
On the 18th of November 2003, I read my first Spander fic, 
Waiting Here by Alexandria Brown, expecting to laugh at the 
impossibility of those two ever working together. I had never 
read slash before in my life. Oh, how innocent I was. 
 
Three parts in and I fell completely in love with the pairing, and 
the idea of the pairing, which meant that as soon as I finished 
that fic, I went trolling for more. 
 
I've fallen in love with other boys since then - John/Rodney of 
Stargate Atlantis, and Sam/Dean of Supernatural - but 
Spike/Xander will always be my first and best love, the one that 
got me writing and posting fic. 
 
So, to celebrate my fourth Spanderversary, I bring you a 'verse 
where Xander collects glyphs and protective tattoos that will 
keep him alive and safe forever so that he can be with Spike 
without being turned.  

Protected!verse  

by  
Darkhavens  

 

Protected 
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For thirty years the boy had been warming his bed, and 
for thirty years he'd been stealing the damn pillows every 
night. Spike screwed his right elbow into the mattress 
and dropped his chin onto his upturned palm. Thirty 
years, and Xander still looked young enough to card, at 
least in the stricter clubs and bars. 
 
Xander's chest rose and fell rhythmically as he slept on, 
unaware of just how closely he was being studied. 
 
Spike reached out his left hand and traced the first glyph 
- blood red whorls, slightly raised, a thank you gift from a 
very grateful Karnisch demon and his clan. Good deal, 
that. Rescue one clutch of demon eggs from a Slayer-
sponsored stomping, and get his boy protection against 
weapons made of iron. 
 
That had been when they'd hatched The Plan. 
 
They'd talked of binding spells before, of tying Xander's 
life to Spike's, but Xander balked at sacrificing someone 
else's soul for his. They'd tracked down tales of amulets, 
and rings, and, once, a pair of horns, but everything was 
losable, or breakable, or naff. And then the Karnisch 
offered them the glyph of iron protection - not a whole 
solution, but an interesting start, and after that they'd hit 

http://spanderfiles.com/arvs/darkhavens/protected01.html
http://spanderfiles.com/arvs/darkhavens/protected01.html
http://spanderfiles.com/arvs/darkhavens/protected01.html


the books in earnest. 
 
Spike's attention moved to the next mark on the list - a 
rough, black patch of skin the size and shape of his left 
thumb. Decorating Xander's Adam's apple, it has caused 
some pain, but Xander hadn't flinched away, not once. Its 
counterpoints were hidden in the hair behind Spike's 
ears - two black circles made when Xander's fingertips 
had touched his skin. 
 
The Gagarog told Xander it was simply for protection -
focus on the mark and think of Spike and he would 
always hear. While Xander washed the ritualistic soot 
marks from his skin, the Gagarog told Spike about the 
dots. The marks were used on mated pairs - the 
dominant got ear spots. The 'lesser', or the female, got 
the mark upon her throat, only to be used in times of 
trouble. The spots allowed the male of the pair to listen 
in - the left for speech, the right for surface thoughts, but 
most knew not to use them. Even demon ignorance was 
bliss, apparently. 
 
Xander often tortured Spike with thoughts of having 
kinky sex, but always when the time was inappropriate. 
He'd watch Spike's eyes glaze over as his tongue curled 
up and round, and once he had his favourite demon 



panting he would stop. 
 
Spike had used the left dot very sparingly throughout the 
years, mostly just when Xander had agreed. The right 
spot he had toyed with only once or twice while insecure 
- the rush of 'loveSpikemine, crazy vampire, ooh 
chocolate' always served to make him feel a prat. 
 
The third mark, well, a line of them, ran the length of 
Xan's left arm - encircling his wrist and winding up to 
crown his shoulder, then sweeping down to curl beneath 
his nipple and around his heart. These were minute Kanji 
symbols, etched by demon hands - tiny little guys the size 
of hamsters. 
 
Spike had never been to Japan and Xander wanted to see 
the world, so they'd picked that country as the starting 
point of their world tour. They'd hopped the islands, 
stopping for a day or two when interest struck, and then 
they'd climbed Mount Fuji to the top and found the Ji. 
 
Xander, with his usual knack for being a demon magnet, 
had reached the summit, sat down for a drink and a bite 
to eat, and almost managed to flatten half of the resident 
population. Two dozen tiny figures had poured out from 
between his feet as he sat, oblivious, on their sacred 



temple, well, their rock. 
 
Three hours and a tattered phrase book later they had 
reached a bargain - near-eternal life in return for passage 
to the nearest city. Passage, it was understood, for every 
member of their race, including generations of their dead 
- in all, a hundred. So Xander used his spoon to disinter 
the tiny graveyard, muttering about the twisted ironies 
of life.  
 
They spent a couple of weeks in Fujiyoshida City, helping 
the Ji to settle in before they made repayment. The work 
had taken twelve long hours - of trying not to wriggle - 
while the hands and feet of seven Lilliputian demons 
stroked his skin. But finally the Kanji had been etched 
with dark inks made of earth, and then they'd led him to 
the public gardens. Now all he had to do was place his 
hand wrist-deep in natural earth, focus on the life force 
of the planet and repeat a prayer. The Ji promised it was 
just a thank you to their ancestors, and made him say it 
several dozen times until it stuck. 
 
Xander rolled onto his side and opened bleary eyes, 
taking in Spike's fondest smile and the hand still on his 
heart. 
 



"You've been thinking about carrying a hundred demon 
hamsters down a mountainside again, haven't you?" 
 
Spike grinned and curled his tongue. 
 
"Was just thinking how pretty you looked, all covered in 
glyphs and runes and moving artwork and the like." As 
one their gazes moved to check the slowly pulsing palm-
sized swirling storm of greens and blues and greys above 
his solar plexus. "So, still in there then?" 
 
"Yes, Spike, my soul is still firmly anchored, thanks for 
asking. You know it would take more than death or 
turning to move it on. The Raseki know their stuff; it's 
never shown a touch of pink. I'm just as human now as I 
was before, I'm just more." 
 
Spike leaned in and stole a short sharp kiss, all tongues 
and teeth, then pulled back and smiled wickedly. 
 
"So, which one's your favourite, luv, out of all these 
marks? You've got, what, thirty-six different bits of 
demon art on you?" 
 
"You know, you ask that every single week, more than 
once, and I know you only do it 'cause you love to hear 



the answer." Xander's hand moved up to touch the bite 
mark near his collarbone. One finger stroked the tiny 
tattooed spike between the scars. 
 
"This mark, Spike, always and forever. And now we have 
the celebratory sex, yes?"  

 

The End 

 

The One Who Sees 

The trouble started when Xander fell asleep… 
 
The research session was only supposed to last a couple 
of hours - identify the latest multi-racial demon influx 
and figure out why they'd spent the last three nights 
gathered under Xander's window.  
 
The chapter they found implied that certain humans gave 
off certain scents - the demon magnet thing was working 
overtime again. They didn't want his brain or his blood or 
his sacrifice; they really were just turned on by his 
hormones. 
 



