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Spectres  

by  
Whichclothes 

Spike nimbly stepped out of the way as the boy 
tripped over a crack in the sidewalk and nearly fell 
on top of him. “I don’t need a carer,” he growled. 
 
Xander picked himself off the pavement, made a 
face at the new rip in the knee of his jeans, and 
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hurried to catch up. “Okay, Fangless. One, there are 
about a zillion other ways I’d rather be spending my 
night. Two, you kinda do need a babysitter ‘cause 
you’ve been not so much with the sanity lately. And 
three, I think Buffy sent us both mainly to get us out 
of her hair.” 
 
 “We’ve real trouble coming and she sends us after 
sodding ghosts. Harmless little wisps of ectoplasm.” 
 
“Yeah, well word has it these harmless little wisps of 
ectoplasm have been luring people into this 
particular house—and the people aren’t coming 
back out.” 
 
Spike just scowled in reply and then, as they turned 
a corner and he got a good look at the place, he 
came to a sudden halt. Xander bumped into him, 
mumbled an apology, and then stood next to him, 
staring at the house. It looked straight out central 
casting for a haunted house: a Victorian nightmare 
with towers and cupolas and strangely angled walls 
that somehow managed to loom threateningly over 
them while at the same time looking as if it were 
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going to collapse into rubble any moment. 
 
“What the hell’s a place like that doing in 
Sunnydale?” Xander said. “It’s as old as you are, but 
there wasn’t even a town here a hundred years 
ago.” 
 
Spike sighed resignedly. “Mojo, I expect. Ghosts 
don’t fancy living in a three-bedroom two-bath 
ranch.” 
 
“Dandy,” Xander said. 
 
Spike led the way through a rusty iron gate, across a 
weedy front yard with skeletal trees and leafless 
rose brambles, and up the cracked front stairs. The 
warped front door was open just a crack as if 
inviting people in. Spike didn’t need an actual invite, 
of course, as nobody alive resided there. 
 
They found themselves in a large entry hall. Enough 
moonlight snuck in through high windows that even 
Xander could likely see properly, but nonetheless 
gaslights flickered fitfully in wall sconces. Nice 
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touch, Spike thought. An enormous 
crystal chandelier hung overhead, festooned 
liberally with dusty spider webs. The green and 
black striped wallpaper was peeling badly. Ahead of 
them was a grand staircase, and doors flanked both 
sides of the room. 
 
“Looks like somebody’s spent way too much time 
on the Haunted Mansion ride at Disneyland,” said 
Xander. He sounded amused, and Spike had to 
admit a grudging admiration for the boy not being 
frightened when most other humans would be. Of 
course, most other humans wouldn’t have a kick-ass 
vampire at their side. 
 
“Well, the monsters here aren’t animatronic,” Spike 
replied. 
 
“That’s okay. I always thought those talking 
presidents were really creepy anyway.” 
 
Spike snorted. “You have the exorcism supplies the 
witch gave you?” 
 



“Candles, incense, chalk. Check, check, check. She 
was gonna give me a Bible too, but she’s not up 
with the King James and she wasn’t sure whether 
the Old Testament would work; and anyway we 
were all a little worried about going biblical when I 
have a vamp sidekick. So we skipped that part. She 
says it’ll work anyway. She thinks.” 
 
“Not your bloody sidekick,” Spike said, but he was 
secretly pleased that they’d been willing to forego 
the Bible on his behalf. 
 
“So where do we do this?” 
 
Spike looked about. “Not here. We need to be more 
in the heart of the place, I reckon.” He chose one of 
the side doors at random, turning the cracked glass 
knob and entering into a long hallway. The space 
was narrow and the walls were hung with portraits 
of severe-looking men, the sort of paintings where 
the eyes followed sinisterly as you passed. The 
wooden floor was buckled and the ceiling sagged. 
 
“This place is so not up to code.” 



 
“Fancying a bit of reno, whelp?” 
 
“Nah. I got enough going on with replacing the 
windows at Casa de Summers. Repeatedly. And the 
high school.” 
 
“Bloody stupid, rebuilding right over the Hellmouth 
like that.” 
 
“Agreed. Wasn’t my idea. Of course, moving into 
the Hellmouth-adjacent basement when you’re 
newly souled up and pretty much loco wasn’t the 
best idea either.” 
 
“Had nowhere else to go,” Spike said without really 
meaning to. He didn’t look at Xander to see his 
response, and they were both silent as they reached 
the end of the corridor and a pair of ornately carved 
wooden doors. Spike yanked them open, then 
hopped back in surprise as something flew out and 
zoomed over their heads. 
 
Xander screamed. 



 
“Just a bat,” Spike said, swatting at the thing. It 
flapped about them for a few seconds then 
disappeared back through the doors. 
 
“Sorry,” Xander said sheepishly. “It took me by 
surprise. But it could have rabies, you know. Not 
that you’d care. Unless…vamps can’t catch rabies, 
can they? ‘Cause that’d be bad news.” 
 
“I’m dead, pillock. Can’t catch anything.” 
 
“Angel got sick that one time, and he’s dead too. 
Even deader than you, probably, what with the 
brooding and the slippery soul-having. You’re tons 
livelier than him.” 
 
Spike shouldn’t have been pleased at the 
comparison, but he was. Still, that was beside the 
point. “Peaches was poisoned, not infected. There’s 
a difference.” 
 
“Well, I’m just glad you can’t get rabies.” 
 



“Nobody’s getting rabies. Let’s get this over with, 
yeah?” 
 
“Okay.” 
 
The doors led into a large parlor containing loads of 
heavy furniture that reminded Spike uncomfortably 
of his youth. An enormous and badly moth-eaten 
Persian carpet covered much of the floor. More of 
those stupid gas lamps hung on the walls. A fire 
crackled in the fireplace, but the flames were an 
unearthly greenish color and gave off no heat. “I 
reckon this is as good a place as any,” Spike said. 
“Do your thing.” 
 
“It’s more Willow’s thing, but all right.” Xander 
began pulling items out of his pockets and piling 
them onto an ornately carved mahogany occasional 
table. Spike looked about the room nervously—
although he couldn’t see anyone but Xander, he felt 
a presence nearby. Ghosts, perhaps. 
 
As Xander mumbled to himself and drew chalk 
symbols on a wall, a bat glided down from the 
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ceiling and disappeared behind a throne-like chair 
near the fireplace. “Manservant!” said a familiar 
voice. Both Spike and Xander startled as a figure 
stepped out from behind the chair. 
 
“Mas—uh, Dracula!” Xander exclaimed, dropping 
his chalk. 
 
“Oh, bloody hell. What are you doing here again?” 
 
Dracula was dressed as he always was, in his poncy, 
clichéd cape and white shirt and black trousers. “I 
came to collect some property. Which, conveniently 
enough, has wandered right into my hands.” He 
smiled proprietarily at Xander. 
 
“Hey! I am not your property!” 
 
“I beg to differ, manservant. Now, if you’ll just come 
this way….” 
 
Xander’s eyes went slightly unfocused and he took 
an unsteady step in Dracula’s direction. 
 



“Oi!” Spike quickly placed himself between them 
and he heard Xander behind him grunt with relief. 
“Don’t let him thrall you. Unless you fancy eating 
bugs again.” 
 
That made Dracula frown. “How dare you interfere! 
This is no business of yours, William. I’ll—” He 
stopped. His frown deepened and he tilted his 
head. “What have you done, William?” 
 
Spike tightened his jaw. “Nothing.” 
 
But Dracula came closer, still peering intently at 
him. “You haven’t been molesting my Roma friends 
again, have you? I would have thought you had 
learned a lesson from Angelus in that regard.” 
 
Xander popped out from his hiding spot behind 
Spike to stand beside him. “Hey, I know Angelus, 
and Spike is no Angelus. Spike fought for his soul.” 
 
Spike glanced over at him, shocked that Xander had 
defended him like that. Xander glared defiantly at 
Dracula. 



 
“Very interesting!” Dracula said. “Was it because 
he’s mine, William?” 
 
“What are you going on about?” 
 
Dracula gestured at Xander. “My manservant. You 
earned your soul so you could win him over.” 
 
Xander and Spike spluttered in unison. “I bloody 
well did not!” 
 
“I didn’t either! I mean, I already had the soul 
‘cause I’m still human, but Spike and me? No way. 
He’s not my type.” 
 
“Really?” Dracula said with a lifted eyebrow. “I 
would have thought otherwise.” He closed the 
space between them so that he was nearly chest-to-
chest with Xander. 
 
“Oi! Enough of that!” Spike yanked Xander roughly 
backward by the arm. 
 



Dracula laughed. “So you do want him.” 
 
“I do not! But the Slayer would tear my head off if I 
let her Droopy Boy be had by the likes of you.” 
 
“Hey!” Xander protested. “There is to be no having 
of any kind.” 
 
They both ignored him, glaring at each other. “You 
can deny it all you want, William, but I know my 
manservant is to your taste as well. Dark, like that 
boy you had in Budapest, what was his name? Ah! 
Mátyás! ” 
 
Xander made a small squeaking noise. “A boy? Spike 
had a boy? But I thought—” 
 
Spike turned and snarled at him. “I fancy blokes as 
well, all right? But I don’t fancy you!” 
 
“Hey! I never said you did—that was the Count 
here, remember? I don’t fancy you either.” And 
then, in a slightly hurt tone, he added, “Why don’t 
you fancy me, anyway?” 



 
Spike rolled his eyes. “Oh, for Christ’s sake, whelp. 
I—” 
 
“Enough!” Dracula interrupted. “I’ve had enough of 
the false denials. Clearly you are after what is mine, 
William, and my manservant has been 
treacherous.” 
 
“I have not! And I’m not your manservant!” 
 
Dracula waved away the protests. “No matter. Now 
I shall take my servant and leave this place. Terrible 
things will be happening here soon.” And with 
lightning-fast speed he reached out and grasped 
Xander’s arm, tugging the boy close. Xander 
struggled for a moment but then made the mistake 
of looking into Dracula’s eyes; after that, Xander 
went nearly limp, slumping against Dracula’s chest. 
 
Spike was sorely tempted to just leave. Drac would 
keep the boy enthralled and the boy would be 
content enough. Buffy would be angry, of course, 
but it wasn’t exactly Spike’s fault—she was the one 



who’d sent Xander here tonight in the first place. 
Besides, perhaps Dracula was right and Xander was 
better off far from Sunnyhell. 
 
But Dracula’s mention of Mátyás had stirred up 
some ancient memories, and when Spike looked at 
Xander now, those memories gained new life. The 
boy really did resemble Mátyás, who Spike and Dru 
had played with for over a year before Dru grew 
bored and insisted on departing for Prague, leaving 
Mátyás behind. At least they’d left him alive. Gods, 
the things they used to do with him— Mátyás all 
golden-skinned in the firelight, sweating and 
writhing as Spike plowed into him from behind and 
Dru fucked his face with her cunt. The way he’d lie 
between them in bed afterwards, still dazed from 
pleasure, his warmth seeping into their cold bodies. 
 
Fuck. 
 
“You can’t have him,” Spike said firmly, roughly 
pulling Xander close. Xander stumbled a bit but 
didn’t struggle. He blinked rapidly as if trying to 
focus his eyes. 



 
Dracula chuckled darkly. “You can’t possibly 
imagine I’ll permit you to simply leave with him.” He 
gestured sideways with his head, toward the doors 
through which Spike and Xander had entered. 
Ghosts were there, blocking the way. Transparent 
apparitions with silent grimaces and glowing red 
eyes. More ghosts were arrayed across the room’s 
other doors. 
 
“You have ghost servants now?” 
 
Dracula shrugged. “Another trick I learned from the 
Roma.” 
 
“Well, it’s useless, innit. Spirits can’t stop me.” 
 
“No. But they can harm a human, if I tell them to.” 
Dracula looked significantly at Xander. 
 
“Oh bloody hell.” 
 
Spike thought he might be able to take Dracula in a 
fight. He wasn’t certain—Dracula was powerful and 



Spike had been a bit weak lately, what with the soul 
and all. But it didn’t matter anyway, because if 
Spike attacked Dracula, the ghosts would be after 
Xander in a moment. He’d seen what ghosts could 
do to a human when they were properly motivated. 
This lot looked motivated. 
 
Dracula didn’t look flustered at all, the sod. He 
stepped back a bit and stroked his chin with one 
long, white finger. “I’m a fair man—” he began. 
 
“Not a man at all, wanker. You’re a vampire.” 
 
Dracula rolled his eyes impatiently. “I’m fair. I prefer 
to give my opponents a sporting chance. It makes 
life more interesting.” 
 
“You’re dead.” 
 
“Unlife, then. Here’s my proposal. I will give you an 
opportunity to…seduce my manservant. If you can 
arouse him you may have him. For now, anyway. I’ll 
reserve the right to repossess him at some later 
date. But if you cannot arouse him, he is mine. Now 



and always. And to add a bit to the challenge, you 
may not touch him or thrall him.” 
 
“Don’t need to bloody thrall—” Spike began, then 
stopped. He shook his head. “You’re barmy, mate.” 
 
“This is my only offer, William. It should be 
entertaining, at the least. Refuse and I will destroy 
you, and he will be mine in any case.” 
 
“Spike?” Xander said, confused. “What’s going on?” 
 
Spike rubbed his face and sighed heavily. “I expect 
you’re about to have a show, whelp.” 
 
Xander’s next question was drowned out by 
Dracula, who clapped his hands happily. “Excellent. 
Manservant, strip.” 
 
