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Xander walked through the streets of Sunnydale in the 
early hours of the morning, jumping at nearly every 
shadow and sound. His beloved Father had tossed him 
out of the house for the night for some slight he’d 
imagined. Xander knew it was just an excuse for his Dad 
to get rid of him so he could screw his latest groupie 
while his Mom was out of town.  
 
Normally he didn’t care, he was glad to get away from his 
so-called home. But this time he cared. Spending the 
night outside in beautiful Sunnyhell was a…a really bad 
thing waiting to happen.  
 
Buffy was off in L.A., visiting her Dad for the Summer 
and, while Willow’s parents may not give her a lot of 
affection, they didn’t leave her at home for the family’s 
month long tour of educational vacation spots. Giles was 
off in Watcher-land, filing reports on how Buffy had killed 
the Master. He wondered if he’d end up as part of an 
entry or a footnote. “Ordinary boy saved The Chosen 
One thanks to Red Cross CPR lessons.”  
 
Even Deadboy had followed Buffy to L.A., or at least 
that’s what Xander assumed. The vampire’s apartment 
was closed up when he’d gone by out of sheer boredom. 
He had hoped he could drop by and bother the older 
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man, make his non-existent blood pressure rise till you 
could tell that Angel was gritting his teeth.  
 
It was something to do, at the very least.  
 
So the Xan-man was alone. On the Hellmouth. At night.  
 
He really needed to do something with his life or else 
he’d end up stuck here for the rest of his life, walking in 
Daddy Dearest’s footsteps. Problem was, he sucked at 
school, he got bored way too easily and then his mind 
would drift off and end up in la-la land.  
 
And if Buffy couldn’t get extra cash from the Slayer gig 
there was no way he’d get any from the sidekick gig. No 
wonder Robin was the coolest sidekick. Bruce Wayne had 
lots of money and neither Tim, Jason nor Dick had to 
worry about working to pay for their own school clothes. 
Or had craptacular parents that didn’t give a damn if you 
lived or died, much less if you had three square meals 
and brushed your teeth before bed. The Batman might 
have given Angel a run for his money in the brooding 
department but he kept his wards in Kevlar and new 
jeans.  
 
Xander figured he’d walk the streets of Sunnydale till 
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dawn, and then try to sneak home and get inside without 
his Mom catching him. His Mom was okay, at times, but 
would do anything her husband told her to. Anything. 
 
So far he was doing pretty good. Adrenalin and fear were 
keeping him from getting sleepy. The main problem was, 
it left him with too much time to think and his brain was 
so not his friend. It kept on coming up with nasty 
comments about his life that he really didn’t need to 
think about.  
 
So he was trying to concentrate on a way to make money 
this summer. Mowing lawns was a possibility, and yard 
work. He liked fixing things; maybe he could hire on as an 
apprentice handy man or something, bring the actual 
man his tools and hold his measuring tape. As long as it 
wasn’t the Doublemeat Palace, he’d be fine.  
 
Considering that he’d walked just about every street in 
Sunnydale tonight and was making his way to the 
outskirts of town, he probably could deliver papers or 
pizza. Dayshift, please; he’d gotten his fill of the nightlife 
for the entire summer all in one night, thanks very much.  
 
He walked a few more miles, trying not to notice how his 
legs hurt or how tired he was. He was also trying not to 
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think about stuff, and Xander figured if he made it 
through this night he could get a high score in any game 
that called for repressing. He was a top-notch repressor 
now. Able to distract his brain with a single thought.  
 
Maybe if he acted like he believed it, then it would work. 
And that snarky voice in his head would shut the hell up. 
The one that said he was worthless and deserved to be 
alone.  
 
He really hated that voice. It usually only showed up 
when he was alone but since Buffy had rejected him it 
was showing up more and more. Of course, it didn’t help 
that the one person who did really love him, lovedhim. 
And while he loved Willow it was like he loved a sister, or 
Buffy’s Mom. The thought of kissage with Willow made 
his stomach flop in a bad way.  
 
But he didn’t want to hurt her, and he knew that, while 
ignoring it wasn’t really working, rejecting her would be 
way worse. He’d get those sad puppy eyes and the 
trembling lip and he’d cave and it would be awful.  
 
Xander tried to shake himself of his thoughts. Repress. 
That meant not thinking about it at all. Not thinking 
about it over and over.  



 
He realized he was getting near the edge of Sunnydale 
and wondered what would happen if he just kept 
walking. Would anyone miss him before Willow got 
home next month? He could slowly walk to L.A. or 
Oxnard or somewhere that didn’t have a Hellmouth.  
 
Knowing his luck, he’d get caught by the county cops and 
brought back home and end up worse off than he was 
now.  
 
He realized he was near one of the many city parks. This 
one was just as you passed the Welcome to Sunnydale 
sign. There were so many parks in Sunnydale that if 
Xander didn’t know better he’d think the town’s 
founding fathers had made sure there were plenty of 
places for people of the undead persuasion to stop for 
snacks.  
 
He thought about turning around. All he had for a 
weapon was a stake and a small cross. Not the best 
things to use. But there was something going on; he 
could hear music and yelling. He’d have to turn in his 
sidekick license if he backed away.  
 
It was a vampire, sitting on top of an old DeSoto, 



smoking like a dragon with several empties at his feet 
and scattered around on the ground. Evidently it took a 
lot to get a vamp drunk. Weird, discordant music was 
blaring from the car stereo and the vampire sometimes 
sang along and sometimes yelled obscenities to the sky.  
 
Xander tried to stand still, not breathe and just watch. 
This vampire was different than any he’d seen before. He 
was very obviously upset, grieving even. In the few 
minutes Xander had watched he had shaken his fist at 
the sky, blaming everyone for taking “Her” away from 
him. While he was in his game face, he was obviously 
heartbroken and blood red tears were flowing down his 
face.  
 
He knew that feeling, when you were so sad, so angry at 
life that you couldn’t help but cry. It wasn’t that you 
were being a crybaby, despite what his Dad might say, it 
was that there were just so many emotions inside of you 
that the dam burst and everything came out at once.  
 
Part of him was embarrassed. This was something 
private, something he shouldn’t be seeing. But part of 
him felt sorry for the demon, despite the fact that he 
knew the other man would kill him without thinking. It 
was obvious that whatever had happened had shaken 



the vamp to the core and no one should feel like that.  
 
No one should be alone when they felt that freaking 
crappy, he knew that from experience.  
 
But what to do for a vamp that was upset? He sure as 
hell wasn’t going to slit his wrist and offer it to him; he 
was sympathetic, not suicidal. The answer came to him 
as the vampire dropped his last bottle of booze and it 
rolled away from him. He was too drunk to get up and 
get it.  
 
Xander stepped forward and very carefully picked up the 
bottle and handed it to the distraught man in front of 
him. “Here, you dropped this.”  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Two 

The vampire snarled, and grabbed the bottle. “Not nice 
sneaking up on people, boy.” 
 



“I wasn’t sneaking, you were just…occupied. I don’t think 
I could sneak if I wanted to. There was this time, when I 
was trying to get out of the house and…” 
 
“Fucking hell, you’re right. You babble too much to be 
quiet. Go away, child, it’s your lucky night. Don't really 
feel like eating right now.” 
 
Xander backed away, never turning his back, and sat in 
one of the swings. The car was parked right in the middle 
of the playground and had knocked the slide off-kilter. 
“That’s good…the not eating thing. Bad because I’ve 
never heard of a vamp pass on a meal. Ummm, this is 
going to sound weird, and I’m sure I’ll regret it as soon as 
I’ve had some sleep, but is there anything I can do for 
you? You sound upset.” 
 
“What are you, the fucking camp counselor?” 
 
“No, it’s just…you’re the first vamp I’ve really seen that 
wasn’t some idiot ruled by their stomach, well, except for 
Deadboy but he doesn’t count. And you’re obviously 
missing someone and I’m curious, all right? Everyone 
keeps on telling me vamps are mindless killing machines 
that don’t give a shit for anything beyond their own 
needs.” 



 
“Fuck that. I wish it were true, and then it wouldn’t hurt 
so much to not have her here. With her for over a 
century, loved her for over a century and they took her 
from me. All I can taste is ashes. Her ashes. Want to meet 
the sun but first I have a fucking score to settle but I 
fucking well can’t because the sodding Irish bastard 
hasn’t been home!”  
 
This last part was screamed into the night and Spike 
finished off the liquor and threw the bottle against the 
ground while Xander tried not to flinch, not to show fear. 
He watched as this so-called soulless monster yelled and 
cried and finally passed out. Xander knew he couldn’t 
just leave the man there; he might have a death wish 
but…he just couldn’t.  
 
False dawn was approaching as Xander cautiously 
double-checked and made sure the vampire was out for 
the rest of the night. He only could hope that the car was 
an automatic.  
 
*****  
 
Spike woke up slowly. His head felt like it was stuffed 
with bricks and he had the worst taste in his mouth. He 



could feel that the sun was up and was confused. The last 
thing he could remember was drinking to Dru in the park, 
out in the open.  
 
Wherever he was, he was only-semi comfortable. The 
bed wasn’t the best he’d been but sure as hell beat the 
trunk of the Desoto. The room he was in smelled of 
mildew and cleaning products but oddly enough it was 
the scent of a human close by that made him wonder. He 
groaned. He’d been saved from the sun by some do-
gooder. Bastard. He didn’t want to live without his Dark 
Princess. It hurt too much.  
 
“Umm, there’s coffee on the bedside table. Sorry, but I 
don’t think I have anything else you might like to drink… 
and doesn’t that sound weird coming out of my mouth?”  
 
Spike groaned again and flipped himself over onto his 
back. The voice was male and rich but broke in odd 
places. A boy-child then. He rubbed his hands on his face 
and sat up, looking at his so-called rescuer.  
 
For just a moment he thought that he was facing Dru in 
male form. Dark messy hair, dark eyes, gangly body. Then 
he took in the California tan and heard the heartbeat 
pounding away and knew that he was a human. A 



frightened human.  
 
“Why?” 
 
“Umm, why did I help you? Well, you were pretty well 
smashed and hurt and I just…couldn’t let you kill yourself 
while drunk, okay? If you want to die, I'll help you, by all 
means. I have a nice piece of wood right here and some 
holy water, but you need to know you won’t regret it 
when you get to wherever it is dusted vamps go.” 
 
Spike fought off dropping his jaw, mainly because he 
didn't want to jar his fragile head but also so he didn't 
show his amazement to this child who had dragged him 
to what looked like his basement. The boy knew what he 
was and had still helped him.  
 
How long had it been since someone besides Drusilla had 
helped him? Gave him a hand up instead of a slap to the 
head?  
 
“God, it is too fucking early for this.” He just wanted to 
burrow back into the covers and seek the oblivion that 
had held him till just a few minutes ago but he couldn't, 
couldn't sleep without getting drunk because all he saw 
was his Drusilla, captured by the mob, being ripped to 



pieces in front of his eyes, over and over.  
 
“I can, uh, leave. If you want. Or the sun will be down in, 
like, two hours. Just don’t make much noise. My parents 
don’t even like me living in the house, they’ll freak if they 
see you! And if you eat them you’ll probably just get 
drunk before you’re even halfway finished draining dear 
old Dad and you’ll be right back where you started. 
Drinking won’t help, anyway. It never does.” 
 
“What do you know about it, little boy?!” Spike snarled 
and snapped at his rescuer and the boy jumped. When 
he saw that Spike wasn’t going to tear out his lungs, he 
answered.  
 
“About what you’re going through, nothing. About 
drinking to get over yourself? I’ve got fifteen years of 
experience watching my family do it and all it does is 
make them worse. Like I said, you really want to die I’ll 
help you out, card-carrying slayerette here. Just…wait 
until the hangover is gone and you’re all clear headed.” 
 
The words falling out of the man-child’s mouth were a 
mix of wisdom far beyond his years and something just 
south of strange. “Slayerette?” 
 



“Yeah, one of my friends is the current vampire slayer. 
No, I will not be saying her name or giving you her 
address.” 
 
Spike snorted. “Like I couldn’t find it out for myself.” 
 
“Probably, but that doesn’t mean I’ve got to help you. 
That also means that me hauling your drunken ass into 
my home won’t be mentioned with my friends. They 
already think I’m useless, no need to make them doubt 
my sanity too. Let’s just call this a lost weekend sort of 
thing and after the sun sets you can leave and we’ll just 
forget we ever met, okay?” 
 
Fuck. He was getting help and sympathy from a mortal. A 
human child not old enough to fucking shave yet. “God, 
my unlife sucks.” 
 
“Yeah, well, life with a heartbeat ain’t fun all the time 
either.” 
 
They sat in silence for a while, the man-child’s heartbeat 
loud and strong. Spike could tell he was afraid, hell, he 
was surprised the kid wasn’t pissing in his pants, but the 
mortal didn’t show it. He also didn’t turn his back on 
Spike, not even for a moment. Smart of him, not showing 



fear or a weak point to a predator. He might just let this 
kid live when the sun went down; he had bigger stones 
than some vamps Spike knew.  
 
“So what’s your name, boy?”  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Three 

“Xander.”  
 
“Xander? What kind of a name is Xander?” 
 
“It’s short for Alexander, okay? But my friends call me 
Xander. Only my dear parents call me Alexander or Alex.” 
Xander’s voice was bitter when he mentioned his 
parents. Spike thought of Darla and could actually 
sympathize.  
 
“Name’s Spike. That way I don’t have to keep calling you 
the boy in my head and you don’t have to keep calling 
me the vampire.”  



 
“Does this mean you’re not gonna try to eat me once the 
sun goes down? Like naming the prize pig means you 
can’t eat him? Because I'm all for avoiding the whole 
vamp/lunchable showdown. I can tell you’re not some 
guy who just crawled out of the grave, so you can’t be a 
minion. Those creeps get dusty fast.” 
 
On the other side of the bed lay his duster and Spike 
dragged it over and searched the pockets. This 
conversation called for a smoke. It called for several 
smokes, in fact. This human named Xander was odd. He 
lit up and even surprised himself by blowing the smoke 
away from Xander, instead of at him. “Nah, not gonna 
eat you. At least for now. All bets are off later, though.” 
 
“Yeah, I figured.”  
 
They sat in silence once again, and Spike was surprised 
that he wasn’t salivating over the warm blood rushing 
through his companion’s veins. He was hungry, but his 
demon didn’t see Xander as food for some reason. He 
didn’t mind it, though, he did owe the child. He couldn’t 
go to his final death without making sure his sodding 
family that abandoned him went first.  
 



“Are you gonna ask what I was doing so drunk? Try to get 
me to share my feelings?” 
 
Xander jumped, as if he’d forgotten that Spike was there. 
“Umm, no. If you want to tell me you will. If you need 
help you’ll ask. I’m not gonna risk, well, whatever it is 
we’re doing here by pissing you off. I kinda doubt you got 
the name Spike off the Tom and Jerry cartoon dog.”  
 
Spike took a long drag off the cigarette and thought 
about what Xander had said. “You know what, kid? 
You’re pretty fucking smart. A hell of a lot smarter than 
some people three times your age. Don’t let anyone tell 
you any different.” 
 
*****  
 
Xander just let his jaw drop. Here he was, talking to a 
killer, having a reasonably civil conversation, and he’d 
just gotten the best compliment of his life. From a 
demon. Not from his friends or teachers or even his 
parents. But someone soulless who would as soon kill 
him as look at him. “Okay…too late for that. But, umm, 
thanks.” 
 
The vampire, Spike, just snorted and smoked some more. 



Xander had thought about trying to ask him not to, but 
he figured either his parents weren’t home or wouldn’t 
notice. Already he was thinking he might survive his half-
baked idea of taking a vampire home and he wasn’t 
going to push his buttons.  
 
But it was interesting, getting to know another vampire 
besides Angel. Spike seemed a lot more interesting and 
even with whatever it was bothering him he was a much 
better conversationalist.  
 
“Listen, Xander, I’m looking for a vamp. Two, actually. 
Darla, little blond but deadly. A real bitch. And a guy, tall, 
dark and brooding, goes by the name of Angelus.” 
 
Xander felt his heart trying to climb into his throat. 
“They’re your friends? I mean, they’re who you were 
talking about finding last night?” 
 
Spike’s eyes narrowed and he felt as if he were looking 
into the eyes of a crocodile or some other big predator. 
Which was accurate, he guessed. He’d bet on this small 
man against a croc any day.  
 
“Didn’t say they were friends. Just looking for 'em. I take 
it you’ve heard of them?” 



 
Okay, what to say. The truth was always of the good, 
especially since he hadn’t dusted Darla, Deadboy did. 
“Umm, yeah. Darla was here with The Master. Buffy kind 
of killed him but not before Darla tried to kill her. 
Deadboy killed Darla.” 
 
“Deadboy?” 
 
“Yeah, Angel. He used to be Angelus but he got a soul. 
Now he’s the slayer’s boyfriend, sort of. It’s a tortured 
love affair sort of thing, but he killed Darla for the Slayer. 
Although if you ask me he’s a bastard, soul or not.”  
 
Suddenly Spike started laughing, a deep laugh and he felt 
something flop in his middle that didn’t feel quite like 
fear.  
 
“I knew there was a reason I liked you, kid. Deadboy. I 
take it you don’t like dear Angelus that well.” 
 
“You could say that. If it weren’t for him one of my best 
friends would still be alive. Plus he comes in all dark and 
brooding and the female population of school fawns all 
over him, despite the fact that he looks twice their age. 
And then he’s what, 250 or more? And he’s dating a 



sixteen year old? That’s just icky.”  
 
“You think you might be up to helping me make his unlife 
miserable?” 
 
Oooh, temptation. He’d learned repression and mortal 
fear overnight, now let’s play with temptation. On one 
hand, he hated Angel with a passion. Brooding bastard. 
But on the other hand, it would make Buffy cry and he 
couldn’t deal with that.  
 
“It depends on what you mean by help. I don’t care if you 
set the cowardly bastard on fire, but it would hurt my 
friend and she’d cry and I don’t want that to happen. I’d 
have to learn more about what you wanted and why 
before I said yes or no.” 
 
Spike was silent again and Xander fought off the need to 
fidget. If he did live through this weird day and night he 
was going to explode from repressed thoughts and 
emotions. There’d be little Xander bits all over the room. 
Like that time when he was eight and he and Jesse put an 
egg in his microwave and it splattered all over.  
 
“It’s like this. How much do you know about Sires and 
Childer?”  



 
Xander jumped. Damn it, his nerves were shot and here 
Spike was just talking without making any warning noise 
before. “Just what the Watcher journals say. Some I can’t 
get to; G… the Watcher assigned here keeps most of that 
stuff locked up and I can’t pick the locks. Mostly that 
when you make a vamp you’re the sire and the vamp you 
made is your minion or childe.”  
 
“Close. A Childe is much more precious than a minion. A 
Sire is a teacher, parent, and lover, everything to their 
childer. Their entire world is their Sire and the Sire is 
supposed to take care of the Childe, even after they get 
old enough to take care of themselves. It’s a blood 
connection that is as old as time. Can you understand 
that, human?” 
 
He didn’t answer right away. This was something 
different, this idea made him think that Giles was wrong 
and vamps had deep emotions. Spike himself was proof 
of that. But he couldn't understand the intensity in 
Spike’s voice.  
 
“Sort of, but I doubt if I get the full…meaning of it. I get 
that your Sire would be the center of your world, is that 
it?”  



 
Spike snorted. “That’s just the beginning. Well, Angelus 
was my Sire. Drusilla turned me but couldn’t take care of 
me. Angelus did that. Taught me everything he knew, 
broke me into a million pieces and remade me into what 
I am. Darla was his Sire and he worshipped at her feet. 
We were a fucking family!!” Spike’s voice had risen and 
the pain in his tone was obvious.  
 
“Then Darla, the bitch, had to screw everything up. I 
killed a slayer for them. The youngest of the group, still 
mostly a fledge. All to get their approval. Dru, of course, 
loved it. She loved anything I did. She was quite mad but 
I loved her all the same. They were my world. Then 
Angelus left that very same night, haven’t seen him since. 
Darla kicked Dru and me out on our ears not long after. 
Abandoned us. Dru…she’d want to go play with the 
sunlight, or dance off a roof. Get to talking to the stars 
and just get lost in her head. It was hard to take care of 
her and me after that, but I wasn’t going to let her go. 
Dru was all I had left.”  
 
By the end of the speech Spike had gone from angry to 
quiet. But not a good kind of quiet. No, it was the kind of 
quiet that hurt so bad you couldn’t talk about it. He 
didn’t say anything, didn’t want to interrupt him.  



 
“The people in Prague, they noticed how different she 
was. Figured her for a witch, not a vampire, but the end 
was still the same. A mob of people tearing my Dark 
Goddess limb from limb, taking pleasure from her 
screams. And I…I was trapped. Couldn’t get to her. Had 
to watch my reason for existing die.” 
 
Damn. That just…sucked. But he really doubted anything 
he could say would make Spike feel better. He doubted 
anything could. Spike’s head was in his hands and he 
looked…broken.  
 
Xander knew that Angel'd had the soul for nearly 100 
years. That meant Spike had been in love with his Drusilla 
for longer than that. He couldn’t even begin to imagine 
that.  
 
Very carefully, he stood up and walked to where Spike 
was sitting on the bed. Spike didn’t give any sign he 
noticed the movement, though. Then he did something 
he never thought in a million years he’d ever do. 
 
He held a vampire close as the other man sobbed.  



 
 
 
 
 

Part Four 

Spike lit his cigarette and stepped out of the abandoned 
house he’d been staying in. He’d spent a week in 
Sunnydale looking for Angelus, but the bastard still 
wasn’t home.  
 
Surprisingly enough, he hadn’t gotten stinking drunk 
since that first night. Xander was right on that account; 
while at first drinking made him numb, after a while he 
got even more maudlin and depressed to the point of 
breaking down and crying in the child’s arms. Plus he’d 
need his wits about him when he did find the poof. 
Angelus had more than a century of experience and 
power over him, even if he was living on sodding cow's 
and pig's blood like the boy said.  
 
He hadn’t seen Xander since that first day, but when he’d 
left he hadn’t harmed the lad. Part of him had thought 
about killing him because the human had seen him break 
down but Xander had totally ignored it afterwards. The 



human had done what few being on the earth twice and 
three times his age had done. 
 
He'd earned Spike’s respect.  
 
Xander had talked about the current situation in the 
power structure of Sunnydale, how the Master was dead 
and so were two of his childer. While waiting for the sun 
to go down Spike had even heard of some of the boy’s 
adventures, and had laughed at the thought of a preying 
mantis trying to get it on with the young man. Yet in all 
that time he didn’t give away the identities of his friends. 
He had a loyalty that Spike envied. The only person in the 
past century that had been loyal to him was his Dark 
Princess.  
 
Now here was this man-child that had her dark looks 
promising he wouldn’t tell the slayer about him. He 
didn’t ask for Spike to spare his friends, or even to give 
up plans for his revenge on Angelus. Spike respected 
that; he just found it funny as hell that he had found 
probably the last truly noble human on the earth and he 
lived on the fucking Hellmouth.  
 
It was ironic.  
 



He shook his head and stopped brooding. It was time to 
go hunting.  
 
He made his way through the town. The abandoned 
house he’d appropriated was on the far edge of the city 
limits. He had decided not to challenge the so-called 
Master of the Hellmouth just yet; he could oust the little 
pipsqueak at any time but it would lose him the element 
of surprise. Just why anyone, even minions, would follow 
a child vampire that hadn’t even been undead for a year 
yet and was still a fledge himself, he didn’t know.  
 
It suited him, though. Except for the Anointed One, all of 
the other vamps in this town were minions, exceedingly 
stupid minions at that. It was an embarrassment to 
demonkind, and he was more than willing to ignore them 
and let the local white hats kill them off. It would keep 
them all occupied until he was ready to either take over 
or sit and wait for the dawn, either way.  
 
This was what was confusing him so much. In the past 
week his view had changed. Yes, he still wanted to find 
Angelus and torture him for leaving them. See how long 
it would take the great souled hero to scream when 
faced with having every inch of his skin painted with holy 
water. In fact Spike was rather disappointed that Darla 



was dead; he’d have gone after the blonde bitch as well 
and made her scream.  
 
He’d been having dreams, though, dreams of Dru and her 
saying she’d sent him a pressie to take care of and to 
make sure to feed the kitten and it would be his puppy 
forever. Just like the real Drusilla, they made a strange 
sort of sense. He just had to puzzle it out. He had truly 
loved his Wicked Plum but sometimes figuring out her 
dreams and visions was more trouble than it was worth, 
but there was just the off chance that it was a message 
from Dru.  
 
Because if there was any vampire that could talk from 
wherever it was vamps went when they were dust it 
would be his Drusilla. She’d probably had a personal 
calling card to speak to the bloody stars or dolls or what 
have you.  
 
Still, thoughts of Dru and her mysterious pressie had him 
curious. He could never leave a mystery unsolved; he just 
had to pick at it till it unraveled. He’d always been the 
sort to try to figure things out before Holmes or Dupin 
did. So now he not only had to stick around long enough 
to torture and mutilate Angelus-lite, he had to figure out 
what his Princess had sent him and figure out if it was 



worth unliving for.  
 
There were worse reasons. Plus there was always 
Manchester United.  
 
*****  
 
An hour later and he was well fed and more than a little 
buzzed on the adrenalin and drugs that had been in his 
prey's blood. He’d found four young men, not much 
older than Xander really. These were drunk, though, and 
were in the middle of terrorizing two little girls that 
looked twelve and whose waists were narrow and arms 
were stick like.  
 
He’d dismissed the two girls, not so much because he 
was playing the good guy or what have you but because 
they looked like they wouldn’t have enough blood put 
together to fill a shot glass. He’d have to roll them up 
starting at the bottom like a bloody toothpaste tube to 
get a decent drink.  
 
The four jocks, however, were muscle bound and plump. 
They’d had lovely chemicals running through their blood, 
some natural, some not, and they actually were stupid 
enough to fight back rather than just piss themselves and 



scream. He hated it when his food soiled itself, made it 
taste nasty.  
 
The problem was, without Drusilla Spike had no idea 
what to do with himself. If Dru were here they’d go 
dancing and play at seducing their partners and see how 
many they could catch and let go before finally having a 
bit of dessert. Or find some elite society party and try to 
get invited into some rich politicians' homes. There were 
lots of opportunities for someone with Spike’s charm, 
when he wanted to exercise it, and with Drusilla’s 
powers it was all too easy sometimes. Still, it had been 
fun.  
 
At a loss, he found himself wandering the streets. He 
circled Angelus’s apartments and that local dive where all 
the kiddies hung out, hoping that the gelled one had 
returned. All he got from it was a headache from the 
scent of too many perfumes the local girls were using to 
make themselves feel more adult and a Britney Spears 
song stuck in his head.  
 
If he ever got the chance to go to one of her concerts he 
would, just to rip a few vital organs out. The chit may 
look a treat but her voice was enough to peel paint.  
 



He finally found himself near Xander’s house, and maybe 
that wasn’t so surprising. After all, the lad was one of the 
few people he could have a conversation with, and he 
had been amusing.  
 
When he turned the corner to the street next to Xander’s 
he heard the sounds of a fight. Rolling his eyes, he 
hurried over to the side yard from where the noise was 
coming. Just as he thought, the human had gotten 
himself into trouble. Three other human boys, all of them 
bigger than Xander and with no necks, surrounded his 
human as he was crouched on the ground.  
 
The smell of blood hit him and he growled. The parts of 
him that had originally been William hated bullies and 
the like, people who poked fun at others just because 
they could. He made it a regular habit to snack on the 
type, as well as snooty girls who thought they were 
better than everyone else. It was always fun to bring 
them crashing to their knees, begging for their life right 
before he ripped their too-small hearts out of their 
chests.  
 
The three attacking Xander fell into this category. He 
could hear them calling the boy faggot, geek, idiot and a 
variety of other names. He quickly ran up to them, 



catching the smallish one standing lookout and picked 
him up and threw him across the street, only to hear him 
scream like a girl before crashing into a tree and falling 
silent.  
 
Xander’s breathing was harsh, his heartbeat rapid. The 
other two were so intent on kicking the boy while he was 
down they hadn’t even noticed their friend getting his 
flying lesson. Spike didn’t waste any time, he just came 
up behind the two and slammed their heads together, 
not even taking the time to savor the sound of their thick 
skulls cracking together.  
 
Xander was on his side, curled into a fetal position in an 
attempt to protect his ribs and stomach. Spike carefully 
turned him over and checked him out. Bruised stomach, 
a few cracked ribs and a concussion along with a hell of a 
lot of bruises in other places. The lad was going to hurt 
for a while.  
 
One of Xander’s eyes opened. “Larry?”  
 
Spike snorted. It was oddly funny that one of the three 
idiots was named Larry. He bet the other two were Curly 
and Moe. “No, pet, it’s your old buddy, Spike.”  
 



Xander’s heartbeat and breathing picked up and the 
scent of fear almost overwhelmed him to the point he 
lost his human face. He had to chuckle, though; despite 
being kicked in the head at least once, the human knew 
who was more dangerous. “Relax, kid, not gonna hurt 
you.” 
 
The other brown eye tried to open, even though it was 
rapidly swelling. “Really?”  
 
Spike fought off the urge to laugh. Here the lad was in 
pain and he sounded as if Spike had asked him to clap if 
he believed in fairies. But he knew if he laughed Xander 
would take it the wrong way; this might be a man-child in 
front of him but he knew how things worked in the 
world. “Really. You have the word of William the Bloody, 
and I might be a bastard and evil but I do keep my word 
when I give it.” 
 
The brown eyes closed. “Thanks…William.” Xander 
sounded like he actually tried to snicker but his chest 
hurt too much and he ended up coughing instead.  
 
“None of that, else I’ll have to start calling you 
Alexander.”  
 



“It gets worse, my middle name is Lavelle.” 
 
Spike moved the boy around so he could pick him up and 
carry him. It was going to hurt like hell because despite 
Spike’s strength the boy was taller and he’d have to carry 
him over his shoulder. “Bloody hell, your parents really 
hated you, didn’t they?”  
 
The pain and head wound made the boy fall unconscious, 
but not before Spike heard a weak, “Yeah, they do.”  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Five 

Xander woke slowly, clinging to the last dregs of 
unconsciousness almost desperately. He remembered 
Larry and his gang having yet another fun night of 
beating him silly, as if he didn’t get enough of that at 
home.  
 
He also remembered Spike rescuing him, even though it 
seemed like a weird dream. Spike, a vampire, helping 



him, a meal.  
 
He knew he was alive, if he had woken up undead he 
doubt if he would hurt this much. Added to that was the 
pounding of his pulse in his head. He was alive, even if he 
wished it was otherwise.  
 
He opened his eyes slowly, finding a dim room with an 
unfamiliar ceiling. He had vague memories of Spike 
shaking him awake at different points during the night 
and hoped he hadn’t said something stupid.  
 
“Oh god, my head.”  
 
“There’s pain pills on the table there beside the bed.”  
 
Xander jumped at hearing Spike’s voice so close in the 
room. Things still weren’t focusing too well so he hadn’t 
noticed the man in the corner. He didn’t even bother 
with swearing about getting the shit scared out of him. 
He knew it wouldn’t mean a thing.  
 
Two small blue pills and a glass of water were laid out, 
just where Spike had said they would be. He didn’t 
hesitate, he gulped them down quickly. If Spike wanted 
to kill him the vampire had better ways than poison. He 



could have killed him in his sleep, for instance.  
 
“Thanks.” Xander fought the urge to squirm under 
Spike’s gaze. He looked down and realized he was only 
wearing his boxers and blushed. Then he blushed again 
after realizing that Spike could probably smell his 
embarrassment. A cycle of panic started in the back of 
his brain.  
 
“Calm down, will you? S’not like you've got anything I 
haven’t seen before. In fact, you have a nice bit of tackle 
for a kid. Should be all proud in the locker room.” Spike 
was sitting in an armchair on the other side of the bed, 
an ashtray with two cigarettes going beside him.  
 
Xander took a few deep breaths and winced when his 
ribs gave off sharp pains. They were wrapped and he 
could feel traces of some sort of ointment on the cuts 
and bruises. “Thanks. For the helping me, and fixing me 
up. And, well, for the, umm, tackle comment. Not that 
I’ve ever noticed, you know, if my bait is bigger than any 
one else’s. And…I think I’d better stop now before I 
embarrass myself with any bad trout comparisons.”  
 
Spike chuckled at the comment and Xander couldn’t help 
but smile. The vampire had a great laugh.  



 
“That might be best. So…how often do the town bullies 
take you to task for breathing?” Spike was wearing only 
his jeans and his hair was all fluffy. It was hard to 
remember that this man was a killer. Especially since he 
looked so…human sitting there, half awake.  
 
Xander wasn’t even going to wonder where Spike had 
slept.  
 
“Larry and his goon squad? Whenever they feel like it. 
During school maybe once or twice a month unless I 
manage to piss them off or embarrass them by proving 
that their IQ’s are lower than their shoe sizes.” 
 
“Somehow, lad, I don’t think that would be hard to do.” 
Spike ran his hand through his hair as if trying to wake up 
and Xander averted his eyes from the sight of his 
muscled chest. “They the ones that gave you that nice 
set of scars on your legs?” 
 
“Scars? Oh, those. They’re in the back so I forget. No, 
that was my Dad’s idea of discipline when I disobeyed 
him and ran in a store one day when I was little.” 
 
“Switch?”  



 
“Wire hangers. Joan Crawford has nothing on my Dad.” 
Why he was telling this to Spike of all people when he 
couldn’t tell Willow he didn’t know. Maybe it was 
because Spike didn’t act all shocked and horrified. He 
acted like he had seen it all before. Hell, he probably had.  
 
“Got in trouble once outside of Paris, seems the locals 
didn’t like to be called jumped-up froggies. Angelus 
didn’t like it, used holy water in a fountain pen to write 
‘Don’t play with your food’ on my back a hundred times.”  
 
Xander winced in sympathy. “Okay, you win the My 
Father Figure is the Biggest Bastard Award.”  
 
Spike snorted. “Nah. He’s a vampire; by nature we’re 
supposed to be sadistic bastards, even to our own kin to 
a certain degree. Humans aren’t supposed to be like 
that.” 
 
Xander just shrugged and looked at his hands in his lap. 
Oh, look, hangnails. He should take care of that.  
 
*****  
 
Spike looked at the human that shared his room. Xander 



was staring at his hands as if they held the answers to all 
the questions of the universe. He could smell shame and 
embarrassment.  
 
He wondered just how much he should tell Xander. In the 
end he decided he’d tell only if Xander asked. He didn’t 
need to know how Spike went through his pockets to 
find his address and drop him off at home.  
 
How his Da didn’t even care that he’d been hurt, how no 
one offered to help him. They were just going to dump 
him down in that basement till he came to and could do 
for himself.  
 
In the end he’d brought the boy home with him, bathed 
him and made sure he wasn’t slipping into a coma and 
patched him up. Let Xander sleep in his bed even. He 
wished he could say it was a simple case of paying back 
the good deed done for him, but it was more than that.  
 
He actually sympathized with the lad. Xander had many 
qualities Spike had while he was human, right down to 
the bullies kicking the shite out of him for their own fun 
and amusement.  
 
Then there were the damned dreams. He had managed 



to fall asleep about an hour after dawn when he was sure 
Xander was going to be able to wake up. Dru had come 
to him in his dreams, telling him to feed the kitten plenty 
of cream and how to put butter on the pads of his feet so 
he wouldn’t run off.  
 
“Little kitten has the heart of a lion, he does, but the 
others don’t like that and try to stick him in burlap and 
drown his courage in the bottle. You can’t let that 
happen, my Spike, for the kitten will keep you warm on 
those cool winter days. Must tame him, make him want 
you before you take him home to cuddle. You can’t 
follow where I’ve gone, my lovely boy, so you must stay 
and warm the milk.” 
 
So it looked like his Princess wanted him to keep Xander 
for his own. He’d never thought about having a childe, 
he’d had all he wanted in Drusilla. But if she wanted him 
to keep living and to take the boy...well, he’d think about 
it. Not that he was going to do it, but if he was to make a 
childe Xander was a good choice.  
 
He shook his head. Either way, he decided nothing would 
be happening now. If he did keep the boy he’d want him 
to get his full growth before turning him. Let the muscles 
fill in a bit more and grow into his gangly body. For now 



he could wait, didn’t like it but he could do it.  
 
“So there’s no telly and I think your head is hurting too 
much for listening to punk right now. Ever play poker?”  
 
Xander jumped and Spike hid a smirk. It was fun 
watching him, Spike had to admit that. “Poker? Nope, I 
can’t lie so I’ve never tried it.”  
 
Xander sounded amazed that Spike had changed the 
topic of discussion but happy for it. No wonder; he bet 
things like abuse were talked about nowadays as much 
as they had been when he was a boy.  
 
He also sounded amazed that anyone would offer to 
teach him anything. Spike stubbed out the last of his 
smoke and reached for a deck of cards in the drawer on 
the end table. “It’s not too hard, just distractions. Once 
you learn what your tells are, well, you can fake them 
and throw people off.”  
 
He looked at Xander as he shuffled the cards. The human 
was focused entirely on him, listening to his every word 
and trying to learn.  
 
Spike could get used to that.  



Part Six 

Xander had ended up staying with Spike for three nights 
before going back home. It had been a very strange 
feeling, as if he was living with a large cat that at any 
moment could attack you but you know it wouldn’t 
because for some reason it likes you. He was reminded of 
those storybooks Willow would read to him and Jesse 
about the lion that could be good but was never tame.  
 
Spike had gone out and hunted each night and, while 
Xander was bothered by it, he wasn’t bothered enough. 
Which in itself was something to freak out about. On one 
hand, he really didn’t want anyone innocent to die. On 
the other hand, he knew Spike was a predator and had to 
eat too. The cows probably didn’t like the guys leading 
them to the slaughterhouse, either.  
 
Then his brain sent him images of one heifer being called 
in every generation to protect the herd and Xander 
decided everything was better if he did that military kind 
of thing. Don’t ask, don’t tell. Because the image of a 
human-slaying cow was just too weird for words. Bessie 
the human slayer. Weird.  
 
He actually missed Spike. Which Xander really tried not 



to because he wasn’t supposed to be friends with the 
bad guy, and Spike had never said that he wasn’t the bad 
guy. The only reason Xander figured Spike helped him at 
all was because he was lonely without Drusilla.  
 
What Xander still didn’t understand was why he’d told 
Spike things about his life and what he was feeling when 
he hadn’t even talked to Willow about it. The second 
night he’d confided in the vampire about Jesse, about 
the feelings of guilt that still would threaten to 
overwhelm him.  
 
In return, Spike told him all about Drusilla. Not just the 
maiming and killing part, but about the woman who had 
talked to the stars and saw beauty in her world of 
darkness despite the fact that she had been driven 
insane. Tea parties and dancing in the moonlight. 
 
The only thing he could think of was that they were 
acting like some sort of grief counselors for each other. 
All he could say was that he didn’t think he could ever 
stake Spike, and he didn’t think the vampire would ever 
try to kill him. Other than that, he pretty much decided 
not to think about it anymore; it made his head hurt.  
 
Today, though, he was going to get some answers. Giles 



was back and he was hoping he could talk to the man 
about…well, just about things. Things that really had to 
do with Spike. Like dreams. He really didn’t want to tell 
about Spike, not yet, at least. Still, he wanted to learn 
more about the vampire, and hoped that he could at 
least figure out where Giles’ books were so he could 
sneak a peek in the future.  
 
It was evening but the sky was still bright and Xander 
couldn’t help but wonder how vampires dealt with 
months of long days and short nights. It must suck, 
having half of your day taken away for part of the year. 
Then again, they’d get it back in the winter so maybe it 
evened out.  
 
Xander walked into the courtyard of Giles’ apartment 
and it felt strange. For one thing, neither Buffy nor 
Willow was with him. Willow would be back in a week 
but until then he was still flying solo.  
 
Well, except for Spike. But he wasn’t going to go there 
right now.  
 
Another oddity was the fact that they rarely met at the 
Watcher’s apartment; instead they met at the library. 
Which seemed odd to Xander in a way because the 
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school was closed; what if someone tried to mess with 
the Hellmouth in August? Would Giles offer them tea and 
cookies or something and politely ask them to wait till 
Snyder opened up the school?  
 
Once again his imagination proved not to be his friend as 
he saw Giles sitting down to tea with something big, scaly 
and gross. Or worse yet, Spike. They would try to kill each 
other within five minutes of seeing each other, if that. 
Not just because of the watcher/vampire thing, either, 
but because if he could make Giles annoyed with his 
jokes and nicknames, Spike would make the other man 
livid.  
 
Xander knocked on the door before pushing both of his 
hands into his pockets to keep from fidgeting. He 
couldn’t help but wonder if Giles would ask something 
about Spike, or if he’d say something wrong.  
 
He was so busy worrying he didn’t notice the door 
opening. “Xander? What on earth are you doing here? I 
just got home today.”  
 
Xander looked up and grinned. “Hey, G-man! Saw the 
lights and I figured I’d help you put up the case of books 
you brought home from the Motherland. Figured that I’m 



going to be looking up icky stuff in them sooner or later, 
might as well get a sneak peek.” 
 
Giles sighed and stepped aside so Xander could walk in. 
“I supposed it would be fruitless of me to ask that you 
not call me that?” 
 
“That would be you, the no fruit guy. And why is it 
fruitless, anyway, why isn’t it vegetableless? Because I 
can eat fruit, that’s pretty good, but some veggies like 
those greens the cafeteria serves are just plain scary.”  
 
“I am hoping that is another one of your questions 
designed to keep me asking important questions, like 
why you have a four day old shiner and move like you’ve 
been kicked.”  
 
Xander winced. He’d forgotten how Giles actually noticed 
things about him. “Yeah, well, Larry and his friends from 
school decided they couldn’t wait till September to play 
with me, they had to get in a summer session. Just 
because Larry had to go to summer school and even with 
all the slaying I didn’t.” 
 
Giles sat down on the sofa and waved him to a seat. “I 
suppose you had to mention this fact to Larry? Xander, 



one of these days you’re not going to be able to talk 
yourself out of a situation.” 
 
He shrugged. “I know, but it’s not like I’m good at the 
fighting thing. My amazing ability to talk fast has gotten 
me out of a lot of situations.” 
 
“Yes, well, you can’t always count on that. I’m afraid I 
can’t offer you anything but tea right now; I haven’t had 
the time to go to the grocer's.” Giles picked up a teacup 
that had been sitting on a table.  
 
“That’s okay. I just wanted to see how you enjoyed your 
trip.”  
 
“I visited the Watcher’s Council, Xander, it wasn’t for fun. 
And, really, if you children think that I am hidebound and 
ancient you really ought to see how lucky you are. 
Travers and the senior Wyndam-Pryce make me look like 
a rebel. I’m afraid I was taken to task for not training 
Buffy according to proper Watcher guidelines.” 
 
Xander grinned. “God, I could just see it now, trying to 
get Buffy to actually sit at a desk and write “I will not slay 
vampires in a miniskirt” a hundred times. It would be 
funny to see them try it; Buffy is a law of her own, and 



she’d never listen to them.”  
 
“Yes, well, I’m sure you didn’t come here to talk about 
my worries. What can I help you with, Xander?” 
 
He squirmed on the couch. “Nothing! Really! It’s just I 
thought there would be books, nice musty old books and 
you know how much I love them and…” Giles was giving 
him a rather pointed stare. Xander wondered if there 
was such a thing as spontaneous human combustion and 
figured he’d find out in a few moments. “Okay G—Giles 
it’s like this. I can’t really talk to my parents about it and I 
don’t think Wills would understand and Buffy so 
wouldn’t. And you’re not my last choice, don’t get me 
wrong, but the only other person I could talk about it 
to…well, it wouldn’t be good. See, I’ve been having these 
dreams…”  
 
He stopped and blushed a bright red. He was sure he’d 
be bursting into flames any moment now.  
 
“Oh!” It helped that Giles sounded just as embarrassed 
as he was. Maybe more. “Well…Xander, I’m sure you’re 
aware that it is not unusual to be dreaming of…of girls or 
friends or-or anything like that.” 
 



Xander tried really hard to disappear into himself. “It…it 
wasn’t one of the girls. It wasn’t any girl” 
 
“Oh my.” Giles set down his teacup and looked serious 
and it made Xander want to just get up and run out the 
door.  
 
“I see your “Oh my” and raise you a “GAH!” And if my 
parents ever found out? Badness would happen.”  
 
“And is this a…a someone I’d know…someone from 
school, perhaps?” Giles looked white as a sheet and 
Xander realized the older man was afraid it was him.  
 
“Okay, first off, it’s not you so don’t ... what’s the term? 
Get your knickers in a bunch. He’s this guy that I, umm, 
helped. He was drunk at night in a park. Then he kinda 
helped me deal with the aftermath of Larry pounding on 
me. It’s kind of hard to tape your own ribs. And it’s just 
been hanging out, kind of… but then I started having 
these dreams like the third night I ever talked to him and 
it’s really starting to freak me out. Check that, I left 
freaked behind a couple of exits ago and have moved to 
identity crisis land.”  
 
He got up and moved to the bookshelves on one side of 



the room. He just couldn’t sit still, his nerves felt like 
they’d been stomped on. It had been bad enough to 
learn that he’d fallen asleep next to a vampire, but to 
dream about the way he looked shirtless? Or the way 
he’d taken care of him? That had been…odd. And crazy 
making.  
 
Giles didn’t say anything and Xander finally looked at 
him. That seemed to be what the other man was waiting 
for because he smiled. “Xander, contrary to what you 
may have learned from…your parents, it is quite all right 
to desire a person of the same sex, or even both sexes. 
There are cases of homosexual tendencies in animals, 
including primates.”  
 
Xander sighed just a bit and Giles shook his head slightly. 
“What I’m trying to say is that you’ll figure it out in time. 
Worry about the person and not the…equipment, so to 
speak. The rest will sort itself out.”  
 
Xander looked down at his shoes for a few moments 
before looking at the man who was better to him than 
his Father ever would be. “Thanks, Giles. I mean that.”  
 
“Thankful enough to stop you from calling me any of 
your insipid nicknames?”  



 
Xander let his grin break out. “Nope. Cheer up, G-Man, 
that just makes you one of us. Now, where're all the 
books you bought, and I’ll help you put them up.”  
 
Giles looked slightly embarrassed. “I’m afraid I had to 
ship them separately. I bought more than I was allowed 
to pack in my luggage.”  
 
“Only you, Giles, only you.”  
 
*****  
 
It was full dark by the time he left Giles's apartment. 
They had caught up some about Hellmouth activities 
during summers, none this year, and when Willow was 
getting back into town.  
 
Xander felt better after talking to Giles, it just let him 
know that he wasn’t weird or something. Well, any 
weirder than he normally was. And he managed to talk 
about it without giving away Spike was there. He wasn’t 
an idiot, he knew at some point in time Buffy and Spike 
would meet and fight. He just tried not to think about it.  
 
“So that’s the Watcher, eh?”  



 
“GAH!” Xander jumped three feet in the air as Spike 
came out of one of the side streets near Giles’s house. 
“Damn it, you just love watching me jump, don’t you?” 
 
“Course I do, pet, love the scent of fear, even yours. You 
know that. What’s up with the long chat? Telling any 
secrets?” Spike didn’t sound pissed, more like he was 
teasing and Xander just grinned.  
 
“Nope, other than the fact that he twigged onto my ass 
whupping the other day. Your name never even came 
up.” Which was 100% true; he'd talked about a friend 
he’d met and was having dreams about…he never named 
Spike or, snicker, William. Then he sighed.  
 
“What’s up, mate?”  
 
Xander laughed at the comparison of Spike to Bugs 
Bunny and shook his head. “Actually, I was hoping he’d 
have some new books so he’d give me his keys to the 
library at school and I could sneak around and read the 
Watcher Diaries with information on you. Purely for 
research, of course. Well, that and I’m curious. But he 
bought so many books he’s having them shipped. It’s 
kind of funny, actually.”  



 
Spike looked at him, eyes staring into his own, and 
Xander tried to ignore the little voice in the back of his 
head that commented on the beautiful blue color. “Come 
on then, let’s go.”  
 
He turned and started walking in the general direction of 
the school. Xander stood there in shock for a moment 
before running to catch up. “Wait! I didn’t get the keys or 
anything.”  
 
“Don’t need keys, pet, I can pick the locks.”  
 
“But that’s…” 
 
“Wrong? Evil? Remember who you’re with, lad.”  
 
Xander thought about it, and figured there would be no 
harm. Besides… “Only if you teach me how to do it, pick 
the lock, that is. I’ve always wanted to learn how.”  
 
Spike laughed. It wasn’t exactly a nice laugh but it did 
cause that belly flop that Xander was beginning to get 
used to. Like he was going down in an elevator too fast 
and everything settled in his groin.  
 



“Come on then, Xander, and we’ll get you corrupted 
good and proper.”  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Seven 

Spike watched the boy walk home from the shadows. It 
wouldn’t do to let the lad actually think he was looking 
out for him, even if he was. Xander had been doing some 
odd jobs for people around town and many times he 
ended up working after the sun went down.  
 
While it was obvious the lad took care to protect himself, 
Xander had the sort of luck that only the very fortunate 
had, or the very cursed. He’d walk past an alley and some 
vamp would make a move for him, but he’d drop his keys 
or bump into a passer by and end up talking to the git. 
Once he’d seen Xander almost become demon doggie 
chow, but the lad crossed the street unexpectedly and a 
car had hit the thing following him. All the while Xander 
went on his way; blissfully unaware that he’d just about 
met his maker.  



 
So if Spike found himself bored and ended up following 
the lad, it was all right. Because Xander might need help 
and even if he didn’t it was fun watching his reactions to 
the world around him.  
 
Tonight had been a good example. Xander was doing 
yard work for someone who Willy said was the Slayer’s 
Mum. It was well past nine-thirty but he kept working, 
weeding the borders and the like. Spike thought the lad 
was being more than daft, the Slayer’s house was a 
magnet for trouble, but when he’d got close enough he 
could detect the scent of several protection herbs, garlic 
included. Not that garlic affected vamps like it showed in 
the bloody movies, but anything with a halfway decent 
sense of smell would stay far away.  
 
Then the lad had gone in and spent a half-hour sipping 
lemonade and the like before going home, as if he hadn’t 
a care in the world. But if you watched carefully you 
could see that he was being as careful as he could be, 
given the fact that he lived on the Hellmouth.  
 
Xander was different than the others happy-meals that 
walked around the town; he actually thought about 
things first. Not that you’d notice, given the lad’s 



tendency to babble about anything and everything on his 
mind. It was a sort of camouflage, as far as Spike could 
tell.  
 
After all, the same tactics that creatures used in the wild 
to survive being attacked by predators worked in the 
human world, the gits just didn’t realize it. Using bright 
colors and loud noises to divert a predator worked just as 
well for vamps as it did for bullies.  
 
And certain Fathers that needed their heads ripped off 
and shoved up their arse.  
 
Spike couldn’t help but have a sad sort of fascination for 
the way Xander changed the closer he got to his home. 
His long-legged gait would turn into shuffling and his 
shoulders would droop as if he was just waiting to be hit. 
He probably was.  
 
Spike watched as Xander carefully went inside, he even 
took a chance and got close enough to listen as the lad 
made his way downstairs. Satisfied that Xander was as 
safe as he could ever be, Spike made his way to the more 
populated areas of town to hunt.  
 
He wasn’t quite sure what made the boy so interesting. 



The only reason he gave was the fact that Xander didn’t 
hide himself away from the more gruesome facts of life. 
He actively went looking to read about Spike’s history, 
even asked if Spike had taken pleasure in ramming the 
railroad spikes into someone. Yet the next night when 
Spike showed up the lad didn’t hid behind crosses or holy 
water, he just asked what Spike was doing later on.  
 
He was odd for a boy that followed the Slayer and was a 
do-gooder. And he soaked up information like a sponge. 
It was obvious Xander was dying for attention, and would 
turn to whoever took time out to teach him. Why the 
Watcher didn’t do it Spike couldn’t figure it out, but 
Spike was determined to make up for that.  
 
Spike made his way through the crowds around the 
Bronze, finally settling on two annoying twins that 
thought it would be funny to dress alike for dinner. As he 
flirted with both girls, who turned out to be visiting for 
the summer, he made his plans.  
 
After all, if Xander wanted to learn about the world and 
no one else would teach him, Spike would have to. 
 
*****  
 



Xander lay in bed, staring up at the ceiling. It was 
morning but he didn’t have to move. His parents were 
actually both out of the house and he could just lie there 
and enjoy the quiet.  
 
Of course, when it was quiet that damned voice in his 
head started up talking to him again, but Xander was 
getting better and better at telling it to shut up. Luckily 
Willow would be home soon and between his repression 
techniques and her babble there wouldn’t be any room 
for worrying in his head. Well, except for worrying about 
when Spike and Buffy finally had their showdown.  
 
The night before Spike had walked him home, again. Just 
talking about his day and whatever it was Spike was 
doing besides hunting for his fellow classmates to eat. 
Angel was back in town and Xander got the feeling that 
Spike spent a lot of time stalking the other vampire. How 
Angel didn’t realize Spike was in town, Xander couldn’t 
figure out. After all, they were related in a vampire way; 
Angel should be able to feel him or smell him or use 
some sort of vampire version of the Force.  
 
Spike wasn’t sure either so he talked of getting some sort 
of spell that would hide both his scent and his presence 
from Angel, or Peaches as Spike called him half the time.  



 
What had been really weird, though, was the fact that 
four fledges attacked them. He would have thought that 
Spike’s presence alone would have warned them off, but 
no. The idiot things attacked and Xander found himself 
fighting one while Spike took care of the other three. He 
dusted his right off but Spike…played with them. 
Breaking their necks and their spines so they couldn’t 
fight but would eventually heal unless they staked them.  
 
Then Spike started going through their pockets, pulling 
out wallets and rolls of cash and rings and the like. Their 
gleanings from their killings. Xander stood there open-
mouthed, not knowing what to do.  
 
“Don’t just stand there, you git, go through their pockets. 
They can’t hurt you now.”  
 
“But…but that’s someone else’s stuff!”  
 
Spike had looked at him, his eyes drilling what felt like 
holes in his head. “Xander, the humans this stuff 
belonged to are dead, or vamped. They don’t need it 
anymore. Don’t worry, we’ll dust ‘em but why should we 
let good dosh go poof as well? It won’t go any good to 
anyone like that. I’ll even split it with ya’, and that way 



you’ll be able to buy a shirt or two that doesn’t make my 
eyes bleed.”  
 
So there he was, on a Wednesday morning, well, mid-
morning, and Xander had $100 saved up from doing yard 
work and fix-it type things, and over $300 taken from 
dead people. And it was a weird feeling, knowing that 
that money had belonged to victims.  
 
But Spike was right, he didn’t know who it came from, 
couldn’t return it to someone’s family. Why not use it, or 
just use a little and give the rest away? There were 
plenty of charities in the Sunnydale area, a few for 
families of missing persons. He could give it to them or 
something.  
 
He rolled over in bed and turned his CD player on. 
Anything would be better than listening to all the pros 
and cons of using money that was ill gotten. Heh, he 
could actually use that term. He'd always thought it was 
something that people like Giles used. His ill-gotten 
gains.  
 
He turned up the music and buried his head under the 
pillows. He so didn’t want to think about it. Maybe he’d 
just mail it to UNICEF or something, weren’t there 



starving children in Africa somewhere? They probably 
didn’t care that it came off vamps that killed the people 
that earned it. As long as they got some rice and clean 
water, they’d be okay with it.  
 
That was because they couldn’t afford to be picky. 
Considering that his wardrobe was shrinking thanks to 
demon hunting and the fact that he’d grown half an inch 
in the past month, he couldn’t really afford to be picky 
either.  
 
That was his problem.  
 
He was so intent on drowning out his conscience that he 
barely heard the knocking on the upstairs door. He finally 
crawled out of bed and pulled on a tee shirt and 
sweatpants while trying to climb the basement steps.  
 
He didn’t even look out the peephole when he opened 
the door; after all, it was daylight. That was why he was 
so surprised.  
 
“Willow! What are you doing home, I thought you got 
back in tomorrow?” He just knew he had a silly grin on 
his face. He had missed his Wills; it was like being peanut 
butter without the jelly.  



 
“Silly Xander, I told you we’d get back in on Wednesday 
night and it’s Thursday. Where else would I be?” 
 
“Ummm, ooops. I think I missed a day somewhere or 
other. Never mind, I’m just glad you’re here.” He turned 
and led the way back down to his room, but stopped 
when Willow called out his name.  
 
“Xander? Why are you going to the basement, that place 
is stinky.” Her nose was squinched up in that adorable 
way, but Xander felt only the love of a sister for her.  
 