Xander was ready to head for bed, his earplugs and his 
vampire - the demons had a tendency to argue, long and 
loud. Then Giles had an epiphany related to a prophecy 
about the Hellmouth meeting of two tribes and the 
search was on. He seemed to recall the text as being 
originally in Latin but that the book it had been written in 
was French. Giles printed out the words they had to look 
for in the massive tomes and Xander skimmed a good 
book and a half before he yawned. He struggled through 
another hundred pages, blinking wearily, and then 
succumbed to the urge to close his eyes, just for a 
minute. 
 
Willow was sitting opposite and watched Xander lose his 
fight, smiling at the sight of him asleep atop the book. 
She didn't get to see this very often any more, not now 
Spike was always at his side with quips and jabs. But 
Spike was off with Buffy collecting information, and so 
she got to watch her best friend snoozing. 
 
Surprised, she realised that she was actually thankful 
that Xander was seeing Spike. She knew the vampire 
would never let the other sex-crazed demons near. The 
image of him the previous night, staking out his claim by 
practically dry-humping Xander's thigh still made her 
giggle. She was fairly sure that Xander could sleep safe at 



home, if not that well. 
 
She blinked as the shadows beneath Xander's brows 
seemed to flutter and morph, and she got the unnerving 
feeling that she was being watched. Curious, she leaned 
forward, peering closer. 
 
Under the tangled fringe of Xander's hair two tiny dots of 
light gleamed in the pupils of a pair of inhuman eyes. 
Willow yelped. 
 
"Giles! Giles, look at this! There's something wrong with 
Xander!" 
 
Xander bolted upright as sleep was jerked away, and he 
glared at Willow for shocking him awake. 
 
"Jeez, Willow, give a guy a break, okay? I've got to be up 
for work in seven hours and I'm tired. I promise I didn’t 
drool on the book" - he let his fingers check - "so there's 
really no need to… What's up?" 
 
The expression on Willow's face was one of worry and 
badly hidden fear, and when Xander automatically 
reached out she pulled away. Xander's bottom jaw 
dropped away in dismay. 



 
"Willow, what do you mean by 'there's something wrong 
with Xander'?" 
 
Giles' voice at his ear and the hand simultaneously 
landing on his shoulder made him jump. 
 
"His eyes, Giles! There's something not right about his 
eyes! He was asleep but when I looked, there was… small 
and yellow and… staring at me!" 
 
"Ah." 
 
Suddenly Xander got what the problem was, and cursed 
himself for forgetting and falling asleep in the shop. 
 
"I, uh… I can explain." 
 
The hand on his shoulder tightened painfully for a second 
and then withdrew, and Willow stared across the table in 
unhappy confusion as Giles moved round to settle in the 
chair to her right. 
 
"Please do." 
 
Xander ran his hands over his face, dry washing as he 



tried to wake himself up enough to explain, without 
going too far or into too much detail. That way lay 
badness. 
 
"You know me and Spike are…" 
 
"Yes, Xander, we're all well aware of the fact that you 
and Spike are involved. It would be rather difficult to 
miss." Giles frowned. "Are you saying that this is Spike's 
fault somehow?" 
 
"They're Mwkra eyes, Giles. I was given them last week. 
Spike and I did a favour for a friend and he was grateful." 
With a shaky finger, Xander traced the thin black line on 
his left eyelid, and then did the same on the right. 
 
"You know Spike's always worrying about me be being 
weak and human. This is just so nothing can sneak up 
while I'm asleep. They're sensitive to magic, so the whole 
place set them off, then Willow got too close and they 
popped open." 
 
Now he was faced with two worried but terminally 
curious magic users, and he sighed, leaned forward and 
carefully closed one eye. 
 



"No poking, no touching, in fact, no fingers doing 
anything. There's really nothing for you to see right now 
except the lid line." He waited patiently while they 
peered and squinted at his socket, looking disgruntled 
when nothing actually happened. 
 
"Xander, does this mean… you're not human any more?" 
 
"I'm pretty much as human as I ever was, Wills. This is 
just an extra bit of help to keep me safe." 
 
Giles was silent and that, more than anything, worried 
Xander. He studied the focused expression of the man 
across the table. 
 
"Giles? Hey, you're going to be okay about this, right? I 
don't think they'd come off with laser surgery, not that 
I'd ever try. You know about them, know they're not a 
danger to…" 
 
"What favour?" 
 
"Uh, what?" Xander was suddenly quite uncomfortable 
sitting opposite Giles, close enough to see the hint of 
Ripper in his eyes. 
 



"What was this favour that you and Spike did to earn 
such expensive payment? Mwkra eyes are never 
redeemed for cash but they're still costly. I want to know 
exactly what you did and why you did it and how you 
managed to pull the whole thing off without us noticing." 
 
Xander was scrambling for something to say when the 
door to the shop flew open. Spike made his usual 
swaggering entry, followed by Buffy in a full-blown snit. 
 
"I can't believe you offered me to him! What if he'd said 
yes? Do you honestly think I'd let him…?" 
 
"Don't be so bloody daft. If he'd said yes, I would've 
insisted on hearing the names upfront, and then you 
could have killed the slimy git for all I cared. Might have 
done you good to take him up on it though, he's got to 
be better in bed than Captain Cardboard or the poof." 
 
"Spike! You… Oh, just once… If Xander wasn't here, I'd…" 
 
"Spike, so glad to see you, you're just in time to join the 
fun. Xander was about to tell me how he earned the 
Mwkra eyes." 
 
"The what? Oh, ew! Xander, you're not collecting demon 



parts? I knew it was a bad idea for you and Spike to get 
involved!" Buffy screwed up her face in disgust and 
dropped into a seat, pushing a pile of books to one side 
to get a clear view. 
 
Determinedly nonchalant, Spike dropped into a squat 
next to Xander, ignoring everyone's gaze to steal a deep 
wet kiss before turning back to face the firing squad. 
 
"He's not telling you anything, Watcher; it's none of your 
soddin' business. We just did a favour for a friend, that's 
all. Nobody died, no one lost money, mojo wasn't 
involved, much. We provided a service and got paid the 
going rate. C'mon, Xan, we're leaving. You need to get 
some sleep." Spike stood and tugged at Xander's closest 
shoulder. 
 
Giles slapped his hand down on the desk and everyone 
jumped. 
 
"Sit down, Spike." Spike sat. "You're not going anywhere 
until one of you explains. Xander is sporting several 
thousand dollars worth of demon artwork and you're 
both acting guiltier than sin, which rather worries me. 
Xander," - Giles turned his head and looked him in the 
eye - "why don't you explain what you did for your friend 



or, I'm sorry, did the friend belong to Spike?" 
 
Buffy looked puzzled, Giles exuded raw determination, 
but it was Willow's expression of badly concealed hurt 
and heart-felt worry that had Xander's resolve crumbling 
to dust. 
 
"Okay! Okay, I give, but you're not going to like it." 
Xander took hold of one of Spike's hands and started to 
talk. 
 
"One of the guys I work with had an accident on site. He 
fell off the scaffold, knocked himself unconscious on the 
way down, and then skewered himself on a piece of 
broken rebar when he landed. He was rushed off to 
hospital before I could reach his wife, and when I did, she 
went completely frantic." Xander shrugged awkwardly 
and started picking chips of polish off Spike's fingernails.  
 