“Uh…what?!” 
 
“Remove your clothing.” 
 
Xander wriggled out of Spike’s grasp and backed 



away. “And that’s a great big no right there,” he 
said. 
 
“You do not have to do anything, manservant. I 
simply need an unobstructed view of you so that I 
may ascertain if William is successful in his 
seduction.” 
 
“What?!” Xander’s voice hit a note high enough to 
make both vampires wince. 
 
With a weary sigh, Spike turned to look at him. As 
calmly as possible, he tried to explain. “You’ve three 
options, whelp. You can run off into the sunset with 
Drac here—” 
 
“No way!” 
 
“—or you can make a run for it and let the ghosts 
rip you apart.” 
 
“My choices aren’t getting any more attractive, 
Spike!” Xander sounded more than slightly 
hysterical. 



 
“Or you can let me give you a bit of a show. If I 
make you hard we both get to go and you can run 
back to the Slayer and we’ll never speak of this 
night again. Drac will even take his malevolent 
phantoms with him, right?” 
 
Dracula nodded. “Of course.” 
 
Xander’s head swung back and forth between 
Dracula, Spike, and the spooks. “But I’m not— What 
if you don’t, if I can’t—” He swallowed loudly. 
 
“Still your best alternative, pet. Besides,” Spike ran 
his palms down his chest and belly, “this sexy body 
could get anyone hard.” 
 
For a long moment, Spike feared that Xander was 
going to opt for the ghosts after all. But then the 
boy let out a noisy breath and gave a jerky nod. 
“But no naughty touching!” 
 
“Won’t lay a finger on you.” 
 



Xander nodded again and then, with shaking hands 
and wobbly knees, unfastened his jeans.  
 
“No, my boy,” Dracula clucked. “I want all of you 
bare.” 
 
Xander blushed furiously. But he also kicked off his 
shoes and skimmed his trousers down. He shrugged 
off his jacket and yanked his tee over his head. He 
stood there, red-faced, in gray socks and yellow silk 
boxers imprinted with red hearts. Spike raised an 
eyebrow. 
 
“They were a gift! From Anya, back when we 
were…a couple years ago.” 
 
“Remove them,” Dracula commanded. 
 
Xander clenched his jaw and stepped out of the 
boxers. And then almost as an afterthought—and 
with some awkward hopping involved—he took off 
his socks. He clenched his hands at his sides and 
glared at them both, daring them to say anything. 
 



But Spike was…impressed. The boy had been hiding 
a lovely body beneath his ugly clothing. His 
shoulders were broad and his chest well-muscled 
and sprinkled with dark hairs. His arms were deeply 
tanned, no doubt from his construction work, and 
they were a nice contrast with the paler skin of his 
torso and legs. His waist was quite trim nowadays—
again, thanks to the work, which counteracted his 
horrible eating habits—and his legs were strong. 
And between them, well…. “Now I know what your 
demon bint saw in you,” Spike leered, because the 
boy had quite impressive tackle, his soft cock long 
and thick, his bollocks heavy, the hair at his groin 
lush and black. 
 
Xander’s face turned impossibly redder and he gave 
Spike a venomous look. “Let’s get this over with,” 
Xander growled. 
 
Dracula approached and then, moving so quickly 
even Spike could barely track him, he bound 
Xander’s wrists behind his back with a length of silk. 
“Hey!” Xander cried, struggling to free himself. 
 



Dracula set a hand on Xander’s shoulder. “I only 
want to ensure that you don’t help things along 
yourself.” Then he pushed Xander down into a chair 
with dark green upholstery. 
 
“I swear, Spike, if you breathe one word of this to 
Buffy or Willow or Giles….” 
 
“No worries. Not a word,” Spike promised. “Don’t 
really fancy them learning about this adventure 
myself.” 
 
Xander nodded again, squeezed his eyes shut very 
tightly, and then opened them and looked at Spike 
expectantly. 
 
Right, then. The thing was, Spike was good at 
seduction. He’d seduced Buffy, hadn’t he? But he 
didn’t want to think of that, not at all; it made that 
voice inside his head—his soul, his conscience, 
something like that—gibber angrily at him. But long 
before her, before the bloody chip, he’d enticed 
people then as well. With his body, with his voice. 
Sometimes with only a smile. He’d used himself to 



charm them, to lure them into a quiet, secluded 
place. Where they’d promptly become prey. No, he 
didn’t want to think of those times either. 
 
So Spike stopped thinking. 
 
Dracula took a few steps back and then draped 
himself regally across a hideous floral settee. Spike 
ignored him, instead maintaining eye contact with 
Xander, who was squirming uncomfortably in his 
seat. Spike willed the ice in his eyes to warm a bit, 
allowed brief sparks of yellow to flash through. And 
then, with a sinuous roll of his shoulders, he 
shrugged off his duster. It pooled darkly on the 
floor.  
 
He wished there was music. Ah, well. 
 
As Xander watched, wide-eyed, Spike slowly 
smoothed the palm of his left hand down, over his 
chest, across his flat stomach, over his waistband. 
He rubbed a bit over his groin and felt himself 
harden. Not just from his own touch, but from the 
sight of the naked boy seated in front of him, 



looking simultaneously terrified, embarrassed, and 
intrigued. Spike curled his tongue behind his teeth 
and smiled. 
 
There was really no scintillating way to take off 
Docs. Just couldn’t be done, not even with vampire 
superpowers. All those bloody laces. Spike did his 
best, though. He turned his back to Xander and 
propped one foot on a petit-point seat cushion, 
giving a nice view of his denim-clad arse. When the 
boot was loosened enough he pulled it off, then did 
the same on the other foot. The rug felt slightly 
clammy under his toes, as if the wool had got 
soaked and never quite dried. 
 
Xander stared at Spike’s bare feet as if he’d never 
seen anything like them before. Spike wiggled his 
toes, and saw the boy’s eyes dilate a bit. Huh. A bit 
of a kink, perhaps. Interesting, but now wasn’t the 
time to explore that. 
 
He drew Xander’s gaze back upward with a small 
shimmy of his shoulders and then he slowly pulled 
off his red over-shirt, letting it fall on top of the 



duster. Again his hand wandered over the cotton 
stretched tightly across his torso, this time joined by 
the other hand as well, and he took a moment or 
two to tweak at his nipples until they poked stiffly 
at the material. They weren’t the only bits poking 
stiffly—his jeans were beginning to feel 
uncomfortably tight. 
 
Spike was getting off on this.  
 
No big surprise there. He hadn’t had a leg over in—
well, in ages. And he always did fancy being the 
center of attention like this, watching others watch 
him, as if he could see himself reflected in their 
eyes if he only tried hard enough. And Xander was 
still flushed and bound and gorgeous. No, this 
wasn’t such a terrible task at all. If only he could 
convince Xander of that as well, at least enough to 
get the boy hard. Because Xander was watching 
him, all right, but Xander’s cock was still curled 
softly against his thigh; the fear and humiliation 
were too strong right now for anything more to 
happen with his body. 
 



Spike could sort that. He raised his arms until the 
hem of his t-shirt escaped his jeans, revealing just a 
flash of pale skin above his waistband. Then he 
grasped the hem with both hands. He pulled it up 
slowly, teasingly, sometimes stopping and pushing 
it back down an inch or two, until finally it was up to 
his armpits, and then he drew it over his head and 
tossed it away. 
 
Perhaps belatedly, he realized that Dracula hadn’t 
forbidden him from speaking. He pitched his voice 
low and raspy, just barely loud enough for Xander 
to hear without straining. “You fancy what you see, 
whelp? My skin’s soft, you know, as soft as any 
bird’s, but the muscles underneath are hard like 
marble. You could touch me like this—” he stroked 
his chest slowly, “and it would be like petting a 
statue dressed in silk, until the heat from your hand 
sank into me, warming me, loosening me.” 
 
Xander’s Adam’s apple bobbed when he swallowed. 
 
“You like your partners strong, don’t you, pet? Lean 
and sinewy. Like me.” 



 
Xander nodded a bit and Spike wasn’t sure if the 
boy was even aware he was doing it. 
 
“Well, I’m bloody strong. You could shag me all 
night long, really pound into me with that monster 
between your legs, and not have to worry a bit 
about bruising me, breaking me. Not that I’m 
bothered by a bit of pain with my pleasure, mind 
you. Makes it all sweeter, it does.” And to 
demonstrate, he twisted at his nipples and dug a 
nail in just hard enough to make a single drop of 
blood bead on his skin and inch slowly down. He 
heard Dracula’s sharp intake of breath and he 
smiled broadly. 
 
Xander’s cock gave a small twitch as if it were just 
waking up from a long sleep. Spike’s smile grew 
even more. The boy was a bit bent. Maybe Anya 
had done it to him, or maybe he’d been like that 
when she found him, on account of a childhood 
spent on the Hellmouth with fucking horrible 
parents. Didn’t matter. But it was nice, Spike 
thought. He wondered how far he could push this 



one—or be pushed by him—given enough time and 
the right opportunities. 
 
But perhaps Xander noticed the speculative gleam 
in Spike’s eyes because he shifted in his chair again, 
blinking rapidly. Time to move along, then. 
 
Spike's hands crept slowly down to his waist like 
lazy spiders and then they unbuckled his belt. He 
stuck just his left hand under the denim and stroked 
himself a few times, throwing his head back and 
moaning slightly at his own touch. He hadn’t even 
had a proper wank in ages. Hadn’t been in any 
condition for it, what with the arduous journey to 
Africa and the trials he underwent there, then the 
even more difficult journey back to California and 
the insanity and the general sense of impending 
doom. This felt good. Not as good as someone 
else’s hand would feel—either warm or cold; small 
and smooth or large and rough—but good 
nonetheless. 
 
“Have you ever felt another bloke’s cock, Xander? It 
feels quite different to your own. And mine…I’m not 



cut. You could do what I am right now; tug my 
foreskin back and forth, feel it shift under your 
fingers, feel it reveal my crown. I’m already wet, 
love, just looking at you, thinking of you touching 
me.” 
 
“You could so have a job in phone sex,” Xander said 
hoarsely. 
 
Spike chuckled. “I’ll keep that in mind. But over the 
phone, you wouldn’t see me. Wouldn’t see this.” He 
popped open the top button of his flies, then the 
second. His jeans fell low on his hips, revealing the 
glistening head of his cock. Xander gasped softly 
and his cock twitched again, more vigorously this 
time. 
 
Spike wiggled a bit, encouraging his trousers to drop 
even farther, and then turned around. He knew that 
Xander would see the top curve of his buttocks, the 
beginning of the dark cleft that promised more 
treasures within. He unfastened the jeans the rest 
of the way and shook his arse slowly and the 
trousers slipped down, all the way off his hips and 



down his thighs, fully revealing his backside. It was, 
he’d been told more than once, a fairly spectacular 
backside. It had fascinated Angelus, who used to 
enjoy caressing it, then hitting it until the skin was 
hot and red, then sinking into it. Once Spike had 
jettisoned his Victorian sensibilities, he hadn’t 
minded at all. 
 
“You like that, Xan?” he asked, looking over his 
shoulder. “Can you almost feel it? Squeezing it in 
your hands. Having it grind against you, sliding, 
pushing, until you’ve breached me. Feel yourself 
sheathed inside. I’d be so tight around you, love. 
Always tight for you.” 
 
Xander made a sort of strangled sound and his cock 
began to fill in earnest, finally awakened from its 
kip. 
 
Spike turned back toward the wall and quickly 
stepped out of the jeans so that he was as naked as 
Xander. He kept his back turned to the boy, his legs 
spread and his hips rocking slightly. His cock was 
aching, standing up and begging for attention, and 



he wrapped one hand around it and stroked a few 
times. Then he bent at the waist and reached 
behind to spread his cheeks, revealing his twitching 
little hole. 
 
“God,” Xander groaned. 
 
“See how much I want you, Xan? Hungry for you. If I 
could, I’d drape myself on your lap right now, 
impale myself on you, ride you until you screamed. 
And then…perhaps I’d climb off and bend you over 
that chair and sink into you. Christ, the heat of you! 
You’d feel me all the way in your core, stretching, 
filling.” 
 
Spike realized with a start that he was very close to 
climaxing. He stood up straight and turned around. 
Xander’s pupils were blown wide. His mouth hung 
open a bit and his chest moved rapidly up and down 
with panting that echoed off the parlor walls. His 
cock was stiff and straight now, the glans an angry-
looking dark red. As Spike watched, a drop of 
shining liquid formed at the very tip. Spike licked his 
lips, wishing very much that he could taste.  



 
Spike grabbed his own cock again and began to strip 
it quickly, almost savagely. His breaths were ragged 
now, too. “Do…do you want it, love? Do you…do 
you want me?” 
 
“Yes,” Xander whispered, and Spike came hard. 
Sticky fluid spattered his chest and smeared over his 
hand, his knees went a bit weak, and his vision 
sparkled with colored lights. He staggered back a 
few steps until he was up against the wall and he 
fought to regain his composure.  
 
“You are good,” said a voice from the side. Oh. 
Dracula. Spike had nearly forgotten he was there.  
 
“Of course I’m bloody good, wanker.” Spike rubbed 
his sticky hand on his thigh and grabbed his 
discarded jeans. He pulled them on quickly, wincing 
slightly as he buttoned them over the mess at his 
groin. He found his t-shirt as well, and his over-shirt 
and duster, and lastly he jammed his feet into his 
Docs, not bothering with the laces. Once he was 
fully dressed he turned and glared at Dracula. 



