 
Spike continued to the bedroom, not sure what the 
plan would be once he got there, but surely he'd 



think of something. Suddenly, he stopped, demon's 
voice telling him Xander only wanted him because 
of the voice, because of the man he thought he still 
was, oblivious to the demon raging inside him. He 
wavered, right in the doorway of their room and let 
Xander sneak within two or three steps of him 
before changing direction, heading further down 
the hall.  
 
"Sure about this, Spike?" Real concern was evident, 
if Spike cared to take the time to dig under the 
velvet layers of that commanding voice. The one 
that used those words to order him in there and 
naked before his Master joined him.  
 
"What have you got, Master, that will keep me right 
there? Show me?" And Spike ducked into the 
dungeon, Xander hot on his heels.  
 
 
 
 

Part Seventy-Seven   Love and War 



 
 
 
 
Xander followed Spike into the dungeon, taking 
advantage of this rare opportunity to watch his 
lover prepare himself. Always before, he'd sent 
Spike in here alone at first, joining him once he was 
already in position. But this time, he stood in the 
doorway as Spike prepared both the room and 
himself for their session. Even as frequently as 
they'd been in here lately, Xander still felt a little 
thrill in his belly when he thought about what was 
to come. That he was going to tell this powerful, 
beautiful creature what to do, and he'd be obeyed 
without question. It still pushed his arousal just that 
much higher thinking about it, after so long of being 
tolerated, merely put up with, told what to do, how 
to do it, that now he had complete control over 
someone. And not just any someone, but Spike.  
 
Spike, hyper-aware of his Master's eyes on him, 
began his preparations. First things first, he pulled 
out his lighter and lit the softly scented candles, 



cinnamon this time, set around the room. He pulled 
one stump from its holder, and replaced it with 
another from the one drawer in the toy cabinet he 
was allowed to touch. It simply wouldn't do to have 
it sputter out in the middle of their session. Soon 
the room was softly lit with gently flickering light, 
the scent of cinnamon permeating the room, strong 
enough for Xander to smell, but not so much that it 
would interfere with Spike's enjoyment. It was one 
more touch of Xander's concern for his pleasure, 
and Spike set about on the second task of readying 
the room.  
 
He checked on the state of the bed, knowing that it 
was made, but wanting to be sure that it was 
waiting for them, if Master chose to use it. Black silk 
sheets lay sleek against the mattress, manacles 
firmly bolted to the wall behind the headboard, 
visible through the iron bars. Several blankets were 
folded and piled neatly at the foot of the bed, 
waiting for them. Bed, check. He opened the 
refrigerator, ensuring it was stocked with bottled 
water and juice for his Master, and blood for 
himself. It was.  



 
While Spike pulled the first aid kit out from under 
the bed, checking to ensure it was fully stocked, 
Xander leaned against the door frame. The golden 
candlelight flickered off Spike's arms and neck. He 
stretched as he pushed the kit back under the bed, 
the muscles in his arms coming into stark relief for a 
brief second before Spike stood up again, rising up 
onto the balls of his feet before settling back down, 
showing off every inch of his back under Xander's 
intense scrutiny.  
 
Spike moved on to the final preparation: himself. He 
risked a glance toward the door where Xander was 
still waiting for him. Quickly he lowered his eyes. 
The sight of his Master lounging in the doorway, 
soft cotton wine- colored tee shirt untucked from 
casually loose jeans, arms folded across his chest as 
he leaned against the door frame, dark hair just 
beginning to grow out enough to fall over his 
forehead again, watching him prepare himself, it 
was all going to be too much. He would not lose this 
game this quickly, not before he'd gotten to touch.  
 



He regained his composure, drawing on his century 
of experience, and took off his clothes.  First his 
own shirt, folded loosely and set on the low table 
placed in the room for that purpose, then his jeans. 
He faced his Master, drawing this part out. He 
pulled his belt through the loops slowly, running the 
leather over his palms and listening intently to 
Xander's indrawn breath. Xander liked to use his 
belt on him, looping it and using the buckle as a 
handle, the doubled thickness creating a sound far 
worse than the sting. Spike dropped it casually on 
the table. He popped the buttons, each one 
relieving the ache in his groin, cool air caressing him 
and bringing on an entirely different type of ache. 
Slowly he slid his hands down his legs, taking the 
worn denim with them, looking up enough to watch 
Xander's eyes follow his movement. Finally he 
stood, completely revealed to his Master, before he 
knelt in the center of the room, eyes downcast. And 
he waited. Xander's move.  
 
Xander stayed in the doorway, still leaning in place. 
The opportunity to just watch Spike came so rarely. 
Spike was perfect, bathed int he warm light, 



surrounded by the scent of cinnamon as he kneeled 
for his Master. Still, as perfect as he looked, there 
was something missing. Suddenly, he struck upon 
the perfect gift for their anniversary, one that 
would not only be beautiful and perfect and express 
without clumsy words how much Spike meant to 
him, but one that might solve their problems, as 
well. He made a mental note to remember it once 
the session was over. Not a lot of the thoughts he 
had in the room stuck with him afterwards, 'guh' 
and 'mmm' not counting, but this one would. He 
just hoped there would be enough  time. Once the 
muscles in his legs began to obey the signals from 
his brain, he took the few steps to stand in front of 
his vampire.  
 
"Perfect," Xander gave his approval after walking a 
slow circle around Spike, touching here and there 
across his shoulders and back, watching Spike shiver 
when he let his fingers linger on his spine.  He 
opened the toy cabinet and brought out the nipple 
clamps. Then he knelt in front of Spike and licked 
his nipples to hard peaks before fastening them on. 
He watched Spike bite his bottom lip as he 



tightened them, then flicked them. Spike let out an 
involuntary gasp and Xander grinned at the slip. Just 
a little longer, a few more flicks with one hand as he 
stroked Spike's thighs with the other, carefully 
avoiding the erection arching toward his stomach. 
He knew what Spike expected, but he left him 
kneeling there, touching him everywhere but where 
he wanted, flicking at the clamps whenever Spike 
managed to control his panting. He returned to the 
cupboard and pulled out a few of his favorite toys, 
setting them aside for later. Then he returned to 
Spike, flicked and then removed the clamps, licking 
and sucking at the slightly swollen nubs as Spike 
struggled to remain still and appear unaffected.  
 
"You like that, don't you? Do I need to get out the 
cock ring? Or do you think you can control yourself? 
Hmm? Tell me if you think you can hold out?" 
Xander teased, still pinching Spike's sensitized 
nipples gently, rolling them back and forth between 
his fingers.  
 
"Don't... need it, Master. I'm... fine." The words 
were there, but the gasping, harsh breaths forcing 



them out said otherwise.  
 
"Good. So, ready for more? You're not giving up yet, 
are you?"  
 
Spike shook his head, panting stopping imediately.  
 
"Stand up."  
 
Spike stood, and Xander remained on his knees in 
front of him. Xander grabbed him around the waist 
and licked a long stripe up first one leg then the 
other, then fastened onto his hipbone. Xander 
sucked, raised a slight hickey, and moved across to 
the other side, breathing hotly across Spike's 
stomach. Spike groaned at the unexpected move, 
stopped himself when he felt Xander begin to smile 
against his hip, and started anew as his Master's 
hands began to knead at his thighs, steadily moving 
higher. Before long, Xander pulled back, leaving 
Spike marked, aching and dripping and ready to 
beg.  
 
"Give in?"  



 
Spike shook his head, smirk playing on his lips. Not 
only was his pride outweighing his lust, but this was 
too much fun to let go this soon. He shoved the 
demon's voice back down where it came from, 
smirk faltering for an instant, but Xander was 
already plotting his next move and missed it.  
 
Xander stood. "All right. I'm a fair man. I'll give you 
a chance to win this game, but only one chance. 
Undress me." It was a risky move, but sometimes 
risks were necessary.  
 
Spike regained his smirk at the opportunity to 
torture his Master, and pulled Xander's shirt over 
his head, using his fingertips to graze against the 
skin, not quite tickling, but with nowhere near 
enough pressure to do anything but tease. He 
backed up a step, folded Xander's shirt much more 
carefully than he had his own, and set it on the 
table. Then he came back and set to the jeans.  
 
Spike worked his fingers under the waistband, the 
cool tips of his fingers brushing against Xander's 



warm belly, lingering just long enough that the 
excuse of unbuttoning the jeans was still valid. He 
stepped closer, the distance between them only 
measurable in breaths, feeling Xander's warmth 
radiating into him. The sound and smell of his blood 
being pumped through his veins by an erratically 
beating heart took some of his focus, making Spike's 
calculated movements even slower and more 
teasing than he'd intended. The proximity to the 
thick, hot, sweet life in his Master's body brought 
his demon features to the fore. He stilled, trying to 
control it, but at the sudden wave of arousal that hit 
him, he decided it was strategically wise to stay that 
way, and did so.  
 
Then he popped the button, slipped the fingers of 
his right hand further into the jeans and with his left 
pulled the zipper slowly down, teeth parting in a 
teasing, slow motion attempt to get Xander to pant 
as heavily as he had. While his hands worked on the 
zipper, Spike's mouth worked on Xander's neck, 
gently biting and licking, but saving the full fang for 
later on. Xander's breaths came quicker, containing 
half-formed words as Spike slid the zipper down 



another two or three teeth, and brought his other 
hand around, cupping Xander's ass and rubbing, not 
quite squeezing and bringing his Master even closer 
to him. Then he hit the end of the zipper, and the 
loose pants started to fall from Xander's body on 
their own.  
 
Spike grabbed them and slowed their descent, 
working the use-softened denim over well-muscled 
thighs and past knees, risking further movement by 
placing slow, open mouthed kisses down his 
Master's body as he knelt, following the jeans. 
Xander's breath hitched as Spike put gentle 
pressure on one ankle with slender fingers, guiding 
him to step out so the pants could be slid across his 
foot, the action mirrored on the other side before 
Spike bent fully, morphing back into his human 
guise and placing a slow kiss to the tops of both of 
Xander's feet.   
 
Keeping the rules in mind, but knowing things were 
more relaxed during this session, Spike met 
Xander's eyes for permission, and once he received 
it, leaned in to engulf his Master's cock, the scent 



and taste of lust and love and sunlight on his tongue 
causing a small whimper to escape him. Xander's 
hand came to Spike's head, holding him in place. 
Another small whimper from Spike, and the noise, 
the vibration against his flesh, caused Xander to 
tighten his hand in Spike's hair. Once more 
maneuvering to win this battle of wills, Spike 
brought out the big guns, so to speak, and allowed 
his features to shift once more, catching Xander's 
full attention. Almost losing it at the sight of the 
warm, lust-darkened eyes watching him, Spike 
slowly grazed one fang up the length of him, then 
the other back down the other side until his lips 
closed around the base . Then Xander was shooting 
down his throat and Spike smiled while swallowing 
every drop.  
 
He pulled back and picked the jeans up from where 
he'd dropped them, folded them and placed them 
on the table next to his own before coming back to 
take his position at his Master's feet, hands back on 
Xander's shoulders to steady himself as he dropped 
to his knees, sliding down his chest to his belly, 
thumbs pressed against the dip of his navel. Then 



Spike kneeled, dragging his fingers, feather light, 
over Xander's hips and down his thighs to come to 
rest in his own lap.  That round definitely went to 
Spike. Now it was Xander's turn to win the war.  
 
"Think you've won?" Husky and slowed by still-
harsh breathing, Xander's voice met his ears.  
 
Spike nodded, smug and satisfied that Xander 
couldn't possibly top the fanged blow job, but 
certainly ready to experience whatever he 
attempted.  
 
"Bench." With that one word order, Spike went to 
the new spanking bench they had very little 
experience with. Spike lay down on his stomach, 
head at the slightly lowered, pillowed end, 
presenting his ass to his Master. Spanking would 
most definitely not win, although he'd endure this 
nice try. But Xander surprised him by not striking 
him. Instead he kneeled down beside him, turning 
Spike's face to his.  
 
"You can be as vocal as you want. But I want your 



hands on the bars there," he placed Spike's hands 
on the legs of the bench and continued rubbing the 
backs of them with the pads of his fingers as he 
spoke. Trick number one, the special Xander-
discovered erogenous zone. "You may not move, 
and you may not come. Tell me if this is clear."  
 
Spike tightened his hold on the bars before he 
spoke. "Yes, Master."  
 
Xander stood, rubbing Spike's back in an attempt to 
dispel the anxious tension and replace it with an 
entirely different kind. Now that he'd come, his 
head cleared of the desperate need, although his 
lust was far from dampened, Xander could 
concentrate on what he needed to do now. This had 
gone far beyond a game, and now this was him, 
determined to take Spike somwhere he'd never 
been before. He bent over and bit down on Spike's 
claim scar, just denting the skin and sucked, 
worrying the mark with his teeth and tongue. Trick 
number two was much, much more effective.  
 
Spike cried out, the pleasure at having his Master's 



mouth on his mark heightened by the requirement 
that he not move. Then he felt Xander step away 
from him, the cool air of the room rushing over him, 
chilling him where Xander's heat had once been. He 
wanted to look to see where he had gone, but 
Xander had purposely positioned the bench so that 
he couldn't see the rest of the room without 
releasing the handles. He heard Xander rummage 
around in one of their cabinets before he returned. 
And then he was there, rubbing Spike's back and 
stroking him to full hardness with the other hand. 
Spike felt him tighten the cock ring, and turned his 
head, meeting Xander's eyes with a confused 
expression.  
 
"It's for you. I know you can, but you'd have to 
think, to concentrate. I don't want that. I want you 
to let go, let it all go, okay? This is for you, so you 
don't have to think, just feel. Feel me, owning you, 
making you fly." Xander's voice combined with his 
hands, stroking over him and lulling him into a deep 
peace. Xander moved back behind Spike again, 
licking and nibbling at his neck, over his claim mark 
again, and then down, moving his tongue lower, 



sucking on each vertebrae, hands remaining in place 
on his hips, rubbing small strokes ever closer to 
Spike's inner thighs, all the while whispering that 
this was for Spike, that he loved him and he owned 
him. Lower and lower he moved, circling his 
toungue in abstract patterns along the small of his 
back.  
 
Spike thought he would stop there and then begin 
the spanking, but instead he continued even lower. 
Xander spread Spike's cheeks and licked over his 
puckered hole, repositioning himself on the floor 
behind the vampire before continuing around to 
take his balls in his mouth, and then up his shaft.  
 