“Sorry, Wills, you missed the day where I got moved into 
the basement to make room for Uncle Rory to stay when 
his wife kicked him out. It’s icky but it’s home.” And he 
really tried to sound like a brave little camper and not let 
the depression at that thought show in his voice.  
 
“Oh! Oh, I’m sorry Xander, I’m sure with some…cleaning 
and straightening and air fresheners we can make it…” 
 
“Smell like bad perfume over mold? Nah. Don’t bother, I 
haven’t even been in here all that much this summer.”  
 
He flopped down on the bed and tried to straighten the 



covers for Willow to sit. She looked around and he had 
the distinct feeling she was waiting for something to 
move in the shadows. He couldn’t blame her. “So, what 
have you been doing since you’ve not been…here.” 
 
Xander tried not to get flustered, really. He’d been 
prepared for that question, but he so hated to lie to his 
best friend. “Oh, you know, odd jobs, wandering around, 
hanging out. I planted some of those weeds you gave me 
to put in Buffy’s yard; I guess they’ve helped. I haven’t 
seen a vamp around the house.”  
 
“That’s good. Did you go to the funeral?”  
 
“Umm, funeral? What funeral?”  
 
“Xander! Don’t tell me that you stopped reading the 
obituary pages!” Willow had her resolve face on and was 
scolding him. He ducked his head and didn’t meet her 
eyes.  
 
“Okay, I won’t tell you.”  
 
“This is serious, Xander! They found Larry’s remains 
along with two of his cronies in one of the storm drains 
about a half-mile away from here. It didn’t look like a 



vampire attack but something nibbled on them post 
mortem. It was in all the newspapers! It’s so horrible!” 
 
Xander felt all the blood rush out to his feet or maybe 
even out of his body totally. He wasn’t sure. All he knew 
was that he felt really dizzy, as if the floor had moved 
underneath him, and not in a good way.  
 
Because he pretty much knew what happened to Larry.  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Eight 

Spike woke to the sound of a human heartbeat and the 
stench of fear, guilt and sorrow. He knew it was Xander; 
the lad was the only living person who knew where 
Spike’s lair was. Spike just wondered what had the 
human’s knackers in a bunch this time.  
 
He pulled on his jeans and a tee shirt and made his way 
out of the bedroom he’d fixed up for himself and into the 
living room where Xander was pacing. “What bug 



crawled up your arse and died, pet?”  
 
Xander jumped, his eyes wide. “Shit! I’m sorry, I…I didn’t 
mean to wake you up or anything. I can leave if you 
want, it’s just…”  
 
Spike threw himself on the couch and picked up his 
cigarettes and lighter from the end table. As he lit up he 
looked at Xander from behind his eyelashes. The lad was 
pale and obviously nervous. He was shifting from foot to 
foot as if he was about to run.  
 
“Well, out with it! Whatever has you in an uproar won’t 
get any better with you nancying about.”  
 
“Umm, okay. Larry’s dead.”  
 
Spike cocked his head to the side and thought a minute. 
“Who?”  
 
“Larry!! The guy who was beating the crap out of me that 
night you helped me. Him and his two goons. They found 
their bodies in the storm drains, and something had 
eaten them!”  
 
Spike just shrugged and put his feet up on the couch. “No 



skin off my nose, fuckers like that are always food for 
somethin’ or other. Not enough brains between the 
three of them to go around.”  
 
Xander came over and stood right in front of him, 
crowding his space. “Don’t you get it? It’s my fault! If I 
hadn’t shot my mouth off, they wouldn’t have been using 
me for a punching bag, and you wouldn’t have 
done…whatever it was you did. It’s all my fault!”  
 
Spike rolled his eyes at the human’s dramatics, moved 
his feet and pulled the boy down onto the couch with 
him.  
 
“First of all, s’not your fault. They made their own 
choices, and it was their idea to pummel you but good. 
I’m sure if you'd been given the choice you would have 
said “No thanks” to having your ribs broken and your 
head near smashed in.” 
 
“Secondly,” and here he gave Xander a shake to make 
sure he was listening. “Secondly, Xander, you didn’t ask 
me to do a bloody thing. That was my choice. And I don’t 
really give a shit if I left them for dead or unconscious. 
Didn’t pay attention. They could have been knocked out, 
came around and got dragged off by some other baddie. 



Something could have come around and found them 
unconscious and decided to have a treat. Don’t know, 
don’t care.” 
 
“You really don’t, do you?”  
 
Spike sighed and thought for a moment, trying to find 
the best way to explain things to this human child who 
was just waiting to be hurt. “I can care, vamps who are 
childer of Masters have all the emotions we were 
capable of when we were turned. Love, fear, anger, 
happiness. It’s all there. But we’re totally self-involved. 
Those humans meant nothing to me, so they could be 
sitting there being killed in front of me and the most I’d 
do was enjoy the show. I care about people who have 
something to do with me.” 
 
“Now you, you with your goodness and helping people, 
did what most of the two-legged blood bags on this earth 
wouldn’t do. You helped me. Not because I meant 
anything to you, but because in your view it was the 
“right” thing to do. That’s how you are, and why I gave a 
shit when those blokes were walloping you. But I can’t 
care about everyone; for one, I’d fucking starve to death 
if I worried about my next meal’s feelings. For another, 
that’s how I was made. Understand?”  



 
“Yes. No. Maybe.” Xander was still uneasy, Spike could 
tell. But he could almost see the wheels in his brain 
turning that information around, looking at it from every 
angle, and at least he was trying to understand. If he 
could it would make things in the long run much easier.  
 
“Well, as long as you pick one of those three you’ll do 
alright. Now enough with the touchy feely crap, you’d 
think we were bints or something.”  
 
Xander gave a halfhearted laugh and Spike was surprised 
to find he missed hearing the boy’s full on enjoyment of 
life. He grinned to himself. He knew what would cheer 
the mortal up.  
 
“C’mon. Let’s go pay the poof a visit. We can watch from 
the building across from his apartment and make fun of 
his hair.”  
 
Xander smiled but it was halfhearted. “That’s such a 
teenager thing to do. You’re supposed to be all mature 
and all that.”  
 
Spike snorted. “Maturity is for wankers. You gotta have 
fun in life or you might as well lie down in your grave. 



Lookit Angel. Brooding, lurking in the shadows, digging 
around dumpsters for rats and other vermin to snack on. 
Didn’t even try to fight for his lady love until you forced 
him.” Xander had told that story, and Spike had loved the 
mental image of this human child being braver than the 
Poofter Formerly Known as Angelus.  
 
“Fucker might as well go out and wait for the dawn. He’d 
not enjoying his life, he wasn’t even helping anyone until 
he popped a boner for a slip of a girl. He’s a waste of 
space.”  
 
*****  
 
“Then why is he interested in Buffy if he’s that far over 
her head? For that matter, why do you let me hang out 
with you? Surely there’s someone more interesting than 
some teenage kid for you to talk to. I’m, what, a hundred 
years younger than you? Why do you even waste your 
time with me?” 
 
And Xander really wanted to know. He was just so 
damned confused, it was like there was a million things 
running through his head and each one wanting 
attention. He still felt guilty for Larry’s death. Willow had 
found the coroner’s report online and he’d seen the 



damage that had been done. No vampire had snacked on 
them, but Larry and Kevin’s skulls had been crushed and 
Mike’s stomach had been ripped open.  
 
Not exactly an easy death.  
 
He had heard Spike’s reasoning, but he couldn’t help but 
feel guilty. He knew better than to mouth off to the local 
goons, it was just sometimes his mouth went faster than 
his brain did. And Spike had helped him by knocking 
them out. Even if he wasn’t guilty, he was at least a 
contributing factor.  
 
And there went the big words again. He really needed to 
stop watching reruns of Law & Order. As if there was 
anything else on.  
 
Spike’s voice pulled him out of his internal monologue. 
“Xan, for us vamps, if we just talked to people our age, 
well, we’d end up talking to no one. Besides, pet, ever 
heard of the saying you’re only as young as you feel? 
When you’re immortal that’s pretty much the truth. You 
act like a middle aged stick in the mud, that’s how you 
feel. Now, I listen to rock music, not that easy listening 
crap. Punk and hard rock. I actually keep up with the 
current trends; I may not follow them, but I know enough 



to be able to fit in just about any club. It’s handy for 
hunting but it’s just plain fun. I even know how to get on 
the Internet. Makes things less boring during the day 
when I can’t go out.”  
 
“Oh.” That made good sense to Xander. It would get 
awfully boring being stuck inside all day. That damned 
voice in the back of his head said that it was smart to 
learn things about your prey. “So that’s why Angel’s 
so…boring. He does boring things. See, I’ve always 
thought it was kind of gross, this guy who’s like 250 plus 
years old dating a girl who’s 16. And I didn’t know what 
they found to talk about. I mean, besides ‘Angel’s deep 
brown eyes’ or ‘Angel’s big strong arms’.”  
 
“I hope like hell you’re quoting there, pet.” Spike growled 
just a bit and Xander grinned. It almost sounded like 
Spike was jealous.  
 
“I am. I’ve sat through many a lunchtime discussion 
listening to all of Angel’s many good qualities. If I didn’t 
like my food so much I probably would have tossed it.” 
Xander couldn’t help but keep grinning. It had been odd 
trying to rationalize to himself why he had a sort of crush 
on someone so much older than he was, especially when 
he thought it was gross when it came to Buffy and Angel. 



But what Spike said made sense.  
 
Now he had to get over the whole being the cause of 
Larry’s death part.  
 
Before he could get into another round of guilt, Xander 
jumped up from the couch. “Come on, if you’re going to 
be juvenile you can watch from across the street and I’ll 
go knock on Angel’s door four or five times and run off. 
We can see how long it takes for him to realize it’s me 
pulling his chain.”  
 
He really shouldn’t, he knew. Willow was back and had 
fussed at him for not doing his summer reading. As if 
anyone but her and a few of the other nerds had actually 
cracked a book all summer. Besides, it was so much more 
fun to annoy Angel.  
 
Doing it with Spike should be even more entertaining.  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Nine 



The day after spending the night on the town with Spike, 
Xander found himself back in the high school library 
helping Giles and Willow take the protective tarps off the 
shelves, put up the new books and generally get ready 
for the next school year.  
 
In a way it was fun, getting to talk to Giles and Willow in 
the library without the threat of something about to 
unleash the Hellmouth on them. But it wasn’t the same 
sort of fun he’d had with Spike. When he suggested 
playing a practical joke on Giles just to loosen him up, 
Willow had given him one of her many looks. It was the 
“don’t be so juvenile” look that she used to give him and 
Jesse. 
 
Then, of course, they’d wait until they could give her the 
slip and go make prank calls from Jesse’s house.  
 
It had been fun, running around town with Spike. They’d 
bothered Angel for a couple of hours before moving on 
to just walking around town finding something 
interesting to do. The Bronze had been kind of boring, 
and they finally ended up going back to Spike’s place and 
watching videos.  
 
“Where does this box go, Giles?” Xander was carrying in 



the heavy boxes of book and putting them in the general 
area they would eventually be in. Giles would come 
around and give them a number to go in the Dewey 
Decimal system, and Willow would put them up.  
 
Xander had only asked once about the Huey and Louie 
Decimal system, because a joke wasn’t funny if you had 
to explain it and then get one of those Giles-glares.  
 
“What? Oh yes, those are the books that classify the 
different demons that dwell below ground. Put them 
over there next to the books on gnomes and brownies. 
They should fall under the same basic categories…”  
 
Giles went off mumbling to himself and Xander had to 
roll his eyes. The older man was distracted, and 
seemingly very much into his absentminded professor 
routine. There were times, though, that Giles showed a 
bit of steel in his demeanor and Xander couldn’t help but 
wonder what caused it.  
 
After all, if Xander could have a secret life with a friend 
who just happened to be a master vampire, what kind of 
secret life could Giles have?  
 
He set the books down on the floor beside Willow in 



front of one of the newer shelves that they were rapidly 
filling. Willow looked up and smiled at him. “Isn’t this 
neat? We’ll know where all the books are! No more 
searching around for the right book; it’ll save so much 
time during research sessions.”  
 
Xander smiled back at his oldest friend. “Only you, 
Willow, would get excited about research. Well, you and 
G-man. I’m just here for your lovely company. That and 
the chance to annoy Giles.”  
 
“I heard that.” Giles’ voice came from the other room but 
he sounded more amused then angry. Xander was just 
glad that he hadn’t asked any weird questions, 
considering the last time he’d really talked to Giles he’d 
all but admitted being bi-sexual, at the very least.  
 
He didn’t have the dreams quite as much, but Xander 
figured it was because he had admitted the attraction to 
himself. His subconscious wasn’t trying so hard to get the 
message through. After looking around, he could admit 
to himself that he found certain guys just as attractive as 
girls.  
 
None of them held a candle to Spike, though.  
 



Xander just shook his head and went to grab the last box 
of books. Giles had lucked into an estate sale. One of his 
fellow Watchers had died of old age and there had been 
a whole truckload of books. Which again made Xander 
wonder about Giles. 
 
“Hey, G-man! What did you do to pay for all these books 
anyway? Rob a bank? Or are you secretly a millionaire 
and just hide the fact so Buffy won’t make you take her 
shopping?”  
 
“Yes…well, I...” The sound of Giles sputtering in the office 
could be heard from the stacks and Xander grinned at 
Willow and pulled her up so they could both sneak over 
and watch their mentor babble. “I supposed you could 
say that I am well off. There are certain advantages to 
our line of business…means of making money that while 
aren’t quite unethical, but aren’t quite on the up and up, 
either. Besides, it is essential to have the proper tools for 
dealing with the entities that can be found on a 
Hellmouth, and I’m afraid that the school barely budgets 
enough money to replace all the copies of Twain that get 
defaced each year, much less demonology texts.”  
 
Xander was fighting hard to hide a grin. He felt like 
bouncing and running around all at once. He’d bet dollars 



to doughnuts that Giles had taken money from demons 
that he’d killed. He knew that Giles sometimes went on 
patrol, “just to keep his hand in”. And considering how 
much money could be stolen off of one or two fledges…  
 
“No need to get all panicked, Giles, I was just wondering. 
Although if you actually robbed a bank I’d ask for a piece 
of the action, just for keeping my mouth shut. Which I 
don’t do very well, so let me know now.”  
 
And what was good for Giles was good for Xander. He 
was so going shopping with his cash. Xander was unable 
to stand still any longer and he went to lean by one of 
the stacks and Willow and Giles went into the office. It 
was nice, just being there with his friends, so what if he 
had to deal with dusty old books that smelled like mold? 
 
He was so intent on the warm fuzzy feelings he was 
having that he didn’t even notice that someone was 
behind him until a hand picked him up by the collar and 
he found himself dangling from Angel’s meaty fist.  
 
He knew he should be scared, but when he caught sight 
of Angel from the corner of his eye he started giggling. 
Well, giggling as much as he could when all the air was 
leaving his lungs.  



 
Willow and Giles must have heard his odd wheezing 
laughter and turned around. Both had looks of shock and 
Xander could see Giles’s lips upturn just a little. That set 
off Xander even more and he fought to laugh through the 
lack of air and ended up making gasping noise. He started 
to see spots and everything seemed far away by the time 
he heard Willow trying to get Angel to let him go.  
 
Finally he was given a full body shake and collapsed to 
the floor. Tears were running down his face and he held 
his aching side and stomach and as he tried to catch his 
breath. Xander refused to look up at the source of the 
growling he was hearing. He just knew he’d lose it again 
if he did.  
 
Unfortunately, Giles had to go and ask. “May I take it 
Xander is the reason why your hair is bright blue?”  
 
Through his renewed laughter Xander could hear Angel 
whine. “It won’t come out, you little brat!”  
 
Through gasps of laughter, Xander managed to choke an 
answer out. “Don’t worry…it’ll wear out by the time 
Buffy gets back…Broody Smurf!”  
 



The looks on Giles and Willow’s face were priceless. 
Willow was really trying not to laugh and definitely didn’t 
approve but the sight of Angel with bright blue hair was 
too funny for her. Giles, however, had an open smirk on 
his face, and Xander was sure he’d be laughing out loud 
too if he had understood what a Smurf was.  
 
Xander’s laughter finally tapered off for the most part, an 
occasional chuckle escaping his lips. “Aww! Come on, 
Deadboy! Cheer up, that water balloon could have been 
filled with holy water instead of blue dye. And do you 
know what kind of effort I put into finding just the right 
shade of blue?” 
 
Angel growled, proving that he wasn’t human, and both 
Willow and Giles jumped, just a little. Xander just grinned 
to hear it. He probably knew more about Angel and 
Angelus than even Giles did. He knew that if Angel picked 
him up and beat the crap out of him it would only go to 
prove what Xander had always said, that the other man 
was a monster.  
 
After all, ringing someone’s doorbell on and off for a half 
hour and then running wasn’t the end of the world. 
Annoying, yes, but not worth beating someone up over. 
The water balloon filled with hair dye, maybe, but if he 



did it in front of Giles and Willow it would be stepping 
over the line.  
 
And even if he did get beat up it would be worth the 
amount of fun he and Spike had. Spike had used his 
vamp senses to know when Angel was standing there at 
the door, waiting to grab him. Finally they had left for an 
hour looking for balloons and hair dye before coming 
back to deliver the final touch.  
 
They’d run off laughing, and Xander had realized that 
was the most fun he’d really had since Jesse died.  
 
Angel finally turned around and stalked out of the library 
in frustration. Xander could see how his hands kept 
clenching as if he were wishing he had Xander’s neck in 
his grasp. “Don’t ever do it again, Harris, or you’ll find out 
exactly what kind of a sense of humor I have.”  
 
“I think I know what kind of humor you have, Broody, I 
just know that with the soul you don’t have the balls for 
it.”  
 
After Angel left Xander picked himself up off the floor 
and faced Willow and Giles. It could be worse; Buffy 
would have had three kinds of a fit for bugging her 



boytoy.  
 
“Dare I ask why you choose to bother Angel last night?” 
Giles was trying to sound like he was being all stern but 
the slight smirk he still wore gave him away. Willow, 
however, had her arms crossed and looked like she was 
about to give a lecture.  
 
Xander looked down at the floor and scuffed his shoe. He 
turned big eyes onto his friends, trying to look innocent. 
“Umm, I was bored?”  
 
“And is that a good enough reason to paint Angel’s 
hair…blue?”” 
 
“If I say yes, how much trouble will I get into?”  
 
Willow’s voice ran in his ears. “Xander!!”  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Ten 



Spike was again watching from the shadows and he 
wondered if Xander really knew how much the older man 
had come to trust him. Realized exactly what it meant. 
The other night the lad had come to his house, the night 
after they’d pissed off Angelus, and he was moping. 
Evidently his parents didn’t give a piss about what he did 
but the Watcher and the little red headed girl did, and 
they held some influence over Xander.  
 
For his crime of turning Peaches into as big a poof on the 
outside as he was inside, Xander had been sentenced to 
a book report. The human came to his house with heavy 
steps and a long face, bitching and moaning about having 
to read. Evidently he was supposed to read a classic, and 
you’d think the lad was dying the way he carried on.  
 
And Spike had done something that he hadn’t done in 
over a hundred years. Shared his love of reading. He’d 
dragged the boy to his trunk full of books and dug out 
one of his old favorites, a copy of Beowulf. He figured if 
anything would appeal to Xander, reading about a bloke 
with a big sword that killed demons would be it.  
 
Spike had left the lad there once the sun went down, 
reading in the living room. Between hunting, keeping an 
eye on Angelus and the Annoying One’s minions 



scurrying around town making right nuisances of 
themselves, Spike didn’t get back to his lair until it was 
almost dawn.  
 
He had found Xander asleep on the couch, book clutched 
tight in his hand.  
 
The part of Spike that allowed him to care about more 
than death and blood found it almost overwhelmingly 
endearing. Only his Dark Plum had affected him this way 
before, made him feel protective and all soft. But Dru 
had been a special circumstance; she had been his Sire, 
his Maker, and had been broken almost beyond belief at 
both her Sire and her Grandsire’s abandonment. Spike 
had been all she had left and she'd clung to him as much 
as he had cherished her.  
 
Xander was human and young, a do-gooder at that. But 
somehow they had become friends in the past two 
months and Spike knew that given the chance he could 
feel more. And given the occasional burst of pheromones 
from the lad and a few of the looks, he might just get 
that chance. He just had to wait a bit, till the lad figured 
out what it was that he wanted.  
 
It was bloody hard, waiting. He hated doing it, most of 



the time he just took what he wanted when he wanted it. 
But Spike knew that if he waited it would be well worth 
it. Then Xander would be his of his own free will.  
 
And Spike would never let go.  
 
He was watching the boy tonight, keeping an eye on him 
as he wandered around town with Red. They were eating 
ice cream and chattering on, the girl the only human he 
knew that could rival Xander’s talk rate. There was a 
minion lurking about, but nothing that Xander couldn’t 
handle. He’d taken to showing the lad a move or two and 
he was becoming quite a fighter.  
 
Suddenly Spike felt a tingle on the back of his neck, a 
feeling as if someone had scraped nails down a 
blackboard. He shifted to his true face and growled. The 
Slayer was back in town and looking for her little friends.  
 
Now things would get really interesting.  
 
*****  
 
“So, have you heard from Buffy? I mean, she has to come 
back, school starts tomorrow.” Xander licked at his 
vanilla cone and tried to ignore the way Willow was 



flirting with him. Or trying to get him to flirt with her.  
 
“Nope, haven’t heard from her. I got a couple of cards 
right before we left on vacation but nothing since. You 
think she’s okay?” 
 
Xander shrugged. “She’s probably catching up with what 
friends she has left in LA and spending time with her Dad. 
He doesn’t send for her every weekend he has visitation, 
you know, and she misses him a lot.” He couldn’t 
understand it himself. Given the chance, he’d be ecstatic 
never to see his father again.  
 
Willow gave him a half-hearted smile. “Still crushing on 
her?”  
 
Xander was able to give a real grin to that question, and 
knew that if he wasn’t in the dark Willow would have 
picked up the blush that was spreading across his face. “I 
can truthfully say that I have moved on from my Buffy-
crush. I’ve moved into an entirely different state, even.” 
 
Okay, so Spike had blonde hair too, but Xander knew 
there was a soft brown underneath; he’d seen the roots 
where it had been growing out last week before Spike 
had bleached again. But other than that, Spike was 



nothing like Buffy. Vampire/Slayer, male/female aside, 
Spike was just so much more real. He made Xander feel 
like a person, and not some stupid kid bumbling around.  
 
“Oh.” Willow’s voice was small but she had an odd smile 
on her face and Xander knew he’d messed up. During his 
little trip to Spikeland Willow had added up two and two 
and come up with ten. She thought he liked her now.  
 
And he was going to have to let her down, because he 
didn’t think he could survive another year of Willow-
looks. It had been bad enough when Jesse was around 
but now with Buffy encouraging her it had been getting 
worse.  
 
“Listen, Wills…”  
 
Willow looked over her shoulder and screamed. He 
winced at how the sound made his ears ring, even while 
he was pulling her behind him and grabbing the stake in 
his back pocket. His ice cream fell to the ground, 
forgotten.  
 
“Willow, run! Go!”  
 
Of course, Willow didn’t listen to him. Xander was 



beginning to understand how Buffy felt, trying to fight 
and protect someone at the same time. He punched the 
vampire in the face twice and managed to trip him. He 
brought up his stake and was just about to ram it 
through the minion’s chest when it was pulled away from 
him.  
 
Buffy was back.  
 
She did her usual thing, punching and kicking before 
making him dust. If he had played around like that, Spike 
would have given him a good shot to the head. The other 
man always told him it was stupid to fool around unless 
you knew you had the upper hand. Being human, Xander 
would never get that so he was to stake first and make 
comments later.  
 
“Hi, guys! Miss me?”  
 
“Hey!” He jumped for his hug, happy to see his friend 
home. As Xander stood back to let Willow have her turn, 
he took a good look at Buffy. Different hair, different 
clothes. Buffy really did look good.  
 
And oh, look, no signs of attraction whatsoever. Zip, zero, 
nada.  



 
Huh. He looked down at the ground where his cone was 
melting and tried to remember just what it was that 
made him so desperate for her last spring.  
 
“When did you get home?” Willow’s voice broke Xander 
out of his thoughts but he knew he’d have to go there 
sooner or later. Later would be much, much better.  
 
“Dad just brought me home a little while ago; he’s back 
at the house talking to Mom so I thought I’d come out 
and see what you two were doing.” Buffy made a 
clucking sound with her tongue. “Does either of you have 
a cross? Sloppy guys.”  
 
Actually, Xander did have a cross, but he’d wanted to kill 
the fledge, not scare him away. Willow, though, looked 
down ashamedly before bouncing back up again.  
 
“Well, it’s been kind of slow! That’s the first vampire I’ve 
seen all summer. Right, Xander?”  
 
Xander bit his lip and nodded, and hoped that his best 
friend was so excited over Buffy’s return that she 
wouldn’t catch the lie.  



 

Part Eleven 

Two days later and Xander was less worried about his 
friends finding out about Spike and just plain worried 
about Buffy.  
 
“What’s up with her?” Cordelia was angry, and for once 
Xander couldn’t blame her. Ever since Buffy had come 
back from LA she was spacey. Well, spacey when she 
wasn’t being a total bitch. If that was how she was going 
to act after hanging out with her big city friends she 
could go right back, as far as Xander was concerned.  
 
He didn’t like the fact that he wanted to defend Cordelia. 
Then again, she had given him a sort of backhanded 
compliment on his new clothes. If you counted “Get 
someone who wasn’t colorblind to buy your clothes for 
you this year, Xander?” Which, he did.  
 
He looked at Willow and Cordelia and shook his head. 
“Well, someone pissed in her Cheerios today.”  
 
“Xander!!” Willow’s voice was outraged and raised an 
octave but Cordy’s eyebrow rose and, if he wasn’t 
mistaken, she had had to fight off a snicker.  



 
“Well, it’s true! I mean, I’m all for the Cordy-snarkage. 
Just like she’s always ready for a game of Xander-
bashing, but that took it too far. Maybe we need to get 
her out of school and talk to her, you know?”  
 
Cordy looked at him as if he’d just said something weird. 
“Xander Harris is defending me. I think you little 
weirdoes need to go check with Giles, we may have 
another apocalypse coming.”  
 
She turned around and flounced off. Xander looked at 
Willow and they ended up laughing. They turned and 
started to class. Buffy had a study hall in the library that 
period, something Giles had maneuvered to have time to 
train his Slayer. Willow had geometry and Xander--he 
had talked to the guidance counselor and changed 
geometry to creative writing.  
 
Willow had been upset and pointed out how Xander 
would never get into college without one or two higher 
maths. He’d just shrugged. He really didn’t see himself 
going to college, money issues aside. But thanks to Spike 
he did find that he liked to read, and had figured 
between that and his wild imagination he’d be good at 
writing and it would be fun. Plus, the homework 



wouldn’t be quite as mind bending.  
 
He hoped.  
 
“Xander…what is this with the new look and 
new…Xander, anyway?”  
 
He looked at himself and figured it was a big change. He 
actually had new clothes, ones that fit and he had gotten 
to choose. His favorite colors were blacks and grays, not 
the weird oranges and reds that he had worn before. He 
even had new tennis shoes, and at Spike’s there was a 
pair of motorcycle boots in black with big silver buckles.  
 
“I just finally had my own money and went shopping by 
myself, all new stuff. Neat, huh?” 
 
He had a lot of his new stuff at Spike’s, not all of it, but 
the stuff he didn’t want his Dad to find. The man would 
either steal some of it or throw it out. Some of the stuff 
at Spike’s were things there was no way in hell he was 
going to let his Dad in the same neighborhood as. 
Especially since he’d gone to the bookstore looking for a 
newer copy of Beowulf to take to school with him and 
had ended up spending a good bit of the money he had 
left over from buying clothes.  



 
It had been right after school so he was still dressed 
nicely and the kid at the register hadn’t even looked 
twice at some of his purchases. Which was good, 
considering that mixed in with the Robert B. Parker and 
Dragonrider novels were a few books about being gay, 
and one erotic fiction.  
 
All male erotic fiction.  
 
“It—it looks good on you, Xander. You look, I don’t know, 
different.” Willow peered at him, her hair swinging 
forward to cover her face. “You’re not doing drugs or 
something, are you?” 
 
Xander laughed. “No, Wills, no drugs.” Unless you 
counted the adrenalin high he got from just being near 
Spike. He shrugged at his friend. “Guess I’m just…growing 
up.”  
 
The warning bell rang and before Willow could 
interrogate him anymore he started sprinting down the 
hall. “Gotta get to class, Wills, we’re doing haikus! Talk to 
you later!”  
 
“See you at the Bronze tonight, Xander! And you’d better 



be normal!”  
 
Xander rolled his eyes at that. One of his best friends was 
the Slayer and another was a vampire. Add in a Watcher 
and the fact that he hung out over the mouth to Hell? 
There was no way he’d ever be normal. 
 
*****  
 
Spike was sitting in the living room, smoking and basically 
trying to fill time waiting for the sun to set. It'd been 
harder to move around town and not be seen by anyone 
the past few days, what with minions scurrying all over 
the place gathering some sort of spell ingredients and 
Angelus lurking around, following his ladylove.  
 
It was frustrating, to say the least, and Spike knew he 
was going to have to step up his timetable. He’d wanted 
to let his presence in town to be known after All Hallows, 
but patience was never his strong suit.  
 
If asked he’d deny it, but privately he would admit that 
he missed Xander. Not that he hadn’t seen the lad since 
the Slayer had come back, in fact he’d been by that 
afternoon. But between school and friends and 
slaying…well, it just wasn’t the same as it was when 



Xander had time and would come over and just be there 
for most of the day. He’d gotten used to the sound of a 
human in the house.  
 
That was all. He just missed the sound of a heartbeat.  
 
When Xander had come by for his boots earlier, he’d 
been oddly quiet. Spike knew it had something to do 
with the Slayer; after all, the mood had started the day 
after she came back. He thought about asking what was 
bothering him, but he knew Xander wouldn’t say. The lad 
knew very well that, even if Spike didn’t mean to, any 
information about Buffy might be used against her at 
some future point in time.  
 
He stood up and paced the length of the room. The only 
thing to do, then, was follow Xander and find out what 
the Slayer was doing to get him all knotted up. The lad 
had a head start but he’d come by the house for the 
good clubbing clothes that he’d bought. As soon as the 
sun set, he’d head straight for the Bronze.  
 
He could pick up someone to eat on the way.  
 
*****  
 



Spike had to fight to keep from showing his true face as 
he watched from a corner of the balcony. No wonder 
Xander had been quiet. Spike had watched as Red had 
flirted with Xander and the boy tried to keep from 
hurting her feelings or encourage her. Then he witnessed 
the small blond powerhouse come in and trample all 
over Angelus as if he were nothing.  
 
Normally Spike would enjoy that, but the Slayer had gone 
directly up to Xander and pulled him onto the dance 
floor. It was obvious, to Spike at least, that the boy 
wasn’t comfortable and yet the girl just rubbed all over 
him like a cat in heat.  
 
Spike watched as she whispered something in Xander’s 
ear and he shoved her away from him. He’d never seen 
that look on the boy’s face before, a mixture of shame 
and embarrassment and anger. He could almost hear his 
heartbeat, even over the band.  
 
The Slayer left, followed out by a dark haired girl. Xander 
went back to Red but she looked both embarrassed and 
jealous and wasn’t talking. Angelus was still lurking 
about, probably brooding about his girl making time with 
someone else or maybe the ugly shirt he was wearing.  
 



If this was the way the infamous Slayer acted, Spike was 
surprised she even had any friends, much less someone 
as loyal as Xander. That had been behavior the likes of 
Darla had played with, not the Chosen One and leading 
white hat.  
 
He shook his head and noticed Xander was leaving. He 
followed as quietly as he could, and when he saw that 
Xander was headed back to the house he took a detour 
that would let him get back faster. He wouldn’t let the 
boy know that he’d been watching, but it was obvious 
Xander needed a friend.  
 
If only to keep him from overdosing on chocolate.  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Twelve 

Xander felt a little bit guilty as he asked for a pass to the 
library. Another bonus to taking creative writing: he 
could get a pass to the library to look for a book and go 
talk to Giles. He was supposed to meet Buffy and Willow 



this morning as they looked for Chris and Eric but he was 
still…bothered by Buffy and needed to talk to Giles.  
 
The Librarian was still flustered after talking to Ms. 
Calendar earlier. It had been fun watching Giles get all 
anxious about asking her out, and made him feel better. 
If Giles got nervous, it was okay for him to get nervous 
around Spike. Still, it was odd to see Giles get flustered; 
the man acted like he’d never been on a date before in 
his life.  
 
“Hey, Giles. Can I drag you down off cloud nine with Ms. 
Calendar for a second and talk to you?”  
 
“What? Oh…of course. Yes, aren’t you supposed to be in 
math class right now?”  
 
“Nope, dropped that and switched to Creative Writing. 
Much more my speed and, hey, I get to sneak and visit 
my favorite Librarian for a talk. That is, if you don’t mind, 
and did I mention I was sorry for teasing you about your 
asking the chair out on a date?”  
 
He bounced on the balls of his feet and shoved his hands 
in his pockets. It had been fun picking on Giles but now 
that he needed to talk to him Xander felt guilty.  



 
Giles smiled and shut the book he was looking through. 
“No, you hadn’t mentioned it. Don’t worry, I’ve learned 
that you only…bother the people you like. You only really 
annoy the people you dislike.”  
 
Xander grinned. That was true, he had a tendency to 
push everyone he knew. He just pushed at people he 
couldn’t stand, like Angel and the dearly departed Larry, 
a little bit more.  
 
The smile very quickly left his face. “What I was 
wondering is, how…well, I saw you practicing your pick 
up line and, despite my bothering, well, they weren’t that 
bad. I was wondering if you had any advice on let down 
lines.” 
 
“Let down lines, Xander? I’m not sure I know what you’re 
talking about.” 
 
He took a deep breath and leaned on the counter across 
from where Giles was standing. “You know, let down 
lines. You’re a really sweet person but I don’t think we’d 
make a good couple type of thing.” 
 
“Oh, those. Thank god! I thought you were being 



particularly hard of hearing to miss all those sighs from 
Willow when she's around you. I would put it just like 
that, actually. Better to tell the truth than hedge 
around.” Giles took off his glasses and checked them for 
smudges before putting them back on. “I take it you’ve 
answered your…plumbing question, then?” 
 
Xander blushed. “Umm, yeah. Thanks to Buffy, in a way. I 
mean, I was already checking out…stuff. I even bought a 
book of my own free will! And then Buffy did 
that…dancing with me. The one even Willow’s been 
teasing her about?” 
 
Giles nodded and Xander fought off the urge to hide 
under one of the tables. “Let’s just say…my—my 
plumbing wasn’t interested in her plumbing in the least 
bit. Not even a rise. Add in the fact that I know I kinda 
like other boys' plumbing, and their…pipes…” 
 
“For the love of all that you hold dear, stop! I’m afraid I 
get the rather graphic picture you just painted and will 
be forced to move if ever my drains clog rather than call 
a plumber.” 
 
Xander shuddered. “That was really bad, wasn’t it? I 
don’t even want to think about plumber’s crack now.”  



 
Giles held up a hand. “Stop! No more…vernacular. Unless 
it’s something not quite as…” 
 
“Disgusting? Is Friend of Dorothy okay, then? I know the 
English version is poof.” Xander sighed and gave into the 
urge to hit his head on the hard surface. “I am gay. 
There, I said it. It’s so not going to be pretty when the 
girls find out. I don’t know about Buffy so much but 
Willow? Yeah, she’s not going to like it just because she 
doesn’t like things to change. I’m not even thinking about 
what will happen if my parents ever find out.”  
 
“I’m sure they will eventually come around, Xander. After 
all, they are your parents.” Giles sounded so positive and 
supportive, he couldn't admit to his friend that there was 
no way in hell his Father would ever come around. He’d 
be lucky if he just got the crap beat out of him.  
 
“We’ll see. Right now, if you don’t mind, can you kinda 
keep it under your tweed? I mean, I still haven’t got my 
brain used to thinking of myself as gay and I am so not 
ready to admit it to anyone else.” 
 
Giles smiled. “Closeted, eh? It will be difficult to stay that 
way, especially if you wish to pursue a relationship with 



the object of your crush. He is still around, isn’t he?”  
 
In his mind Xander was panicking, and lights were 
flashing behind his eyes like on Star Trek when the 
Enterprise was being attacked. “Yeah, he’s around. I see 
him now and again…I don’t know if he likes me or not. 
He’s…older and sort of been around more.”  
 
“Dear lord, it’s not Angel, is it? That isn’t the reason 
you’ve been bothering him?”  
 
Xander popped up from where he had still been hiding 
his head on the desk. “Ewwww! No, not Angel. A whole 
big galaxy of no!” He couldn’t help the shudder that 
came over him. “Okay he is rather handsome and he’s 
got nice arms. But his personality just…well, his 
personality just ruins the package it’s wrapped up in.”  
 
Giles nodded. “Yes, I could see where your personalities 
might clash. What’s his name, then?”  
 
Somewhere in Xander’s brain a miniature version of 
Scotty was running around screaming about a red alert 
and how his brain couldn’t take the pressure anymore. 
Thank god the Spock part of his brain took over, because 
he found himself answering.  



 
“Will. William actually, but he doesn’t really like it. He’s 
looking for family in town and will be here for a while, 
but then he might leave again. So I don’t know if he’s up 
for a relationship or what, and his girlfriend died in an 
odd…accident. You know what I mean. He’s still kinda 
broken up about that.”  
 
“Take your time, Xander, apocalypses aside you have 
time to figure things out. I detest sounding like a 
headline on one of those terrible teen magazines but if 
he really cares about you, he’ll wait for you to be ready. 
Don’t rush into…sex or anything you may not be 
prepared for. I am assuming those books you mention 
covered the…protection area of things or do I need to 
give you that lecture.”  
 
“No! No…I got that figured out, for the most part. Well, 
for the whole part. I know about condoms and lube 
and…all that.” Xander didn’t want to admit that before 
he did anything groiny with Spike he wanted to check on 
the possibilities of demonic STD’s and pregnancy. Not 
that he was a girl but it was the Hellmouth and he knew 
he had the worst luck. He didn’t need to end up on some 
demon version of an After School Special about being a 
pregnant guy at seventeen.  



 
Giles slumped in relief. “Oh, thank god!”  
 
*****  
 
Xander watched as Giles and Ms. Calendar walked off, 
happy on their date despite the detour to stop the 
shuffling undead. Buffy and Angel walked off hand in 
hand. "Well, I guess that makes it official. Nearly 
everyone is paired off.”  
 
He was trying to open it up for Willow to let out a sigh so 
he could let her down, easy. That wasn’t what happened, 
though, because Cordy all but pushed Willow out of the 
way so she could talk to him.  
 
“Xander? I just wanted to thank you for saving my life. 
What you did in there was really brave and heroic, and I 
just wanted to tell you if there was anything that I could 
ever do to...” 
 
Xander sighed. He'd admitted to himself that he was gay 
and now he had two females ready to fawn all over him; 
it was too much. His life really was weird.  
 
“Don’t mention it, please. We have our reputations to 



think about, remember? What would the other geeks 
think of me if I admitted to rescuing you?”  
 
Cordelia tilted her head, but it wasn’t as sexy as when 
Spike did it. “Oh, right.”  
 
Willow was frowning and looking like she was going to 
start counter flirting or whatever. He caught a glimpse of 
platinum blonde out of the corner of his eye and 
breathed a sigh of relief. “Listen, ladies, I’m afraid I’m 
going to have to say goodnight. I’ve actually got to meet 
someone, so have a good night. I’ll call you tomorrow, 
Willow!”  
 
He broke away from his place between the clash of the 
females and ducked around a few cars that were still in 
the parking lot. Spike was leaning against the side of the 
DeSoto and when he saw Xander coming he climbed in 
the car. Xander shrugged and got in the passenger side, 
wondering what was going on.  
 
“Hi, Spike. What’s up.” 
 
Spike had an unlit cigarette in his mouth and had peeled 
out of the parking lot as soon as the door to the car had 
closed. “Gotta go out of town for a bit and didn’t want 



you to think I’d just run off on ya. Thought I’d give you a 
ride home from the whatever the hell that was. Sure as 
fuck isn’t football or rugby, and nothing I know of ends 
with a building on fire.”  
 
“Oh.” Xander couldn’t keep the disappointment out of 
his voice and didn’t even try. “I guess when you come 
back it will be…different, won’t it?”  
 
Spike looked at him long enough to make Xander fear for 
his life since the other man wasn’t looking at the road. 
Finally Spike faced forward, swerving around a car that 
was going too slow for his taste.  
 
“Yeah, it will. Don’t worry, though, we’ll still be friendly 
like. It'll just be a bit more difficult, what with me trying 
to kill Angel actively and all that.”  
 
Xander took a deep breath; it was now or never. “Hey, 
when you get back do you think we could, I dunno, do 
something? I mean, I like you, really like you and you act 
like you might like me. We could…go out of town and 
find a good Mexican restaurant.”  
 
He was ready to hurl himself out of the car. That had 
sounded even more stupid than when Buffy had 



suggested it to Giles. He looked out the side window. He 
was young, he could live through being crushed.  
 
Spike didn’t say anything but the car slowed down and 
finally stopped in an alley a half a block away from his 
house. Spike’s hand was on his arm, turning Xander to 
face him. He had a slight smile on his face, not one of his 
smirks, and Xander just hoped he wasn’t about to have 
his heart stomped on by size thirteen Doc Martens.  
 
“Kinda like you too, Xander; haven’t killed you, have I? 
We’ll see what happens with my first clash with Angelus 
and the Slayer and then, well, maybe I’ll even take you 
on a date, okay?”  
 
Xander grinned, pushing the part about Buffy and Angel 
out of his mind for the moment. “That sounds great! I 
can’t wait.” He reached for the door handle but Spike 
stopped him.  
 
“I think it’s a requirement to give your boyfriend a kiss 
when he drops you off at home, Xander. Don’t want to 
break tradition, do we?”  
 
Before Xander could say anything, Spike was there, 
kissing him on his mouth. Xander moaned and kissed him 



right back. He was sure he was doing it wrong, but Spike 
didn’t seem to mind so he wasn’t going to worry about it. 
It was just nice feeling his lips against Spike’s, and when 
Spike licked and nibbled at his bottom lip his brain went 
somewhere south of the border.  
 
Finally they pulled apart and Xander grasped for 
something, anything to say. “Wow. Nice tradition.”  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Thirteen 

Xander ran from Angel’s apartment to the school as fast 
as he could, his lungs burning as he gasped for air.  
 
He’d been in a state of quiet panic ever since seeing 
Spike the night before at the Bronze. He hadn’t even 
been gone a week but Xander had missed him, had even 
stayed at the house one night to keep away from his 
father.  
 
But seeing Spike at the Bronze had been a shock. He had 



gotten used to Spike’s attitude around him, being the Big 
Bad as the vampire called it. But last night he had 
seemed almost a different person. The smirk had been 
on his face but his eyes had been cold. Steel. 
 
His Spike would laugh with him at some stupid sitcom, or 
make comments about how silly Buffy looked trying to 
fight in high heels. His Spike played video games and 
taught him how to fight and didn’t make him feel like a 
stupid kid.  
 
The Spike last night had been a killer. He’d always known 
that, had even found the books and read how he’d killed 
two other slayers. He’d even listened to a few stories 
about Drusilla and how she’d get into people’s minds and 
make them as mad as she was before feeding off them.  
 
But until he’d seen Spike confronting Buffy he hadn’t 
known.  
 
It had been frightening, and just a little bit sexy, which 
freaked him out to no end.  
 
Added to that confusion was Angel being an ass. Of 
course, the rest of the gang didn’t know that Deadboy 
was being extra idiotic. Angel gave a warning about how 



nothing would stop Spike from reaching his goal and then 
did his disappearing act. Giles looked for hours through 
the different Watcher’s Diaries for information on Spike 
when Angel had it all along. He could have just said, 
"William the Bloody", and that would have been more 
than enough. 
 
Of course, he was just as bad. He didn’t tell Giles either 
so, along with the confusion and fright, he was doing the 
guilt thing too. He tried to make up for it by not arguing 
too much with Giles and went to get Angel when the 
older man had asked him to.  
 
Plus, he kinda knew this was leading to a big show down 
with Angelus so he figured Spike would want the other 
vampire to be there. So in a way he was helping 
everyone, Buffy and Spike included. 
 
Maybe if he told himself that enough, he’d believe it.  
 
Angel had been his usual self when Xander had knocked 
on his door, barely waiting for Xander to catch his breath 
before dragging him back into the night. If Angel was so 
worried, why didn’t he just run on ahead? He knew the 
vampire could run faster.  
 



Or maybe Angel didn’t know that Xander knew and 
wanted to keep him from knowing.  
 
They made it back to the school while Xander was still 
trying to figure out his latest mental puzzle. He guessed 
worrying about Angel’s motives kept him from worrying 
about Buffy and Spike.  
 
Near the entrance to the school there was a man lying 
dead. He was older, not one of the students and Xander 
figured it was one of the parents. His parents hadn’t even 
bothered with coming, and he wasn’t sure if he was glad 
or not. He didn’t want to see his Dad dead, really, but 
maimed might be nice.  
 
He took a deep breath and tried to focus on other 
matters. Like how his boyfriend and one of his best 
friends were about to do a High Noon in the school, only 
it was just past nine.  
 
While part of his brain babbled to itself about calling 
Spike his boyfriend, Xander turned to Angel. “You know a 
lot about Spike, so, umm…have you got a plan?” 
 
Angel didn’t say anything, just grabbed Xander by the 
throat and started to drag him to the building. 



 
*****  
 
Spike contented himself with poking holes in the drop-
down ceiling. He knew that if he made enough noise 
either the Slayer or Angelus would finally come. In the 
meantime, he had his hands full. The Anointed One’s 
minions were so stupid it wasn’t even funny. He’d had to 
kill one or two already for trying to snack on the kiddies 
in the closet.  
 
It wasn’t that Spike disliked playing with his food but the 
two humans hiding in there carried Xander’s scent, 
therefore they were out of bounds. As was Xander. He'd 
stolen one of the boy’s shirts before he left and all of the 
minions knew Spike had plans for the lad. Okay, so they 
didn’t know those plans weren’t torture and feeding but 
they knew enough not to touch the human.  
 
He could feel his Sire getting closer. Disturbingly enough, 
Spike could also scent Xander. He stopped his 
destruction of the panels in the ceiling and looked 
around. Angelus came into view, a protesting Xander 
under his arm. He could tell the boy wasn’t trying a ruse, 
he was actively fighting the larger man and swearing a 
blue streak.  



 
Spike bit back a growl and fought off the urge to take the 
metal pole he’d been using and ram it straight up Angel’s 
ass. The poof was putting the boy in danger and didn’t 
even seem to care. He twisted his face into the 
semblance of a smile.  
 
“Angelus!” 
 
“Spike.”  
 
“I’ll be damned!” He tossed the pole away. Spike knew 
he had to play this just right; if Angel got even half an 
idea that Spike was interested in the boy he’d be dust. 
He swallowed his hatred for a moment and gave Angel 
the type of hug William would have given him.  
 
It would have been so easy just to tear out his neck then 
and there, but Xander might have gotten hurt. Spike 
couldn’t let that happen.  
 
When Angel pulled back he had what Spike knew to be a 
fake look of amused affection on his face. “I taught you 
to always guard your perimeter. You should have 
someone out there.”  
 



Spike let out a real growl this time. He did have people 
out there, the fucking idiots must have gotten distracted 
and wandered off. Worse than Dru in one of her fits, they 
were. He tried to completely ignore the squirming bundle 
under Angel’s arms but it was difficult. Xander in a snit 
just smelled so good. “I did. I’m surrounded by idiots. 
What’s new with you?”  
 
“Everything.”  
 
“Yeah.” Spike couldn’t help but laugh at that. They were 
so different from the demons they had been a hundred 
years ago. “Come up against this Slayer yet?”  
 
“She’s cute. Not too bright, though. Gave the puppy dog 
‘I’m all tortured’ act. Keeps her off my back as I feed.”  
 
“People still fall for that Anne Rice routine? What a 
world!” They both laughed, but Spike was mainly finding 
Xander amusing. The boy’s swearing had gotten even 
more oddly creative. Hearing him call Angel an “undead 
liar guy” was too funny.  
 
Evidently, Angelus didn’t think so. He squeezed the 
mortal’s neck and then shook Xander just a little before 
exposing his neck to Spike. “Want a bite before we go 



and kill her?”  
 
Spike found himself wanting to tear Xander from Angel’s 
arms before beating the older vampire to death. He 
wasn’t sure if Angel was serious or not, but if he was just 
trying to lure Spike into a trap he was playing with things 
he shouldn’t. Any other vampire would have taken 
Angelus up on his offer. Spike knew he’d either end up 
staked or beaten.  
 
“Haven’t seen you in the killing fields for an age.” 
 
“I’m not much for company.” 
 
Bullshit. Angelus always loved to be in the middle of a 
crowded room; the bastard loved attention. That was an 
outright lie, but Spike knew he couldn’t let on that he 
knew that. “No, you never were. So, why are you scared 
of this Slayer?”  
 
“Scared?” 
 
“Scared, mate. Time was, you would’ve taken her out in a 
heartbeat. Now look at you. I bet this tortured thing is an 
act, right? You’re not…housebroken?”  
 



“I saw her kill the Master. You think you can take her 
alone, be my guest. I’ll just feed and run.”  
 
Spike held up his hands. He couldn’t believe the git was 
actually going to go for Xander’s throat. “Don’t be silly! 
We’re all friends here. We’ll do it together. Let’s drink to 
it.”  
 
He made a move as if to bite but at the very last second 
he pulled away. His clenched fist hit Angel right in the 
face and the other vampire staggered back. The grip he 
had on Xander was loosened and Spike pulled the human 
out of the way.  
 
It was the best feeling he’d had all night.  
 
“You think you can fool me?! You were my Sire, man! My 
Yoda!” And now Spike knew he really had been hanging 
around the boy too much.  
 
“Things change.”  
 
Spike wanted to say that he hadn’t changed but he knew 
that wasn’t true. “Man, I can’t believe this! You…Uncle 
Tom!” His minions had heard the fight and came running. 
“This isn’t a spectator sport, people! Get him!”  



 
He looked at Xander and nodded towards the door. He 
was rewarded by a huge smile before the lad ran out. Of 
course that coward, Angel, followed him out. Spike didn’t 
care so much about him right now, though. All he cared 
about was that Xander was safe.  
 
*****  
 
It was near dawn by the time he made it back to what he 
had started thinking of as their house. His and Xander’s.  
 
Xander was sitting up on the couch, a blanket wrapped 
around him. He was asleep, but Spike took off his Docs 
and made sure to drop them noisily on the floor. 
 
“Umm…Spike?”  
 
“Yeah, s’me. You all right, luv? The bastard didn’t hurt 
you too badly, did he?” 
 
Xander shook his head. “It doesn’t hurt too bad. I guess 
this was his way of getting me back for the blue hair.”  
 
Spike growled. “Offering you up to a vamp for a snack is a 
bit too much for just a prank, Xan. If I didn’t know you I 



might have killed you.”  
 
“But you didn’t. And I’ve always know Angel has no sense 
of humor so I’m not too surprised.”  
 
“Hush, pet, go back to sleep. We’ll talk more tomorrow.”  
 
“'Kay. Night Spike.”  
 
He watched over the lad as he slipped back into slumber. 
When Xander’s breathing evened out, he opened the 
collar of his shirt. On his neck there were faint bruises 
where Angelus had manhandled him.  
 
Yet another mark against Angelus, as far as Spike was 
concerned. It wasn’t proper to offer up your allies as 
snacks, even if they did annoy you.  
 
When Spike finally got his hands on Angelus he’d make 
sure to lash his back an extra twenty-five times. Five 
lashes for every bruise on Xander’s skin.  

 
 
 



 
 

Part Fourteen 

Xander gritted his teeth as he walked out of the school. It 
was daylight still, but the sun was beginning to get that 
orange look and the shadows were longer. It was strange 
how he wasn’t afraid of the dark anymore, not really.  
 
The day after the failed Parent Teacher Conference had 
sucked from moment one. He’d slept on the couch and 
his neck had a crick, for all that Spike had apparently 
stuffed a pillow under his head before going to bed 
himself. He’d been almost late for school and forgotten 
homework for his science class.  
 
Then there was the oddness of Cordelia, actually talking 
to him as if she…liked him. It was weird and creepy and 
he wondered if that was a sign of the world ending, right 
before it started raining frogs.  
 
Add to that the Scooby meeting and his day down the 
toilet was now complete. No one seemed to care that 
Angel had offered him up for a snack. Well, not true. 
Giles had glared rather hard at the brooding wonder but 
he didn’t say anything. That Xander heard, at least.  



 
Buffy thought it was funny, though. She wouldn’t have 
thought it was funny if Spike had ripped his throat out 
and left his body on her front porch. Willow just kept 
mooning at him, and Giles was giving him looks, as 
though to remind him to let her down. Like he was going 
to do it in front of everyone there. He was young, not 
stupid.  
 
He had finally given up and left. The girls were going to 
‘patrol’ the football game again, wanting to make sure 
that no vamps took advantage of an open-air buffet. He 
just figured it was a way to stalk Giles and Ms. Calendar 
again and watch the guys bend over in their uniforms. 
Not that that was a bad thing, per se, but, for one, he 
was mad at them.  
 
For another, they weren’t Spike.  
 
As he turned onto the street that was next to his, he saw 
a familiar DeSoto sitting in the shade of one of the trees. 
Xander shook his head ruefully and ran up to the car, 
jumping into the passenger side quickly.  
 
“I was just thinking about you.”  
 



“Really, pet? Good thoughts, I hope.” Spike threw the car 
into gear and took off down the street, punk music 
blaring. Xander leaned forward and turned it down 
before leaning as far back into the seat as he could. He 
hated cars with no seat belts.  
 
“Umm, I guess. If you consider me comparing your ass to 
the entire football team’s and finding all the other guys 
lacking.” 
 
Spike let go of the steering wheel long enough to light a 
cigarette and Xander kept reminding himself that as a 
vampire his reflexes would be fast enough to keep them 
from hitting the cars in the other lane. Really.  
 
“Not sure if I like the idea of you looking at other blokes, 
Xan.”  
 
He just shrugged. “It should make you feel better that 
you measure up to any of them.” 
 
Spike snorted. “You don’t play these jealousy games well, 
do you, pet?”  
 
“What? Okay, I am so not playing a game or trying to get 
you to…eat the team or anything. Just stating a fact.” 



Xander squirmed in his seat. He wasn’t used to talking 
like this, admitting out loud that he did look at the other 
guys. He was just glad he didn’t have to take gym 
anymore; if he got caught looking at other guys in there 
he’d be beaten black and blue.  
 
“Didn’t mean nothing by it, luv, just not used to it. Dru 
was always playing me against someone -- Angelus, 
Darla, other demons -- to make me jealous so I’d come 
back to her. There were times when I couldn’t see 
straight, she had me so twisted around her little finger.”  
 
“That sounds like it would suck.” Xander looked out the 
window and noticed they were taking the ramp onto the 
freeway. “Where are we going?”  
 
Spike looked at him oddly before turning his eyes back to 
the road. “You said you wanted Mexican and I know of a 
nice restaurant in the next town over. That way your 
little friends won’t see us.” 
 
Xander looked at himself in panic. He was wearing his 
sneakers, a pair of jeans and a gray tee shirt with a back 
corduroy button down on top of it as a jacket. “Oh my 
god, we’re going on a date and I didn't get dressed up. 
And that just proves how gay I am now, worrying about 



clothes, but I would have dressed up…or at least 
showered and made sure I was Sure.” 
 
“Stop panicking, pet! You’re fine, 's not like we’re going 
to some nancy-boy place. It’ll be dark and look like crap 
but they have the best enchiladas and salsa to kill for.”  
 
Xander squeezed his eyes closed. He could imagine Spike 
killing someone over something like salsa, that was 
just…how he was. Still, he was panicking. He was being 
driven down the freeway at about a hundred miles an 
hour on his first date. Ever. With a male, who just 
happened to be a vampire.  
 
He figured he was allowed a few minutes of panic.  
 
*****  
 
Spike was right; the salsa was worth killing over, as was 
the guacamole, the tamales, and the chimichangas. The 
chips were home made and warm and for dessert there 
were churros, their sugar and cinnamon coating his 
fingers.  
 
He tried to be good, though, and not embarrass Spike by 
acting weird in a restaurant. He actually used his napkin 



rather than lick his fingers like he would have done 
usually. He also stayed away from the refried beans and 
the black bean dip; he so didn’t need the added worry on 
a date.  
 