“Right, then. Clearly, I won our little wager. So call 
off your ghosties and bugger off.” 
 
Dracula sighed. “Yes, I suppose so. It’s a pity, really. 
My manservant is very beautiful. And so responsive! 
Well, another time. I did enjoy your performance, at 
least.” 
 
Spike growled. 
 
Xander had managed to get to his feet and he stood 
there with his wrists still tied behind him and his 
erection half-wilted. “Uh, Spike? Help?” He blushed 
again. If it weren’t for the sodding soul Spike would 
have had him right then and right there. 
 
Spike stomped over to him and untied the silk that 
bound his hands. They both hissed when Spike 
inevitably made contact with his skin. As soon as he 
was loose, Xander jerked away and then scrambled 
for his clothes. He ignored the boxers and yanked 
his trousers on so viciously that Spike found himself 
flinching a bit. A few moments of fumbling later and 
Xander was fully dressed as well. 



 
The ghosts still guarded the doorway. “Now, 
tosser,” Spike said to Dracula. 
 
Dracula made a small face and waved his hand 
negligently. The ghosts faded away. 
 
“And you’re gonna leave Sunnydale, right?” Xander 
asked. “You and your haunts? ‘Cause if you don’t, 
Buffy—” 
 
“I’m a demon of my word, manservant. I shall leave 
at sundown tomorrow. You and I, however, will 
meet again someday—assuming you survive what’s 
coming.” 
 
“Great. Something to look forward to.” Xander 
walked out the doors and down the hall. 
 
Spike paused to give Dracula a last look. “You still 
owe me eleven quid.” 
 
“Consider us even, a payment for what I’ve just lent 
you.” Dracula gestured in the direction of Xander’s 



departing back. “Enjoy while you can, William. And 
if you ever wish to leave all these silly humans, well, 
perhaps another visit with me would be nice.” 
 
Spike snorted. “Not bloody likely.” 
 
He followed Xander down the corridor, through the 
entrance hall, and out through the yard. They 
walked side by side down the pavement, neither of 
them speaking. Spike dug in his coat and pulled out 
a cigarette and lighter; he lit the fag and took a few 
deep puffs. 
 
“Look, whelp. You know what I did back there, what 
I said—” 
 
“Yeah, I know,” Xander spat angrily. “What fun! It’s 
the Humiliate Xander Show. Always tops in the 
ratings.” 
 
Spike blinked in surprise and Xander got several 
steps ahead, so that Spike had to hurry to catch up. 
He dropped his cigarette and grabbed at Xander’s 
shoulder, but Xander shook him off. Spike grabbed 



again, more firmly. “Wait!” Spike said. 
 
Xander stopped in his tracks, staring sullenly down 
at his shoes. “What? Not finished yet? Go on, then, 
yuck it up. Too bad you didn’t take pictures to share 
with the girls.” 
 
“What the bloody hell are you on about? Dracula 
made me do that. You chose that option. I bloody 
well saved you from him or the ghosts.” 
 
“Yeah, and I liked it, didn’t I? You stripped and 
talked dirty and I liked it.” 
 
Spike shook his head in honest confusion. “So? I’m 
the one walking home with a mess in my trousers. 
Whelp—Xander, what I said back there, those filthy 
words…yeah, I was putting on a show, but I wasn’t 
lying. I wasn’t thinking of anyone but you while I 
stood there and touched myself, while I came.” 
 
Xander finally looked up at that. His eyes were wide 
and shocked. “But you and Buffy—” 
 



“Past. Buggered that up, didn’t I? Not that I ever 
had a chance, really. She’s willing to put up with me 
now because she has other concerns on her mind, 
but I don’t expect she’ll ever forgive me, ever want 
me. Nor will you. I know what I am.” He gave a 
small, humorless laugh. “Beneath you. Beneath you 
all.” 
 
He let his hand drop from Xander’s shoulder. “I 
won’t tell anyone,” Spike said quietly. Then he 
turned on his heel, heading away.  
 
This time, though, Xander caught up to him, placing 
himself squarely in Spike’s path. “Wait. Home’s the 
other way. Where are you going?” 
 
Spike shrugged. “Willy’s.” Perhaps he could drink 
enough to forget for a time. 
 
“Don’t. Come home. I’ll even let you shower first, 
okay?” 
 
Spike tilted his head at the boy. 
 



Xander took a deep breath. “Look, there’s a lot 
going on right now and it’s so not a good time 
for…for anything that adds to the weirdness, 
because my weirdness levels are pretty much 
already set on eleven. But if we’re all lucky, this 
apocalypse too shall pass and then I can move on 
to…to different weirdnesses. And maybe I’ll find out 
they’re not so weird after all. But for 
now…remember how I said no touching, back 
there? One small exception.” And to Spike’s 
complete astonishment, Xander leaned in and gave 
him a warm, sweet kiss on the lips. Not deep and 
passionate, but hardly chaste either. A sort 
of…promise, maybe.  
 
After a moment, Xander pulled away with a smile. 
“Man, I could murder a couple of Hot Pockets right 
now. Let’s go home, Spike.” 
 
Spike turned around and they walked side by side, 
not quite touching. Perhaps, Spike thought, he’d 
forgive Dracula that eleven quid after all.  

 



The End 

 

The New Weirdness  

Probably the weirdest thing about Xander’s current 
situation was that it wasn’t especially weird at all. It 
was familiar, actually. He pointed this out. “Hey, 
guys, nothing original here. I’ve been sacrificed 
before. Well, almost. There was a pointy thing and 
stabbing, but it was pretty much sacrificus 
interruptus. So, you know, kinda been there, done 
that. Why not untie me and you can put your heads 
together and come up with something new? I even 
have a suggestion: a party! Not a single demon has 
ever thrown me a party. Although there were these 
Btemchi demons in Georgia—” 
 
“Enough!” One of the demons roared at him. 
“Silence or we’ll cut your tongue out first.” 
 
Self-preservation took over and Xander clenched his 
jaw. 
 



There actually were some differences between this 
sacrifice and the last one. He was still the sacrificee, 
no difference there, and he was once again strung 
up in ropes that dug painfully into his skin. But this 
time there was more skin because instead of half-
naked, these demons had wanted him to go the full 
monty. They’d even taken away his eye patch. As if 
it wasn’t enough to be on the verge of having his 
throat slit, this experience also had lovely shades of 
that dream when you’re in high school English class 
and you get up to write on the blackboard and 
realize you’ve forgotten your clothing. 
 
Another difference was that instead of one demon 
who was at least pretending to be a really attractive 
woman, this time there were several dozen of them 
and they looked a little like furry fish with four 
arms. Not attractive. 
 
He had no idea why they wanted him dead. He 
wasn’t even sure if they’d been after him 
specifically or if he was just the first schlub who 
came along. All he knew was he had been walking 
from the front door of his shitty apartment across 



the parking lot towards his shitty car when several 
fuzzy fish-monsters grabbed him, and before he 
knew it he was stripped and strung up and the 
demons were chanting in something that sounded 
vaguely like the bastard child of Portuguese and 
Korean. 
 
Yet another important difference: no cell phone 
messages to Willow this go-round. In fact, Willow 
was currently over 2000 miles away, doing 
something witchy in Helena, Montana. Or maybe 
just hibernating beneath the sheets with her new 
squeeze, Maci, who was kind of annoying but a 
huge improvement over Kennedy, so good for 
Willow. But not so good for Xander. 
 
The fish demon who’d told Xander to shut up—he 
seemed to be the head fish demon because his fur 
was fluffier than the others’ and he was wearing a 
sort of beanie with a yellow pompom on top—
chanted louder and started jumping up and down, 
waving an impressive curved knife in one hand. All 
the other demons jumped up and down, too. The 
din was enormous and his head hurt, although he 



knew that a headache was soon not going to be a 
worry anymore. 
 
When they’d first kidnapped him, as they were 
bundling him into the trunk of their car, he’d had 
some hope that Buffy would ride to his rescue. But 
then he remembered that she was nowhere near 
either—she and Dawn and Giles were up in DC for 
the weekend, checking out American University. AU 
had offered Dawn a full-ride scholarship. Again, yay 
for Dawn, not so good for Xander. 
 
You’d think he could have managed to stay out of 
mortal peril for one fucking weekend. 
 
The chief demon stopped hopping and then 
everyone else did too, and the former department 
store they were in suddenly became very, very 
quiet. Xander didn’t like that, because at least while 
the monsters were jumping and yowling they 
weren’t killing him. But now the chief advanced 
toward him, its knife glinting dangerously in the 
fluorescent lights. 
 



“Can’t we discuss this?” Xander said. “Maybe…. I 
don’t have any money or anything else that’s worth 
anything, but I’m pretty good with a hammer. Let 
me go and I can build you an addition to your house 
or, um, renovate your kitchen or….” 
 
“Desculpe geonbae,” the demon said, or at least 
that’s what it sounded like. It lifted the blade and its 
followers practically oohed with anticipation. 
 
Xander squeezed his eye shut. 
 
The blade pressed against his throat. He wondered 
if it would hurt very much. Maybe not. The knife 
had looked pretty sharp. 
 
“Now that would be a complete waste,” said a voice 
from the back of the room. 
 
Xander’s eye flew open. 
 
The head demon swung around and so did all the 
others. 
 



Spike stepped into view. 
 
Xander could understand having hallucinations 
while on the verge of death. He could even 
understand hallucinating a savior. But why the hell 
was he hallucinating Spike, who’d dusted three 
years ago? If he wasn’t about to die, he’d be having 
a serious discussion with his subconscious. 
 
The imaginary Spike looked pretty much like the 
real one: bleached blond, lit cigarette jammed 
between pink lips, retro black-on-black wear, tight 
jeans that showed off what Xander knew were his 
not-inconsiderable assets. He prowled forward like 
Spike always did, all confidence and rolling hips, like 
the world was his and he intended to fight it or fuck 
it. Or maybe both. He kept walking past astonished 
demons until he stood in front of Xander, who was 
bound spread-eagled to a big wooden X. Spike's 
gaze wandered slowly from Xander’s face down his 
chest and then farther south and he whistled.  
 
Xander blushed. And exactly why was he 
hallucinating about Spike checking him out? 



 
“Got yourself in a bit of a pickle again, haven’t you, 
mate? Reckoned you might have outgrown the 
habit by now.” 
 
“You’re dead,” Xander responded inanely. How was 
he supposed to respond to a figment of his 
imagination?  
 
Spike shrugged. “Off and on.” Then he turned to the 
demon with the hat. “Right then. You’ve had your 
fun. We’ll be leaving now.” 
 
“How dare you disrupt our sacred ceremony? You 
shall pay for this! Seize him!”  
 
Nobody moved though, and even the chief seemed 
a little hesitant to use its knife against Spike, who 
was oozing menace so thickly he might as well have 
had a neon Danger sign flashing over his head. 
 
Spike simply sneered. “Where do you people learn 
to speak like such pillocks? Watching too many 
films? Or perhaps there’s a Villain Correspondence 



Course.” 
 
“We shall have two human sacrifices tonight!” the 
fish demon bellowed, opening its huge mouth wide 
and showing toothless gums and a really disgusting 
tongue. 
 
“See, there’s where you’re wrong, mate. First, I’m 
not human.” Spike vamped out and all the 
assembled demons gasped in surprise. The chief 
lurched back a step or two. “And second, I’m taking 
him with me.” 
 
“Yeah,” Xander added, because he might as well 
join in his own delusion. “Find some sort of 
substitute sacrifice—shankbone of a lamb, crackers, 
KFC. All the other religions are doing it.” 
 
Spike shot him an annoyed glance. How could his 
own hallucination be annoyed with him? Still in 
gameface, Spike said, “Cut him down. Carefully.” 
 
“I will not!” replied the demon. 
 



Spike sighed theatrically. “Look. You picked the 
wrong bloke. This one’s mine.” 
 
Okay, that was very strange, Xander thought. He’d 
never considered himself Spike’s before. Okay, 
yeah, there had been that humiliating incident back 
in Sunnydale that time with Dracula and the 
ghosts—and the kiss afterwards had been a pretty 
nice kiss. But then things went from bad to worse 
with the First and all, and there were Potentials and 
maiming and battles and finally flames, and nothing 
more had ever transpired between them. Not that 
Xander hadn’t wondered about it now and then 
over the past couple years, and there had been 
times when the wondering had escalated into 
fantasy, especially when he was alone in his bed, 
and— 
 
And Xander seemed to have missed something, 
because the demon was lunging at Spike with the 
knife, and Spike was dancing just out of its reach, 
laughing; and the crowd was watching, fishy heads 
swiveling like spectators at a tennis match. “Get 
him!” the chief screeched. But his gang seemed 



more willing to tackle unsuspecting humans in 
parking lots than to go mano a mano with a 
vampire, and they just kept on watching. 
 
The chief’s strikes were getting wilder and wilder, 
and Spike seemed to be enjoying the dance, letting 
the blade get closer and closer. Then, more by luck 
than anything, the knife glanced off one of Spike’s 
arms, slicing the leather. “Oi!” Spike yelled. “Mind 
the duster!” The next time the demon stabbed at 
him, Spike feinted to the left and ducked to the 
right, wrenched the knife from the creature’s hand 
and then, as neatly as a ballet move, sliced the 
monster from chest to groin. It screeched and 
gurgled and flopped to the floor, looking now like a 
giant, furry, gutted fish. 
 