"Turns out Gary isn't quite as human as he looks. He can 
pass okay in public but only just. If the doctors got their 
hands on him, the Initiative would hear and… They've got 
a dozen larvae almost ready to pupate. She was 
desperate to keep him out of danger so she asked for 
help. She told me Gary told her I was human but 
'connected' - he'd seen me out with Spike and playing 



cards the once with Clem." 
 
Buffy snorted, and then winced as Willow kicked her 
under the table. 
 
"Ignore her, Xander. Tell us, did you save him? Did you 
rescue him?" 
 
It was like story time at kindergarten all over again, with 
Willow unable to wait for the tale's happy, perfect 
ending. 
 
"No, Wills, I couldn't leave the site, but I called Spike. He 
was the dashing hero of the hour." 
 
"Oi!" 
 
"Hey, you dashed! You managed to reach the hospital 
through the tunnels before the ambulance got there. You 
grabbed him off the gurney in the parking lot! At least 
the paramedics knew not to chase you into the sewers. 
That could have been very, um, messy, for all involved." 
 
Xander grinned at Spike and mouthed 'my hero', making 
Willow sigh. Spike rolled his eyes and glared at Giles. 
 



"Is that enough? We saved the tosser's life and got paid 
handsomely. Now my Xan has an extra pair of eyes for 
when he needs them." 
 
"What? Wait. Xander has demon eyes now? Xander, 
what have you done and what do I kill to put it right?" 
 
Spike, Xander and Willow all turned at Buffy's shriek, but 
Giles' voice was the first to break the momentary silence. 
 
"Buffy, please be quiet. There's nothing for you to kill." 
 
This was followed swiftly by: 
 
"Don't go acting like he's screwed up!" - "Hey! Still 
human here!" - "No, Buffy, it's actually kinda neat. It's 
just magic." 
 
Buffy blinked and frowned and blinked again. 
 
"I'm still confused. But!" She held up a hand before 
anyone could speak. "I think I'll get Giles to explain it to 
me later." She relaxed back into her chair and folded her 
arms. "I'm sure it's all Spike's fault anyway." 
 
"Sure, Buffy, you believe whatever you want. Giles, is it 



okay for me go home and get some sleep? I have work in 
the morning and we're still a man down without Gary." 
Xander half hid a jaw-cracking yawn behind his hand, 
hoping the sight would convince Giles they could go. It 
didn't. 
 
"You still haven't told me how you got the Mwkra eyes. I 
know you saved the man's - demon's - life, but really, 
Xander. He's working in construction and it doesn't pay 
that well. How could he afford a gift like that?" 
 
Sending a snarl across the table, Spike twisted round and 
pulled Xander into a comforting, tight embrace. 
 
"You want me to…?" 
 
Xander nodded and closed his eyes, leaning into Spike's 
shoulder. He didn't think he'd ever be ready to explain 
what had happened next. 
 
"I carried Gary to the address his missus had given Xan, 
and she had the local healer ready and waiting. A room 
full of burning herbs and some chanting later and he was 
wide awake, but the hole in his belly's gonna take a while 
longer to heal up. Then he insisted Xander come straight 
there after work. They wanted to show their gratitude to 



us both, and they did." 
 
Spike paused to bury his nose in Xander's hair, drawing in 
a lungful of sunshine, sawdust and shampoo. Then he 
pressed a kiss to Xander's scalp and continued. 
 
"We talked, me and Gary and her, while Xander was 
finishing up at work. They asked me why I hadn't turned 
my boy so I could keep him. I told them we were working 
on something better for us both. I might have mentioned 
a few of the wards and glyphs we've put in place. Next 
thing I know they're nattering in some demon tongue or 
other, and then she races off into the cellar. She didn't 
come back until Xander was at the door and she 
practically dragged him in, sat him down and made him 
drink some tea. Then she went back down the stairs and 
brought a tiny bundle up, laid it on the table and 
unwrapped it." 
 
Everyone tried not to react at the muffled whimper that 
came from Xander, as Spike stroked his hair and hugged 
him close. 
 
"Nearly done, luv. Then we can leave them wishing they 
hadn't asked, while I take you home and shag your 
soddin' brains out." 



 
The look in his eyes dared anyone to speak. They didn't. 
 
"Right then, where was I? Oh yes, the bundle. Turns out 
Gary's missus is a full-blooded Mwkra, while Gary's half 
and half Mwkra and Grzl. While he can pass for human, 
she needs a glamour, and the larvae that pupate and 
reach full-grown will need them too." 
 
Giles' head went up as realisation dawned, but Spike 
didn't give him a chance to interrupt the sorry tale. 
 
"The bundle was the smallest of their brood - she'd made 
a sacrifice, taken a life as thanks for the life we saved. 
Gary explained it probably wouldn't have made it past 
the pupae stage - too weak and tiny to fight its way to 
freedom through the chrysalis. So they gave my Xan a gift 
that he didn't dare refuse, no matter that it made him 
sick inside. We watched her clean the needles, draw the 
fluid from the larva's eyes, and then she let her husband 
do the artwork while she chanted. I watched him ink the 
eyes in - they were open and they moved about, but 
once she finished chanting they snapped closed and 
haven't opened since. Well, they hadn't until tonight." 
 
"I… That's… I'm sorry, Xander. I can understand your 



hesitance now. I can only say that Gary was most 
probably correct. The vast majority of Mwkra larvae 
don't pupate at all. They gave you a gift that was quite 
beyond price." 
 
Giles' hand on Willow's arm kept her thoughts unspoken, 
and Buffy knew just enough to keep her mouth closed 
too. Spike heaved Xander to his feet but left his arm in 
place, ready to catch him up if he should stumble. 
 
"We're going, Watcher, Red, Slayer. Don't expect us back 
tomorrow. We're gonna take a night or two to rest and 
shag like mink. Call us if you think there's an apocalypse 
on the way so we've got time to leave this stinking town, 
we need a break. 'Night all." 
 
They were almost out of the door when Xander heard 
Willow's hushed whisper. 
 
"At least we know that's Xander's not in real danger. 
Those eyes will wake him up if something dangerous gets 
close, right, Giles? He should sleep better now he knows 
that nothing can sneak up." 
 
Xander rolled his eyes and let his hip bump into Spike's. It 
hadn't been the demons under the window keeping him 



awake, but the demon in his bed who felt he had to 
make a point. To that end, Xander hadn't been allowed 
to fall sleep until he'd reached at least one screaming 
orgasm. 
 
Sex-crazed demons had nothing on his guy.  

 

The End 

 

Three Within  

Part 1 

Xander joked his way through several games of pool and 
more of foosball while Spike methodically won and lost 
and re-won a small fortune in kittens, cold hard cash and 
precious stones. 
 
Spike's main opponent waited patiently while the cards 
were cleared away and the winnings were stashed in 
various packs and pockets. When he finally spoke, the 
wide expanse of skin displayed between his collar and his 
waistband rippled rhythmically, a rainbow sheen of 
colour swirling faster after every word. 
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"Your human intrigues us, Spike. He is like unto the 
Raseki, an honoured state. We would wish to read his 
light, with your permissions, and we would make 
reparation for any discomfort he might suffer." 
 