Over dinner, they talked. And by the time they left the 
place Xander was much less panicked. It was fun, really. 
Being on a date was a lot like what they usually did when 
they were hanging out, just with added bonuses. Like 
holding hands.  
 
And the making out they were currently doing against 
the DeSoto.  
 
Xander found his back against the side of the car, the 
door handle digging into his thigh. He didn’t care, 
though; all he cared about was Spike’s lips. How they felt 
against his, how they felt against his throat. How he felt 
like he was on fire.  
 
He didn’t have a lot of experience for comparison. Other 
than their kiss the other night, there had been just a few 
friendly pecks with Willow and one on the lips kiss with 
Cordy when they were in third grade and Jesse had 
double dog dared him. But the way Spike was kissing 
him, it felt like his brains melted and dribbled out of his 



ears.  
 
At first he wasn’t sure what to do with his hands or how 
to respond. Finally he gave up and put his arms around 
Spike’s neck and just stopped thinking. After a few 
moments he remembered to breathe through his nose, 
which helped a lot since Spike didn’t need to come up for 
air.  
 
Their tongues met and Spike’s seemed to sort of curl 
around his before he pulled back and nibbled at Xander’s 
lips for a moment before pulling Xander even closer to 
him. All of Xander’s blood seemed to be rushing to his 
lips and his cock and he noticed that at some point in 
time he’d gotten hard.  
 
It seemed that as soon as he noticed, it was very 
uncomfortable. Without even thinking he moved his hips 
against Spike, trying for some sort of friction or relief.  
 
Spike pulled away again, stepping away from him till he 
was a full arm’s length from Xander. They were both 
breathless and the heckler in his head cheered that he'd 
managed to make Spike pant. A cool hand caressed the 
side of his face.  
 



“Best stop, luv, or else your first time will be on the hood 
of the DeSoto and I don’t think you’re quite ready for 
that.”  
 
Xander just nodded and Spike opened the door so he 
could slide into the passenger seat. He was really glad 
that Spike was older at that very moment; if he hadn’t 
been more mature, Xander was sure he would have gone 
just a bit too far for a first date. 
 
*****  
 
Xander yawned and pretended to be interested in his 
science homework. He was failing that course, just about, 
but couldn’t find it within himself to care. He had enough 
science credits to graduate; he was mostly taking Biology 
II to stick with Willow and Buffy.  
 
Buffy and Giles were training, or having an argument 
using the training equipment, he wasn’t quite sure 
which. His brain was a bit too muzzy. Staying up late so 
he could spend some time with Spike and trying to slay 
was playing havoc with his sleep schedule.  
 
“Mm. Just this once I'd like to be the Overlooked One.”  
 



“Well, I'm... afraid that is not...” Buffy gave Giles a hard 
kick and the older man staggered back. “You have 
responsibilities that other girls do not.”  
 
Okay, he so did not want to get into the middle of this. 
He hated it when Buffy and Giles fought. Well, they 
weren’t fighting, exactly. It was more like a discussion 
with punches. He hated these things because he could 
see both sides.  
 
Buffy was the Slayer, it was her job to go out and kill the 
vampires and monsters of the night. If she didn’t, 
innocent people died. Then again, she deserved to have a 
night off once in a while.  
 
“Oh! I know this one! Slaying entails certain sacrifices, 
blah, blah, bity blah, I'm so stuffy, gimme a scone.”  
 
“It's as if you know me.”  
 
Giles’ voice was dry and at its most sarcastic. Xander 
frowned. Okay, that was just stereotypical. Spike was 
English but he wasn’t stuffy, even if he did like scones. 
Buffy unleashed another punch and kick combination 
and Giles staggered again.  
 



He shook his head. “You know, Giles, if you want I can 
patrol with you and Buffy and Wills can go to the dance. 
That way the Hellmouth is covered and Buffy gets her 
night of girly fun.”  
 
“What? You can’t patrol, Xander!” 
 
“Hmm, that’s an excellent compromise. Fine, Buffy, you 
can go!” 
 
She stopped and looked at Xander and then back at 
Giles. “Xander can’t patrol with you! He’s all…fragile. And 
he’s going to the dance with me and Willow.”  
 
“Hey! I am so not fragile. Besides, I hadn’t planned on 
going to the dance, Buff, sorry. I can’t really see me 
dressing up. It’s bad enough Snyder is forcing us to take 
the kids trick or treating at the end of the month. Me and 
Giles can have a night of male bonding, being all guy 
friend like. We’ll patrol, kill a few fledges and then I’ll try 
to get Giles to buy me imported beer. It’ll be fun!”  
 
“I am not buying you alcohol.” By the small smile on 
Giles’ face, he could tell the Watcher knew he was just 
playing around. Xander turned a pout on him.  
 



“Awww, you’re no fun.”  
 
Buffy looked from him to Giles again and Xander fought 
back a snicker. If this was a cartoon her eyes would have 
been bugging out. “You’re saying you want to hang out 
with Tweed Man? And miss out taking Willow to the 
dance?”  
 
He just knew that with his luck Willow was standing right 
behind him. “I was going to try to get my Mom’s car but 
this works out. You and Willow can have a fun time at 
the party and Giles and I will go out and…um, kill things. 
Besides, it’s not like anything bad is happening right 
now.”  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Fifteen 

He shouldn’t have gotten out of bed, that’s all there was 
to it. Better yet, he should have gone over to Spike’s last 
night after the big dance and just…not come out of the 
house. For a year maybe. And he was really trying to 



ignore the fact that Spike would probably be more than 
happy to hurt his two best friends right now and that 
they’d deserve it.  
 
Xander should have known not to tempt fate like he had, 
but as soon as he'd opened his big mouth Willow had 
come into the library saying Rodney Munson was 
missing. Only he wasn’t missing, he was just back at the 
museum looking like he’d been through one of those 
Ronco Food Dehydrators that was on the infomercials 
late at night. And a big guy with a big knife attacked 
them.  
 
And the girls didn’t even notice he was able to flip 
someone over his shoulder. Giles had looked at him 
oddly but he'd just grinned.  
 
Then there was Ampata. She had been beautiful, but still 
didn’t ring his bells. Or chimes or whatever. He was still 
steering clear of the whole plumbing thing. But just 
because he was nice to her and tried to distract her so 
Buffy and Willow could figure out how and why the 
mummy did the shuffle out of the museum didn’t mean 
that he liked her. Liked her, liked her.  
 
Then there was this whole…thing with Willow. Every time 



he tried to talk to her she changed the subject, or asked 
about what he was wearing to the dance and then fussed 
at him for not wanting to go to it. Xander used to think 
he was the king of babble but Willow had turned into the 
High Queen because she just didn’t give him a chance.  
 
And Spike wasn’t happy with Xander patrolling with 
Giles, not that he thought that Giles was moving in on his 
territory but the vampire didn’t think he’d be safe. It was 
kinda cute in a rather growly sort of way.  
 
So he ignored the fact that he had a blonde shadow 
when he and Giles went to talk to Buffy before the 
dance, and if it hadn’t been for Spike he would have had 
the life sucked out of him. Literally.  
 
But now it was the next day of school, a Friday, and he 
had to deal with Buffy and Willow teasing him about 
having yet another close call with a deadly female. As far 
as he was concerned, it had only made him gayer. If that 
was possible. His meat and two veg, as Spike would call 
them, had had two close calls with dangerous women, 
therefore they didn’t want to be around any more and he 
was all for that.  
 
And the vegetable thing was even worse than the 



plumbing. 
 
At least the actual school day was over. Hopefully the 
girls would get tired of teasing him and move on. Or, 
more likely, a giant meteor would fall on the school, 
wiping out everyone left in the building.  
 
And while he wanted to live until he at least got to third 
base with Spike, he was just about ready to wish it to 
happen.  
 
“Tell me, Xander, was she all wrinkly when she started 
kissing you? Did she taste like dust?”  
 
Buffy was being smug and Willow was moping. Yeah, that 
meteor could crash here at any time. The school was just 
starting to empty out at the end of the day, the few 
buses had left but there was yet another football game 
that night, this time away, and there were still a lot of 
kids hanging around. He just wanted to escape to the 
library, or better yet just to…leave. Go home, grab some 
stuff and spend some time with Spike.  
 
“Really, Xander, you need to start looking for nice, 
normal girls to date. Closer to home. Not me, though, I 
have Angel. You need someone who understands you 



like Angel does me.”  
 
He’d grown a bit over the summer, and thanks to Spike 
he had more muscle. Usually that was a good thing but 
right now it was bad, it meant that he couldn’t hide in a 
locker until the girls went away. Maybe this uneasy 
feeling was what little kids called cooties.  
 
“Buffy, it’s not going to happen. For three reasons: first, I 
didn’t like Ampata like that. And secondly, Willow, I love 
you like you’re my sister. Sister, Wills, not girlfriend. 
Thirdly, there is no way in hell I’d want anyone like 
Angelus near me.”  
 
Buffy got that furious look on her face that she always 
got when he put down her sweetie pie Angel, and Willow 
looked like she was going to cry. Her eyes were all big 
and watery and her lower lip looked trembly. He turned 
and walked as fast as he could for the library. He didn’t 
want to tell them both at once, he felt like Willow 
deserved to know about his sexual orientation first, but if 
it was going to happen now he could at least take it 
somewhere private.  
 
He didn’t get the chance. Buffy grabbed his arm and 
turned him around. “First, don’t you ever talk about 



Angel like that again. He has a soul, and that means he’s 
good.”  
 
There were so many things wrong with that statement it 
wasn’t even funny, but when he opened his mouth Buffy 
shook him slightly. It was probably only with a fraction of 
her strength but it was enough to make Xander shut his 
mouth. It wasn’t worth the extra hassle.  
 
“Secondly, you could do a hell of a lot worse than Willow 
and how dare you hurt her like that? Throwing yourself 
at Ampata…” 
 
He jerked his arm out of her hand and turned to face her. 
A small voice in the back of his head said to just shut up 
and walk away but he was too fucking angry to listen. 
There was no way he'd thrown himself at Ampata; he 
had gotten her out of the way while the gang researched 
that seal and talked to her, that was it. His boyfriend had 
been there for god’s sake; if Spike hadn’t pulled her off of 
him he would have been mummified too.  
 
“Shut up, Buffy. I was looking for Ampata so you could do 
the slaying thing. In no way, shape or form did I want the 
hussy to kiss me. I really don’t think it’s funny that she 
almost killed me, but hey, my death isn’t funny to me. 



Maybe it is to you. And I love Willow; one day she’s going 
to find someone that appreciates her as she is and loves 
her as she is because she’s beautiful and special and 
deserves that, it’s just not going to be me.”  
 
“You can’t keep chasing after me, Xander. I love Angel 
with all my heart…” 
 
“Please, get over yourself, Buffy. In case you hadn’t 
noticed, I haven’t chased you since you got back from 
LA.”  
 
“Then why don’t you want Willow?”  
 
Xander felt really guilty. They were both talking like 
Willow wasn’t there but she was, and she was crying and 
he just wanted to hug her and make her feel better. But 
when he moved towards her she flinched and it just hurt, 
deep down in his chest. “Because she’s my family, she’s 
my sister. I love you too, Buff, you’re a good friend but 
Willow’s been there for me forever.”  
 
“Well, just look at her as someone else, someone who 
isn’t your sister. You’d make such a great couple, Xander, 
if you only tried…” 
 



“Damn it! I’m gay, Buffy, it’s not going to happen!” 
 
*****  
 
Spike woke slowly, the sun not yet having set. He was 
glad to see autumn coming, he got so bloody bored 
sitting inside for twelve hours a day and more during the 
summer. Daytime telly sucked. Well, except for Passions, 
and he really only liked that because it wasn’t expected 
of him.  
 
Only he wasn’t so bored when Xander was around. The 
boy had enthusiasm to spare about anything and almost 
everything.  
 
He was still getting over the shock of being with a lover 
that didn’t play games with him, didn’t even know how 
to play them. Xander didn’t try to make him jealous, or 
push him away. He hadn’t even made any sarcastic 
remarks the night before when he’d pulled that…that 
mummy and her lips off his boy.  
 
And wasn’t that odd, having an actual mummy trying to 
drain the life force from his teenaged lover? And here he 
thought his life would be mundane now that Drusilla was 
gone.  



 
And Xander could have reacted badly, but no. After the 
mummy girl, Ampata Xan said her name was, had run off 
he’d been pulled into a searing kiss. For all that Xander 
said he was new to snogging, he sure knew how to use 
those luscious lips of his.  
 
And what he’d said! Spike still was laughing at it when 
he’d gone to bed, the sun rising in the sky. “My hero! 
However shall I repay you for such a noble deed?”  
 
Xander was silly and fun and just plain a pleasure to be 
around. He had no idea how much Spike wanted to pin 
him to the couch or bed and just fuck him stupid with 
fangs and cock. He wanted to claim him, keep him 
forever and eventually turn him. He wanted Xander 
forever. 
 
Spike was willing to admit he was slightly obsessed.  
 
Still, instead of keeping a court that befitted a Master, 
Spike had gone through and killed all of the Anointed 
One’s minions, for the most part. Two or three of the 
smarter ones were still around to do his bidding, do his 
laundry and things like that. Normally, though, a Master 
would keep as few as twenty and as many as two 



hundred minions.  
 
But Spike didn’t need them, didn’t need their brown 
nosing and fawning all over him. All he really needed was 
Xander.  
 
Well, that and someone to pick up the house once a 
week.  
 
He heard a key in the lock and knew that since the sun 
wasn’t quite down yet it must be Xander. The minion 
that picked up things for him knew a human visited, he 
even kept the shelves stocked with a bit of human food. 
They thought it was part of his plan to take down the 
Slayer. In reality, Spike didn’t give a damn about the 
blonde bimbo; she was stupid and self involved.  
 
He rolled out of bed and pulled on a pair of jeans and a 
shirt before opening the door. As soon as he did he was 
hit with the smell of blood and pain and misery. He 
rushed out into the living room to find Xander huddled 
on the couch.  
 
He’d been worked over pretty good. One eye was 
swollen and he had a split lip. He was holding himself 
awkwardly, one arm closer to his body than the other. 



Spike growled low in his chest and at the sound Xander 
turned wide eyes onto him.  
 
“Xan, luv, what happened?”  
 
Xander all but threw himself at the vampire and Spike 
took him in his arms and guided him back to the couch. 
Spike knew he’d need to take the boy to a doctor or 
something but right now he needed to get Xander 
calmed down.  
 
“Okay, so I came out of the closet to Willow and Buffy, 
not about you but about being gay and that I didn’t like 
Ampata like they were saying and why I didn’t like Willow 
like a girlfriend because eww, she’s my sister. Was. 
Anyway, they said some things and I said things back 
until Giles finally got them to back down. I wasn’t lying to 
them, either! I mean, I said that there was this guy I 
really liked and, hello, you are a guy. Sort of, I mean, 
hello, vampire, but I was having enough of a problem 
telling them I was gay and getting them to believe it 
without going into the whole ‘I’m in love with William 
the Bloody’ thing.” 
 
Xander took a few deep breaths and Spike tried not to 
grin at the part where he admitted he was in love with 



him. The boy probably didn’t even notice it himself.  
 
“Anyway, the girls didn’t want to believe me, kept on 
using preying mantis woman and Buffy as examples of 
why I couldn’t be gay, but hey, I’m gay, I’m not dead. Just 
because I notice a pretty girl doesn’t mean I want her 
though. I pointed out that before I knew him I thought 
Angel was very handsome and don’t growl because I 
hated him as soon as he opened his mouth but you’ve 
got to admit he’s rather hunky.” 
 
Spike chuckled. “Got that right, pet. Angelus is rather 
sexy until he opens that big gob he calls a mouth, but 
how did you get the bruises, luv? If the Slayer beat you 
I’ll…” 
 
“No, it wasn’t the Slayer or Willow. I’m getting there. 
See, the girls just didn't want to believe what I was saying 
and refused to listen so Giles just told us all to go home 
and we’d deal with it later. He said for me to call later 
during the weekend and in the meantime he’d try to talk 
to the girls and that he was proud of me.”  
 
Xander smiled at that and Spike made a note not to kill 
the Watcher unless he absolutely had to. He was glad his 
boy was getting some support, at least.  



 
Then the smile faded. “I went home and was gonna talk 
to my Mom and then come over and spend some time 
with you. I mean, I still owe you a reward for saving me 
last night.” Here Xander blushed and Spike leered at him. 
He knew what kind of reward he’d like but he wasn’t 
sure Xander was up for it now. Still, it was nice that he’d 
been thinking that way.  
 
“I shouldn’t have gone home, I know that now. See, I told 
Buffy and Willow I was gay in the hall at school. I should 
have known someone would say something; hell, it might 
even have been Buffy or Willow. I really hope not. So, my 
Dad was waiting for me. Said he wasn’t going to accept 
some queerboy for a son. He started to show 
his…displeasure on my face.”  
 
Xander chuckled but it was a dark sound. “You know 
what’s funny? In the first moments of the beating, all I 
could think of was how my boyfriend could and probably 
would kill my father. How easy it would be for you to 
snap his neck, or make him bleed. What was almost 
worst was the fact that Mom just…sat there. Doing 
nothing. It was creepy; I kinda think he might have 
started on her first for having a gay son.”  
 



“Anyhow, I was thinking of what you’d do to him, but I 
kinda realized that I didn’t want you to kill him, not now 
at least. I don’t want Buffy coming after you. And the 
next time he went to hit me I blocked it. I think it jarred 
my arm or broke a bone or something. I got so mad that 
he’d hit me hard enough to break something that I…hit 
him back. And it was like I saw red and didn’t stop hitting 
for a few minutes. He’s still alive, Mom was taking care of 
him. But…for once in my life I fought back. I stopped him, 
Spike! And it was thanks to you!” 
 
Spike gently hugged his lover. “It was you that found the 
courage to do it, pet. That was all you and I’m proud of 
you. Don’t mean I’m not gonna kill the wanker, though. 
Bloody bastard hurting his own child. No better than 
Angelus. But you did good, luv. Can’t tell you how proud I 
am.”  
 
Xander took a few deep breaths and nuzzled into Spike’s 
neck. His head was on his shoulder and Spike could feel 
the tension and hurt and everything start to fall away. 
Pretty soon the adrenalin would wind down out of the 
boy and he’d be in even more pain from his beating and 
tired and cranky. Spike needed to get him to a doc before 
that.  
 



“Spike…Dad did kick me out, though, and I’ve got to 
admit that I’m scared to sleep in the same house as him 
right now. Can I stay here? All the time? I’ll work or do 
laundry or something to help with rent and…” 
 
“Sure, Xander. For right now, don’t worry about all that. 
I’ll take care of you. Took care of my Dru for a hundred 
years, didn’t I? I’m good at taking care of someone I care 
about.”  
 
“Thanks, Spike. It’s just…weird, you know? That right 
now I trust a soulless vampire more than anyone else I 
know."  

 

Part Sixteen 

Xander peered cautiously into the library. While Buffy 
was never one to show up a half hour before school like 
Willow usually did, he wanted to check with Giles about 
his reception before running into either girl.  
 
His arms still itched. Spike had taken him to some demon 
healer Friday night, and he’d had accelerated healing 
done. On one hand, it was a pain in the ass because he’d 
had to act like Spike’s pet and it had hurt like a bitch. On 
the other hand, he didn’t have a black eye any more. His 



ribs were only tender and, while his arm still needed one 
of those braces that you could buy at Drug Emporium, at 
least he wasn’t going to be stuck in a cast for six weeks.  
 
He listened for a few moments but didn’t hear anything 
but Giles moving around. If Wills was in there she’d be 
talking or typing or…sobbing. God, he hoped it wasn’t the 
last. He hadn’t even tried to talk to Giles or the girls over 
the weekend. He wasn’t sure of his welcome and, well…it 
had taken a while to convince Spike not to kill them all. 
As it was it was still up in the air about his Father. He 
didn’t want him dead, all the time, and if his Dad was 
found with a railroad spike through his head it would be 
kind of obvious.  
 
Well, to Giles at least. He still wasn’t sure if Buffy had 
read up on Spike yet. He knew for a fact she hadn’t 
researched Angel’s history.  
 
He carefully walked into the library but he didn’t see 
anyone. Giles was working in his office, a cup of what 
smelled like tea in one hand and papers in the other. He 
scuffed his feet loudly and cleared his throat. Giles 
looked up and actually smiled at him and waved him into 
his office. 
 



“Xander! I was hoping I’d see you this morning. Actually I 
had hoped that you would have come by my flat at some 
point in time this weekend but, still, I’m glad to see you. 
How are you doing?”  
 
He sat in one of Giles’s chairs that wasn’t overflowing 
with books waiting to be reshelved. “I’m not sure. I’ll 
know more about how I’m doing when you tell me what 
Buffy and Willow are thinking. Do they…hate me?”  
 
Giles made a sort of stuttered sighing noise. “I feel sure 
that once they…calm down and think about things 
rationally they won’t hate you. Right now they are very 
upset and I believe there is a countywide shortage of ice 
cream from the way both of them were going at it when I 
talked to them yesterday.”  
 
Xander sighed and pulled down the sleeve of his shirt 
nervously to cover his brace. “Great, I’ve sent my best 
friend and the slayer into the land of diabetic shock.”  
 
“I know it seems difficult right now, Xander, but I do 
believe you did the right thing. Well, perhaps you 
shouldn’t have shouted it in the hallway, but I of all 
people know how insistent Buffy can be.” 
 



Xander gave a half smile. “Yeah, the Buffster, she doesn’t 
like to listen to things she doesn’t want to hear. I was 
trying to get in here at the very least, get it out of the 
hallway but she grabbed my arm.” 
 
Giles frowned. “I hadn’t realized she had hurt you so 
badly that it needed a brace.”  
 
Xander started. He’d purposely worn one of Spike’s long 
sleeved shirts to hide the brace. It was a little tight across 
the shoulders but it would do until he and Spike had a 
chance to break into his house and get the few things 
he’d left there. “N—no. It was something else.”  
 
Giles leaned back in his chair and gave him a look. It was 
at times like these when Giles wasn’t stuttering or doing 
the mild mannered librarian routine that Xander 
wondered about what he did in his free time when they 
weren’t around. It was like…seeing a glimpse of 
Superman in Clark Kent. It was weird.  
 
“Does it have something to do with the fact that when I 
called your home on Saturday afternoon your Father 
started screaming about how you were violent and he 
had kicked you out?”  
 



He had two choices: lie and have Giles call him on it or 
just tell the truth. Well, most of it. Telling the truth would 
mean he didn’t have to quickly think up a lie and make 
his head worse more than it was starting to.  
 
He shifted in his seat and sighed. He’d never really talked 
about his parents like this before and wasn’t sure where 
to start. “Well, my parents found out I was gay and when 
I got home Friday Dad wasn’t happy. He…started hitting 
on me. For the first time I stopped him and left. He did 
kick me out and I did knock him on his ass but not before 
he whaled on me pretty good.” 
 
Giles looked at him for a moment and then sighed. “I 
wish you had told me sooner but I can understand why 
you didn’t. It’s been going on for quite some time, hasn’t 
it? And Willow doesn’t know?” 
 
He could only nod. He still didn’t want to go into the 
details. Only Spike knew those and not all of them. If he 
knew them all... well, it wouldn’t be pretty.  
 
“Are you alright? Do you have a place to stay?”  
 
He looked down and took a deep breath and tried to find 
his voice. It seemed to get lost for just a moment. “Y—



yeah. I’m good, actually. I went over to Will’s afterward 
and he was there. He’s…” 
 
Xander stopped for a moment and looked at Giles from 
under the cover of his hair. “He’s the guy from this 
summer I was telling you about, and we’ve…dated. He’s 
my boyfriend.” At the thought of being able to claim that 
William the Bloody actually liked him he straightened up 
in his chair and looked at Giles straight on. Giles had a 
worried look but was smiling a bit too, so he figured that 
was good.  
 
“He…kinda knows about the real Sunnydale. Vampires 
and demons and witches oh my! He took me to a healer. 
Which was a really good thing because otherwise I’d be 
in a cast for like six or seven weeks. Dad fractured my 
arm in two places. Well, actually I did because if I hadn’t 
moved to block him he wouldn’t have broken it.” 
 
“Were there…other injuries?” Giles sounded like he was 
ready to go beat the crap out of his dad himself which 
was…kinda weird and kind of nice. Now Giles and Spike 
had common ground to bond over, and wasn’t that a 
weird thought? Maybe his brains were still scrambled.  
 
“Ummm, yeah. Ribs, black eyes, slight concussion. All 



good to go now. Well, my arm is still tender but the 
healer said I could take off the brace in a week.” Actually 
the lizard like demon had told Spike he could take the 
brace off in a week and suggested that Spike keep him 
cuffed to keep his pet from trying to take it off. After 
they’d left he’d had a giggle fit, partially from the relief of 
having all of the pain gone but most of it from imagining 
himself with one of those big cones the vets put on dogs 
on his head.  
 
“And this…William took care of you? That’s…rather nice 
of him, isn’t it? You did say he was older than you?”  
 
Now he was really squirming in his seat. He didn’t want 
to lie, not to Giles, but he was afraid if he told the truth 
Giles would do something…well, bad. Like stake Spike or 
lock Xander up for his own good.  
 
“Yes, he’s older than me but he’s not trying to get in my 
pants. Well, he is, but not right now. He actually likes me, 
Xander. He makes fun of Star Trek but he watches it with 
me, and he’s been teaching me how to fight a little bit 
and basically been a good friend. Now we’re…friends 
with kissing.” Lots of kissing, but he wasn’t going to say 
that. “We haven’t even made it to second base yet, or 
second wicket. I get confused with cricket, still.” 



 
He stopped there. Any more clues and his babble would 
all point to William the Bloody. An older man, named Will 
who was British. Yeah, if Giles really wanted to figure it 
out, the clues were mostly there. Hopefully, he wouldn’t 
want to. 
 
“That’s…good, I suppose. I’m glad he’s supporting you 
through this. I don’t suppose I’ll get to meet him anytime 
soon, though, from your state of nervousness. Are you 
staying with this…Will person?”  
 
Xander bit his lip and nodded. He was afraid to say 
anything else, really. Giles sighed again and he felt guilty. 
He really did want to tell Giles everything; he was just 
afraid of disappointing him. He watched as the other 
man opened a drawer on his desk and slid a key over to 
him.  
 
“If you ever need me, Xander, for anything, call me or let 
yourself into my flat, do you understand me? I won’t 
have you…larking about the Hellmouth if you have 
nowhere else to go. I have to admit I’m not comfortable 
with the idea of you living with your…boyfriend, but I am 
going to trust your judgment. I realize now that you were 
afraid to tell your parents about your sexuality for a good 



reason, just…don’t do anything stupid. Don’t let 
him…force you into anything before you're ready.”  
 
Xander swallowed hard as he picked up the key and held 
it tightly in his hand. He didn’t know what to say so he 
kept it simple. “Thanks, Giles.”  
 
“You’re welcome, Xander.” Giles adjusted his glasses and 
sipped at his tea, making almost the same face that Spike 
made when he drank cold tea. It must be an English 
thing.  
 
“There is one thing you can do for me, Giles. I’m going to 
talk to the Guidance Counselor. I’m kinda flunking 
chemistry and, well, I don’t see myself as the college type 
so I don’t need to take it. And if I ever do want to go I can 
take it then. It’s just…both Buffy and Willow are in that 
class and it would be majorly weird to have to deal with 
them both. I have it right after lunch, so do you mind if I 
ask to be switched to a study hall here in the library? I 
figure you can kind of teach me like you’ve been teaching 
Buffy, only without the slayer stuff. I’m actually 
interested in learning more about demons and stuff, 
though, and I want to learn how to fight better.”  
 
Giles looked shocked and pleased all at once. “I must say, 



I cannot believe you are asking to actually do research 
and open these, and I quote, ‘musty old books’ on your 
own. And I thought this Will was teaching you to fight?”  
 
“Actually, it was kind of his idea. That way you can teach 
me too, so I can sorta learn all I can. Knowledge is power 
and all that stuff. He figures the more I know about the 
Hellmouth and the things that go bump in the night, the 
less chance I have of getting killed.”  
 
And it had actually been Spike’s idea; well, in a way. He’d 
actually bitched about why Giles hadn’t taught him more 
defensive skills. Which made Xander wonder too, but 
now he was actually asking, and maybe that had 
something to do with it. 
 
“Well, I certainly don’t mind. In fact I’d be rather pleased 
to help you out.” There was only a half hour left before 
school started but for most of it they spent talking about 
training. Xander didn’t want to just learn how to fight, he 
kinda…wanted to learn all he could. If he stayed with 
Spike in the long term, and that’s what he’d like to do, 
he’d have to deal with a lot of different demons, plus, 
hello, vampire.  
 
They finally left the office and Xander had a book of 



beginning demonology to read that had a Garfield book 
cover over it. Willow’s work, he was sure.  
 
“How fast do you read, Xander? Do you think you’ll have 
time to finish the first five chapters by next week? If so, 
I’ll test you on the different ways to identify the demons 
listed and how to kill them.”  
 
“I think I can have it done by then. It’ll be easy since I’ll 
probably avoid the Scooby meetings for a while.” It 
would also be easier to read because he wouldn’t have 
his father drinking and shouting, and if he ran into 
problems he could ask Spike to help. Spike liked killing 
things, no matter if it was demon or human. “Hey, does 
Buffy do this? Because I’m sure I would have heard her, 
umm, complain about it.”  
 
“No, I’m afraid not. While these studies would help Buffy 
in her work as the slayer, well, usually the girls don’t…live 
long enough to finish the book. More effort goes into 
teaching the slayer what she needs to survive and 
physical training, of course.”  
 
Giles had a sad look and those words chilled Xander. It 
wasn’t worth teaching a slayer because she’d end up 
dead anyhow. Then again, Buffy was supposed to be 



permanently dead already. “Cheer up, G-man, Buffy isn’t 
like most slayers.” 
 
“What? Oh, yes. Of course, you’re right about that. No, 
these studies are the sort young children in Watcher 
families might do, to prepare them for training to be a 
Watcher.”  
 
Xander grinned at that. “Really? Cool!”  
 
Just then the library doors opened and Xander found his 
heart in his throat. He really wasn’t ready to face the girls 
yet.  
 
Luckily, it was just Cordelia. And wasn’t it odd that he 
was glad to see her?  
 
“Good, you’re here. I thought you’d be moping like your 
little friends. I need to talk to you.” She walked up to 
him, her heels clicking on the tile floor and started 
dragging Xander back to the stacks.  
 
“And a good morning to you too, Ms. Chase. A lovely day 
it is, thank you for asking.” 
 
“Whatever, Giles. I need to talk to Xander. Alone.” She 



had a firm grip on his good arm as she dragged him up 
the stairs and into the stacks. She finally stopped when 
they were near the back wall and as far away from Giles 
as she could drag him without leaving the library itself.  
 
“What the hell?” 
 
“Is it true?” Cordy looked him up and down as if she was 
looking for flaws, and for all he knew she was. He didn’t 
even have to ask what she was talking about.  
 
“Umm, that whole me being gay thing? Yeah.” 
 
“Oh, thank god!”  
 
He did a double take. “What?”  
 
“I have actually flirted with you three times this school 
year and you ignored it instead of throwing yourself at 
my feet and begging for my attentions. Do you know 
what that could do to my reputation if you weren’t gay 
and someone found out I couldn’t hook a loser like you?” 
 
He sighed, but was secretly relived that at least one 
female he knew wasn’t going to pitch a fit. “You really 
want to be Blair Warner when you grow up, don’t you 



Cordy?”  
 
She shrugged and smiled. “But of course, and you can be 
Jo, only not as butch. Listen, I have a proposition for 
you.” 
 
“Umm, hello. Gay men don’t take propositions from 
women.” 
 
She slapped him, but it was on his good arm so he only 
winced a little. What was it with women wanting to beat 
up on the Xan-man? “Not that kind of proposition, 
moron. Something that can be mutually beneficial. I may 
be just a Junior but you know I pretty much rule the 
school. I will…pave the way for you to be socially 
acceptable. Of course, I can do nothing about your little 
friends being all pissy with you, but I can keep most of 
the jocks from hassling you just by giving you the great 
pleasure of sharing my company.” 
 
He narrowed his eyes and looked at her. It made sense in 
a twisted sort of Cordelia way. “But we don’t like each 
other.”  
 
“Pfft. As if that matters. I have Aura and Harmony and 
Dawn for mindless obedience. I need someone I can be 



bitchy with.”  
 
Bitchy he could do, he just needed to find a more manly 
way of putting it. Still...“What do you get out of it?” 
 
Cordelia smiled but it wasn’t a nice kind of smile. “Oh, 
that’s the good part. You keep your undead boyfriend 
away from my neck.”  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Seventeen 

Xander wondered if it was possible for a teenager to 
have a heart attack. That’s what it felt like, at least it felt 
like the commercials and TV shows said a heart attack 
felt like. He couldn’t breathe; it was almost as if there 
was some huge demon sitting on his chest, trying to 
crush the life out of him. He felt dizzy.  
 
“Wh—what?”  
 
Cordelia sighed. “Look, I know you’re seeing that Pike 



guy…” 
 
“Spike.”  
 
She smiled and Xander realized he had fallen right into 
her trap. “Right. Spike. The guy who tried to kill Buffy on 
Parent Teacher Night, the guy I saw you hanging out with 
this summer, and the guy who I saw nearly suck your 
face off the other night when that Ampata girl made a 
pass at you. Although I don’t blame him; I wouldn’t be 
happy if I caught my boyfriend kissing some skanky 
whore. I’d make his life a living hell.”  
 
“She was a mummy and was trying to draw out my life 
force.” His voice seemed far away and he watched 
detachedly as Cordy tilted her head.  
 
“Oh. Whatever. Only you, Xander, Boy Blunder, would 
end up dating an undead serial killer.” 
 
“Okay, I have no idea what you’re talking about and…did 
you just make a Batman reference? That just…destroys 
my whole image of you.”  
 
Cordelia huffed and crossed her arms over her chest. 
Good thing he was gay now or else he would have been 



majorly distracted. As it was he didn’t need her…girl 
chest in his space, not while he was about to have a 
heart attack.  
 
“Never mind that. Look, it’s okay. Whatever kinky 
necrophilia you’ve got going with Spike doesn’t bother 
me. If he was going to kill you or use you against Buffy he 
would have done it by now and I know a good kiss when I 
see it. That night at the Bronze, that was a damn good 
kiss. He had a chance to kill me and Willow on Parent 
Teacher Night, but instead he let us live. Just give me 
your word that he won’t try to kill me when the time 
comes and I’ll keep my mouth shut. Otherwise, I’m sure 
Giles would like to know more about your boyfriend.”  
 
Xander sighed and winced when he tried to use his bad 
arm to cover his face for a moment. “You know I don’t 
have, like…any power over Spike at all? Right? I’ve…I’m 
trying to keep all of this…” he waved his hand, indicating 
the library and just being a Scooby in general. “All of the 
slayer stuff and all of the Spike stuff separate. Hell, I 
didn’t even ask him not to kill me. It’s not like he’s some 
tame circus tiger.”  
 
“You’re stupid. You know that, right? He hasn’t killed you 
or used you to kill your friends and might even have kept 



Willow and me alive just because we know you. I would 
also guess that he’s the reason why you’ve had a make 
over, although you still need some tips and maybe a 
manicure. You have that vampire wrapped around your 
little finger. You just don’t know it.”  
 
The warning bell rang for first period and Xander jumped. 
Somewhere Buffy and Willow were getting their bags 
and walking together down the crowded halls. Were they 
wondering where he was? Did they want to talk to him or 
were they still upset?  
 
He looked at Cordelia. He had a feeling that dealing with 
her was just as dangerous as Spike. Except Spike was 
supposed to be evil; Cordy did it part time as a hobby. 
“Look, can we talk about this later? After school or 
something?”  
 
“Sure. You can go shopping with me after school. I’m 
dating a college guy right now and I need to revamp my 
wardrobe. Plus, there’s Halloween to think about. Snyder 
is making us dress up and take some of the rug rats 
around trick or treating. Just what I need, a bunch of snot 
nosed, hyperactive, crumb catchers interfering with my 
social calendar.”  
 



Xander had to grin at that. There was the shallow, vain 
Cordy he knew and couldn’t stand. “Cool. We can meet 
somewhere to look around. There’s a new costume shop 
downtown called Ethan’s."  
 
She turned and gave him one of those looks that made 
him feel about three inches high and slower than that 
retarded drunk on Andy Griffith. “You’re not serious, are 
you? Buy something as important as a Halloween 
costume at some discount shop that won’t be there past 
November the 2nd?”  
 
She shook her head and Xander just knew he was in big 
trouble. “Silly boy, you have much to learn in the ways of 
shopping if you’re going to be gay. The first is, always buy 
or rent your costume out of town so that no one will 
have anything remotely like yours. You don’t want any 
competition. We’ll skip last period and you can go…call 
your pet vampire or leave a post-it on his coffin or 
whatever and we can be in LA in an hour or two, tops. 
Rodeo Drive first to look around and then the Garment 
District and high-end places like Partytown. Bring all the 
cash can get out of your man.”  
 
She turned around and quickly made her way out of the 
stacks and Xander stood there, stunned for a moment, 



before following. “Cordy, you do know that whole gay 
man shopping is a stereotype, right? Cordy?”  
 
******  
 
Spike grinned as he looked at the set up in the old 
warehouse. Dalton, one of the minions he had allowed to 
live, might be a sniveling little coward who couldn't find 
his arse with both hands, but he could read and follow 
orders. For a minion, he was Mensa smart.  
 
The sycophant had actually followed each of Spike’s 
orders. It was perfect. It had a good power supply, plenty 
of room and a big blast furnace. In one room there was a 
magically reinforced gibbet hanging in front of the east 
facing windows.  
 
A long, low table held a variety of items, from mundane 
branding irons and fireplace pokers to a cat-o-nine tails, 
to an iron whip and the more medieval Pear of Anguish, a 
Cat’s Paw and a foot press. It looked…odd next to the 
state of the art tazers and car battery. There was a good, 
old fashioned ladder rack that looked like it came right 
out of the Tower of London set up in the middle of the 
room, positioned so the person on the rack could see 
everything the torturer was about to do to them.  



 
It was a vampire’s dream playground. Angelus himself 
would be proud, which was very ironic since it would be 
Angel that ended up getting…played with. He laughed 
under his breath. He was getting tired of waiting for 
revenge. He’d been patient, more so than usual. 
Thankfully, Xander was more than just a distraction and, 
while Spike still missed Drusilla, he couldn’t imagine his 
unlife without the boy.  
 
He was turning into a fucking sap.  
 
He growled to himself and Dalton jumped. Part of him 
hated that he was turning into such a…ponce over some 
human child. Then there were days when Xander just 
gave everything he had to him, trusted a vampire even 
though it went against everything he’d been taught. 
Everyone had either left or betrayed him, not always 
willingly but it was true. As much as he had loved Dru, 
she’d get it in her head to traipse off after Angelus or 
some other demon, leaving Spike for days, if not weeks.  
 
Xander thought of him first these days, even over his 
friends. He’d followed the lad to school on Monday, just 
to make sure no one was going to give him any trouble. It 
was hard, going through the sewers and coming up 



through the boiler room and then finding that secret 
passage into the library that Xander had only mentioned 
once.  
 
He heard the dark haired chit’s proposition quite well. In 
fact, part of him admired her for it. It was a prize bit of 
blackmail and manipulation. He’d waited to see what 
Xander was going to do. Anyone else would have lied and 
tried to screw with him.  
 
Not Xander, though. No, the boy came straight to him 
and told him everything, nearly word for word. He still 
didn’t ask for Cordelia’s safety. Didn’t ask Spike to act 
against his nature. Just…told him what she’d said and left 
it at that.  
 
So of course he’d said he wouldn’t kill the little chit, as 
long as she didn’t try to kill him. Xander had laughed and 
said that he’d probably end up closer to death because 
she was dragging him shopping.  
 
Tonight, though, Xander was at home. His new faghag, 
Cordelia, had some college party to go to and, while 
Xander said he’d been invited by the Watcher to a 
Scooby meeting, Xander wasn’t going and it wasn’t as 
though Spike was going to encourage the lad to hang out 



with the Slayer.  
 
He made a final inspection of the warehouse and, aside 
from maybe a giant dunk tank filled with holy water, it 
was ready for Angelus. Still, it needed to be…tested.  
 
“Did you make all the arrangements?”  
 
The minion jumped and scurried to Spike’s side from the 
corner he’d been cowering in. “Yes, Master Spike. It’s 
been arranged.” 
 
“Tell me again.” Spike pulled out a cigarette and lit it 
while the minion pulled out a day planner, of all things. 
You couldn’t kill good help these days; no respectable 
vampire had a fucking day planner.  
 
“We arranged for a call to be made for a job offer out of 
town. Not too good, but better than what the human has 
here. His wife is going out of town thanks to a “trip” she 
won from a contest she doesn’t remember. She’s leaving 
on the 30th, and he’s supposed to leave the evening of 
the 31st.” 
 
Spike grinned. “Good. Make sure everyone knows he’s 
leaving, I don’t care if you have to get him drunk and 



drag him through town boasting that he’s leaving.”  
 
“Yes, Master Spike.”  
 
Spike had to grin. For once, everything was coming 
together. If he did this right, no one would ever suspect it 
was him and Xander wouldn’t have to answer any 
questions. “We’ll have a very lovely trick waiting for Mr. 
Harris then, won’t we?”  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Eighteen 

“I can’t believe that bitch stole my costume idea! I mean, 
really, Harmony knew I was going as a cat. I always go as 
a cat! How dare she! She’s such a vapid whore.”  
 
Xander sighed as he tried to struggle into his costume. 
The past few days hanging out with Cordelia had been 
weird to the extreme. For one thing, she seemed to think 
it was okay to just walk in on him trying on clothes or 
changing since he was gay. When he had asked her how 



she would like it, she’d replied that he didn’t know what 
to do with a girl so why should she worry?  
 
In the past two weeks since their deal he’d been dragged 
shopping twice, had to defend himself verbally from the 
Cordettes. Then there was the day that Spike had 
laughed his ass off. Apparently he had large pores or 
whatever the hell it was and she had insisted that he 
needed a facial. Spike could smell the avocado from six 
feet and had called him Guacamole for two days.  
 
Still, hanging out with Cordelia wasn’t the same as with 
Buffy and Willow. Well, it was mainly Willow he missed. 
Oh, he missed Buffy, but he’d hadn’t even known her for 
a year yet. He was so used to being able to turn around 
and talk to Willow that it hurt that she wasn’t there.  
 
He could still see her and try to talk to her but she’d get 
all teary and red in the face and nearly run away from 
him. Giles said that she was just confused and trying to 
work things out but Xander was really worried that he’d 
lost her and it kinda hurt worse than Jesse’s death. Jesse 
didn’t have a choice and even after he was vamped he 
had come back for Xander.  
 
Buffy was upset for another reason. After the incident 



where she’d lied to Giles to go with Cordy to that frat 
party, Giles was letting up on her slayer studies and 
letting her have some free time. Problem was, Xander 
was the one helping Giles out. He’d already learned to 
identify about fifteen species of demon, learned which 
were harmless to humans and how to kill the ones that 
weren’t.  
 
On Buffy’s night off he’d gone on patrol with Giles. She 
had found out and the next day they’d almost had a 
screaming fight about it, talking about how it was her 
duty and not Xander’s. Then she’d suggested he was 
trying to seduce both Angel and Giles.  
 
He’d laughed until he choked when Giles had dryly 
commented that he wasn’t necessarily that much of an 
ogre but he had been assured long ago that Xander 
didn’t lust after his pipes.  
 
Trouble was, Buffy didn’t get it, couldn’t get the joke 
because it was something that only he and Giles had 
shared. That only made her more jealous. Then, of 
course, Cordy had to make things worse by flirting with 
Angel.  
 
Buffy was so not a happy camper right now.  



 
“Are you going to come out of that bathroom stall or am 
I going to have to drag you out?” Cordy’s voice broke into 
his brooding. Not that he called it brooding, but Spike 
did. He grinned when he thought of his boyfriend. Spike 
had many ways of making him lighten up.  
 
He adjusted himself one more time before stepping out 
of the stall. He looked at Cordelia and gave a mini-turn. 
“Does it meet with your approval, oh great fashion 
guru?”  
 
She looked him up and down and Xander just knew what 
the girls who posed for Playboy must feel like. “Not bad. 
Who knew you had such a good ass behind all those 
baggy clothes?” 
 
“Hey, I’ve gotten better and, besides, these jeans are 
really way too tight. I don’t think I can sit down and it 
feels like they’re trying to crawl up my butt crack.”  
 
“Live with it, you big baby! Being well dressed very rarely 
means being comfortable. You think these boots feel 
good? Hell no, but they make my legs look longer, my ass 
look better and go with the outfit.” She gestured down at 
the high-heeled stiletto boots she was wearing.  



 
At first Cordelia had planned on going in a simple cat 
outfit but Harmony had gotten mad that she had gone 
shopping with Xander and was trying to out-do her. 
Xander had pointed out that if Halloween ended up like 
the frat party, Cordelia could use some weapons and 
between the two of them they had exchanged the simple 
spotted cat for a genuine black sixties style cat suit and 
mask. High-heeled boots, opera gloves with claws sewn 
in by one of Cordy’s minions, cat's ears and mask, and 
Xander had to admit she looked damn good.  
 
He grinned. “They do look great. Very Julie Newmar. 
Young men from across the nation still watch the old 
Batman series just to have jerking off material. Devon 
will love it.” She'd been having an on again, off again 
relationship with the lead singer of the Dingoes. Cordy 
loved dating a musician but didn’t seem to love the fact 
that Devon was a few cards shy of a deck.  
 
Personally, he kinda thought the guy was living in his own 
version of a Cheech and Chong movie but he was sure as 
hell not going to comment on her choice of guys. People 
who have vampires for boyfriends shouldn’t make fun of 
stoners. Or something like that.  
 



“Harmony is just going to die of envy!” She actually 
bounced just a bit, which was kinda scary since she was 
holding a bullwhip to complete the ensemble. He really 
didn’t know where she'd got it.  
 
He looked in the mirror at his own costume. The 
motorcycle boots were his, as was the leather belt. He’d 
bought the jeans with Cordelia and they were so tight he 
didn’t think he could sit down without hurting himself 
seriously. That also meant he couldn’t think about Spike 
or how he’d actually gotten to at least second or maybe 
third base. He wasn’t sure if frottage counted as third 
base if all their clothes had been left on.  
 
He tried not to think about it. Really hard.  
 
The shirt was one of Spike’s and it was tight too. Given a 
stiff breeze and more thoughts about the night before 
and he was sure everyone would be able to see his 
nipples. That is, if it wasn’t for the jacket.  
 
He’d gone out on patrol one night when Spike was doing 
whatever it was that he was planning. Xander could tell 
his boyfriend was up to something but he had a feeling 
he didn’t want to know. He had actually managed to kill 
two fledges before one almost got him from behind. It 



had been a difficult fight but that was only because the 
fledge was wearing the softest black leather bomber 
jacket he’d ever seen and he wanted it.  
 
He’d almost gotten the crap kicked out of him, but he 
managed to stake the fledge, but not the coat.  
 
“You do realize you’re being a great big dork, don’t you? 
If you’re going to dress up you shouldn’t have picked 
something quite so…gay. I mean, isn’t Fonzie a gay icon 
or something?”  
 
Xander glared at his friend. “No!! And I don’t care what 
people say, he and Richie were just friends. Quit trying to 
desecrate my childhood!”  
 
“Whatever. You might as well have just gotten the goofy 
leather cap and gone as one of the Village People.” 
 
“GET A MOVE ON PEOPLE! WE HAVEN’T GOT ALL 
NIGHT!” Snyder’s voice could be heard from the hallway.  
 
“Sheesh. Can’t the little troll give us some time? I mean, 
it’s bad enough that he’s forcing us to take these little 
brats out. Doesn’t he realize some of us have better 
things to do on Halloween?”  



 
Xander just shrugged and combed his hair back one more 
time. He’d stolen some of Spike’s hair gel to make it slick 
back. “I don’t really mind taking kids trick or treating. 
They’re cute and if I suck up maybe I can get some candy 
too.” He gave his hair a final pass. “What do you think?”  
 
“Looks good there, Fonz, but if you try to make that 
“Heyyyyyy” sound, I swear to god I’m going to scratch 
you.”  
 
*****  
 
“You are such a moron!”  
 
“You’re no prize yourself, boy! You could have said 
something.” Angel growled at him and Xander fought the 
urge to hit the older man.  
 
“Hello!! Did we not say amnesia? I’m thinking someone 
as ancient as you would have heard the term before. Plus 
the whole fainting, damsel act wasn’t a big enough tip? 
But noooo, you had to let Buffy-Lite see you in game face 
and then let her run out the door screaming. Smooth 
move, Deadboy.”  
 



“Will you both shut the hell up?! It’s bad enough that we 
have to chase after My Pretty Princess, without you two 
bitching at each other. God! Men are such babies!”  
 
Xander bit his lip and tried to keep his mouth shut. 
Cordelia had a point. Arguing with Angel would do 
nothing but piss him off more and maybe end up in a 
fight. With Buffy wandering around not knowing who she 
was and the whole night getting weirder than a cheap 
rip-off of horror comic, they didn’t need that.  
 
The night had been going well. He actually had been 
enjoying taking the kids around town. It was like karma. 
His parents never gave a crap and some big kid from the 
High School had taken him around. His favorite had been 
when he was six and a half.  
 
Xander still couldn’t remember the older boy’s name but 
Xander had confessed his fear of clowns and, instead of 
making fun of him, the older kid had assured him that 
not all clowns were bad but some, just some, mind you, 
were shape-shifting aliens who lived in the sewers so it 
was better to be safe than sorry.  
 
To this day, Xander didn’t know if the kid had read IT too 
many times or if he’d seen something. In Sunnydale, you 



couldn’t be sure. Hell, maybe there was a Hellmouth in 
Bangor and Stephen King wasn’t that great a writer but 
just wrote down the weird shit he’d seen around town.  
 
So now it was his turn and he’d even gotten a candy bar 
from one or two people because his group was so cute. 
The littlest kid was especially good at giving puppy dog 
eyes. He’d been taking the group back to the school so 
their parents could pick them up when all hell broke 
loose, almost literally. Over half of the kids he was taking 
around morphed.  
 
One minute he had a few kids dressed as monsters and 
princesses and the tooth fairy and the next they were 
monsters and princesses and the tooth fairy. It had been 
a shock to see that one little kid try to fly off.  
 
He had grabbed her and the kids that weren’t little 
monsters and taken them back to the school and then 
gone to look for more. He had figured the ones who were 
turned into monsters would be okay; it was the kids that 
didn’t change that needed the help.  
 
He didn’t find any, but he did find Willow. When he had 
seen her at school she’d been dressed like a very corny 
looking ghost. Now, though, she looked very hot in a 



mini-skirt and a top that showed her bare midriff. He had 
been shocked; it was like getting a peek at your sister in 
the bathroom, for crying out loud!  
 
It should have been funny, with Xander slightly amazed 
and slightly horrified by Willow’s outfit and Willow trying 
to explain that he wasn’t really Fonzie. Only it 
wasn’t...and then the night got worse.  
 
Now he, Cordelia and Angel were chasing after Buffy 
because Angel had been an idiot and freaked her out. 
Right now, Buffy didn’t have the sense god gave a Disney 
Princess. Even Cordelia had complained about her 
clinging and simpering.  
 
But, as much as he was mad at Buffy right now, he really 
hoped something hadn’t happened to her.  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Nineteen 



Spike walked through the streets of Sunnydale, looking 
around in amusement. He’d expected hoards of little 
children running around high on sugar and kids Xander’s 
age doing stupid things with rotten eggs and soap. There 
was a reason vampires and other demons avoided 
Halloween; most of the people running around were too 
stupid to know they were looking at a real threat.  
 
Tonight, though, tonight was different. At the very 
moment the sun had set he’d felt the wave of Chaos 
magic that swept over the city. There was a confusing 
mix of child-size demons and weird things running 
around. There were even a few cars tipped over and a 
fire was started in front of that terrible coffee place that 
Xander liked to buy from.  
 
Spike grinned. “Well! This is just... neat!”  
 
This was going to make taking care of Xander’s father 
even easier. In all this mess, no one would ever know if 
something took down the bastard on the streets or what. 
Although that wasn’t going to stop his plans. He was still 
going to make it look like the git got drunk on the way 
home from a job interview and went off the side of the 
road. This was just extra insurance in case the Watcher 
got too nosey.  



 
Before he could collect the drunken old asshat, he 
figured he’d best check on Xander first. The lad had that 
twisted sort of luck and he was either in the middle of 
whatever magical was happening or was about to put 
himself in the middle to save a kitten in a tree or 
something. He loved Xander and knew that to a certain 
point he could take care of himself but he worried.  
 
When he found him he couldn’t help but grin. First of all, 
his boy was dressed in the tightest, softest looking pair of 
jeans he’d ever seen. Add in the leather jacket and Spike 
wished he didn’t have plans for maiming and torturing 
for the evening.  
 
His little friend was with him, the bitchy one, and she was 
dressed as Catwoman. He had to admit she made a 
gorgeous package herself. She was also wielding a whip 
pretty damn well and he felt really sorry for any 
boyfriend that missed her birthday.  
 
Best of all was the sight of Angelus being berated by both 
teens. He was in front of them, shoulders hunched. 
Maybe the girl had used the whip on him already. He 
listened for a bit and was rewarded with hearing Xander 
calling the Brooding One a moron.  



 
“Will you both shut the hell up?! It’s bad enough that we 
have to chase after My Pretty Princess, without you two 
bitching at each other. God! Men are such babies!” The 
girl actually stomped her foot. It was too funny.  
 
Plus there was only one reason that would have Angelus 
looking drearier than usual and that was the Slayer. And 
since the girl, Cordelia, mentioned looking for a Princess, 
Spike guessed that somewhere or other the Slayer was 
easy pickings.  
 
It would make his life so much simpler. Find the Slayer 
while she was weak, take her out of the picture. 
Unfortunately for him, he found himself disliking the 
idea. For one thing, he didn’t want Xander upset.  
 
But the big thing was he wanted to meet her as an equal. 
The Chinese Slayer had been good, he’d been young and 
it had been an even fight.  
 
The one in New York, she was a real treat. Full of anger 
and fury and righteousness, she had relentlessly hunted 
him as much as he had stalked her. Their dance had gone 
back and forth for weeks, with him taunting and the 
Slayer fighting back.  



 
He wanted that with this Slayer too. While Buffy, stupid 
name for a slayer, was in many ways undisciplined and 
unorthodox from what he'd seen during the few 
encounters he’d had with her, she was more than a fair 
match for him. He’d almost had her that night at the 
school but her Mother had shown up, swinging that 
bloody axe.  
 
Still, it would have been simple to take the axe away 
from the older woman and kill her with it. He didn’t 
because in a way he admired the woman; it took a lot of 
courage to slam someone like that.  
 
No, while it would have been fun to hunt the Slayer, even 
find her and just play a bit, he had better game tonight. 
He watched as Xander and his group ran down one of the 
side streets. While he didn’t like Angel, he knew the 
brooding corpse would protect Xander. If he didn’t then 
the girl would probably take off his hide.  
 
He quickly made his way through a few back yards and 
side streets, reaching Xander’s old house. It was dark, the 
only light shining through the windows was the blue light 
flickering from the television. The yard was overgrown 
and he wondered if the old bastard ever got off his ass to 



take care of it. Probably not.  
 
He walked up to the front door, noticing a few beer 
bottles scattered in the grass. He snorted. Not only was 
no one going to miss Anthony Harris, hell, he was doing 
the world a favor by taking him out.  
 
He knocked on the door but all he got in response was a 
“Go the fuck away!” He quickly picked the lock before 
letting go of his human mask. Harris was lying down on 
the couch and stank of old booze and body odor. He 
moved quietly behind him and quickly covered the 
human’s mouth with his hand.  
 
“Trick or Treat.”  
 
The human waste struggled and Spike pinched him on 
the neck. He quickly stilled, unconscious. Now all he had 
to do was get this sack of shit to the warehouse and all 
would be good.  
 
Spike grinned to himself. He was going to have so much 
fun.  
 
*****  
 



Xander couldn’t help but laugh at Cordelia. She had a 
group of admirers hanging on her every word. The geeks 
were all drooling over the costume and the fact that she 
actually knew who Julie Newmar and Eartha Kitt were. 
The jocks and band members were just drooling over her 
curves. Of course it helped that none of the other 
Cordettes were in attendance at the Halloween party at 
the Bronze. She had no competition and loved it.  
 