Spike was moaning almost constantly now, crying 
out Xander's name as he took the cool head into his 
mouth, sucking, dipping his tongue into the slit, 
using his tongue in ways he'd only read about 
before. Then he pulled back, replacing his mouth 
with his hand, and Spike couldn't stop the 'no' the 
action provoked. But Xander didn't stop, he moved 
back, following the path he'd marked before, licking 
and then pointing his tongue and stabbing it into 



Spike's entrance. At this Spike made an utterly 
inhuman noise, but the way his muscles clenched 
and then opened to Xander's tongue convinced him 
that it was an entirely good noise, so Xander did it 
again. And again. Soon he was fucking Spike with his 
tongue, sometimes stabbing, sometimes licking, and 
Spike let loose a constant stream of moans and half-
formed words.  
 
Xander pulled back but kept his hand in place 
around Spike's cock, loosening the ring and letting it 
fall to the floor. "Come for me."  
 
Spike thrust his hips as much as the position would 
allow, pistoning in and out of Xander's hand and 
soon came, cool and sticky over Xander's hand as 
Xander continued to lick and suck and sqeeze and 
pull. In Xander's other hand, the flogger was 
waiting, ready for use. While Spike was still 
needlessly gasping from the after-effects of his 
orgasm, Xander stood, then brought the suede 
flogger down on Spike's back.  
 
He started lightly, trailing the tails over Spike's back 



after each strike, letting the cool suade contrast 
with the hot trails the impliment left, but quickly 
sped his rhythm, watching Spike's ivory skin turn 
pink as the blows rained down on him. Xander 
steadily moved the flogger down Spike's back to his 
thighs and back up again, increasing the strength he 
put behind them until Spike's head thrashed back 
and forth on the bench. He'd gotten hard again 
almost as soon as the beating began, and was now 
holding off another orgasm by sheer force of will.  
 
Several minutes later, Xander spoke. "You're so 
good, I think you deserve a reward, don't you? Do 
you want to come?"  His voice was low, barely there 
over the sound of soft leather hitting Spike's back, 
but Spike heard him.  
 
"Yes, Master, need to come."  
 
"Why?"  
 
"You, Master. Want to come for you."  
 
"You're very good. Come for me, come now."  



 
No sooner had the words been spoken than Spike 
came again, shooting his second orgasm of the 
night onto the padded leather of the bench holding 
him in place. Yet again, while he was coming, 
Xander was busy lubing himself, and when the 
vampire's panting began to subside, Xander thrust 
into him in one quick, hard motion, relaxation from 
the release opening him enough that only the 
slightest burn combined with the feeling of Xander 
inside him, the perfect edge of pain to his pleasure.  
 
"Oh, god!"  
 
"Good?" Xander asked through clenched teeth, the 
build up taking as much a toll on him as it had on 
Spike, although Xander had yet to find another 
release.  
 
"Move, please, fuck... fuck me, please!" Spike's grip 
on the bench legs tightened as Xander pounded 
into him, mercilessly hard and fast, driving Spike 
forward on the bench with each thrust, and 
dragging him back again as he pulled out. Over too 



soon, and Xander felt the beginnings of his orgasm, 
held off too long. He reached under Spike and 
quickly began fisting his cock. And again, Spike was 
pushed over the edge when Xander came inside 
him, the rush of warm come driving him to the brink 
and beyond.  
 
"Let go of the handles." Xander remembered to 
instruct him before he collapsed on Spike's back, 
boneless and spent for a moment while he gathered 
himself for the journey to the bed. When he felt like 
he could stand again, he rubbed Spike's back.  
 
"Can you move yet?"  
 
Spike shook his head automatically, then the 
question registered and he nodded. "Bed?"  
 
"Bed."  
 
Spike pushed himself off the bench with shaking 
arms, and Xander grabbed him around the waist 
and steadied him. Grinning, he kissed Spike gently, 
then harder as Spike opened his lips to Xander's 



tongue. Finally they made it to the bed, and 
collapsed in a tangle of limbs. The kissing eventually 
subsided and they both fell quiet.  
 
"I win," Xander's sleepy voice broke the silence.  
 
"You win."  
 
 
 
 

Part Seventy-Eight   Presents 

 
 
 
 
Xander pulled up next to the shabby building, the 
alternately burnt-out and glaring neon sign 
advertising 'Adu t  hop - NO MI ORS' buzzing 
annoyingly in the background. The 'A' would be 
going out next, judging by the flickering. He locked 
the doors to the nondescript family sedan, hoping 
no one really needed a factory stereo badly enough 



to go after his. At least it was daytime, although in 
this part of town, in this particular alley, daylight 
was hardly a deterrent. He knew Harry, the three-
quarters human guy who owned the shop, made 
enough money to move to a better location, one 
that wouldn't require the best security systems 
both technology and magic had to offer. Hell, he 
made enough off Xander alone to move to at least a 
slightly better locale. But he specialized in the 
demon sex-trade, and wanted to remain accessible.  
 
Xander walked into the S&M shop, noting the lack 
of pounding bass, which left audible the electronic 
tone announcing his presence. The chubby balding 
man who ran the store poked his head out from the 
back, a smile lighting his face as he recognized his 
favorite customer. Favorite because he was loaded, 
and loyal, two things rare to come by in his 
business, and even more precious when combined 
in one person. "Mr. H! You here for your order?"  
 
Xander nodded, glancing around to see if anything 
new was on display since the last time he'd been in. 
"Yeah. They ready? Something wrong with the 



speakers?"  
 
"Absolutely. Got 'em right here. And no, I just 
couldn't stand the pounding any more. That 
atmosphere stuff, don't really need it until the 
heavy trade comes in on the weekends. And around 
the full moons, of course." The shop keeper came 
fully out of the back stockroom/ workshop, two 
small boxes in hand. As he opened the first one, 
Xander held out his hand. Harry  placed in it a small 
chain, a tiny padlock, and a key. "This is what you 
ordered, I just want to size it one more time. You're 
positive you don't want leather? He seemed partial 
to it."  
 
Xander quirked his lips into a small smile. "Noticed 
that, did you?"  
 
"He's quite a striking figure."  
 
"You got that right. No, I need something that won't 
warp in hot water. You know vamps and their 
baths." They shared a knowing look at this, before 
Xander continued. "Platinum is good." Xander held 



his hands in front of him, forming a circle so that his 
thumbs touched and the middle fingers overlapped 
to the second knuckle, then pressed his hands onto 
the counter.  
 
The shop keeper laid the thick links inside the circle, 
fitting it to the shape. Two links overlapped on each 
end, and then Harry picked it up again. "That should 
be right. If it's off, bring him in, and I can adjust it. 
The overlap will give him some room, and should be 
enough for you to control him with it, if that's the 
way your games go."  
 
Xander just nodded, and watched as the man put 
the chain and lock into the box, closing the lid 
gently and handing Xander the key. "And the 
others?"  
 
The second box was set before Xander, and he lifted 
the lid, inspected the contents, and looked 
expectantly at the clerk. "The sample?"  
 
"Right here." He pulled a jewelry bag out of his 
pocket, and handed over the clunky skull ring he'd 



been given to get the size for the new ones.  
 
Xander smiled, slipped it on his little finger, and 
pulled out his wallet. "Perfect. I knew you'd do a 
good job. What's the damage?"  
 
Harry's eyes lit up as he began punching buttons on 
the cash register, an invoice spitting out of the 
printer behind him.  
 
Xander left the shop, clutching the small bag tightly, 
and noticed that not only were all his windows still 
in tact, but he still had all four tires, hubcaps 
included. He pulled out his cell phone, plugged in 
the hands-free wire that made him feel like he was 
still working in fast food, but that Spike insisted he 
use, and began the conference call that would last 
the hour and a half long drive home, and free him 
up for the weekend with his soon-to-be collared 
vampire.  
 
*  
 
Xander pulled into the parking garage just as the 



sun settled behind the office buildings across the 
street, creating a false dusk that he knew Spike 
slipped out to enjoy, still warm with the daytime 
heat even in the shadows. What had he been 
thinking? Spike was going to hate his gifts. He 
shouldn't have made such a big deal out of this. He 
could have just gone in, tossed the gifts across the 
pizza box, and reveled in the stunned/ amazed/ 
bordering- on- tears look that Spike would give him, 
done what he wanted to and gotten it over with, no 
muss, no fuss.  
 
But this was their Christmas and birthdays and 
every other gift-giving occasion all wrapped up in 
one, or several dozen, brightly colored, festively 
papered packages. And it was also... something 
else. But he didn't want to dwell on that. Nervous 
enough already, he didn't need to add the 
implications of the gifts, whether or not Spike even 
wanted this, to it. He should have gone with the 
removable leather, even though the thought of 
Spike ever removing his collar disturbed him on a 
level he tried to pretend he didn't have.  
 



As he opened the door to the apartment, he was 
assaulted with the smells of dinner cooking. 
Something exotic, he was sure. Of course when 
Spike cooked, it was always exotic: Spanish, Thai. 
Once he made something Shak'thoaurian, and 
Xander didn't even know if that was a real place or 
not. When Xander cooked, he did Italian: Pizza, or 
Chef Boy-ar-dee.  
 
"That smells wonderful, Spike."  
 
"Thank you." He thrust a dish at Xander. "Put this 
on the table. Don't touch anything."  
 
Xander turned to the table, noticing for the first 
time it was set with new china, a full set of 
silverware and actual napkins, candles and an 
arrangement of roses in the center. "Roses?"  
 
"Yes."  
 
"They're pretty."  
 
"Good."  



 
"What are we eating?"  
 
"Food." Spike didn't intend to sound mean. He was 
just nervous. This dinner, this night, meant a lot to 
him. More than Xander probably knew. "Sit." 
Tonight, maybe he'd work up the nerve to tell him 
what he thought, what he needed, what he wanted.  
 
"Okay." Xander put the bag in the other room and 
came back, sitting as Spike filled his plate. "Looks 
good."  
 
"Thank you. Sorry. It's just something I threw 
together, it doesn't have a name."  
 
"That's okay."  
 
Spike smiled a self-conscious smile, and stood by 
Xander's chair for a moment, waiting for Xander's 
silent permission to sit at the table with him. 
Without realizing he was doing so, Xander looked 
up, smiled, and glanced toward the chair across the 
table from him, and Spike sat, picking at his food. 



He'd wanted to make something special, maybe one 
of Xander's favorites, but the boy didn't have any 
favorites. He'd eat anything, like a goat coming off a 
year-long fast. Compounding that problem, he 
hadn't been able to get to the store with all the 
other things he'd been doing behind the boy's back. 
Leave it to Xander to spring this on him at the last 
minute. So, stomach clenched with nerves over the 
boy's reaction, he pushed the food around on his 
plate, pretending to eat while Xander did the same. 
It might have been quite convincing if Xander hadn't 
noticed that he never brought the fork to his 
mouth.  
 
"Not hungry?"  
 
Spike shook his head. "You?"  
 
"It's very good."  
 
"He says, after three bites."  
 
"Really. It's delicious. It's just hard to eat with your 
stomach all tied up in knots."  



 
"Nervous?"  
 
"Very."  
 
"Wanna get this over with?"  
 
"That's romantic."  
 
"Do you?"  
 
"Yes please."  
 
Both men left the kitchen, and Xander sat on the 
couch next to the pile of presents he'd dug out from 
the closet as Spike went to the bedroom to get his 
gifts for Xander. He came back with a stack of boxes 
he could barely see over.  
 
"That's a lot of gifts."  
 
"Not really. Most of them are for me."  
 
"You bought your own presents?"  



 
"Not exactly."  
 
"Oh." Xander blinked, wondering when the 
conversation ran off without him.  
 
"You go first."  
 
"No, I want to do it together. Not related to the day 
gifts first."  
 
Spike was slightly concerned that he knew exactly 
what Xander meant by that, and fished out the 
boxes he knew contained clothing for his Mate, all 
black, because Spike wasn't about to break with 
tradition, and also because Xander looked damned 
hot in black. He set the five boxes in front of Xander 
and then took his own six to open. They both ripped 
through the paper, holding up each gift and then 
tossing it aside, a cursory 'That's nice, lovely 
material' murmured as they did. Xander's mental 
Willow frowned disapprovingly at him for the crass 
behavior, but he was alone with his lover and he 
was a grown up now, and if they wanted to skip the 



crap and get to the good stuff that was their 
business. At least there was good stuff, it wasn't like 
that was a common occurrence in his old life, and 
then the clothing boxes were gone.  
 
And then they stopped.  
 
And then they waited.  
 
"All right, here, open this first." Spike slid a large 
box across the floor to Xander.  
 
Xander took his time, opening the surprisingly 
colorful paper carefully, exposing the box slowly. 
"Spike this is... Wow! You got me a Lite-Brite?"  
 
"Red said you had wanted one."  
 
"Since I was five. This is too cool."  
 
"Yeah. Good." Spike was visibly relieved. Willow had 
known him when he was still a boy, but Xander had 
matured so much since then, and she hadn't seen 
the transformation in his boy over the past year. 



Added to her reservations over the other favor he 
asked of her, When she assured him that Xander 
had wanted the toy since they'd met, he didn't 
know if she was setting him up, or if this version of 
Xander would still have that dream. But apparently 
she wasn't, because Xander had already opened the 
box and was busy screwing in the little light-bulb.  
 
"Oh. Here." Xander looked up and grinned, setting 
aside his toy. "This is for you." He scooted as small 
flat box across the floor to rest in front of Spike. "I 
got this, well, I made part of it, but I got the other 
part and I hope you still like it, because it's been a 
long time since we talked about it-"  
 
Spike opened the package while Xander waffled, 
switching between defending his choice and 
extolling it's value. "Xander. Stop. It's lovely."  
 
"Lovely?"  
 
"It's fine in a nice masculine way."  
 
"You like it?"  



 
"Of course. I told you it was my favorite, I just... I 
didn't know you'd remember." Spike ran his fingers 
across the hand-made wooden frame, lacquered 
black to off-set the vibrant colors in the 
photograph. And then he let his eyes trail across the 
sky, tracing the sunset from noon-time bright to 
midnight-blue in the print of the Arizona sunset 
Xander found in his magazine.  
 
Spike slid another box over to Xander with his foot, 
not taking his fingertips or eyes off the picture. 
Xander waited for Spike to place it gently on the 
floor beside him, still glancing at it occasionally as if 
it might disappear before opened the next box. This 
one had an assortment of toys, not Lite Brite type 
toys, but the slightly more fun types of toys he'd 
had his eye on in the shop that very morning.  He 
lifted each one carefully from the box, setting the 
cool plastic aside gently, moving across the box 
from slender and teasing to oh-my-that's-gonna-
take-some-getting-used-to.  
 
"These are... wow. You knew I was looking at 



these?"  
 
"Harry's got a website. Wrote a letter. Had the 
smut-peddler pay attention to exactly what kind of 
smut you wanted peddled."  
 
"So... you want me to use these?" Xander asked, 
trying to clarify.  
 