Spike paused, cigarette to his lips, flaming Zippo just a 
hair's breadth too far from the tip for ignition. 
 
"Well then. And what might this 'reparation' consist of? 
My Xander can be a shy one around people he doesn't 
know, and as I recall, you Raseki are a handsy bunch. If 
he's gonna lie there without moving while you touch him 
up-" 
 
"Spike! What the-" 
 
"-then you need to make it worth his while and mine. I 
don't let just anybody touch him." 
 
There was a clatter and a furious-sounding squawk as 
Xander tossed his cue away and crossed the twenty feet 
of barroom floor to his lover's side, trying with every step 
not to let his panic show. 
 
"Spike, sweetheart, tell the big, colourful demon that I'm 



not for sale, okay?" He paused, thought for a moment 
and then added, "Or for rent. We've already had this talk, 
remember? I know you don't mean it, that it's just one of 
your jokes, but - remember why we had to have that 
talk? That little green guy with the walking pet mountain 
for a bodyguard? The one who didn't want to take no for 
an answer, who claimed you'd sealed the deal by blinking 
twice while his middle nostril was open? It took three 
weeks to get the smell out of your boots for good, so, 
please, just tell him you were joking and we can get back 
on the road and amscray. I hear Detroit is very beautiful 
this time of year." 
 
With a snort and a roll of his eyes, Spike dismissed 
Xander's worry, then lit his cigarette and took a long, 
slow drag. 
 
"Don't get your knickers in a twist, love. Raseki aren't the 
least bit interested in what you've got tucked away inside 
them. They want to read you - your soul, your aura, your 
colours, whatever - want to see what your spirit's made 
of, don't they." 
 
The maelstrom of colour between the Raseki demon's 
four black-tipped nipples swirled faster - swathes of 
greens and blues and greys pulling apart and merging 



into one another, with a single streak of violent yellow 
twisting through in constant roiling motion, serpentine 
and sinuous and never still. 
 
"This one here"-- ash fell from his cigarette as Spike 
waved his hand with careless elegance--"has already 
noticed the hitchhikers you picked up a while ago. 'Like 
unto the Raseki' he said you were. Means he knows just 
enough to make him curious; can see you've had a spirit 
or two inside you besides your own." 
 
Xander looked from Spike to the Raseki and back again, 
face blank. 
 
"And being possessed once or twice makes me like him 
how exactly? Or am I missing something and there's 
another demon inside him and… Hey, is that what that 
spin cycle thing's about?" Xander's circling, pointing 
finger left no doubt about what he meant. 
 
Spike snickered even as the Raseki nodded, one black-
nailed hand resting lightly on his multi-hued chest. 
Xander was pretty sure the thick, curved nails didn't need 
a coat of NYX Black 27 to get them looking like that.  
 
"We are three within and three without," the Raseki 



intoned. "Three spirits reside within this body and have 
learned to live as one when it is required. And as within, 
we join together as three without. My others will be 
honoured to meet a human who is likewise." 
 
A hand with nails painted with NYX Black 27 made itself 
at home on Xander's left hip as the rest of Spike nudged 
up tight against his right. 
 
"There's no 'three without' here, it's just me and Xan. But 
you got the 'three within' right. There's a bit more of the 
hyena left in him than he'll admit, and I know the soldier 
still shows his face every now and then." 
 
Spike's hand slid round to Xander's belly, slipping up 
under his shirt, and began to drum a silent tattoo of 
nervous energy around his navel. 
 
"If your mates are as honoured as you think they'll be, 
we should be able to come to some kind of arrangement. 
I'm trying to find a way to keep his soul tied on no matter 
what, and someone mentioned you might be the blokes 
to see." 
 
Xander twitched at that unexpected bit of news. 
 



"Spike?" 
 
"Hush, love. I didn't want to get your hopes up if it all 
came to nothing, now did I? We've had a few too many 
knock backs already this year. But I figured if a Raseki got 
a peek at you, with the soldier boy and the green-eyed 
little bitch in tow, he might just want to take a closer look 
and we’d be in with a chance." 
 
The Raseki pushed himself to his feet and wrapped the 
skin of something large, grey and hairy around his 
shoulders. 
 
"Another hand you have played perfectly, Spike. Now 
come, both, my others await. And on the walk you must 
tell me why you do not seek a third to make the triangle 
complete. Two is such an unbalanced number, while 
three is sublime, unshakeable. Humans are so very 
strange; most incomprehensible to us." 
 
On the short walk through the docks to the Raseki's 
home, Spike delighted in explaining the one on one 
nature of 'the human condition' - hitting on biology, 
physiognomy, religion, politics and gender issues, 
amongst others, along the way. 
 



By the time they'd arrived at the charred, deserted 
warehouse that the demons called home, Xander had 
gone from slightly pink to fire engine red to vampire 
white and then cycled through the rainbow two or three 
times more. But he didn't once ask Spike to shut up; he 
knew that Spike had to work his gleefulness out of his 
system before the serious bargaining could begin. For the 
spell Spike was asking for, the Raseki would want much 
more than a surface skim of Xander's spirit, his psyche, 
his self. 
 
Xander didn't know quite what the Raseki would want, 
but he felt certain that the goal was worth the price. He 
trusted Spike. 
 
The door, when they reached it, was soot black and 
crooked, hanging heavy on one rusted out hinge. Xander 
was prepared to see it drop when it was touched, not to 
see it swing away in silence at a barely there flick of one 
natural black nail. 
 
It swung closed by itself once they were all across the 
threshold, and then the lights came on- a hundred or 
more tiny spots of golden light leading out into the 
blackness of the empty warehouse. Spike kept a firm grip 
on Xander's hand. 



 
The further away they moved from the outer walls, the 
less their footsteps echoed, until there was barely a 
muffled sound at each footfall, and the floor began to 
feel soft and springy. 
 
After many more minutes than it should have taken to 
cross the building and come to the wall at the far end, 
the Raseki blocked their path and turned to face them. 
 
"Welcome, friends, three and one within and two 
without. May no harm come to any of yours here." 
 
The words seemed to act as a catalyst, turning up the 
lights until suddenly they could actually see the space 
around them. 
 
The warehouse - wasn't there any more. Instead they 
were in a cave-like structure, the ceiling barely a foot 
above their heads and covered, like the floor and walls, 
in what looked and felt, to Xander's curious poking, like 
warm green moss. 
 
At a gesture from the demon at their side, two others 
approached from the far end of the cave. They were 
equally colourful and made inquisitive noises at the first 



close-up look they got of Xander. 
 
Heads together, the three of them rumbled, chirped and 
clicked their way to some sort of agreement, and then 
they straightened and turned as one to Spike. 
 
"We will perform the Ba'har Dai once we have seen all 
that lies within the blessed human, with your 
agreement." They turned in unison and bowed to 
Xander. "And with yours, gifted one." 
 
With a weak smile in their general direction, Xander 
tugged Spike back a step or two and leaned in to 
whisper. 
 
"Spike? A little info might be useful just about now, like 
maybe telling me what the hell is going on and what the 
terrifying triplets are going to do to me now they've got 
us here? I don’t want the hyena back the way she was 
before, or to have soldier boy take over like he did on 
Halloween." He sighed at Spike's long-suffering 
expression. "I know, I know, you love me just the way I 
am, and you want to keep me this way. I know that's 
what this is all about, but you still need to tell me what 
I'm in for." 
 