He bought himself and Willow a coke at the bar and 
quickly made his way back to the table. He had to admit 
she looked good too; it was just disturbing to think 
about. He still couldn’t believe Buffy had just ditched her.  
 
But no, after being attacked by a kid dressed as some 
sort of wookie thing, all Buffy wanted to do was get out 
of her evil princess dress and spend some time with 
Angel. It had taken the three of them nearly an hour to 
round up all the kids, who were frightened and confused, 
and get them home.  
 
He’d invited Willow to come with them and he could tell 
she did only because she was feeling lost. She was 
currently sitting at a table looking all alone and self-
conscious.  
 



“Here we go, two cherry cokes, no sex jokes please.” She 
looked at him and blinked and he just grinned. He was 
getting too used to hanging out with Cordy and Spike; he 
was getting a dirty mind.  
 
“Thanks, Xander.” She took the drink and started sipping. 
He did the same and then sighed. It would be fun to go 
dance but he didn’t think Willow was up to it and he 
didn’t want to leave her alone. It would also be fun to go 
and make fun of Cordelia’s groupies, but again…Willow.  
 
“So, what do you want to do? Dance? Talk? Sit here and 
try not to stare at each other and be all awkward? Cause 
I’m telling you, these pants are too tight for me to sit 
down for long.”  
 
There was silence for a while and he just sat there 
looking at the crowd, trying not to pressure her. It wasn’t 
too busy, which was surprising for Halloween. Then 
again, there were still a lot of people freaked out about 
the whole costume thing.  
 
“You never did say what happened when you left Giles at 
that Ethan’s place.” 
 
“I don’t know.”  



 
“Huh? You were a ghost at the time, you could have hung 
out behind a wall or something. Although it would have 
been icky to get stuck in there when the spell was over.”  
 
“Giles told me to go, so I did. He was all creepy and 
intense. I’ve never seen him like that.”  
 
“Huh.” He had seen a glimpse of it. He was dying to get 
the full answer but he doubted Giles would just fess up. 
Unless he managed to get the older man drunk first; 
maybe Spike could buy him some scotch.  
 
“Are you like, really happy, Xander?” Willow’s voice was 
quiet and he finally turned and really looked at her. Her 
hair was up and she was beautiful but looked so sad.  
 
“Yes and no. I hate it that me coming out seems to have 
bothered you, Wills, but other than that, I’m pretty damn 
good. It’s like I’m finally figuring things out and, while it’s 
not all flowers and puppies, I’m good.” 
 
“You know, I understand being lonely when Buffy and I 
needed time to deal but you didn’t have to go and hang 
all over Cordelia, of all people. And I thought you were 
gay now, so why are you all drooling anyway?”  



 
Ouch. That hurt. Xander winced and then took a deep 
breath. “Okay, for one thing, Cordelia and I are just 
friends. We just started hanging out together because 
she needs someone to sharpen her claws on and I’m it. 
Plus it doesn’t matter to her if I’m gay and dating a serial 
killer as long as I don’t clash with her purse.”  
 
He realized what he'd let slip and stuttered, “B-besides, I 
mean, you can’t expect me to sit in a corner all by myself 
just because I’m gay and you don’t like it. It’s not like 
Jesse is still around. So I’ve got Giles and I’ve got this 
warped Patsy and Edina thing going on with Cordy.”  
 
And he had Spike, which filled up a hell of a lot of the 
holes in his life, some from Buffy and Willow but a lot 
that he hadn't even known about. Still, he didn’t want to 
shock her too badly. “I wanted to tell you earlier but you 
were always running away from me, or stuck to Buffy’s 
side. That day in the hall I was just so flustered and angry 
I opened my big mouth. I thought crap like that only 
happened on sitcoms. So, are you going to be okay with 
this?” 
 
She looked down and then looked up and had tears in 
her eyes. “I don’t know. I mean, Buffy thinks you’re just 



experimenting or trying to just keep from being with me. 
It’s not, though, is it? I mean, I’ve been watching and 
you’ve been checking out guys, not girls.” 
 
He blushed. It was true that he was looking at some of 
the other guys'…assets. That was okay, though; he could 
look, he just couldn’t touch. Not that he really wanted to 
touch anything that wasn’t attached to Spike. “Yeah, gay 
here. Really, really gay. Well, not the whole flaming thing 
with pink underwear and boas and Cher albums. But I do 
like my Oscar Meyer Wieners.”  
 
Willow’s eyes opened wide and her mouth dropped. She 
took a deep breath and started giggling. He knew right 
then that they’d be okay.  
 
Then he rewound what he'd just said in his head and 
listened again. Liking…wieners. His face grew hot and he 
just knew he was blushing. “Oh god!! That’s so much 
worse than the plumbing and vegetables! I really need to 
find a thesaurus for gay men or something.”  

 
 
 



 
 

Part Twenty 

Xander resisted the urge to chew on his nails or do one 
of a million other nervous gestures that would give away 
the fact that he was scared as hell. He tried to take 
comfort from the fact that Giles was somewhere in the 
library, putting up books and generally trying to act like 
he wasn’t there.  
 
Things with Willow were getting better. His biggest 
problem communicating with her right now was the fact 
that he’d gotten used to being around Cordy and Spike. 
He was used to saying whatever remark popped in his 
head, even if it wasn’t nice or polite. He’d been on the 
receiving end of one too many Willow-glares in the past 
three days, and had been scolded twice for not being 
“nice”.  
 
He wasn’t sure if he was out of step from hanging around 
with the evil dead, or if Willow was too naive. He had a 
feeling it was somewhere in between and after the latest 
round of scolding had promised himself that he’d watch 
his mouth, around Wills, at least.  
 



That promise was going to be tested now. It was after 
school and he had finally agreed to meet with Buffy to 
figure out just what bug had crawled up her ass and died. 
He didn’t really want to but was at loose ends and had 
given in to Willow’s pout. Cordelia had a date and Spike 
was off doing some sort of business deal.  
 
He really didn’t think he wanted to know what kind of 
business, either.  
 
He could hear the heels of Buffy’s shoes clack in the hall 
and come to a stop for a moment before she opened the 
door. This was so not going to be fun. Buffy was wearing 
pants and a tank top with a heavy, long sleeved shirt over 
the top. He figured she wanted extra security; gods knew 
he could use a security blanket.  
 
“Hey, Buff.”  
 
“Hi.” 
 
They just stood there, looking at each other. He 
wondered what she saw. It was true that he’d changed in 
the past few months, but wouldn’t he have done that 
anyway? He was already as tall as Spike, and at the 
beginning of the summer he’d been slightly shorter. And 



he’d filled out a bit, from training and fighting.  
 
But when he looked at Buffy she was still mostly the 
same. Oh, her hair was different, but she still seemed to 
be operating on the same brain wave. It was weird 
because in a lot of ways Willow was the same; it was like 
he was in the fast lane and they were going too slow.  
 
He sighed and figured he’d probably better say 
something before they started collecting dust. “So, 
slayed anything interesting lately?”  
 
He couldn’t help but wince at that. God, that was lame.  
 
Buffy, however, jumped at the chance. “Yeah, someone 
vamped Mr. Rupe, the guy who ran the movie house. It 
was weird because he’s obviously watched one too many 
Hammer Films. When I was dusting him he was wearing a 
tuxedo and an opera cape. How boneheaded is that?”  
 
The laugh Xander gave was genuine. “Please tell me he 
didn’t give the “I vant to suck your blood!” line. That's 
too terrible! God, fledges are retarded.” He’d have to 
make sure Spike heard about that; he’d find it too funny.  
 
“He tried, but I dusted him first. I got tired of hearing the 



whole virgin blood routine. You’d think he would have 
given up on that once he couldn’t turn into a bat or 
something.”  
 
They laughed together and Buffy set her bag down on 
the table. “So…Willow said it’s the real deal. You doing 
the whole Friend of Dorothy thing.” 
 
“Yeah, it’s real. I mean, even if I like to check out girls 
once in a while doesn’t take away from the fact that I like 
guys better. Besides, as a wise man once told me, I’m 
worrying more about the person and less about the 
package it’s wrapped up in.” He grinned as he heard Giles 
cough quietly in the background. He was probably doing 
his reserved British version of pride and embarrassment.  
 
“I guess I just don’t get it. You’d be so good with Willow 
and I know you love her. And you chased me from the 
moment I showed up last year. What made you change 
your mind?”  
 
It would be so easy to say it was a sexy, British, undead 
fiend of the night but he didn’t think Buffy would 
appreciate that. And while Giles knew about Will, not 
even Willow knew he was dating yet. He was going to 
have to break it to Buffy and Willow gently, and then 



hope like hell they didn’t want to meet him right away.  
 
“I do love Wills, she’s my family. But I don’t love, love 
her, you know? I can barely stand to think of some other 
guy kissing her, much less me. God, that’s wiggy! And 
chasing you, well, I think part of it had to do with me 
missing Jesse a lot. That and I didn’t really want Angel to 
have you. I can’t help it; I don’t like him and don’t trust 
him.”  
 
She flinched at that and her face seemed to close down. 
“That’s what he said it was, that you were just trying to 
get my attention away from him. You’re really going to 
have to stop being jealous of him. Angel has a soul and 
he loves me. He needs me.”  
 
Xander bit his cheek before saying what he wanted. She 
didn’t need to know that even vampires without souls 
could love right now. “Listen, Angel and I are never going 
to see eye to eye. To me he’s a selfish bastard who looks 
out for himself first and foremost. For fuck’s sake, Buffy! 
If I hadn’t come and forced him he wouldn’t even have 
been there for you when the Master drowned you! But if 
you love him, I’ll try to shut up, for now at least. I reserve 
the right to bust his chops if he does any more stupid 
stuff from here on out.” 



 
“You don’t understand, he thought that there was no 
way around that prophecy and he couldn’t stand to see 
me die. He loves me, really.”  
 
Xander sighed. It was like Buffy was wearing blinders 
where Angel was concerned. He only hoped he wasn’t 
that dense about Spike but he suspected he was. He 
wondered why there weren't that many love songs 
extolling the idiocy of lovers. “If you say so, Buffy, and if 
he makes you happy, well, that’s good.” He held up a 
finger and grinned. “But! I reserve the same 
consideration for the first guy I bring home to you, 
okay?”  
 
She gave a weak smile and nodded. “Okay, Xan.”  
 
“So are we going to be okay?”  
 
“Yeah, it’ll just take me a while to get used to the idea, 
you know? I mean, even though I lived in LA I never was 
around the gay groups that much. You’re, like, my first 
gay friend.” 
 
“So glad I can be a pioneer!” He said it with a smile and 
went to give her a hug but she picked up her bag before 



he had the chance.  
 
“Listen, I gotta go. I promised Angel I’d go by his 
apartment right after school and I don’t want to make 
him wait. Tell Giles I’ll come by later before I patrol, 
okay?”  
 
Without waiting for his answer, she was out the door in a 
rush. Xander stuck his hands in his pockets and went to 
go find Giles from whatever stack of books he was hiding 
behind. He couldn’t help but worry that Buffy wasn’t 
okay with him still; she had been in a rush to leave. He’d 
talk to Giles about it and maybe he could back her up on 
patrol later on.  
 
Still, he had the strange feeling he’d have to keep an eye 
on Buffy, that she wasn’t saying everything. Xander 
figured if he was patient enough he’d figure it out, 
though. It just sucked having to wait.  
 
*****  
 
Spike stepped back from the mess the lump of meat 
strapped down on the rack was making. He figured 
maybe Xander was adopted. There was no way his 
strong, brave boy came from this piece of shit.  



 
Tony Harris had begged constantly for the first day. He’d 
promised Spike money the vampire knew he didn’t have, 
women the human could never get, booze and even his 
wife and child. He wasn’t even awake for fifteen minutes 
before the scent of his piss and shit filled the warehouse. 
On the second day the meat’s voice had grown hoarse 
and, since Spike couldn’t really hear the screams that 
well any more, he had cut the bastard’s tongue out at the 
root.  
 
He hadn’t even had time to try out all of his new toys on 
the meat. He was weak and unable to stand long 
sessions. Spike admitted to himself that he was getting 
bored with it all; after ten of fifteen minutes of 
consciousness the meat would sink into himself again 
and he just wasn’t any fun.  
 
He looked at the masterpiece of pain that he’d created. 
While he hadn’t been able to do everything as he’d 
planned, the meat was a total wreck. He’d started off 
with the tazers; shocking someone was painful but didn’t 
lead to blood loss. Instead he’d tried to cook the meat as 
if he were in a microwave.  
 
Next had come burning. Small, second degree burns that 



would hurt like hell but not do a lot of damage. The meat 
had passed out for hours when Spike had held a cigarette 
to the end of his dick.  
 
The past day and a half it had been floggings. He hadn’t 
started with the meat’s back but with his legs, in nearly 
the same places that Xander had scars from his 
switchings. Dalton had even found a bastinado to use on 
the meat’s feet and hands and they were now raw and 
had the consistency of hamburger.  
 
By the time he’d worked his way up to whipping the 
meat’s back the man was unconscious for most of the 
time. Spike nodded to himself. It was time.  
 
He walked over to the table and picked up the bucket 
that had been left there for him. It was a mixture of cold 
water, salt and rubbing alcohol. He threw it on the mess 
hanging from the rack and moved to stand in front of it 
while he waited for the meat to stop sputtering.  
 
“Bet you’ve been wondering why you’re here, mate. 
Well, it only seems fair to tell you right before you die. 
Few months ago I met this lad, and despite the fact that 
he knew what I was he took care of me for a bit. We got 
to be friends and now, well, now he's my world, just like 



my Dark Princess used to be. I’d do anything for my boy. 
Fuck, I’ve already stopped hunting in some of my favorite 
spots for fear that I’ll eat one of his friends. I’d die for 
him.”  
 
Spike moved closer and grinned. By this time he was in 
his true face and he could smell the stink of fear and piss 
and sweat filling the warehouse. “And I’m killing for him. 
Xander deserves so much more than you ever gave him, 
and I intend to be the one to give the world to him.”  
 
With that he raised his arm and the straight razor he held 
quickly cut through the tendons and arteries in the 
meat’s neck. Spike jumped back to get out of the quick 
spray of blood. Normally he’d revel in the hot stickiness 
of it but the man had been so foul he wasn’t even 
tempted to taste.  
 
Instead he just stood back, and enjoyed watching as the 
meat’s heart stopped and the blood stopped gurgling.  

Part Twenty-One 

Spike puttered around the house, waiting for Xander to 
come home. It was odd, waiting there for his human 
lover. The sun had set but since Xander hadn’t expected 
him to come back tonight he was probably out with his 



friends or on patrol.  
 
Spike shook his head. With Drusilla he had been 
possessive as hell. Then again, Dru loved to test him and 
flirt with every Tom, Dick and Demon. She’d spread her 
legs for just about anything and had never stopped 
pining for her bloody “Daddy”. As if Angelus ever really 
gave a shit about his Princess as more than a plaything.  
 
Xander, now Xander was different. And he didn’t think it 
was because his boy was human or sane, either. Well, 
maybe Xander wasn’t altogether sane; he was snogging 
Spike despite being a White Hat, after all. Xander was 
just a different sort of barmy.  
 
When Spike had announced that he would be away on 
“business” Xander hadn’t pouted, cried, manipulated or 
accused him of trying to get rid of him. Oh, Spike could 
tell that the boy knew he was going to kill someone or 
something, he could see that shadow in his love’s eyes, 
but all Xander had done was ask that he come home safe 
and to call. No fits or temper tantrums.  
 
Of course, Spike worried about what would happen 
when Xander figured it out. Xander’s father had been 
reported missing but, from what Dalton had figured out 



by talking to their contacts in the local police 
department, there were about five or six other adults 
and seven children missing after the mess on Halloween. 
Tony Harris had been just one and there weren't any 
grieving relatives calling the cops, trying to find him. Hell, 
he didn’t think Xander even realized he was missing.  
 
Once Xander found out, there’d be some sort of hell to 
pay. His boy wasn’t stupid. He’d connect the dots very 
quickly and then, well, then Spike would really see where 
they stood, wouldn’t he?  
 
But he had a feeling that, while Xander might not like 
what he did, his boy would understand. Xander had a 
way of understanding things, of looking at things from a 
different angle than everyone else and figuring them out.  
 
A car stopped in front of the house and Spike went to a 
window to look out. It was a sporty red little thing with a 
license plate that said “Queen C”. Spike grinned. It was 
Cordelia.  
 
He wondered if Xander knew how much Spike actually 
watched him. When he’d had the falling out with the 
Slayer and made the deal with the cheerleader, Spike had 
followed her a night or two and, surprisingly, had liked 



what he saw.  
 
For one thing, she would make a wonderful vampire. If it 
wasn’t for the fact that he’d promised Xander not to hurt 
her he’d turn her in a second, and was still considering 
approaching her about it in the future. It would depend 
on Xander, of course, but where his young lover would 
probably be like him, enjoying the hunt and thrill of the 
kill, Cordelia had what it took to be a Master of a large 
city. For hell’s sake, she already had a court -- boys 
beating each other up over her and minions.  
 
She was a good influence on Xander. Or a bad one, 
whichever way you looked at it.  
 
He listened as Xander’s steps carried him closer to the 
front door. He’d called two nights ago, saying that his 
‘business’ would soon be finished. Hopefully he could 
surprise his boy.  
 
The door opened and Xander stopped in the doorway 
before throwing himself at Spike so hard the vampire 
staggered to keep them from falling to the floor.  
 
“SPIKE! You’re back! I missed you!” Warm arms and legs 
wrapped around him and Spike returned the embrace, 



reveling in the heat and the scent of his love. He carried 
Xander to the couch and sat down hard.  
 
“Mmmm, missed you too, Xan. Love it that you missed 
me.” He captured Xander’s lips, licking them slightly 
before going in to map the recesses of his mouth. For his 
part, Xander gave as good as he got. He moved so that he 
was straddling Spike and the vampire could feel his boy’s 
hardness.  
 
For a moment Spike thought about putting Xander away 
from him. They’d moved on to some petting and frottage 
before his trip but not much. Then Xander wriggled and 
pulled him closer and all logical thought went out of his 
head as he reveled in the feel of a warm and willing 
Xander.  
 
Xander’s hands were moving all over his torso and Spike 
returned the favor, stroking and petting and just feeling 
his lover’s muscles flex and bunch. Almost without 
thought his hips thrust upwards to meet Xander’s and 
soon they had set a rhythm. Xander would pull away and 
gasp before diving into their kissing again.  
 
It was during one of those breaks that Spike kissed his 
way down Xander’s jaw line. He found Xander’s earlobe 



and licked at it before biting, careful not to break the 
skin.  
 
“You’re so pretty, pet, writhing on top of me and 
smelling so fucking good. Love you, Xan.” He kissed his 
way down Xander’s neck then thrust harder, at the same 
moment suckling at the nape of his lover’s neck.  
 
Xander suddenly stiffened and then threw his head back 
and howled. The feel of Xander shuddering in his arms 
and the scent of his come had him following soon after.  
 
They cuddled on the couch for a few moments, and Spike 
ran his hand up and down his boy’s back. He really hoped 
he didn’t lose this when Xander figured things out. Oh, 
he could probably still take him and even turn him but he 
loved having a willing human Xander. “God, I missed you, 
Xan.”  
 
“Mmmm, missed you too. I’m…I’m glad you're back. 
Whatever it was you had to do.”  
 
Xander snuggled into his arms and Spike kissed his 
temple softly. He only hoped that his lover finding out 
what had happened wouldn’t change things. 
 



******  
 
Xander wasn’t sure if he should laugh or start hitting 
people. Possibly both. He didn’t think he had ever been 
surrounded by so many idiots all at once, and that 
included the stupid pep rallies that Snyder forced the 
students to attend.  
 
There was a guy standing in front of him in a cheap Bela 
Lugosi type outfit. He even had a sash with some cheap 
piece of costume jewelry attached to it and had his hair 
slicked back. With the exception of himself and Willow, 
the others weren’t much better.  
 
Hell, he even fit in a bit. He was wearing black too. Still, 
he couldn’t help but look at all these stupid kids and 
wonder what the hell were they thinking.  
 
He leaned over and whispered in Willow’s ear. “Are you 
noticing a theme here?”  
 
“As in ‘Vampires! Yay!’”?  
 
“That’s the one.”  
 
Fifteen minutes later the urge to do violence was 



overcoming the urge to laugh. Calling vampires the 
‘Lonely Ones’? That was so freaking stupid. He hadn’t 
even bothered to contradict Angel when he told the 
blonde that she was a fool.  
 
Besides, what was with the name Chanterelle? Who had 
a mushroom for a name, anyway? Maybe she had done 
too many mushrooms and had fried her brain cells.  
 
Still, it had been more than funny to see that vampire 
wanna-be dressed almost exactly as Angel. His sides hurt 
from keeping the laughter contained.  
 
Willow’s voice brought him back to earth. “What do we 
do now?”  
 
“You’ll do nothing. I’ll talk to Buffy and take care of this.” 
Angel sounded pissed off. In fact Angel had been 
sounding extra pissy ever since he and Willow had met 
up with him at her house at sunset.  
 
He understood, in a way. After checking Ford out there 
was evidence of the guy being a total jerk, at the very 
least. He wondered what had made Angel ask Willow to 
check him out in the first place. It seemed, well, kinda 
rude. Not to mention an invasion of privacy.  



 
Still, Ford was turning into a major creep. The big 
question in Xander’s mind was, who was the bigger 
creep, Ford or Angel?  
 
“Xander!”  
 
“Huh?”  
 
“I said, we’d better go talk to Giles. Where were you, 
Mars?”  
 
Xander gave one of his goofy grins. He only seemed to 
use them around Willow these days. “I was mocking 
Angel and his look-a-like in my head, what else? God, 
those people were…creepy. Don’t you think?”  
 
“Oh yeah. I mean, vampires are all evil and fangy, so 
who’d want to be one? Come on, we’d better find Giles.” 
 
He followed along quietly, though. He was afraid to open 
his mouth. He wasn’t stupid. He knew that if he went all 
the way with Spike his lover probably would want to turn 
him at some point in the future.  
 
What really scared him, though, was that the thought 



wasn’t as scary as it should be. But he didn’t really count 
himself in with the other vampire groupies they had just 
left. For one thing, he liked to think he knew what Spike 
really was, as much as any human could understand.  
 
For another, he didn’t have a stupid ass name like Diego 
or Chanterelle. And he wasn’t on drugs and half of those 
idiots were. Or needed to be. Still, maybe he should talk 
to Spike about it.  
 
Later, though. And he had a strange feeling he should 
keep an eye on Deadboy as well.  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Twenty-Two 

Spike looked up as Xander slipped in through the back 
door of the house. Xander looked tired and sad and he 
found himself making a cup of tea before he even really 
thought about it.  
 
Part of him hated it. Hated being so bloody domesticated 



and so fucking…nice. They were just so fucking cozy. Oh, 
he’d popped down to the docks and made a kill, a good 
one too. Some human with no neck who weighed as 
much as a small hippo who thought he’d teach the punk 
kid a lesson. And he’d had fun; it felt good to let his 
demon out and play with his food. Between the cuts 
from the straight razor, his fang marks and what the fish 
got by the time his corpse floated to the top of the 
water, no-one would be able to even tell it was a vampire 
attack.  
 
But then came the sickening part. Instead of going out 
for a celebratory drink, or playing pool or doing one of a 
million things, he’d gone back to the house he shared 
with a human boy not even one fifth his age to wait for 
him to come home and see if he wanted to do anything 
together.  
 
But as much as he hated it, he loved it. Loved that even 
though Xander was tired his face lit up when he saw 
Spike and that he was greeted with a kiss and a bit of a 
grope. Xander was getting bolder in their touching and 
flirting and it felt good to see him grow and become 
more confident in himself.  
 
“Bad night, pet?”  



 
Xander shrugged and drank from the mug that Spike had 
set in front of him. “Yes and no. The little gothic vamp 
wannabes were upset that there weren’t any “Lonely 
Ones” coming to end their mortal coil. One actually said 
that, mortal coil. How stupid can you get? I kinda wished 
you had shown up and killed a couple because if anyone 
needs a Darwin Award it’s those losers.” 
 
Spike chuckled. His boy wanting him to kill someone? 
This was new. “Darwin Award, Xan?” 
 
“Yeah, it’s this thing I found on the Internet instead of 
doing my class work Saturday before the shuffling 
undead showed up. Darwin Awards are given out to 
people who killed themselves due to their own stupidity, 
thereby taking their defective DNA out of the gene pool. I 
thought it was kind of funny. Then again, I’ve been 
hanging out with you and Cordy too much. But really, 
those kids are going to end up dead sooner or later; they 
might as well be walking around with 'eat me' signs stuck 
to their backs.”  
 
Spike snorted. “Walking Happy Meals, luv, a vamp's best 
friend. Come to think of it, I guess vamps do help along 
evolution, taking out the stupid humans just so the 



smarter ones can live. Well, before television was 
invented, of course.”  
 
Xander grinned. “Ah, television, the root of all evil. 
Civilization as we know it will probably fall during a 
reunion of the cast of Cheers in thirty years or so.” He 
took another sip of the tea and sobered. “Anyway, Ford 
was pissed off. Like, irrational and frothing at the mouth 
pissed that you didn’t show up.” 
 
“Git. Like I’m his bloody beck and call vamp. Little 
arsewipe can think again.” Spike growled. He hated being 
manipulated by anyone, much less some human idiot 
who thought he knew everything.  
 
“Yeah, well, it turns out he’s got a brain tumor. He’s got 
like six months to live. Him and Buff fought but by the 
time we got there to let them out they’d made up and 
were both crying. It was, I don’t know, sad isn’t enough 
of a word. I couldn’t imagine Willow having a tumor and 
finding out she was going to die. They ended up going 
back to Buffy’s house to talk. I guess Buffy forgave him 
for trying to lure her into a trap for you.” 
 
Spike just shrugged. “Sounds like a bloody soap opera, if 
you ask me. Six months to live, teary confessions, all that 



rot.”  
 
“Oh yeah. Add in the fact that Angel was there and was 
being majorly jealous? It was kind of fun to watch.”  
 
Spike grinned. “Angelus always was a git about things he 
considered his. Couldn’t even borrow a bloody shirt 
without him having hysterics over it. Git. Enough of that, 
what say we go out and kill something since the Slayer’s 
tucked up in bed with her little friend?”  
 
Xander’s face lit up yet again and Spike cursed himself for 
his earlier thoughts. It wasn’t like Xander was trying to 
change him or make him into a white hat. As his boy 
went to gather his weapons, Spike admitted to himself 
that the reason he was feeling…resentful earlier was 
because he was still waiting for the other shoe to drop.  
 
But didn’t it say something about Anthony Harris that 
absolutely no one, not even his wife or his son, missed 
him at all?  
 
*****  
 
Xander hesitated before knocking on Giles’ door. The 
girls, even Cordelia, were saying to give the older man 



time but Xander didn’t really think that’s what he 
needed. He could hear Dust in the Wind playing low on 
Giles’ stereo and knew he was right. He guessed 
everyone had a Music of Pain.  
 
“Come on, Giles, open the door. Don’t make me pick the 
lock; you’ll have fits in the morning, knowing I can do 
that.”  
 
He could hear cursing inside and then the music was 
turned down and fumbling footsteps sounded before the 
door swung open. “I suppose I should have known one of 
you would show up. I must admit, I fully expected Willow 
with a plate of cookies.”  
 
Xander shrugged and followed Giles into the living room. 
The older man was in jeans and a tee shirt and he could 
really see the Ripper of twenty years ago. “Yeah, well, I 
kind of figured this was either an alcohol or tea kind of 
conversation and since I’m all American and can’t make a 
“bloody cup of decent tea” for the life of me, I figured I 
wouldn’t bother. And if there’s a place that would let me 
buy good scotch in town I really don’t think I'd want to go 
there.”  
 
Giles actually chuckled at that. They sat down and he 



picked up a glass and made a sort of toast. The liquid in it 
was amber and Xander got the feeling that Giles was 
doing another “lost weekend” like Buffy had bitched 
about before. “Thank you, Xander, but I have the scotch 
covered. I’d offer you some but I do not think I should 
add corruption of a minor to my list of crimes.”  
 
It was on the tip of his tongue to say that Spike was 
taking care of his corruption quite well, thank you. Hell, 
the vampire even offered him a beer every once in a 
while, he just stayed away from it. There was no way in 
hell he was going to end up like his father.  
 
He looked Giles over and saw the new lines around his 
eyes and the pain there. “You know, this isn’t all your 
fault. The other people that helped summon Eyghon are 
just as much to blame as you are.” 
 
“Well, they’re all dead now so bully for them.” 
 
Xander sighed. Giles brooding was not good. He was 
more annoying than Angel, too. “And you’re not. Neither 
is Ethan so, hey, the good guys won. Of course, I’d 
consider him more of a good guy if he hadn’t tried to 
make Buffy the demon’s next victim. Still, it’s not like he 
pointed Eyghon at Ms. Calendar and make him possess 



her. It was an accident.” 
 
“Oh, well, and I suppose that makes it all better now, 
does it? Except it didn’t. Jenny is barely speaking to me.”  
 
Xander bit his lip to hide a smile as Giles downed the rest 
of his drink. Maybe things weren’t so different between 
their generations, because Giles just sounded like a kid 
whining that his girlfriend hadn’t called him back.  
 
He took a deep breath and decided he’d better say what 
he came to say before Giles got either more drunk or, 
heaven forbid, more sober. This half-sloshed state was 
just right for what he was about to do.  
 
“Giles can I, like, be totally honest with you for just a few 
minutes? Then I’ll go back to being the donut boy who 
was horrified by your secret identity, I promise.” 
 
Giles made a waving motion with his hand and he took 
that as his permission to continue. “Okay, you and Jenny 
make a very cute couple. But, well, you’ve been on what, 
five dates? There were three football games, clubbing 
one night in LA and a monster truck rally. You, you are 
not an American football type person, not a techno 
music person and you are definitely not a monster truck 



person. Hell, G-man, I could do better dates with you 
than that!” 
 
“Oh really? What would you suggest in this godforsaken 
town? The Bronze and sharing an order of chili-cheese 
fries? Perhaps you’d let me ride on the front of your 
bicycle?”  
 
Xander narrowed his eyes. “No need to get all sarcastic, 
Giles! I’m just telling the truth. There are actually coffee 
houses with poetry readings near the college, the drama 
class does Shakespeare every once in a while and the 
same weekend of the truck rally there was a Santana 
concert in LA. Now, I know that in theory in the realm of 
boy/girl dating you have to do something to please the 
girl, but one of those dates could have been something 
you agreed on or that you liked, and not all about Jenny.”  
 
Giles’s mouth opened and closed a few times and Xander 
allowed himself to sit back and look smug. So what if he 
was just a kid and had a secret love affair with a master 
vampire? He seemed to be dealing with this better than 
the girls would have.  
 
Finally he closed his mouth and then got up and went to 
the kitchen and Xander could hear all sorts of tinkering. 



By the sound of things, Giles was making tea. Hopefully 
this was a good thing.  
 
He was really taking a big risk here. Buffy and Willow 
were all for getting Giles and Jenny back together as 
quickly as possible. They were plotting and planning 
tonight during a slumber party, which was why he was 
here.  
 
He kind of thought that if Ms. Calendar really loved Giles 
she wouldn’t have freaked out about his past as much as 
she had. If she really had taken the time and got to know 
him she would have known there was more than the 
Watcher and the tweed and the stutter. After all, he’d 
seen more, and just looking around the man’s living 
room Xander could see bits and pieces of his personality. 
A record collection that most people, including Spike 
most likely, would die for. There were statues and 
knickknacks from different countries and in-between the 
mystical books and research materials were authors that 
he hadn’t read but he at least recognized.  
 
Xander had heard Ms. Calendar call Giles a fuddy duddy 
before this whole thing with Eyghon got started. And so 
did the girls, and Xander had gone along simply because 
he knew that was how Giles wanted to be seen by them. 



It was his mask, just like being the goofy friend who did 
nothing but joke around was his.  
 
Giles came back bearing a tray with tea and Jaffa cakes. 
He tried not to bounce since he wasn’t supposed to know 
what they were but he’d snuck some of Spike’s before 
and really liked them.  
 
“Ooh! Goodies! Thanks, Giles!”  
 
“You know, Xander, you quite surprise me. I expected 
you children to come up with some plot to get Jenny and 
me back together but here you are suggesting…” 
 
“That you break up with her? Maybe. That’s up to you. I 
just wanted you to know that your wants are important. 
Jenny looks right, just like to Buffy Willow looks right for 
me. But that’s not always the right thing and I think I just 
talked myself into a circle.” He grinned and grabbed up a 
cake.  
 
Giles sipped his tea for a moment before setting it down 
and folding his hands across his chest. “So, tell me, 
Xander, just who do you think would be…right for me, 
that is?”  
 



“You really want to know?” Giles nodded and Xander 
fidgeted. “Okay, umm, Ethan Rayne.”  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Twenty-Three 

He was treated to seeing Giles do his flounder 
impersonation for the second time in one night. This was 
sort of fun. “What? I…Ethan…how did you know?” 
 
Xander grinned. “You all but came out and said you were 
bi this summer, G-man. And Ethan’s been skulking 
around town for nearly three weeks. He could have 
pulled off that Halloween thing anywhere but he did it 
here to get your attention. And if he killed Buffy, well, 
you wouldn’t have a slayer to Watch anymore and would 
be free to take up your life of crime once again. When I 
was eight I used to throw pinecones and mud balls at 
Jesse when he followed Cordelia too long. It’s pretty 
much the same thing only, well, more evil. It makes a 
weird sort of sense.”  
 



He’d gotten that last bit figured out thanks to Spike. And 
it did make a weird sort of sense. Ethan had gotten away 
from them the other night when Angelus and Eyghon 
went toe to toe in Angel’s head but Spike said he was still 
around.  
 
It was kind of cute in a weird sort of way. Not to mention 
the fact that if Giles and Ethan were dating, well then, 
Giles couldn’t very well object to Spike all that much, 
could he?  
 
“And just what makes you think that I would allow myself 
to associate with a reprobate like Ethan Rayne?” Giles 
was putting on his Dignified British Guy routine, which 
Xander might have believed if not for the pictures he’d 
found in the older man’s file cabinets. He had shown the 
girls the one of teen rebel Giles in jeans and a tee shirt 
and doing his James Dean thing. He didn’t show them the 
other picture of Giles with his arm around the neck of a 
much younger Ethan, both of them leering at whoever 
had taken the picture.  
 
He knew that feeling because Spike had thrown his arm 
around his neck many a time and would then proceed to 
pull him in close to say something for only Xander to hear 
or to kiss him until he saw spots. Either way, Giles wasn’t 



fooling him.  
 
He took a deep breath. He’d been thinking about this 
sort of thing for a while now. Well, not the Ethan and 
Giles part but the good guy in love with a bad guy part. 
“Okay, I’m going to get into some really circular logic 
here, G-man, and I really hope you can keep up. As 
Willow would say, this is definitely not Earth People logic. 
In fact, it’s Babylon 5 logic.” 
 
“Oh, dear lord. Xander…”  
 
He held up his hands. “Giles, bear with me a bit. It'll 
become clear or you can call the men in the little white 
coats to take me away, all right? See, Babylon 5 wasn’t 
just a series with aliens and fighting. The creator meant it 
to be sort of a futuristic version of War and Peace. It took 
years to tell the entire story, but what it was mainly 
about was the fight between the Vorlons and the 
Shadows and all the different alien species that got 
caught up in between, including the humans and the 
Minbari.”  
 
“Okay, so the Vorlons, they were like seriously into order 
and doing everything a certain way and following orders 
without question. They’d been manipulating humans and 



the other races for centuries, preparing them to fight the 
Shadows when they came back. You could say they were 
the good guys but they weren’t, not really.” 
 
“The Shadows, well, they believed that chaos and 
destruction was the best way to get humans and other 
species to advance. Survival of the fittest and a Scorched 
Earth kind of policy. When you get down to it, though, 
between the two races you have light and dark or good 
and evil. And there was war."  
 
"But what the leaders of the regular people figured out is 
that neither way was right. Total chaos just destroyed 
people and things needlessly but the Vorlons wanted 
total obedience without question. Too much order isn’t 
good for people either. You’ve got to have a middle 
ground.” 
 
Giles actually looked interested. Well, at the very least he 
wasn’t laughing his ass off, so that was good, right?  
 
“Well, in the end the Humans and Minbari won, but what 
I’m saying is that maybe, if you compromise with Ethan, 
you can give him some of your order, and he can share 
some of his chaos with you and you’ll be more balanced. 
Because, let’s face it, Giles, when you went back to the 



Watchers you pretty much let yourself be brainwashed 
back into their mindset. Thank god you let us hang 
around, otherwise you’d still be the tightass from last 
year and wouldn’t have any fun at all.”  
 
Xander finally let his babble wind down. It really did 
sound logical, at least to him. Unless he was just fooling 
himself so he could feel better about falling in love with 
Spike. Maybe he should just let Spike turn him; 
philosophy wasn’t his strong point and he had a feeling 
he wouldn’t care so much if he didn’t have a conscience.  
 
And wasn’t it weird when you actually thought about 
letting your boyfriend kill you so you didn’t have to worry 
about if you were evil or not? Or halfway evil. Whatever 
he was since he was a good guy “shagging” a bad guy.  
 
And he really needed to get the Grey Council pledge 
thingie out of his head.  
 
Giles sighed and took off his glasses to pinch the bridge 
of his nose. “I’m not quite sure if I’m too drunk or not 
drunk enough, since I actually understood that and it 
made a bizarre kind of sense.” 
 
Xander grinned. “Well, I did try to catch you before you 



got too drunk so you’d be more open to what I had to 
say. Are you still sort of sloshed? I’d love to play in your 
weapons cabinet if you are. That cross bow you were 
talking about the other day with the new trigger? It looks 
too cool!”  
 
Giles gave him a look that said “shut up” but Xander saw 
how his lips were twitching. Good, he hadn’t pissed him 
off too badly. “Xander, I do believe I’ve had a difficult 
enough week that I could do without the trip to the 
emergency room when you shoot yourself in the foot.”  
 
“Who, me?”  
 
“Yes, you, Xander. In the meantime, I will think about 
what you said. Now can we please drop this awkward 
conversation before we both need to seek therapy?”  
 
“Avoidance. I can do that really well.” He shifted in his 
seat. “What’s up with Buffy anyhow?”  
 
This time Giles frowned. “What do you mean by that, 
exactly?” 
 
“G-man, the other night she was wearing a sweat suit to 
do her Slayer stuff in. With long sleeves and it was baggy. 



That is too weird.” 
 
“Yes, well, Buffy has been awfully quiet but I thought 
that was due to that Ford fellow.” Giles was leaning back 
in his chair and drinking tea again and he didn’t seem too 
worried. Still, there had been something off with Buffy 
for the last few days that had left Xander feeling 
unsettled. “Of course, it’s always hard to have to stake 
one of your friends. Perhaps you could talk to her.” 
 
“What?!” Xander sat up. He hadn’t heard about anyone 
being vamped.  
 
“Yes, while we were on patrol one night we ran into 
Ford. Apparently Spike had turned him to get back at 
Buffy or perhaps to punish Ford for trying to manipulate 
him. Buffy’s been quite upset about it. We talked a little 
after it happened but since then she refuses to say 
anything about it, even when I suggest she talks to you or 
Willow.”  
 
Xander didn’t know what to say. He didn’t think Spike 
had done it, but he wasn’t sure. If Spike had done it, he 
would have left his body on Buffy’s doorstep with 
something metal sticking out of Ford’s skull to make sure 
Buffy knew who did it.  



 
And he doubted Ford had let a minion get him. According 
to Buffy, the guy had some moves and could hold his 
own.  
 
So, who killed Ford? 
 
“Well, damn.”  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Twenty-Four 

“Did you kill Ford?”  
 
Of all the questions Xander could have asked him, that 
one was the least expected. Did you kill my Father? Will 
you kill me? Those were the ones he’d been waiting on. 
Not one about some half witted human trying to play 
games with creatures older and more dangerous that he 
had ever thought about.  
 
It was getting late. Xander had gone off to the Watcher’s 



house hours ago and Spike could smell the scent of tea 
and books and herbs that was Giles. He also had the 
scent of confusion and worry about him and Spike 
grabbed his arm and pulled him to the couch so they 
could sit side by side.  
 
“Can’t say I didn’t think about it, but no, I didn’t. Could 
smell the sickness in him, and it was tempting, but I 
didn’t put one fang on him.”  
 
“Huh.” Xander was biting at his bottom lip and it was on 
the tip of Spike’s tongue to offer to do that for him but 
his boy was deep in thought and obviously troubled.  
 
“Why do you need to know, luv?”  
 
“Well, Ford got vamped, and Giles kinda thinks it’s you. 
Except you didn’t and while Ford was sick he was healthy 
enough to stake a minion or two. And Buffy’s not talking 
about it, or swearing vengeance so I’m wondering what 
the hell is going on.” He sighed. “Buffy’s been 
acting…odd. Not that I hang around her all that much 
anymore anyway. But I get the feeling that I’m missing 
something, like I’m trying to put a puzzle together but 
I’m missing a corner piece and can’t figure out the 
picture without it.”  



 
“Well, luv, the only thing I can say is maybe…fuck, I can’t 
believe I’m saying this, but maybe you should spend 
more time with her. Figure out what’s wrong.” He hated 
saying that; the words left a foul taste in his mouth. 
Encourage his lover to spend more time with his enemy? 
It was a bloody stupid thing to do and more than likely 
would come back to bite him on the arse.  
 
But that’s what you did when you loved someone, 
helped them with their problems, and he could see 
Xander was worried. He was turning into such a fucking 
nancy-boy it wasn’t even funny.  
 
“Yeah, maybe. It’s just…hard. I can’t talk to her about half 
the things I’d like to talk about. Because as much as I’d 
love some Buffy and Willow bonding time, I really don’t 
want to have to keep dancing around the whole evil 
boyfriend issue. I still haven’t figured out why Angel 
doesn’t do that vamp smelling thing and figure it out.”  
 
Spike snorted. “That’s easy, luv. Had some mojo done, 
don’t usually like it but it kept me from worrying. At first I 
used it to cloak my presence but I had it tweaked so that 
Peaches can’t tell I’m anywhere near you.”  
 



“Well, that’s good. Is that how he didn’t notice us too 
much when we did the hair dye thing? And do you have 
more because we’ve got to do that again? Deadboy is 
getting too tense.”  
 
He laughed. “Pet, as much as I love the thought of 
annoying the shit out of Angelus, and believe me even as 
a fledge that was one of my favorite hobbies, I wouldn’t 
do it too much. Even with the soul, Liam Flinn was a 
drunken, sullen bastard who loved to bully.”  
 
Xander was quiet for a moment, his eyes far away. 
“Hmm, that makes a weird sort of sense.” He shook his 
head. “Well, anyway, I can’t tell Giles that I know you 
didn’t kill Ford because I know when you’re being full of 
shit and you were telling the truth. That is one 
conversation I am so not ready for yet. Besides, I think I 
made his head spin around enough just by suggesting he 
get together with his old boyfriend.”  
 
“Is that why you were asking about that Chaos Mage? 
Him and the Watcher used to fuck? Well now, 
that’s…positively out of character for a Watcher. Good 
for him!”  
 
“Well, I did kind of encourage him for my own dastardly 



reasons.” Xander sighed and snuggled closer and Spike 
loved the feeling of his heartbeat and his warmth beside 
him.  
 
“Dastardly? Did you say dastardly, luv? What the fuck 
kind of shite are you reading, Mills and Boone? That’s 
just…silly.”  
 
“Yeah well, it sounds better than saying that I hope Giles 
gets laid before he finds out about you and me so he’ll be 
more relaxed. And hey, Ethan is more evil than not so 
that works too. He’d be all rock throwing and pot calling 
if he protested too much.”  
 
“Xander, I love you but you’ve got to stop it with the 
similes and clichés; you screw them over all together.”  
 
“Yeah, you’d think I would have realized that after the 
whole hot dog conversation but I’m no quitter, I’ve got to 
keep trying.”  
 
“Git.” 
 
“Asshole.”  
 
It occurred to Spike that this was the moment he’d been 



waiting for. Xander had asked him for total honesty 
about Ford and it was the perfect time to tell him the 
truth.  
 
He pulled back from Xander, and got a small frown in 
return. “Luv, Xander, I’ve got to tell you something that 
you’re not going to like. If it was just me I wouldn’t give a 
flying shite but this is about us and you’ve got to know.”  
 
“Spike? What…” 
 
He kissed Xander, because if his love was going to be 
angry and hurt he wanted to have just one more kiss. He 
only pulled away when the scent of Xander’s 
pheromones made its way to him.  
 
“Xander, it’s about your git of a Father.”  
 
*****  
 
God, his life was so fucking weird. When the hell did it 
get that way? He couldn’t blame it all on Buffy, his next 
door neighbor had died at the hands of a “barbeque 
fork” a week before he’d run into the new blonde girl 
that morning outside of school. It was amazing that the 
local stores even sold the damn things anymore, given 



their tendency to attack and maim people with no 
explanation.  
 
Maybe it started happening when he turned thirteen. A 
lot of things change when you go from being a kid to a 
teenager, and people start treating you different. You go 
to Junior High and milk doesn’t always come in those 
little cartons anymore and you don’t get a milk break 
anyhow so it doesn’t matter.  
 
Maybe it happened even earlier than that. Maybe his life 
got weird the day that Jesse moved down the block and 
he realized his and Willow’s families were the odd ones, 
and that some people had parents that actually gave a 
crap.  
 
Or it could have been the day he saw a red headed little 
girl crying over a crayon and gave her a hug and wanted 
to make it better.  
 
All of those were possibilities, but it wasn’t it.  
 
He was sitting in one of the out of the way corners of 
school campus. He'd gone long enough to not be missed 
by Giles and the girls and then skipped class. He knew 
he’d have to get his brain together by the time of his 



study period with Giles. The man didn’t miss much and, 
while he really needed to talk this time, Giles wasn’t the 
one he could confide in.  
 
No, if he could talk to anyone it would have been Willow. 
But Willow didn’t know about Spike, didn’t even realize 
he was seriously dating someone, for god’s sake. Part of 
that was his fault. He was too good at hiding but he knew 
she didn’t want to know so she ignored things.  
 
But Willow would have understood. At least he hoped 
she would. Then again, she never noticed any of the 
bruises or cuts or wrenched arms before, so maybe she 
wouldn’t.  
 
Spike had killed his Father. Murdered him. Fuck, knowing 
Spike it was doubtful that his Father had left this world 
with all his body parts intact. He had said he didn’t want 
to know the details, but maybe that had been a mistake. 
The truth couldn’t be any worse than what his brain was 
coming up with.  
 
But Spike had killed for him. To avenge him and protect 
him and…it was for him. Because he cared. Because Spike 
loved him.  
 



And it was really weird. That this evil, undead creature 
whose nature was to kill had killed for him and then 
worried about it. Well, not about the fact that he killed. 
To Spike his Father had been nothing more than…well, 
not a cow. Spike didn’t feed from him. Maybe a rat, or a 
big spider. And Spike had killed the big icky spider that 
was bothering Xander and then worried that Xander was 
bothered by the fact that he squashed it.  
 
Xander leaned back and banged his head on the stucco 
on the side of the building. He wondered if this was how 
Drusilla got crazy, contemplating the meaning of life and 
love and death. Then again, Angelus had killed her family 
because he was an asshat.  
 
Spike had killed his Father because the man was an 
abusive bastard.  
 
He had a sudden flash of memory. It was one of those 
weird feelings like they talked about on crap shows like 
Maury or Oprah. He was little, like three or four, and had 
looked out his bedroom window and had seen a monster 
looking back at him.  
 
He remembered running to his parents, throwing himself 
in the bed in between them and crying.  



 
He remembered how his Father had picked up his shoe 
and started hitting him on the ass, saying how he was a 
big boy now and big boys don’t cry like little sissies. Big 
boys didn’t imagine monster. Big boys didn’t lie.  
 
And he knew, he knew, that that was the moment his life 
got weird. Not because he’d seen a monster, and fuck if 
he knew what kind of demon he must have seen. No, it 
had gotten weird right then, because most parents 
would have let their kid sleep with them or even maybe 
given him a hug and gotten him a drink of water. Then 
they would have taken him by the hand and led him back 
to his room and pointed out that there were no monsters 
but they’d leave the door cracked with the hall light on 
so he wouldn’t get scared.  
 
When he got up from school this morning he had told 
Spike that he would be okay, but now he knew he’d be 
okay. He had never wanted his Father dead but then 
again, Spike hadn’t asked him. Spike had just done what 
he always did, protected someone he cared about. 
Xander had read enough of the Watchers' Diaries to 
know that.  
 
So he’d go to class and put on his “Happy Xander” face 



and act normal and he’d go home to his lover who just 
happened to be an evil vampire and maybe they’d go 
somewhere this weekend. Because it was going to be 
okay.  
 
His Father may not have cared enough to cherish him, 
but Spike did. Spike had killed the monster for him. And 
that was all that mattered.  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Twenty-Five 

He wondered how he always ended up following the 
girls. This was the second night in a row that he’d 
managed to get both Buffy and Willow out for a group 
patrol but it always seemed like they would clan up and 
giggle and whisper and he would end up following along.  
 
Xander knew he was reaching out almost desperately for 
his friends. Oh, he still went home to Spike but he knew 
he was being… quiet. They hadn’t done more than kiss 
and cuddle in the past five days. Spike seemed to 



understand but Xander was getting impatient, in a way. 
He didn’t want to feel all guilty and emotional over 
someone who had hurt him for so long.  
 
But he did. And he didn’t. It was entirely possible he was 
in the early stages of Multiple Personality Disorder or 
something because it was like there were all these 
different miniature Xanders in his head and one was 
cheering that his Dad was gone and another was crying 
and then there was one that was pointing out that he 
was supposed to stop Spike from doing stuff like that, 
not encourage it.  
 
But the mini-Xander that went “Awww, isn’t Spike 
sweet?!” hog tied the moral mini-Xander and shoved him 
down a well, while at the same time a mini-Xander who 
sounded like Giles went on in his head about courtship 
rituals. He might as well start talking to dolls and the 
stars; it beat trying to figure out what was going on in 
between his ears.  
 
He sighed and then jogged a bit to catch up to Buffy and 
Willow. He was trying to connect to them, really. It was 
just sorta odd. They just seemed so…flighty; almost like 
the Cordettes, in a way. Given a chance they were just 
like them; they’d giggle and whisper and compare outfits 



and all that girly stuff. In fact, as much as Buffy would get 
all growly over Cordy, he knew that what she really 
wanted was to be just like her.  
 
He caught up to them and bumped Willow so she would 
run into Buffy. “So, what are you two lovely ladies hoping 
to get into at the Career Fair? I’ve got to say, considering 
where we live I’m surprised bounty/demon hunter isn’t 
an option, since that’s what I was hoping for.”  
 
Buffy nearly stumbled and even Willow gave him a weird 
look before giving him a grin that was way too perky. 
“That would be cool! I’m kinda hoping something in 
computers or the health care profession. Mom and Dad 
are always wanting me to be a doctor, that or marry one. 
What about you, Buffy?”  
 
“I told you guys that I’m trying to just ignore the whole 
thing. I don’t see why you guys keep bringing it up. I’m 
going to be stuck on the Hellmouth until I die or it freezes 
over. Thinking about everyone else being able to get 
away from here just…” 
 
“Hurts.” Xander smiled at her. “Face it, Buff, you want to 
be in Cordy’s shoes. You just need to stop worrying about 
it. Embrace your inner shallow shopaholic.”  



 
“Xander! That’s not what Buffy is saying at all! Is it?” 
Willow sounded so confused and so hopeful and Xander 
knew she just realized something. Within the first month 
of knowing her Buffy had admitted that she had been the 
Queen Bitch of her old school. She had an entourage just 
like Cordy had hers and dated the Quarterback and wore 
all the right clothes and looked down on everyone who 
didn’t.  
 
But it was like Willow was just realizing that, and she 
wanted Buffy to deny that because the Buffy before the 
Slayer gig would have never talked to either Willow or 
Xander because they were that low on the social ladder.  
 
They stopped in the middle of Restfield Cemetery and he 
waited while Buffy looked down and pulled at the hem of 
her shirt.  
 
“God, I don’t know, Willow. I miss being normal. I miss 
the fact that the biggest problem I used to have was 
what dress to wear or if anyone else had a sweater like 
mine and what did my hair look like. And I’m sick and 
tired of having to scrub out my clothes because I don’t 
want Mom to ask about the bloodstains. I just…wish I 
was like everyone else.”  



 
Standing there watching his friend, Xander could really 
see that. Buffy had on her tight jeans with a shirt and a 
brown leather coat and he wondered if she was trying to 
dress up to feel better or to impress the fledges.  
 
Willow had that hurt look on her face again and her eyes 
look sorta like one of those characters in a Japanese 
anime that wear cat's ears, all huge and watery. The part 
of his brain had been hanging around Spike and Cordy 
too much wanted to make a sarcastic remark but the 
mini-Xander that does and always will love Willow 
clubbed the mean-Xander over the head and he reached 
over and squeezed her on the arm before turning to 
Buffy.  
 
“Yeah, I can see that. But hey, being a Slayer isn’t all that 
bad. For one thing, you have two very cool sidekicks and, 
as much as I can’t stand the bastard, do you think Angel 
would give you the time of day if you weren’t the 
Slayer?” 
 
 
“Xander, do not go there.” Buffy’s voice was cold and her 
face was blank. Xander put his hands up in surrender. To 
him it was obvious; part of Angel wanted to be punished 



and what better way to do it than to have a relationship 
with someone whose life was killing vampires?  
 
“Ooh! Don’t forget that you’re all…strong and stuff! It 
must be nice to be able to open pickle jars without 
having someone to help you or, you know, to nearly 
break your hand. And you can eat all the chocolate ice 
cream you want and you won’t gain weight because you 
use up all the calories!”  
 
That brought a smile to his face. Willow was just 
so…Willowish. Eternally optimistic, she could look at the 
worst cloud and find the silver lining.  
 
“Sometimes I like having someone else around to open 
the pickle jars for me, though, and I get tired of having to 
worry about opening my locker door too hard in case I 
rip it off its hinges.” Buffy sighed and seemed to huddle 
into herself. “Don’t mind me, guys, I’m just being a party 
pooper. I should go home, where the only party I have to 
poop on is my own.”  
 
Willow wrinkled her nose at that and Xander laughed. 
“Ewwww. Gross image there, Buff!” 
 
“Oh! You know what I mean, Xander!” Buffy slapped him 



on the arm playfully and he grinned at her. That had 
been the happiest expression he'd seen on her since 
doing those stupid multiple-choice tests that were 
supposed to determine their future careers. Either that 
or to check and see if they had any sexual fantasies about 
the local plant life. Why else ask if they liked shrubs or 
not?  
 
They parted ways, Buffy to go home to mope or wash her 
hair or whatever since Xander had promised to walk 
Willow home. Willow didn’t seem to have any confidence 
in him, though; her shoulders drew up and she started 
looking over her shoulders as she hurried along.  
 
“Chill out, Wills. I won’t let anything happen to you.” He 
grinned confidently at her. He might not have slayer 
strength or speed but nowadays he could handle himself. 
Well, against fledges, at least. An older vamp or a master 
would be out of his league but other than Spike there 
weren’t that many around town and, knowing Spike, he 
had some sort of cosmic “Do Not Touch on Pain of 
Torture” sign floating about his head.  
 
“Sorry, Xan. I know you’ve been training with Giles and 
all but I still worry.”  
 



“Whatever, Willow.” He sighed. He remembered why he 
had stopped hanging out with Willow and Buffy quite so 
much; there was nothing to say. It was like there was this 
great big…thing in between them and he didn’t know 
what to say. He only had two classes a day with the girls 
now, and while they hung out in the Library after school 
they talked about demons and slayage and stuff.  
 
It was simpler in some ways to talk to Cordy. All he’d 
have to do was ask her a question about fashion or 
herself or make fun of someone else and they’d be good 
to talk for an hour or so. Add in the fact that she 
regularly teased him for sleeping with Spike and having a 
death wish, well, it was just easier. He didn’t have to hide 
anything from her.  
 
Well, walking along beside his best friend saying nothing 
wasn’t helping either. “Hey, Willow, have you noticed 
anything…weird up with Buffy lately? She’s acting, I 
dunno, gun shy or something. All nervous and stuff.”  
 