"On me." Spike mumbled, still not used to asking, 
and certainly not used to wanting to ask.  
 
"Are you sure?"  
 
Spike looked at Xander hesitantly. "If you want."  
 
"Oh, I want. I'm very much with the wanting. I just 
wasn't sure you'd want... this."  
 
Spike gave him an entirely different sort of look. 
One that clearly asked him if he'd lost his mind.  
 
"No, I don't know why. I just wasn't. I mean, I know 
you like to play, but this is just a... step, I guess, I 



mean, it's cold, physically cold, not emotionally, and 
you like heat, and you like me, and I didn't know if 
you'd want anything that wasn't me, and I want, but 
do you want this?"  
 
Spike watched Xander babble and then take a deep, 
deep breath before he responded simply, "I do."  
 
"Okay, then." Xander pulled out one of the medium 
sized plugs. "Now?"  
 
 
 
 

Part Seventy-Nine   Commitment 

 
 
 
 
Spike almost acquiesced, knowing that after the 
tension of the day, a session right now would bring 
an amazing release. One that he needed 
desperately. But he'd wanted to make this weekend 



for Xander, without the necessity of pain for him, 
something romantic and human. He wanted to 
make up for putting Xander through all that he had. 
He fought with himself over whether to give in to 
his needs or to stick to his plan, trying to form a 
response that could somehow manage both. Too 
slow, and Xander stopped playing with the toys 
Spike had gotten him, a concerned look crossing his 
features, lips parted in that moment- before- the- 
breath- to- speak expression he wore.  
 
"Not yet, then."  Xander answered his own 
question, replacing the toy gently and sliding the lid 
back on the box. He couldn't quite hide his 
disappointment that Spike still didn't want his 
kindness, not if it involved touch.  
 
Spike's gaze dropped, and Xander rushed to bring 
him back. No arguments, no bad stuff in any way to 
come between them for this week. "Soon, then. 
There's just, there's more." He turned and reached 
behind him, bringing out the two jeweler's boxes 
he'd picked up early that afternoon. A sudden wave 
of anxiety washed over him, and he almost shoved 



them under the sofa in hopes to distract Spike away 
from them, give the gift to him when there was less 
of a chance for rejection, when they'd discussed it, 
when they'd worked up to it.  
 
But Spike had seen them, and he really did want to 
give them. He presented the two boxes, each 
wrapped in matte black paper and appropriately 
tied with a red bow. Spike reached out a hand, 
hovering over each one in turn before he picked the 
smaller of the two. It was obviously jewelry, a ring 
from the size and shape of the box. The fact that he 
knew what he was getting lessened his anxiety, and 
he calmed himself further by playing. He began to 
unwrap the box slowly, carefully untying the bow 
before slowly peeling the tape back without ripping 
the paper.  
 
Xander saw him struggle not to smile, and grabbed 
the box back from him, tearing the paper off and 
handing the black velvet box back to Spike.  
 
Spike smirked back, knowing he'd gotten the better 
of his boy. "Must be good, Pet, if it's got you all... 



eager." He imbued the last word with as much 
undertone as he could, throwing in a leer for good 
measure. Xander's heart rate increased, and a rush 
of pheromones washed over him as he opened the 
box and looked inside at the rings. Plural. Matching. 
Platinum. Simple and solid. And his. Xander's. 
Theirs.  
 
Xander let out his breath and risked asking, "Do you 
hate them?"  
 
"No. I expected this. I just... they're perfect. 
They're... perfect."  
 
Xander took the slightly smaller ring, a simple, thick 
platinum band, and held it between thumb and 
forefinger in front of him, waiting for Spike to give 
him his hand. It was his choice to do so, and Xander 
made the implication clear. Spike did the same with 
the larger one, the one meant for Xander to wear.  
 
"You expected this?"  
 
"Hoped for it. Kind of obvious when you stole one 



of mine." Spike raised his eyes off the jewelry to the 
skull ring he still had on his left pinky finger and 
witnessed Xander's slight blush.  "Hoped you'd want 
to make it... real, for you. The bond.Didn't expect 
one for you, though."  
 
"Why not?"  
 
Spike shrugged, and Xander let it drop. He slipped 
the ring onto Spike's finger. "Not coming off?" His 
voice was shaking, husky with arousal.  
 
"Never." Spike replayed the action with Xander. 
"With me always?"  
 
"Always, and then some." Their impromptu close-
enough-to-a-wedding-for-them vows spoken and 
accepted, Xander leaned into Spike and began 
nuzzling at his neck the way the vampire always did 
to him.  
 
Xander trailed his lips over Spike's jaw, down his 
throat and fastened his mouth over the small half-
moon shaped scar he'd left on Spike's neck. "Let me 



renew this, too? Let me mark you as mine again?"  
 
Spike groaned low in his throat, working his body 
closer to Xander's, laying them both down on the 
plushly carpeted floor by the sofa. Xander grabbed 
him by the hips, pulling him down as he thrust up 
into him. Spike's nibbling on his neck increased, and 
Xander bit, hard, breaking the skin with his blunt 
human teeth on the juncture of neck and shoulder. 
Spike's blood flowed into his mouth slowly, and the 
flavor of copper and age, wisdom and love burst 
over his tongue. He swallowed, then took in 
another mouthful, wanting more, wanting Spike in 
him, with him forever.  
 
Just after Xander bit into him, Spike's fangs dropped 
and he bit into Xander, lower than where his Master 
bit him, making his bite easier to conceal.  Xander's 
hot, sun-warmed blood gushed into his mouth, 
pulsing over his tongue in time with his 
heartbeat.  He tasted like life and love and warmth 
and safety. And now, after he had swallowed, he 
tasted even more like Spike himself, and always 
would. Soon, they would be nearly identical in smell 



and taste, a shared sense signature representing 
their bond, and nothing save death could separate 
them. This knowledge pushed Spike over the edge, 
and he came hard against Xander's still thrusting 
hips.  
 
As the shudders wracked Spike's body, Xander could 
taste the change the release wrought in Spike's 
blood, and fell over the edge with him. Xander 
pulled back after a moment, much sooner than he 
wanted to, and Spike slowly extracted his fangs and 
lapped at the blood slowly welling from the 
puncture marks. "Mine." Xander growled.  
 
Spike stared into Xander's eyes for a moment, 
wanting to believe, wanting it more than he'd ever 
wanted anything, then relaxed back away from him, 
remembering there were two small boxes.  
 
"The other?"  
 
"Huh?" Xander was still a little lust-loopy and wasn't 
exactly sure what Spike meant.  
 



"The other box," Spike reminded him.  
 
"Oh. Right." Xander handed over the longer box, 
nerves once again reclaiming his mind from the 
nummy thoughts of what he wanted to do to Spike. 
"You're not easily distracted, are you?"  
 
"Not when there's something in it for me," Spike 
smirked back at Xander, earlier worry relieved.  For 
now.  
 
Spike opened the box carefully, this time without 
teasing. He exposed a similar velvet box, narrower 
and longer than the first, and this one was blood 
red as opposed to black. Lifting the lid back along its 
hinges, the light from the side table glinted off the 
platinum links in the chain.  
 
"It matches the rings," Xander said, explaining.  
 
Spike lifted the chain from the box, thick links 
clicking together as the chain came into his hand. It 
was slightly shorter than a regular man's chain, with 
a tiny open padlock hooked through the last link in 



the chain. The moment Spike's eyes fell on the 
padlock, he recognized it as a collar similar to the 
one he'd been admiring in the sex shop's display 
case. He didn't see a key.  
 
"This stays on, then?"  
 
Xander nodded. "It's an all or nothing thing. That's 
why I got this kind, rather than leather or something 
more constrictive. This way it can stay on, all the 
time." Xander almost-blushed at the memory of 
having the links fitted, measuring the chain against 
his thumbs and fingers, knowing exactly where they 
fell against the back of Spike's neck when he rested 
his hand there. Spike's entire body could be, and 
several times had been, measured out accurately in 
Xanderhands. "If you accept it, if you put it on, it 
stays on. If you don't, that's-"  
 
Xander was cut off by Spike sliding back across the 
floor to him, offering him one end of the chain 
before wrapping the other around his neck and 
holding it and the lock to Xander. "I want this. All 
the time." This would do it, this would silence his 



demon, and he'd know, all of him, that he belonged 
to Xander, no one else. He trembled slightly, 
anticipating the calm that would come over him 
from being claimed and believing it.  
 
Xander gently laid the collar around Spike's neck, 
pinching the last two links together with one hand, 
letting the other trail down Spike's arm. He felt the 
shudder and pulled Spike back against him, 
whispering and resting his lips against Spike's cool 
neck. "Are you sure?"  
 
Spike nodded sharply. He could feel the demon in 
him gearing up for a full on fit, and only kept his 
features human through force of will. This would do 
it, this would make him Xander's. Fully, completely 
Xander's, and no one else would hold rights to him, 
ever.  
 
Xander tried to calm him, but his hesitation only 
seemed to make it worse. He fastened the lock, 
then spun it around so that it rested in the hollow 
where Spike's collarbones came together. Just as 
promised, there was just enough room that he 



could slip two fingers underneath it and so he did, 
gently pulling Spike down to the floor again, then 
sat up, straddling his property. "God, that's, that's 
just perfect. You're all mine, still marked from my 
teeth here," Xander traced his fingers over his mark. 
"And marked here," at this he brought Spike's left 
hand to his lips kissed over his ring. "And here." He 
traced the collar, running his fingers over and under 
it.  He leaned in to kiss Spike, fingers still wrapped in 
the chain, but paused half-way there.  
 
"Yes, Master?"  
 
"You belong to me, completely." He hadn't looked 
deeply into the wording of a collaring ceremony; 
everything he had stumbled upon seemed cheesy, 
not right when he thought about saying the words 
to Spike, but he knew more was needed than just 
the lock clicking into place between the links.  
 
"Yes, Master."  
 
"You are mine, bonded and bound, for now and for 
always."  



 
"Yes, Master."  
 
Xander closed the space between them, kissing 
Spike passionately until he was forced to pull back 
by the need to breathe. "One more. I'm going to 
mark you one more way, and that will complete it." 
Xander slid off Spike, unzipping his sticky jeans. He 
helped Spike remove his shirt, then settled back 
down again. Spike reached for him, stroking him 
and Xander laid his hand over Spike's. It didn't take 
long, the scene already set, and Spike beneath him, 
so perfect, his collar standing out against his pale 
chest, the lock off-center by just an inch, making 
him look debauched and used, marked, ready. 
Xander came, thick and hot over Spike's chest, and 
Spike imagined he could hear the searing sound as 
each drop landed on him. Xander slid off him, 
holding Spike tightly, then rolled them over, Spike 
above him and kept him there for a long time.  
 
"Gonna stick," Spike mumbled into his Master's 
neck, even though he had no intention of ever 
moving.  



 
"Mmm-hmm," sighed into his hair.  
 
"Gonna sleep on the floor, then?"  
 
"Mmm-hmm."  
 
"'Kay."  
 
"Mine."  
 
"Yours. All yours."  
 
 
 
 

Part Eighty   Repercussions 

 
 
 
 
Spike woke first, for once; Xander's slow and steady 
breaths indicated he'd remain asleep for hours still. 



At some point his Master must have woken, and 
taken them both into the bedroom, though Spike 
had no memory of it. He slid out of bed, letting 
Xander's arm fall back with a dull thump. He 
couldn't think while surrounded in his warmth, his 
smell. The perfection of being with him, curled and 
cocooned with him in their bed, knowing that 
whatever he needed, Xander would give to him 
made it so... hard. He hoped he could think clearer 
once he'd eaten, and he tossed a two packets of 
blood into the microwave. As he reached into the 
cabinet for a mug, his fingers closed around the 
handle of the black oversized cup Xander had put 
there a few weeks ago, one of the just-because gifts 
his boy was so fond of giving.  
 
He'd thought that the full claiming, body, mind, 
soul, and demon would silence him inside. Instead, 
the act, the very concept, brought forth all of the 
conflict between demon and soul he'd experienced 
over the previous months. Even though the physical 
and psychological symptoms of their bond had been 
in place before last night, now there were 
reminders of their bond hanging on the knuckle of 



the third finger of his left hand, and, more 
importantly, around his neck. He'd been locked in 
his position as Xander's Mate, in all possible 
meanings of the word, human, demon, or 
otherwise, by unmistakable symbols. He'd wanted 
this, wanted the commitment, the promise of 
forever, since they'd started. He had that now.  
 
And parts of him were seriously pissed off.  
 
He didn't know why he felt like this. He wanted it, 
with all his heart, all his soul. And he guessed that 
was the problem.  Inside he was screaming, tearing 
himself to ribbons with this unwanted desire for his 
Sire. Spike had fooled himself for long enough into 
thinking he'd never truly submitted to Angelus. He 
knew now that he'd done everything the elder 
vampire ever asked of him, tried to anticipate his 
wants and desires, only to be rebuffed. But now 
that he actually had a Master who wanted him, who 
trusted him, who... loved him, he could only think 
about the one who didn't. He could still remember 
in very vivid, very human detail, every aspect of his 
turning, as if Angelus was doing it at that moment in 



time, rather than a hundred years and some change 
in the past. He could hear Angelus's voice, whisper 
smooth, like silk over chocolate, ghosting across his 
ear as he was tempted into the alleyway, rebellious 
thoughts of unspeakably evil acts, in the company 
of another man, no less, that were sure to lead him 
to the devil's doorstep conjured in his head.   
 
How right he'd been.  
 
And then the teeth, piercing his throat, pain so 
glorious, so wonderful that it certainly couldn't be 
pain. And then he was drained, bled, empty and 
nothing, nothing could fill him again. Until his Sire, 
his Master, his god deigned to bestow upon him the 
gift of himself. William's words fueled Spike's 
memories as he remembered, and he broke a little 
more, aroused and needy for his Sire, settling for 
this pale human substitute, knowing it was all so 
wrong.  
*  
 
As soon as Xander woke, Spike caught him, pinned 
him to the bed and begged him to take him again. 



Xander happily obliged, smiling sleepily and 
beginning by wrapping his legs around Spike's waist, 
slowly kissing the vampire and pulling them 
together. A slick hand snaked down between them, 
repositioning Spike at his entrance, bearing down to 
meet him. When it became obvious what Xander 
wanted him to do, Spike almost panicked.  
 
He couldn't. He just couldn't. He needed Xander, he 
needed to show the demon raging inside of him 
that Xander was his Master, he didn't need anyone 
else. He didn't need his Sire, he needed his Master, 
only his Master. He was not the top here, he 
needed to be taken, to be fucked hard enough that 
he didn't have to think, couldn't think didn't have to 
deal with the schizophrenic mess that was his mind.  
 