Xander glanced sideways at their audience and waved 
awkwardly to the placidly waiting demons who were 
obviously within earshot. 
 
"I'm assuming you do know what this Bacardi thing is?" 
 
"It's Ba'har Dai, love, and yes, I know what it is. Once 
they've 'read your colours' to their satisfaction, they'll 
give you a soul mark like theirs. It attaches your soul to 
your body, and it's about as permanent as it gets. I could 
turn you tomorrow and you'd still be you, but you'd still 
have a demon and I know you don’t want that." He 
grinned delightedly. "And the Ba'har Dai will fix those 
extra bits into place, too, so you can use them when you 
need them instead of having them pop up at odd 
moments." 
 
Xander blinked innocently, and Spike sniffed derisively. 
 
"What, you don't think I noticed you wolfing down those 
strips of raw steak while you were cooking up that stir-fry 
a month ago? I know she doesn't come out to play that 
often, but wouldn't you like to have her under your 
control, not fighting to break out and snatch a mug of my 
blood before you pin her down? You'll be able to use her 
sense of smell, her eyes, the soldier's knowledge, his 



training, his instincts, as easily as you use your own." 
 
"They'd…" Xander swallowed noisily. "Really? I mean it's 
not like I can't cope, 'cause I can, and I have, and... and I 
could. But… It would be so much easier if we were all on 
the same side, all the time, instead of fighting for control 
we can never really keep." 
 
Decision made, Xander leaned in for a quick, sloppy kiss 
and then turned to face the waiting trio of demons with 
their own form of technicolor spin cycle. 
 
"Okay, let's do this!" He clapped. "How do you want 
me?"  

 
 

Three Within     Part 2 

'How' turned out to be stripped to the waist, jeans and 
briefs pushed down to hang precariously off narrow hips 
as he was lowered into position on a cantilevered table 
set at forty five degrees or so. Xander was just happy to 
keep his feet below his head - you never could be sure 
with demons, especially Spike. 
 



The straps unnerved him a little, but Spike talked long, 
slow fingerfucks and never-ending blowjobs until he gave 
in with a sigh. Five minutes later, he was almost totally 
immobilized, caught at ankles, knees and thighs, elbows, 
wrists and shoulders. 
 
Then Spike stepped back and up to the head of the table 
so the Raseki could move forward and lay hands on 
Xander's tanned bare torso. 
 
Xander's breath jerked in sharply as six hot, leathery 
hands pushed hard into defenceless flesh. Whatever 
words he'd been about to speak dissolved under a 
waterfall cascade of sounds, sensations, thoughts, 
feelings, images and emotions. 
 
His whole life, each discrete experience, whirled in 
kaleidoscopic glory, good and bad. Everything from his 
birth up to the present was examined and discarded or 
brought closer for dissection. 
 
The hours he'd spent as hyena meat puppet - scarlet 
strips of raw, ragged hunger - were delighted over, 
viewed from every angle and then set aside so that they 
could seize upon the next jewel in his memory. 
 



The ghostly overlay of basic training, years of army 
service - mottled khaki streaked with gun oil grey - were 
untangled from the years he knew he hadn't been in 
uniform. They pointed out to one another similarities, 
disparities, and where to set the knots to keep it all in 
place. Then they moved back to read the rest. 
 
Willow's unbreakable thread was traced throughout his 
life, from broken crayons to world-breaking bleakness 
and beyond. It shimmered, enticed, but they never 
looked closer, shying away from copper streaks so close 
they almost broke the surface. 
 
Other moments of his life were paused on, rumble-chirp-
clicked over. The Rakesi really didn't seem to like Faith at 
all, but Giles rated happy whistles and Buffy earned a 
three-toned hum. Angel's appearance rated something 
very similar to a burp. 
 
Memories he'd forgotten he had ever made were drawn 
up through the murk of twenty years and more to shine 
anew. His first steps, his first bike, his first kiss that 
wasn't Willow - right through to things he wished he 
hadn't needed to forget. 
 
But with every shard of memory came feelings and 



emotions - joy and sorrow, love and hatred, fear and 
bravery. An agony of asphyxia under Faith, the impotent 
rage inside the hyena's cage, the joy of knowing he was 
loved, is loved, will always be loved. 
 
And then it was over. 
 
Xander's eyes flew open as he tried to gasp for air though 
the rippling remnants of a thousand half-forgotten 
happenings. Spike's hands on his head calmed the urge 
to fight for freedom. 
 
"Is that it? Fifteen minutes in his head enough to put you 
off for life, eh? Can't say I blame you. It must be like a 
funhouse in there, all wonky mirrors and doors that lead 
to nowhere and a mini full of-" 
 
"No clowns." It was barely a croak but Xander was 
definite that he wasn't being accused for having clowns 
in his head. He shuddered as Spike petted his scalp. 
 
"No clowns," he agreed softly. "Want a few minutes 
break before we move on to the body art portion of the 
evening, love?" 
 
Spike was loosening the straps as he asked so Xander 



simply lay back and let his smile express his gratitude. 
And then- 
 
"Fifteen minutes? It felt - more like fifteen hours, maybe 
days." He blinked. "Really, just fifteen minutes?" 
 
"Time cannot be accurately measured within the 
confines of your memories, blessed one. You gave us 
many gifts this day. In return, we shall share a gift with 
you, a sacred seal from when the One became Three for 
the first time, back before memory." 
 
Hot, black-nailed hands tugged him up and across to 
stand beneath a circlet of grass green lights. The three 
Raseki pressed close, arms linked to hold him still as they 
began to click-chirp-hum in triple harmony. He felt his 
feet leave the floor as they began to lift him into the 
light, spinning faster and faster until the world, inside 
and outside, became a blur. 
 
The sound enveloped Xander, resonating deep inside his 
bones, setting each cell to vibrate against its nearest 
neighbors. 
 
The skin across his stomach and his ribs, between his 
nipples, crawled and rippled, shifted, realigned, renewed. 



It burned and froze and ached; it made him want to 
scream in agony and then to laugh with joy. It hurt like 
fire. 
 
When he opened his eyes again, Xander was on his back, 
staring up at moss green ceiling as he lay on moss green 
floor. He drew a slow, deep, unbelievably painful breath. 
 
"Ow." 
 
The single syllable felt like ragged nails being dragged 
across his chest, so he said it again. 
 
"Ow." 
 
He considered trying to stand but then rejected the idea. 
If breathing hurt and speaking burned then getting 
vertical would probably make him scream like a girl. He 
lay still for a while longer. 
 
"The salve will draw out the pain in mere moments, 
gifted one, if you are still and breathe the rhythm of your 
heart." 
 
Xander concentrated carefully on his pulse and slowed 
his shaky respiration to match it. The pain obligingly 



lessened with every double beat. 
 
Voices mumbled in the background, too faint to pick out 
against the thumping of his own internal organs, but 
Xander knew that Spike would fill him in on anything he'd 
missed but really had to know. 
 
He wasn't entirely sure just when he fell asleep but he 
woke to Spike's hand in his hair, scratching lightly at his 
nape. 
 