“I don’t know, Xander. I don’t know what’s going on with 
anyone anymore! Buffy says it’s because she’s with Angel 
and vampires get all splotchy and possessive so she’s 
been spending more time with him. Half the time I don’t 
even know where you are anymore and I end up at 



home, alone, studying. My parents are overjoyed, and 
my pre-SATs are going to look wonderful but sometimes I 
just wish…” 
 
Damn. He hadn’t thought of that. “I’m sorry, Wills. I 
didn’t mean to leave you out. I just thought, well, you 
were less than thrilled about me being gay, so I wanted 
to give you some time. Plus I’m busy a lot of the time... 
but you should have said something. I just assumed you 
were with Buffy most of the time.”  
 
He had thrown his arm around her shoulders and she 
snuggled into his side. “You know what they say about 
assuming, Xander. Besides, what has you so busy? You’ve 
dropped a lot of your more college prep classes, and you 
don’t patrol with Buffy that much anymore.” 
 
Ack. This was so not going to be a fun conversation. 
“Well, I’m writing a 100 page story for Creative Writing 
class right now and it’s going to be too cool. Actually, I’m 
doing a fictional horror but it’s based on this demon I 
remember seeing when I was a kid and didn’t realize. 
Then Giles gives me homework, and I’m learning some 
Latin, enough to recognize key words so I can skim books 
and look for them while researching. Plus I’m learning 
how to kill different demons, which is really fun, and boy, 



does that make me sound like a psychopath.”  
 
And he had his very own body count to go with his new 
psychopathic tendencies. Larry, his two buddies and his 
Father. Not that he was going to admit any one of those 
to Willow. Hell, he didn’t like admitting that to himself. In 
fact, all the little Xanders inside his head were working 
together to shove that thought in a little box in the back 
of his mind. Nope, not going to go there.  
 
But he could talk about Spike. He smiled. “And, well, are 
you really okay with me being all gay? Can I talk to you 
about it?”  
 
“Of course, Xander! You idiot, you can tell me whatever 
you want.” She poked him in the side and he winced. “In 
fact, you’d better say something, Mister! You’ve been 
holding back on me, huh?”  
 
“Yep. His name is…Will.” Giles knew that much, at least. 
“No, it’s not the Will who’s in the AV club. I have much 
better taste than that. He’s, well, he’s older so he doesn’t 
go to school. He’s blonde and gorgeous and would do 
anything for me.”  
 
And how true that last statement was, but he wasn’t 



going to think about that right now; it was going right 
back into the mental box where it belonged.  
 
“Oh! He’s sounds…nice! When do I get to meet him?”  
 
Oh god, panic time. “Well, for one thing, he’d be the first 
person to tell you he wasn’t nice. To me, yeah, but not to 
most people. He’s, like, anti-nice. And until you can not 
freak over the idea of me and a guy you’re not going to 
meet him, because I love you, Wills, and I really don’t 
want to put you in the hospital with a heart attack at 
such a young age.”  
 
They had reached her house and he pulled away and 
walked her to the door. “Your stop, Willow. Have a good 
night.”  
 
“Xander! You can’t just tell me that you’re dating 
some…older, not nice man and just say goodnight! I need 
more information!”  
 
“I just said he wouldn’t be nice to most people, but he’s 
very nice to me. Hell, he cares more about me than most 
people, and knows more about me too. I’m lucky, Wills, 
and when you can understand that I’ll take you to meet 
him. Okay?”  



 
“Promise?” In the darkness she looked like a little girl and 
suddenly he felt so much older. He reached out and 
tucked a strand of hair behind her ear.  
 
“Pinky swear promise. For real.”  
 
She smiled and he was able to smile back at her. He’d 
told her the truth; as soon as he could get her to 
understand how someone that wasn’t nice could love 
someone, he’d take her to meet Spike. And pray that she 
wouldn’t tell Buffy.  
 
He waited until the light went on in her room to leave. 
Part of him wanted to sneak into her room like he used 
to do and just tell her everything; about Spike, his Dad, 
feeling like he was different because he was seeing the 
world differently, thanks to Spike. But Willow wasn’t 
ready for that. Despite the fact that they were only a 
month apart in age, she was still a little girl in a lot of 
ways.  
 
Right now she couldn’t see how much Spike loved him, 
all she would see is her best friend being tricked or 
thralled or something like that. And she’d kill Spike and 
that would kill him.  



 
He remembered talking to Spike about the age thing, 
about how Angel was so much older than Buffy because 
he was mentally older, not chronologically. And while 
Spike in many ways was no older than a teenager in his 
mental attitude, it was weird because Xander kinda felt 
like he was growing up too.  
 
He shook his head and started walking home. Willow 
lived on the other side of Sunnydale but he was glad he’d 
taken the time. He still felt odd around Buffy and Willow 
but at least Willow was trying to understand.  
 
Buffy sounded like she was just having identity problems. 
Yeah, it sucked being the Slayer and having a shelf life 
shorter than a box of Twinkies but it wasn’t like anyone 
could change it. But it would sound rude if he told her to 
just suck it up and get over it, even though that was what 
he wanted to do. Sometimes, at least.  
 
There was a noise behind him and Xander tensed. He 
reached into his pockets for the stake and knife that he 
was carrying.  
 
“Anti-nice pet? M’not sure if that’s a compliment or not.”  
 



Xander grinned and ran over to meet his lover. He should 
have known he was being followed. “Well, if I would 
have said that you’re an absolute marshmallow around 
me and you just have a tough guy image thing going, 
you’d kick me out of bed. Or do something equally 
wicked just to prove you were evil. Anyway, I want her to 
get used to the idea that my boyfriend is slightly evil so 
that when I bring her home to meet you she won’t have 
kittens in the living room.”  
 
“First of all, pet, “Boyfriend”? In case it hasn’t escaped 
your notice, I haven’t been a boy for over a hundred 
years. Secondly, you want me to be all…nice to Red?”  
 
“Yep, you’ll be nice to Willow, and to Giles because he 
will figure it out eventually. Think of it as meeting the 
parents.” There was an awkward pause while all the 
inner Xanders pushed the fact that Spike had already met 
his Dad back in the box. He needed to get a better 
mental lock for that thing.  
 
Xander shook his head. “And, technically, I consider you 
my boyfriend because lover is too intimate for public and 
sweetie pie is just way too gay.” 
 
Spike gave one of his sly grins, the kind that made 



Xander’s breath catch and his pants get tight. “Lover, 
eh?”  
 
Xander blushed and sort of ducked his head. They hadn’t 
done all that much, yet, but that was how he thought of 
Spike. “Umm, yeah.” 
 
Cool fingers were under his chin and his head was tipped 
for a kiss. There were lips and tongue and Xander could 
feel all the blood rushing through his body to his groin. 
When Spike pulled back he felt dizzy and all tingly. He 
loved those types of kisses.  
 
“Come on, Xander, let’s go home.”  

Part Twenty-Six 

Spike woke in the early afternoon to the sounds of 
Xander trying to quietly sneak into the house. He knew it 
was Xander because only his young lover could make 
enough noise to wake the entire neighborhood when he 
was trying to be quiet in the house. The sound of one 
heavy shoe hitting the floor and the soft swearing made 
him grin.  
 
Then he looked at the clock and lost his amusement. 
Xander was home entirely too early; he was supposed to 



be bothering the Watcher or doing whatever the hell it 
was they teach in American schools. From what Spike 
could see, they didn’t teach all that much.  
 
He listened closely as Xander made his way from the 
living room to the kitchen. Spike could hear his love 
humming under his breath as he poured the cereal. 
Whatever it was that caused Xander to be home early 
wasn’t bad.  
 
He sighed to himself and scrubbed his hands across his 
eyes. It was entirely too early to be awake, and Xander 
was trying to be quiet so Spike could just roll over and go 
back to sleep. Problem was, he was a curious bugger and 
now that he was awake enough to think about it he 
wondered just what had happened to make Xander come 
home. Not that he liked it when Xander went to school 
anyhow but he wanted a Childe that was well educated. 
American schools might not do it but Spike had been 
tutoring him with his studies. He’d watched as Xander’s 
bright mind started working and growing and his boy 
started learning more than ever before.  
 
All Xander had needed was a little encouragement and 
confidence. His boy had let slip a few things about when 
Red tried to help him and, from what he could tell, more 



often than not the little slip of a girl would get frustrated 
by Xander’s energy and give up. Spike didn’t.  
 
Spike sighed and slipped on a pair of pants and made his 
way quietly into the living room. There Xander was, with 
his feet up on the couch and a bowl full of one of his 
noxious sugary things as he watched something on the 
telly with the sound turned low.  
 
He didn’t look hurt or upset or anything like that, but 
there was the faint scent of adrenaline and anger around 
Xander. Spike purposely made some noise before going 
into the room to sit beside him.  
 
“Any special reason you’re home so early, pet, or did you 
just miss me?”  
 
“Spike!” Xander nearly choked on one of those absurdly 
colored marshmallows that were in his cereal and Spike 
had to pat him on the back to help him breathe. “Wow, 
umm, sorry if I woke you up. I kinda, sorta, got 
suspended and it was boring hanging out at the mall with 
no one there.”  
 
Xander looked guilty and embarrassed but Spike just 
laughed and ran his hand through his boy’s hair. 



“Suspended, eh? What evil thing did you do to get kicked 
out, luv, put up a picture of one of your male teachers in 
a dress?”  
 
Xander relaxed and went back to eating, talking in 
between shoving spoonfuls of sugar in his face. “Nope, 
even better. Okay, so first, I got in trouble for 
daydreaming in History class. Then I mouthed off to the 
teacher because he was saying how nothing good came 
from WWII. Now, all that slaughter was bad, yeah, but if 
it wasn’t for WWII, the United Nations wouldn’t be 
around and the 'States would still be all isolated because 
before Pearl Harbor we didn’t do jack shit for the rest of 
the world. Mr. Lilly looked like he swallowed a bug and 
then kicked me out of the class.”  
 
Xander took a deep breath and shoved another spoonful 
of food into his mouth before continuing and Spike found 
himself sitting back and grinning. Of all the ways he’d 
been working on corrupting Xander, giving him too much 
knowledge wasn’t what he had planned but the boy was 
so proud that he knew these things and Spike just had to 
smile.  
 
“Then we had a reading comprehension test in English 
class. Okay, I have Mr. Musick for Creative Writing but I 



have Mrs. Adams for regular English and she’s stupid. I 
mean, she can’t find her glasses and they’re on her face 
kind of stupid. I kinda failed a test because I said that the 
Pilgrims landed at Plymouth Rock. But no…according to 
him they landed at Cape Cod. I sort of pointed out that 
you can’t land in Cape Cod because it’s a body of water, 
and that the Pilgrims freaking well signed Plymouth Rock 
and…well, between the two Snyder suspended me for 
three days. Seems I have a smart mouth.”  
 
Xander was bouncing and Spike could tell the lad was 
proud of himself. “You have a smart everything, luv. It’s 
fucking amazing you even know how to read considering 
some of your teachers, pet.” 
 
“Yeah, well, thank Jim Henson and the Electric Company. 
Without them I probably wouldn’t have even learned to 
read until second grade. And Mr. Rodgers, can’t forget 
about him, even though as I get older and more 
perverted I can’t help but laugh every time I see Trolley 
go into the tunnel.”  
 
Spike just looked at Xander with one of his eyebrows 
raised and Xander blushed. He shook his head; 
sometimes Xander babbled about the weirdest things. 
Still, he wasn’t nearly as insane as Dru and was more 



loyal so he mainly just listened.  
 
This time it looked like Xander had babbled himself out. 
Either that or he was still getting used to the idea that 
someone thought he was more than just the goofy mask 
that he would still put on around the Slayer and her 
bunch.  
 
Spike ran his hand through his hair. “Tell you what, Xan, 
let me wake up a bit and once it gets dark we’ll do 
something to celebrate. Go to LA or something.” 
 
Xander gave a snort. “Only you would think of rewarding 
me for being suspended, Spike, but okay. Hey, can I 
drive?”  
 
“Only in your dreams, pet!” Spike ruffled his young 
lover’s hair as he got up to make his way to the shower. 
He wouldn’t let Xander drive his precious DeSoto, but 
maybe he’d find some other car for the boy to practice 
driving in. He didn’t have a license yet, despite the fact 
that he was older than sixteen, and Spike seriously 
doubted that bastard that squirted into his mother's 
belly ever got off his fat arse to teach Xander how to 
drive in the big city.  
 



He listened to Xander humming under his breath and 
grinned to himself. Maybe he’d teach Xander how to 
jimmy a car door and hot wire it. You never know when 
that talent might come in handy.  
 
*****  
 
Xander sat back in his chair at the Library table and 
sighed. He was bored. Bored, bored, bored. Giles was 
busy in his office and the girls hadn’t come in from 
whatever the hell it was they were doing. Then again, 
anything would be boring after eight hours of the 
Psychopath Driving School. He fought back the urge to 
grin. He knew he should feel guilty about his “lessons”, 
especially since they had “borrowed” someone else’s car, 
but it had been fun.  
 
Deep down he knew that more and more he was testing 
his limits. Even Giles had frowned when he’d confessed 
about getting mouthy at two of his teachers. It wasn’t 
what he had said but how he said it, he knew, but he just 
couldn’t respect someone who was that idiotic. Add to 
that the fact that he’d heard that Mr. Lilly liked to pay 
attention to the tenth grade girls a little too much and it 
just went to remind him that not all monsters were 
demons.  



 
Plus it was fun, freaking the mundanes out. That’s what 
he was beginning to call the people of the Hellmouth 
that were blind, deaf and dumb. The other night he’d 
been hanging out with Cordy at the Bronze and Harmony 
had nearly been attacked by a vampire. He’d saved her 
but she had totally ignored the fangs and yellow eyes. 
She had thought he was just some jerk and had started 
bitching, which almost made him wish he hadn’t saved 
her life.  
 
Oh well, at least Cordy was glad he hadn’t let her minion 
die.  
 
He heard a set of footsteps in the hall and Xander 
grinned. Speak of the devil and She would appear. 
Cordelia came stalking into the library, obviously pissed 
off, the short red dress and pulled up hair all but 
screaming, “Bitch with an attitude.”  
 
“There you are! Aren’t you off that suspension or 
whatever yet? I actually needed to talk to you for once 
and you weren’t there!” 
 
“Sorry, Cordy, I still have one more day being blissfully 
school free. Well, Wills is bringing me homework to do 



but other than that… Why, what did you need?”  
 
She sat down on the library table he was in front of and 
crossed her legs. He had to admire the move; he was gay, 
not dead. Besides, he pretty much figured that she’d 
practiced in front of a mirror every day for a month when 
she was in Junior High just to get it right, so it would be 
rude not to look.  
 
“Okay, there are some retarded fledges running around 
town, and I can’t help but hope your boyfriend doesn’t 
have such bad taste. Whoever vamped Tina DeWitt 
probably had some serious issues; she is such a know it 
all. And get this, one tried to pick me up last night! 
Wearing something out of a bad Saturday Night Live 
sketch, one of the ones after Belushi left. What are you 
going to do about it?”  
 
Xander frowned. He knew for a fact that Spike wasn’t 
making any minions right now, said they were stupid and 
a pain in the ass. He knew that there were a few that 
Spike…talked to? Connected with? Ordered around and 
they scurried to do his every wish?  
 
A sharp slap on the back of his head brought him out of 
his confusing thoughts. “Don’t you dare space out on me! 



It’s bad enough that Buffy is acting weirder than ever 
before, with your lifestyle you can’t afford to get any 
stranger. Can you do anything or not?”  
 
He looked around to see if there was anyone else in the 
library to hear her. Giles was quiet in his office but not 
too quiet. Well, at least he hoped he wasn't being too 
quiet. It would be just his luck to have Giles hear a 
conversation about Spike.  
 
“Okay, number one, it just ruins my image of you to 
know that you watch reruns of SNL. Two, I’ll have Sp—
Will check things out. What happened last night ... I 
mean, I know you’re okay since you’re sitting here in the 
sunlight and all that, but how?”  
 
“Please! I’m not stupid, Xander. Ever since finding out 
about this burg’s nocturnal activities I’ve been taking Tae 
Bo. I may not be up to Buffy’s standards but I’m getting 
pretty good. It’ll keep my ass from going south in another 
five years, too. Oh, and high heels are a girl’s best friend, 
not diamonds. Not that I’d say no to diamonds…”  
 
Xander couldn’t help but grin at her. Cordy sounded so 
proud of herself. It occurred to him that in a lot of ways 
Cordy had just as sucky a home life as he did. Okay, 



maybe her Dad didn’t beat the crap out her but it wasn’t 
like anyone at home gave a shit either. They pretty much 
ignored her.  
 
Then his grin got even wider. “Gotta say, great idea with 
the Tae Bo, Cordelia, but I’ve got an even better plan…”  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Twenty-Seven 

“So, I'm Ted, the sickly loser. I'm dying and my wife 
dumps me. I build a better Ted. He brings her back, holds 
her hostage in his bunker'o'love until she dies. And then 
he keeps bringing her back, over and over. Now, that's 
creepy on a level I hardly knew existed.” Xander shoved 
his hands down into his pockets as he walked down the 
hall to the Library.  
 
The past few days had been really, really weird. He’d 
started out by convincing Giles that the school needed a 
self-defense class for the girls. He’d worked with the 
Watcher to find someone who specialized in teaching 



women how to defend themselves and convinced Miss 
Calendar, of all people, to be the faculty sponsor.  
 
Then Cordy had dropped a hint that the class needed 
more guys so that the girls knew who to date and the 
classes quickly filled with just about every Tom, Dick and 
Harry that wanted time with any of the Cordettes. As a 
result, a good fourth of the school were learning how to 
deal with muggers and creeps and Giles and Buffy 
weren’t even connected to the idea so Snyder couldn’t 
complain. Well, the little toadie did complain, but when 
didn’t he?  
 
He complained even more when Buffy was accused of 
killing Ted, her Mother’s new boyfriend. Or course he 
didn’t complain as loudly as Spike had when Xander had 
come home from his afternoon of golf drugged and 
overly happy. You’d think an evil master vampire 
wouldn’t have problems with his human being just a little 
bit stoned but Spike was Not Happy with capital letters.  
 
Oh, he hadn’t been pissed at Xander, but it was Spike 
who figured out that Ted’s cookies had been messed 
with. Of course Xander had to figure out a way of 
pointing that out without bringing Spike into it but 
waving the cookie under Willow’s nose while under the 



influence had done the job.  
 
“The sad part is, the real Ted must've been a genius. 
There were design features in that robot that pre-date...”  
 
Willow had been in charge of dismantling Ted after Buffy 
had successfully bashed his circuits in. Xander thought 
she might have been a little bit too impressed with Ted’s 
circuitry.  
 
Buffy must have thought so too. “Willow, tell me you 
didn't keep any parts.”  
 
“Not any big ones.”  
 
“Oh, Will, you're supposed to use your powers for good!" 
 
Willow blushed and looked down. “I just wanna learn 
stuff.”  
 
Xander had to grin at that. It was just so…Willowish for 
her to try to figure out what made Ted work.  
 
“What, like how to build your own serial killer?”  
 
Xander winced. Cordelia was in fine form today. 



Normally he wouldn’t care but he still hated it when she 
sniped at Willow. Even though Willow kind of deserved it 
for keeping little Ted Bits, and boy, did that sound weird. 
“Uh, it’s so hard to rent one nowadays.”  
 
Cordelia wrinkled her nose. “Can we just drop the 
subject?”  
 
Buffy bounced on her toes. “Absolutely. I plan to forget 
the whole thing.”  
 
She pushed open the door and the rest of them followed. 
There was still time before class to sit in the Library and 
talk about Ted without being overheard.  
 
Unfortunately, it looked like they walked into what 
would soon become World War Three. Jenny Calendar 
was there glaring at Giles and Giles had his glasses off 
and looked entirely too much like Ripper for Xander’s 
comfort.  
 
The girls stopped and Xander tried to get them to either 
scoot over or back out of the library. He got the feeling 
this was something they didn’t need to see but all three 
of them just stood there, staring. Buffy’s mouth had 
fallen open and Willow had her head down but was 



looking through her hair.  
 
Then Miss Calendar looked up and made a huffy sort of 
noise. “Well, why don’t you tell them what I saw last 
night and we’ll just see who understands.” She all but ran 
out the door, the sound of her high heels echoing in the 
otherwise quiet room. Once the sound had faded down 
the hall, Xander allowed himself to breathe.  
 
“Well, it looks like you’re having a crappy week too. You 
okay, G-man?”  
 
Giles sort of limped over to a chair and slowly sat down 
and Xander realized the man must be hurt. Xander 
started to worry since Giles didn’t object to the G-man 
thing. “Bloody hell, will this week ever end?” 
 
Okay, this called for alcohol of some sort because Giles 
was hurt and swearing and that probably meant that 
there would be plague of locusts or frogs pretty soon. 
Evidently the girls thought so too because Buffy and 
Willow quickly joined him at the table. Cordy looked at 
him and shrugged before following. He wasn’t fooled; 
she liked Giles too, she just didn’t like other people 
knowing she liked him.  
 



Buffy put her hand on Giles’s arm. “Are you okay, Giles? 
Did you guys fight or something?” 
 
Willow gave her supportive face. “Do you need chocolate 
and ice cream or is that just a girl thing? Do guys eat 
chocolate when they have fights with their girlfriends? I 
mean chocolate has chemicals that make your brain 
think it’s had sex so that would work for everything, 
right?”  
 
Xander leaned forward and put his hand over her mouth. 
Giles’s eyes were glazing over from the rapid stream of 
information and he didn’t think the older man could 
handle it. “Breathe, Wills. Besides, you guys forget what 
Giles is. Giles is British more than male or female and 
that means he needs tea. Lots and lots of tea.”  
 
“Please, I don’t think I can have this conversation without 
something…stimulating.”  
 
He left the girls to their interrogation and went into 
Giles’s office. The electric kettle Giles kept in there was 
already turned on and hot so Xander dug in the back of 
the drawer where Giles hid his P.G. Tipps tea bags. Then 
he dug one of his lock picks out of his back pocket and 
opened the locked drawer at the bottom of the desk and 



poured a bit of brandy into the mug with the tea before 
locking everything back up.  
 
He had a feeling he knew what had happened. Last night, 
while he and Willow and Cordy were breaking and 
entering into RoboTed’s lair, Giles had gone on patrol. 
Willow had worried about the Watcher going out alone 
but Giles had done some pretty quick talking and 
redirected her train of thought.  
 
But Xander figured that Giles wouldn’t be alone, so if he 
wasn’t patrolling with one of the Scoobies he must have 
gone out with someone else. Possibly a certain Chaos 
Mage? And if Miss Calendar was being extra special pissy, 
that meant that she must have seen them out together. 
God. That must have been bad. Hopefully the limp was 
from a vamp or demon attack and not from getting a 
stiletto heel shoved where the sun didn’t shine.  
 
Then again, Giles had sat down gingerly. But that could 
be from him and Ethan… 
 
Xander quickly broke away from that thought and took 
the tea out to Giles. He was not going to think about his 
mentor/Father Figure having sex with his slightly evil 
boyfriend, he just wasn’t.  



 
“Here, Giles, one steaming cup of English courage.” 
 
“Yes, thank you, Xander.” Giles took a sip and then raised 
his eyebrow at him and Xander just grinned. He wasn’t 
even supposed to know about his hidden liquor stash, 
much less be able to get into it. Spike was such a bad 
influence.  
 
“Right. Yes, well, this is going to be somewhat awkward, 
I’m afraid. While on patrol last night I ran into Miss 
Calendar. Or should I say I and my…friend. Miss Calendar 
was rather put out, which I could understand, and 
between her and my…friend and the fledges we ran into 
at the same time, it got rather violent. I do believe the 
Registrar at Sunnydale General Emergency Room knows 
more about my personal information than I do.”  
 
“Poor Giles, did you get another concussion?” Willow 
sounded sympathetic but there was an odd tone to it. 
She probably figured out that Giles had been with his 
new romantic interest at the time. Whether she was 
curious or upset that Giles didn’t tell them who it was 
right away, he couldn’t tell.  
 
“Unfortunately not, or I could have handled that a bit 



better. No, Miss Calendar accidentally shot me with a 
crossbow in my…upper thigh area.” 
 
Xander was grinning because Giles was actually 
blushing!! He remembered how cautious Giles had been 
while sitting. “Would that be on your back of your thigh 
or your front?” 
 
Giles glared at him but that didn’t stop him from 
grinning. “Back, if you simply must know.”  
 
The girls all tittered and he heard a muffled “Oh, my!” 
from Willow. Giles looked really uncomfortable and 
Xander knew he should just leave it alone to let the man 
have his dignity.  
 
Ah, hell with it, the man had been shot in the ass; how 
much dignity did he have left anyhow? 
 
“So, Giles. Did your…friend, kiss it and make it better?”  
 
“Xander!!” That came from the chorus of Buffy and 
Willow, both of them outraged outwardly at his 
crudeness but he knew that they were dying to know. 
Giles sputtered into his tea and Xander just had to grin.  
 



He still refused to think about Giles and Ethan having sex, 
though. 
 
Unfortunately, Cordelia was. “Please tell me the sitting 
thing is thanks to the arrow and not your boyfriend. I 
don’t think I can handle the thought of any more adults 
having sex. It's just so unnatural.”  
 
Giles covered his face. “Yes, I tend to forget this is the 
Mouth of Hell and not Hell itself. I’m sure Dante left off 
writing about a level of hell where you’re surrounded by 
irreverent teenagers asking too many bloody questions!”  
 
Xander laughed. By now Giles was used to his teasing 
and, well, Cordy was Cordy. It was probably the thought 
of Buffy and Willow that made him hesitate and, boy, did 
he know that feeling. Cordy knew about Spike and didn’t 
freak and he figured Giles wouldn’t freak after a lecture 
or two. It was Buffy and Willow that had him worried.  
 
“Come on, Giles! Spill!!" Buffy was getting sort of angry 
now. He huffed to himself. He liked Buffy and he loved 
Willow but sometimes it was almost as if they felt they 
had to know everything. That is when they weren’t 
paying attention to their girl stuff. It was a fine line; if 
they remembered you they wanted to know everything 



but if they didn’t remember you…well it was like you 
weren’t there.  
 
Willow had always sort of been like that; it was easy for 
her to get lost in books or whatever theory she was 
interested in. But it was like hanging out with Buffy made 
it worse, sometimes. Xander worried that Willow would 
be lost in the other girl’s shadow but didn’t know how to 
help.  
 
Giles finally put on his glasses and sat up straighter. “Yes, 
well, since evidently my personal life has been declared 
everyone’s business, I might as well get it over with. Yes, 
I am in a relationship, and it is not for you to approve or 
disapprove since I am over the age of consent and in 
complete control of my mental faculties. After our last 
encounter I sat down with an old friend of mine and we 
were able to work out our differences and come to a 
compromise.” 
 
“Giles, will you stop with the Brit speak and just tell 
already!”  
 
Xander sat back while Buffy egged Giles on. He wasn’t 
sure what to do. He wanted to support Giles but didn’t 
know how.  



 
“Buffy, really, I’m your Watcher, not your child. It really is 
no business of yours. If you simply must know, I’ve been 
keeping time with Ethan Rayne.”  
 
“WHAT?!”  
 
“But…but, Giles, he’s a bad guy and he tried to kill us 
and…oh, goodness!”  
 
Buffy’s outburst and Willow’s confusion was expected, as 
was Cordelia muttering under her breath about all the 
gay British people. Xander figured he counted since he 
was sort of a British-in-law, if there was such a thing.  
 
Both Buffy and Willow looked to him to see where he 
stood on the matter and he just shrugged. “Hey, it’s hard 
to resist the bad guy; they’re always so much sexier. I 
mean, Leigh went after Han Solo and he was a sorta bad 
guy. Which is a good thing because if she'd been with 
Luke those movies would have been way too icky.”  
 
“Xander!”  
 
“What? Let he or she who has not or is not dating evil 
throw the first stone. And before you get on your high 



horse, Miss Willow, may I point out Moloch, your 
computer boyfriend from last year?”  
 
“Hey, I’ve never dated anyone evil!” Buffy had her arms 
crossed in front of her chest in a clear gesture that she 
wasn’t willing to talk. He rolled his eyes and opened his 
mouth to once again point out that, while Angel may 
have a soul, that didn’t mean he hadn’t been evil at one 
point in time. 
 
“Will you all please stop!! It’s really none of your 
business who I spend what few off hours I have. Dear 
lord, you people are giving me a bigger pain in my arse 
than the arrow did.”  
 
“Can we please stop talking about people’s asses? I’m 
getting a complex here!”  
 
Xander grinned at Cordelia. “Don’t worry Cor, your ass is 
perfect you don’t have to worry one bit.” 
 
“What do you know Xander, you’re gay.”  
 
“Hey, what about our asses?”  
 
All three girls turned on him for objective thoughts on 



their asses and Xander wanted to hide. He so did not 
need this sort of thing early in the morning. Well, at any 
time actually. Why was it now that he was gay all the 
girls were sticking their ass in his face? 
 
And boy howdy, did that sound wrong.  
 
Still, Giles was making his way to his office, the bitch fit 
averted for now. The man so owed him for this. Maybe 
now when Spike and him came out of the vampire closet 
things wouldn’t be so bad. 
 
Xander snorted to himself. Yeah, like that would happen 
with Buffy and Willow around. 
 
*****  
 
“Just so you know, I think you have the most perfect ass 
I’ve ever seen. It’s the best ass in California. Well, I think 
it is. I’m sure it’s the best ass in England but since I’ve 
never been there I can’t be sure.” 
 
Spike chuckled. Xander had come home from school 
acting weird. At least it was a natural weird this time; 
whatever had been in that robotic git’s cookies had made 
Xander scent off. Besides, he loved it when Xander was 



all warm and cuddly and playful all on his own. It was a 
gift that he couldn’t get enough of.  
 
“Not that I mind, pet, but what brought all this on?” 
 
“Oh, Giles got shot in the ass and the girls found out he’s 
with Ethan. They were getting ready to be all…I dunno, 
judgmental and disapproving so I distracted them by 
complimenting them on their asses. And I just wanted 
you to know that I like your ass best. In fact, I love your 
ass, and all that’s connected to it.”  
 
Spike pulled Xander in for a kiss, their tongues twining 
around each other for a few moments before Xander 
pulled back. He was out of breath and panting, his eyes 
darker than normal and Spike growled down low in his 
chest. His boy was so responsive and so warm and just 
smelled so damn good. It was the closest thing he would 
ever get to heaven.  
 
“All that’s connected to it, eh?” He pushed his pelvis 
forward so his erection could brush against Xander’s. 
“Even this?”  
 
Xander got that look on his face that always let Spike 
know when he was planning something. Suddenly a 



warm hand fumbled at his pants, unfamiliar with the 
workings of a button fly so that they were clumsy. 
“Wanna try this…been thinking about it. Cordelia doesn’t 
know either, she likes to receive more than she likes to 
give but I just want to give you this…” 
 
Spike growled as Xander pulled down his jeans in one tug 
and wrapped his hands around the back of Spike’s legs. 
He couldn’t help but shift to his true face as a warm but 
inexperienced tongue lapped at the tip of his erection.  
 
This was certainly not what he’d had planned for Xander 
after school. A lesson on how to fix the DeSoto, perhaps, 
or some practice with the katana. Not Xander’s first 
lesson on how to give a blowjob.  
 
Not that he was going to complain; he wasn’t bloody well 
stupid.  
 
It was over quickly, mainly because there was no way 
Spike could resist a hot and enthusiastic Xander. Plus, it 
had been a bloody long time since he’d had a hot and 
willing mouth. Add in the fact that he knew that he was 
Xander’s first…he damn near shot his head off along with 
his load.  
 



Spike pulled Xander up and kissed him, intent on getting 
every bit of his own flavor from his boy’s mouth. When 
he finally stopped he was holding Xander up, and Xander 
was nearly humping his leg.  
 
“Xan, luv, if this is what happens when you talk about 
other people’s arses, go right ahead. As long as you know 
that no one else gets yours, that is.” 
 
“Mmm, it’s yours. Was I okay, Spike? Cordy and I got to 
talking in seventh period, mainly just to piss Buffy off 
since she’s being all snooty about Ethan and Giles. But it 
got me thinking and I just wanted to try…” 
 
“It was damn good for a first time, luv, and I loved it 
because it was you. Tell you what, why don’t we go back 
to the bedroom and I’ll give you a proper lesson, all 
right?”  
 
Xander mumbled his agreement and Spike steered him 
towards their bedroom. He knew now what brought 
Xander’s sudden interest in fellatio on, though; it was the 
thought of bothering the Slayer. Spike grinned to himself.  
 
Annoying the Slayer was most likely the best kink his 
lover could have in Spike’s book.  



 
 
 
 
 

Part Twenty-Eight 

“What the bloody hell is that, Xander?”  
 
His lover gave him an odd look and held up an egg. 
“Don’t tell me after hours of labor you don’t even 
recognize your own child, Spike! He looks just like you, 
he even has your nose! I think I’ll call him Fang.”  
 
Spike looked at Xander and had to grin at the teasing 
look on his face. “Please just tell me you’re not gonna 
grow feathers, pet, because that would be too creepy. 
Vamps might be a kinky bunch but I for one do not go 
after chickens.”  
 
Xander laughed and headed into the kitchen and Spike 
followed. Spike couldn’t help but grin in satisfaction at 
the scalding kiss he’d been given when Xander came in 
the door from school. Xander was coming along quite 
nicely in the sex department, and it was getting harder to 
keep himself from throwing his boy on the floor and just 



taking him. But while he knew that Xander’s body might 
be ready for that, his brain would need a bit more time 
to get used to the idea.  
 
Spike hated to wait, but this was important. Because 
once he took Xander he knew that he’d never let his boy 
go.  
 
“…so I tried to point out to Mr. Whitmore that I’m gay 
and therefore it would be extremely unlikely that I’m 
going to get someone pregnant. That still didn’t get me 
out of the stupid project. I think he was just mad because 
I pointed out that one of the consequences of sex was 
needing a shower. Well, it is if you do it right. At first he 
was going to make me pair up with one of the Cordettes 
but I figured I’d rather be a single parent and got out of 
that.”  
 
The entire time Xander was talking he was getting out 
one of the saucepans and filling it up with water and a bit 
of salt. “So, that’s our little one, eh? And you’re going to 
boil him to death? Good job, luv, nice bit of torture.” 
 
Xander shrugged. “Think of it as a protective measure, 
like shots. It’ll hurt the kid but in the long run he’ll be 
safe from breakage and scrambling so it’s all of the good. 



And after he’s all cooled off I can draw on him, use a 
sharpie and give him little baby fangs and a duster.” 
 
Spike walked over and hugged Xander from behind as he 
carefully dropped his new offspring into the water. “As 
long as I don’t have to change nappies or feed the thing, I 
don’t really care what you do. Got plans to patrol 
tonight, pet?”  
 
Xander shook his head. “Nope, Buffy and Angel are 
supposed to be out hunting the Gorches. Have you heard 
of them? Old, deadly yet dumb as a post?”  
 
Spike frowned. “Yeah, pet, they’re kind of famous for 
going to excess when killing, and you know that coming 
from me that says a lot.” He squeezed Xander in the 
middle. “Maybe they’re the ones that've been turning 
half the Bronze. What do you think?”  
 
Xander frowned and turned in Spike’s arms. “I don’t think 
so; that would take planning and, from what Giles said, 
Lyle and Tector couldn’t plan their way out of a paper 
bag. What kind of name is Tector anyhow?”  
 
“Bollocks.” Spike sighed and pulled Xander closer. “Think 
I’m going to have to do something that you’re not going 



to like, pet. There’s a reason those two blokes are here, 
and there’s a reason there’s more minions running 
around. Means there’s a Master Vampire trying to take 
over the Hellmouth and since I’m supposed to be the 
Master in the area I’m gonna have to take care of it. 
Can’t have some bloke taking my territory, now can I?”  
 
“What does that mean, Spike?”  
 
“Means I’m gonna have to be seen hunting, and it means 
I’m gonna have to spend more time in some of the 
demon hangouts, Willy’s and the like. I can’t protect you 
if I don’t know what’s going on, luv.” 
 
Xander sighed and Spike could feel his muscles tense up. 
Spike knew this was hard on his love; the last time he’d 
had to take off he was killing Xander’s father and Xander 
knew that. The boy had to be afraid of what would 
happen this time. But it was something that needed 
done. He just hated that it put Xander out of his good 
mood.  
 
“Okay, I get that, just…be careful, all right? I mean, Buffy 
isn’t doing a lot of patrolling right now--her and Giles are 
kinda on the outs--but still I don’t want you dead. 
Deader. Whatever.” 



 
“'Course, pet, I’ll do anything to come home to you safe 
and sound. You know that, don’t you?”  
 
Despite his somewhat joking tone, Spike meant every 
word of that promise. He’d hate to hurt Xander by killing 
his friend but he would do anything to come back to this 
beautiful boy who loved him, despite knowing what he 
was.  
 
Xander had pulled away slightly and must have seen the 
look on his face. He nodded slowly and put his head on 
Spike’s shoulder. “Okay, I…I get that. Thanks.” He took a 
deep breath and Spike listened as Xander tried to get his 
emotions and breathing in check. “We have tonight, 
though, right? I mean, you’re leaving tomorrow, right?” 
 
“I was thinking I’d leave just before dawn.”  
 
“Then, tonight, will you…I mean... I want to have sex. 
With you. You know, all the way.” 
 
Spike closed his eyes and tried to control himself, but it 
was a close thing. Having his lover warn and cuddly in his 
arms along with the mental pictures he had of Xander 
spread open and begging for his cock nearly broke him 



but he managed to rein himself in.  
 
“Xan, luv, there is nothing I want more in this world or 
any other. It’s just, well, you’re not ready yet, pet. For 
hell’s sake, you can’t even say it.”  
 
Xander looked so lost and Spike hurried to reassure him. 
It was so easy to forget that all of Xander’s confidence 
was so new, and most of it tied to Spike’s presence in his 
life, even if he didn’t realize it. “Look, pet, the first time, 
well, it should be special. Candlelight and all that rot. Not 
just because you’re worried about me, or because we’re 
both horny. Plenty of other stuff we can do, eh? Don’t 
get me wrong, Xan. When the time is right I’m going to 
have that sweet, tight ass of yours, and after that, well, 
I’m not ever going to let you go. Understand, luv?” 
 
Xander gave him another one of those looks that always 
made Spike feel as if he had a soul and his human was 
looking into it. “You know, it’s weird but I get that. I 
always thought I’d be a typical guy and just, I dunno, 
jump you or something but I really get that.” 
 
“Good, luv. I don’t want you to think I don’t love you, 
pet, you just need some more time to…” 
 



“If you say grow up, Spike, I am so going to hurt you. Just 
so you know.”  
 
“Mature, then?” 
 
“If we’re waiting on maturity, it’ll never happen. You’re 
over a hundred and twenty and still aren’t mature. For 
god’s sake, you scream at Katie Couric in the mornings 
when I get ready for school.”  
 
“She’s more evil than I am, luv. It's just not natural to be 
that fucking perky in the morning. She’s a demon 
brainwashing people into wearing Capri pants.” 
 
Xander laughed and Spike found himself being hugged 
even tighter. “You know, that whole conversation would 
be scary if I didn’t think that Kathie Lee was evil 
incarnate. Maybe it’s a conspiracy.”  
 
“Might be.” Spike tipped Xander’s head up and kissed 
him slowly, trying to put everything he felt for the boy 
into the kiss. When he pulled away Xander was panting 
and his eyes were dilated. He smelled oh so sweet, of 
love and desire and lust and it was getting more difficult 
to control himself.  
 



So he took a step back and took a deep breath. “So, you 
gonna be okay while I’m gone, luv?”  
 
Xander went to take the pot containing his temporary 
child off the stove. “Yeah, I guess. I’ll miss you, though. 
If…well, if it’s bad you’ll let me know, right?” 
 
“Believe me, pet, if I find something that's scarier than I 
am, you’ll be the first to know.” 
 
*****  
 
“Ow, ow, ow. And again, OW! I don’t see why you both 
had to hit me in the same place. And multiple times. Was 
it not enough that you hit me the first time?” 
 
“Sorry, Xander, you just have a hard head.”  
 
He was standing with Cordelia and Willow, watching as 
Buffy got into more trouble with her Mom. You’d think 
the whole being used as a puppet by an ancient parasitic 
demon thing would have gotten Mrs. Summers off her 
mad at Buffy but it hadn’t.  
 
And to tell the truth, he didn’t care. He was more than a 
little mad at Buffy for not calling and warning him that 



his egg might suck his brains out. Or did one of those 
flying cell thingies like in that Star Trek episode where 
Kirk’s nephew is the only one left alive on a colony. She 
had called Willow, but did she call Xander? Hell, no.  
 
And she was pissed at Giles for being with Ethan and 
pissed at Xander for encouraging him and pissed at her 
Mom for being a Mom. Xander sighed. Didn’t she know 
how lucky she was?  
 
He looked at his friends. Cordelia’s parents only paid 
attention to her when they wanted her to date one of 
their business associate’s sons in a political maneuver. 
Other than that, they threw money and cars and clothes 
at her and pretty much just wanted her to go away.  
 
Willow’s parents weren’t even that attentive. Unless she 
showed up with a B on her report card they could go 
months without even noticing she was alive. Her Dad was 
in computers and her Mom did…well, he was never sure 
what she did but she went to different cities and helped 
organize…groups and clubs and protests and stuff. Either 
way, they just weren’t there.  
 
Then there was his Mom, who he’d gone back to see 
once since Spike had killed his Dad. He had been sad to 



see she was just as drunk alone as she had been with 
him. He’d been hoping she’d get her life together but it 
was too late. She didn’t even remember that he’d left 
home, for fuck’s sake.  
 
Yeah, Buffy’s Mom was strict but she was there. She 
actually cared if Buffy came in hurt or late and who she 
was hanging out with and what was going on at school. 
And instead of being grateful Buffy, didn’t like it. Maybe 
he could offer her a trade, his Mom for hers.  
 
“You know, I don’t know why she just doesn’t tell her 
Mom. I mean, it would be easier than lying all the time, 
wouldn’t it?”  
 
He jumped in surprise and looked at Cordelia. To anyone 
else she would look…haughty, but to him she looked kind 
of wistful. Her brain must have been running along the 
same thoughts.  
 
Willow actually chuckled and she looked sort of sad too. 
“Do you think Mrs. Summers would believe her? Really? 
Buffy would get grounded until she was thirty if she was 
lucky, but more than likely she’d get one of those jackets 
that tied in the back.”  
 



Xander shoved his hands in his pockets. “Yeah, well, we 
can’t do anything now. Hey, who’s up for movies? Cause 
there’s nothing better with demon parasites than a good 
movie. We can have a marathon with Puppet Masters 
and Manchurian Candidate and other brainwashing 
movies; it’ll be fun!” 
 
“Did the blows to the head make you retarded? Because, 
really, I’d like to know now so I can leave town before 
your boyfriend comes back and blames me.”  
 
Cordy was looking at him as if he’d grown a second head 
and he had to remind himself that she wasn’t used to the 
silly Xander anymore, even though Willow had just 
smiled at his babble.  
 
This whole having different personalities for different 
people sucked big time.  
 
Then Willow got one of those hurt looks on her face and 
turned to Cordelia. “<>You<> know Xander’s boyfriend?! 
He won’t tell me a thing other than he’s older and not 
nice! I’ll give you a dozen cookies if you spill!”  
 
Oh, gods. Cordy was looking at him and he just knew in 
her head he was being compared to a plate of chocolaty 



goodness. Add in the fact that it was getting near a 
certain time of month, and wasn’t it scary that he knew 
that, Xander just knew he was going to lose out.  
 
He spotted Giles walking toward him and pounced. 
“Giles!! You okay? No lasting effects or anything? Need a 
ride home? I’ve got a car. It's not my car, it’s a rental but 
still, I have wheels and I’m not afraid to drive them! It, 
whatever.”  
 
His little speech ran down as Willow gave him a 
somewhat dirty look and Giles acted like he had a second 
head. Well, on his shoulders.  
 
He so needed to practice diverting other's attention 
more often.  
 
“Xander, I think it’s time you told me a little more about 
your boyfriend. After all, I have been your best friend for 
years.” 
 
Willow latched onto one of his arms and even Giles 
looked a little anticipatory, like he was looking forward to 
seeing Xander in the hot seat for once. 
 
He was in so much trouble.  



 
 
 
 
 

Part Twenty-Nine 

“And after Will saved me from getting my ass kicked, 
well, we just started hanging out. And he started 
teaching me, well, stuff and we got to know each other 
and we kind of got together. Cordy saw us hanging out 
together one night at the Bronze, back before you came 
back from vacation, Wills, so that’s how she knows. Well, 
it took her a while to connect the dots. She didn’t tell 
because I asked her not to. I mean, you and Buffy were 
having such a hard time dealing with me being gay, the 
fact that I had a boyfriend would have sent you into 
orbit, you know?”  
 
Xander didn’t think he’d ever thought so fast or babbled 
so fast in his entire life. If he pulled this one off without 
getting the Willow pout he was going to treat himself to 
a giant double cheese and pepperoni pizza. He’d 
searched through every memory of what he’d told Giles, 
the edited version of meeting Spike and getting to know 
him. He added a few details and left some out, just 



enough so that Giles wouldn’t think he had it memorized.  
 
God, he hoped he hadn’t forgotten anything or fucked it 
up. He so didn’t need to be on the wrong end of a Giles 
lecture right now.  
 
“Okay, I get all that but he doesn’t sound that bad. You 
said he wasn’t nice and, well, saving you from getting 
your ass kicked is a good thing, not a bad thing.” Willow 
still didn’t look like she was believing his story but at 
least he’d gotten the odd look out of Giles’ eyes. At least 
he hoped he had.  
 
Cordelia was just bored. If she fussed with her nails 
anymore they’d be razor sharp. Maybe that was the 
point of it.  
 
“Okay, he saved me to sort of even up where I saved him 
from spending a night unconscious out in the open on 
the Hellmouth. And yeah, he knows what kind of town 
this is. It was a debt of honor sort of thing. It was after 
that we got to talking and became friends. And no, he’s 
not that nice. I mean, he is to me, but if he doesn’t know 
you it’s a different story. It’s…complicated.”  
 
“Can we stop with the Dating Game now? I’m bored. It’s 



bad enough I had some sort of squid thing connected to 
my back but it tore up my back pack and now I have to 
listen to the story of Xander’s love life, which, despite the 
fact that he’s got a boyfriend, is still boring. And we’re 
still in the Library and everyone else has gone home. 
Clue, much?”  
 
Willow stuck her bottom lip out and Xander just wanted 
to pull his hair out and scream. “But I don’t know much 
about this guy yet…” 
 
“Well, I don’t know that much about Oz, but you don’t 
see me giving you the third degree!” 
 
Willow looked hurt but he knew he had a valid point. He 
knew that Willow had been flirting, or talking, or 
whatever pre-dating ritual girls did with boys like Oz. He 
hadn’t said much because he knew Oz was basically an 
okay guy and he figured Willow deserved some privacy. 
Evidently she didn’t think he deserved it, though. 
 
“But…” 
 
 
“Now, now, Miss Rosenberg. It doesn’t become a young 
lady to be a Miss Nosey Parker. I’m sure that when Mr. 



Harris feels comfortable he’ll tell you more about his 
paramour. Until then, you’ll just have to be patient with 
the lad. Besides, I get the feeling that Mr. Harris knows 
exactly what he’s getting into.”  
 
The voice came from behind them and, while he jumped 
just as much as the others, he couldn’t help but notice 
Willow’s eyes get big and fearful while Giles had a totally 
un-stuffy smile on his face. It made the man look ten 
years younger and he knew then that Giles was happy 
with his current…arrangement.  
 
“Ethan! I was just about to shoo the children off and 
come home.”  
 
“You could have called, at the very least, Ripper. I was 
getting worried even before I heard about a “gas leak” at 
the school. When you hadn’t come home I knew that you 
and your children were in the middle of trouble, as 
always, and thought I’d drop by.”  
 
Ethan walked closer to Giles and Xander turned around 
to give them some privacy. He tugged on Willow’s arm to 
make her do the same but Cordelia blatantly stared. He 
just rolled his eyes and grinned. Given her attitude about 
sex and relationships, he figured she had her own 



collection of porno and some sort of device requiring 
batteries and waterproofing hidden from the maid at 
home. She had certainly known more than just a bit 
about blow jobs when they’d been gossiping in class the 
other day, just to make Buffy’s hair curl.  
 
“Ahem. Yes, Xander, you may turn around now, thank 
you. Cordelia, do you really find watching two older men 
kissing that fascinating?” As her mouth opened, Giles put 
up his hand. “Never mind, I get the distinct feeling I don’t 
want to know the answer.”  
 
Cordy gave one of her blinding grins. “Suit yourself. I’m 
going home; it’s bad enough that Xander had to hit me 
but I’m late starting my nightly beauty regimen. I bet I 
have icky marks on my back where that…thing attached 
itself.” 
 
She gathered her purse and her books and Xander gave 
her arm a squeeze. “Need a ride home, Cor?” 
 
“No, I’ve got my car, thanks.” She leaned closer. “Sorry 
about that earlier, Xander. And if you tell anyone I said 
that I’ll break something important, okay?” 
 
He held up his hands. “Hey, we’re good, no need to get 



violent. God.”  
 
In the next few minutes everyone started to go their 
separate ways. Willow was meeting Oz so she would get 
home safely and Cordelia had her car. In a way Xander 
wished that it wasn’t a school night and he could invite 
Willow home with him. It was lonely and sort of creepy 
being in the house alone. It hadn’t bothered him when 
Spike was gone before but this time was different, 
somehow.  
 
Then again, he didn’t think he could stand up to Willow’s 
questioning all night long. He was only human; a few 
hours of the Willowpout and he’d break.  
 
Giles went to close the door to the library behind the 
stacks and for the first time Xander was left alone with 
Ethan. He supposed he could get why Willow was so 
scared, and maybe even Cordy. They had sure left 
quickly. Ethan had one of those faces that looked like he 
was smirking all the time. It was almost like he knew 
some big secret and enjoyed watching everyone 
scramble around him, like little ants.  
 
Xander swallowed. “You know, don’t you?” 
 



“In the circles I…travel in, certain things become known. 
Don’t fret, Mr. Harris. Or may I call you Xander?” He 
didn’t even wait for a reply, not that Xander cared. 
“Don’t worry, I won’t tell your little secret. It will come 
out eventually, though. You do realize that, don’t you?” 
 
Xander nodded. “Yeah, I just…don’t want Giles to have a 
heart attack, or Buffy to have a sharp object anywhere 
near when they find out.” 
 
“I have noticed how Miss Summers is the hit first and ask 
questions later type of girl. I’ll work on, heh, softening 
Giles up for you. After all, I do believe I owe you a 
considerable debt.” 
 
Okay, eww for the sex jokes about his father figure. 
Xander shook his head and then grinned. Ethan seemed 
to be just as bad as Spike, loving to say the worst thing at 
entirely the worst time and just watching what 
happened.  
 
Giles came back before he could really say anything but 
Ethan gave a wicked wink and Xander grinned and 
bounced on his toes. It felt kinda good, that someone 
else knew about him and Spike and didn’t object or freak 
out or say that Xander was insane or that Spike was using 



him.  
 
He said his goodnights and went his separate way, but 
looked back to see Giles and Ethan walking arm in arm to 
Giles’s Librarianmobile. They didn’t look like a couple 
that everyone in the world would accept; two middle 
aged men. But to him they looked good.  
 
Like they were in love.  
 
Xander turned and went to the rental car that Spike had 
arranged for him so he wouldn’t be without 
transportation on the Hellmouth while his lover was 
gone. He wondered if that was what other people would 
see if they were watching him and Spike. 
 
*****  
 
Xander struggled to keep his eyes open while doing his 
latest research lesson with Giles. Normally he loved this 
sort of stuff, even more than regular schoolwork. For 
one, it was more practical. Living on the Hellmouth, it 
was a good idea to know what demons were trying to kill 
you and how to kill them first. Plus Spike’s love of just 
going out and killing things had, heh, rubbed off on him a 
little, as long as it was demons and minions.  



 
Today, though, he was tired. More than tired. It felt like 
he had sand in his eyes and they were too dry. He’d go 
home and sleep but being home without Spike was 
just…bad. And he knew he’d been having weird dreams. 
He didn’t really remember much, just the feeling of 
loneliness, big dark eyes and fire.  
 
Maybe he’d figure out a way to get Giles to ask him over 
again. Sleeping on the couch while Giles and Ethan did 
the naughty in Giles’s room wouldn’t be too bad, would 
it?  
 
He looked over at Buffy and Willow. They were giggling 
or gossiping or whatever girly thing they did. Every once 
in a while he’d hear the name Angel or Oz and he figured 
they were comparing boyfriends. He couldn’t help but 
wonder if he was being left out because he was a guy or 
because he hadn’t 'fessed up too much about his 
boyfriend yet. Either way, it was kind of…annoying. He 
would have thought that being gay meant he would get 
to learn the girl secret handshake and stuff but that just 
wasn’t happening.  
 
He sighed and rubbed his eyes. When Spike first took off, 
two weeks before, about every other night he’d get a 



short phone call. Nothing much, just enough to let him 
know that Spike wasn’t dust. But he hadn’t heard 
anything in four days, and he was starting to get worried. 
If Spike was out hunting whoever the new Big Bad was, 
well, it was scary to think that anything could be bigger 
or badder than Spike. If badder was even a word.  
 
“Hey, G-man! Is badder a word?” 
 
“What? Xander…” 
 
“Never mind. I think my brain left town a little while ago. 
I’m not all here. Think I’ll go get some water or 
something.” 
 
Giles threw a slightly annoyed glance at the girls. “Yes, 
perhaps it’s time for all of us to take a break, and 
afterwards Buffy can start her patrol. I must confess, I’m 
slightly worried about the unusual inactivity lately.” 
 
Xander laughed. “Yeah, it’s been quiet. Too quiet.” He 
grinned at Giles’s pained expression. “What? I’ve always 
wanted to say that!”  
 
“Just…go!” Giles’s muttering about impudent children 
was belied by the somewhat amused look on his face and 



Xander quickly made his way to the bathroom. Hopefully, 
some cold water on his face would wake him up.  
 
The entire time, his brain was in about six different 
places at once. He was worried that Spike was dead, or 
that Spike had left him. Then there was the worry about 
the damn dreams. Add that to the fact that he still hadn’t 
figured out what to get for Buffy’s birthday and the big 
day was just three days away.  
 
“Well, look here. If it isn’t the little faggot.”  
 
Xander looked up from washing his face to see Kevin 
reflected in the mirror above the sink. Kevin had always 
been second string for Larry in everything; football, 
basketball, bullying. He was well over six feet, despite 
being seventeen years old, and had dirty blonde hair and 
green eyes. Xander had always thought Kevin would 
make a good poster boy for steroid abuse.  
 
Guess he was going to find out about steroid rage first 
hand. Goody.  
 
“Look, is there any way we can avoid the whole gay 
bashing thing? Because, really, hazing is so last year’s 
hate crime.”  



 
“Like sucking cock, do you, pretty boy?”  
 
“Okay, I’m not touching you with a ten foot Hoover 
attachment so you might as well get that thought out of 
your mind right now. And why is it straight males always 
try to intimidate gays by using sex? Jealous that I’ve 
found a use for my prostate, maybe?” 
 
It didn’t really occur to Xander to be scared for his life. 
Yes, Kevin was twice as big as he was and just six months 
ago he’d been getting his ass kicked on a regular basis by 
just about anyone.  
 
Then came Spike and Spike’s training and Xander was 
well prepared when Kevin’s look of confusion turned to 
rage and the other boy charged. He threw a roundhouse 
punch at Xander and he easily ducked it. He turned and 
hit Kevin twice in the kidneys and the boy went down 
hard, hitting his head on the edge of the sink on the way. 
Blood trickled down from a cut on his forehead and he 
was making grunting noises that vaguely reminded 
Xander of the pig his hyena pack had snacked on.  
 
He grabbed Kevin by the hair and pulled his head up. “I 
don’t think you’ll want to complain to Snyder about this, 



Kev. After all, it wouldn’t do your reputation any good if 
the guys found out you got your ass kicked by a fairy.”  
 
As he left the bathroom, he knew he should feel 
something. Remorse, guilt maybe. Instead, all Xander felt 
was a sort of wistfulness.  
 
It was too bad Spike wasn’t around to enjoy his first 
bathroom beat down.  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Thirty 

Xander sighed and fought the urge to bang his head 
against the table. He’d been to some really crappy 
birthday parties before; hell, he’d had them back when 
his Mom still gave a damn, but Bobo the Evil Clown had 
been topped by an Evil Arm in a box and an extra Slayer 
that popped out of nowhere.  
 