The low, barely-discernable whine that started in 
the back of his throat was cut off by Xander's 
insistent kiss and tightening arms. "It's okay, you 
don't have to. You never have to, Spike. We won't, 
okay?" Xander pulled back to look in his eyes, trying 
to reassure him. He only saw unadulterated 
panic.  "Shh, baby, we won't do anything, okay?"  



 
The wail grew louder as Xander denied him, trying 
to stop the kisses so that he could hold Spike or 
soothe him or do something to make the horrible 
pitiful noise stop. Spike, however, used his superior 
strength to hold him still, climbing over his Master, 
settling above him, trying to force Xander into him 
without any preparation.  
 
"Please, Master, you have to, you have to, I need, 
you have to, please."  Pain broke into Spike's voice, 
but he didn't stop.  
 
"Okay, it's okay. Just calm down. Spike, okay?" 
Xander wiggled away from Spike, but only barely. 
He'd never seen Spike this way, not in the days prior 
to his finding out about the need for submission, 
not even over the past month or so when Spike 
dragged him into the dungeon with frightening 
frequency. Frightening in hindsight, of course. He'd 
thought they were beyond needing punishment; 
recently they'd only been in the dungeon for fun, or 
because Spike needed to submit, not because he 
needed to hurt.  



 
"Spike, baby, stop and tell me. Tell me what you 
need." Xander tried to stop the crying that shook his 
vampire's body.  All the promises he made to 
himself the day before about giving Spike what he 
needed, being the strict Master he expected came 
back to him as he saw the low light glint off Spike's 
collar.  
 
All Spike was able to gasp out was a low, 
heartbreaking, "Master."  
 
Xander pulled Spike off him, turned them over and 
pushed Spike still on the bed. He reached across 
him to the other side of the bed where the lube had 
landed, and Spike immediately latched on to his 
arm, suckling and biting with gentle pressure. When 
Xander leaned back over him, Spike had vamped, 
but was still barely nibbling at Xander's skin. He 
wasn't scared of this side of Spike; as the vampire 
so often put it, he had a fang fetish. But he was 
afraid of the almost childlike behavior, and he knew 
Spike was in no condition to stop himself from 
hurting him.  



   
"Spike. Spike, listen to me." He waited until he had 
the vampire's full attention before continuing, 
dropping his voice low and extricating his flesh from 
the teeth. Spike arched up to try to get it back. 
"Spike! No! You may not bite me. If you're good, if 
you do what I tell you, then maybe we'll see about 
rewarding you. But you do not take. Is this clear?"  
 
Spike phased out somewhere before the final 
question was asked and he raised up towards 
Xander's skin again, biting down to hold Xander's 
arm in place and pulling his hips down, trying to get 
his own body in position for his Master to take him. 
Xander had no choice if he wanted to stop this, stop 
Spike from hurting them both. Wincing in advance, 
he slapped him across the cheek.  
 
Spike's eyes cleared as his skin turned pink in the 
shape of Xander's hand, Spike calmed slightly. "If 
you do not want to follow the rules, Spike, then we 
won't play. Is that perfectly clear?"  
 
Spike nodded, and Xander slowly leaned in, giving 



the vampire a chance to demonstrate that he 
understood. Then Xander licked a small stripe over 
the reddened cheek, pressing a gentle kiss where 
the mark ended. "Are you okay?"  
 
Spike nodded.   
 
"Good." Xander refused to touch him any more, and 
set about preparing himself to fuck Spike. He slicked 
himself quickly, even though he didn't want to do 
this there, not in their bedroom. This was the place 
for care, for gentleness and affection. He'd never 
hurt Spike anywhere but in the dungeon, hadn't 
ever wanted to. If Spike thought he could hurt him 
outside the context of their games, how could he 
ever trust him? How could Spike love him if he 
spent all his time listening for footsteps, flinching 
from blows that may or may not ever come, 
unprovoked and unexplained? He didn't know what 
to do, couldn't ask, had to do something, had to do 
it right, because everything else was wrong.  
 
Spike wiggled down to him, but Xander expected 
that.  "No! You hold still."  



 
Spike froze and Xander continued, pushing in 
slowly, taking care not to hurt the vampire. He 
inched in, pulling out and sliding back in a little 
more every time until he was fully inside. Spike 
panted and moaned, never fully losing the faint 
keening in the back of his throat.  
 
"I don't want to hurt you. I'm not doing this to hurt 
you, okay? I'm doing this because it's what you 
need. You tell me, at any time, to stop, and we stop. 
But you want this rough, don't you? You need me to 
do this hard and fast, right? That's what you need?" 
He had to ask, had to know that he wasn't taking 
advantage of this... broken creature who looked like 
Spike but so very much wasn't. Not his Spike, 
anyway.  
 
Spike nodded furiously, struggling to otherwise stay 
as still as Master commanded, trying to shut up the 
demon screaming in his head for Angelus, not this 
weak human who couldn't even take him properly.  
 
"Then you will do exactly what I say. You will leave 



your hands above your head while I fuck you."   
 
Spike shivered, then raised his arms over his head. 
Xander kissed him softly and then bit his bottom lip 
hard, pulling back with blood covering his lips. Spike 
gasped. Xander grabbed onto Spike's hips and 
hoisted him up into a better angle. And then he 
started pounding.  
 
Spike held absolutely still as he was taken, forced to 
take what Xander gave him. And it was perfect. 
Xander used him hard and fast and it took almost 
no time at all until his Master was coming inside 
him, hot and heavy leaning against him, pushing 
into the sheets warmed by the friction of his back 
rubbing against them. And then his teeth bit down 
hard on Spike's neck, blunt and thick, but piercing 
his flesh anyway. Xander sucked and swallowed the 
blood that sluggishly rose to the surface, claiming 
Spike as his, reassuring him the only way that 
seemed to get through to the vampire, by force.  
 
"You're mine, Spike. Mine," he whispered, lips and 
teeth still grazing the reddened skin of Spike's neck. 



A low sigh found him sitting back, and he shocked 
Spike by grasping Spike's cock almost too forcefully 
until Spike, too, came, settled and sated at this 
show of force.  
 
Inside, Spike was quiet. The fear and pain he felt 
subsided as he kept position, even as he drifted off 
to sleep to the sound of Xander's ragged breathing.  
 
Just before sleep claimed him, Xander spoke, a low 
murmur reverberating in his chest. "Bring your arms 
down, baby. You were so good and I love you so 
much. You deserve to sleep comfortably now. I'll 
take care of you, always."  
 

Part Eighty-One   Crisis 

 
 
For a few days, things were good again. There were 
no more occasions like the morning after their 
anniversary. Spike seemed calmer, and Xander 
watched him carefully at home for any signs of 



further distress, but nothing really changed. Xander 
hoped they were getting back to what passed for 
normal in their lives. He knew he was fooling 
himself, but just for a little while, after everything, 
he just wanted it to all be okay.  
 
Spike, for his part, carefully hid what he was feeling 
from Xander. He'd seen the looks his boy gave him 
when he thought he wasn't watching, and waited 
for the moment when concern turned to 
annoyance. To put off the inevitable, Spike 
controlled himself as tightly as possible, 
withdrawing into himself completely when Xander 
left the apartment, only to force himself out when 
he returned. It was unfulfilling and getting harder to 
come back, keep up the facade when Xander was 
around, but it was better than any of the other 
options he could come up with.  
 
And then, Spike, huddled on their bed one 
afternoon while Xander was working, found the 
knife. He knew Xander had been taking it with him 
when he left the house, careful to have something 
with him at all times that could fend off human 



attackers, but with the added purpose of not 
leaving it where Spike could find it. He must have 
forgotten in his rush to get out the door that 
morning after their goodbye kiss had turned a little 
more 'good' and a lot less 'bye'.  
 
He picked up the dagger, testing its weight, the feel 
of cold metal against his hand causing him to 
shudder in anticipation. He could almost feel the 
blade parting his skin. He knew it would be nearly 
painless at first, as Xander kept the blade finely 
sharpened. And then, once the cut had been made, 
the pain would sharply seep into his consciousness, 
bringing a clarity to his thoughts that he hadn't 
been able to achieve on his own since... well, since 
Xander had started doing it for him.  
 
A sudden surge of independence welled up in him, 
along with anger that he'd come to rely on Xander 
so heavily. He couldn't even do this for himself 
anymore. He deserved to be able to do what he 
wanted, when he wanted. Xander wasn't his Sire, he 
couldn't force him not to do anything that he 
wanted to do. The point of the blade rested against 



his skin, lightly, almost tickling. And then Spike put 
it gently back in the drawer, leaving the room for an 
extra long shower. He owed Xander that much, at 
least.  
*  
 
When Xander came home that night, he placed his 
watch on the bedside table, then looked quizzically 
at Spike. "Where's my knife?"  
 
"Drawer."  
 
"Did you put it away this morning?"  
 
"Yes."  
 
"Did you use it?"  
 
Spike faced Xander, automatic refusal dying on his 
lips. "Thought about it."  
 
"Did you?"  
 
Spike shook his head.  



 
"Love you, Spike."  
 
Spike nodded once, then went into the kitchen to 
start their dinner, avoiding Xander's embrace, not 
meeting his eyes.Xander followed him at as great a 
distance as the short hallway would allow. "Do you 
need me to-"  
 
"No. I don't need you to do anything," Spike 
snapped.  
 
"What if I need to do something?" Xander 
questioned, quietly, but Spike either didn't hear or 
ignored him. Xander let it drop, too tired to start a 
fruitless argument. Instead, he asked a question 
that had been on his mind all day. "Hey, Spike. Why 
don't my bites show up on me?"  
 
Spike turned to look at Xander, confused until he 
saw him rubbing at his neck absently.  "What?"  
 
"You got a paper cut at lunch time," Xander 
continued, lifting Spike's paperback off the end 



table in illustration. Spike nodded, and Xander 
continued, tossing the book back down. "Yeah, I 
was at a lunch meeting. One minute, I'm sipping my 
soup, and the next I'm bleeding. Try explaining that 
to prospective clients. Anyway, when I bite you 
here," Xander reached out toward Spike's neck, but 
the vampire flinched and stalked into the kitchen. 
"It doesn't show up on me. How come?"  
 
"Dunno. Don't know one bloody thing about it, do 
I?"  
 
"Sorry I asked." Xander snapped.  
 
"So am I," Spike snapped back.  
 
"What is your issue tonight?"  
 
"Nothing, Xander."  
 
"Don't lie to me, Spike." Xander reached out again, 
ignoring Spike's automatic flinch. He wrapped his 
fingers in Spike's collar and tugged his vampire to 
him. "This means you don't get to lie to me."  



 
Spike nodded.  
 
"Now, what's wrong?" Xander asked gently, 
stroking over Spike's neck, but not letting go of the 
collar.  
 
"I don't know." It wasn't exactly a lie. Spike didn't 
know what was wrong, just that whatever it was, 
Xander couldn't fix it.  
*  
 
Both men were sleeping soundly, having fallen 
asleep shortly after dinner, tired of the tense silence 
and petty small talk. Xander rationalized that 
whatever was bothering Spike couldn't be that bad 
or he'd tell him as he fell asleep with him, curled 
close and wrapped in his arms.  
 
He woke when Spike's gentle cuddling became 
desperate clinging, breaking into his idyllic slumber. 
Xander tried to sit up as Spike began pushing into 
his chest, trying to burrow into the warm human. 
Not able to wake Spike by calling his name, Xander 



yanked on his collar. "Wake up. Now."  
 
"Angel, please!"  
 
If Xander hadn't been fully conscious before, he 
certainly was now. Not 'Peaches'. Not 'Angelus'. 
Angel. Xander yanked harder, pulling Spike up by his 
neck. "Now."  
 
"Xander?" So scared, croaked out through a dream 
hazy throat that was currently supporting a good 
portion of Spike's weight.  
 
"It's me, baby. Just wake up now." Xander released 
his grip on Spike's chain.  
 
"Don't leave me."  
 
"Never."  
 
"Please?"  
 
"Promise, baby. Never. Tell me?"  
 



"No." Spike pulled away from Xander and slid across 
to the other side of the bed.  
 
"Why not?"  
 
"Just a dream, Xander. Go back to sleep."  
 
"You called for Angel."  
 
"I did not." Spike knew he couldn't pull off this lie, 
but that wouldn't stop him from trying. If Xander 
had heard that part of the dream, though, what else 
had he heard? Couldn't have been the whole thing, 
otherwise he'd have kicked him out by then. As long 
as he didn't notice how worked up he was, hard 
enough to hurt, but unable to come, because his 
Sire hadn't given him permission. Even Dream-
Angelus had that much control over him, subverting 
the soul, whittling him down to his basic, instinctive 
components: Eat, survive, obey Sire.  
 
"You did. Did you have a nightmare?" Spike hadn't 
really sounded scared, just... hurt. Maybe.  
 



"No." This was the nightmare. Only one thing to do, 
distract and placate the demon in his head. 
"Master?" Spike asked, lowering himself out of bed 
to kneel at Xander's side.  
 
"Go on. I'll be there in a minute." Xander sighed as 
he watched Spike's pale form crawl, crawl across 
the floor and was once again thankful for the thick, 
soft carpeting he'd had installed before they moved 
in. He glanced at the clock and noted the time 
before calling his secretary's voice mail and left a 
message for her to reschedule his 9:30 meeting to 
10:30. He watched Spike crawl into the room, 
waiting for him. "Better make it eleven."  
 
 
 
 

Part Eighty-Two   Morning 

 
 
 
 



Xander swung his legs off the side of the bed, 
scrubbing his face with his hands as he collected his 
breath. Time for the patented 'ignore it and maybe 
it'll go away' problem resolution technique to be 
put aside, and the 'confront the damn thing head 
on' technique to make an appearance.  
 
Spike waited, eyes on the floor in front of him while 
Xander made his call. He waited while Xander did 
that heaving sigh he always did when he had a 
problem he didn't want to talk about. He didn't 
want to talk about it either. All he wanted was for 
Xander to come in, take all the thoughts of Angelus 
away, replace them with pain and pleasure of 
himself and his Master. Not a Sire-substitute, his 
Master.  
 
His demon growled somewhere inside himself that 
Xander was not his Master, and knew he'd made 
the noise out loud when he heard Xander's sharply 
indrawn breath. Growling always did it for the boy, 
always had. No wonder he was a demon-magnet. 
Still, his eyes remained fixed on the floor.  
 



Xander stood up straighter, hardened his voice, and 
circled Spike as he began to speak. "Rules. You will 
not speak unless I direct you to. You will not move 
unless I tell you to. I will chose what we do, and you 
will not come until I tell you to. Will there be any 
problem with this?"  
 