"Hi." 
 
When Xander's voice cracked, Spike produced a bottle of 
water from the unexplored depths of his coat. Xander 
chugged it down in one and sighed a thank you. 
 
"Ready to make a move, Xan, or do you want another 
nap?" 
 
This time, when Xander opened his eyes, he saw nothing 
of the moss green cave he'd gone to sleep in. Instead, all 
around them was blackness, with a single thread of 
familiar tiny spots of golden light leading off into the 
gloom towards the door, or so he hoped. 
 



Looking down at his chest all he could see was murky 
shadows swirling sluggishly between his peaked nipples. 
 
"Nah, let's go home, Spike. I want to see what my soul 
looks like."  

 

The End 

 

The Punctuation of Xander 

Most people think that the tiny tattooed comma near the 
corner of Xander's mouth is a vanity-inspired stylistic 
dimple. When someone asks about it, he just shrugs and 
smiles and lets his not-a-dimple wink in and out. 
 
It's easier than telling most of them the truth - that it's 
the mark of honorary kinship with the Crah'sheq Clan, 
the ruling house of the Davrek demon nation with its 
worldwide population of roughly 75,000, all of whom 
would view him as a boy prince deserving of respect and 
protection, and maybe even personal sacrifice. 
 
How to explain that he was adopted (and magically 
tattooed) into demonic princehood for having the balls 



to stop Buffy from getting her slay on, and for telling 
Giles he'd got a translation wrong and nearly caused the 
collapse of the Davrek nation into anarchy.  
 
Of course, it wasn't quite that simple. He'd actually 
ended up sending Spike off to deflect Buffy from her 
hunt and kill mission while he explained to Giles, in 
embarrassing, demonic sex-shop-referencing detail, how 
he came to know the Davrek symbols for 'congress', 
'dangerous', 'internal', 'pressure' and 'lubricate 
thoroughly' - not that that last one was strictly necessary 
for the corrected translation, but by then he was on a 
roll. A short roll. A roll that rolled at full speed through 
TMI-ville, out the other side and straight into Holy-crap-
did-I-just-actually-say-that-to-Giles-town. 
 
So yeah, vanity-inspired stylistic dimple is simpler. Also 
much more effective at getting him checked out and hit 
on and gifted with phone numbers - at least while Spike 
isn't flashing fang at anyone who stands too close or 
stares too long or just plain smiles wrong. Spike's never 
pretended not to be a jealously possessive lover, and 
Xander's never pretended not to appreciate that fact. It's 
a symbiosis that works well for them.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  



 
There are three little dots on the palm of Xander's right 
hand, carefully placed to pick out a tiny triangle joining 
his heart line, his life line and the almost imperceptible 
crease that the Ashenn insists is his kah line - the line 
that tells the story of the power of his tongue. 
 
The Ashenn insists that story is a great one, that his 
tongue has saved hundreds of lives and will save 
thousands more. Xander's not entirely convinced - he can 
barely see the faint little groove, especially in amongst 
the other lines and creases and scars that cover his 
workman's hands. But the Ashenn insists and Spike kicks 
his ankle under the table to get his attention so he can 
give his patented 'Shut the fuck up and listen, you dozy 
git' glare. So Xander shuts up and listens and lets the 
Ashenn burn three surprisingly pain-free spots on his 
palm with a smoking twig. 
 
Xander doesn't ask about the twig, or the smoking, or the 
painlessness thing. Life with Spike has taught him that 
'ignorance is bliss' isn't just a platitude for the brainless 
of the world. Sometimes a smoking twig is not just a 
smoking twig and at those times Xander is content to 
remain ignorant. 
 



He does however ask 'why?' but the answer is vague 
enough that it still leaves him pretty damn blissful. 
 
Blissful, but with a handy dandy way to test for possible 
poisoning. The bliss is slightly disturbed by the fact that 
the Ashenn seemed to think the gift would one day be 
necessary. 
 
It was still a cool trick, and one they test exhaustively. 
The Ashenn said they could use it to test 'food and drink, 
emollients and unguents' - basically anything absorbed or 
ingested by the body. 
 
It isn't hard to tell the difference between 'not advisable' 
- which, scarily enough, encompasses most store-bought 
lubricants - and 'highly toxic' - the response they get to 
Xoltec slime. 
 
'Not advisable' feels itchy - a spider skittering in frantic 
little circles on his palm. 'Highly toxic', by contrast, burns 
like acid. 
 
Over time they discover a thousand and one reactions in 
between the two, from the tingle-zap of cinnamon oil - 
putting a minor crimp in their plans for spicy sex games - 
to the unexpected searing burn of Spike's latest delivery 



of Absinthe. (Net result: two dead demons, three injured 
and a whole new supply chain to facilitate Spike's love of 
the Green Fairy. And a plethora of fairy jokes that gets 
Xander spanked when he won't shut up. They count that 
as a win for each of them.)  

 

The End 

 

Five Scars Xander Got Paid For 

Xander has five parallel, not quite identical, scars on his 
left shoulder. Pink, slightly raised stripes that curl down 
to brush the top of his collar bone. 
 
Unlike the majority of the marks - tattoos and scars and 
strange shifting whorls of color - that decorate his skin, 
these are in no way magical or protective. Instead, 
they're marks of trust, of worth, made by members of 
three different tribes of Ktha demon, signifying that 
Xander is a highly respected Ktha'Zaj, one who has 
successfully delivered a revered Ktha from death to 
rebirth. 
 
The Ktha believe in reincarnation, and rightly so, at least 



for them. Some of their elders have been walking the 
various planes of existence since the continents of earth 
were one huge landmass. Just not in the same bodies 
they're wearing now. 
 
Transfer is by touch - the incoming spirit taking control 
and subsuming the younger one, merging to form a new, 
different Ktha personality, incorporating the knowledge 
and loyalties of both. It is often used as a way to merge 
clans and form alliances and for this reason sick and 
elderly Ktha are cared for and watched over diligently so 
that no enterprising enemy can swoop in and merge 
their clans unwillingly. 
 
Only rarely is an intermediary used, and even then it 
must be an older, stronger Ktha, one who can contain 
the entering spirit and keep control of its own body and 
mind. Such Ktha are revered and prized, and also 
extremely well paid for their trouble. 
 
Still, sometimes things don't go to plan and a Ktha dies 
unexpectedly. When that happens, all bets are off.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

http://spanderfiles.com/arvs/darkhavens/protected05.html


 
Xander had always been prone to possession. There was 
something about him that attracted demons and trouble 
like ants to sugar, and something in his physical or 
psychological makeup that left him much more open to 
picking up hitchhikers of the non-corporeal persuasion. 
 
The hyena had taken over his will completely and a 
fragment still lingered, a sentient echo, faint and feral, 
after she'd been 'removed'. The soldier had been… him, 
somehow. Not a true possession by an existing spirit but 
instead a different Xander, military and uptight and 
extremely knowledgeable about things that go bang. 
Once the spell had been broken, Xander had been 
himself again, but with a lot of confusing memories - 
weeks of boot camp, years of combat and special 
training, the power to make a lot of things go bang in 
various interesting ways. 
 