He was sure he could figure that last part out if it weren't 
for the fact that his eyes had dried out from lack of sleep 



sometime earlier in the day. Or had that been yesterday? 
He wasn’t too sure anymore. The others had noticed 
even, and he had been questioned by Willow and Buffy 
both about his new boyfriend and whether they were 
fighting.  
 
And for once he was glad he’d told the truth. That Will 
was out of town on business and he hadn’t heard from 
him, how worried he was. How he was afraid he’d been 
hurt or killed by something because Will would never just 
up and leave him. And he’d been taken out the day 
before and stuffed full of chocolate and comfort food 
and for the first time in a long time he felt like he’d 
belonged with his friends, like they were the Three 
Musketeers again.  
 
Now it was Buffy’s turn to be the recipient of the sugar 
rush, but instead of getting to dig into the strawberry 
cake with real butter cream icing and the three different 
kinds of ice cream. Not to mention the pâté and 
guacamole that Cordelia had brought because while she 
might have been lowering her status to come to this 
party she had brought the chips and dip. And of course it 
was high quality chips and dip because god forbid Cordy 
brings a dollar bag of chips and a tub of dip from the 
dairy case.  



 
Xander shook his head and tried to focus on the 
extremely weird conversation going on around him. He 
knew he was losing track of his inner babble but he was 
just so damn tired and the dreams kept on getting worse 
and worse, never letting him sleep more than an hour at 
a time, and he really just wanted to crawl under the table 
and take a nap.  
 
“There is a great evil arising here and my Watcher has 
sent me to stop it.” 
 
But he can’t take a nap because they seem to have an 
extra Slayer. One with a weird attitude and who won’t 
even look at him or at Oz, who was having a quiet, 
composed panic attack at his first brush with a vampire 
attack.  
 
Oh, yeah, and Buffy got an Apocalypse for her Birthday; 
how fun. Silly Xander, he’d bought her a blouse and some 
wooden Chinese Hair Sticks that he’d carved into stakes. 
If anyone could appreciate a hair accessory that was a 
weapon, it would be Buffy.  
 
And, of course, Cordy, who he promised he’d make a pair 
for next weekend.  



 
“Please, tell us something we don’t know, Miss Cleo! And 
just what is the deal with two Slayers both here? Don’t 
you Watcher type people talk to each other at all?” That 
was his Cordy, always ready to take charge and tell 
people what they were doing wrong. But for once he 
agreed.  
 
Or he would have if he had been totally awake. As it was, 
he was doing well to sit at the table instead of sliding 
under it.  
 
“I can’t believe it. I mean, I’ve heard the legends but I 
never thought that anyone would be able to do…it.” 
 
And there was Angel, being all mysterious again. For 
some reason, he sounded different to Xander but he just 
couldn’t quite put his finger on it. Then again, he’d 
managed to avoid Deadboy for the past couple of weeks 
for the most part so that could be it. Everyone turned to 
look at Angel, and Buffy quietly asked for more 
information. “Angel?” 
 
“It-it's a legend… way before my time... of a demon 
brought forth to rid the Earth of the plague of 
humanity... separate the righteous from the wicked... 



and to burn the righteous down. They call him the 
Judge.” 
 
“And this is…is he?” 
 
“It’s part of him, not all of it.”  
 
And from the really wigged out look on Giles’s face, 
Xander just knew this was extra special bad. Super Sized 
bad. And he wondered if this Judge was what was 
keeping Spike from calling.  
 
Or maybe what had killed him.  
 
Buffy looked confused and Xander wasn’t much better. 
“Umm, can someone explain a bit more? Give me a 
backstory, maybe?” 
 
“The Judge could not be killed. The people of the land 
raised an army and still most of them died. Finally, they 
were able to dismember him and locked away the 
different parts. They sent each box to a different corner 
of the world, buried under tons of rock in each place and 
the men who knew the locations were put to death so 
that no one would even be tempted to find him.”  
 



Surprisingly enough this came from Kendra, the new 
Slayer in town. She was pretty, and exotic, and had 
fought just as well as Buffy against the vamps that had 
crashed the party.  
 
And Cordelia was right, she did sound like Miss Cleo.  
 
“We…we need to get this out of town. Quickly. Before 
whoever it is that is putting the pieces together gets a 
chance to do anything else with it.” 
 
“I could take it.”  
 
“What? Angel, no! Whoever takes this is going to have to 
be gone a long time and I…”  
 
“It’s the fate of the World, Buffy. How can I not do this?”  
 
And maybe he was just sleep deprived but that 
sounded…corny. Like Angel had been reading some of 
the more cheesy comic books that Xander had.  
 
“No, I think that, since we have two Slayers, who we 
have Xander to thank for…”  
 
Xander gave a silly bow, trying to appear normal. Hey, 



who knew that CPR would cause a new Slayer to pop up?  
 
“We should send the box with Kendra back to her 
Watcher. They in turn can take it to the Council, where 
samples can be taken and it can be kept safe until they 
find a way to destroy it. That should…in theory, of 
course, keep the Judge from—reanimating.”  
 
Kendra gathered up the box. “When do I leave?” And 
then there was more discussion and Angel was putting in 
another bid to let him hide the box and Xander just let it 
flow around him.  
 
He had to do something about the dreams, tonight. Or 
else when it came time to fight he wouldn’t be able to do 
anything but maybe die messily. And that wouldn’t be 
good.  
 
Cordy came and sat down beside him, tired of the 
Watcher/Slayer/Slayer/Vampire discussion going on. 
Willow and Oz soon followed and they all just sat there.  
 
“So…vampires, huh? That’s kind of…freaky.” 
 
Xander grinned at Oz. Most people would be totally 
freaking out, but not him. “Yeah, man, freaky doesn’t 



even begin to cover it.” 
 
“You know what’s really weird? The Hellmouth thing, 
well, it explains a whole lot.” Oz nodded to himself and 
then fell silent. Xander really hoped this thing with Oz 
would work out. Willow needed someone steady; 
someone to calm and ground her and Oz was like…the 
ultimate in calmness.  
 
“Xander, are you alright?”  
 
He gave a tired smile. “Not…not really, Wills. I’m just 
worried, you know? Something could have happened and 
we would never find the body.” 
 
The next few minutes they just…talked. About the 
Birthday Party that would have been and how Willow 
bought funny hats and had gotten Giles to wear one. 
About what they got for her since it didn’t look like 
they’d have time to unwrap them, what with the killer 
arm and all.  
 
Finally Giles had put his foot down and Kendra was on 
her way, her dark skin looking sallow with worry. In the 
darkness of the club, her red shirt looked like dried blood 
and for some reason Xander worried about her, even 



though he didn’t know her.  
 
He shook his head and tapped Cordelia on the shoulder. 
“Hey, can…can I get you to drop me off somewhere?”  
 
“Sure. What happened to your car?”  
 
He gave a kind of rueful laugh. “Was kinda afraid I’d hit a 
pole or something, the way I’m feeling. I don’t think I’ve 
slept more than a couple hours a night for a week now.” 
 
She looked worried but nodded and grabbed her purse. 
“Sure. Where are we going?”  
 
Xander stretched and got up. “I think I need to see a 
certain Chaos Mage about my dreams. And since Giles 
will no doubt go on to the Library to research, this is the 
perfect time.” 
 
******  
 
“Sorry you weren’t invited to the party but, well, Buffy’s 
still adjusting to the idea of you and Giles.” 
 
“Don’t worry about it, Xander. That's quite all right. To 
tell the truth, there are better things I can do than attend 



a seventeen year old girl’s birthday party.” That was said 
with amusement and not anger and Xander was glad that 
Ethan wasn’t upset at being left out. It was just…the 
party had been for Buffy’s friends and Ethan…wasn’t.  
 
Maybe when Spike came back he and Ethan could hang 
out together while the Scoobies did stuff, except that 
when Xander had thoughts like that he imagined 
explosions and body parts being missing.  
 
When Spike came back. Not if.  
 
He was sitting on Giles’s couch with a half drunk cup of 
herbal tea and he’d already babbled about Spike being 
gone and the dreams that wouldn’t let up and he was 
ashamed to know that he had been on the verge of tears. 
That’s when the tea came out and he’d had to laugh at 
that. Now, now Ethan was thinking and Xander was just 
sitting there, waiting.  
 
“Tell me, Xander, what do you know of lucid dreaming?”  
 
He frowned. “I don’t think I’ve heard of it. Well, other 
than out of that movie, Dreamscape. Isn’t that where you 
take charge of your dream or something?” 
 



Ethan sighed and Xander got the feeling he’d 
disappointed him somehow. “Xander, I’m going to tell 
you the truth. You can do a lot of things; crystals, herbs, 
burn sage, special meditations that will help you. But I 
think you just need to stop running in your dreams. For 
whatever reason you’re having them, you need to face 
up to that and then they’ll stop.”  
 
Xander sighed and fiddled with his teacup. He 
remembered when the nightmares came to life, thanks 
to that kid, Billy, and how good it had felt to finally stand 
up to Bobo and just slug him. But something inside him 
knew that whatever was haunting his dreams was a hell 
of a lot worse than being naked in front of class and a 
clown.  
 
“As to the whereabouts of your…Spike, well, I will look 
into that for you, in return of a favor.”  
 
“What…what kind of favor?” Xander bit at his lip. This 
was Ethan; his favor might not be that nice and might 
come back to bite him on the ass.  
 
Ethan sat back and did that thing with the hands being 
steepled in front of his face that Xander always 
associated with Spock. “That would be the catch, I’m 



afraid. Until I called you for it, you would not know.” 
 
Xander nodded. He figured it would be something like 
that. He would have liked to press his luck, reminding 
Ethan that he’d encouraged Giles to get back together 
with him, but he was afraid that he’d used that up with 
Ethan’s continued silence about Spike. He wasn’t even 
surprised. When Cordelia had dropped him off at the 
apartment, he’d expected exactly this.  
 
His English teacher, Ms. Faulkner, taught his Creative 
Writing class and one of Mythology. He'd gotten the 
feeling more than once that she knew what was real in 
Sunnydale and they'd talked. She had even given him 
some book on Native American mythos and he'd read 
some of the stories and had been more than interested.  
 
And he'd always been reminded of Ethan when he'd read 
of Coyote and Raven. Trickster gods that would help 
humans, but for a price. But the chaos they caused 
always seemed to teach a lesson somehow, but it didn’t 
always turn out good for the guy making the deal.  
 
He nodded. “Can I call you with my answer in the 
morning? Or whenever it is when I wake up? I think I’d 
like to try the dream thing first. If that gives me a clue 



where to find Spike, well then, I won’t owe you 
anything.”  
 
Ethan laughed, a happy one, not one of the evil laughs 
you hear on TV shows. “Good choice, my boy! For that 
answer I will give you twenty-four hours to make your 
decision. Now then, do you need a ride home or would 
you like to stay here for the night? I can assure you that 
Giles won’t mind in the least; he’s been rather worried 
about you.”  
 
Xander got up. “No thanks, it’s not too far from here to 
where I’m staying. And I get the feeling I’m going to need 
to be in my own bed for this.”  
 
Ethan nodded and got up to show him to the door. 
Xander paused just before leaving. “Ethan, I know I don’t 
know you like I do Giles but…thanks. For listening, I 
mean.” 
 
Ethan gave another one of those sly smiles. “You’re quite 
welcome, my boy, quite welcome. In fact, you don’t need 
to mention it.” 
 
Xander looked at him then nodded before walking out 
into the night. He’d gotten Ethan’s message and had 



figured out that if Giles found out what he was about to 
do he would not be happy.  
 
Because if there was one thing he remembered vividly 
from Dreamscape, it was the fact that people could be 
killed in their dreams. 
 
******  
 
In between the pain and the periods of unconsciousness, 
Spike couldn't help but wonder if there was any deity a 
demon could pray to. Who would to a good favor for a 
demon, though?  
 
Then again, what good and proper demon acted like a 
sap over a human? Spike laughed to himself. He’d always 
been Love’s Bitch, but the first time was in love with 
someone worth it, it was a fucking human.  
 
Humans were just so damn breakable. He should know, 
he’s been reminded recently just how people like Xander 
that he'd broken.  
 
And now, knowing his love, Xander was about to be right 
in the line of fire to be broken again. And there wasn’t a 
bloody thing he could do about it. The last beating had 



been the worst and his legs still didn’t work.  
 
But his brain did, and in between imagining the worst 
Spike swore at himself in a hundred different languages. 
He was a fucking idiot to try to find something out. To 
leave his Xander alone.  
 
Unprotected.  
 
“Well, look here. Still brooding, I see. Must be a family 
trait. Don’t worry, Spike, I’ll let you have some real fun 
soon. Have to say, the Slayer loved her present. She even 
gave me something in return.” 
 
A body was dumped on the floor, a dark haired girl that 
smelled of power and Spike could only be glad it’s not 
Xander or one of his friends. The box was set down on 
the table and his tormentor sat beside him.  
 
“You know, Willy-boy, this is going to be so much fun! 
And. believe me, I’ve been in short supply of fun these 
last few years. I have to say, I’m going to hate giving up 
the charade; these last couple of weeks have been so 
amusing. Buffy’s about ready to meet the real me, 
though, and once I take care of her little fan club, well, 
she’ll make a wonderful addition to the family.” 



 
Spike snorted and started to look through his pockets for 
his flask. It was amazing how the lessons on not showing 
what he was really feeling on his face came back. Drusilla 
might have drained him but it was this person, this thing, 
that had killed him and Spike had risen from the ashes 
like a demonic phoenix. He took a long pull, the alcohol a 
welcome distraction.  
 
“You know, it’s been a hundred fucking years and I still 
hate you just as much now as I did then. Maybe more.”  
 
Angelus grinned. “Come now, William! Isn’t it nice to 
have family again, at the very least?”  

Part Thirty-One 

Xander did everything he could to guarantee a good 
night’s sleep. He’d called Giles and told him he’d be 
skipping school the next day, hoping that he’d finally get 
to figure out what was going on.  
 
He’d gone through the laundry hamper and found a shirt 
of Spike’s that hadn’t been washed, and put it on. Warm 
milk with nutmeg. You name it, he gave it a try. Because 
he had a very odd feeling that a lot of things, a lot of 
people, depended on what he was about to learn. If he 



could get his dreams to cooperate with him.  
 
It was hard at first. He was worried about Spike, and the 
Scoobies, and about the Judge and about a million other 
things. It took over an hour, during which time he deep 
breathed so much he ended up hyperventilating twice. 
Finally fatigue set in and he drifted off to sleep with a 
mantra on his lips. 
 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~  
 
“I can learn from my dreams. I can learn from my 
dreams. I can learn from my dreams. I can learn from my 
dreams. I can learn from my dreams. I can learn from my 
dreams.”  
 
Xander slowly opened one eye and then the other. It was 
night and he was in the playground he’d first met Spike 
in. The slide was even still tilted over as if it had had too 
much to drink and was about to collapse.  
 
The swings were all going, higher and higher as if 
invisible children were pumping their legs as hard as they 
could and Xander was reminded of a Stephen King 
movie.  
 



He quickly tried to push that thought out of his mind. If 
he could be aware of his dreams he might be able to 
influence them and he really didn’t need giant boxwood 
topiaries to chase him; he had enough problems.  
 
Suddenly the merry go round started spinning all on its 
own behind him.  
 
“Ring around the rosies…” 
 
The voice came from out of nowhere and everywhere all 
at once. He turned around but didn’t see anything.  
 
“Ring around the rosies…”  
 
“Who…who’s there?” 
 
“Pocket full of posies…” 
 
“Hello? Anyone here?” His voice echoed around the 
empty playground and he had the odd feeling that there 
was nothing beyond the monkey bars. Nothing there but 
a void of nothingness and all that existed was a dead 
place where children should be playing and one Xander 
Harris.  
 



“HELLO?” And he knew he was panicking but he couldn’t 
help it. He needed to find out the reason for the dreams 
but if nothing was there, how could he learn it?  
 
“Ring around the rosies. 
Pocket full of posies.” 
 
Suddenly a face appeared before him in the darkness, 
too fast for him to make out anything more than gold 
eyes in a pale face framed by a fall of dark hair.  
 
“Ashes, ashes. We all fall down!”  
 
Suddenly he was in the mall. At least he thought it was 
the mall. The florescent lights flickered and were 
dimmed, casting more shadows than light. The horrible 
musak that was usually playing over the speakers was 
gone, leaving a sort of static that hummed on the edge of 
his hearing, masking sounds.  
 
The walls were charred as if the building had been in a 
terrible fire and all around him there was nothing but 
dirt.  
 
Then Xander realized it wasn’t dirt. It was ashes.  
 



Human remains.  
 
It was then he realized he’d been smelling burnt flesh 
and he scrambled back. He tripped over a handbag that 
had been dropped by someone and fell on his ass. He 
tried to crawl away, but there was no change. The entire 
mall was nothing but a giant charnel house. He saw the 
remains of one poor person’s arm but it turned to ash 
and blew away on a wind that he couldn’t feel. Then he 
noticed that the handbag was the pink purse Willow had 
bought the day before.  
 
He got up, sobbing, and ran for the exit. What he saw 
there was ten times worse than what was inside and 
Xander fell to his knees and vomited.  
 
Buffy. He might have problems with Buffy but he still 
considered her his friend. She was laid out on a bench in 
one of the alcoves, her hands folded over his breast. 
 
It was obvious that she’d been fed from; there were fang 
marks on her neck. It was also obvious that she’d been 
raped and brutally beaten.  
 
“God…Buffy…”  
 



He reached one hand out to touch her face. Just to see if 
it was real or still a dream or just…if she was really dead.  
 
And then her eyes snapped open. And they were gold.  
 
He started running again, out of the mall and into the 
daylight. Only it wasn’t ordinary daylight, it was a reddish 
brown sort of light, even though the sun was directly 
overhead. Somehow he’d come out in front of the 
school, which wasn’t anywhere near the mall but, hey, a 
dream.  
 
Once again there were signs of a big fire. Trees were 
black and smoking and the school was nothing but 
rubble. Xander thought of Giles and his books and 
started crying again, using the sleeve of his shirt to wipe 
at his face.  
 
He took a deep breath and tried to remember. Okay, that 
Judge guy, he liked to burn things. Human type things 
and from what Xander was seeing he’d pretty much 
gotten the entire town.  
 
But was it a premonition or just his fears? And he still 
hadn’t found Spike. Or Cordelia, or…well he had a pretty 
good guess where the Scoobies had made their last stand 



but still he really hated to think about it.  
 
He really hoped it was just a dream and not what was 
going to happen tomorrow.  
 
“Damn it, I wish I had like an instruction manual or 
something! This is just…too much!”  
 
“Wishes are like flowers and once you pick them you 
can’t put them back in the ground.” He turned around 
and there in the shadow of the gym was the same figure 
he’d glimpsed right before being transported from the 
creepy playground to the ashtray that the mall had 
become.  
 
She wore a burgundy dress. He knew the color after 
listening to hours of Cordelia picking out a new pair of 
boots. It was old fashioned, like something out of A 
Christmas Carol that he used to watch with Jesse every 
year. The long dark hair framed her face but this time 
here eyes weren’t gold, they were dark. Black. 
Fathomless.  
 
“You know some wishes are roses and they smell so 
sweet. Then there are the man-eating wishes that gobble 
you up and leave you bleeding for more.” 



 
“You…you’re Drusilla right? I mean, Spike talks a lot 
about you and you sound…” He was going to say sort of 
crazy and then he figured he'd best shut his mouth. It 
wasn’t smart to poke fun of the crazy vampire type 
people.  
 
“Once upon a time I was Daddy’s little girl but now that 
Daddy came back I’ve turned into starshine. I can’t help 
Daddy; he’s all twisted inside, like licorice.” She crooked 
her finger at him in a very childish gesture and beckoned 
him into the darkness. “I know a secret and it tastes of 
burnt sugar. The plague has come and you’ll need posies 
in your pockets to take away the smell of smoke. Want to 
know the secret? Of William being offered up to the 
pyre?”  
 
Xander took a deep breath and nodded. “Yeah, I need to 
find Spike. Will you help me? I mean, I know he can take 
care of himself but I’m worried.”  
 
Drusilla smiled and put her hands behind her back and 
rocked back and forth. “That’s because you can see, little 
Kitten, but you don’t know how to look. Miss Edith can 
help you, but she isn’t a nice dolly. She can open the 
door but the latch is broken and if you do it will never 



close again.” 
 
Xander bit his lip and took a step towards the shadows 
she was standing in. “Umm, okay, I really didn’t get that. 
Is it dream imagery, or is it, well, you? No offence, I kind 
of like you because of Spike but that was confusing. Can’t 
you just tell me where he is?”  
 
She gave a sad sort of smile. “I can do better than that, I 
can get Miss Edith to show you, but that’s knowledge 
and it has a price. All power has a price that must be 
paid, and you must give a coin to Charon if you’re going 
to cross the Styx.”  
 
“Oh no, I don’t want to be dead. Well, dead dead. No 
River Styx for me, thank you very much.” 
 
Her face shifted to its demon aspect and she snarled. 
“You can’t read the story without paying for the book! If 
you want to help William, you must pay!”  
 
Xander didn’t know what to do. He would gladly die for 
Spike but how would being dead help?  
 
A random thought popped into his brain. One of the few 
fights he’d had with Jesse when they were young. It had 



been over Spiderman, and Jesse had thought it would 
have been so cool to have those powers.  
 
But Xander remembered how badly it had hurt Peter 
when his Uncle died. Or when someone hurt MJ or his 
Aunt. And he didn’t think he’d like all the responsibility.  
 
Because that was the main thing Stan Lee was teaching 
with that comic. With great power comes great 
responsibility. 
 
Up until now he could walk away from the fight. He 
wasn’t the Slayer, he wasn’t even a Watcher in training, 
no matter how many times Giles tried to get him to sign 
on. He liked learning about demons and how to kill the 
bad ones but it had been a hobby. One he could walk 
away from at any time.  
 
He hadn’t even really made a big commitment to Spike. 
Sure, he’d said he loved him, and they were together but 
he hadn’t given Spike the two biggest things to prove 
that he belonged to the vampire. His blood or his body. 
Sex was a big thing and Spike was waiting for him to be 
comfortable enough to make that commitment. And 
Xander knew that Spike would love to mark him as 
belonging to the vampire, but he’d never done anything 



more than leave a hickey that could be hidden.  
 
Maybe that was the price? He’d have to make 
commitments he had been putting off? 
 
“Tick tock, little cat. There isn’t much time before the 
plague starts and London will be burning again. If you 
want to find William, pay the price and step into the 
dark. And then you shall see." 
 
In the end, there wasn’t really a choice. He’d do anything 
for Spike; he loved him. And if their positions were 
reversed, he knew deep down in his soul that Spike 
would do the same for him. He took a deep breath and 
stepped into the shadows.  
 
She handed him a box wrapped up as a gift, silver 
wrapping with a blue bow, and he opened the top… 
 
And screamed. 
 
******  
 
He was still screaming when he woke up and he could 
taste copper on his lips. He sat up in bed and tried to 
calm down, tried to slow his breathing but it wasn’t 



working. He could feel blood pouring out of his nose and 
tears running down his face and it wouldn’t stop and 
there was so much pain that he wished he could die but 
he couldn’t because he could see what was going to 
happen to Spike.  
 
He could SEE it!  
 
It was almost as if his bedroom was a dream and what he 
was seeing behind his eyes were real. He could see Angel 
but it wasn’t Angel because he was dark and had blood 
on his hands and Kendra’s body at his feet and the 
bastard was laughing!!  
 
And there was Spike, looking bruised and sort of broken. 
One of his legs was pointing in an odd direction and 
Angel, no, ANGELUS was kicking at it and laughing again. 
Xander thought he’d hated the bastard before but he 
really hated him now!  
 
Then everything got disjointed, even worse then when 
he was dreaming, so maybe he wasn’t really awake? And 
this giant blue demon came up and put his hand on 
Spike’s chest and he started screaming Xander’s name 
and there were tears in Xander’s eyes to see Spike suffer 
so much and he could taste them and they tasted of the 



ocean.  
 
He could see the bits of William that made up Spike like a 
shadow around his lover and it burned away, leaving 
Spike even more bloody, more ruthless than before and 
Xander knew he couldn’t let that happen because he 
loved Spike just like he was. And it was going to happen, 
in the future. He could tell because the present tasted 
like strawberries and was yellow but when Spike was 
burning he could taste the burnt sugar that Drusilla 
talked of and it was a dirty brown.  
 
And he could hear the stars even though he couldn’t see 
them and they were whispering behind his back. Talking 
about him. Orion was stumbling around, blind as Xander 
was, and Cassiopeia was even snottier than Cordelia on 
her worst day and the Twins kept on chasing Virgo, trying 
to look under her skirt. They were always such rowdy 
boys; the Pleiades were always talking about them.  
 
He scrambled from the bed, falling onto the carpet and 
he could see the time that Spike had tickled him till they 
rolled on the floor and it was bright yellow and there 
were bubbles of laughter all around, tickling his nose like 
champagne.  
 



He finally crawled into the corner and started beating his 
head against the wall because the damned stars just 
would not shut up with their constant chatter; it was like 
being in the cafeteria at lunch but the volume was turned 
up. The pain made it go away, even though he didn’t like 
the sickly green it made the room look like because it 
clashed with the blood on his face.  
 
And beyond all of that was the knowledge of what was 
happening, what had happened and what would happen. 
Angelus had lost his soul in a moment of happiness 
weeks ago, when Buffy had said that she loved him, 
because that was the best thing that could ever happen 
to him. It had been Angelus that had been poisoning her 
mind and soul, keeping her away from her friends but 
he’d done it so quietly because he was the wolf with the 
sheep’s clothes on.  
 
And he could see how Spike tried to get back to him after 
finding his Grandsire, but Angelus was ten times as cruel 
as he had been a hundred years ago and wouldn’t let the 
last remaining member of his line leave. And if Xander 
didn’t do something that Judge demon would burn the 
humanity out of him, burn Xander’s love and memory of 
him out of Spike’s heart and he would be just as cruel as 
Angelus.  



 
What was worse, Xander could see how nothing worked 
against the Judge, not swords or arrows or any of their 
weapons and he watched as both Willow’s and Cordelia’s 
hair caught on fire and Oz as he tried to put out the 
flames and was taken by a minion from behind.  
 
But then there was a door, and there were mirrors, each 
showing the same scene only different. It was a room full 
of maybes and what ifs and the halls echoed as he ran 
through them, looking for a solution.  
 
After what felt like hours of looking, he found it. Found it 
in a mirror where he had his hand up Cordelia’s skirt and 
that was about as disturbing as anything else he’d seen. 
And while he knew it wouldn’t fix everything, wouldn’t 
fix Angelus, it was a start.  
 
He slowly opened his eyes and looked around. Everything 
was the same, only different, and if he didn’t concentrate 
the whispers would come back and he couldn’t let them. 
It was how he guessed being crazy must feel like and he 
started laughing because now he knew what the price 
was.  
 
So now he was psychic, or whatever the hell it was. 



Because he didn’t have a name for the gift Drusilla had 
given him, wasn’t sure at all but the price was this state 
of flux, this being between one world and the other.  
 
And if he could save Spike, it would be worth every 
minute of insanity.  

Author's Note: The rhyme "Ring Around The Rosies" 
became popular during the time of the Bubonic Plague. 
People would carry small bundles of flowers, or posies, in 
their pockets to mask the smell of the dying and the 
dead. And of course the plague was stopped when a 
giant fire swept through London and it all fell down. I 
could go into it more but y'all get the picture. 

 
 
 
 
 

Part Thirty-Two 

It had taken him over two hours to dress, get his 
weapons together and leave the house. He still didn’t 
feel all that rested -- dreaming of your friends' deaths 
and going crazy would do that for a person -- and this 
new…thing he had made everything seem different, 



imbalanced.  
 
Spike had told him stories about Drusilla during their 
time together. From what Xander could understand, 
she’d only been a little bit crazy before Angelus came 
after her. Not enough to send her to Bedlam, but enough 
so that her folks were willing to send her to a nunnery 
just to keep the family from being embarrassed that their 
daughter saw and heard things no one else did.  
 
And lucky me, Xander thought, I get the full on crazy and 
not the half price one. Stupid gift with a no return policy. 
Like he wanted to hear the fricking stars or whatever it 
was that was whispering in the back of his head.  
 
If it had been safe to walk around town with his eyes 
shut he would have. He didn’t dare drive the car; he’d 
gotten in and started the engine and the sound of it was 
just too much and it had a color and that was so freaky 
he’d jumped out and nearly fallen over his feet.  
 
So he was walking, and it was getting close to sunset and 
he didn’t have time but oh god it was hard to 
concentrate, hard to be in the here and now when there 
was all this stuff running around in his head. He had 
stopped to rest on a park bench and had gotten a flash of 



sex/lust/hunger/death, and the mental picture of a 
vampire seducing someone and feeding from them on it 
and he’d jumped up as if he’d been burnt.  
 
He really tried not to touch anything after that.  
 
He had managed to call Cordy and tell her…well, he 
wasn’t sure he told her anything really coherent at the 
time. Hell, he could barely remember the phone call. He 
just told her to have everyone meet in the Library and to 
get the word out among the kids that the mall was not 
the place to be tonight.  
 
And if anyone had control over who went to the mall, it 
was Cordy.  
 
So now he was trying to get to the damn Library, and was 
almost there. He’d picked up a rock from the ground at 
some point in time and was gripping it in his fist. He’d 
gotten no psychic flash from it, and the jagged edges 
kept digging into his palm. It hurt, but it was a good kind 
of hurt because it helped keep him focused.  
 
He only hoped the blood running from his hand didn’t 
attract anything nasty.  
 



“Xander!” Willow’s voice came from behind him and he 
whirled around a bit unsteadily. For a moment, he wasn’t 
sure if he was dealing with a real Willow or a previous 
Willow only he could see or an imaginary Willow.  
 
He really hoped he figured this thing out before he 
started talking to dolls like Drusilla had. Or worse still, 
the TV set. Because he could handle a lot of crazy things 
but not having a conversation with Barney.  
 
“There you are! I was worried when Cordelia called me. 
Us. Are you okay?”  
 
The hand on his arm was warm and solid so he guessed 
this was the real Willow. Even if she wasn’t, if he didn’t 
talk to her she’d pout and he couldn’t handle imaginary 
Willow pouts any better than he could real ones.  
 
And he was sure that thought would have made sense if 
he'd had more sleep. Or better yet, a Crazy to English 
dictionary. Maybe he should have stopped at a 
bookstore?  
 
“Okay? Umm, me? No, not okay, so not okay but it’s 
really complicated and I just want to tell it once. Well, I 
know for a fact I’m going to have to tell it over and over 



because I’ve seen, but I’d like to have the whole gang 
together first. Umm, did that make sense?”  
 
Willow laughed and tucked a strand of red hair behind 
her ear. It was weird because he could see the color of 
her laughter and it was a light purple that seemed to 
match her shirt. Better not mention that right now, 
though. “Oh, Xander, you never make sense. That’s why I 
love you!”  
 
“Okay, good, then that means this won’t be so different 
now, will it? And that had better be platonic love, missy. I 
thought we discussed this whole me being gay thing 
already.”  
 
They were walking towards the entrance of the school 
and Willow still had her hand on his arm so he could feel 
the sharp stab of pain he was causing his friend.  
 
“I’m okay if you’re okay.”  
 
“No, you’re not, Wills, but thanks for lying. That’s sweet.” 
Willow stopped and looked at him oddly and Xander 
shrugged. “Don’t worry, you’ll do good with Oz for a 
while, he’s a good guy.” Behind his eyes there was a flash 
of long blonde hair and a shy smile. “Hey, and if not you 



can always switch teams like I did. I’m sure you’d love a 
busty blond!”  
 
He grinned and rocked back and forth on his feet. 
Hopefully, this seeing weird stuff wouldn’t be too bad if 
he could see good things as well as the really scary stuff.  
 
Willow gave him another odd look. “Okay…now I see 
what you mean about not making any sense. Hey, have 
you seen Angel? He’s been missing since last night and 
we’re all worried.” 
 
Xander knew his face just shut down and he all but 
growled. “No, I haven’t seen the bastard and I really 
hope we don’t. It’ll take a while to explain.” He looked 
around and noticed how dark it had gotten. “Come on, 
we don’t have much time. The Judge will be at the mall 
soon.” 
 
He had grabbed Willow by the arm and was dragging her 
into the school. “What? Xander! You’re not making any 
kind of sense! I thought Kendra took his arm far, far 
away.” 
 
“Kendra’s dead.” 
 



“What? Xander…” They had reached the inside of the 
school but the building was totally dark. Unnaturally 
dark.  
 
The hair on the back of Xander’s neck rose and he put a 
hand over Willow’s mouth. “We’re being hunted and 
shouldn’t be seen.” Xander closed his eyes and tried to 
imagine them invisible, and pulled a protesting Willow 
along. She struggled but fear made him stronger. He 
could almost feel…something out there in the dark. 
Waiting.  
 
They were halfway to the library when a dark figured 
loomed in front of them. A feeling of hatred raced 
through Xander and he struggled to keep his face 
straight. This was the devil in the moonlight, a shark 
looking to bite and if Xander let on that he knew it was 
Angelus and not Angel there would be blood.  
 
Unfortunately, Willow didn’t trust him or didn’t 
understand. All he got from her was a feeling of 
confusion and relief and she fought and broke away from 
his restraining grip. “Angel! There you are! We were so 
worried. Have you talked to Buffy yet?”  
 
“Buffy? Oh, yeah, we had a…conversation. I met her at 



her place and she said that everyone was getting 
together over here. Said that Xander knew something 
about the Judge?”  
 
Angelus looked at him and Xander just wanted to crawl 
away. There was such an overwhelming feeling of evil 
and darkness in his eyes it would have been easy to fall in 
them. He saw how Drusilla had been driven mad.  
 
And if Angelus knew that, Xander knew he’d become a 
new pet project.  
 
“Willow, I want you to get behind me. Now.” He could do 
this. He could sound totally sane and act normal and still 
protect Willow and not let Angelus know anything. The 
rock in his hand felt like it was being crushed and he 
shoved it in his pocket so he could grab a stake from his 
backpack instead.  
 
Both Angelus and Willow looked at him as if he’d gone 
crazy, though, so maybe he wasn’t pulling off the sane 
act as well as he thought he was. He swallowed, trying to 
get some moisture in his mouth so he could talk. “I mean 
it, Wills, if you love me at all you’ll get back here now.”  
 
Okay, so he was an ass using her emotions against her 



but anything to get her away from Angelus. The claws 
that bite and the teeth that snatch. 
 
And okay, apparently he had the crazy thing going on 
with Lewis Carroll instead of nursery rhymes. But if 
anyone was a jabberwocky it was the thing standing in 
front of him, reaching out an arm as if he really was 
worried about Xander.  
 
Thankfully, Willow was worried too and came to stand 
behind him. “Xander? What’s going on with you?”  
 
Xander laughed and it was a brittle sound. “It’s so 
complicated it isn’t even funny, but let’s just say a little 
birdie told me a story. About gypsies and curses and 
souls that don’t stick. We’ll need more than a needle and 
thread to sew it back on; it’s worse than a shadow.” 
 
“What?” 
 
But Angelus looked at him closely. “Now, Xander, you’re 
not making much sense.”  
 
“I’m making too much sense, and you don’t like that, do 
you, Deadboy?” 
 



“Willow, maybe you should run and get Giles and I’ll stay 
here with Xander.” 
 
Angelus was the very model of concerned friend but that 
made Willow frown and look at him closely. Xander could 
almost hear the thoughts running through her mind, how 
Angel had never given a damn about Xander so why 
should he now?  
 
Xander stood up straight and made sure that both of 
them saw the stake in his hand. Before he could say 
much more, though, another figure joined them in the 
hallway. It was Miss Calendar and she was holding a very 
large cross.  
 
“Kids, get to the Library. This…this isn’t Angel. Not 
anymore.” 
 
But Xander was rooted to the spot because he could see 
and he didn’t like what he was seeing. He could see the 
line of gypsies that stood behind Jenny Calendar, all 
whispering in her ear about vengeance. The curse that 
had given Angel his soul had come from this woman, her 
Line, but it hadn’t been about justice or to do a good 
deed by taking a monster out of commission.  
 



No, it had been about revenge and retribution and 
making him suffer.  
 
And he could see that that was the reason why Angelus 
was even more evil than he had been a hundred years 
ago. A century of violence had been building up and now 
they’d be thrice damned.  
 
“What? Miss Calendar, what’s going on?”  
 
“Oh, so you’re on to my little deception now, are you? 
Guess it was time for the unmasking. It was getting so 
fucking boring playing Angel that it’s a wonder I haven’t 
ripped someone to pieces in frustration. Oh, then again, I 
have. That little Slayer you sent on a fool’s errand was a 
tasty treat.”  
 
Angelus dropped the Angel act and his presence took on 
a more menacing quality. His hands were shoved in his 
jacket and he acted like he didn’t have a care in the 
world. “You know, it’s funny, but you’d think that accent 
of hers would have made her screams sound different, 
but it didn’t. Then again, her blood was a bit spicier than 
my usual fare.”  
 
“Bastard!” Xander hissed through his teeth and he was 



so angry he literally saw red. It was as if the entire 
hallway was washed in blood and he realized he was 
seeing another future. One where they all died.  
 
They had to get to the Library.  
 
His hand slipped into his backpack again and pulled out a 
small crossbow. He didn’t think he had a chance fighting 
Angelus one on one, but he might be able to wound the 
man instead.  
 
First he had to distract him. “You know, Deadboy, I never 
liked you. Not with the soul and I certainly don’t like you 
without. And I gotta say, the whole evil undead look 
you’ve got going there is weird too. I mean, did you kill a 
herd of cows for those pants or what? A leather coat is 
cool but coat and pants in warm Southern California just 
screams living undead.”  
 
Angelus stepped towards him. “Why, you stupid…”  
 
The sentence was never finished since there was a 
crossbow bolt in his neck. Angelus made a gasping noise 
and raised his arm to pull it out and Xander quickly 
reloaded and fired another one into his left thigh before 
grabbing Willow and taking off down the hall. Miss 



Calendar followed. He looked back at where Angelus was 
pulling both bolts out of his body. “Run! Faster, he’s 
coming!”  
 
They thundered through the halls, finally reaching the 
doors and Xander pushed the two women in front of him 
before going through himself and slamming the doors 
shut. Oz, Cordelia, Ethan and Giles were there and they 
all looked up to see the three of them gasping for air. 
Xander pushed Willow further in and grabbed one of the 
long 2x4’s they kept in the Library to block the doors ever 
since Student Teacher night.  
 
“Umm, people? A little help? Evil megalomaniac trying to 
kill us here?”  
 
Oz and Giles ran forward to help him block the door just 
as Angelus crashed into it from the other side. His face 
appeared in one of the windows, his true face showing 
and yellow eyes blazing with insanity and hatred. “Knock, 
knock! Guess who?” 
 
Xander grunted as he tried to keep the doors shut. The 
wood wouldn’t hold too long under Angelus’s strength. 
“An evil bastard, that’s who!”  
 



He could hear Ethan chanting in the background and to 
his eyes there was a blue…bubble or dome that was 
slowly moving from the center of the Library through the 
entire room. A barrier. He only hoped it would hold 
Angelus back.  
 
Oz was being rather quiet, but his arm was touching 
Xander’s where they were holding the door and he could 
feel his fear and confusion. Poor guy, found out about 
vampires the day before and now the one he had been 
told was safe was trying to break in and kill them.  
 
Xander didn’t need to be psychic to hear the confusion, 
worry and fear coming from Giles. The “Dear Lords!” 
were saying pretty much everything for him. Xander 
looked at his mentor. “Where’s Buffy?”  
 
“I—I’m not quite sure. She was looking for Angel but…” 
 
“Newsflash, Angel has left the building, G-man.” The blue 
dome had reached where they were standing and Xander 
could almost feel the sparks from it as it enveloped them. 
It stopped when it had penetrated the door but since 
Angelus had pulled back he assumed it had worked and 
stopped leaning against the door.  
 



There was sudden quiet in the hallway before Angelus 
gave the door a final pounding. “I’ll be back, you know 
that!”  
 
Xander laughed under his breath. That was just so 
clichéd. “Yeah, yeah, and you’ll get our little dogs too.” 
He looked over at where Ethan was standing. “Thanks, 
Chaos Man! Very cool, with the shields going up; you’re 
better than Scotty!”  
 
Ethan’s smile was thin. “Thank you. I’ll take it as a 
compliment to be compared to a fictitious engineer.” 
 
Xander grinned. It just felt better in the library with the 
shield up. Of course he could still feel other stuff, like the 
Hellmouth directly below him and weird voices and 
colors and crap that were coming from some of the 
books, but his adrenalin let him ignore most of it. He 
hoped he could keep it together because it would really 
help if he could stay sane for the conversation they were 
about to have.  
 
“Umm, I thought Angel was one of the good guys? What 
the hell happened? And why has Xander suddenly taken 
a walk on the truly weird side?”  
 



Cordy was looking at him funny, and Willow was 
watching him from behind her hair. Maybe he wasn’t 
sounding so sane; it was hard to be sure. Giles took off 
his glasses and readjusted one of the arms before putting 
them back on.  
 
“Yes, well, it seems that Angel has lost his soul, or rather 
reverted to his Angelus persona. I’m not quite sure 
why…” 
 
Xander looked at Miss Calendar. “I know why, but Miss 
Calendar knows more about it. After all, she was sent to 
make sure Angel wouldn’t slip his leash. Guess you kinda 
fell down on the job, didn’t you?”  
 
She gave an honest to god gasp. Xander thought that 
only happened in comics. “How…how did you know?”  
 
Okay, if he couldn’t pull off sane maybe he’d make the 
crazy work for him. “Oh, I know. I know lots and lots of 
things. Like how your Uncle warned you yesterday but it 
was already too late, wasn’t it? That’s why you went to 
find Giles that night but the whole deal with Ethan 
distracted you. You’ve known for a while now that 
Angelus has been loose and didn’t stop it because it was 
an ancient Gypsy secret. I’ve gotta say, if it was just the 



secret of using Calgon I wouldn’t be angry but finding out 
that Angelus is around kinda pisses me off.”  
 
He walked over and brushed his hand against the back of 
the chair Buffy usually sat in. “Buffy’s on her way into the 
school, G-man, better unbolt the door and let her in.”  
 
Okay, now they were all looking at him as if he had a few 
screws loose but, since he did, he tried not to let it 
bother him. When he went to sit in his usual chair there 
was a flash of hatred and he could tell that Angelus had 
sat there at one point in time so he hopped back up.  
 
“Xander? Is there something you want to tell us?” Giles 
was unbolting the door but looking at him like he’d done 
something wrong and Xander fought the urge to look 
down. He wasn’t going to try to hide his new abilities; it 
was no use because he had to explain what he knew and 
how he knew it.  
 
“You mean the sudden reason I’m a bit Fruit Loops now? 
Believe me, it’s a long story and we don’t have that much 
time. Short version? I went into my dreams, saw one 
possible future where the Judge melted down the entire 
planet, starting with Sunnydale Mall, and to figure out 
how to stop him someone gave me these really weird 



psychic abilities.”  
 
By that time Buffy was in the Library and he could feel 
the misery radiating from her. He walked over and 
brushed against her arm and watched the pictures in his 
head as Angelus said some terribly cruel and wicked 
things in her bedroom. “Hey, Buff, it’s not your fault. 
Angelus was playing you so don’t listen to anything he 
had to say. You couldn’t know he was going to lose his 
soul.”  
 
He could see more, see how Angelus had been slowly 
pulling her away from her friends, away from her 
support. He gave her a quick hug, and could feel her 
sadness and embarrassment. He forgave her for 
everything she’d been nasty about in the past few 
months then and there. Poison fruit from a poison tree.  
 
He kissed her on the cheek and whispered in her ear. 
“Just so you know, Buffy, Angel had his perfect moment 
of happiness the first time you told him you loved him, 
not last night. Everything else since then has been 
Angelus playing with you.”  
 
She gave him a sad look. “Xander? How…”  
 



He pulled away and tried to ignore all the stares. And the 
whispers in his head, and the weird swirling darkness 
coming from the floor below him. And a whole lot of 
other things.  
 
“What exactly do you mean by “weird psychic abilities,” 
Xander?” Giles was going for a book and even Ethan 
looked stunned. Guess he hadn’t known what was going 
to happen when he gave him that advice the night 
before.  
 
“Oh, lots of stuff. Future, present, past, voices, weird 
floating colors, and I see weird shit when I touch certain 
things. Listen, I know you really want to crack, like, a 
hundred books but Angelus is taking the Judge and a 
whole group of fledges for a party down at Sunnydale 
Mall and we really need to be there or, believe me, it’s 
going to be a total slaughter. I’ve seen it and it was really 
not pretty. Oz, Buffy; in my vision you were snacks of the 
vamps. Wills, Cordy; wear something fire retardant. 
Giles, Ethan; I didn’t see you but…well, there were a lot 
of people that were just ashes, from being burned, you 
know? And parts, just there. It was more than kinda gross 
so I’d rather not live that future, thanks very much.” 
 
And they didn’t believe him. He could tell that everyone, 



even Cordy, thought that Xander had lost his marbles. 
Problem was, he had, but it was still the truth. And he 
was afraid if he were too much crazier he’d never get 
them to the Mall in time.  
 
“Perhaps…perhaps you’d better sit down and tell us 
again just what happened.” Giles was doing that 
infuriating 'humor the crazy' voice. Xander sighed; he had 
a feeling he was going to hear that tone of voice a lot 
now. And he still had to figure out how to save Spike. His 
head was beginning to hurt.  
 
“Right, don’t listen to the crazy psychic guy. Now I know 
how Cassandra felt.” He jumped up to sit on the table 
and got a flash of love/lust/sex and an image of legs and 
arms and… 
 
“GAH!! GILES! You and Ethan did it on the Library table! 
Man, I read books there; that is so not cool! And I so did 
not need to see…that, behind my eyelids. Any other 
places you two have got it on that that I need to avoid? 
The desk in your office, maybe?”  
 
Everyone but Giles and Ethan made a squicked face, and 
Buffy took two steps away from the table. Ethan looked 
smug, like the cat that had gotten the canary, but all the 



color had left Giles’s face and he slowly sat down in a 
chair.  
 
“Oh, good lord!”  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Thirty-Three 

“You know, there’s something oddly weird with sneaking 
into a military base.”  
 
Xander looked over his shoulder at his companion. “Look, 
Sunnydale itself is weird. The guy who owns the comic 
book shop hides cat ears under his baseball cap. Cordy 
just about became the new Bride of Frankenstein earlier 
this year. I’m being driven insane by weird voices in my 
head. Sneaking into somewhere with weapons is as 
normal as you’re going to get.” 
 
Oz just shrugged. “I’m just saying it’s weird.”  
 
Xander grit his teeth and tried not to snap at him. It 



wasn’t Oz’s fault that the stars, or whoever it was 
whispering in the back of his head, was getting louder. 
Telling him what was going to happen at the Mall. To 
Spike.  
 
Plus there had been the barrel of fun at the Library, 
where he freaked everyone out with his Amazing Kreskin 
impression and then Buffy and Miss Calendar had nearly 
had a bitch fight in the middle of the room.  
 
That had been oddly disorienting. It was almost like he 
could see their emotions, the red of anger and a sickly 
green that spoke of betrayal. Add in the blackish swirl 
that was the Hellmouth and the other auras or whatever 
the hell they were from the books and it was like a 
rainbow had puked all over the room, leaving a mess of 
sickening swirls.  
 
He found a deserted area of the base and pulled out a 
pair of wire cutters and carefully cut a small hole in the 
fence. For an Army base it had really sucky security, 
which was a damn good thing.  
 
After all, he didn’t have the memories of a soldier to 
draw from in his head, like his alternate did in another 
time and place. All he had were wacky voices and colors 



and visions.  
 
Still, he’d rather be in the closet with Spike than Cordelia. 
Just watching that in his head had made him 
feel…squicky.  
 
There was a quick flash in his head and he could see 
himself kissing Willow and Xander nearly tripped as he 
sneaked around the side of one of the warehouses on 
the base to hide behind a few of the crates left outside.  
 
Of course, he made the mistake of bracing his fall with 
his hands and he was hit by a new mental image that 
came so quickly all he could make out was a feeling of 
pain/anger/fear and a flash of some kid getting harassed 
by an officer. Xander tried to shake his head, unaware 
that he was mumbling to himself.  
 
“Hey, you okay?” Oz’s voice sounded like it came from a 
long tunnel and Xander tried to focus. Before he had a 
chance, Oz had put a hand on his arm and shook him 
gently.  
 
The image he was hit with was frightening, and Xander 
scrambled back, trying to break contact. “No! No, no 
don’t touch me! Just…stay back, gimme a second.”  



 
Xander could feel his chest heaving and he grit his teeth, 
trying to stop the voices and the barrage of images 
flashing behind his eyes. It was almost like watching one 
of those old movies that flickered. Nearly everything his 
saw with his new “gift” was out of focus, and flickered in 
an out.  
 
And the damn voices in his head had started howling like 
a pack of dogs. They were really starting to get on his 
nerves.  
 
He took a few deep breaths and thought of Spike. How 
he smelled, how his hair felt when Xander would run his 
hands through it. The blue of his eyes. How he would 
sometimes smile at Xander, and it wasn’t about snarking 
or anything like that but it was just pure and honest 
affection.  
 
“Right. Okay. That is so not fun. No wonder she went 
nutty. I’m feeling kinda like a box of Screaming Yellow 
Bonkers myself. Shit.” He ran his hand through his hair 
and then looked at Oz. “Okay, I have no idea what all that 
meant but I saw you, the full moon and a reddish brown 
rabbit being chased by a wolf around an old couch. 
Interpret as you will, after we get this done. If I'd known I 



was going to be this weird, I would have asked for a 
fucking instruction manual. Good gods.”  
 
Oz looked at him weirdly, again. Xander already hated it; 
it was a look that mixed confusion and fear and worry 
and it was getting on his nerves and he hadn’t even been 
psychic for 24 hours yet. He knew he was going to have 
to get used to it, though; that was how most people 
would look at him from now on.  
 
But he really hoped Spike wouldn’t.  
 
“Never mind, if I figure out more I’ll tell you. Let’s just get 
this done, before I start talking to people that aren’t 
there.”  
 
“Okay. I can do this.” Oz stopped for a moment and 
looked at him. “What are we going to do again?” 
 
“We’re going to sneak in and get something that will 
make the Judge guy go boom really big.” Xander smiled 
evilly and gave a weird laugh. “Fire is fun!!”  
 
He turned around and sneaked towards the munitions 
building, chuckling under his breath. Okay, so the crazy 
thing bothered his friends; he’d just have to play it up 



some, really freak them out.  
 
His hand was on the door when a voice called from 
behind. “HALT!”  
 
Oz was in front of him and they both put their hands up 
at the sight of a rifle pointed at them. Xander knew he 
felt like someone had knocked the air out of his lungs 
and his friend didn’t look much better.  
 
"Identify yourself right the hell now!” 
 
Oz went to speak but something made Xander step 
forward. Now the voices were singing some weird, 
haunting sort of song and without realizing it he started 
humming along.  
 
“Xander!”  
 
“Wha—huh?” He didn’t really know how long he’d been 
listening to the song, but it was like he was waking up 
and Oz’s hushed whisper had broken…whatever it was.  
 
“What did you do to him?” Oz gestured at the Army guy 
and Xander looked at him closely. The rifle that had been 
pointing at them was now sagging in his grip, the barrel 



pointing at the ground. His eyes were kinda glazed and 
his mouth was slightly open. There was a small bit of 
drool, too, which was really unattractive.  
 
Not that he went for the follow orders, uniform kind of 
guy anyway.  
 
Xander looked at Oz and just shrugged. “I have no idea. 
Maybe the Jedi Mind Trick? Bene Gesserit Voice from 
Dune? Let’s not look a gift psychic horse in the mouth, 
okay? Let’s go get that rocket launcher.” 
 
“Have I mentioned how weird all of this stuff is lately?” 
Oz’s voice was deceptively bland as he followed Xander.  
 
******  
 
He waited until after Buffy blew the Judge into a hundred 
or so little tiny bits at the Mall before slipping away in 
the chaos. That had been sort of fun, seeing the look of 
surprise on Angelus’s face as he dived for cover. Deadboy 
had not seen that coming and his face had twisted into a 
mask of rage and fear and frustration.  
 
And watching the Giant Evil Smurf get blown to bits was 
fun, too.  



 
He looked around, and everyone was busy. The large 
group of fledges had scattered, and between them, Giles 
and Ethan and their crossbows were taking the few brave 
stragglers out. He didn’t have to be psychic to know that 
Angelus would be torturing the ones that ran as soon as 
he caught them and, oddly enough, Xander kinda hoped 
they would just keep on running until they got 
somewhere safe. Egypt, maybe.  
 
Willow and Oz were picking up Judge bits and putting 
them in freezer bags. They’d take them back to the 
Library later and pack him away in locked boxes that 
would be shipped to about a hundred or so Watchers 
that Giles knew of. The boxes would then be sent to 
other people and buried in places which demons and 
humans alike tended to avoid.  
 
He didn’t see Cordelia, but she wasn’t watching him so 
he was free to slip out the side door to the parking 
garage. Not the one where Buffy and Angelus were doing 
their kung fu/broken relationship dance, the one on the 
other side.  
 
It was mostly empty, because just about everyone with a 
brain started running at the sight of a rocket launcher. 



There was a sedan behind one of the concrete pillars, 
though, and Xander ran up to it, his bag of weapons 
thrown over his shoulder, and he worked on getting the 
car jimmied open as he ignored the now almost 
deafening voices that only he could hear.  
 
They couldn’t have been stars. Stars were far away, but 
these sounded almost like a crowd of people in a football 
stadium, and he was standing right in the middle of 
them. It was like being in the middle of a freaking peanut 
gallery or something.  
 
Finally, he managed to open the car door and got to work 
hot-wiring it. That didn’t take as long, thank god, but 
before he could close the door he found himself shoved 
painfully over the gearshift and a slim body replaced him 
at the wheel.  
 
“Finally. I thought it was going to take you forever, 
psycho-boy. God. I thought your boytoy was being a bad 
influence by teaching you this sort of shit. And if you 
think I’m letting you drive, you’re crazier than I thought.”  
 
“Cordelia? Umm, what are you doing?”  
 
“Driving you to, well, wherever it is that Mr. Bad Dress 



Sense has Spike. That is what’s happened: Angelus has 
Spike and you need to go off and rescue him, right?” 
 
“Right, but, Cordy, this is dangerous. I can’t let you…” 
 
“Okay, listen up. You are not letting me do a damn 
fucking thing. I may be gorgeous but I am not air headed 
enough to be a damsel in distress. I make up my own 
mind, thank you very much. It’s a good thing you're gay; 
if you had a girlfriend, she would have to put some 
serious training time into you. Now, point to where I 
need to drive you and let's get this rescue on the road 
before the others figure out where we’ve gone.” 
 
“Umm, there’s a warehouse, near the docks. I’m not sure 
where. I’ll know more when we get closer.” And having 
Cordy there was a relief, in a way. He had backup, 
someone to help.  
 
It didn’t hurt that Cordy acted pretty much the same 
around him. Oh, there was the “are you totally insane” 
look, but it was pretty much the same one she’d always 
used on him so he was used to it. And Cordy was the type 
of person that said what she thought. If you didn’t like it, 
tough cookies. It was refreshing.  
 



“Hey, Cordy? I’m gonna say something and I just want 
you to know I mean it as a total compliment. Because I 
really don’t want to piss off the woman who’s driving, 
okay? You know that line from Dolores Claiborne that 
Vera Donovan says? About how “Sometimes you have to 
be a high-riding bitch to survive. Sometimes being a bitch 
is all a woman has to hold onto.” You kind of remind me 
of that.” 
 
“Aww! I get that, and I think that’s one of the sweetest 
things anyone’s ever said to me.” There was a flash of a 
superstar grin before Cordelia turned to look at the road. 
“Now shut up and tell me which way. I’d like to get this 
done before we’re old. And I’m so thankful we didn’t 
take my car because, really, vampire blood has got to be 
hard to get out of the upholstery.”  
 
*****  
 
In the end, it was surprisingly easy. Sure, there were a 
few guards around the warehouse but Cordy had gone in 
as bait and, between the two of them, the eight minions 
hadn’t stood a chance. It looked like Angelus had taken 
the majority of his forces across town and, while fledges 
were stupid, none of the runners had come back.  
 



The warehouse...well, it was icky. All empty and dank and 
cold and it hurt him to think that Spike had been there 
for days. And Xander could feelhim, the voices strangely 
quiet now that he was there, and it was hard to be 
careful and not run across the empty open floor of the 
warehouse to the small office where he just knew Spike 
was.  
 