Spike shook his head, raising his eyes off the floor 
just enough to see Xander's expression. Briefly, he 
wondered how he'd managed to sound so much like 
Angelus just then. Then he remembered that 
Xander had learned from Angelus, had enough 
lucidity left to realize the irony there, and dropped 
his gaze again. As if the situation needed to be more 
complicated.  
 
Xander nodded his head just a bit, and Spike knelt 
up, nuzzling Xander's boxers out of the way and 
licked him to hardness. As soon as he was hard, 
Spike settled back into position and Xander stepped 
away. Spike dropped his head again, listening 
intently as Xander opened the toy cabinet. he tried 
to let go of the dream, of the things that happened 
outside this room and just be. He lost himself in the 



sounds of Xander searching through the cabinet, 
knowing Xander did it for him. He heard the heavy 
leather-covered paddle slice through the air, then 
the strap. Both items were replaced, apparently 
unsatisfactory for whatever Xander had planned.  
 
Xander knew this was going to be rough, harder 
than any of the other sessions they'd had so far if he 
didn't want it to degenerate as the other night had, 
and so settled on one of new toys they'd yet to use. 
He picked up the riding crop Spike had caught him 
eyeing weeks before. Xander had held a slight 
interest in it for a long time, but he hadn't 
purchased one. It seemed awfully cruel; he loved 
the thought of using anything on Spike that would 
mark him for longer than a few hours, but then 
hated that he thought that way. But now that he 
had come to term with his own desires, the fact 
that he wasn't just playing a role with Spike, that he 
was his Master and he enjoyed it, he'd loosened up, 
gotten into it, and wanted to use it.   
 
He walked back over to stand in front of Spike, 
shaking his head as the vampire started to suck him 



again. One hand went on Spike's shoulder, the 
other titled the vampire's face up to look at him. "I 
want you to know that I love you, and nothing that 
happens in here will change that."  
 
Spike nodded, and Xander continued. "Tell me if 
you know why we're in here."  
 
"Because I asked for it," Spike whispered.  
 
"Yes. Anything else?"  
 
"No, Master."  
 
"Yes. There's always something else. Do you know 
what it is? Think about it."  
 
Spike considered for a moment. He'd asked for it. 
He'd deceived Xander about why, but that didn't 
matter. The only thing that mattered was that they 
were there, and Spike could get what he wanted. 
He shook his head.  
 
Xander sighed. "We're in here because you need 



this. You're mine, and I will give you what you need, 
but to do that, you have to know that you're mine."  
 
Spike's gaze immediately left the floor and searched 
Xander's face, looking for the trick. He had to know. 
Everything about this session was different, from 
the way he was standing, to the way he was talking 
to Spike, it was so much more... real. As if Xander 
really believed it all, rather than said it just because 
he knew what Spike wanted to hear.  
 
"Stand up. I'm going to prove to you that you're 
mine." Xander held the crop in front of him, 
showing it to Spike as he stood. "I know the marks 
from this will fade, but they'll last until I come 
home. Think of that, when I come home, your back 
will still be red from where I marked you. You'll 
have that all day, reminding you who you belong to, 
and how much I love you." Xander moved into 
position and pulled his hand back, raised and then 
dropped it as he began the beating. Several hard 
blows rained down across Spike's back, from waist 
to thighs and back again, each one causing Spike to 
moan and sway. At first he jerked away from the 



sting; Xander had practiced with this toy, and he 
was good with it, though he'd never used it on 
Spike. But slowly he began to accept the beating, 
finding his body moving with the crop as Xander hit 
him in just the right place to keep him in position. 
One of the stinging swats landed on Spike's hip, 
farther to the side than the others, causing him to 
whimper.  
 
"Relax. You can take this. Take it for me. I want you 
to be able to see them. Every time you look down at 
yourself today, you'll see my mark."  
 
Spike gasped as Xander hit him in the same place on 
the other side.  
 
"Do I need to remind you of the rules?"  
 
Spike shook his head as Xander brought the crop 
down on each side again.  
 
"Tell me what you have to say." Xander's hands 
rested on Spike's shoulders, the crop lying gently 
against his back. "Why you refused to talk to me 



before."  
 
"I'm sorry," Spike whispered, still not able to give 
Xander the answer he desired.  
 
Xander knew he was avoiding the question, 
preventing Xander from helping him, fixing 
whatever he'd done wrong to get this type of 
reaction from Spike. He snapped the crop down 
again suddenly, moved out of Spike's reach and 
behind him. The only thing he could think of was 
that the dream had been about Angel taking him 
away. Time was running out, he needed to get to 
work, but Xander didn't want to rush this. Best to 
try to reassure Spike, calm him now, get him to that 
peaceful place inside his head, and resolve this 
when he came home, when he had time.  
 
"Whose are you? Tell me."  
 
"Yours." Again in a whisper.  
 
"That's right. You're mine. You belong to me and I 
take care of you and no one will ever take you away 



from me because you. Are. Mine."  
 
Spike's cock barely twitched at the possessiveness 
of Xander's words, but when his Master moved 
again, inflicting and then inspecting the pink lines 
left on his back, he stilled once again.  
 
Xander saw that the wounds were deeper than he'd 
expected Spike to need, but still Spike wasn't 
responding. Relying on vampiric healing, Xander 
made his decision. Spike may have thought he 
hadn't noticed that he wasn't yet enjoying himself, 
but he had. He always knew what state Spike was 
in, if he was ready or not, flying or lying back 
passively. This was beyond passive, this was 
introverted.  
 
Xander brought the crop down against Spike again 
and again, upping the intensity once Spike began to 
react, finally dropping the crop and using his bare 
hands. He rubbed and squeezed over Spike's 
sensitized back, causing the welts to burn, taking 
Spike even more deeply into headspace. All Spike's 
thoughts centered on Xander's hand slapping down 



on his ass over and over until even that thought left 
him, and all he could do was feel.  
 
Xander lubed himself and began fucking Spike hard, 
pushing him over on all fours, while Spike thrust 
back against him. "Come with me." The moment the 
command had been issued, Spike came, muscles 
clenched around Xander bringing him off as well.  
 
Xander pulled out slowly, smiling to himself at 
Spike's small whimper of protest. He gathered Spike 
in his arms and laid him down on the bed, settling 
his weight on top of him. The friction of the sheets 
on Spike's back caused him to wince, but Spike 
needed to feel Xander with him, on him, not 
leaving. He held him as long as he could, whispeing 
how proud he was of Spike, how good Spike was, 
how he would never leave him. He knew Spike 
could barely hear him, but when he came back to 
himself, Xander's voice, Xander's words would be 
the first thing he heard.  
 
Spike blinked, and shifted, inhaling sharply as he 
finally registered the welts on his back.  



 
"With me again?" Xander asked, rolling to Spike's 
side as he nodded. "I have to go now. You'll be 
okay?" He asked, concerned. This session had been 
rougher than their previous ones. Each had 
increased in intensity over the past month or so, 
and the increase in frequency had been happening 
even before that. But this one was exhausting for 
him, beginning in the early morning and lasting far 
longer than he'd been prepared for  before Xander 
could beat Spike to his satisfaction. It had been 
more physically draining for Spike, though Xander 
watched him come down with a distinctly 
unvampire-like grin.  
 
Spike nodded.  
 
Xander picked three packets of the human blood he 
kept in the refrigerator and tossed them in the 
microwave. They heated, and he brought them over 
to Spike, who ripped into them ferociously. He 
always needed to eat that way after a session, and 
this time Xander felt bad that Spike needed too 
much to drink from Xander directly, but he needed 



to get him fed.   
 
"I'll come home as soon as I'm done with these 
meetings. You'll rest?"  
 
Again he nodded.  
 
"Tell me if you're feeling better."  
 
"Yes, Master." Spike smiled at him. "Much better."  
 
"Good," Xander grinned back. "Eat some more, and 
when you're up to it, clean up and go rest in our 
room. I don't want you in here all day, okay?" 
Xander was careful to give him permission to leave 
the room whenever he wanted. "You look beautiful. 
I'll be home as soon as I can." Xander waited to 
make sure Spike had nothing to add.The blond 
remained still, eyes lazily closed, body held carefully 
but still relaxed.  
 
 
 
 



Part Eighty-Three   Sleeping Beauty 

 
 
 
 
While Xander sat at work, he focused solely on the 
meeting, trying to block out all other thoughts. He 
was trying to convince people he didn't know to 
give his company money it didn't need to construct 
a building that he would never visit. He delivered 
his speech on auto pilot, and could only hope he 
answered the questions posed to him satisfactorily. 
Throughout the entire affair, only one thought ran 
through his head:  
 
'Hi, I'm Alexander. Not thirty minutes ago, I was 
beating the fear out of my undead gay lover 
because he doesn't feel like he deserves me. Now, 
help me to help you. Got a puppy you need kicked?'  
 
Afterwards, proposal agreed to and contracts 
signed, he declined a round of celebratory drinks 
and lingered in his office, remembering his promise 



to be home soon, but needing the time to think. 
The guilt weighed upon him heavily. He enjoyed his 
role as Master in his relationship, and usually 
couldn't ask for a better bottom than Spike. Under 
any other circumstances, he would have delighted 
in the experience, and would still have been riding 
the high from that morning's session, whistling and 
drawing snickering glances from the secretaries 
throughout the building as he floated through his 
day.  
 
But this wasn't completely about mutual pleasure, 
as it should be. He had to do this for Spike's sanity. 
At first it had been a once in a while thing, but 
now... Something was happening to make Spike 
need this. And he wouldn't tell Xander what it was.  
 
He still wasn't convinced that Spike trusted him 
completely. He could see the fear in Spike's eyes on 
occasion. Not fear of him; fear that he would leave, 
fear that Xander would change his mind, fear that 
he would still one day say yes and mean no.  
 
The beaming smiles, no trace of smirk or sneer to 



be found, that Xander received as Spike came 
down, drank the blood Xander gave him, both from 
his own body and from the refrigerator, convinced 
Xander that he was providing what the vampire 
needed. He did his research, he knew his stuff, and 
he knew the difference between hurt and pain. But 
with Spike's reluctance to tell him what happened, 
what caused this now, he knew he was hurting 
Spike, making it worse, not better.  
 
He hated that he had to be so forceful with Spike, 
wincing as he thought back on the amount of blood 
he had drawn that morning. But he knew that, as a 
vampire, Spike's pleasurepain threshold was much 
higher than his own. He also knew, from cruel 
experience, that to take him to that point and then 
not step just slightly over would undo the progress, 
if any, he had made in gaining Spike's trust that he 
did this out of love.  
 
But if Spike wouldn't tell him what happened to 
make him need this, if Spike was lying to him about 
why he needed it...  
 



He finished up what little paperwork he had, and 
gathered his things. It was well past time to put a 
stop to this.  
*  
 
Xander dropped by Bob's office on his way out, 
knocking lightly on the open door. Bob glanced up 
from the mountain of paperwork littering his desk 
and motioned Xander inside after signing the last of 
the documents in the manilla folder with his 
chicken-scratch writing. He folded his hands in a 
distinctly boss-like manner and drawled, "What can 
I do ya for, Harris?"  
 
"How's it going, Bob?"  
 
"Can't complain."  
 
Xander sighed heavily. "I need to take a few days, 
Bob. There's some issues that suddenly came up. I 
want to clear them out and get it over with."  
 
"Family?" Bob's concerned tone underscored the 
nosiness of the question.  



 
Xander took another deep breath and went with 
what he thought might possibly be the problem. 
The part he could tell someone and not be locked 
away by the loony patrol. "In-laws."  
 
"Ouch."  
 
"You have no idea," Xander sighed heavily. "So I was 
thinking next week. There's nothing we have 
scheduled that Matt can't handle on his own."  
 
"Yeah. He's a pretty good guy. Knows his stuff, but 
has a hard time making decisions," Bob answered as 
he shuffled through his desk to find the leave 
papers Human Resources required for paid days off. 
Bob signed them as he continued to speak. "You're 
grooming him well, though. He'll get there."  
 
"Grooming?"  
 
"For your position."  
 
"Oh. Um, I don't really need these days off. Well, I 



do, but I can try to take care of it on the weekend. 
It's not-"  
 
"Harris, what the hell are you talking about?"  
 
"My position. If Matt takes it-"  
 
Bob chuckled, and shook his head at the insecurity 
of the fastest rising star in the company. "You'll be 
promoted. I know you keep to yourself, but you 
can't tell me you're immune to the gossip."  
 
"I hear things." Xander smiled at Bob's knowing 
grin. "But I thought the ones about me were just 
rumors."  
 
"Except for this one, they are. Unless you are having 
an affair with that blonde in purchasing?"  
 
Xander snorted. "Not my type. Plus, Spike would kill 
me. And then her. And then he'd bring me back just 
to kill me again," Xander spoke without irony, 
though Bob just laughed.  "So, another promotion, 
huh?"  



 
"Not for a while, but yeah. Fast track. I'm proud of 
you, Harris. You've done good." Bob clapped him on 
the shoulder, and for a brief instant, Xander 
remembered what it was like to have someone 
proud of him. "Get on out of here. Take care of the 
blond you've got at home. I'll keep the vultures off 
your back here."  
 
"You know they only go after me because they can't 
have you, Bob."  
 
Bob blushed all the way to the top of his balding 
head and let out a belly-laugh that would have 
scared lesser men, shaking his head and returning 
to his paperwork. "You think yours is something, 
you should see Laura on a bad day."  
 
"Thanks, Bob."  
 
"Anytime, son. Anytime."  
 
 



 
 

Part Eighty-Four   Confessions 

 
 
 
 
Xander opened the apartment door slowly, quietly 
letting Spike become accustomed to his presence 
again. Sometimes lately he just seemed to... forget 
that Xander was there, and he startled so easily. 
Not just when the phone rang, but when Xander 
spoke or moved suddenly, and Spike would snap 
back into himself, as if reminded that a whole 
different world existed outside his head. Xander 
didn't see him in the living room or kitchen, and 
called out softly. Spike usually at least had the 
presence of mind to be where Xander could see 
him.  
 
Nothing. Xander walked towards the dungeon, able 
to see a Spike-shaped lump on the bed. He watched 
Spike, awake but not really moving, and sat down 



and pulled Spike's feet into his lap as he had so 
often back when things were right.  
 
"You can come out now."  
 
Spike shook his head, less in accordance with the 
rules than simply lacking the desire to do much else.  
 
"Tell me why?" Xander asked. Not a command, not 
yet.  
 
"Broken."  
 
"You're not," Xander reassured him gently.  
 
Spike shook his head again. "Not me. Us. This. "  
 
Xander released his feet, stood, and walked to the 
cabinet. "Strip."  
 