These shadow identities continued to exist alongside 
Xander himself, floating to the surface at not-quite-
random moments, sometimes just in time to provide a 
scrap of knowledge, a burst of instinct, a jolt of 
something extra - a helping hand over life's latest hurdle. 
 
He learned to compartmentalise his various ids and egos 



and superegos without even realising it - a very useful 
trick indeed.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
The first time he ended up with a Ktha hitchhiker it was 
completely by accident. He'd gone to help Buffy clear out 
a vampire nest in an empty house on the edge of town.  
 
Once the main rooms had been emptied of vampires, he 
and Buffy split up to check for stragglers. He found the 
Ktha staked out - literally - in the center of a stained, 
mildew-ridden mattress in the attic. It looked like it had 
been there for weeks - naked, covered in sores and bite 
marks, wooden shafts piercing each ankle and wrist, its 
strange inhuman skeleton pushing its way though 
yellowing, tissue paper skin with each aborted struggle. 
 
Spike told him later that the Ktha are vicious buggers 
when cornered, and easily twice as strong as a human 
male before they're one year old, but right then Xander 
neither knew nor cared. All he could see was that the 
creature was in pain, obviously near death, and yet was 
still trying to get free. He had to help. 
 



The stakes had been driven through skin and muscle, 
jammed between tendons, through the mattress and 
into the hardwood floorboards beneath. Xander couldn't 
move them without resorting to kicking them loose and 
just the thought of the pain that would cause left him 
nauseous. Instead, he called Buffy and then knelt down 
and started talking in soft, reassuring tones. 
 
"Easy now. Don't keep pulling like that, you'll hurt 
yourself. Please, don't. Buffy's coming, she'll pull these 
things out in a flash and then we'll see about finding 
someone to fix you up as good as new." 
 
When the words didn't stop the demon's movements, 
Xander laid a hand on its nearest shoulder and stroked 
his thumb back and forth over the bones there. The 
touch worked like magic, ending the weak thrashing and 
even weaker keening that Xander hadn't really noticed 
until it was gone and the room was suddenly silent. 
Unnervingly silent. 
 
"Buff? You heading up here any time soon? We could 
really do with your help in here." 
 
There was the sound of a scuffle on the stairs and then 
Buffy appeared, brushing dust off her hands as she 



shouldered the door open. 
 
"Found one in the master bedroom, hiding behind the 
curtains. He… Ew! Xander! Get away from that! Why did 
you bring me up here to look at a skinny dead demon? 
And why are you touching it? How have you not learned 
not to touch the oogy things?" 
 
The demon twitched at the sound of her voice, sending 
Buffy scuttling back towards the door in an embarrassing, 
'tell anyone about this and you die', fashion. 
 
"It's alive!" She took a step closer. "How is it alive? Is it… 
Are those stakes? That's just…" Her momentary freaked-
outedness forgotten, she crouched down and palmed 
one of the stakes, giving it an experimental tug. 
 
"Wow. They really didn't want it getting loose." Balanced 
on one knee, the other foot braced on the floor, she 
grabbed the stave of wood in both hands and pulled 
hard. It resisted for a moment and then slid free, leaving 
a gaping wound that began to leak greenish yellow 
'blood' in a worryingly sluggish manner. 
 
The demon let out a high screel, and whipped the now 
free arm up to grasp Xander's shoulder and stroke the 



muscle there with its thumb in the same way Xander had 
attempted to soothe it only minutes ago. 
 
Xander caught his instinctive flinch before it was fully 
formed, and held himself very, very still as the demon 
ran its long index claw once, twice, three times over his 
skin. He didn't blink when it locked gazes with him and 
began to whisper, a strange liquid burble that seemed to 
echo inside Xander's head. 
 
He didn't move at all until the demon used that same 
index claw to slice open a three inch long gash in his 
shoulder as it let out a last wet bubble of sound that hit 
Xander square in the face and seemed to pass into him - 
through his ears, between his parted lips, pouring up his 
nose in a suffocating rush before everything went red 
and then monochrome before popping back into full-
blown technicolor. 
 
When he blinked himself back to the world, he was 
sitting on the floor, his back to the wall, eight feet from 
the mattress cradling the now apparently really dead 
demon. Buffy was squatted before him, peering warily 
through his fringe. 
 
"Xander?" 



 
He blinked some more, and thought about it for a while. 
 
"Um… I think so?" He held his hands up and studied 
them. "Yup, pretty sure. Mostly." He scratched his ear. 
"Except for the bit that's apparently not any more." 
 
"What?"" 
 
Buffy's hand came up, still holding the gore-coated stake, 
and Xander cringed backwards. 
 
"Whoa, Buffy! Chill! I'm still me, I just… I've got someone 
else in here with me, telling me I need to contact this 
demon guy who'll know what to do to get everything 
straightened out."  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Buffy walked him out to his truck at stakepoint and then 
made him drive straight to Giles, refusing to let him 
follow the directions provided by his extra passenger. 
She did, however, allow him to call Spike away from his 
high stakes - 'It's a bunch of wet behind the ears fledges, 
luv, you don't need my help. I can get the DeSoto fixed 



once I win this pot!' - poker game. 
 
Spike was not a happy vampire when he finally rolled 
into Giles's. 
 
"What the bloody hell have you gone and done now, you 
daft git? Do you have any idea of the size of the pot I've 
just walked away from? We could have been living the 
life of Riley if you hadn't gone and got yourself…" He 
stomped to a halt a foot from Xander and sniffed the air. 
 
"Aw, hell. Not a Ktha! Dammit!" Spike dropped to his 
knees, took hold of Xander's upper arms, and began 
shaking him until his teeth rattled. "Xander? Xander, luv, 
are you in there? Can you hear me at all? Xander?!" 
 
"What? Of course I can. Spike, stop… Stop it! You're 
ruining years of sub-par dental work! What is the matter 
with you?!"  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
After a full hour of explanations, examinations, 
reassurances and promises, Spike was still only half-
convinced that Xander was truly Xander, despite the 



background presence of a Ktha. 
 
"Trust you to be different." Spike shook his head and 
repeated, not for the first or even the fifth time, "This 
shouldn't be possible. When Ktha take possession of non-
Ktha, they take possession - bits of the original 
personality might be left intact but usually the whole 
thing is quashed, completely wiped away. This just 
doesn't happen." 
 
"Yeah, Spike, I get that. In fact," - Xander pointed to his 
head - "he says exactly the same thing, kinda. He's even 
more confused than you are. Look, can we go find this 
demon who knows how to get him out of there? He's 
starting to get upset about not being control. Oh, and 
about not being the only one in there. He's starting to get 
pretty loud."  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Buffy and Giles both insisted on piling into the truck with 
Spike and Xander, bickering and asking unanswerable 
questions all the way. 
 
The directions led them to a sewer entrance not far from 



the vampires' nest. Armed with flashlights and stakes and 
a crowbar from Xander's toolbox, they followed the 
surprisingly dry and clean-smelling tunnels down and 
round and up and in and round and down again, finally 
coming to a huge, man- (or demon-)made cavernous 
room lit by balls of glowing lichen. 
 
Their approach had obviously been noted because every 
demon in the room was armed and ready when they 
appeared. Only a strident burble of sound coming from 
the demon at the front of the pack seemed to hold the 
rest of them back from attacking. 
 