But he didn’t. They were careful. Because, hey, Master 
Vampire lairs weren’t the best places to hang out, and 
Angelus was more than slightly psycho. Xander knew. He 
was now an expert at psycho; he had first hand 
experience at it.  
 
Nothing jumped out of the shadows at him, though. No 
fledges or anything else. He tried not to look in the 
corners. There were too many…leftovers lying around. 
Vamps weren’t the neatest things, and it made Spike’s 
habit of leaving dirty ashtrays all over the house look 
positively sanitary.  
 
For her part, Cordy was keeping her eyes on him. He 
wasn’t sure if it was to make sure he didn’t have a 
screaming fit or because she didn’t want to see anything 
either.  
 



A few steps away from the door the voices came back, 
but this time it was like they were trying to be quiet. 
Urgent, but quiet.  
 
“We’ve got to hurry. Angelus is coming back and he’s not 
a happy camper.” Xander tried to open up his brain, tried 
to feel if there was anyone in the room with Spike but all 
he got was pain/longing/regret and the sense of 
Spikeness that was his lover. “Come on!” 
 
“I think I’ll just…stand guard while you get Spike.”  
 
Xander just nodded. Cordelia sounded like she was ready 
to bolt. He owed her big time, him and Spike both. He’d 
have to tell her that, later when there wasn’t the fear of 
imminent death.  
 
He opened the door, and instead of opening it slowly he 
pushed it, hard. It slammed against the wall and he knew 
there wasn’t anyone behind it.  
 
Spike was in a corner and looked up at the sudden sound. 
Xander had to fight off a grin; he had never seen his lover 
speechless before.  
 
“Xan? What the bloody hell…?” 



 
“Hey, thought you could use a lift. That is, if the Judge 
didn’t burn your personality out. He didn’t, did he? 
Because that would be bad. Come on, we gotta go. 
Angelus is on the way back and he’s kind of pissed off 
right now. He didn’t like the birthday present I got Buffy.” 
 
Spike gave him an odd look and Xander just bent down 
and pulled one of Spike’s arms around his shoulders and 
picked him up. Spike was dangerously thin, and Xander 
tried to ignore the shifting bones in his legs and the 
damp feeling of blood on the back of his shirt.  
 
“What do you mean, Angelus didn’t like your pressie? 
That was a nice bloody blouse you bought! And don’t 
forget the duster, pet; can’t go anywhere without it.” 
 
Xander rolled his eyes and moved so that Spike could use 
one arm to snag/grab his duster and pull it close. “Nah, I 
got her something else as a last minute gift. A rocket 
launcher. It was so cool.”  
 
He left the office and nodded to Cordy and they started 
running out. Time was short; he could almost feel 
Angelus getting closer. Spike kept quiet, but Xander 
could tell he was mainly trying to not drop his jaw at the 



fact that someone else was helping Xander. Xander knew 
that no one had ever tried to help his lover before, not 
really. It had to be kind of weird.  
 
Cordy opened the door to the back seat of the still 
running sedan and then jumped into the front seat. 
Xander placed his lover carefully in the back before 
slamming the door and running over to the passenger 
side and picking up the bag that he’d had when he was in 
the Army Base.  
 
“Xander! Let’s go!” 
 
“Gotta leave a parting gift, Cor. Hold on.” He pulled out 
the mass of gray putty that he’d stolen, and the thing 
that looked sort of like a complicated egg timer. He could 
do this; just pretend it was Play Dough and a microwave 
timer and not C4. He set the timer for five minutes and 
ran back to the warehouse and hid it under the stairs 
leading into it. Hopefully, Angelus would have too big of 
a mad on to smell the explosives.  
 
He ran back, jumping in the front seat as soon as he 
could. “Go! Go! He’s almost here!!” 
 
Cordelia took off like a shot, leaving half of the rubber 



from the tires on the road as he pulled out in front of a 
car. They waited for signs of pursuit, not talking until 
Cordy pulled off the road at a nearby burger place.  
 
“Okay, we’re in public. We’ll look less obvious if we’re 
not acting guilty.” There was the sound of an explosion, 
making all of the windows shake and the nearby diners 
stop eating and look to see what was happening. “What 
the hell?” 
 
“Umm, yeah. High grade explosives. I got them at the 
same time I got the rocket launcher.”  
 
“You are just so fucking weird, it’s not even funny. Give 
me some money; I’m going in for milkshakes. Sorry, Fang 
Boy, you’ll have to make do with strawberry, not blood.”  
 
Xander silently handed her some money out of a pocket 
and waited for her to leave before turning around to look 
at Spike. Now that it wasn’t so dark, he could see the 
bruising on his face and the gaunt, hollow look that 
meant he hadn’t been feeding.  
 
Xander smiled softly. He’d rather see bruises and a sort 
of amazed look than hatred, or a pile of dust. “Hey. 
Missed you.” 



 
It looked like Spike was having a hard time swallowing. 
He looked smaller, and vulnerable too, which Xander 
didn’t like. He liked it when Spike was the strong one. He 
made mental plans on how to get blood into the house 
without Angelus knowing, figuring Willy would tell and 
that the butcher's would be a safer bet, even if it wasn’t 
human.  
 
“God, Xander…you came after me. That…” 
 
Xander shook his head and put a hand on Spike’s leg. “I 
know. Listen, just…keep strong until Cordelia drops us off 
at home and then we can talk. And, believe me, there is a 
whole shit load of stuff that’s happened. I think I blew a 
big enough hole in the side of that place that Angelus will 
have to change lairs, though, and he’ll be more 
preoccupied with finding somewhere safe to spend the 
day than chasing after you. We’ll get through this, it’ll be 
okay.” 
 
Spike just nodded and laid his head back. Xander turned 
around and noticed Cordy coming out, actually carrying 
three drinks. He shook his head. He hadn’t planned on 
having her along but he really couldn’t have done it 
without her. Willow would have freaked or been upset 



about Spike and Buffy…well, she probably would have 
wanted to stake Spike first thing.  
 
She opened the door and got in, handing him a shake 
and passing one back to Spike, who took it with the 
oddest look. Cordy ignored it. Xander checked his out, 
and it was chocolate.  
 
“Man, Cor, I so owe you. Anytime, anywhere, you name 
it. Hell, if you want, Spike will kill someone for you and I’ll 
give you an alibi and hide the body.” He grinned.  
 
Cordy smiled as she put her drink in the slot for it and 
backed the stolen car out of the parking space. “Just 
remember, Xander: diamonds really are a girl’s best 
friend.”  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Thirty-Four 

Spike found himself staring at the ceiling, the dark 
curtains that hung in their bedroom keeping the light 



out. By all rights he should be sleeping; after all, it was 
the first time in a long time that he was well fed, more 
than halfway healed, warm and, well, safe.  
 
Safe. That seemed like such an odd concept. Xander had 
actually ridden in to the rescue like the bloody white 
knight that he was, dragging along that bint he hung out 
with and carrying him off into the damn freaking sunrise 
like some sort of hero from Mills and Boone.  
 
Him. A Master Vampire, being rescued from his 
Grandsire by two teenaged humans. Yes, it helped that 
he loved Xander but still, in a way, it stuck in his craw. He 
wasn't used to being the rescued; he was the rescuer.  
 
But he couldn't deny, not even to himself, the eminent 
feeling of joy that he'd gotten once he realized one of the 
two heartbeats entering the lair was his boy's. To tell the 
truth, he hadn't been expecting anyone to come and 
rescue him.  
 
In the past, when they were all Family, Dru had come and 
distracted Angelus sometimes during one of 
their...sessions. But he had never been sure if it was 
because she was trying to help him or because she had 
just wanted her “Daddy's” attention at the time.  



 
He sighed and tried to shift around into a more 
comfortable position while not disturbing Xander. There 
was still something...off, about his love. He just couldn't 
put his finger on it, but Xander had been nearly 
exhausted as he helped Spike set his bones and heat up 
blood that Spike had delivered. The bint, Cordy, said that 
his Xan hadn't been sleeping in days, and when Xander 
had started to talk Spike had stopped him and said that 
nothing would happen until they were both well rested.  
 
But it left him damn curious. He had noticed the dark 
circles around Xander's eyes and the way he was sort of 
jumpy and now, when they were safe and tucked up in 
their bed, Xander was still twitching, just a bit, in his 
dreams.  
 
Just what had happened to his boy while he had been 
held captive by his bastard of a Grandsire?  
 
*****  
“And just what in the bloody hell were you thinking? 
Thought you had better sense than to trust Dru, even if it 
was a fucking dream!!”  
 
Xander crossed his arms across his chest and frowned. “I 



was thinking that you were dead or dying somewhere 
and I didn't know shit and that stuff with the Judge was 
going to happen if I didn't do something. It's not like I 
knew it was going to be a psychic powers and the ability 
to see and hear all sort of funky crap! For all I know it 
could have been a map with a big red X on it saying 
“Spike is here!” I was tired and scared and at that point I 
would have made a deal with the Devil himself to save 
your ass. Silly me, I would have thought you'd be happy!”  
 
Spike grit his teeth and choked back about the first ten 
things he wanted to say. It was obvious that Xander was 
near the edge, despite having a good six hours of sleep 
under his belt. Six hours wasn't going to make up for days 
of missing sleep and if Xan was anything like Dru those 
six hours hadn't been dreamless.  
 
Spike wasn't sure whether or not he should kiss Xander 
stupider, or shake him until what passed for his brains 
started to work. “You don't know what you've done, pet, 
you just can't understand...” 
 
“What Dru was like? Or these damn powers? No, I don't 
understand. Silly me; here I thought you'd help.” Spike 
watched as Xander's jaw clenched and it was obvious 
that he was hurt as well as mad. “You really don't get it, 



you fucking ass. I would have done anything...” 
 
“No, you don't get it, Xander! Angelus will know that 
you're the one who rescued me. That bomb may have 
blown the building to kingdom come but the scents 
outside won't be washed away until there's a heavy rain. 
And I'm willing to bet that he's had minions listening to 
you, even hanging about in the ceiling of your damn 
school so he'll know you have the same gift as Dru had. 
He'll be after you now. You might as well have put a 
fucking apple in your mouth and rung the dinner bell!!”  
 
“So what if he does? You won't let that happen. At least, 
I thought you'd help me. Protect me. What, tired of 
dealing with crazy people? Going to leave me now that 
I'm nuttier than a fruit cake?”  
 
Spike growled. “Didn't say that, you twit. Just think you 
went and leaped without the looking, that's all. You've 
got a target painted on your back and you don't know 
what Angelus will do to get a hold of you. He broke Dru 
because he was bloody bored, but when he finds out 
about you he'll make you his personal hobby.”  
 
Xander scuffed his shoe on the ground. “Well, you won't 
let him. Besides, how is he going to find out?” 



 
“He isn't as stupid as Angel, luv. He'll connect the dots 
real quick, like. He'll do whatever it takes and you just 
can't understand how fucking evil he can be.” 
 
“Fuck you, Spike! I've seen what he's like so don't you 
damn well tell me I don't understand! He makes Charles 
Manson look like a kid in juvenile. I saw what he was 
doing to you and what he had planned and I had to do 
something and if you don't like it you can sit on it and 
spin!” 
 
“Xan...” 
 
“Don't you “Xan” me! I walked into that warehouse last 
night not knowing if Angelus had gotten the Judge to 
burn out your humanity yet. That was what he was going 
to do to you, by the way, take every bit of William that 
was left over, every bit of you that was able to love me 
and burn it away until you were as dark and as twisted as 
he was and I wasn't about to just walk away. You fucking 
asshole, I knew that was a possibility and I still went in 
there. You know why? Because even if you were all 
perverted I still wanted to be with you, you jackass!” 
 
It was the first time they had really fought and the sound 



of Xander's shouting had Spike stopped in his tracks. His 
lover's anger was an almost palpable thing, causing a 
strain between them that Spike didn't like at all.  
 
“Xander, what the hell are you saying, luv?” 
 
“What I'm saying, luv, is that I walked in there last night 
and if you weren't still you, if you'd been changed 
already, I was going to get Cordy to run and let you turn 
me, you son of a bitch!”  
 
Xander's words hit Spike right in the gut, and they hurt 
just as much as if Xander had hauled off and hit him with 
a baseball bat. While he had thought of turning Xander, 
the thought of his boy under the rule of Angelus made 
him retch.  
 
He took a deep breath and was about to unleash his 
opinion on Xander when he really looked at his boy. 
Behind the anger was hurt, and Spike realized that he put 
that look in his lover's face. His own anger drained out of 
him and Spike ignored the body language that said 'don't 
touch me' and gathered up Xander in his arms.  
 
“'M sorry if I hurt your feelings, pet, believe me. I'm just 
worried what will happen with Angelus. I may be evil but 



Angelus, well, he makes me look like a nancy-boy, and it's 
like he came back even more insane than he was 
originally. Think nearly a hundred years of living with the 
soul drove him even further around the bend. And he's 
always loved to take anything I held important away 
from me, loved to beat the bloody tar out of me for 
acting too human. He gets a hold of you, luv, and he'll 
make you hurt for weeks before turning you, and there 
won't be a damn thing I can do to stop it and I love you 
too fucking much to let that happen.”  
 
For a moment Xander was stiff in his arms before he 
started sagging and Spike had to hold him up. “So, you're 
not mad at me?”  
 
“No, not really, luv. I'm worried and scared. Don't know 
what that bloody bastard will do, and I don't know how 
this...thing is going to affect you. There were times I 
didn't sleep because Dru would be off her rocker about 
something that the Stars said, or having nightmares and 
would tear at her hair and there was nothing I could do 
to help. Don't want that for you, Xan. I can't stand to see 
you hurting.” 
 
Spike pulled Xander over to the nearest bit of furniture, 
which happened to be the couch, and soon they were 



both curled up on it. It was almost a signal, and Xander 
started shaking and for a moment Spike was afraid he 
was going to cry.  
 
“It's just... I was so damn scared and didn't know what to 
do and, yeah, Ethan knows but while I like him I don't 
trust him, and I could talk to Cordy about you being 
missing but that was it. No one else knew and I had to act 
all normal and inside I was just dying and I couldn't sleep 
and it was just terrible, Spike. If you ever have to leave 
again, you're taking me with you because I really can't 
stand it.”  
 
Spike nuzzled the top of Xander's head, inhaling the 
scent of his boy and enjoying the soft feel of Xander's 
hair against his face. “Not gonna promise that, luv, so 
don't ask me. I'll do whatever it takes to keep you safe. 
Anything. If that means I have to leave you, then I will.”  
 
Xander's voice was muffled where his face was pressed 
into the crook of Spike's neck and he could feel the warm 
tickle of breath hitting his collar bone. “That's stupid, 
Spike. I mean, if we're apart he can use us against each 
other. If we're together we can protect each other.” 
 
Spike chuckled. “There is that. We'll see, luv, take things 



as they come.”  
 
They sat there for a few moments and Spike just soaked 
in the warm feeling of having Xander pressed up against 
him. It would have been so easy just to start kissing him 
and never stop, but Xander needed reassurance, not sex.  
 
At least for the moment.  
 
Xander sat up and rubbed at his face. Spike didn't see 
any traces of tears but there for a moment he'd been on 
the edge. He hated that his fear for Xander had come out 
as anger at the boy. He'd have to be more careful in the 
future.  
 
“So, I guess that was our first big fight. Huh, and it wasn't 
even over you killing people and stuff. Weird. What 
next?” 
 
Spike leered at Xander. “Usually it's the really good make 
up sex, pet. It's the best thing about having a good row.”  
 
Xander slapped at him halfheartedly. “Not that next! Not 
that it isn't a good idea. No, I mean the next where 
Angelus is going to be coming after us and the torture 
part. Any way we can avoid that?” 



 
“I don't rightfully know. Wanker had over a hundred 
years on me, and now that ol' Batface and Darla is dead 
he's the Master of our Clan. That's a big thing in the 
vampire world, not that I ever paid much attention to 
politics. I could ask to be let go from the line; it doesn't 
happen much but it has happened. More often or not the 
Master just lets the Childer roam, like when Darla and 
Angelus left the Court. Problem is, Angelus is all keen on 
making his family again. Wanted me, even though I 
bloody well didn't want to be there, and was able to keep 
me. He wants the Slayer, as a replacement for Darla. Git 
has a thing for blonds.” 
 
Spike found himself holding Xander as tight as he could. 
“He'll find out about you, pet, if he doesn't know after 
you nearly blowing him away last night. He'll want you to 
replace Dru.”  
 
“Any chance he was standing on top of the bomb when it 
went? Vampire or not, if it blew him into bits he's not 
going to pull himself together.”  
 
He couldn't help it, he chuckled. “Nice as that would be, 
pet, I don't think we're that fucking lucky. Nah, ol' Broody 
Pants probably went to one of his back up lairs and is 



plotting against us as we speak.” 
 
“Gee, thanks for being so optimistic.” Xander poked him 
in the side. “I mean it, what can we do to get him before 
he gets us? He's been mind fucking Buffy for weeks, and 
while I can see stuff, it's weird and unfocused. Right now 
I just keep on getting the moon and I know it's connected 
to Oz, but that's it. It's like my third eye is stuck on one 
channel and I can't find the remote. And the damn 
voices-- I refuse to say it's the Stars-- are doing their 
Wolfman Jack impression. It's annoying. At least they're 
not so loud this morning.” 
 
Spike sighed. “Well, first thing first. We need to find you 
some training or books or some such. I know a few things 
that helped Dru but maybe you can be trained, since 
you're not completely barmy.” 
 
“Monkey nut crunchy blue.”  
 
Spike looked at Xander and, while the boy had a totally 
serious face on, he could see the gleam of amusement in 
his eyes. Spike grinned and tackled him, wrestling around 
until they were both in the floor, laughing.  
 
“Forget what I just said, pet. You're a total loon!”  



 
Xander grinned at him and then rolled them across the 
floor until he was on top. Spike couldn't help but feel 
aroused at the playful look on his boy's face. Xander 
leaned forward and kissed him. His mouth was warm and 
Spike opened his own mouth so that their tongues could 
meet.  
 
He shifted his hips and soon they were on the floor, 
rubbing against each other while still in their clothes. 
Spike groaned in the back of his throat and pulled Xander 
closer, thrusting as fast as he could and still keep kissing.  
 
They were both still dressed for bed and wearing 
sweatpants, and the feel of his cock pressed against two 
layers of fleece to meet Xander's had him panting. He 
had resigned himself to never having this again, and here 
Xander was, warm and alive and in his arms.  
 
It was the best aphrodisiac Spike could ever imagine.  
 
It didn't take them long; they had been away from each 
other for too long to be able to draw any type of love 
making out. Xander thrust harder and then bucked on 
top of him and the scent of semen hit Spike's nostrils and 
he found himself following his lover over the edge.  



 
Spike found himself lying on the floor, with a warm, 
sweaty, sticky Xander on top of him, his chest heaving. 
Spike could feel the beating of Xander's heart against his 
own still chest. He hugged Xander as close as he could 
get and kissed whatever available skin he could find. 
“God, I fucking missed you.”  
 
“Mmmm, ditto.” Xander had that muzzy sleepy sound 
and Spike couldn't help but find him cute. He couldn't let 
anything happen to Xander, he'd face the dawn first.  
 
“Hey, you got one of your Scooby meetings later, pet?” 
 
“Uhhh, yeah, after five. Cordy covered for me skipping 
out last night, said that she would tell them I was 
following a figment of my imagination or something, but 
we're supposed to meet at the Library later. Why?” 
 
“'Cause I think I got an idea of how to deal with Angelus, 
but it'll be complicated.” 
 
“Hmm? How?”  
 
“There's only one way for a vamp to go against the head 



of his Clan. I'm going to declare a Blood Feud. And you're 
gonna help me, luv.”  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Thirty-Five 

Xander wiped his sweaty hands on his jeans and took a 
deep breath before walking in the door. He could feel the 
other shoe about to drop and it was one of those clunky 
Birkenstocks and Xander just knew it was going to hit him 
right between the eyes and hurt like hell.  
 
Because the gang was going to find out about Spike. And 
Spike was just waiting for his cue to make his grand 
entrance. His best friends could be trying to kill his 
boyfriend before the hour was over and, in his heart, he 
knew if it came down to that he'd be rooting for Spike to 
win.  
 
What was really crappy was that his new 'gift' wasn't 
helping. It was like there were too many possibilities, too 
many ways this meeting could go so his brain couldn't 



pick just one. Spike was right; he really needed training, 
and soon. Otherwise he would go a little crazy.  
 
Well, crazier. No one normal would date a vampire and 
take a gift from his ex-girlfriend. His dead and dusted ex-
girlfriend. So it could be said that the crazy came before 
the gift bit. Now if only he could figure out the chicken 
and the egg.  
 
Xander leaned his forehead against the library door in 
frustration and then jumped back. The anger Angelus had 
felt at being barred from the Library had soaked into the 
wood and he could still feel it. It sizzled across the inside 
of his head and gave him a bad taste in his mouth. 
Angelus really had gone off the deep end, he could sense 
that. However, he couldn't tell what the vampire was 
going to do. Insanity was unpredictable, so it wasn't like 
he'd be able to tell Buffy to wait down on 3rd Street on 
Tuesday and she'd be able to kill him. 
 
Besides, after the serious mind fuck he'd done on her, he 
doubted the Slayer would be up to slaying anytime soon. 
And in the meantime, people would die. So he needed to 
get his head out of his ass and walk into the Library and 
get this meeting started, because they were going to 
need Spike as much as Spike needed the backup.  



 
So he took another deep breath, and still another. Then 
he figured he'd better stop or else he'd hyperventilate 
and pass out in the hallway and that wouldn't be good. 
He couldn't do a damn thing if he was unconscious and 
drooling and acting like the Amazing Human Doorstop.  
 
He pushed open the door and walked in. It looked like, 
with the exception of Ethan and Giles, he was the first 
one there. He thought about making a nervous joke 
about the judicious use of the big table but figured he 
didn't want Giles to be any more pissed at him than he 
already was.  
 
“Hey, Ethan! G-man!”  
 
Ethan just nodded at him but Giles came out from his 
office and looked at him over his glasses. “Xander. I do 
hope you've come prepared to answer some hard 
questions about your new...abilities.” 
 
Xander sighed and started looking for a chair he could sit 
in that wouldn't give him a headache. “Yeah, Giles. I have 
a whole lot of stuff to tell and you're not gonna like it all. 
We can do it when the gang's all here, though, right? 
Because I get confused myself about some things; it'll be 



worse if I have to do this more than twice.” 
 
“Twice?”  
 
Xander turned and grinned at Ethan. “Yeah, twice. I'll 
have to go over it all with Willow again later. She's a 
genius when it comes to computers and books and math 
and stuff but sometimes she's a bit...” He trailed off. He 
wasn't sure how to put it. He didn't want to say that 
Willow was stupid about people, because she wasn't. She 
just didn't understand some things easily.  
 
“Naive is the word you're looking for, Xander, and, yes, 
we can wait. To tell the truth, I expected everyone to be 
here by now. I wonder what's keeping them.” Giles 
moved over to the Library door and peered out.  
 
Xander gave up on finding a place to sit. The only chair 
that didn't have some sort of weird vibes was the one 
next to Ethan and he figured Giles would take that. And 
he wasn't sitting on the table again because he was still 
scarred from seeing the half minute flash of naked 
Librarian and he didn't want his third eye blinded.  
 
Finally he gave up and sat on the desk where people 
checked out, crossing his legs on the counter so they 



wouldn't dangle. Ethan grinned and Xander figured he'd 
realized what was going on, but Giles looked at him 
oddly. 
 
“What? The chairs have weird vibes. Hell, the entire 
Library is weird now, or it was always weird and I didn't 
realize it. I'm not sure which.” He shrugged and tried to 
find something for his hands to do. He was so nervous he 
felt like he could pass out but Xander knew that he had 
to act as calmly and normally as possible. He pulled over 
the box of paper clips and started playing with them. It 
was better than nothing.  
 
There was a shadow and he looked up to find Giles 
looking at him. “Xander, are you sure that it's not...well, 
that it's not you that's...” 
 
“Weird? Crazy? No, I pretty much figure that's at least 
half of it. I just don't know if some of the stuff I'm picking 
up on now was always there and I'm just able to know it 
now. Like, well, like that.” He gestured at the middle of 
the Library floor where the Hellmouth itself swirled 
oddly. “Giles, I can see the actual Hellmouth. It's swirling 
like a dark whirlpool and when I walk near it it feels, well, 
really gross. But did it always look and feel that way or is 
it something new? I don't know, it's like the lines are 



blurred in my head.”  
 
He just shrugged. Giles would understand more after his 
story. Xander only hope that his mentor would still want 
to help after he found out that Xander was sleeping with 
the Evil Dead.  
 
The doors opened and Cordelia swept into the room. “All 
right, can we get this over with? It's Saturday night and, 
evil vampires or not, I have a date to do some serious 
flirting at the Bronze tonight.”  
 
Xander grinned at his friend. “Wow, Cordy! Going for the 
junior dominatrix look, huh? Nice! If I wasn't gay I'd drool 
all over you!” She was wearing black leather boots with 
high heels and a red mini-dress. A black leather coat 
completed the look and she did look slightly dangerous.  
 
“Hey, I figure a girl can't be too careful, especially since 
Angel's gone all insane. It's not like you and your boy toy 
are going to be around to screen my dates, so I've got to 
do something. I even blackmailed my Dad to order me a 
special crucifix, with a mirror behind it. That way I can 
check if the hottie I wanna dance with is trying to get in 
my panties or just wants me for a midnight snack.”  
 



She stood by the table with her hands on her hips before 
pinning Xander with a stare. “Is there a reason you're not 
sitting in any of these?” 
 
Xander just shrugged and nodded and Cordelia turn her 
stare onto Giles. “God, you'll do it anywhere, won't you?! 
Are all you stuffy British types closet kinks?”  
 
Xander howled in laughter at seeing Giles blush and 
stutter, and even Ethan's jaw had come slightly 
unhinged. Finally, Ethan pulled himself together enough 
to speak. “I can assure you, Miss Chase, that, while we 
have been rather adventuresome, we aren't quite that 
bad! Although, I must confess to feeling rather flattered. 
You'll have to ask Xander why he's avoiding the chairs, 
however.”  
 
Xander gasped for air so he could answer. “All of them 
are safe from body fluids, Cor, they just have weird vibes. 
All of them are safe except the one next to the end. 
Synder switched it from his office and it has his cooties.”  
 
“Eww.” She used her foot to scoot that one chair away 
from the table and even Giles looked faintly distressed. 
He moved the chair to the wall and they both found 
seats. Now all they had to do was wait for the others.  



 
Xander sighed and started making a paper clip chain. He 
hated waiting.  
 
*****  
 
“Okay, I've got to start this story a couple of centuries 
back. Please, don't ask any questions. You'll only confuse 
me and make it worse. You guys can fire me from a 
cannon or whatever when I'm done.” Everyone's eyes 
were on him and he felt like he was having that living 
nightmare of being naked in front of class again. He 
looked down and checked, just to make sure, but he was 
still wearing the blue jeans and black tee-shirt he'd 
started out in. His paper clip chain had ended up being 
nearly a yard long and he twisted it in his hands.  
 
Buffy had been the last to arrive and the feelings of grief 
and depression radiated from her so badly that he had 
flinched when she came into the room. Willow and Oz 
had arrived minutes before, softly talking. Willow had 
looked at him with big eyes and Xander felt guilty 
because he knew he was going to hurt her by telling the 
truth, but it had to be done.  
 
“A couple of centuries ago a Master Vamp went looking 



for the perfect Childe, someone as cold and calculating as 
he was, since the current Slayer had killed two of his 
Childer so easily. He found a Madame, who was known 
for being vicious in businesses as well as in her personal 
life. She was dying of something, god only knows what, 
but that didn't matter. And so Darla was born.” 
 
He tried to ignore Buffy's scowl and Giles's look of 
impatience. He figured Giles thought he knew everything 
from the Watchers' texts, but he didn't. Spike knew 
more.  
 
“Fast forward about a hundred and fifty years. Darla had 
fallen out of favor with the Master for being too 
independent. She went looking to make her own Childe. 
She wanted someone who could be as cold as her but 
had a brutal quality. In 1753 she was in Ireland, and 
heard rumors of the son of one of the local lords who 
loved nothing more than to chase the local peasant girls 
and get into drunken brawls. She figured him to be 
someone she could control, led by his dick if not by his 
drink. By the time Darla lured Liam into a back alley, he 
had already killed three men in fights. And so Angelus 
was born.”  
 
Buffy visibly flinched, as did Willow, but Oz and Cordelia 



looked interested, as did Ethan. Giles was now hanging 
on his every word. It wasn't in the Watchers' books that 
Angelus had killed while he was human. That was 
something only Spike would know, but Giles hadn't 
figured that out. Not yet.  
 
“Twenty-three or so years later, Angelus created his first 
Childe. I don't know much about Penn,” other than the 
fact that Spike hated him for being such a high and 
mighty prick, “Only that, according to my source, he's still 
out there and just as psychotic as ever.” 
 
Xander took a deep breath. “Next in the vampire family 
tree is Drusilla, also known as Dru the Mad. Dru had 
some psychic powers before she met up with Angelus, 
and he used them against her. Her family thought her 
crazy and sent her to a convent. Long story short, he 
tortured everyone she ever loved and she was locked 
away, wasn't able to stop it, but able to see everything 
he did with her Sight. By the time he got into the 
Convent and killed every nun and postulant inside, she 
was insane. He kept her as a human pet, long enough so 
that her brain was totally warped. Nowadays we call it 
Stockholm Syndrome, I guess. When he'd broken her so 
completely that her entire world centered around him, 
Angelus turned her.”  



 
Xander took a deep breath. This was hard to tell, and 
harder still because he knew that some of the things 
Angelus had done to Dru he'd been doing to him, or 
trying to. Thank god he had Spike, and while the gang 
may not totally understand, they believed him. They 
wouldn't die as easily as Drusilla's sisters had.  
 
At least, he prayed they wouldn't. He couldn't stand to 
hear Willow's voice in his head, crying for help, begging 
for death.  
 
“Of course, being someone's obsession is tiring, so after a 
while he started ignoring Dru. So when she ran into a 
young man in an alley she decided to create her own 
Childe, one that would love her as much as she loved her 
Daddy. And so she created Spike. The four of them 
became known as the Scourge of Europe.”  
 
Xander took a deep breath and tried to stay still. “You 
pretty much know the rest of the story. How Darla 
brought Angelus a gypsy to eat and her family cursed 
him. And it is a curse; it wasn't meant to give Angel a soul 
so he could go around saving people, and until he came 
to Sunnydale that didn't happen.” Xander wanted to say 
more, about how Angel spent nearly a hundred years lost 



in self-pity and guilt when he could have done something 
about it, or how Angel could have done more than just 
watch as Darla dragged Jesse underground.  
 
But he didn't. Buffy was hurting enough, and that would 
hurt Willow, too. Besides, he was about to be in bigger 
trouble. “The Scourge broke up when Angelus got the 
soul. Well, a year later, actually. During the Boxer 
Rebellion, when Spike killed his first Slayer. Darla came 
here, to serve the Master. Spike, who hated both Darla 
and Angelus with a passion, took charge of Dru and they 
traveled the world. Until this past Spring, when a mob 
caught up to them and Drusilla was killed.”  
 
Xander didn't go into any detail and he closed his eyes. 
He hated talking about this part because it still hurt 
Spike. And somewhere in the stacks Spike was waiting to 
make his dramatic entrance. And he was remembering a 
mob tearing his lover of a hundred plus years apart.  
 
Oddly enough, the others were still quiet. Even Giles and 
Willow, though he could tell they were dying to ask 
questions.  
 
“And so Spike came here, looking for Angel, wanting to 
kill him before walking into the sun. Only he got 



distracted from that and started building a life of sorts 
here.”  
 
Xander looked down at the chain of paper clips in his 
hands. He'd been twisting them and several of the links 
were mangled now. “You guys know that a couple of 
weeks ago I started having dreams. Nightmares, really. 
The night before last I decided to try to do a lucid 
dreaming thing, to figure out why.” He didn't look at 
Ethan, not even for a moment. “When I did, well, I 
dreamed of what would have happened if we hadn't 
stopped the Judge last night. It really wasn't pretty.” 
 
“Drusilla was there. In my dreams. She's how I got this 
shiny new psychic power. The same psychic power that 
drove her nutty, with Angelus's help. I don't know how, 
but she did it so I could save her Childe. See, Angelus 
decided he wanted his family back and wasn't taking no 
for an answer. He'd been torturing Spike. So Dru gave me 
her gifts so I could find him.”  
 
Giles's face had a look of horror and Xander knew he'd 
connected all the dots. Buffy looked suspicious, too, but 
then again she hadn't heard that much about him and his 
new boyfriend. No, that was Willow, and she was still 
confused. So was Oz. Ethan was blank and Cordelia...well, 



Cordy looked like she wanted a big bucket of popcorn 
and was waiting for the fireworks to start.  
 
Back to Giles, though, who was looking like he was either 
about to start polishing his glasses till the lenses fell out 
or turn Xander over his knee and spank him in a not sexy 
sort of way. “No...you wouldn't...” 
 
“I did, Giles.” 
 
“Xander! What were you thinking?! Spike would kill you 
as soon as look at you!”  
 
He turned to look at Buffy and he could see how worried 
she was for him, how scared. “Buff, listen, I knew I was 
safe.” That was an outright lie, but at the time he hadn't 
cared if he wasn't. Not that he was going to tell anyone 
but Spike that. “It's just that, well, Spike's real name, in 
case you've forgotten, is William.” 
 
“Xander, I don't understand.” Buffy wasn't angry, thank 
god, just confused. Giles had slumped down in his chair 
and Ethan was rubbing him on the shoulder and saying 
something so low that Xander couldn't hear, but he 
hoped the man was getting Giles ready to accept Spike.  
 



“What he's saying, Slayer, is that Xander and me have 
been playing grab ass for a while now, and you haven't 
figured it out. For Christ's sake, how many older 
Englishmen by the name of William do you people know? 
You lot are daft.”  
 
Spike, in all his glory, had stepped out from behind the 
stacks and down the steps and sat on them. He was in his 
usual outfit of black jeans and shirt and red overshirt and 
that damn duster that in the far back of his mind Xander 
compared to Linus's blanket. He was handsome and 
gorgeous and Xander found himself grinning. At the same 
time, he rolled his eyes at his lover's rudeness and 
jumped down off the desk to go and join him on the 
steps.  
 
“Spike! You could have said something else besides grab 
ass. I doubt if anyone besides you and me really want to 
know about our sex life.” He sat down on the step beside 
his lover and tried to ignore the surprised faces on the 
majority of the room.  
 
Spike snorted and put an arm around his shoulders. “Not 
like they haven't thought about it. Well, the Cheerleader 
Princess has at any rate, I'll bet. That reminds me.” Spike 
dug in his coat and Xander fought the grin that was 



wanting to stretch across his face. His lover pulled out a 
slim case and tossed it onto the table in front of Cordy. 
“Cheers, ducks, enjoy.”  
 
Cordy didn't even pause to wonder if it was deadly; she 
opened it up and squealed at the sight of the tennis 
bracelet inside. “Ooh! Thank you, guys! I'll drive your 
getaway car any day! It is diamond, right?”  
 
Xander finally allowed himself to smile. “Like we'd give 
you anything else.”  
 
“Can we get back on track, please?!” Giles sounded more 
Ripperish and Xander wondered if maybe he should have 
had Spike bring jewelery for everyone, not that Giles 
would wear anything like that. “Just why are you telling 
us now about your...arrangement?” 
 
“Because we all want the same thing. You want Angelus 
dead, I want Angelus dead. I'd like to torture the bloke 
for a few days first, maybe shove one of my railroad 
spikes where it would do the most good, but for the most 
part we have the same goals. Problem is, you lot have 
killed off all of the master vampires in our order, 'cept for 
me and Angelus, and since he's the Master of the Line 
now I'm supposed to obey him, no matter what.” 



 
“Now, I could just tell him to sod off and take Xander 
here and run for the hills, but he'd worry about all of you. 
So, I need to break away from the Aurelius Clan and start 
my own by declaring a Blood Feud. To do that I need 
minions to fight against Angelus, but minions are stupid 
and more of a pain in the arse than they're worth. Plus, it 
would get Xander's knickers in a twist.”  
 
Spike leaned back on his elbows and grinned. “But if we 
work together, you lot can be considered my minions, 
and maybe we can get Angelus before he kills half the 
town. What do you think?”  

Part Thirty-Six 

Spike couldn't help the grin on his face. Things were 
going well. Xander's little friends all knew who he 
belonged to now, and Xander had willingly come to sit by 
his side. And while he knew Xander would have 
something to say about his less than diplomatic way of 
telling the Slayer that they should team up, Spike knew 
that his boy would wait till they were alone so they could 
provide a untied front.  
 
The Watcher took off his glasses and laid them on the 
table and rubbed his eyes. “And how do we know you're 



being truthful? You can't just simply expect to walk in 
here and for us to take you at your word.” 
 
“You could take mine, Giles.” 
 
The Slayer gave a very unladylike snort. “Right. And 
you've been lying to us for how long, Xander?”  
 
Xander flinched and Spike ran a hand down his lover's 
back. “Shut your bloody trap. He gave enough clues that 
you would have figured it out if you didn't have your 
collective heads up your arses. The cheerleader bint 
figured it out right off. You lot just didn't care to look too 
close.” 
 
Cordelia threw up her hand at the looks the others were 
giving her. “Hey, don't get all pissy with me. You three 
are the ones who left town all summer. For god's sake, 
Xander and Bleach Boy over there used to come and play 
pool at the Bronze. If that isn't being out in the open, I 
don't know what is. And there were days that if I had to 
hear one more word about Spike I was going to puke all 
over my Pradas. “ The girl turned to look at the redhead, 
Willow. “Xander told you his boyfriend's name, that he 
was older, English and wasn't nice. If that doesn't 
describe Spike, I don't know what is. It's not my fault, or 



Xander's, for that matter, that you people can't connect 
the dots. And you people think I'm self involved. Sheesh.” 
 
Spike grinned at the girl. “Ta, ducks.” He wouldn't even 
growl at her at the Bleach Boy comment.  
 
The Slayer came over to stand a couple feet in front of 
him and Spike could feel her nearness. It was almost like 
standing too close to a lightning strike and he felt his 
demon wanting to come to the front. He could tell they 
were going to dance, but for how long and how 
seriously? He looked out of the corner of his eye to see 
Xander biting his lip and looking worried. He'd promised 
his boy to go easy on his friend but he wasn't going to let 
himself be staked, either.  
 
Spike tipped up his head and met the Slayer's eyes. “Got 
something to say, Slayer?”  
 
“Yeah. I'm beginning to wish I'd never given Angel the 
chance. After all, the Slayer's Handbook says the only 
good vampire is a dusty one. I may not have read the 
thing cover to cover but I do know that much. Give me 
one good reason not to kill you right here and now.”  
 
Spike could feel Xander tense and he was glad that he'd 



made the boy promise to keep quiet. He knew this would 
happen; it was inevitable. There had to be a pecking 
order between him and the Slayer and it was going to 
take a fight to prove it. He curled his tongue behind his 
teeth for a moment and looked the small blond 
powerhouse up and down. “Because, Slayer, the truth is 
that you need me more than I need you.” 
 
She snorted again and Spike slowly stood up. Xander 
scrambled to his feet but stayed where he was, thank all 
the powers. He couldn't do what he had to do if Xander 
doubted him, if only for a moment. It would give the 
Slayer and her minions a flaw to exploit to drive a wedge 
between them. He gave his best devilish grin. “Come on, 
Slayer, take your best shot.”  
 
She rushed him, and her anger caused her to telegraph 
nearly every move, so that Spike could almost see what 
was coming two moves ahead. They moved to the open 
area of the library, the other humans jumping to their 
feet and standing uncertainly, the redheaded girl's eyes 
impossibly large.  
 
Well, they were all on their feet except for Cordelia and 
the Chaos Mage. They both looked like they had just 
gotten into a pay-per-view fight for free. Spike had to 



grin at that, and knew that given the chance he could 
actually accept those two humans as friends. They both 
were a bit more immoral than the others; it would be fun 
seeing just how far he could go with them. 
 
The Slayer either didn't like him grinning during a fight or 
didn't like that he wasn't giving her his full attention. She 
sped up her blows and kicks, trying to drive him back, but 
Spike easily kept pace with her. And for once she wasn't 
running her mouth and Spike had to force himself not to 
feel sorry for her.  
 
But part of him did. He, of all beings living and undead, 
knew how Angelus could fuck with your head, twisting it 
around. How honeyed words would flow past his lips and 
you would find yourself believing anything he said.  
 
He shook his head and ducked under one of the Slayer's 
wild swings, and landed a fairly hard blow to her ribs. He 
quickly backed away and bounced on his toes. “What's 
the matter, Slayer. There's no witty banter, no quick 
come backs. Don't you love me anymore?”  
 
The last was said with a fake leer and batted eyelashes 
and Spike could hear Xander's chuckle on the other side 
of the room. Good, that meant the boy knew he was 



playing. 
 
“Talking while fighting only divides your attention.” This 
was said as if it was something she had heard over and 
over and Spike found himself feeling even more sorry for 
the girl.  
 
“Fuck that. That's Angelus talking through you. He's been 
working on you, hasn't he? Trying to make you into the 
perfect pet. Taking away your unique strengths and 
molding you. He wants you for a pet, you know. It would 
give him power, to have the current Slayer, naked and 
chained at his feet.”  
 
Again her anger pushed her into making moves that were 
too easy to avoid or block, but Spike let her push. It was 
oddly fitting, that he was helping the Slayer deal with 
some of her anger at being used and lied to by Angelus.  
 
He blocked yet another right hook to his head and made 
a mental note to let the Watcher know how predictable 
the Slayer was if she fought for more than a minute or 
two. They'd have to do something about that; by now 
Angelus knew all of her moves and patterns and knew 
exactly how to stop her. How to break her.  
 



“You know Angelus has planned this for a while, eh? Bet 
he got himself invited into all of your houses. Had tea 
with your Mum, let her get to know the nice boy that 
was dating her daughter.”  
 
“You shut the hell up about my Mother! She put you in 
place and she can take care of herself!”  
 
The Slayer was all but throwing a temper tantrum and 
Spike knew he had to twist the knife in her heart a bit 
more. They all had to know just how far Angelus would 
go.  
 
“You really think a middle aged woman with a metal ax 
stopped me? Bloody idiot. I can move faster than the 
human eye, Slayer. Just how fast would I have had to be 
to take that ax away from her?” He stopped coddling the 
girl and really started fighting, kicks and punches and 
jabs, until she was backed up against the desk.  
 
“You need to go back and remember that night, Slayer. I 
was just playing with you, testing the waters. Didn't kill 
your Mum because when I kill a Slayer I want it to be 
clean kill. I've killed two and they've both had family, the 
last even had a little nipper following her along and I 
didn't go for the child. I like the thrill of the fight, and 



right now, you fucking well can't because Angelus has 
your head on so backwards that you can't see what's in 
front of you.”  
 
He finally stopped and the Slayer was winded and leaned 
against the desk, her eyes bright with tears. He stepped 
back into the middle of the room. The Watcher's mouth 
was set in a grim line and he knew he'd gotten most of 
his message across.  
 
Spike could have killed her. In front of everyone, and 
there wasn't a thing that anyone could have done to stop 
him.  
 
Well, anyone but Xander, but he had a feeling the 
Watcher knew that already. He stuck his hands in the 
pocket of his duster and thought about lighting a 
cigarette. A good fight was like a good fuck and you just 
had to light one up afterwards, but Xander's lungs didn't 
like them and more and more Spike found himself 
curbing his habit.  
 
It was a damn fucking shame when a Master Vampire 
stopped lighting up because he didn't want his human 
lover to have asthma.  
 



“So. Now that we've proven who has the bigger bollocks, 
let's get to setting things straight. One, you lot are total 
fucking idiots to hang about in a public school!” 
 
“Yes, one never knows who might wander in.”  
 
Spike grinned at Ethan. “Too right, all sorts of bad 
influences could drift in.”  
 
It was kind of good to know that he wasn't the only bad 
influence on the group of white hats. In fact, he figured 
he and Ethan would be the group's biggest assets 
because, like Angelus, they didn't play fair all the time.  
 
“Right, next order of business, show of hands, who's 
invited Captain Forehead into their house?” There was a 
series of confused faces, with the exception of Xander, 
who was chuckling behind his hand. “Hello, Angelus 
people! Fuck, if you lot are the smart ones, I'd hate to see 
the stupid.”  
 
There was a series of “heys!” and other protestes and all 
of a sudden everyone started talking at once. Finally, the 
Watcher stood up and gestured for silence.  
 
“Quiet! While I may not like Spike, and, Xander, you and I 



will be having a talk later, young man, he does raise some 
interesting points. And it is correct that we will have to 
safeguard out homes. I'm sure Ethan and I can find an 
uninvite spell, and if it makes you feel better we'll have 
to do it at our flat, as well. Now, Buffy? Willow?”  
 
The Slayer just nodded, so evidently that meant she 
needed the spell. Willow raised her hand and stepped 
forward uncertainly. “He-he was in my room, when Ford 
was here.” 
 
“Right. Cordelia? Has he been in your house?” 
 
The dark haired girl snorted. “Hey, I may have flirted with 
him, but nope. He was in my car, though, so maybe you 
could do a spell on it? I mean, it's a good car. I don't want 
any icky stains on the leather seats, especially if those 
stains are from my ripped out throat.”  
 
Before anyone could say anything-- and really, what was 
there to say about that statement? -- Buffy looked up at 
Spike through long eyelashes. “You didn't kill Ford, did 
you?”  
 
“Nope, not me. Stupid bugger came looking for me but I 
wouldn't have a thing to do with him. Or that lot that 



liked to dress up like cheap extras out of Fright Nite. 
Had...other things occupying my time.” He leered in 
Xander's general direction.  
 
Buffy, however, wasn't taking the bait. “And what, 
exactly, is a Blood Feud?”  
 
Spike shrugged. “Exactly what it sounds like. I declare 
myself a Master Vampire in my own right, which I am, 
and that I'm leaving the Aurelius Clan to form my own. I 
try to kill Angelus and all his minions and he tries to kill 
all of mine. That would be you lot. Then again, I know for 
a fact that he has plans to turn you into a pet for a good 
long time before finally turning you, and once he learns 
about Xander having Dru's gifts he's gonna want to twist 
him the same way he did my Princess.”  
 
He closed his eyes at the thought. He would kill Xander 
himself before letting his love go through anything half as 
bad. And then he wouldn't bother getting drunk; he'd 
just wait for the sun.  
 
He really doubted that there would be any other dark 
haired angels out there to save him from himself.  
 
“Simple fact is, the bloody bastard is going to be coming 



after all of us. Now, I could go and kill half the populous 
to use as cannon fodder, but they'd be stupid as fuck and 
I'd have to worry about Angelus and you lot coming after 
me. If we work together, we'd only be fighting two 
battles, not three. And while you lot aren't an 
indestructible as even fledges can be, you can actually 
find your arses without both hands and a flashlight, so 
it's a win, win situation.” 
 
“He's telling the truth, guys, really. I mean, I know you're 
all probably pissed at me, and you have good reason, 
but...well, I can see stuff now, but I every decision we 
make changes the future so it sort of...flows. Like a river. 
It's the same river but not the same water all the time. I 
can see Miss Calendar dead in one, and Buffy vamped, 
and me and Willow vamped, and Giles dead, his hands 
twisted horribly, and it's really not fun shit to see. I'd 
really suggest we all avoid that, but it's hard. If we work 
together, though, we can maybe stop the worst parts 
from happening.”  
 
It was the first thing Xander had said in a while. He'd kept 
his promise to Spike about keeping his yap shut. Spike 
grinned and held out his hand, the grin getting even 
wider when Xander took it. He'd have to make sure to 
reward the boy for being so good.  



 
He stood there and watched as Buffy and Giles had a 
silent conversation. It was fascinating to watch, really. 
The girl should have been more broken at her lover's 
untruthfulness but she was pulling herself up by her 
bootstraps and trying to do what needed to be done.  
 
Xander's little friend, Willow, was more quiet than he 
ever expected her to be. Spike winced. He could see the 
hurt and anger on her face and knew that, no matter 
what happened, Xander was going to be hurt when the 
two finally talked, if only due to his own guilt. Spike 
wished there was something he could do other than be 
there for his lover, but he figured it a brother/sister 
thing. At least on Xander's part. Hopefully his boy 
wouldn't be too torn up, but if he was, well, Spike would 
be there to pick up the bits of his heart that were broken 
and put them back together again.  
 
Spike would always be there. Despite how soppy he was 
getting.  
 
While stuck in his thoughts, the Watcher and Slayer must 
have come to some agreement. Spike was only slightly 
startled when Giles stepped into his field of vision and 
nodded. “We are in agreement. And I sincerely hope you 



have some sort of plan.”  
 
“Well, we find Angelus's new lair, and we kill him. A lot. 
Sound peachy to you?”  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Thirty-Seven 

Xander waited nervously in the shadows near Willow's 
house. Somewhere, in yelling distance, Spike was 
waiting. Watching to make sure Xander didn't get eaten 
by anyone but still trying to give him privacy. And Xander 
was beginning to feel like he'd been run over by a truck. 
Repeatedly.  
 
He’d survived Giles and his magical Disappointed Glare of 
Doom(TM), but just barely. Giles had said he was being 
way too trusting and naive and that Spike was just using 
him. Xander pointed out that if that was a fact he would 
have invited Spike into everyone's homes over a month 
ago and they'd all be dead. Then came the Giles sputter 
and the conversation about whether Xander was safe 



living with Spike and why didn't he move in with Giles?  
 
Xander had passed, pointing out that he was now able to 
touch things and see crap behind his eyes and now he 
was afraid of Giles's couch. That got Giles to pretty much 
shut up and promise to have some books ready at noon 
tomorrow to help him deal with his new powers. The one 
concession Xander had made was that Giles wanted to 
see him at least once every two days out in the sunlight, 
and he could handle that. As it was, Xander was feeling 
pretty darn lucky Giles didn't demand he strip naked 
while the older man looked for bite marks because that 
would have been too creepy for words.  
 
Buffy had left, angry but quiet, without really talking to 
him. It had been suggested that she tell her Mother the 
truth and there had been another big discussion, one 
where he just sort of pointed out how guilty Buffy would 
feel if she went home and found a note from her Mom 
saying that that “nice Angel boy” was looking for her. He 
hated to say it and had felt really guilty, but it was the 
truth. Angelus would get to them all through their 
families, given the chance.  
 
So that left the big discussion with Willow, which was so 
not going to be fun. Willow, with her big eyes looking at 



him like he'd killed her puppy. It was even worse than 
when he'd stolen her Barbie when they were kids, and in 
a way he could understand that but in a way he didn't. 
After all, he had told her most of the truth, and had even 
told her he was afraid she wouldn't understand so he 
was keeping his mouth shut about certain things.  
 
That was the most truth that anyone had got out of him 
about Spike but still Willow had looked at him like he was 
an ax murderer or something. Which, in a way, maybe he 
was. Or married to one. Almost married.  
 
Xander leaned against the wall of the house and seriously 
considered if Willow's parents would wake up if he 
started banging his head against it. Because it was an 
obvious sign that the crazy was creeping up on him when 
part of his brain was wondering about Spike killing 
people and the other half wondered: if they were almost 
married already, shouldn't they go all the way, if only to 
get to eat the big cake?  
 
Thank god Oz's van pulled up, otherwise he would have 
imagined himself in some cheesy, comedy-horror movie 
like I Was A Teenage Bride Of A Vampire or something.  
 
The only reason he was here before Willow was because 



she'd stopped off to talk to Buffy and make sure she was 
okay. There had probably been a few tears, some sort of 
chocolate would be involved and much swearing at the 
Xan-man.  
 
Still, if he was given the chance he didn't think he'd 
change any of it, not really. He loved Spike too much to 
wish they had never met. Well, he would have staked 
Deadboy before the whole Angelus crap came up, but, 
yeah, everything else he'd keep. Which meant that now 
he had to pay the piper and talk to his almost sister, who 
was pissed as hell at him. Joy.  
 
Xander rolled his eyes as he watched Willow get out of 
the van to walk to her door. Yeah, he could get that her 
parents would freak at the new boyfriend type but, still, 
if he had been a vampire he had plenty of opportunity to 
jump out of the shadows and kill her during the long walk 
up her driveway, once Oz's weird looking van pulled 
away. And this was after the whole lecture on how 
Angelus would love to torture them.  
 
He had a quick thought about how Spike was right, that 
some people were so stupid they needed to be taken out 
of the shallow end of the gene pool, but then he felt 
guilty because this was Willow and she was probably 



preoccupied, since he had hurt her.  
 
Instead he stepped out of the darkness, making a lot of 
noise so as not to scare her. “Hey, Wills.”  
 
“Xander.” 
 
Then came the longest, most uncomfortable silence of 
his life, and it was really weird considering that, between 
the two of them, he and Willow could out-talk anyone. 
He gave in to the urge to rock back and forth on his feet 
and then finally looked up at his oldest friend. “Wills--” 
 
“No! No, it's not okay. It might not be okay for a while. 
You lied, Xander.”  
 
“No, not really. I just told you the truth...from a certain 
point of view.” 
 
Willow made a huffing noise. “Darn it, Xander, this is not 
Return of the Jedi!! This is real life and real feelings and 
it's not okay that you're dating one of the evil undead. He 
has no soul!” 
 
Xander couldn't help but get mad and defensive over 
that. “So?! He's not out plotting to kill everyone in town 



either. A soul doesn't mean crap. Angel never did more 
than follow Buffy around like a lost puppy; he never 
actively went out on patrol or anything, and Spike has! 
Okay, yeah, it was with me, but he's taught me how to 
fight and he killed off all the Master's and the Anointed 
One's minions and didn't make more. That equals a much 
safer town, if you ask me!”  
 
“Xander!! He eats people! And not in the sexy way! He 
goes out and ends someone's life so he can keep living!”  
 
Xander closed his eyes for a moment and hoped that 
Willow didn't see the momentary flash of pain in them. 
He still hated it, hated that Spike had to kill, but that was 
his nature. “Willow, it's more complicated than that. 
How do you know that vampires aren't Mother Nature's 
way of making sure there aren't too many humans to 
populate the world? I mean, all of nature has a series of 
checks and balances. Too many deer messes up the eco 
system so there are wolves to keep the population 
down...”  
 
“Humans aren't deer! We think! We have emotions and 
people who care about us if we die and it's not right for 
him to just go and kill them! Why is he so different from 
every other vamp you kill?!” 



 
Xander physically staggered at that last bit, and then 
rallied, his own anger starting to surface. “Okay he is 
different from most vamps!” He was not going to point 
out that as long as Spike had sex, cigarettes and good 
cable he wasn't interested in taking over the world. “You 
don't see Spike putting together his own personal 
Armageddon jigsaw puzzle, do you?” 
 
Willow held up a hand. “Let's get this straight. I don't 
understand it, I don't wanna understand it. You have 
gross emotional problems, and things are not okay 
between us. But what's happening right now is more 
important than that. Getting Angel's soul back is our first 
priority. You being a big liar and a necrophiliac comes 
after.”  
 
“Okay, eww! Spike isn't dead, he's just...mostly dead. 
And I didn't lie, not really. And why do we want to get 
Angel's soul back? I thought we decided to kill the 
bastard.”  
 
“It's just something Buffy and I were talking about. I 
mean, if the gypsies gave him a soul once, Miss Calendar 
should be able to do it again, and we'll be checking that 
out first thing in the morning. Right now, I just want to go 



to bed and wake up and hope that this whole…thing with 
you and Spike has just been a nightmare. Now, 
goodnight.”  
 
Willow pushed past him and went into the house and 
Xander wasn't sure if he should be sorry about it or just 
angry she got the last word. He grit his teeth and kicked 
at the dirt in frustration. 
 
“You okay, pet?” Spike appeared from wherever it was 
he'd been lurking and Xander had to bite his tongue to 
keep from screaming 'do I look okay to you?'. It wasn't 
Spike's fault he was in a bad mood; there was no reason 
to take it out on him.  
 
“No, not really. I just thought, well, that she'd at least 
hear me out. Or something. That we could talk.”  
Spike actually growled. “Gotta say, pet, I don't like the 
idea of trying to re-mojo Angelus. 'S not like that really 
worked before and it just seems...unnatural. And ‘m not 
saying that just because I'm evil.”  
 
Xander sighed and reached for Spike's hand, just wanting 
to connect. “I know it seems unfair to the person Angel 
was before Darla and everyone he's going to kill while 
they play at spells. Besides, it wasn't like he was useful 



with the soul.” He stopped suddenly in the middle of the 
road, and Spike bumped into him. “Damn it! I mean to 
warn her and Oz again. I keep on getting this weird vision 
of a wolf chasing a red rabbit around a really ugly couch 
when I'm near them. How am I going to tell them, 
though, if Willow's mad at me and Oz...well, he's not that 
bad but I don't know if he's up to talking to me and 
withstanding a Willow-pout.”  
 