The other demons practically stampeded one 
another as they rushed away and out the doors. 
Spike didn’t stop to watch the chief’s death throes. 
He gave Xander another epic leer and used the gory 
knife to cut the ropes: first the ones around his 
ankles and then the ones at his wrists. Xander had 
been tied up there for a couple of hours at that 



point and his legs buckled, but Spike caught him and 
propped him up. Spike felt very strong and…and 
real. Xander was kind of getting the idea that maybe 
he wasn’t a hallucination after all. 
 
“Where’s your kit?” Spike asked. 
 
“Huh?” 
 
“Clothes, whelp. Unless you fancy driving home 
starkers.” 
 
Xander pointed near the door. “Over there, I think.” 
 
Spike half-dragged him there. Xander’s clothing was 
in a sad little heap. His shirt was toast—the demons 
had just ripped it off him—and so was his 
underwear, but his jeans were mostly intact; his 
keys and wallet were still in the pockets. He almost 
fell on his ass when he tried to pull them on, so 
Spike had to help, which was pretty embarrassing. 
Spike had to hold him up while he jammed his feet 
into his shoes, too. 
 



When they got outside there was no sign of the 
demons. The air was still and muggy and felt as if a 
storm might be near. Moths whirled under the few 
lights that weren’t burned out and the clouds of 
midges were thick enough that Xander choked on 
them. Spike didn’t have to drag him far to a slightly 
beat-up Ford with a camper shell. He hoisted 
Xander into the passenger seat and then went 
around and climbed in beside him. 
 
“I never figured you for a pickup truck kind of guy,” 
Xander said as Spike pulled out of the lot. 
 
“Been on the road for ages. The back makes a safe 
spot if I get caught by sunrise.” 
 
“Oh.” Xander was squinting through the darkness, 
trying to figure out where the hell they were. But 
he’d only lived around here for a few months and 
nothing looked familiar. “Um, Spike?” 
 
“Yeah?” 
 
“Is it really you?” 



 
“Who else would it be?” 
 
“But…you burned. Buffy said she saw it. She said….” 
 
“’There were these lawyer wankers and…and it’s a 
bloody long story. Suffice it to say death didn’t take. 
Spent some time with Peaches in LA and then—” 
 
“Wait! Angel knows you’re alive? Why didn’t he say 
anything? I mean, Buffy was just talking to him, like 
a month ago.” 
 
Spike’s jaw muscles tightened. “Haven’t seen the 
poof in nearly two years myself. Besides, I asked 
him not to say anything.” 
 
“Why?” 
 
“I didn’t…. Needed some time to sort some things. 
In my head, yeah?” 
 
Xander could understand that. His own head was a 
pretty jumbled place most of the time. But that still 



didn’t explain everything. “What are you doing 
here, in Florida? I wouldn’t think the Sunshine State 
would be a major vamp attraction. And how did you 
find me?” 
 
Spike glanced over at him. “Let’s go back to your 
flat first.” 
 
That seemed fair enough. They drove in silence for 
a while, which gave Xander the chance to have a 
good look around the truck’s cab. It did kind of look 
like someone had been living in it—there were 
wadded-up cigarette packets and gas station 
receipts on the floor. He craned his neck to look 
through the glass partition, into the bed. It was dark 
back there and hard to make out details, but it 
looked like there were some crumpled blankets and 
a few pieces of clothing, as well as several empty 
booze bottles and a scattering of paperback books. 
Everything smelled strongly of tobacco smoke and 
leather and whiskey, but Xander didn’t mind. Those 
scents were as familiar to him as his mother’s 
perfume, and considerably more welcome. 
 



Spike seemed to know where he was going. Fifteen 
minutes after they’d left the old store, they pulled 
into Xander’s lot. Spike parked right next to 
Xander’s Saturn and they climbed out. Xander had 
gathered enough strength by then to walk on his 
own and he led the way down the sidewalk—more 
bugs entering his lungs—and unlocked the door. 
“Come on in, Spike,” he said, and Spike did. 
 
Sitting in the truck during the drive, Xander had 
pictured how things would go once they got home. 
He would go to the fridge and grab a cold bottle for 
each of them, and Spike would complain about 
American beer while Xander pulled on a clean shirt, 
and then they would collapse on Xander’s couch 
and there would be exposition. 
 
Instead, as soon as the door was closed, Spike 
grabbed Xander’s shoulders and backed him up 
until Xander was squashed between wall and 
vampire. Xander had just a moment to wonder how 
Spike had lost his soul and whether being drained 
by a vamp was a better or worse way to die than 
ritual sacrifice. But then Spike’s mouth was against 



his, lips soft and cool, tongue tickling at the seam of 
Xander’s lips until Xander parted them. 
 
Apparently, Xander was not on the menu. At least, 
not in a fatal sort of way. 
 
As Spike’s tongue explored Xander’s mouth, Spike’s 
hands loosened their grip on his shoulders. One of 
them wrapped around the back of Xander’s neck, a 
gesture that was somehow more intimate than the 
kiss itself, while the other settled on Xander’s bare 
skin just above his hip. Spike ground his groin 
against Xander’s, and Xander had no doubts of 
Spike’s intense interest in the proceedings. 
 
Xander, though, was still shocked. For a moment he 
just froze, not fighting Spike off, but not 
participating either. Until Spike made this sound, 
this indescribable needy sort of moan, and the 
sound traveled through Xander’s mouth to his spine 
and directly to his cock, which became as fully 
engaged in the process as Spike’s. Xander’s arms 
had been just hanging there, but now they sort of 
floated up and wrapped around Spike’s middle. 



 
Xander was breathless and a little dizzy when Spike 
pulled back, disentangling them and peering at 
Xander with his sharp blue eyes. He was panting, 
though. A vampire, panting. 
 
“Wh-what…how…what?” Xander stammered 
eloquently. 
 
“A bit of a test.” 
 
“A test? A test of what? The integrity of my 
tonsils?” 
 
“Wanted to see if the thing with that tosser 
Dracula…if that was a fluke. Fear can do that 
sometimes, make a bloke hard, make him do things 
he wouldn’t otherwise.” 
 
“And, and you don’t think I’m afraid now? With the 
kidnap and the sacrifice and the vampire mauling?” 
 
Spike looked at him a moment and then ducked his 
head, seeming to shrink in on himself a little. 



“Right,” he said and reached for the doorknob. 
 
Xander grabbed his arm. “Wait! You don’t get to 
just pop up from the dead, save my ass, kiss me, 
and go.” 
 
Spike sighed heavily. “What do you want me to do, 
then?” 
 
“Stay! At least long enough to explain what the 
hell’s going on.” 
 
Spike nodded slowly. Then the scene Xander had 
originally envisioned happened, with the beverages 
and the shirt and the couch, although Spike just 
drank his beer and didn’t complain about it. When 
both of them had almost finished off their bottles, 
Xander said, “Now’s the part where you explain.” 
 
Spike scratched at his head. “Really not much to 
explain. Like I said, I’ve been traveling. Driving 
about the country. Keeping my hand in, sorting 
demon problems now and then, but mostly…mostly 
thinking, I expect.” He was looking down at his own 



knees as he spoke, and not over at Xander. “I 
decided to find you, to…to answer some questions. 
Been watching you for ages, trying to….” 
 
“To what?” 
 
In a tiny voice, Spike said, “To get up the nerve.” 
 
“You’ve been stalking me?” 
 
Spike shrugged. “Not closely enough. Tonight I 
found your dinner in the car park where you’d 
dropped it—” 
 
“Seven bucks worth of Burger King gone to waste.” 
 
“And a few drops of your blood—gave them a bit of 
a struggle, didn’t you?—and the scent of those 
Andwin demons. Took me a while to find their 
hideout, but there’s a demon bar not far from here 
and I persuaded a few of the regulars to share info. I 
was bloody terrified I’d be too late.” 
 
There was genuine anguish in his voice and it 



suddenly sank into Xander’s brain that Spike had 
come looking for him, that Spike had been worried 
about him. Somehow that managed to be the most 
surprising thing that had happened to Xander all 
night. Gently, he said, “But you weren’t too late. 
You saved me. You were pretty impressive about it 
too, for a dead guy.” 
 
Spike let out a long, shuddering breath, then 
drained the last of his beer. He set the bottle down 
carefully on Xander’s coffee table and quirked his 
lips a little at the half-assembled Lego Death Star 
that was there. Hey, Xander was entitled to some 
hobby aside from being attacked by monsters. 
 
When the silence had stretched on for a while, 
Xander broke it. “I don’t get it. It’s not that I don’t 
appreciate it, ‘cause really, couldn’t be happier 
about the saveage here. But why, Spike? Why me? I 
didn’t think you even liked me.” 
 
“What I said after we left that sodding haunted 
house, about how I was thinking of you…I meant it. I 
thought of you after as well. I don’t know why. It’s 



only…I finally noticed you that night, I expect. Really 
saw you. Back then the soul was so new still, so raw 
inside me, like shards of glass. It’s more settled 
now, and I saved the world. Did some other good 
deeds as well. So perhaps…perhaps I’m no longer 
beneath you.” 
 
One of the few times in his life, Xander was 
speechless.  
 
Spike tilted his head and looked at Xander again. 
“Do you remember that night, you said if things 
hadn’t been so strange…. But things were bloody 
strange and they stayed that way and then, well, I 
died and….” 
 
“I remember,” Xander answered quietly. 
 
“And now?” Xander was pretty sure Spike stopped 
breathing as he waited for Xander’s answer.  
 
God, now. Dawn was on her way to college and 
Buffy was freaking and had been talking about 
Angel a lot lately and Giles was going through some 



sort of midlife crisis and Willow had been having 
these creepy vision things and Xander was trying to 
hold down a day job while getting sacrificed at night 
and…. Xander smiled. “Things are pretty normal, 
actually.” 
 
Xander fell asleep that night with a naked, sated 
vampire in his arms. And the weirdest thing? 
Nothing about falling asleep like that felt weird at 
all.  

 

The End 

 

Repertoire  

Afterward, he and Xander spent loads of time 
arguing over whose fault it was. Xander kept 
insisting it was Spike’s fault, that Spike had been evil 
and had tempted him beyond a mortal man’s ability 
to resist. Flattering as that was, Spike firmly 
believed the fault lay with Xander who, it turned 
out, had a kinky streak wide enough to impress 



even a vampire. 
 
Way back in Sunnydale, Spike had suspected the 
boy might be a bit bent. After all, he’d clearly got off 
on the striptease Dracula had forced Spike to 
perform. And he’d also spent all that time with 
Anya, and hadn’t silenced her quite fast enough a 
few times when she’d hinted about their bedroom 
activities. But it wasn’t until Spike woke up in 
Xander’s arms in a crappy flat in Florida that he 
discovered just how twisted the boy was. 
 
Not that Spike minded. 
 
Their first shag had been vanilla enough. A bit 
fumbling since it was Xander’s first time with a 
bloke and a bit quick since neither of them had got 
a leg over in ages. Very, very nice, though. No 
complaints. They’d both fallen asleep soon after, 
Xander knackered after his kidnapping and near-
sacrifice and Spike simply knackered. The last years 
had been long ones. 
 
Spike woke up first and remained motionless, last 



night’s dried body fluids itching on his skin. He 
soaked up the rare pleasure of a warm body 
beneath him, of a heartbeat under his ear. He was a 
bit afraid Xander would have second thoughts 
about him when he woke up. 
 
But Xander didn’t. When his eye fluttered open he 
took a quick look toward the window, where the 
drapes were securely closed, smiled broadly, and 
mussed Spike’s already-rumpled hair. In a move 
that took Spike completely by surprise, he flipped 
them both over so that he blanketed Spike’s body. 
 
“Somebody woke up randy,” Spike smirked, running 
a thumb along Xander’s raspy stubble. 
 
“Hmm,” Xander agreed, grinding his groin into 
Spike’s. “Stop me quick before I make a joke about 
impaling you with my morning wood.” 
 
Spike playfully slapped Xander’s firm, broad arse. 
Much to his surprise, though, Xander didn’t protest. 
Instead, his pupil immediately dilated, his heart 
sped up, and he waggled his posterior 



enthusiastically—which had very satisfactory results 
where he was pressed up against Spike’s awakening 
cock. “Fancy that, do you?” Spike asked, and 
swatted him again. 
 
Xander simply grinned and bowed his back, slipping 
Spike’s right nipple into his mouth and nibbling 
ungently enough to make Spike grunt. “Too much?” 
Xander asked, looking up at Spike with concern. 
 
“Not even close, pet.” 
 
Xander seemed to take that as a challenge. He 
gnawed and sucked and licked at Spike’s poor little 
nubbin of sensitive flesh until all Spike could do was 
gasp and tug at his hair. He tried to thrust his hips 
upward, but Xander chuckled darkly and 
repositioned himself so Spike was arching uselessly 
into the air. Then Xander turned his attention to the 
other nipple, giving it the same maddeningly cruel 
and tender treatment. After one particularly hard 
bite, Xander rolled his head up again to look at 
Spike’s face. Spike watched as Xander’s tongue 
darted out to lick at a droplet of blood—Spike’s 



blood—at the corner of his mouth, and that was 
enough. With an astonished shout, and with his 
cock still untouched, Spike came. 
 
“Did that take the edge off?” Xander asked smugly. 
When Spike nodded dumbly, Xander slithered down 
again, taking the head of Spike’s sticky, still-hard 
cock between his lips. 
 
“Bloody hell, boy! And I thought you were new to 
this.” 
 