Spike's eyes widened and he rolled onto his side, 
facing Xander.  
 
"I gave you an order, Spike. I expect you to follow 



it." Xander turned around, watching as Spike slowly 
stood, raising the shirt off his chest and over his 
head. Xander held the whip in his hand.  
 
Spike removed his jeans, set them on the table and 
waited, not sure exactly what this was about.  
 
Xander simply raised an eyebrow, eyes flicking to 
the center of the floor and back to his vampire. He 
came to this conclusion when he walked into the 
room and Spike was still so despondent. He -they- 
would solve this problem. No more waiting, no 
more hesitation. They had time now, and Spike 
would talk voluntarily, or Xander would beat the 
resistance out of him, and then he'd talk. Either 
way.  
 
Xander started by trailing the whip over Spike's 
back, letting him feel the leather. Spike was such a 
sensualist, he loved to just feel whatever Xander 
was using. "I want you to tell me why I'm doing 
this."  
 
"I don't know."  



 
"Try." Xander struck him with the whip lightly, more 
a tease than anything else.  
 
Spike sighed. "You're doing this because I need it."  
 
Xander cracked the whip, but only the tip hit Spike's 
shoulder, barely even touching him. "No. Try again."  
 
"I don't know."  
 
"Tell me, when I left this morning, were you feeling 
better?"  
 
"Yes, Master."  
 
"For how long?"  
 
Spike shrugged.  
 
Xander cracked the whip down again, still barely 
letting it touch Spike. "Tell me."  
 
"I don't know, I fell asleep, and when I woke up I 



was like this again."  
 
"Good." Xander stroked his hand across Spike's 
shoulders, pressing his thumbs into the twin spots 
of pink the whip had raised, and Spike shivered. 
"Now, for the rest of this session, you can speak 
whenever you want. As long as you tell me what's 
been bothering you."  
 
"I can't."  
 
"Yes, you can."  
 
"But I. don't. know." Spike sounded exasperated, as 
if he was sure none of this would help.  
 
"I think you do." Xander cracked the whip down 
hard against Spike's shoulder, a thin trail of blood 
left in its wake. He knew this was working. If he was 
already under Spike's defenses, maybe they'd get 
out of here sooner than he'd thought. "Tell me if 
you trust me."  
 
"Yes."  



 
"Have I ever broken a promise to you?"  
 
"No, Master. Never."  
 
"But you don't believe me, do you?"  
 
Spike didn't move from his position, kneeling in the 
center of the room, hands clasped behind his back, 
out of the way of the whip.  
 
"Tell me."  
 
"I want to."  
 
Three quick lashes, curling around Spike's arm, a 
spot that was reserved only for the most intense 
sessions. It wasn't an amateur's mistake; Xander 
was quite skilled with the whip. The tops of Spike's 
arms were incredibly sensitive, and therefore a 
sure-fire way to take him down deep fairly quickly.   
 
Spike clenched his jaw as the first strike hit his 
shoulder, but the second and third fell so quickly he 



couldn't bite back a low scream. Master was 
serious, then, and Master wanted an answer. Spike 
tried to remember the question, having trouble 
concentrating. He wouldn't be able to think of a 
good enough lie, not while he was arching his back 
when the whip hit him, and Master was lowering his 
voice like that, trying to pull the truth from him.  
 
"Who do you belong to?"  
 
"You, Master."  
 
Three more lashes, again to Spike's upper arms. 
"Whose property does that collar say you are?"  
 
"Y-yours, Master."  
 
Xander lowered his voice even more, almost 
whispering, watching Spike visibly lose the battle 
against his desire to sink into the pain and give his 
Master everything that was in him, all the pain, all 
the truth.  "Who claimed you, in blood and semen, 
as his property?"  
 



"Angelus." The word spilled forth from his lips and 
Spike froze, crashing back from his inner world 
suddenly, lightheaded and weak. He stopped 
panting, stopped shuddering, stopped writhing 
under Xander's whip. Spike lost his position and 
tumbled to the floor, hands behind him, not 
bothering to break his fall. His shoulder took most 
of his weight, but his hands stayed in place, holding 
himself open for Xander.  
 
"Sorry. So sorry Master. I should have told you. 
Didn't want to hurt you, sorry, so sorry. I didn't 
want to, don't want him, want you, only you, 
please, sorry, only you, so sorry, Master." The 
chanting continued, frantically, as Xander tried to 
regain control.  
 
Angelus?  
 
Now was not the time for losing it, Spike needed 
him. Spike needed him.  
 
Angelus?  
 



That bastard did not own his Spike. Spike belonged 
to him.  
 
Angelus?  
 
"Mine!" Xander roared, yanking Spike back into 
position by his collar. Five more lashes, striking 
down hard with the whip, the entire length of 
braided leather trailing through the split flesh, but 
the even pace remained the same. Xander would 
not lose control, not when Spike needed him this 
badly.  
 
Spike remembered to count, each number followed 
by "Sorry, Master, please."  After the last blow fell, 
Xander dropped the whip and pushed Spike down, 
kneeling behind him, coating his cock with Spike's 
blood and pushing his way in, hard. He reached 
around with his blood-slickened hand and pumped 
Spike ferociously as he thrust.  
 
"Mine! Come. Now!" Spike did, and Xander bit him 
hard, swallowing the rich blood that rose in his 
mouth, no longer acting completely by himself; 



some sort of instinct taking over and telling him this 
was how to get through to Spike.  
 
"Mine!" They fell forward and Xander rolled off of 
him, holding his arm out to Spike to offer the 
grounding presence Spike always needed. He did 
not come to him, though Xander could see the 
emotions warring across his features. "You're mine. 
Mine. Come here, rest with me."  
 
Spike crawled across the floor and went to the 
refrigerator. Xander closed his eyes, trying to figure 
out what happened, waiting to hear the microwave 
beep as Spike heated his blood. Instead, Spike 
returned with a bottle of water for Xander, and a 
towel to clean him off.  
 
"Eat."  
 
Spike shook his head, defying Xander again. "Eat," 
he told him more firmly. "You do what I tell you, 
because you are mine. Now, eat!" Spike's wounds 
were no longer actively bleeding, but not healing 
fast enough for Xander's liking.  



 
Again, Spike did not move.  
 
Xander grabbed Spike's head and forced him to his 
neck. "Now." Knowing, hoping Spike could not 
refuse his Master's blood. He had to replace what 
he had lost, both from that morning and just now. 
Spike bit, ever so gently sliding his fangs into 
Xander's neck, showing more control than Xander 
would have thought he had. After one small sip, 
Xander pushed him away. The bloodlust was in 
control, and Spike had no choice but to follow. "Go 
to the fridge. Eat."  
 
Spike did as he was told.  
 
Xander thought. Spike still felt like he belonged to 
Angel. Well, that at least explained his need to 
constantly be reminded who his Master was. The 
instinct from his demonic nature competing with 
Xander's much newer, radically unorthodox claim 
must have been driving the vampire insane. Even 
though Xander had fought Angelus with his entire 
being, and he had never been properly claimed by 



him, certainly never like Spike had been, he still 
remembered the hurt, the pain, the emptiness 
when Angelus rejected him: 'You're just not worth it 
anymore, boy. You're damaged.'  
 
Spike finished his blood and remained where he 
was, stationary on the other side of the room. 
Xander wouldn't want him anymore, of that he was 
certain.  
 
"Do you have anything to say?" Xander asked him 
gently, sitting up.  
 
Spike nodded.  
 
"Tell me."  
 
"Don't deserve you."  
 
"Yes you do", Xander told him firmly. Spike tried to 
look away, but Xander was there, holding Spike's 
chin in his hands, and turned Spike to look at him. 
"Doesn't matter," he said instead. "You're mine and 
I take care of what's mine."  



 
Spike nodded.  
 
"Thank you for telling me." Xander moved toward 
the bed, the hard floor of the room hurting his back. 
"Come up on the bed with me, please. Are you all 
right? You came out of it pretty fast, I don't want 
anything to happen to you because of it."  
 
Spike followed Xander, but kept his distance on the 
bed, not wanting to be touching Xander when he 
was told to go. He still didn't speak.  
 
"I'm very proud of you."  
 
No reaction.  
 
"I am. You're mine and beautiful and I'm very 
pleased. We'll take care of this, okay? And look, 
you're still marked from this morning," Xander 
stroked a finger over the faint pink lines on his hip. 
"Proof. Mine."  
 
Spike looked away.  



 
"Will you come out? Maybe take a shower with me? 
Let me get you cleaned up a bit." Xander knew he 
had lost control of the situation, begging his sub to 
obey rather than commanding it, but he couldn't 
help it, not now, not this soon.  
 
Spike shook his head, not wanting to be any more 
of a burden than he already was.  
 
"I want you to eat some more and then lay down. 
Do you need me to stay?"  Spike's frightened eyes 
met Xander's and he clarified quickly, "In here, in 
the room with you."  
 
Another shake.  
 
Xander sighed, unsure of the wisdom in leaving 
Spike in the room full of toys, weapons. He briefly 
considered ordering Spike out of the room, or 
perhaps restraining him, but the thoughts were 
dismissed almost before they were formed. Firstly, 
there was no way he'd leave him like this, tied up 
and alone. And secondly, he trusted Spike. Spike 



could be trusted.  
 
"I need to go shower, okay? I won't be long, but 
come out whenever you're ready. Tell me if you feel 
better."  
 
Spike opened his mouth as if to say something, but 
the closed it softly and shook his head.  
 
"I'll be right back and then we'll fix this. We'll take 
care of everything." Xander kissed Spike gently and 
left reluctantly, trying to prepare himself for what 
would come next.  
 
 
 
 

Part Eighty-Five   Confessions 

 

 

 

 



Xander stood under the too-hot spray, letting sweat 

and blood and water and rage run off him. He 

wasn’t mad at Spike. He wasn’t. There were lessons 

and instincts that went back farther than Xander 

could comprehend, let alone fight. He was mad at 

himself. For not knowing, not asking, not figuring 

this out before it got so bad.  

 

And it was Angel. Taking, always taking. This time, 

though, Xander wasn’t going to take it like a kid. He 

was going to fight. And he was going to win.  

 

Xander willed himself to relax, let the hot water 

ease some of his tension, thinking about how to 

proceed.  

*  

 

Spike waited while Xander showered, not sure why 

he hadn't been forced to leave yet. Now it was out 

in the open. Xander knew he'd been lying, been 

using him, had accepted his collar all the while 



thinking of Angelus, comparing the two and for 

some reason finding Xander lacking. But Xander 

hadn't told him to leave. He hadn't told him 

anything, other than to eat.  

 

Spike didn't want to eat. He wanted to make things 

right. He left the room, searching for his cigarettes. 

His duster yielded only a crumpled, empty pack, and 

he entered the kitchen, still hunting. Absently, he 

wandered to one of the junk drawers, and 

rummaged around.  

 

He loved Xander. They had bonded, soul and soul 

with the rings, soul and demon with their bond, 

Master and slave with the collar.   

 

But he had told the truth. Angelus had claimed him. 

He had never called him Master; if he had, his Sire 

would have grown bored and left him. But he had 

owned Spike as completely as was possible. When 

he left, ran away, he had not revoked the claim, had 



not broken it. He had just *left*. And as much as he 

had determined not to tell Xander, now that he 

had, he didn’t kow what to expect.  

 

It shouldn't have mattered. Xander was his Consort, 

his Mate. Spike barely noticed the sharp sting 

pricking at his fingers, but pushed harder against 

whatever caused it, forgetting himself for a moment 

in the barely perceptible pain. When it registered, 

he looked down, saw that he was pressing against 

the tip of the scissors. Without thinking, he picked 

them up, opened them fully and rested the open 

blade across his arm.  

 

No matter what the situation, inside he was still the 

lost lonely fledgling vampire abandoned and trying 

to play at being the Big Bad to hide his fear. Xander 

probably regretted his decision to get involved with 

him, and he was no doubt in the shower now, 

mentally making calls to any one and everyone 

about how to break the bond. It was early enough, 



it could be done with minimal damage to the 

human. Of course, breaking the bond would mean 

killing Spike, and Xander would never do that. Spike 

decided he would probably just keep him locked in 

the room, chain him up for the proximity and 

occasional dose of blood, but move on with his life 

as much as possible.  

 

Spike cut off that line of thought, rubbing his arm 

harder with the scissors, finally changing the angle 

and drawing it across his arm in a deep, sharp gash. 

Blood began to trickle down his arm, and the logical 

part of his brain tried to reassert himself. Xander 

had tried to get him to calm down, tried to comfort 

Spike. He had given him a home, his love, his blood, 

his life, and he had brought his beautiful pain. He 

had never once hurt him. Finally Spike changed the 

angle and drew the blade across his arm in a 

beautifully deep, sharp gash.  

 

"Fuck, Spike!"  



 

Spike dropped the scissors and looked up from his 

arm, noticing for the first time that the shower had 

turned off, and that Xander was standing next to 

him, an identical gash running down his right arm.  

 

"Xan-Xander?" Spike was shaking, and his 

tremulous voice conveyed his anguish. Over, over, it 

was over, over, over, over.  

 

"Come on, baby. Come with me. It's all right, okay? 

Let's just get this cleaned up." Xander spoke in low, 

soothing tones, and led an unresisting Spike into the 

bathroom. He sat Spike down on the edge of the 

tub, cleaned and dressed the vampire's wound 

before working on his own. He let out a shaky laugh 

as he tried to hold the bandage in place. "You had 

to be left handed, didn't you?"  

 

"No, I... I." Spike tried to explain but his throat 

closed. He was not going to be forgiven this time.  



 

"It's okay. See?" Xander his arm out to Spike, 

showing him the almost-professionally done 

bandaging job. "Now," he held Spike's hand again 

and led him into the kitchen, sat him down and 

warmed up some blood. "Eat."  

 

Xander walked calmly back to the other side of the 

kitchen, putting some distance between them to try 

to curb his urge to hold and stroke and comfort 

him. "Now, listen very carefully, because I need you 

to understand. I am not mad at you. Just tell me, 

exactly, what is going on here."  

 

"I belong to Angel."  

 

"No. No you do not."  

 

Spike nodded once, very very slowly.  

 

"Spike, you haven't been with Angel in a hund- in six 



years."  

 

"Doesn't matter. Belong to him."  

 

"To? Or with?"  

 

"To," Spike replied firmly, getting control over his 

shaking body as the warm human blood he drank 

filled him, healed him.  

 

"But I took you. You're mine now." Xander clearly 

didn't understand, but Spike couldn't quite find the 

right words to express himself. A short silence 

followed, Xander's eyes flickering between Spike's 

collar and his face, trying to put it all together. 