The Ktha in Xander's head translated the liquid sounds 
into a demand for explanations and introductions and 
Xander tentatively eased back on his control, allowing his 
hitchhiker to borrow his mouth and voice box without 
losing control of the rest of his body. 
 
He listened carefully as his mouth and lips formed 
burbles and bubbles of alien noise, hearing the 
translation without it passing through his ears. 
 
"Father, this human is Ktha'Zaj. I do not understand how 
this is possible. Lore states that humans are weaker, 
vessels to be used only in emergencies, to be discarded 



without thought. This one is not alone. I am not alone. 
There are others here, a beast and a human-not-human. I 
am not alone, and yet I am alone. I have made no union 
here, I have not gained control. I do not understand, 
Father. Is it that I am weak? Unworthy?" 
 
Xander was vaguely aware of being amazed by the 
amount of information that was encoded in the single 
bubble of sound he'd just spat out, and then got 
distracted by the translation of the burble that was 
uttered in response. 
 
"The human wears magic. He breathes it; I smell it 
seeping from his pores. He has strength and has shown 
honor, bringing you here with only two other humans 
and a vampire for protection. He is indeed Ktha'Zaj and 
shall be honored as such. Come closer, my son and meet 
your new vessel - Kli-Shah will carry you forward into 
your next age." 
 
Responding to the extended clawed hand of 'Father', 
Xander stepped closer, shrugging off Buffy's restraining 
hands with a smile. 
 
"It's okay, Buff, honestly. There's someone ready to take 
over, I just have to get close enough to touch." 



 
Spike hovered at his shoulder through the whole transfer 
ceremony, which consisted of mutual thumb strokes on 
matching shoulders followed by mutual shoulder 
woundage - Xander had to borrow Spike's cleanest knife - 
and a burble of solid sound rising up through Xander's 
chest and out of his mouth into the demon introduced to 
him as Kli-Shah. 
 
It was all rather anti-climactic, over in under a minute - 
no muss, no fuss, no problems. 
 
Xander was all ready to wave goodbye when 'Father' 
burbled at him once more and Xander realised he could 
understand what was being said. 
 
"Wait. What? You want to - pay me? I… Um…" 
 
Spike slung a heavy arm around his shoulder and 
whispered loudly into his ear. "Don't insult him, pet, let 
him pay you. Ktha see payment for services rendered as 
a matter of honor." 
 
Which was how Xander ended up holding a chamois 
pouch of mixed gems worth fifty grand. And how he 
agreed to do the Ktha'Zaj thing again if the tribe should 



ever need his help. 
 
The fifth time had been the charm, netting them a cool 
half a million for the safe delivery of the oldest Ktha in 
America to his new teenaged vessel. 
 
Nice job if you can get it.  

 

The End 

 

Lo-Jacked 

Xander's never really had a sense of direction. He's a 
SoCal boy after all, brought up surrounded by street signs 
and tourist maps and fast food outlet locator flyers. 
 
He's never had to navigate by the stars or by reading the 
moss on the trunks of trees. He's never used the shadow 
of a stick to divine true north; he wouldn't know how. 
 
It's not until he's wandering the streets of Seoul, 
bewildered and bedazzled and totally lost, that he 
realises just how vulnerable he is when he steps out of 
his known world. 



 
It only takes one phone call to Spike to get him back on 
track, and he's back in their hotel suite soon enough, 
digging out their wish list to scribble a reminder at the 
bottom. 
 
"What's put a bee in your bonnet now, love? You're not 
thinking of trying to find some kind of Babelfish Stargate 
translator spell, are you? I can't imagine they'd work on 
street signs even if you found one, always assuming we 
could afford to get it done." 
 
"Nope," Xander replies, "but it's worth thinking about." 
He quickly scribbles 'Babelfish/Stargate transl.' 
underneath his previous note and tosses the list onto the 
pillow beside him as he sprawls back on the bed. 
 
"So what was your latest bright idea?" Spike asks, 
crossing the room to pick up the crumpled list when 
Xander doesn't immediately answer. "'Stop me getting 
lost'? That's a pretty tall order. Got any thoughts on how 
we could make that work?" 
 
Xander shrugs. "Some kind of inner GPS maybe? I could 
probably memorise a star chart, but what's the point 
with all the light pollution out there? If I can't see them, 



they're not going to be any help." 
 
"I'm not sure I'd trust your memory to keep all those 
little twinkles straight anyway, Xan." Spike easily avoids 
the half-hearted swat Xander aims at his hip, and 
continues thinking aloud. "Getting you set so you can 
find true north without props might be easiest, but that 
doesn't help if you don't know which way to go, and 
you're completely bloody useless without a map." 
 
Spike lets Xander wrestle him down to the bed, putting 
up just enough resistance to make it interesting, 
mumbling his final words into Xander's neck before they 
both get too distracted. 
 
"We can email Kular and Willow with the idea later. One 
of them should be able to come up with something 
useful." 
 
# 
 
The scars seem to take forever to heal, and Xander 
curses the bandages that keep his usually agile fingers 
stiff and clumsy, inflexible; his sense of touch muffled 
and less than useless. He can't even masturbate or pee 
alone. And the ones on his feet are a hundred times 



more troublesome. 
 
When Spike finally decides it's time to remove the 
medicated padding and wraps, they both watch intently 
as Xander washes off the blue-black ointment that has 
spent the last five days seeping into his skin. When it's 
gone, his hands and feet are very faintly stained, as 
they'd been warned, and it makes the scarification stand 
out, silvery and embossed, as readable as Braille. 
 
There are fourteen tiny constellations seared into each 
hand: one on the pad of each finger and thumb and on 
every joint below. There are twenty-one on each foot: 
one on the pad of each toe and then five more on the 
ball of each foot, pinpointing the metatarsal-phalangeal 
joints. Two lines of five more follow the outer edge of 
each foot and the inner curves of his arches, with a final 
constellation low on the back of each heel. Those two 
had hurt the most. 
 
In total, he now wears seventy different patterns of stars, 
collected from – and in – thirteen different dimensions. 
They don't stop him getting lost and they can't tell him 
where he is. He'll know if he ends up in the wrong 
dimension, but not which one he's in, and they can't 
open a handy inter-dimensional portal to get him home. 



 
What they can do is nudge him in the right direction. No 
matter how lost he gets, he need only focus on his 
chosen target – Spike, of course - and the insistent 
tingles in his fingers and toes will lead the way. 
 
# 
 
A few days after the big reveal, Xander snaps his fingers 
and announces, with unfettered glee, "Hey! I just 
realised, I'm the one with the scars, but you're the one 
who's been magically lo-jacked. That's kinda cool." 
 
Spike's expression is priceless  

Author's Note: LoJack is a vehicle security system. A 
small, silent radio transceiver is hidden in the vehicle so 
that if it gets stolen, the owner can conact the LoJack 
company and get the transceiver turned on. Once a 
LoJack unit is activated, every police car within a 2-3 mile 
radius and equipped with a tracking unit will 
automatically be alerted that the vehicle is near. What it 
means in my context is that, no matter where Spike goes, 
Xander will always be able to find him. 
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