“Well, yeah, this part. But what’s the point of 
having a sexy naked vampire in my bed if I can’t 
take advantage of him?” And he proceeded to run 
his tongue along the vein on the underside of 
Spike’s cock. 
 
Driving to Florida a few weeks earlier, Spike had 
rather expected that he’d be the advantage-taker. 
He hadn’t been optimistic enough to imagine 
himself like this, at the mercy of an adventurous 
and enthusiastic Xander Harris. He was in absolutely 
no mood to complain. 



 
Xander never had given a bloke head before and he 
gagged and choked a bit, but he proceeded gamely, 
sucking eagerly, using one hand to stroke the part 
of the shaft he couldn’t fit in his mouth. His other 
hand crept between Spike’s cheeks. Spike was 
nothing if not obliging at the moment and he bent 
his knees upward and hooked his arms around 
them, offering himself fully to Xander. Xander 
dipped a finger in some of the semen on Spike’s 
belly and used it to ease the slide of that finger into 
Spike’s twitching hole. 
 
Spike couldn’t remain silent any longer. He let loose 
with a long string of curses in a wide variety of 
languages, and the more he swore, the more 
vigorously Xander sucked and fucked him—now 
using two fingers instead of one—until Spike 
attempted a garbled warning and then again 
climaxed, this time deep into Xander’s hot throat. 
 
Xander was licking his lips again as he scooted back 
up the bed. He lay alongside Spike, propping his 
head on one hand. “Guh,” Spike said. 



 
“I’m not done with you yet. Just taking a breather.” 
 
“You’re trying to shag me to death.” 
 
“You’d only resurrect.” 
 
“Your demon girl once said…. I reckoned she was 
exaggerating.” 
 
“She had a thousand years of experience, Fangface, 
and I impressed her.” 
 
“I can see why.” 
 
“One time—normally, I wouldn’t share this except 
that I’m sure Anya herself would have been happy 
to tell you if you asked—I made her come seven 
times in a 24-hour period. And now that I know that 
vampires are multi-orgasmic too, well, maybe I 
should try to break my record.” He waggled his 
eyebrows suggestively. 
 
“What about you?” Spike asked, wrapping his hand 



about Xander’s erection. 
 
“Sadly, I’m only good for one shot. But I can put it 
off a really, really long time.” 
 
Xander was as good as his word. They didn’t break 
his record that day, but only because Xander 
disappeared for a couple hours to go to the 
butcher’s and buy Spike some blood, then made a 
stop at an adult store for slick and some toys. By the 
time the sun set they were both sore, crusty, and 
very, very happy. 
 
“How about a swim?” Xander said. They were both 
spread out bonelessly on the living room floor, 
Xander’s head pillowed on Spike’s stomach. “The 
apartment’s not that great but the pool’s pretty 
good. There’s a hot tub, too.” 
 
A soak sounded lovely. Spike gently nudged Xander 
off him and slowly rose to his feet. He stretched and 
headed toward the door. 
 
“Um, Spike?” 



 
“Yeah?” 
 
“Public nudity’s kinda frowned on.” 
 
Spike looked down at himself. Well, yeah, he was 
nude. “What am I meant to wear, then? My jeans? 
Bloody uncomfortable.” 
 
Xander stood, too. “I’ve got an extra pair of trunks.” 
 
He padded into the bedroom and then returned a 
minute or two later wearing a pair of orange floral-
patterned board shorts. He had a wad of navy fabric 
in his hand, which he held out toward Spike. “I 
figured you’d probably prefer these,” he said with a 
grin. 
 
The last swimming costume Spike had worn was in 
1870, a striped wool affair that covered everything 
from neck to knees, itched terribly, and sagged even 
before it became wet. He’d worn it for about an 
hour, stumbling about in the waves like an idiot, 
before he’d given in and changed back to his regular 



suit, and spent the remainder of the holiday with 
his nose in a book. Now he pulled on the garment 
Xander had handed him, a pair of loose shorts with 
an elastic and string waist, and was convinced he 
looked as much as a prat as he had one hundred 
and forty years earlier. 
 
Xander was unsuccessful at keeping a straight face. 
“C’mon, man. It’s dark out anyway and pretty soon 
we’ll be under the water where nobody can see.” 
 
The swimming area was at the center of Xander’s 
complex behind a chain-link fence. Xander used a 
key to unlock the gate and then led the way to a 
pair of plastic lounge chairs. There was a large, 
square pool with a low diving board; a much smaller 
kiddie pool shaped like an egg; and a whirlpool big 
enough to seat eight or ten. A pair of barbeques 
and a long tile bar were off on one side, and potted 
palms and tables with umbrellas were scattered 
throughout. A middle-aged couple was sitting at 
one of the tables, drinking from big plastic mugs 
and playing cards, while a girl about Xander’s age 
dangled her feet in the shallow end of the big pool 



and nattered quietly on her mobile phone. 
 
“’T’s nice,” Spike said. 
 
“Yeah.” Xander draped a garish beach towel over 
his chair and handed Spike a towel with more 
sedate blue and yellow stripes. “That’s why I picked 
this apartment. I like to swim. It’s relaxing.” 
 
“Is that how you’ve managed to keep so fit?” Spike 
asked, eyeing Xander’s muscular, tanned chest 
appreciatively. 
 
Xander blushed a bit. “I guess. Um, so I’m gonna do 
a few laps, okay?” 
 
“Suit yourself.” 
 
Xander trotted over to a showerhead near the fence 
and gave himself a quick rinse-off. Then he climbed 
the diving board and angled himself into the water, 
knifing neatly beneath the surface and swimming 
the length of the pool. Spike stood there for some 
time, watching. The boy was much more graceful in 



the water than on land. Perhaps too graceful: 
Spike’s cock made a valiant attempt to rise again, 
and to avoid looking even more ridiculous in tented 
shorts, Spike rinsed himself off as well and then 
lowered himself into the hot tub. 
 
The jets of hot water felt brilliant, and after 
watching his boy a while longer, Spike leaned his 
head back against the edge and allowed his eyes to 
fall shut. He may have even dozed a bit, because 
the next thing he knew, Xander was climbing in as 
well and seating himself straddled across Spike’s 
lap. Xander leaned forward and sucked on Spike’s 
stretched neck. 
 
Spike lifted his head to look about. The girl and the 
couple had gone, but quite a few of the second 
floor flats had glass doors leading to balconies that 
overlooked the pool area, and lights inside indicated 
that some of them might currently be occupied. 
“Neighbors can see,” Spike said—a bit hoarsely, as 
Xander nibbled at his jugular. 
 
“Then we’ll give ‘em a show,” Xander murmured, 



pressing his hips forward. 
 
So his boy was a bit of an exhibitionist as well. More 
and more interesting. “I’ve never met a human so 
insatiable.” 
 
“I’m twenty-five, Spike. I’ve spent more than a 
decade thinking about sex and—with the exception 
of when Ahn and I were together—not actually 
having much of it. I have a hell of a lot of lost time 
to make up.” 
 
He resumed gnawing on Spike’s neck, at the same 
time dropping his hands under the water, between 
the back waistband of Spike’s borrowed trunks and 
Spike’s skin, stroking gently at the top of the cleft of 
Spike’s arse. 
 
“Ever since that thing with Drac I’ve 
been…imagining things I wanted to try with you.” It 
was hard to understand Xander as his lips were still 
pressed to Spike’s skin. 
 
“You’ve tried quite a few.” 



 
“I’ve barely even started.” 
 
Spike liked the sound of that very much. A part of 
him kept reminding himself that more than a quick 
fling was too much to hope for, but another part of 
him did hope for more. Desperately. And the rest 
was just enjoying the way Xander felt on him, 
against him, warm and wet and solid. 
 
“’S bloody difficult to shag under water,” Spike 
pointed out. “Friction’s all wrong.” 
 
“Yeah, okay,” Xander said. “But I’m wondering if I 
can make a vampire come just by doing…this.” And 
he bit again at Spike’s neck, hard, just over the 
carotid. 
 
As it turned out, he could make a vampire come, 
just like that. 

 
~*~*~*~*~  



 
They slept late the following morning, again 
entwined tightly. Xander complained about Spike’s 
cold feet and then snored. It was lovely. When they 
finally awoke, they shagged again, slowly, then 
Xander dragged Spike into the shower and blew him 
as the water cascaded over them. 
 
They spent the afternoon heaped together on the 
sofa watching shite on the telly. Spike didn’t admit 
it out loud, but the sodding cuddling was as nice as 
the sex. Xander seemed to enjoy himself as well, 
lolling about and eating pizza and leaning over 
every now and then for a pepperoni-flavored snog. 
“Man, I feel like a complete vegetable,” he yawned 
at about 7:30. 
 
“We could go out if you fancy it. Have a few drinks, 
or—” 
 
“Nah, I’m comfy. Besides, I gotta go to work in the 
morning.” 
 
“Oh. Work.” 



 
“Yes, work. So that I may keep myself in the style to 
which I have become accustomed because, funnily 
enough, part-time demon fighting doesn’t pay very 
well.” 
 
“I tried to suss out where you worked, but the sun 
always caught me.” 
 
Xander chuckled and leaned back against Spike’s 
bare chest. Spike had never bothered to get fully 
dressed that day. “One of the disadvantages to 
being a vamp stalker,” Xander said. “Only being able 
to stalk at night.” 
 
“’T’s fortunate those Andwin demons kidnapped 
you near sundown.” 
 
“That’s me, the guy with all the luck.” 
 
Spike grabbed Xander’s hand and kissed the dry and 
calloused palm. “You work in construction?” 
 
“Yep. I’m a roofer. Not really my favorite job but it 



pays okay and the work’s all during the day, which 
leaves me free for patrol at night.” 
 
“Burning the candle at both ends, innit?” 
 
“Hey, you only live once. Except, well, you. You’ve 
got more lives than a cat. I only live once. So while 
I’m at work tomorrow—” 
 
“You want me to make myself scarce,” Spike 
finished glumly. 
 
Xander sat up and twisted around so he was looking 
at Spike. “Actually, I was kinda hoping you were 
planning on sticking around for a while. All that 
stalking oughtta be worth more than one really 
good weekend.” 
 
Spike heaved a sigh of relief. “Your flat is a bit nicer 
than my truck.” 
 
“Gee, thanks.” 
 
“If I’m to stay a while I’ve a few things in the Ford. 



And I need to do some laundry.” 
 
“Yeah, we wouldn’t want you running ‘round the 
place bare-assed or anything, would we?” Xander 
leered. 
 
“Git.” Spike pushed Xander away and stood. He left 
the flat and went out to the car park, then opened 
up the back of his camper shell. It had been his 
home, more or less, for the past two years, and it 
looked pathetic. Hardly bigger than a coffin, and 
cold in the winter. And lonely. He sneered at 
himself and gathered his few things—three shirts, 
an extra pair of jeans, a couple of books, a little bag 
with his comb and the hair pomade he liked. 
 
Xander was waiting for him just inside the door to 
the flat. He closed and locked the door and then 
rested his hands on Spike’s shoulders. “Hey, I 
promise I’m not gonna get all chick-flicky here, and 
tell me if I should shut up, because I don’t really 
know what the rules are for a…a thing between two 
guys. One of whom is a vampire guy. But I’m really 
glad you’re here and I hope…I hope you stay.” He 



flinched a bit as if fearing Spike’s reply. 
 
But Spike only stared at him in astonishment. The 
boy—his boy?—wanted him. “Ta,” he finally 
managed to say, wondering if Xander heard the 
unshed tears in his voice. 
 
“So, um, let me show you the washer.” 
 
As it turned out, the washer and dryer were tucked 
in a cupboard in the loo. Xander shoved Spike’s 
clothing in there—Spike peeled off his jeans and 
handed them to Xander as well, earning himself a 
nice grope—and as Xander measured detergent and 
poked at buttons, Spike idly opened drawers. 
 
“Erm, pet?” 
 
“Yeah?” 
 
“Why do you have makeup in here?” Had the boy 
had a girlfriend serious enough to leave her things 
there? 
 



But Xander laughed and shut the cupboard door. 
“Those are Dawn’s. She and Buffy live a couple 
miles from here, but they get into these huge fights 
at least once or twice a month and Dawn ends up 
crashing in my spare bedroom for a night or two. I 
guess she got tired of dragging her stuff with her 
and decided to store some of it here. She’s got 
clothes in the bedroom closet, too.” 
 
Spike picked up a small plastic tube. He read the 
tiny sticker at the end. “Wine on Ice?”  
 
“Can you believe there are people whose job it is to 
make up names for this shit? Like this one: Pink 
Wink.” 
 
Spike snorted and chose another lipstick. “Or this: 
Plum-tastic.” 
 
Xander took the tube from Spike and pulled off the 
cap. “I dunno. I kinda like this one. It’d look pretty 
on you,” he teased. 
 
“'Pretty,’ whelp?” 



 
“Definitely.” Xander’s eye was sparkling. “I bet most 
girls would kill for lips like yours. And I know they’d 
kill for your cheekbones.” 
 
“Is that so?” 
 
Xander nodded gleefully and then swiped the tip of 
the lipstick across Spike’s bottom lip. 
 
And then something very strange happened. 
 
Because there was something so unquestionably 
intimate about being touched that way, and 
because Xander was so close, smelling so delicious, 
and he was so fucking gorgeous when he smiled like 
that…. Spike was instantly, almost achingly hard. 
Which Xander couldn’t fail to notice, seeing as Spike 
was naked and Xander was standing close enough 
that Spike’s cock was poking him in the belly. 
 