"That's it, isn't it? I took you. I took, but you never 

gave. Because you can't. Tell me, you really feel like 

you still belong to him?"  

 

Spike looked pointedly at Xander's bandaged 

forearm, then met his eyes. "Yes."  



 

Xander led Spike out of the bathroom and tucked 

him carefully into the bed, with strict instructions 

that he was to sleep, and left the room, waves of 

anger flowing off him, making Spike wonder how 

much longer he'd have a home here.  

 

Just before sundown, Xander inspected the injured 

area of Spike's arm and could find no trace of the 

cut. His own arm was healing fairly quickly as well, 

which was good. It wouldn't do to show any 

weakness with what he had planned.  

 

"Come on. We're going to L. A." 

Part Eighty-Six   Identity 

 
 
 
 
While Spike had been resting, Xander rebandaged 



his arm, then spent the rest of the daylight hours 
pacing, thinking, deciding on the best plan of action. 
There was no choice, though, and only one option. 
They had to go to LA. He couldn’t fix this by himself, 
and Spike was even more lost than he was. This was 
Angel’s problem to rectify, and so that’s what they 
would do.  
 
Xander risked at Spike, who was sitting quietly and 
as still as a statue in the passenger seat. Now that 
he knew what was happening, he could see the 
signs clearly. Not real quick on the uptake, but if he 
had been, they would have made this journey a 
long time ago, when he had first claimed Spike as 
his, and before he became so despondent.  Xander 
wanted to talk to him, but he was even more out of 
it now than he had been in the school basement.  
 
Looking over at Spike again, Xander noticed he was 
turning his wedding ring around and around on his 
finger.  
 
Xander tried to laugh, but it sounded more like he 
was chocking. "Deja vu, huh?"  



 
Spike continued to sit, motionless.  
 
"Spike, could you please talk to me?"  
 
Spike turned to look at him then, an unidentifiable 
mix of emotions crossing his face. "I don't want you 
to do this," he whispered.  
 
"Why not?"  
 
"I didn't mean to lie to you. I don't want you to give 
me back."  
 
"What?" Xander was so shocked he almost ran the 
car off the road.  
 
"I don't want you to give me back to him. I don't 
know how to fix it, but I don't want to not belong to 
you anymore."  
 
"Do you think I'm driving you to LA just to give you 
to Angel? Have you lost your mind?"  
 



"Yes, apparently I have,” Spike replied dryly.  
 
"I'm not giving you to Angel. He's going to give you 
to me. Formally, or whatever. However it is that you 
vampires do these things, and then your demon will 
belong to me, too. I’ll have all of you."  
 
"He's not going to give me to you."  
 
"Why not?" Xander challenged.  
 
“I’m his.”  
 
“No, you’re not.”  
 
"Hasn't given me up yet, has he?"  
 
"Does he know he's supposed to?" For all Xander 
knew, Angel was as lost as he was over this. Or he 
could have done it all on purpose, refusing to ever 
let go of something he considered his. There was no 
way to tell in advance.  
 
"Oh, he knows. He knows everything and then some 



about ‘our ways’,” Spike sneered. “He just never 
cared.”  
 
“So, we might be in for a fight then.”  
 
“No. You might be in for a fight. My job will be to sit 
by and look pretty and be a trophy for whoever 
wins.”  
 
“Wait. You’re serious. I’m going to have to fight 
Angel for you?” Xander wanted to think he could do 
this, but the sudden knowledge that he might have 
to fight for Spike left him cold. Sure, he wanted to 
win, and training with Spike had given him some 
moves, but he knew he wouldn’t stand a chance 
against Angel.  
 
“If he chooses to fight for me. But I don’t see why 
he would.”  
 
“I would.”  
 
“Well, you’re not him, are you?” Spike snapped.  
 



“No. I’m not. And when this is all over, you’ll still be 
mine, and I still won’t be him.”  
 
“I don’t want him.”  
 
“Are you sure? Absolutely certain about that?”  
 
Spike nodded, and continued staring out the 
window, watching the scenery pass, bringing him 
that much closer to this confrontation between his 
Master and his Sire.  
*  
 
Xander stopped the car and turned to Spike, but 
was interrupted before he could speak.  
 
"So, we gonna do this right?" Spike asked him 
uncertainly.  
 
"Of course.”  
 
Spike paused, knowing what could be at stake. Not 
for him; this was out of his control now, but for 
Xander. If Angel chose to fight... "You can do this?"  



 
"Are you questioning me?" Xander adopted his 
Master voice and Spike lowered his eyes, shaking 
his head ‘no’.  
 
"You need this. I will-" Xander's voice shook, belying 
his nervousness. He cleared his throat, starting 
again. "I will always, always give you what you 
need."  
 
Xander didn't want to show Spike how nervous this 
whole field trip had made him. He knew what he 
was about to do, but he didn't want his emotion 
making the situation worse for Spike. It was bad 
enough as it was. As much as he tried to put on a 
brave face for Spike, he knew there was a distinct 
possibility that, when face to face with his Sire, 
Spike would stay and Xander would be leaving LA 
alone. It wouldn't be the first time he came in 
second to Angel.  
 
Spike nodded. His Xander was going to take him 
from Angel. Take him. The demon had stopped 
fighting against it the minute they'd gotten into the 



car, waiting to see what would happen. If this 
happened, then there would be no schism, no 
reason for the internal division. The demon would 
agree that Xander was his Master and Spike would 
be whole, and happy, and finally able to give 
himself over completely.  
 
"Come on then. Let's get this over with." Xander 
slammed the door shut, and waited for Spike to join 
him.  
 
 
 
 

Part Eighty-Seven   Claims 

 
 
Spike allowed Xander to lead the way into the 
lobby, even though his instincts warned him to go 
first, be wary, and protect his Mate from any 
danger. He knew, though, that if they weren’t in the 
proper mind-set, Xander as Master and himself 
deep in submission, nothing they did would work. 



And if this didn’t work, best case scenario, Angel 
would laugh in his face, brush him off, and he and 
Xander would go on as they had been. Worst case... 
Spike shuddered.  
 
Xander turned to him suddenly, pressed his thumb 
over the chain around Spike’s neck, reminding them 
both of its presence. “Don’t. Don’t even think it. All 
that matters is you’re mine.”  
 
Spike nodded and caught movement out of the 
corner of his eye. Xander turned back around, and 
they both watched Angel process their arrival, 
shifting from cautious to surprised and back to 
cautious. He inhaled deeply, and then came out of 
the doorway, casually placing a small battle-axe on 
the desk, making sure his unexpected guests were 
aware of the threat. "Xander? Why are you here? 
More importantly, why are you here with Spike?"  
 
Angel stepped toward the pair, sensing something 
off but unable to place it. “Spike?”  
 
Xander pulled Spike fully behind him, shielding the 



smaller man with his body. “You got something you 
want to say to my property, Deadboy? You say it to 
me.”  
 
Angel barely managed not to laught, but couldn’t 
hide the amusement from his voice. “Xander, what 
are you talking about? He's not your prop-" Angel's 
voice died as Xander slipped a finger under Spike's 
collar, displaying the chain and tiny padlock.  
 
“You know what this means?”  
 
“You’ve... He’s...”  
 
"Mine."  
 
Angel fought down a possessive growl. "What have 
you done to him? Find him when he was vulnerable 
and force him into this?"  
 
Xander heard Spike’s answering snarl, but his only 
reaction was to meet Angel’s eyes and tighten his 
hold on Spike’s collar. "If I recall,” he started softly, 
“I'm not the one into exploiting other people's 



weaknesses. I haven’t done anything he hasn’t 
asked for."  
 
Xander turned to Spike, and lowered his voice 
more, but they authority in it was unmistakable. 
"Go sit down."  
 
Angel watched, open-mouthed as Spike... complied.  
 
Silently.  
 
Obediently.  
 
“What the hell is going on here?”  
 
“Come on, Peaches. You and me are gonna have a 
little chat." Xander led them to the other side of the 
room, far enough away that Spike could barely see 
them, and only hear them if he listened in very 
carefully. There was no doubt that he would, but 
this was between Angel and Xander, and that point 
had to be made.  
 
“I’m not asking again. What have you done?" Angel 



could smell sex, and he knew it happened often 
enough that their scents were intermingled, 
indistinguishable from one another, explaining the 
difficulty in placing their scents. "He's claimed you." 
It wasn't quite a question, but still a far way off 
from a statement.  
 
Xander leaned in too close to Angel, invading his 
personal space.  "We've bonded. Mated. He belongs 
to me now."  
 
“You think that’s how this works?” This time Angel 
couldn’t hide his laughter. “He belongs to you? No 
wonder you need help.” Realization dawned. 
“That’s why you’re here. He’s rejected you.”  
 
Reluctantly, Xander nodded. “You need to fix it.”  
 
"Tell me what happened to him." Angel ordered.  
 
"If he'd wanted you to know, he would have told 
you. Long before now. You said it yourself, you 
know what’s going on. I just want you to fix it."  
 



“And to do that,” Angel explained slowly, as if 
Xander had a very limited capacity for 
comprehension, “I need to know what happened.”  
 
“We moved. We bonded. He’s rejecting it. You’ll fix 
it,” Xander responded stubbornly.  
 
“You know,” Angel stretched, hiding his frustration 
behind langor, “I could make him tell me.”  
 
Almost before Angel knew it, Xander had pulled a 
stake from his pocket and had it pressed to Angel’s 
chest. “You won’t go near him. Am I clear?”  
 
Angel held his ground. They both knew Xander 
wouldn’t use the weapon. “Put the stake down.”  
 
“Am. I. Clear?”  
 
Angel smirked and raised the hand Spike wouldn’t 
be able to see, grabbed Xander’s arm and twisted 
the stake away. “Don’t play games when you don’t 
know the rules.” Angel smelled the fresh blood and 
squeezed a little harder, relishing the pain that 



momentarily crossed Xander’s features. “Now put 
the stake down. You’re upsetting Spike.”  
 
Spike was standing, fangs bared, ready to defend 
his master. He just wasn’t sure which one.  
 
“Sit down, Spike,” Xander commanded, not 
bothering to look at him.  
 
The slightest hesitation and Spike complied.  
 
Xander pushed the stake back into his pocket. 
“You’re going to release him from your claim.”  
 
“What?” Angel’s brow furrowed in genuine 
confusion. “That’s why you’re here?”  
 
Xander sighed, pinching the bridge of his nose. “He 
still belongs to you. You know it.”  
 
“Why would I still have a hold on him? Why would I 
care?”  
 
“You care,” Xander stated firmly. “One Master to 



another, Angel? You can’t hide it from me. You still 
want him or you’d have done this already.”  
 
Much as Angel didn’t want to admit it, Xander was 
right. Angel craved the company of someone who 
knew him, all of him. Someone who felt the daily 
struggle to do what was right rather than what he 
wanted. Someone who knew how wrong it was to 
get blood from a bag, but did it anyway. Someone 
with whom he could share the guilt and remorse, 
but who knew how good it had been at the time.  
 
Angel had made Spike, both literally and 
figuratively, and who could be a better Master that 
the one who knew him, inside and out?  
 
Angel lowered his voice conspiratorially. "This isn't 
customary, Xander. You shouldn't need my 
permission to claim him. Mate's bonds, true Mate's 
bonds, are stronger than anything. Even Sire's 
bonds."  
 
He lowered his voice even more, almost whispering. 
Xander, as predicted, leaned forward to hear him. 



"Maybe it's you. Maybe you're not the Master he 
needs." Angel felt Xander’s fear, and pressed on 
through the guilt he felt at stooping so low. "Done 
anything bad lately, maybe to prove he can't accept 
you as his true Master?"  
 
A very long silence stretched between them before 
Xander spoke. “You left him. You didn’t break your 
claim. Let me repeat. You let him go all this time 
without breaking the claim you held over him as his 
Sire and Master," he explained carefully. "You 
wouldn't have the decency to die and you never 
told him you didn't want him anymore-"  
 
"I never stopped wanting him, Xander," Angel 
interrupted. "You don’t understand. You have no 
idea what it was like, but I always wanted him. He 
was my favorite-"  
 
"Angelus's."  
 
"Yeah." Angel said a little uncertainly.  
 
"Don't agree so fast, Angel. You're always so quick 



to distinguish between you and the demon." Xander 
raised his voice in a high falsetto, "'Xander, you 
have no idea how sorry I am for what he did to you, 
when I was blah blah blah.' What the hell kind of an 
apology is that? The same kind you gave Spike? Oh, 
that's right, you never gave him one, did you?"  
 
"Xander, I'm sorry-"  
 
"I'm over it, Angel. You're a vampire, it's what you 
do." Xander tossd out offhandedly.  
 
"So's Spike.” Angel argued. “Why is he different?"  
 
"Maybe because he's not using me. Maybe because 
he loves me."  
 
"Are you so sure?" Angel taunted, not knowing why 
he felt the need to exacerbate the situation, but 
knowing he could.  
 
Spike growled and stood again.  
 
Two brunet head turned his way and ordered, "Sit 



down, Spike!"  
 
Spike sat, furious that this had to happen without 
any input from him.  
 
"This isn't about me. It's not about you. It's about 
him,” Xander spat.  
 
"You don't understand."  
 
"If you say that one more time, I swear I'll stake you 
right now. Release the claim, Angel."  
 
Angel leaned back on the counter for a moment. He 
knew what he should do. Xander cared about Spike 
enough to come out to him, to go through this, and 
Spike was obviously thriving under Xander's care. 
But this was William, his William, no matter what he 
called himself anymore, and he'd finally accepted a 
Master. It wasn't his Sire, it was Xander. A human. 
The demon in him raged at the thought of his 
creation bowing to such a weak creature.  
 
He waited, watching for the doubt to come through, 



the hesitation he had relied on to get what he 
wanted from the boy. Then he could bring his 
William home.  
 
What he got, though, was nothing. No slump in the 
shoulders, no hanging of the head, not even a fidget 
or a lip-bite. Xander remained perfectly calm. "Just 
say it, Angel. Release him."  
 
"I want to fix this. He's-"  
 
"Mine! He's mine." Xander turned around and 
stalked over to Spike, who had stopped his pretense 
altogether once the whispering began. Spike waited 
for him, lust shining in his eyes, brought on by the 
possessive manner Xander was shielding him from 
Angel's view.  
 
"Come on. We're going home."  
 
"Spike, wait!" Angel started over to them.  
 
Spike's eyes never left Xander's. "Do you want to 
answer him?"  



 
Spike shook his head.  
 
"Do you want to say anything?" Xander needed to 
know. Once they left here, there was nothing short 
of the apocalypse that would bring the three of 
them together again. Unfortunately, there was a 
distinct possibility of that happening. Xander 
wanted to give Spike as much closure on that part 
of his life as possible, even if he couldn't get Angel 
to say the words.  
 