They both looked down at Spike’s erection, then 
back up at one another. Xander’s smile changed, 
becoming just as beautiful but considerably more 



heated. Slowly this time, he pressed the lipstick to 
Spike’s mouth, carefully spreading the stuff first 
over Spike’s bottom lip and then over his top. When 
he was finished, he examined his work critically and 
wiped a bit of stray makeup away with his pinky. 
 
He dropped the lipstick back into the drawer. He 
rummaged about for a moment and then his hand 
emerged with a black plastic compact. He snapped 
it open to reveal a short, broad brush and a pinkish 
square. “Apricot Flush,” he announced. He swirled 
the brush against the pink and then lifted it to 
Spike’s face. The slow tickle of the bristles across his 
cheek was amazingly erotic. Spike felt a drop of 
fluid gather at the head of his cock and then slide 
slowly down. 
 
“How do you know how to do this?” Spike asked in 
a near-whisper. 
 
“I’ve spent most of my life around girls. I’ve picked 
up a few things.” 
 
“You don’t…you don’t wish I was a girl, do you?” 



Because they hadn’t really discussed the sexual 
orientation thing, and Spike knew how fussy 
humans could get about that. 
 
Xander put the blush away and stroked his 
forefinger along Spike’s cock, just once. “Nope. Very 
satisfied with the standard equipment here.” Then 
he pawed in the drawer some more, this time 
finding what looked like a green pencil. 
 
“Stay still,” he said, slowly dragging the soft point 
along Spike’s lower eyelid. “Don’t want you losing 
an eye, too.” 
 
“Used to wear eyeliner back in the 70s. Mind you, 
loads of blokes did. It was…a look.” 
 
Xander chuckled. “I’m sure it was.” His tongue crept 
out between his lips as he concentrated on the 
other eye, and if Spike hadn’t been staying still, he 
would have swooped forward and sucked that 
tongue into his own mouth. 
 
Next, Xander found another plastic tube, this one 



long and thin. He unscrewed the top and then, with 
infinite care, applied the tiny brush to Spike’s 
lashes. Spike actually moaned when Xander finished 
with the mascara and then smoothed his scarred 
brow with his thumb. 
 
Finally, there were colors for Spike’s eyelids, a trio 
of smoky grays that Xander stroked on with the 
little applicator and then blended with the pad of 
his finger. He stepped back and tilted his head, 
giving Spike a close inspection. 
 
“I expect I look a complete nancy,” Spike said. 
 
“No.” Xander’s voice had grown husky. “You’re 
stunning. Still all man, though. I mean, in addition to 
the obvious,” another cruelly brief stroke of Spike’s 
cock. “I don’t know. It’s like the makeup sort of 
highlights your masculinity, I guess.” 
 
Spike felt as turned on as Xander looked. Having so 
much care lavished on a face he couldn’t even see, 
being treated like someone worthy of such care, as 
if he were valuable, precious…bloody hell. The boy 



was going to make him come again. 
 
But then Xander got a distinctly wicked gleam in his 
eye—evil enough that it occurred to Spike he would 
have made a lovely vampire. “What?” Spike 
demanded. 
 
“I was just thinking…Dawn’s clothes are here. And 
she’s almost as tall as you nowadays and you’re 
pretty skinny….” He let his voice drift away. 
 
Spike paused, considering. He remembered a few 
occasions when Dru had been in a particular sort of 
mood, and when he’d allowed her to lace corsets 
over his ribs, to slip silk or velvet onto his body, to 
fluff at skirts so that they’d rustle when he walked. 
The fabrics had felt so delicious, so different to the 
cotton and wool he was used to. It wasn’t exactly an 
uncommon fantasy among Victorian Englishmen, 
although few had admitted it then. The…the 
naughtiness of wearing a woman’s clothing was a 
big attraction, he reckoned. 
 
“All right,” Spike said, and Xander’s lips spread in a 



slow, wide smile. “Wait for me on the sofa,” Spike 
said. 
 
Xander nearly tripped over his own feet scrambling 
to comply. 
 
Spike hadn’t previously been in the second 
bedroom. It was sparely furnished with a twin bed 
and a small chest of drawers; two large cardboard 
boxes were piled in one corner. But the bed was 
covered neatly in a quilt that looked as if it were 
made of scraps of bright sari fabric, and there was a 
framed print on one wall of Hokusai’s Great Wave. 
It appeared as if Xander had tried to make Dawn a 
comfortable place to escape her sister. 
 
And perhaps she escaped often, because when 
Spike opened the cupboard he discovered it to be 
full of Dawn’s clothes. It was mostly jeans and 
blouses, actually, and a few skirts, but there were 
also a dozen or so dresses. He moved the hangers, 
considering his options. He rejected one with a 
leopard print and a strange wide neck, pushed aside 
a lacy white number, and then chose a bright red 



sleeveless one in some sort of floaty material with a 
simple v-neck and a short skirt. It reminded him a 
bit of something a Greek goddess might wear when 
strolling about her temple. He smiled at his own 
foolishness, but when he slipped it over his head, 
the fabric whispered against his skin enticingly. The 
fit wasn’t bad, either, with the skirt ending mid-
thigh. 
 
On an impulse, he went over to the chest and 
pulled open the top drawer. It was full of little lacy 
things and he felt more than a bit perverted—these 
were the Nibblet’s things, after all—but then he 
spied a pair of knickers with the tag still on. He held 
them up: they were black and tiny and silky and, in 
his view, not at all appropriate for the Bit. But for a 
bent demon? Why not. He slipped them on, tucking 
his painful erection into the front as best as he 
could. 
 
Xander was sitting on the couch, his back to the 
hallway, so he didn’t see Spike's entrance into the 
living room. As soon as Spike stepped into sight, 
though, Xander’s breath hitched and his face 



flushed. “Jesus Christ,” he groaned. 
 
Xander was still dressed in a pair of worn jeans, but 
Spike smirked at the very prominent bulge between 
his boy’s spread legs. “Like it, do you?” 
 
“My boat is so floated. C’mere.” 
 
Spike did, walking slowly until his legs bumped up 
against the sofa cushion and Xander’s knees were 
on either side of him. Xander ran his hands gently 
up and down Spike’s sides, over his arse, under the 
skirt. He pressed the heel of his palm against Spike’s 
groin, quite hard, and Spike let out a surprised huff 
of air. “Pet….” 
 
“Shh.” Xander moved both hands to Spike’s hips 
and pushed him slightly back. Then Xander slid off 
the sofa, onto his knees, and stuck his head under 
the skirt. He began to mouth gently at Spike’s cock 
so that the thin material of the panties was soon 
soaked through and Spike could only widen his 
stance a bit and try to keep his footing. 
 



Xander slid his hands between Spike’s buttocks and 
the fabric, squeezing and kneading. Spike was doing 
all right until Xander bit at his frenulum—still 
through the fabric—and at the same time stuck one 
thick finger into Spike’s crack, right up against his 
entrance. Spike grabbed Xander’s head, which was 
still under his skirt, and came with a roar. 
 
A moment later, Xander sat back on his heels and 
freed his head from the dress. He grinned up at 
Spike. “You just ruined Dawn’s outfit.” 
 
Spike looked down at himself. “She has plenty 
more.” 
 
“Yeah, but maybe this was her favorite.” 
 
“So?” 
 
“So…I think you’ve earned a punishment.” 
 
Spike’s cock—his poor, overworked cock—hadn’t 
even had a chance to soften much, and now it was 
as hard as ever. “And you reckon you’re the one to 



give me that punishment, boy?” 
 
Xander rose to his feet and took a half-step closer 
so they were almost touching. He stood very 
straight, emphasizing the difference of two inches 
or so in height. “I think so,” he growled. 
 
Now, Spike was perfectly aware that he was a 
vampire and Xander was only a human, but for the 
moment they could pretend that Xander was 
stronger and that Spike was delicate and weak in his 
makeup and girl’s kit. It wasn’t a bad feeling. Spike 
fancied strong partners and, after over a century of 
caring for Dru, the idea of someone being in charge 
of him—even if only briefly—was appealing. 
 
Spike lowered his gaze and in a soft voice said, “’M 
sorry. I’ve been very naughty, I have. You should 
punish me.” But he couldn’t stop the corners of his 
mouth from twitching. 
 
Xander nuzzled his lips against the shell of Spike’s 
ear and cupped Spike’s ass with one hand. “I 
should,” he agreed. He took Spike’s hand then and 



pulled him over to the armchair. Xander collapsed 
back onto the chair, reached under Spike’s skirt to 
pull the knickers down—keeping them looped 
about Spike’s ankles like a lacy fetter—and patted 
his lap. “Right here,” he ordered. 
 
Spike bent over. Xander was good at this. He tugged 
and nudged at Spike until Spike’s head was hanging 
low and his bum was high; at the same time, Xander 
made very sure that Spike’s cock hung between 
Xander’s legs where it couldn’t get friction from 
anything. Xander flipped the skirt up, fully revealing 
Spike’s backside. “Nice,” he said, smoothing his 
palm over the cheeks. His hand was rough from 
work, and hot, and felt very heavy. And then he 
hit—hard—startling a yelp out of Spike. 
 
“Nicer,” Xander said. 
 
“Less talk, more action,” Spike complained, which, 
as he’d hoped, earned him an entire volley of slaps 
and swats. 
 
It didn’t hurt at first, but soon it began to smart a 



bit, and then his arse was stinging with every touch 
and he knew his skin must be nearly as red as his 
dress. He realized he was rocking his hips, humping 
back to meet each slap and then forward to pump 
his cock into the air.  
 
Xander was breathing hard. 
 
“You gonna come?” Xander panted. “Just like this, 
just from getting spanked.” 
 
“English vice, love. Can’t help it, can— Ow!” That 
had been a particularly hard blow. 
 
“My hands are”—swat—“hurting.” Swat. “Maybe 
after work tomorrow”—swat—“I should stop by 
Surf’s Up”—swat—“and get a paddle.” Swat. “Or 
maybe a nice”—swat—“hard”—swat—“cane.” 
 
“Xan!!” Spike cried as, inevitably, he came again. 
 
And then the door burst open. 
 
To his credit, Xander didn’t dump Spike 



unceremoniously to the floor. But he didn’t do 
much else either, simply freezing with his hand 
poised over Spike’s arse. 
 
Various assorted screams and yells ensued. 

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Ten minutes later, everyone was gathered in the 
living room. Spike was back in his usual jeans and 
tee, the dress and knickers shoved in the rubbish 
bin, his face scrubbed clean. He sat on the sofa, 
rather gingerly. Xander sat next to him, now with a 
t-shirt on as well. His face was bright red and he 
hadn’t yet managed to utter a coherent sentence. 
The Watcher had begun to sit in the armchair and 
then, when it occurred to him what had just been 
happening on there, he’d jumped up as if he’d been 
bitten. He was leaning against a wall. The Slayer was 
pacing with her arms on her hips, her mouth set in a 
familiar frown. And the Bit was near the door, her 
face pale with shock. 
 



When she’d gathered her thoughts, Buffy planted 
herself in front of the sofa. “What the hell is going 
on here?” she demanded. “Ten words or less.” 
 
“We were shagging. More or less. And that’s nine,” 
Spike smirked. 
 
Xander whacked him in the arm. 
 
“You were— But you’re dead! And you’re not gay! 
Xander’s not gay either! And that was not 
shagging!” Her voice went a bit squeaky. 
 
In his most reasonable tone, Spike said, “Haven’t 
been dust for years, which Peaches knows perfectly 
well, by the way. I’m a vampire and we’re flexible. 
And the boy, well, turns out he’s flexible as well. 
Very.” He smiled at her. “Shagging comes in many 
shapes and sizes, ducks. It’s not always your sort 
with the punching and the—” 
 
“Spike!” Xander hit him again, harder. 
 
Spike rubbed his arm. “Oi!” 



 
“Let me try before things get dusty.” Xander took a 
few deep breaths. “Friday night I got kidnapped by 
these fish demons—” 
 
“Andwin?” Giles interrupted. “Here?” 
 
“I guess. They were gonna sacrifice me. Spike 
stepped in just in the nick of time and killed the 
head fish and saved me. He’s been kinda…watching 
me for the past few weeks. So we came back here, 
and…and remember that thing with Dracula and the 
ghosts, and how Spike and I never quite shared the 
details of what happened?” 
 
“You and Spike had sex with Dracula?” Buffy 
squawked. 
 
Spike made a face. 
 
“Um, not exactly,” Xander said. “But Spike and I 
kinda…shared a moment. And we wanted to see 
whether…whether we could share more than that.” 
 



“Like body fluids?” she asked angrily. 
 
Xander stopped stuttering and grew angry. “Like 
sex, yes! But also…companionship, I guess. 
Friendship maybe. This may come as a surprise to 
all of you—God knows it came as one to me—but I 
like Spike! He’s sexy and funny and brave and 
smart.” 
 
Spike listened in astonishment. He hadn’t expected 
the boy to defend him like that, not in front of his 
friends. He was even more shocked when Xander 
grabbed his hand. “Look,” Xander said. 
“Spike’s…well, he’s Spike. But he accepts me for 
whatever I am and that’s pretty goddamn special. 
I’m gayed up and sorta dating the undead. Deal.” 
He clutched Spike’s hand very tightly and glared at 
them all. 
 
Over near the door, Dawn’s face had regained some 
color. “I think they’re kinda hot,” she said, earning a 
frown from her sister and a thankful smile from 
Xander. 
 



Even the Watcher looked a bit less shellshocked. 
“This isn’t…well, this isn’t advisable. But I thought 
the same with Anya, once, and Xander is an adult. 
Buffy, you’re hardly in a position to object 
to…relationships with vampires.” 
 
Buffy shook her head. “Yeah? Well we know how 
great those worked out for me. And anyway…okay, 
Xander’s gonna start singing show tunes. Fine. But 
that…with the dress and the spanking and…. That’s 
gross, Giles!” 
 
Giles blushed and opened his mouth and closed it 
like a fish. Spike started to say something but 
Xander hit him for the third time with his free hand. 
“I don’t care whether you think it’s gross, Buff. It’s 
not really any of your business. It’s private. What 
were you doing bursting into my place like that 
anyway?” 
 
“You didn’t answer your phone,” she answered 
defensively. “We were worried. And then we, um, 
heard Spike shouting your name….” 
 



“Well, next time you’ll know to knock.” 
 
Giles and Buffy and Dawn left soon afterward. Buffy 
was still grumbling, but quietly. Giles looked like he 
wanted a drink very badly. And Dawn gave them 
both quick hugs and told them to leave her clothing 
alone. It was very quiet when they were gone. 
 
Spike turned to Xander, who was slumped on the 
sofa again. “Pet, if this is going to be too difficult….” 
 
Xander looked up at him. “Of course it’s gonna be 
difficult. Since when is anything in my life easy? But 
you know what? I have the feeling you might be 
worth it.” 
 
Spike’s arse was sore and his dick would've waved 
the white flag if it were capable of waving anything 
right then. But he reckoned there was still a bit of 
time to snuggle on the couch before his boy had to 
turn in. “Go click on the telly,” he said. “I’ll fetch us 
some beers and start a shopping list for you for 
tomorrow. We’ll need some tea—none of that shite 
in the bag, either—and blood, and I wonder 



whether there’s someplace here at the end of the 
world to buy a proper biscuit?” 
 
He glanced back over his shoulder as he walked 
toward the kitchen. Xander just sat there looking 
dazed…and happy. 
 
They could argue over whose fault it all was in the 
morning. Whoever was responsible probably ought 
to be punished.  

 

The End 

 

Debt Collection  

Seriously, the kidnappings had to stop. 
 
You get bonked on the head and dragged away for 
sinister purposes once, that sucks. It happens a 
second time and you get angry. But when it’s 
happened enough times that you’ve lost count, 
well, that's just fucking enough. 



 
This time should have been better. Yeah, somebody 
gave him an especially vicious whack to the skull so 
that he woke up Christ-knew-how-many hours later 
with a screaming headache. And yeah, when he 
woke up he was gagged and chained inside 
something that felt suspiciously like a coffin, and he 
was bumping along in some kind of vehicle, which 
meant he was probably a long way from home. But 
he also knew the cavalry would come. His boss 
would call when Xander didn’t show up for work 
and, although it’d be too sunny for Spike to venture 
outside, Spike would call Buffy. Buffy would round 
up Willow and Giles and they'd have a Rescue Plan. 
 
But this kidnapping wasn’t better, because Xander 
was hurting and cramped and scared. And he 
already missed his vampire.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Xander really, really had to piss. His muscles were 
cramped, he was sweaty and hot, his jaw was sore 



from being forced open with the gag, and he was 
thirsty; but at the moment his bursting bladder was 
his biggest complaint.  
 
He was very close to wetting himself when the 
jostling abruptly stopped. A moment later his box 
was lifted and carried for some distance, and then 
was set down with a jolt. The box lid opened and he 
screwed his eye shut against the sudden light.  
 
But he didn’t keep it closed for long because he 
wanted to see where the hell he was. When he 
cautiously peeled his lid open there was a familiar 
face smiling down at him. 
 
“Manservant!” 
 
Oh, fuck. 
 
Strong hands lifted him out of the box—he saw now 
it truly was a coffin—and set him down on a 
wooden floor. He was still gagged, with a short 
chain at his ankles and another around his waist; his 
wrists were bound to the belly chain. He swayed a 
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little on his bare feet and realized that the entire 
room was tilting gently to and fro. He was on a 
boat. 
 
And the thought of all that water wasn’t in the least 
helpful. 
 
So when a big guy with a bulbous nose finally untied 
the gag, the first thing that Xander rasped was, 
“Bathroom.” 
 
Dracula frowned at him in puzzlement. “Pardon 
me?” 
 
“Bathroom. Need one right now or I’m gonna make 
a puddle on your floor.” 
 
“Oh.” The vampire made a small face. “Vasile, take 
him.” 
 
The big guy grabbed Xander’s elbow and half 
dragged him out of the cabin, down a narrow 
passageway, and into a tiny bathroom. The head, 
Xander noted, since they were on a boat. Then 



Vasile began to unzip Xander’s jeans. 
 
“Hey! No touching!” 
 
Vasile growled back something in a language 
Xander didn’t recognize and yanked the zipper all 
the way down. He stuck his hand into Xander’s 
boxers and fished out Xander’s dick—and Xander 
would have put up a bigger fuss but he was in no 
position to fight and he still had that urgent need to 
take a leak. Luckily, Vasile let him go as soon as 
Xander’s dick was free, and Xander squatted 
inelegantly over the toilet and peed for about 
twenty minutes. Despite his desperate situation, he 
felt a hell of a lot better when he was done. 
 
Then Vasile roughly tucked him back in and, without 
bothering to do up the jeans again, dragged Xander 
back to Dracula. 
 
Drac was sitting in a big, ornately carved chair, 
leafing through an enormous book. “Better?” he 
asked, lifting one eyebrow. 
 



“Well, I’m not gonna piss myself but I’m not exactly 
pleased. What the hell are you doing with me?” 
 
Dracula shrugged elegantly. “You’re mine. I 
am…repossessing you.” 
 
“I’m not a car! And I don’t belong to you.” Xander 
lifted his chin defiantly. “If I’m anyone’s, I’m 
Spike’s.” 
 
“Oh, do not be ridiculous.” Dracula waved a hand 
dismissively. “That vulgar, strutting little fledge.” 
 
“That vulgar, strutting fledge is my…whatever he 
is.” That was awkward. He and Spike hadn’t really 
had a Relationship Talk, and Xander certainly didn’t 
want to try to figure out the shape of whatever they 
had now, in front of Dracula. 
 
“Ridiculous,” Dracula repeated. “You are my 
manservant. You have been for years and it was 
only out of beneficence that I’ve permitted William 
to make use of you thus far.” 
 



“Hey! He hasn’t been ‘making use’ of me! I mean, 
okay, I pay for the rent and the blood, but he makes 
me dinner and protects me when we patrol and 
keeps me company. So I’d say I’m making use of 
him, just as much.” 
 
“Pfft,” said Dracula, sounding like a leaky bicycle 
tire. “Now, look into my eyes and we shall be 
finished with this nonsense.” 
 
“No!” Xander cried and turned away. He tried to 
hobble out of the cabin but Vasile easily caught him 
and manhandled him back in front of Dracula who, 
in the meantime, had stood. Dracula leaned in close 
to Xander’s face and Xander screwed his eye shut.  
 
But a very sharp fingernail was tapped against 
Xander’s eyelid. “Open, unless you wish to lose this 
one as well.” 
 
Xander had an extremely vivid sense-memory of 
what it had felt like when Caleb stuck his thumb in 
Xander’s left eye. It was definitely not a feeling he 
wanted to have again, and he didn’t exactly want to 



be blind either. With a growl of frustration, he 
opened up and looked at Dracula. He waited for 
that odd, fuzzy sensation to come over him, sort of 
like having his head filled with warmed cotton 
candy. 
 
But the fuzziness didn’t come, and he wasn’t 
suddenly overtaken with the urge to snack on 
insects either. 
 
Dracula obviously noticed the problem because he 
frowned and stuck his head even nearer, so that all 
Xander could see was a slightly blurry close-up of 
pale skin and dark pupils. But still, nothing 
happened. 
 
“Why are you not submitting to my will?” Dracula 
asked peevishly. He probably wasn’t used to not 
getting his way, Xander thought. 
 
“I’m not submitting to anything!” 
 
Dracula stepped back. “You are trying my patience. 
Vasile, confine him.” 



 
Time passed very slowly after that. As best as 
Xander could tell, they were on board Dracula’s 
private yacht. Xander was kept in a tiny room—
really more a closet than a room—with nothing 
inside but a thin mattress and two scratchy 
blankets. There were no windows and no source of 
light other than the little bit that crept in under the 
door. He was kept in chains, which was pretty much 
overkill, seeing as the door was bolted from the 
outside.  
 
Periodically Vasile or another bulky minion opened 
the door and dragged him to the head. When they 
decided his clothing was a nuisance, they simply 
tore it off him. He was faced with the indignity of 
having to piss and shit under their stony stares. 
Then they would haul him to a slightly larger room 
and plunk him down onto a splintery bench that 
hurt his bare ass and they’d unchain one hand so he 
could eat the unappetizing stew and hard bread 
they slammed on the table in front of him. As soon 
as his food was gone, he was taken to Dracula’s 
cabin where Dracula tried, with increasing 



impatience and no success, to thrall him. And then 
Xander would be returned to his miserable little 
hole. 
 
The manacles rubbed at his skin and he was filthy 
and he needed a shave. He spent the long hours 
picturing the things he would like to have Buffy and 
Spike do to Dracula and all his goons. 
 
He was in a really foul mood by the time the ship 
docked. 
 
Then Vasile gagged him and jammed him back into 
the fucking coffin. He was carried off the boat and 
the coffin was set down. A while later, the goons let 
him out and he saw that he was in the back of a 
small panel truck. The truck drove for endless 
hours. Xander remained chained and, except the 
two times they gave him a plastic bottle of tepid 
water, gagged as well. He had to piss in a bucket. 
 
Eventually the truck stopped, and when they 
yanked him outside, he figured he must have 
arrived chez Dracula. It was a castle, anyway—a 



half-crumbled Gothic horror complete with moat 
and a drawbridge, which creaked shut behind him. 
They made their way through an empty courtyard 
and finally entered the building. There was no sign 
of Dracula. 
 
They walked what felt like miles through dusty 
hallways, until Vasile shoved Xander into a room. 
There were two windows, although they were 
covered with heavy iron bars. There was some 
genuine furniture as well: an enormous canopy bed 
and several chairs, a desk and a table, and an 
ornately carved armoire. There were some lamps 
and, incongruously, a modern-looking space-heater 
plugged into one wall. So Dracula’s castle had 
electricity, and that gave Xander hope that it had 
plumbing as well. 
 
Dracula’s men finally unlocked the chains and 
unbuckled the gag. Without another word they left, 
slamming the door and loudly engaging the lock. 
 
Xander rubbed at his chafed wrists and explored. He 
let out a shout of happiness when one door opened 



to reveal an actual bathroom with a real toilet and a 
deep cast-iron tub. There was a big cake of creamy 
soap and a bottle of what he hoped was shampoo—
the label was in some language that hadn’t 
discovered vowels—and thick towels. He took a 
long, steamy bath and for the first time since he 
was kidnapped, felt marginally better than 
miserable. When he finally emerged from the 
water, pruny and clean, he discovered a safety razor 
and comb and a first aid kit with some cream to rub 
on his wrists and ankles. 
 
There was a lot more waiting after that. Two weeks 
of it, actually, judging by the number of sunrises 
Xander watched through his barred windows. At 
least he was more comfortable now, and Vasile and 
the other thugs brought him decent food. He had 
clothing, too. Stupid clothing: man-tights and 
ruffled shirts and long velvet jackets that made him 
feel like a waiter. But it was better than bare skin. 
 
He was also bored out of his skull. Vasile and the 
others remained in his room only long enough to 
drop food off or take away empty dishes, and they 



didn’t say a word to him. He tried to read the books 
he found tucked away in a corner on a small shelf, 
but they weren’t in English. And there was nothing 
much else to do other than mope and brood, or 
think about Spike and jack off. 
 
When Vasile and two of his pals came to Xander’s 
room one evening and led him down twisting 
corridors, Xander felt an odd mixture of relief and 
trepidation. They took him into a very large room 
with oversized, overdone furniture and red brocade 
curtains and a piano in one corner. Dracula was 
waiting for him, resplendent in black and white and 
a long cape, holding a glass of what might have 
been red wine in one be-ringed hand. 
 
“I hope you have enjoyed my hospitality thus far, 
manservant.” 
 
“Hospitality! I’m your prisoner!” 
 
Dracula shrugged. “I could have held you in the 
dungeons instead.” 
 



Of course Dracula would have dungeons. “Look, 
what the hell do you want from me?” 
 
“I have told you this already. You are mine.” 
 
“But I’m—” Xander decided not to try those useless 
arguments again. “Look, what’s with your 
obsession? There’s nothing special about me. 
There’s plenty of better-looking two-eyed guys out 
there, guys who would make much better 
manservants.” 
 
“Oh, but you are mistaken.” Dracula reached up 
with his free hand and cupped Xander’s chin in his 
hand. “You are special. I cannot say what it is, but 
since the moment I saw you, I simply had to have 
you. And I am used to getting what I desire.” 
 
Xander managed to free himself from Dracula’s 
grip. “Well, you can’t have me. So…kill me, throw 
me in your dungeon, whatever. You’re not half the 
vampire Spike is or a quarter the man, and I won’t 
be yours.” 
 