Nod.  
 
"Go ahead." Xander braced himself, preparing to 
hear that Angel had been right, and now that his 
Sire would accept him back, Spike would be staying 
in L. A.  
 
Spike raised his head, and looked Xander directly in 
the eye. "Master."  
 
Xander grinned, not caring if Angel noticed his 
relief. "Yes. Let's go."  



 
"Please, Xander, wait. Let me talk to him."  
 
"He doesn't want to talk to you, Angel. Or did you 
miss that?"  
 
"If he didn't want to talk to me, he wouldn't have 
let you come all the way out here," Angel tried, 
desperate not to let it end like this.  
 
Spike nudged Xander gently then, prompting him to 
look at Spike.  
 
"Go on. Go talk." Xander turned to Angel. "You 
touch him, I'll kill you."Angel met Xander's eyes, but 
conceded no further. Then he turned and led Spike 
into his office, where he shut the door firmly behind 
him.  
 
Angel turned from the door to stare at Spike, who 
was nervously toying with the lock haging from his 
collar. "Why didn't you come to me?"  
 
"Why didn't you come to me?" Spike responded.  



 
"You didn't, wouldn't have-"  
 
“I wouldn’t understand, yeah, yeah. Enough. It's 
over let's not do this any more, all right? He's out 
there and I want to get him home. We've had a 
hard time of it lately."  
 
“What happened to his arm?”  
 
“I did.”  
 
“You hurt him?” Angel asked. If they were as mated 
as Xander said they were, as much as his senses told 
him they were, nothing could have caused Spike to 
harm Xander.  
 
“No, myself.”  
 
“You’re sharing wounds already?”  
 
“Have been.”  
 
“Oh." Angel gestured vaguely between himself and 



Spike. “What brought this on?”  
 
"Don't know, do I? You worked your way in good. 
Always you, every time about you, every thing 
about you."  
 
Angel started to interrupt, but Spike stopped him, 
plowing on in his confession. "Not this, though. This 
is me, for me. I just need you to say it."  
 
"He loves you."  
 
Spike wasn't sure if that was a statement or a 
question. In either case, the amount of amazement 
in Angel's voice disturbed him. "That so hard to 
believe?"  
 
 
"Yes. It is."  
 
"Is it that hard?" Spike whispered, forgetting for 
once that Angel could hear him where Xander never 
could.  
 



"No, Will, m'boy, not you-"  
 
Spike raised his hand, stopping Angel in his tracks. 
“He's not kidding about the stake." Spike stepped 
back to escape Angel's embrace, surprised to find 
that he didn't want it anymore. Not much. Not too 
much.  
 
"He's changed."  
 
"That he has, mate."  
 
"He's good to you?" Angel asked with something 
akin to real concern in his voice.  
 
"Would I be there if he wasn't?" Spike smirked.  
 
Angel laughed. "For someone as old as you are, 
you've never been known for your self preservation 
instinct."  
 
Spike smiled openly now, for the first time since, 
well, since China, that Angel could recall. He turned 
to leave, showing his trust in his Sire by leaving his 



back open. Will would never have done that, Angel 
noted. His hand on the doorknob, Spike paused. 
"We're good, now, Sire?"  
 
Angel, stunned by the honorific from his most 
willful childe, paused, causing Spike to turn to face 
him.  
 
"Peaches?"  
 
"We're good, Spike. Come back some time?"  
 
"We'll see about that." Spike opened the door and 
walked demurely yet cockily to Xander's side.  
 
"You okay?" Xander asked, running his hands over 
Spike's arms protectively, glaring at Angel in 
between searching Spike for signs of pain, or doubt, 
or hesitancy. Spike nodded.  
 
"'M fine, Master."  
 
Angel watched as Xander folded Spike into his arms, 
hugged him tightly and protectively, and Spike 



began nuzzling his neck, an action that spoke 
volumes of the blond's acceptance of Xander. 
"You’re done here, then?"  
 
Before Spike could respond, Angel spoke. "Xander."  
 
Xander turned to glare at Angel. "Take him. Make 
him yours. Be happy." It wasn't exactly the 
customary release of a Master, but since that 
usually involved fucking in settling clouds of ash, it 
would have to do.  
 
Damn it.  
 
Xander nodded. There was enough emotion in the 
vampire's voice that, for once, Xander's instant 
mistrust was placed aside and he could hear the 
apology. To both of them. "Come on. Let's go."  
 
"It's getting close to dawn, too soon to make the 
drive. Do you need to-"  
 
"Don't.” Xander stopped him firmly, then softened 
his voice. “You've done enough. We've got a place 



to stay."  
 
Spike silently questioned this information, but 
Xander continued rubbing his back in slow, soothing 
circles, and all he really wanted to do was get to a 
bed and have his Master claim him properly. Again. 
And possibly again.  
 
Xander must have felt him tense slightly, though, 
because he continued in a low voice, "The Pacific 
Hotel, at the beach."  
 
Angel didn't mean to eavesdrop, but his hearing and 
years of needing to listen in ensured that he 
heard.Xander turned, moving toward the exit while 
maintaining as much physical contact with Spike 
and keeping his body between his and Angel. Angel 
had to respect that the two had obviously been 
good for each other. He watched the door slide shut 
behind them, his face impassive, before returning 
to his office and pulling out the bottle of whiskey 
and letting the what-wases and could-have-beens 
take over, at least for a little while.  
 



 
 
 

Part Eighty-Eight   Hotels 

 
 
 
 
The air felt wet and warm against Spike’s skin as 
they left the lobby. A light rain had come and gone 
while they were inside dealing with Angel, leaving 
the streets slick, reflecting the lights that 
surrounded them, painting them in pale reds and 
yellows. Spike sniffed, then inhaled deeply. 
Underneath the fresh, clean scent lingering from 
the brief shower, Spike could smell Xander next to 
him, linked to him, owning him.  
 
Xander wordlessly directed Spike back toward the 
car, steering him with one hand rubbing slow circles 
on his back. Xander’s hand stilled once they reached 
the car, where he tightened his hold on the back of 
Spike’s neck, and pressed him hard against the 



door. The cold of the wet metal against his chest 
struck a direct contrast to the warmth of Xander’s 
body pressed against his back, the heat of the 
breath across his ear.  
 
"That was only the beginning, you know," Xander 
growled, grinding his hips into Spik’s ass. "This isn’t 
over."  
Spike nodded, still in submissive headspace from 
the claiming.  
 
"You’re not his anymore, are you?"  
 
"No."  
 
"You’re mine."  
 
"Yours." Spike whispered, growing harder at the 
feel of his Master pressed against him, owning him.  
 
Xander leaned in even closer, sucking hard on his 
neck, drawing the skin beneath his lips between his 
teeth, biting down just enough to tease. "Now 
you’re going to prove it."  



 
"Yes," Spike moaned, pressing his hands flat against 
the car, rocking back into Xander.  
 
"You want that? Want to prove you’re mine, baby? 
Want to belong to me?"  
 
"Yours."  
"Mine."  
 
"Yes."  
 
Xander backed off and stiffly walked around to the 
driver’s side door. "Get in."  
 
More than once on the short drive to the hotel, 
Spike watched Xander squeeze the steering wheel 
and then let go, restoring circulation to his 
whitened knuckles, all the while keeping the 
speedometer at a steady four miles per hour above 
the legal speed limit. Despite the hourly-rates 
name, the Pacific Hotel was large and lavishly 
furnished, private balconies and an ocean view from 
every room.  



 
As they reached their room, Xander pulled Spike in 
front of him, his arm possessively snaking around 
Spike’s waist as he opened the door. In one quick 
move, the hotel room door opened, Spike was 
pushed through, Xander kicked the door shut again 
and pressed Spike up against it, trapping him there 
with both hands on his shoulders. For a long 
moment Xander stared at Spike, his gaze lingering 
on his eyes, his lips, the faint mark on his neck that 
Xander never let quite heal.  
 
Then Xander inched forward, and Spike lowered his 
eyes, tilted his head away and back, submissively 
allowing access to his throat. And Xander was there, 
hot, wet breath skittering over pale, cool skin. 
Instead of the bite or even kisses Spike expected, he 
received just hot puffs of air, moving over and 
around his neck. He realized Xander was scenting 
him with long, deep inhalations from temple to 
collarbone and back again.  
 
"You. Belong. To me," Xander pulled his body away, 
drawing a small moan from Spike. "You’re mine. No 



one else has any hold on you now. Just me."  
 
"You," Spike agreed, voice almost too low for 
Xander to hear.  
 
Xander grinned, an almost unseen expression of 
mischief in his eyes. "Not good enough, baby. You 
want my claim, you’re going to have to tell me."  
 
Spike began to speak, but Xander’s finger came to 
rest over his lips, stopping him. “Not like that.”  
 
Spike nodded slowly, once, to let Xander know he 
understood, then quickly sucked the finger into his 
mouth, biting down gently to keep it in place while 
his tongue swirled the tip lightly.  
 
When he let go, Xander trailed the wet finger down 
Spike’s jaw to the collar of his shirt. "I think," 
Xander said, stepping back, "I want you undressed, 
and in the bedroom. Now."  
 
Spike again nodded, stripping his shirt before he’d 
moved away from the door, belt off within another 



two steps, boots toed off and jeans in a heap by the 
bedroom door. He waited by the bed as Xander 
came in, his own shirt joining Spike’s jeans.  
 
Spike kneeled, waiting in the position he assumed 
Xander would want him in for the reclaiming while 
Xander stepped into view in front of him. Spike 
pulled off Xander’s shoes, then ran his hands up the 
outsides of his pants, kneeling up to nuzzle the faint 
trail of hair around Xander’s navel. Heavy hands 
rested on his shoulders, as Spike unbuttoned 
Xander’s jeans, pulled the zipper down gently, 
starting them down his long legs toward the floor.  
 
They hadn’t turned on any of the lights, but the 
curtains and window were open, letting the 
moonlight in. Sunrise would be coming soon, but for 
now the faint silver glow proved more suitable, 
better for what was to come. It played off Xander’s 
still-tanned skin, casting the differences in Spike’s 
paler body into relief, but before Spike could 
analyze it, Xander was there, tilting Spike’s head up, 
drawing Spike to his feet, arms going around him, 
holding him tight.  



"You’re mine, no one else’s." The words, spoken 
low, were phrased as a command, but came out 
more like a plea, letting Spike know that Xander had 
been, and still was just as shaken by the experience 
as he had been.  
 
Spike answered wordlessly, both hands coming up 
to Xander’s face, fingers twining in his hair, thumbs 
brushing over cheekbones, drawing his head down 
to his throat, arching into the caress of Xander’s lips 
and tongue on his skin.  
Xander pulled back, breaking contact long enough 
to meet Spike’s eyes, searching for nothing less 
than absolute truth this time. "Mine."  
 
"Yours." Spike straightened, drawing himself up, 
meeting the gaze head-on, letting Xander look for 
whatever he needed to see and hoping he found it.  
 
Then Xander was on him again, insecurities 
forgotten, warm hands seemingly everywhere at 
once, pushing him back onto the bed, coming down 
heavily on top of him, anchoring him with his body, 
pulling the remainder of his own clothing off and 



tossing it away, too intently focused on the body 
under him to care about where it landed.  
Little nipping kisses everywhere, heat and touch 
and scent combining to drive them on, push them 
forward, force the bond to where it had been 
meant to go.  
 
Spike looked up at him, wide-eyed and it was all 
Xander could do to tell him what this meant to him.  
"So much. It’s all so much, what you make me feel, 
how much I love you."  
 
Spike grasped at him, tighter, pulled him down and 
continued their kisses, starting slow and soft and 
quickly moving on, hotter, wetter.  
 
Xander slid down Spike’s body, his hands gripping 
his hips, pressing Spike into the mattress, and then 
licking, long, hard strokes of his tongue on Spike’s 
body. Spike squirmed on the bed, arched up, tried 
to get Xander to do more than tease, but Xander 
held him down, pushed harder against his hipbones 
and nipped at the hollow just behind one, then the 
other. Spike arched then stilled, and Xander relaxed 



his hold, moved one hand back to stroke gently 
over Spike’s chest, and returned, this time wrapping 
his lips gently around Spike’s cock, letting his 
tongue softly probe and lick. He felt Spike’s whine in 
the hand that lay still against Spike’s belly, and 
finally swallowed him down.  
 
Spike gasped, and as Xander increased the suction, 
his gasps turned to moans. Xander relaxed his hold 
on Spike’s hips entirely, and let Spike give into the 
need to thrust. Fingers tangled in Xander’s hair, 
Spike cried out, a sharp hoarse sound, coming hard, 
and Xander was still there, gentler now, but still 
there, his tongue licking and tasting and taking 
everything Spike had to give.  
 
Xander looked down at Spike, watching him as he 
tried to come back to himself, ignoring his own 
need for the moment, knowing he would be taken 
care of soon. He watched Spike’s panting slow to 
the point where it almost stopped, and dragged his 
lips over Spike’s nipple to bring it back again.  
 
"You’re mine. No one can come between us now. 



Just you and me."  
 
Rolling over, pulling Spike along with him, then 
turning them both, positioning Spike on hands and 
knees, kneeling himself behind him, watching as 
Spike submitted himself further by stretching his 
arms above his head, grasping the headboard, 
resting his face on the pillow.  
 
“Master.”  
 
“Yes,” Xander answered, his voice sounding dry and 
loud in his own head. “You’re mine. You belong to 
me. You belong with me.”  
 
And then he reached, grabbed, pulled Spike back to 
him, consumed again with the need to claim him, 
take him. He let go of Spike only long enough to find 
the lube, then came back, tongue and teeth and 
hands relentless until he had Spike gasping and 
trembling before pushing in, slow and steady, 
easing in and back out before back in again, until 
finally, finally all the way, waiting, letting the feeling 
work its way through them both.  



 
And then Spike moved, pulled away and arched 
back, hard, and that was it, both of them, moving 
together, hard thrust met with hard thrust, until 
Xander knew nothing but Spike’s feel and taste and 
smell and sound.  
 
They fell forward, boneless, the quiet only broken 
by Xander’s harsh breathing slowly returning to 
normal, Spike’s finally fading completely, wrapped 
in Xander’s arms. Xander pulled away, closed the 
curtains, groped blindly until his hand fell upon the 
edge of the kicked-off blanket, and he crawled back 
on the bed, wiping them down before pulling Spike 
to him again, sliding him close and waiting until his 
head settled in the comfortable hollow of his 
shoulder, Xander’s lips on his hairline, and they 
drifted to sleep in the quiet darkness, nothing else 
needing to be said, no one else between them any 
longer.  
 

The End  

 



 