But Dracula didn’t seem impressed with his 
bravado. “Mortals. You are endlessly amusing.” He 
walked over to a small table where a glass decanter 
rested on top of a lace doily and he refilled his glass. 
He took a small sip, pausing to savor the taste. “I 
have been thinking about why I was unable to thrall 
you, and I have concluded that your missing eye is 
to blame.” 
 
“See? Damaged goods! Just let me go.” 
 
Dracula ignored him. “I could simply have you 
remain in chains, of course, but that becomes quite 
tedious, and it limits your utility considerably. So I 
have been investigating alternate means of 
ensuring your loyalty to your master. And I have 
discovered a ritual that I believe will work. We will 
be performing that ritual this evening.” 
 
“No!” But of course as soon as Xander made a move 
towards the door, there was his old pal Vasile and a 
couple of Dracula’s other helpers too. They grabbed 
Xander and held him tightly. 
 



The vampire hardly seemed to notice the 
commotion. He took another drink from his glass 
and then set it down. “Of course, if the ritual is not 
successful, I have an additional alternative: I can 
sire you. Then you shall be mine for eternity.” 
 
Xander found himself unable to breathe properly. 
He did not want to be killed, but he’d prefer death 
to being turned by Dracula. “No,” he whispered. 
 
“I’d prefer you human myself. It pleases me to have 
servants who can run my errands during the day, 
and who bring warmth to my home.” He shrugged. 
“We shall just have to hope the ritual works. 
Vasile?” 
 
As Vasile and friends followed Dracula, dragging 
Xander with them, Xander reflected that this was a 
very good example of being between a rock and a 
hard place. By morning he’d either be Drac’s 
permanent butt-monkey or a soulless monster. 
Neither was his top career choice. 
 
The room they took him to must have once been a 



chapel. There were still the broken remains of a few 
pews—they’d make great stakes, if Xander wasn’t 
being restrained by eight hundred pounds or so of 
goon—and some of the stained glass windows were 
intact. A large stone lay across the altar; it was inset 
with heavy manacles. A tall, narrow table was next 
to the altar and a variety of items lay on top. Xander 
didn’t really want to look at them too carefully. The 
entire room was dimly lit by two enormous 
candelabras that had been placed against the front 
wall. 
 
He tried to struggle or dig in his heels, but he was 
pushed and tugged forward until he was at the 
front of the room. After a brief, incomprehensible 
command from Dracula, rough hands tore off 
Xander’s clothing—again!—and then he was forced 
down onto  the stone, spread-eagled on his back. 
His wrists and ankles were bound and, although he 
tugged at them, the chains didn’t give at all. 
 
Dracula snapped out another order and the men 
quickly left. As soon as they were gone, Dracula 
peeled off his own clothes, folding them neatly and 



setting them in a pile off to one side. When he 
turned his back, Xander saw that it was crisscrossed 
with ancient, silvery scars. He was thin and as white 
as chalk, with the hairs at his chest and groin almost 
shockingly dark in contrast. Surprisingly, he was 
circumcised.  
 
He caught Xander staring and gave his crotch an 
angry look. “The Turks did this to me. Nearly 600 
years have passed and their empire is long fallen, 
yet still I wear their mark.” 
 
“Uh, sorry,” Xander said, because he supposed it did 
kind of suck, being stuck forever with whatever 
patterns life had made on your body. If Drac turned 
him, Xander would be a one-eyed vamp. Maybe 
centuries from now he’d be lamenting to some poor 
captive about Caleb. That wasn’t a happy thought. 
 
But Dracula inclined his head slightly, as if he 
appreciated the sympathy, and then he started 
fussing around with some of the items on the little 
table. After a moment he walked over to Xander 
carrying a fat candle and a book of matches. 



 
“You know, even if this works, or if you turn me, 
Spike and Buffy are totally gonna kick your ass,” 
Xander said. 
 
“Even if they were able to find us, the Slayer has 
other, more pressing matters, I am sure. And 
William has already forgotten you.” 
 
That didn’t ring true to Xander at all. Buffy would 
try to save him no matter how busy she was. And 
whatever Spike’s faults may have been, fickleness in 
love wasn’t one of them.  
 
But Dracula lit the candle and tossed the matches 
aside, and then he began to chant. Xander couldn’t 
understand the chanting, but the words sounded 
ancient somehow, and he could imagine cavemen 
standing around a fire and singing that same song. 
All the fine hairs on his body stood on end as if 
there were electricity in the air, and his skin felt sort 
of tingly. Dracula loomed over him and very 
carefully dripped a line of hot wax from the top of 
Xander’s chest all the way down his torso, stopping 



just short of the base of Xander’s dick. It hurt and 
Xander tried to yelp, but found he couldn’t make a 
sound. Dracula made another line, this one running 
cross-wise from one of Xander’s nipples to the 
other. A fat droplet of molten wax landed on the 
center of Xander’s forehead, two long lines ran the 
length of his legs, and another two traced his arms. 
 
Dracula set the candle down on the stone between 
Xander's feet, which was a bit of a relief, but then 
he vamped out, which was not. He bit into his own 
wrist and held the dripping appendage over 
Xander’s body, the thick blood making complicated 
patterns atop the wax. As he waved his arm around, 
Dracula kept on chanting, the words not changing, 
not making any more sense the hundredth time 
than they had the first. 
 
And then, after some time passed and Xander still 
couldn’t make a sound, the words did change, 
becoming more sibilant, with strange little clicks 
and back of the throat choking sounds sprinkled in, 
like a cat hacking up a hairball. Xander’s skin tickled 
and twitched; it felt as if he were being covered in 



invisible spiderwebs. A sickly floral smell like rotting 
roses filled his nostrils. And then he saw that 
Dracula’s cock was slowly filling, the pale flesh 
becoming rosy as it hardened. Which would have 
been alarming enough, except at the same time 
Xander’s dick betrayed him by thickening as well, 
until it stood up stupidly between his legs and 
Dracula looked down at him with a triumphant 
smile. 
 
“Szeretnél táncolni velem? ” Dracula said “Will you 
dance with me, my dear?” 
 
He picked up the candle again and tilted it so that a 
thin stream of wax drizzled down onto Xander’s 
leaking cock, onto his balls, and that should have 
hurt—it did hurt—but at the same time Xander was 
straining against his bonds, trying to lift his hips up. 
 
“Tell me you will dance, Alexander. Tell me and I 
shall free you and we shall dance until the end of 
time.” 
 
Something clicked in Xander’s throat. He could 



speak again, he realized, and his body was begging 
with him, pleading: just say yes. Just one very short 
word and he would be treasured. He would live in 
luxury, never having to half kill himself hammering 
by day and slaying by night. He would live forever. 
Just one little word. 
 
“Fuck you!” Xander shouted. “I belong to Spike!” 
 
And just like that, the spell was broken. The creepy 
feeling on his skin and the scent of dead flowers 
disappeared. His dick deflated. He was just a scared, 
cold, naked guy chained to a stupid rock, with a 
disgusting mess of blood and dried wax that was 
going to be a bitch to get off his skin. Assuming he 
lived long enough to bathe, that was. 
 
Dracula’s smug grin faded and was replaced by a 
furious snarl. “How dare you! You ungrateful dog! I 
offered you eternal life. Now you will remain 
nothing but a simple minion!” 
 
He grabbed a key off the little table and unlocked 
first Xander’s wrists, then his ankles. As soon as he 



was free, Xander tried to scramble away. But of 
course the vampire was too fast for him, and 
Dracula tackled him, bearing him to the cold stone 
floor with his own weight so that Dracula’s cold and 
bony body was digging heavily into Xander. 
 
Xander continued to buck and squirm as Dracula 
pried at his head with strong, thin fingers, trying to 
get access to Xander’s neck. Xander managed to get 
in a good, healthy bite of his own, chomping nearly 
all the way through Dracula’s hand. That was ironic 
and strangely satisfying, but ultimately useless. It 
only made Dracula spit incomprehensible syllables 
that must have been profanities.  
 
“Yield!” Dracula screamed. 
 
“Bugger off!” shouted Xander, who may have been 
spending too much time with Spike before being 
kidnapped. 
 
Dracula grabbed Xander’s shoulder with his bloody 
hand and worked on prying Xander’s head out of 
the way with the other. It felt like he was going to 



break Xander’s neck which would, Xander thought, 
be better than being turned. 
 
“Kurva Szar! Yield, kutyafasza!” 
 
“Well, that’s a bit embarrassing, innit? Being caught 
bare-arsed, I mean.” 
 
Dracula froze. 
 
Underneath him, Xander didn’t freeze—he roared 
and, with a heave and a desperate wriggle, 
managed to extricate himself. He scrabbled away 
and made his shaky way onto his feet, then stood 
there, panting hard. 
 
Dracula stood up too, more elegantly, and turned 
around. 
 
The cavalry had arrived. 
 
Spike was in the front, in gameface, his fangs bared 
in a vicious grin. Slightly behind him was Willow, her 
hands raised with a ball of purple static between 



them. She looked almost as fierce as the time she 
nearly ended the world. Buffy was on Spike’s other 
side with a stake in one hand. And next to her—
Jesus Christ!—was Angel, also wearing his demon 
face but looking not very comfortable about the 
nudity in front of him. 
 
“What is the meaning of this?” Dracula demanded. 
He didn’t look as scary without any clothes on. 
 
“Came to take back what’s mine, wanker.” 
 
“He is mine. He was merely on loan to you.” 
 
“No! He was mine first!” 
 
Xander now knew what a chunk of rawhide felt like 
when clamped between the jaws of a pair of 
Rottweilers. He opened his mouth to protest, to 
point out that he was perfectly capable of choosing 
a vampire himself, thanks very much, when Angel 
took a step forward. “Spike’s right. God, I never 
thought I’d say that. But it’s true. I gave Xander to 
him in 1997.” 



 
“Three full years before you showed up, buster,” 
Willow added. 
 
For some reason Xander didn’t understand, these 
words actually made Dracula frown. He turned and 
looked at Xander. “Is this true?” 
 
Xander decided this wasn’t the time to mention 
ruses or freedom of will. “Yep. Deadboy there 
practically wrapped a bow on me before he handed 
me over to Spike.” 
 
Buffy narrowed her eyes. “Look, Vlad. It’s like this. 
You can argue with us over this and end up zapped, 
staked, or just plain broken. Or you can give us back 
our Xander and unlive to skulk another day.” 
 
Spike gave her an incredulous look. “We’re not 
going to let the tosser survive!” 
 
Angel shook his head. “He’s doing a really good job 
of keeping a handle on demonic activity in Eastern 
Europe, Spike. We dust him and thousands will die.” 



 
“I don’t bloody care! He stole my boy! Look what he 
was doing to him!” He gestured at Xander who was, 
naturally, still naked and smeared with blood and 
wax. “Bloody mojo! And he was going to fucking 
turn him!” 
 
“Thousands, Spike. You want them on your 
conscience too?” 
 
Xander was tired of watching them play the 
vampire version of good cop/bad cop. He was tired 
and cold and he didn’t want to be naked in public 
anymore. He stepped around Dracula, giving him a 
wide berth, and walked to Spike. He drew Spike into 
his arms. “I don’t want those deaths on either of us, 
Spike,” he whispered. 
 
Over Spike’s shoulder, Xander saw Willow pulling 
and stretching at her fireball as if it were taffy. The 
colors shifted; instead of purple, it glowed in pinks 
and greens. She tossed it at Dracula, who didn’t 
have time to duck. It splashed over him like a water 
balloon, dissipating immediately. 
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“What have you done?!” he demanded. 
 
“Just a teeny little bane spell. No big deal. Unless 
you come within ten feet of Xander and then—
POOF! Vampire flambé.” 
 
Dracula took several hasty steps backwards. 
 
“Will that do?” Xander asked Spike. “Please? I just 
want to go home.” 
 
Spike glared at Dracula, but his gaze softened when 
he looked back at Xander. “You fought him.” 
 
“Of course I did.” 
 
“Why?” 
 
“Because he’s creepy and stalkery, and not in the 
nice stalkery way like you were. And he’s not you. 
You’re the only vamp for me, Spike.” 
 
Spike took a long, shaky breath and embraced him 



back. Then he pulled away and, muttering 
something about everybody having already had too 
much of a show, shrugged off his duster and tugged 
it onto Xander. 
 
“Tell you what,” Buffy said to Dracula. “You can 
have Eastern Europe, okay? I don’t have any Slayers 
around here anyway. But you keep your skinny, 
white butt out of the USA. Got it?” 
 
Dracula hunched his shoulders and nodded once. 
He looked pretty pathetic. “I could have given you 
so much,” he said to Xander. 
 
Xander squeezed Spike. “But all I really want is right 
here.” 
 
They left Dracula’s castle after that. They all piled 
into a truck advertising German ice cream, and 
Xander was sure there was a story behind that but 
he didn’t really care right then. Buffy climbed 
behind the wheel with Angel riding shotgun, and 
Xander and Spike and Willow went in the back, 
where there were blankets and pillows and a huge 



thermos of hot coffee. As Buffy drove away, she and 
Willow started talking a mile a minute, going on 
about tracking spells and wards that wouldn’t let 
them enter the castle until Xander broke the spell 
somehow, and a bunch of other stuff that Xander 
didn’t bother to follow. None of it mattered. He was 
being held tightly in Spike’s arms and Spike was 
whispering to him about baths and epic bouts of 
shagging and days spent eating pizza and cuddling 
in front of the television.  
 
Xander Harris belonged to a vampire. The right 
vampire. And he’d never been happier in his life.  

 
 

The End 

 