Spiked squeezed his hand reassuringly and started pulling 
him along by his arm. “Call the Watcher, pet. That way, 
you're covered and he can deal with their pissy attitude.” 
 
“She's not being pissy, she's just hurt and confused. I 
would be too. Hell, I was when I found out that Buffy was 
drooling over Angel. I was just as bad. And okay, in a way 
I was right but I wasn't. I mean, it's not Buffy's fault the 
gypsies have a really weird idea of what breaks a curse. 
But yeah, I was just as bad about Angel so I really don't 
have any grounds to cry abuse. I was just, I dunno, 
hoping Wills would listen first.” 
 
“Give her some time, pet, she'll come around. Maybe 
she's about to get her time of the month or something.” 
 
“Ewwww! Gross! Spike! I SO don't want to think about 



that. Gag. She's like, my sister and I really don't want to 
know that much about her body functions, okay? So if 
your vamp nose figures that out, let me remind you that 
ignorance really is bliss in this case.”  
 
Spike actually snickered and it made Xander grin, even 
though he was tired, because Spike didn't snicker that 
often. Xander really hoped his new psychic abilities could 
be fine tuned so the day that his lover broke out in 
giggles he could have five or six bugs attached to hidden 
recorders because he'd just love the blackmail material.  
 
Xander sighed. “Really, this whole thing could have gone 
worse. I'm upset that Wills isn't even listening but she 
will after she's had a chance to calm down. Of course, 
she's going to be giving you the eagle eye every time 
she's near you, so please try not to growl at her too 
much.” 
 
“”M not gonna have a bloody tea party with her, Xan; 
been there, done that and you're not getting to see the 
stupid t-shirt. And since I love you, soppy git that I am, I 
won't even pull out her spleen and shove it up her nose.” 
 
He grinned. That was about as complimentary as Spike 
was going to get right now. Xander knew his lover and 



knew that Spike was more pissed about Willow's attitude 
towards Xander than he himself was. It was cute. Not 
that he'd ever tell Spike that.  
 
“Thanks, Spike. Just knowing you won't tear out my 
almost sister's internal organs gives me a warm and 
happy feeling inside.”  
 
“Wanker.” 
 
“Hey! Don't put down my most excellent hand job skills. I 
studied for years, all by myself, to get those up to A+ 
level. I should get a medal for my hand jobs.”  
 
Spike laughed and pulled him close and, despite his 
worry, Xander was able to relax into his lover's arms. 
“Tell you what, Xan, we'll go home, you can show me 
how talented you are and maybe if you're a good enough 
I'll get you a big trophy. We'll call it the Golden Nob 
Polisher or some such.” 
 
Xander tried not to laugh; Spike just did not need the 
encouragement. He was afraid if he pushed he'd come 
home to find a bronzed dildo or some other toy waiting 
for him. Then he wouldn't have to worry about Angelus 
because he would already have died of embarrassment.  



 
“Whatever, let's just go home.” 
 
*****  
 
Xander walked into the library and considered pulling 
over one of the giant bookshelves on top of him. For the 
most part things were okay at school but then there 
were days where he just wanted to quit and try that 
whole self-educating thing. Reading books and looking 
stuff up on the computer may not be as good as going to 
class but, then again, he wouldn't have to deal with Mr. 
Lilly's idiocy in American History.  
 
It was a sad day when your British boyfriend knew more 
about America's history than the American teacher. And 
okay, so Spike had the advantage by being around for the 
past 120 years or so, but it wasn't like he hung out in the 
‘States all that time.  
 
Then he went to see if he could go talk to the girls during 
lunch, and he even had brought the good chocolate. But 
he had overheard them talking and Willow comment that 
his new phone number was 1-800-I'm-Dating-The-Evil-
Undead and he had turned right around and made his 
way quickly and quietly to the library so he could eat his 



chocolate all by himself. He wasn't up to sharing good 
Godiva's with snarky people today.  
 
Which was why he'd left Cordy with her court before 
lunch anyhow, and it was so odd that he kinda fit in with 
them better than he did with Buffy and Willow. Of 
course, it helped that the Cordettes were all sucking up 
at wind tunnel levels of suck. Apparently Cordy had 
bragged that she got her diamonds by being a good fag-
hag and now Harmony wanted to do a make over with 
him.  
 
It was scary and surreal and, if his new crazy vision hadn't 
have told him she was actually being as honest as 
Harmony could be, he would have been checking for 
signs of a pod. Or possession.  
 
Xander sighed and popped open the box of chocolates 
and took two for himself before stowing them away in 
his backpack and grabbing one of his new books. Giles 
had piled him high with big names like Casey and Burton 
and the history of ESP and long, boring books on 
meditation.  
 
Spike, on the other hand, had taken him down to the 
local magic shop once it was dark enough and had 



bought him every how-to book on the subject, from 
Psychic Vampires to Psychic Development for Beginners 
and The Complete Idiot's Guide to Being Psychic. He'd 
also bought Xander crystals, bundles of sage and cedar, 
books on astrology, numerology and a few more ologies 
Xander still wasn't sure about. There was a special dream 
catcher ordered, with amethyst and onyx, quartz 
pendulums, dowsing rods and three different tarot decks 
and even more books.  
 
When he had told Giles the next day the man had 
sputtered and Xander got the feeling that he was 
surprised that Spike knew that much about the issue. 
Xander had pointed out that Spike had lived with a 
psychic for over 100 years, so he figured his lover knew 
the basics.  
 
He was still working on reading his first book: Psychic 
Development for Beginners. It wasn't as hokey as he 
thought it would be, and he had found some pretty good 
information in the first ten pages so he was slowly but 
surely going through the entire thing and attempting the 
exercises. There had been a line at the front, about how 
everyone has a choice to use psychic abilities if they 
wanted to, and that made him feel less of a crazy freak. 
He had chosen to open the box in his dream, and now he 



just had to figure out how to use his new powers.  
 
And how not to use them, because once he could kinda 
see into Mr. Lilly's head Xander had figured out that not 
only was he an idiot but he was a perv as well.  
 
He had skipped a few of the chapters, right to Chapter 
Five and psychic shields. Of course, he had to “go to his 
basic psychic level” first but Xander got the feeling his 
brain had taken up residence there full time so he didn't 
worry about it too much.  
 
He checked and made sure no one was in the library 
before sitting cross legged on the check out desk. Xander 
always felt like a total idiot doing these exercises but 
they did help so he tried to control his breathing and 
visualized a bright light surrounding his body. “This light 
will repel all negative energies from programming my 
mind. This protective psychic shield will be with me 
always from now on. From now on I will be...” 
 
“Xander? What on earth are you doing?” 
 
“GAH!” Xander's eyes opened and he jumped and nearly 
fell off his perch. “Gods, Giles! Do not scare the crazy 
person! Didn't they teach you crap like that in Watcher's 



School or were you playing hooky that day?”  
 
Giles gave him that look that was half exasperation and 
half fondness, his glasses in the pocket of his coat. 
“Pardon me, Xander, I didn't mean to walk into my own 
library.”  
 
“Ooh! Someone didn't have time for a nooner during 
lunchtime!”  
 
“That bloody git, Snyder, kept talking to me for nearly 
ten minutes and...how did you know I was going home 
for lunch?”  
 
Xander grinned and jumped down from where he was 
sitting. “Hello? Psychic, remember? Do I need to get 
business cards to hand out or something? Besides, I've 
noticed you've been going home for lunch a lot lately and 
having a much sunnier attitude when you get back and 
that equals lunchtime nookie.”  
 
“Yes, well....you know, those books that Spike got for you 
aren't of the highest quality.”  
 
Xander shrugged and bookmarked his page before 
stuffing his book back into his bag. “Yeah, well, I have 



yours too. I'm working my way up from the short and 
easy to read ones up to the giant tomes. I'm sorry, I know 
Burton coined the term E.S.P. but I giggle every time I 
look at it ‘cause me and Jesse used to love watching that 
syndicated show, The Sentinel, that they dragged one of 
his books out for. And now that I'm older and can tell 
that Jim and Blair are so very gay.”  
 
“Xander...” 
 
“What!! See, this is why I'm starting with the simple stuff. 
Even without the shiny new powers I have a short 
attention span.”  
 
The bell rang, but Xander's next period was his study hall 
in the library so he didn't have to rush to get anywhere, 
which was just as well. He'd been tardy more times than 
he could count since becoming psychic, mainly because 
he couldn't stand to touch anyone and ended up in the 
corner of one of the halls until most of the students were 
in class. Despite the whole whirlpool of evil, the Library 
was becoming one of his safest places to be.  
 
Giles adjusted his glasses and tie, ready to be Librarian 
Man should any student come through the doors. 
“Perhaps some of the meditation techniques I've 



suggested will help with your focus. You could practice 
one of those instead of that...drivel.”  
 
“Giles! I suck at meditation! My brain is too loud and it's 
always talking. You, of all people, should know this.” 
 
“I quite understand, Xander, but you still must work on it. 
As it is, we're lucky that Angelus has not tried anything 
the past few days.”  
 
Xander groaned and restrained himself from beating 
Giles over the head with one of his books. “You just had 
to do it, didn't you, Giles? You had to go and jinx us.”  
 
Giles huffed and went to do librarian type things. “Don't 
be preposterous, Xander. How could that possibly “jinx” 
anyone?”  
 
Xander could hear the quotes around Giles's words and 
groaned again. He tried to keep his brain from reaching 
out for all the possibilities that the Fates might decide to 
smack them with but a few of the really scary ones 
slipped through. He walked to the back of the stacks to 
sneak a call to Spike on his new cell phone. “Just 
remember, G-man, when all hell breaks loose I get to say 
I told you so!”  



 
 
 
 
 

Part Thirty-Eight 

Spike lit a cigarette and turned on the telly to watch a 
little late night crap for a while. Normally he'd go out and 
terrorize the town once Xander was asleep, but the boy 
had been having nightmares and Spike still hadn't 
received an answer to his challenge to Angelus. He really 
didn't want to leave Xander until his nightmares stopped, 
at least. 
 
Which meant he spent a lot of time watching really bad 
telly or reading some of the books he'd gotten Xander. 
The books weren't that bad but Spike had plans to find 
the git in LA who started those bloody stupid Geico 
commercials and rip out his upper intestines through his 
nose. They were really annoying.  
 
Xander hadn't asked how he had issued his challenge. 
Both the Watcher and Slayer had but Xander acted like 
he didn't want to know. And maybe he really didn't; that 
whole ignorance thing had worked well for their 



relationship so far. Xander knew he fed, knew that Spike 
had slipped out of the house as soon as he had drunk 
enough pig and cow's blood to be able to heal enough to 
walk that night he'd been rescued. But Xander never 
asked who he killed or what he did.  
 
It was a comfort in a way because, while Spike had 
started feeding from the low-lifes of humanity in case he 
was ever asked, he really didn't think Xander was ready 
to hear how he'd found a few tough guys down at the 
docks running a crap game and had not only come away 
fully healed and with a full belly but enough cash to buy 
the Cheerleader her sparkles.  
 
And Xander probably didn't want to know how Spike had 
found one of Angelus's fledges to send his message. 
Vampires can live through an amazing amount of torture. 
He'd taken the highest of the Irish Bastard's boot lickers 
that he could find, carved a nice note telling Angelus 
where he could stick his Master of the Order crap on the 
skin of his chest, doused it in holy water so it wouldn't 
heal too fast, cut off his arms and legs and then rolled 
him down to Angelus's new lair and rung the buzzer.  
 
He hadn't stuck around to see the results, but he bet it 
had been spectacular. Still, he doubted he would get any 



points from the Slayer for not using a human, and all the 
little kiddies would find it “icky”. Just thinking about it 
made his eyes roll. This was why he could never figure 
out why the bloody Council had little girls doing their 
fucking job for them; so many things could be considered 
icky by teenaged girls.  
 
There was a knock at the door and Spike swore in every 
language he knew when he saw who it was. And Xander 
made fun of the Watcher for tempting fate. “Do you 
know what bloody time it is?” 
 
“Some time after one am, I think. The clock in my car is 
one of the few things still working. And don't even 
pretend you were sleeping, Bleach Boy. It’s way too early 
for all evil little vampires to be in bed.”  
 
“What the fuck happened to your car and why did you 
drive it here?” Spike knew that tone of voice had terrified 
his minions before but the dark haired girl in front of him 
just pushed her way into his living room. He'd be angry if 
he wasn't so damned amused by it.  
 
“What happened to my car is that while I was 
entertaining a date we suddenly were involved with a 
real life version of a Howling movie, and not the really 



stupid one with the marsupial werewolves!” 
 
“Keep your fucking voice down! Xan's asleep!” Spike 
hissed and his true face slipped into view for a moment 
but Cordelia just rolled her eyes at him. She did lower her 
voice, though, which was a good thing. He'd hate to 
break the arm of one of Xander's friends.  
 
“Excuse me for being freaked out at nearly becoming the 
werewolf equivalent of a deluxe can of Alpo! I was 
attacked by a fucking werewolf! And my jackass of a date 
ran off when I couldn't get the car to start! I don't know if 
he got away alive or not, because the furball took off 
after him and did I mention it was a werewolf?”  
 
The bird's voice was getting sharper and loud again and 
Spike wondered just what she wanted him to do about it. 
As he moved into the kitchen to put on the kettle for tea, 
he realized that this was most likely why most vamps just 
made their lovers into their Childer as soon as possible, 
so they could kill off any friends and not have to be 
bothered at odd hours of the night.  
 
“Got the werewolf bit, 'm not stupid. Didn't bite you, did 
he?”  
 



“No, and can I say thank god?! I don't think there's 
enough electrolysis in the world to get unfuzzy from that. 
And I can't help but hope Andy got away too, if only 
because I want to be the one to kill him. I can't believe he 
just ran off and left me there!” 
 
As he poured a cup of tea it was on the tip of Spike's 
tongue to ask the girl again just why the hell she came 
here, when he remembered Xander saying something 
about the only difference between Cordelia's parents 
and his was the fact that hers could afford to buy her off. 
“Cowardly git. Tell you what, ducks, you find him and I'll 
rip a body part off, eh?” 
 
Before she could say anything, though, Spike's ears heard 
Xander's heart begin to race in the other room. He stood 
up and made his way to the bedroom but before he got 
there Xander had started screaming. He pressed his lips 
together and totally ignored the cheerleader as she 
started asking questions.  
 
He opened the door and was on the bed and had 
gathered up Xander in his arms before she even made it 
down the hallway. “Xan, Xan-luv, wake up. It's just a 
nightmare, pet, wake up for me now. Xander!”  
 



Suddenly Xander gasped and sat up straight in bed. 
“NOO! Stop! Please, don't hurt her! NOOOOOOOOO!!!”  
 
Spike pulled Xander back into his arms. He really thought 
he'd left his habit of waking someone out of screaming 
nightmares behind. “Ssh, ssh, luv. It's okay. What did you 
see, Xan?”  
 
Xander was gasping now, and crying great big fat tears 
and Spike hated it because there was nothing he could 
do to help other than to hold his lover. “Angelus! He 
was...she was blond, long hair...I couldn't really see her 
face but what I saw was all...mangled. He was taking 
strips off her hide, like peeling an orange, and she was 
screaming but you couldn't really hear it 'cause she had 
already screamed so damn much she was hoarse.” 
 
Xander turned and burrowed into Spike's arms, hiding his 
face. “It was just awful, Spike! I mean, I get the whole 
vampire, enjoy human’s death thing but it was like he 
was purposely pushing the images at me. Bastard.”  
 
“Xander? Do you know if it was a dream or a vision?”  
 
“I—it was a vision, definitely. It's happening now, I think. 
It felt like now. Oh, god! Buffy! Spike, call Giles and see if 



he can find out if Buffy is home!”  
 
Spike opened his mouth to argue because he didn't want 
Xander to be alone but a voice from the doorway spoke 
up. “I'll call, Xander. Don’t worry.”  
 
Spike smiled to himself. He'd forgotten that the girl was 
even there, to tell the truth, but right now he was glad 
she had butted in.  
 
“Why's Cordy here?”  
 
“Dunno, all I've gotten is talk of werewolves and her 
bitching about her bad taste in men. Think you can lay 
back down and get to sleep?”  
 
“You'll stay with me, right?”  
 
“Git. Like I've left you yet.”  
 
Xander smiled and allowed himself to be tucked back in 
bed and Spike sat up against the headboard so that 
Xander could use his chest as a pillow. “Spike, do 
you...what will we do if that was Buffy?” 
 
“Doubt it is, pet. You talked to her today, right? If he'd 



just grabbed her tonight he would have played with her a 
bit longer. No, whoever it was, Angelus was just having a 
bit of fun with dinner. Now shut your eyes and try to go 
back to sleep, Xan. If the Slayer's missing I'll wake you 
up.”  
 
Spike believed what he was saying but he still listened in 
while the girl was trying to get the Watcher on the phone 
in the other room. He didn't want to be lying 
unintentionally.  
 
*****  
 
“And you're sure it was a werewolf?” Xander watched as 
Buffy jumped down from looking at the hole in the top of 
Cordy's car. She was still overly quiet but he had never 
been so damn happy to see her. The image of what he 
had seen the night before had caused uneasy sleep for 
the rest of the night.  
 
“Don't be a moron, Buffy. Claws, a big old snout in the 
middle of his face like a wolf. If it walks like a werewolf 
and howls like a werewolf, it's a werewolf.” Cordelia gave 
a sniff that seemed totally false to Xander, proving she 
actually had a sense of humor. “It was so awful. Daddy 
just had the car detailed.”  



 
Xander put his arm around her shoulder and gave her a 
pat. “There, there.”  
 
Giles brought out a newspaper he'd had rolled up and 
spread it out on the car's hood. Buffy came up to around 
him to look at it at the same time. “So, what's the word?”  
 
“Well, it seems there were a number of other attacks by 
a wild dog around town. Several animal carcasses were 
found mutilated.”  
 
Willow squinched up her nose. “You mean like bunnies 
and kitties and stuff? No! Don't tell me.”  
 
She looked at Oz and he put a reassuring hand on her 
shoulder. “Oh, don't worry. I mean, they might not look 
it, but bunnies can really take care of themselves.”  
 
Cordy made a choking noise under her breath and 
Xander elbowed her. She was right, though. That was 
overly sappy and, considering the dreams he'd been 
having, it didn't look good for the rabbit.  
 
Willow just smiled goofily at Oz. “Yeah?” 
 



“Yeah.”  
 
Even Giles looked like he was going to get a cavity from 
all the sweetness. “Yes, uh, um, fortunately, no people 
were injured.”  
 
Buffy put her hands on her hips. “That falls into the 
'that's a switch' column.” 
 
Giles nodded. “Yes, true, but I doubt if that will continue. 
Traditionally there are three nights of the full moon, and 
last night was the first. Tonight is the total full moon, 
therefore, we have two more nights to be on the look 
out.”  
 
He turned and walked into the side door that was closest 
to the library and they all followed. Thanks to Cordy's 
late night call, they were all at school early so the halls 
were mostly empty.  
 
Xander shoved his hands into his pockets and tried to 
remember everything he knew about werewolves. “G-
man, is there any way we can tell if a human has been 
wolfed? You know, other than watching for some guy to 
squat at a fire hydrant or chase the mailman?”  
 



Giles sighed. “Not really. There are legends that there are 
tell-tale signs: a person would have two fingers on the 
same hand be equal in length, or the person afflicted 
would have a—a unibrow.”  
 
Cordy snorted. “That's not a sign of werewolves as much 
as bad grooming.”  
 
“Yes, well, since Xander has been seeing a wolf, 
especially around Willow and Oz, I think it would be best 
if they were to stay safely locked indoors...”  
 
They walked through the doors to the library and 
stopped dead. Xander groaned and closed his eyes. He 
had seen this once already and he didn't need to see it 
again, but he opened his eyes to look at his friends. 
Willow gasped and clung to Oz, hiding her face in the 
crook of his neck. Cordy screamed, and it wasn't one of 
the girly ones but a sound of anger and sadness. Buffy 
stood shell shocked and Giles stepped forward to 
confirm what they all knew.  
 
Giles sighed sadly and he looked older than Xander had 
ever seen him as he closed Harmony's eyes as she lay 
dead on the main table of the library. She was barely 
recognizable, her face and body cut horribly, the 



remaining skin gray in death.  
 
There was a note attached to her chest, and Xander 
could read the large printing even from by the door. It's 
unnatural for a vampire and a Slayer to work together so 
I thought you could use a little Harmony. You shouldn't 
have gone to Spike for help, lover. I don't like sharing. See 
you real soon, and say hi to your Mother for me. Love, 
Angel.” 
 
*****  
 
“I want him dead. But I want to hurt him a whole lot first. 
I want to learn to use those Japanese wooden stick 
things so I can use them like a giant set of nutcrackers 
and squeeze his balls until they burst. I want his eyeballs 
poked out! And then I want to kill him slowly!!”  
 
Xander had his arm around Cordelia but otherwise let 
her rant. It wasn't like he disagreed with anything she 
was saying. Well, other than wanting to cross his legs real 
tight on the ball cracking part. But yeah, he wanted 
Angelus dead too. Really badly.  
 
They were all at Giles's apartment. Flat. Whatever. Well, 
all of them except Spike but Spike was out trawling the 



tunnels trying to get information, any kind of 
information. And killing all sorts of things, probably. 
Xander made a mental note to shower when he got 
home. Even though Spike knew he'd been comforting 
Cordy in a friends-only type way, he didn't want to get 
his lover all pissed by having her scent on him too much, 
and Cordy pretty much hadn't let go of him since that 
morning.  
 
Harmony may have been a shallow idiot, but she'd been 
Cordelia's shallow idiot. And a sort of friend. Xander 
kinda felt the same way; she'd been Jack to their Will and 
Grace and Angel really needed to pay.  
 
“I still say we need to talk to Ms. Calendar. I mean, her 
people put the soul in Angel, right?”  
 
Buffy shook her head. “Her uncle might have helped but 
Angelus killed him.”  
 
Xander fought inwardly against showing how relieved he 
was. Cordy, on the other hand, was on the rampage. 
“Hello!! Okay, I get the whole different degrees of evil 
thing, but Angelus is out to kill every one of us! We need 
to get with the program, people, instead of letting Spike 
do most of our fighting for us! I've watched The 



Untouchables! We've got to up our attack or else we're 
going to end up mutilated or lap vamps for the damn 
bastard and if I'm going to be vamped I'm going to be a 
master vampire, damn it!” 
 
Ethan nodded at that. “Hopefully, Spike will find some 
useful bit of information. I have a few contacts, but 
unfortunately most are too cowardly to become involved 
in a battle such as this. There isn't a clear winner 
between Angelus and us and they won't choose sides 
until there is one so they may say they didn't fight 
against the winner.”  
 
Xander shrugged. “Can't say as I blame them. I 
guess...well, I could try to see something, I guess. If I was 
able to get ahold of anything that belonged to Angelus. 
Angelus, not Angel.” 
 
“NO!” Giles and Ethan had both shaken their heads but, 
surprisingly, it was Cordelia who protested the loudest. 
“Xander, you didn't hear yourself last night. You were 
screaming something awful; even after you got back to 
sleep you were, well, talking about what was happening. 
It was like you were trapped. I swear to god, I thought 
Spike was going to implode, he was so worried. You're 
not going to try to get into Angelus's head; it isn't a good 



idea.”  
 
Xander could feel the blood leaving his face. He hadn't 
realized that. He looked over at Giles and Ethan, who 
both nodded. “I'm afraid until you're better trained it 
really is inadvisable to try anything like that, Xander. 
From what Ripper told me about the note Angelus left, I 
am unsure as to whether or not Angelus knows about 
your new talents, but the longer we keep him in the dark, 
so to speak, the better off we will be.”  
 
“So what do we do?” Willow sounded small and Xander 
wanted to hug her too but, while she'd been less angry 
towards him, she still wasn't comfortable.  
 
Giles sat down the tea cup he'd been fiddling with. “Well, 
for tonight, Buffy and I will tackle the werewolf problem. 
Willow and Oz, I think it would be advisable if you were 
to stay indoors, considering Xander's premonitions. 
Ethan will meet with his contacts, and Cordelia can go 
with Spike and Xander on patrol. If—if you feel like it, 
that is.”  
 
Cordy nodded. “Believe me, I feel like it. I may not be up 
to Buffy's level of ass kicking but I still want to try out my 
skills at self defense and take some of Angelus's cronies 



out.” She turned to Xander. “Think Spike will teach me to 
fight dirty? Like, bar fighting?”  
 
Xander chuckled, while everyone else either groaned or 
looked frightened. “Sure. You know he's always said 
you'd make a good dominatrix or a master vampire.” 
 
Giles, Buffy and Willow all looked like they'd swallowed a 
bug but Ethan was trying to hide his snickering.  
 
Cordy shook off his arm, picked up her purse and headed 
for the door. “Come on, if I'm going to do this I'll need 
the right accessories. There must be a place that sells 
sharp, pointy objects somewhere in this town.”  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Thirty-Nine 

Spike lit a cigarette, his lighter flaming in the dark for a 
moment, and the human in front of him gasped. He had 
to grin. From what the Watcher had said, this human 
thought he was the Great White Hunter and tougher 



than nails. “So, hear you’re Cain. Funny thing, you out to 
hunt weres and all. There are myths that the very first 
werewolf was Cain; it was his curse for killing his brother. 
Then again, they say the same thing about vamps too, so 
what do those wankers know?” 
 
A gun was pointed at him and it was all Spike could do 
not to laugh out loud. “Who are you, one of that little 
girl's friends? Guess she decided she needed to send a 
man in, after all.”  
 
“You know, if I liked the Slayer better I'd say something in 
her defense. As it is, I'll just point out that you should be 
glad not to meet the Cheerleader. She'd make you eat 
your balls. I'm just here to tell you that we've got wolfie 
penned up for the night so you might as well forget 
collecting his skin.” 
 
“Who the hell are you? The Chairman of the Ethical 
Treatment of Werewolves?”  
 
“Name's Spike. Was admiring your van. Got lots of neat 
toys in there, don't ya?” Spike acted like he was peering 
through the darkness but he could see just fine. This 
moron wouldn't know a supernatural creature if it came 
along and bit him on the arse.  



 
“As I told the little lady last night, I have the gun so I'll be 
the one asking questions.”  
 
Spike rolled his eyes. For once he agreed with the Slayer. 
This guy was just too fucking annoying. “Whatever, mate. 
Thanks for volunteering to be dinner.” He slapped the 
gun out of the git's hand and grabbed him, ignoring the 
various kicks the human was aiming at his legs. The guy 
was good but it seems as if he'd been too dependent on 
his toys and Spike was easily able to knock him halfway 
unconscious and then go for his throat.  
 
Cain was old and tasted awful but Spike never turned 
down human blood. Still, Spike always got a charge out 
of drinking down someone while they were fighting and, 
while the man had mostly been incapacitated, he still 
had a little wriggling left in him.  
 
Once Spike drained him he let the body drop and rifled 
through its pockets. The Watcher had been kind enough 
to warn him about this git earlier tonight when they'd 
met at his flat. That was right before Red's boy decided 
to go all wolfy. He had been hard pressed to keep the 
mutt contained while the Watcher and his mage dug up 
restraints and Xander had whispered to Cordelia and the 



Slayer about how he didn't want to know that much 
more about his Father Figure's sex life.  
 
He'd almost lost his grip trying not to laugh at the look on 
the Watcher's face.  
 
So now he was taking care of the hunter. He wondered if 
the Watcher knew he had intended to kill him. No 
matter, his opinion didn't count. Xander had looked at 
him and looked away so he figured his lover knew what 
would happen. Spike picked up the body and unlocked 
the van and dumped the dead weight in the back before 
getting into the driver's seat. He'd get rid of the body 
somewhere out of town and see if he could trade off the 
van and its contents for some reliable information on 
Angelus's latest lair. Xander still had some explosives, 
dear boy that he was, and Spike wanted a go with them.  
 
Spike made a mental note to get Xander something 
special for that trick. You just had to love a man who, in 
the middle of worrying for his lover and going slightly 
insane, still remembered to steal high grade explosives.  
 
*****  
 
“Xander!! You cheated!!” 



 
Sharp fingers poked him in the shoulder and Xander 
winced. “Ow!! Damn, Buffy! Psychic, not Slayer. You 
break me, you'll have to explain to Spike.”  
 
“Ewww! And don't try to evade the question. You 
cheated on that test!”  
 
Xander shrugged but on the inside he was grinning. 
Slowly but surely Buffy was starting to act like Buffy 
again. “I did not!! I just—can't help it if Stephanie Brown 
sat in my chair before me. She always passes her math 
tests; she's a math geek. I can't help it if my ass was 
picking up her vibes.”  
 
“It's still not fair. Hey, where's Cordy?”  
 
Xander slowed down and tried to make sure Buffy was in 
between him and the other students in the hallway. 
“She's at home. Harmony's funeral is this afternoon and 
she's doing girl stuff. Trying to find a hat with a veil or 
something, I don't know. She's really freaked out.” 
Xander shrugged. Harmony hadn’t been the best of 
people but she had been Cordy's friend for a long time.  
 
Buffy got quiet again and Xander grabbed her by her 



purse strap and pulled her into an alcove. “What about 
you, Buff? Are you going to be okay?”  
 
She sat down and it was as if all the energy had left her. 
“I really don't know, Xander. I'm just so angry and 
confused. The way Miss Calendar says it, Angel lost his 
soul when we—when we had sex. But you said that it 
was when I said ‘I love you’ and really meant it. I just…I 
don't know! I know he was acting a little different but 
Angel said it was because he loved me. He wanted me to 
spend more time with him. It got so it felt like, well, like 
he was my only friend. I mean, you were off with Cordy 
or, now that I know about it, Spike, and Willow was 
either talking about you or school. It was like he was the 
only one I had.”  
 
Xander sighed and ran his hand through his hair. He 
should have watched more after school specials on 
spousal abuse or something. “Well, it's true, I was busy. 
Buff, you gotta know that I've always tried to make time 
for you. It’s just that you were so angry when you found 
out I was gay. I just couldn't tell you, or Willow, about 
Spike because I didn't think you'd understand. I mean, 
I'm here. And you have my cell phone number. I did call 
you a couple of times and left a message with your Mom 
but now I'm wondering if Angelus threw them away or 



something.” 
 
“I—I really don't know. I got one or two but, well, it's like 
I wasn't all there or something. All I cared about was 
Angel.”  
 
Xander knew he was smirking. “Nothing new there, Buff. 
Hate to say it, but that was you last year, too.”  
 
“Oh!! Like you think of anything other than Spike!”  
 
He grinned and sheepishly rubbed at the back of his 
head. “Well, not all the time. Just most of the time I'm 
thinking of Spike. Or something in relation to Spike.”  
 
“You are being careful, aren't you?”  
 
Xander blushed and wondered if he could hide behind 
the little sofa they were sitting on. “Jeeze, Buff!! What's 
with the sudden caring? I am so not talking about my sex 
life and protection with you!”  
 
“God, Xander!!” There was a sudden sting on his 
shoulder and Xander realized he'd been smacked. “If 
guys are such horn dogs, it's amazing gay couples even 
make it out of the house. I don't mean that kind of being 



careful, you moron! I mean with the sex and the not 
letting him bite.”  
 
If possible, Xander felt himself blushing even more. He 
could sense worry and concern coming from Buffy and, 
after the last few months of the Buffy-pod, that was nice. 
Problem was, he could also sense her curiosity and 
Xander just didn't want to know. Or ask. Or anything 
about this conversation. He opened his mouth once or 
twice.  
 
“Xander?”  
 
“We haven't had sex yet. I mean, sex sex.” There was no 
way he was going to say full anal penetration. Not to 
Buffy. Or to anyone else. “He's—we're—God!! Buffy! If 
you want to kill me, why don't you just break my neck 
instead of trying to kill me with embarrassment?!!”  
 
For the first time since Angelus had popped out, he 
heard an honest to god laugh coming out of Buffy's 
mouth. “You—your face! God!”  
 
“So very glad my sex life can provide you with 
amusement. For your information, Spike was just waiting 
on me to be all ready and stuff. Actually, if you really 



want to know, I was thinking it would be romantic to 
pounce on him on Valentine's Day. I mean, Dru never did 
remember what day it was, much less holidays, so it 
might be nice if someone gave him a present for once.” 
 
By this time Buffy had sobered up a bit. “Don't you 
worry, especially with your new Jedi tricks? I mean, 
wouldn't you worry that you're just a replacement for 
Drusilla?” 
 
Xander shook his head. “Nope. For one thing, now I can 
touch him and feel what he feels about me. It's pretty 
fucking cool. But even before that I didn't because, while 
Dru and I may look sort of alike and have all of our other 
similarities, we're really very different.” He leaned 
forward and frowned at her for a moment. “But, Buffy, I 
don't know what happened when you...well, you know. 
But biting is part of, well, being with a vampire so when 
that happens, as long as I'm out in the sun, don't get all 
stake happy, okay? Did...”  
 
Xander didn't want to bring up Angel, or what she did 
with Angelus. For one thing, he really didn't want to 
know; ignorance is bliss was becoming his favorite 
saying. He didn't want to hurt her, either.  
 



“No. He...well, we didn't do that. But...” 
 
“You wondered?”  
 
“Yeah.”  
 
Xander sat back. There really wasn't anything for him to 
say. “So, do you think Willow will be okay with me and 
Spike, or at least to the level of not thinking about it that 
you're at?” Xander wasn't fooled. Buffy still wasn't 
happy; she just wasn't going to say anything. He could 
deal with that.  
 
“To tell the truth, Xander, I really don't know. Some of 
it…well, it's my fault, I guess. I really thought you and 
Willow belonged together and she just loved you so 
much. So she's hurt, and there are all sorts of other 
things going on. I think she just needs time.” 
 
Xander sighed and tried not to let his disappointment 
show. “Yeah, I guess. Plus she just got a boyfriend of her 
own and Oz turns out to be a werewolf. That's gotta 
throw you.” He looked at the clock. The last period of 
school was about to start but he was skipping. “I gotta 
run. I've got to pick up a suit and I promised to take 
Cordy to Harmony's funeral. You going to come?”  



 
“No. It would be too weird. I'd feel all guilty and 
apologize to her parents and then have to explain why. 
Xander, do you know if she'll-- I mean, will I have to take 
care of her?”  
 
Xander sighed and closed his eyes. He couldn't really tell 
anything but he'd already had part of this conversation 
with Spike. “See, the problem is, even if she was a vamp, 
it was Angelus that vamped her. She'd be totally loyal to 
him in a way, depending on how he turned her. Minions 
are pretty damn stupid.” He opened one eye to see if 
Buffy was going to make any comments about Harmony 
being stupid before getting killed but she was quiet. “He 
said that he'd take care of it, though, so you don't have 
to worry about staking any more of your “school chums”. 
Sometimes I think British people make up half of the 
words they use.”  
 
“O-kay. I guess that's a good thing, then. I'd thank Spike 
but I'm sure it's one of the signs of the apocalypse if a 
vampire and a Slayer ever get along so I'll leave it up to 
you to thank him. Valentine's Day, huh? I promise to 
ignore any limping and/or body punctures for at least a 
week but if it's still happening after that then we're going 
to have another embarrassing conversation. Got it?” 



 
Xander blushed again. “Damn it, Buffy! You're driving out 
all thoughts of sex out of my head. I'm seventeen; do you 
know how hard that is to do? I've got to go. I've got a 
funeral to get to.”  
 
They both stood up and Xander tried to ignore the fact 
that Buffy was giggling at him. Still, it was better than her 
being all broody. Or trying to kill his boyfriend. She put a 
hand on his shoulder. “Don't worry about Willow too 
much, okay? She'll come around.”  
 
“Thanks, Buffy. So...we're okay?”  
 
“For now. Mostly. I still have issues with you dating a 
serial killer but everyone has their kinks. Ask me again 
once we deal with Angelus, okay?” 
 
Xander gave a smile but his heart wasn't in it. He could 
see Buffy totally flipping out once they killed Angelus and 
going after Spike. But it was enough to know that, for 
now, they were okay. “Thanks, Buff. Really.”  

 
 
 



 
 

Part Forty 

Xander stood and watched as Cordelia talked to 
Harmony's parents. He felt like a fifth wheel, coming to 
this. He hadn't really liked Harmony all that much but she 
had been a good friend to Cordy and he was her friend. 
So he'd put on some dress slacks and a suit jacket that 
he'd borrowed from Giles and was doing his best to be 
supportive.  
 
He was glad he'd come, in a way. There weren't that 
many people there. Aura, Kate, a few of the other 
Cordettes and some football players. Mostly, though, he 
didn't see that many other people would miss her.  
 
He was surprised at who he did see, though. Now that 
the short graveside service was over he made his way 
around small clusters of people, keeping an eye out for 
Cordy all the while. “Hey, Ethan. I didn't know you knew 
Harmony.”  
 
“Sadly, I did not know the young lady in question. 
However, I do feel a certain kinship with Miss Chase and 
felt the need to support her. She seems quite emotional 



about her friend's death.”  
 
Xander shoved his hands in his pockets. “She is. They've 
been friends for years. And Cordy kind of considered 
Harmony as hers, in a way. She’s allowed to totally rip 
the life out of her friends and inner circle but no one else 
had better.”  
 
Ethan laughed quietly and Xander had to grin. He 
realized he really hadn't had that much of a chance to 
talk to Ethan one on one. “Hey, you okay, Ethan? I mean, 
other than the mortal terror we're facing in case Angelus 
ever decides to track us down and remove our soft 
tissues?”  
 
Ethan raised one eyebrow and Xander had to stifle a 
sudden shot of jealousy. He'd always wanted to be able 
to do that. Maybe it was a British thing. “Other than that, 
you say? Well, I must confess I find your little town 
rather...boring. When I'm not afraid for my life, that is. I 
find myself lacking anything useful to do while Ripper is 
off at your wondrous place of learning.”  
 
“You could always open an antique store. Sell people 
things they secretly want. Need. Needful Things.” Xander 
grinned and Ethan let out a bark of laughter before 



stifling it, while the mourners glared.  
 
“I'm not sure if I should be appalled at your choice of 
reading material or flattered that you just compared me 
to Lucifer himself. Nice dig, my boy.”  
 
Xander nodded. “Thank you, thank you. I've always 
wondered if there's a Hellmouth in Maine. No one who 
hasn't been scarred by the supernatural could come up 
with all that kind of stuff.” He looked over at Cordelia, 
wanting to make sure she was okay, and she was. Well, 
mostly. He was worried. Then again, he had reason to be.  
 
Xander turned back to Ethan and thought about it for a 
moment. “Huh. Guess there isn't much for the magically 
inclined to do other than take over the Hellmouth, which 
would land you on the couch. Isn't there some sort of, I 
don't know, minor chaos you could do that Giles would 
approve of?”  
 
Ethan sighed and gave him a disappointed look. “My dear 
Xander, you're missing the point. If Ripper approves of 
my spells then I've done something terribly wrong. The 
object is to be just evil enough to be punished properly.”  
 
By the end of his speech Ethan had a sly grin and Xander 



felt himself flushing. And the girls thought Spike was a 
bad influence. “So...how about a sudden change in the 
conversation? Please? Before my brain explodes?”  
 
Ethan laughed again, and went to clap him on the back 
and Xander couldn't help the flinch. The only two people 
he was really comfortable with touching were Spike, for 
obvious reasons, and Cordelia. Xander figured Cordy 
pretty much always said what she thought and shared 
over half those thoughts anyhow so, despite the acid 
content in her brain, it wasn't a very scary place for him.  
 
After a while he might be just as easy around Ethan but 
he wasn't sure. There was still a swirl of chaos around 
him that made Xander nervous when he looked at him 
too long. Sort of like looking directly at an eclipse, you'd 
burn a layer of your eyeballs off.  
 
“Still feeling a bit...unsettled with your new gifts, eh?” 
 
“Yeah. Sorry about that. Touching just opens me up to 
too much stuff. Spike's been trying to talk me into getting 
gloves. I might use them when I'm around, well, you 
guys. Wearing them at school would make me look too 
much like a freaky Michael Jackon sort of thing, only with 
two gloves instead of one.”  



 
Ethan gave him an odd look. “Are the books not helping? 
I know something about basic shielding and cleaning 
one's aura that I could tutor you on, if you'd like.”  
 
Xander nodded. “That would be really great, thanks. 
Books are good but I've always liked show and tell better. 
To tell the truth, I've kinda got bored with the books for a 
bit. I can only cram so much information in my head at 
one time before I get confused.” He laughed. “I did rent 
that Stephen King movies with Christopher Walken, 
though, Dead Zone. No, I'm okay with the shielding. 
Meditation sucks for me, but Spike suggested I try to do 
it while moving, like swimming or something. I just can't 
sit still and get my brain to shut the hell up. My biggest 
problem is, well…” he glanced over his shoulder to make 
sure Cordy wasn't nearby and lowered his voice. “When I 
picked Cordy up I got a hit of something. I can't even 
remember what I touched but it's something kind of big. 
But I don't know if I should tell her or not.”  
 
Ethan gave him a sympathetic look. “Is it something that 
will hurt her?” 
 
“Yeah. I don't want to go into it but it's pretty big. It will 
affect her entire future, but from what little I saw maybe 



that's a good thing.” Images of an evil, pregnant Cordy 
were just...urgh. Way too icky for words.  
 
And the image of a still Cordelia lying in a church was 
even worse.  
 
Ethan sighed. “Contrary to what most adults would have 
you believe, we do not have all the answers. I wouldn't 
worry about what might happen ten years along the line, 
Xander, that can be changed simply by Cordelia crossing 
the street for a shoe sale. But if it's something that can 
be immediately changed for the better, I would say 
something. Well, if I were you. If it had the potential to 
be only mildly dangerous but amusing, I'd simply watch. 
Which reminds me, I owe you thanks for the amusing 
display you and your paramour have been putting on.” 
 
Ethan smirked and Xander blushed and stammered. 
“You're—welcome. I, uh, guess.” He wasn't sure if the 
other man meant when everyone found out about 
them...or when they'd been making out the other night 
while Cordelia was playing with her new weapons. Cordy 
trying out a set of nunchaku was a very scary sight and 
he'd needed all the loving reassurance he could get.  
 
Who was he kidding? Any excuse to mack on Spike was a 



good excuse.  
 
“Xander?” Cordelia came up and touched him on the 
arm, making Xander glad that he had finished talking 
about her. She wore a short black dress and low heels 
and looked, well, kind of classy. “Oh, hi, Ethan.” 
 
“Miss Chase. Just here to give you a bit of support.”  
 
“Thank you. It's just...weird. I mean, I know Harmony 
wasn't the sharpest crayon in the box but you'd think 
there would be more people here. Her extended family, 
at least. As it is, just her Mom and Dad are here.”  
 
Xander looked at where the mourners were making their 
way back to the car. It was true, there weren't that many 
people in attendance. And to tell the truth, if it hadn't 
been for Cordy, Xander might not have gone either. It 
was a sad end to such a short life.  
 
“I think this town has become rather callous when it 
comes to funerals, Miss Chase. I supposed it must get 
tiring to have to dust off their Sunday Finest every 
week.”  
 
“That's right, Cordy. And, well, the Cordettes were here. 



That's your core group.” But Aura and the others had left 
quickly, not even stopping to talk to Harmony's parents. 
Xander felt a pang of sadness, both for Harmony's short 
life and for Cordy, who really wasn't that much different 
from her. Well, that would change. Cordy had been a 
good friend to him and Spike so he would make sure she 
would be okay.  
 
He looked at her and saw where her mascara had started 
to run and she had blotted her tears so as not to mess up 
her face. She looked older than she should without that 
anger that had been fueling her for the past few days. 
Xander put an arm around her waist and gave Ethan a 
look. “Come on, Cordy, Ethan and I will take you for some 
ice cream or something before I take you home. You 
need more calories if you're going to be training with 
Buffy or Spike; you're way too thin.”  
 
Cordy laughed but it was brittle sounding. “God, you are 
such a bad liar.”  
 
Ethan started walking on her other side. “He is, isn't he? 
We'll have to give lessons.” 
 
Xander smiled to himself. Cordy would be okay, he just 
knew it. But he decided to wait until after she'd had a lot 



of chocolate to tell her about his vision.  
 
Being told he'd seen her working in retail would piss 
Cordy off to no end.  
 
*****  
 
Spike walked through the cemetery, trying to scent if any 
of the fledges buried under the ground were ready to 
rise. Angelus had been quiet, with the exception of killing 
Xander’s and the cheerleader's little friend. Well, quiet in 
Sunnydale, at least. He'd heard a few rumors about LA 
but had been unwilling to leave Xander to track them 
down. He'd said as much to the Watcher and the man 
had agreed, which had been more than a bit unnerving.  
 
He and the Slayer were on patrol tonight and Spike was 
on edge. He just knew the little chit was trying to work 
up the nerve to say something. There were sighs and a 
few times he'd seen her open her mouth to say 
something, only to close it again. Made her look like a 
soddin' goldfish.  
 
“Whatever it is you're gonna say you might as well say it, 
Slayer. I may not be getting any older but you are.”  
 



Buffy sighed and for a moment Spike felt a bit of 
sympathy for her. She was young, and since she was the 
Slayer it was doubtful she'd get any older. He had a 
feeling this Slayer had already gone over her shelf life. Six 
months to a year was usual.  
 
Then there was the total mind fuck that Angelus had 
given her. Still, he didn't feel like putting up with any 
questions about his relationship with Xander.  
 
“Okay, Bleach Boy, it's like this...Xander is, well, planning 
something. And I don't want to give away the surprise. 
But in the time honored tradition of best friends 
everywhere, I feel it is my duty to threaten your life. The 
fact that you are an evil vampire and I make it my 
business to kill your kind only makes it a little more 
violent than most warnings.”  
 
Spike growled and shifted to his true face, but it was 
mainly to hide his laughter. This slip of a girl was so damn 
amusing sometimes. It would truly be a sad day when 
she finally died.  
 
Not that he wouldn't rip out her throat if she came 
between him and Xander or gave his Xander any 
problems. Well, after Angelus was dead, of course.  



 
“Little girl, if I had wanted to hurt Xander I would have 
done it a long time ago. Whose arms do you think he ran 
to when you and Red gave him such a hard time about 
being bent? And where the fuck do you think he’s been 
living since his bloody parents gave him the boot? In a 
bloody cardboard box?” 
 
The Slayer's eyes went wide for a moment and then 
narrowed at him. Spike didn't let her intimidate him; she 
was just a bit of fluff and he already had two notches on 
his belt. If it wasn't for Xander he would have gone three 
months ago. “Didn't know that, did you? Neither did Red, 
so you can't just blame the fact that you both didn't 
notice that your friend was living with the evil vamp 
because you had your head up Angelus's arse.” 
 
Spike was not going to point out that the Watcher knew 
that Xander was living with him. Well, William, actually. 
He also wasn't going to say a damned thing about the git 
who donated sperm to the dumb bint that bore Xander. 
The less the Slayer thought about Xander's parents the 
better, in his book.  
 
“Yeah, well, I have to live with that, me and my Ben and 
Jerry's. I just want you to know that if I ever, ever see one 



bruise that he didn't want, one mark that Xander didn't 
allow you to put on his body, I will hunt you down and, 
Angelus or no Angelus, I will kill you. I'll look up how to 
really make it hurt in Giles's books. I'll make it last.”  
 
Spike looked at her for a moment and then let his 
demonic face drop. “I've got to hand it to you, Slayer, 
you're a bit of all right! I'll let you live, mainly because 
Xander likes you and you actually give a shit about him. If 
I ever hurt him, well, I'll even sit still for a day to give you 
a fair chance. Not that I am going to hurt him, mind. I 
know it's hard for you to understand but I actually...”  
 
He didn't want to admit to loving Xander to his enemy, 
but this wasn't his enemy right now. This was one of 
Xander's good friends. Xander would have said one of his 
best but Spike rather thought that the Cheerleader 
should have that slot. She knew more about Xander than 
the other two. Still... 
 
Spike sighed. “Look, I'd rather pull out one of your 
internal organs through the small orifice of your choice 
than admit this, but I actually love the little git, alright? 
Think I'd put up with half his shit if I didn't love him?” 
 
Buffy stopped looking quite so vicious—it wasn't a good 



look on her anyway, rather like a rabid poodle-- and 
Spike could see curiosity in her eyes. “What? Those new 
vision thingies he gets now? Because, yeah, that would 
be weird if I knew my boyfriend knew what I was 
thinking.”  
 
Spike snorted. “Not that. After over a hundred years with 
Dru I'm used to nightmares, visions, bloody well talking 
to the trees or the fire hydrant on the corner. What have 
you. No, he makes me watch the damned fucking sci-fi 
channel! Do you know how many hours of Twilight Zone I 
had to sit through? I like my violence without any 
sodding morals!” 
 
The Slayer laughed and Spike just stomped off into the 
night. Still, his mission had been accomplished. She’d 
gotten to threaten him and live through it, which would 
make Xander happy.  
 
And the Slayer thought he wasn't nearly as vicious as he 
could be. Always an added advantage.  
 
Still, Spike had to wonder what the boy had planned for 
Valentine's. He bet it was something special.  

Part Forty-One 



As Xander had taken his time, when he walked home he 
was nervous. This was it, the big night. And while he 
trusted Spike, he was evidently more of a girl than a 
male, despite the gayness. Because he wanted this to be 
just right because in the back of his head he knew that 
there would be only one “First Time”.  
 
It wasn't actually Valentine's Day, though; that was 
Monday. Today was the Friday before but that made his 
idea all the better. Because everyone knows that 
holidays on the Hellmouth tended to get blown all to 
hell, one way or another. Knowing his luck, they'd be 
attacked by little hate pixies in diapers trying to mess 
around with Cupid or something.  
 
As he walked into the house, he knew he had to do this 
right. It wasn't like he could just jump on Spike and say 
“Take me, you brute!”  
 
Well, he probably could but that wouldn't be any fun.  
 
The shades in the house were drawn but the sun was 
starting to set. Usually when he got home he went 
around and opened any of the curtains that weren't 
facing west. Not tonight, though, because hopefully he 
would be too well fucked to worry about the blinds and 



he didn't want Spike to get crispy if he went for a mid-
morning snack at some point in time.  
 
“Spike?”  
 
“In here, luv.” Spike was in the kitchen, messing around 
with the tea pot. Xander walked in and hugged his 
boyfriend from behind. He'd planned ahead, even down 
to sneaking fresh clothes into his locker in school and 
showering before he left. His breath was minty fresh. 
“Want something to eat, Xan?”  
 
“Mmm, nope. Not hungry right now. At least, not for 
food.” God, could he get any more clichéd? “We can 
order Chinese later or something. Hey, I've got a wacky 
idea: let's do Valentine's Day tonight.”  
 
“What?”  
 
“Okay, so I meant for that to come out a hell of a lot 
smoother. It's just...well, it's the weekend. And the gang 
knows I have plans so if I don't leave the house no one is 
going to come looking for me.” What Xander didn't say 
was that if he was late for school, Giles had promised to 
come looking for him. It was damn embarrassing having 
to explain to his mentor why he wasn't going to be 



showing up for lessons on Saturday.  
 
Xander nuzzled Spike's neck. “I kinda wanted to make it 
special, probably because I'm a girl in a boy's penis and, 
boy, does that sound wrong.”  
 
Spike laughed and turned around and soon they were 
kissing. Xander loved to kiss Spike; his lover had this feel 
and taste that didn't seem human. Probably because he 
wasn’t. Not that he went around kissing other people 
just to compare, but Spike always seemed to taste 
like...Spike. Cool, with the faint taste of copper and liquor 
and tobacco and something else he couldn't name.  
 
When they pulled apart Xander grabbed Spike's hand and 
led him towards the bedroom. “Okay, I wanted to give 
you something special for Valentine's, but I figured you 
could either take whatever you wanted or steal enough 
money to buy it. And I so don't see you as a watch type 
of guy.” Spike snorted at that and Xander grinned. “So 
I'm going to give you something only I can give you. Me.” 
 
Spike looked at him and Xander knew his lover was 
taking him seriously. “You sure about this?” 
 
“Yes, I want...I want you to take me. Make love to me, all 



the way. And...” 
 
Spike stepped closer and Xander felt like he was about to 
be swallowed alive by steel blue eyes. “Yeah? And?”  
 
“I-I want you to bite me.” The last part of the sentence 
came out hushed and Xander could feel himself blushing. 
He didn't know what he'd do if Spike said no. For that 
matter, he wasn't sure what would happen if Spike said 
yes. 
 
A cool finger traced his lips and Xander could feel his 
heart beating inside him as if it was trying to escape his 
chest. He knew Spike could hear it, could probably feel 
his pulse in his lips, even. And he wondered if Spike 
would like how his blood tasted.  
 
“Xander, I love you, and I love that you're offering me 
this but...are you sure? Don't want to you make any 
mistakes here, pet, because once this happens...”  
 
“There's no going back, huh?” Spike was quiet and 
Xander knew that this was his way of giving Xander a way 
to stop, to back out. They hadn't really talked about it. 
The big It. The fact that if something happened to 
Xander, Spike would turn him. There was so much that 



they didn't talk about. The girls would probably say it was 
unhealthy but for them it worked.  
 
But for this moment, Xander allowed himself to think 
about it. He didn't want to kill people, not really, but 
maybe without his conscience it wouldn't bother him. He 
already looked the other way when Spike came home 
from a walk and had the taste of copper in his mouth.  
 
If he didn't feel guilt, it wouldn't hurt so badly when 
Willow was mad at him, or when he made a mistake. All 
he would care about was Spike's opinion of him, and 
Spike loved him as much as an evil vampire could. Spike 
would do anything for him; Xander knew that. There was 
a power in it, even if he didn't ask anything of Spike.  
 
Xander took one step away from Spike, not very far. Just 
far enough to pull off his tee shirt. Then he stepped back 
into Spike's space, even closer this time. Their chests 
were touching and Xander wanted just to rub himself all 
over Spike until they smelled the same.  
 
Spike's eyes had just a hint of gold. Xander kissed him 
softly on the lips, just a quick press before tipping his 
head so his neck was bared and his lover could have full 
access. “Do it.”  



 
Arms wrapped around his waist and he was tipped onto 
the bed as Spike nuzzled his neck. “Fuck. So good, Xan. 
Love you so fucking much. Never letting you go.” 
 
“Good. Oh! That's...so good. Spike...” 
 
Spike's nuzzling had turned into licks and Xander could 
feel all his blood rushing to two places, his dick and his 
neck. Spike's tongue was magical. It was smooth and 
rough and cool and the feel of it licking his neck from the 
junction of his shoulder all the way to his ear made 
Xander shudder. “So fucking good...more, Spike. Do it 
now.” 
 
“You're mine, Xander Harris, from now until the end of 
time.” The soft words were followed by an even softer 
kiss on the nape of his neck, which was followed by a 
sharp pain and the sounds of Spike feeding.  
 
But instead of hurting, the pain turned into pleasure and 
Xander gasped. It was almost as if he was falling into 
Spike, or Spike was burrowing under his skin…he wasn't 
sure. He arched up, pressing his neck against Spike's 
fangs and his dick against Spike's hip. The zipper on his 
jeans hurt against his rock-hard cock but it hurt so damn 



good.  
 
Xander could feel a whimper in the back of his throat and 
his hands roamed Spike's back, pulling up his shirt so 
Xander could feel the skin underneath. He raked his nails 
down Spike's back and Spike growled and pulled him 
closer.  
 
Suddenly the suckling sounds stopped and Spike, still in 
his true face, was looking straight into his eyes. Xander 
lifted one hand to trace his brow. He would never tell 
Spike this but he kind of thought his lover looked...cute 
that way.  
 
Or it could be the blood loss.  
 
“You look so fucking beautiful like this, luv. All wanting.”  
 
“Yes, please, now. Whatever, just...hurry!” Xander was 
sure he was going to burst, or come too early or 
something. All the blood had left his brain and he only 
knew enough to know that he wasn't being really 
coherent.  
 
Suddenly his dick felt better and his pants were off. 
Maybe vampires had magic pant removing powers? 



There was a pinch to one of his nipples and Xander 
gasped as he pulled Spike down to kiss him again, just to 
make sure, and Spike chuckled against his lips. “Like that, 
pet? I like doing that to you. Your nipples are so fun to 
tweak and play with. They're like little volume buttons -- 
turn them and you get louder.”  
 
Spike tweaked them again and Xander proved him right 
by groaning. He felt both hot and cold all at once. This 
was different than the other times they had brought 
each other off. For one thing, there was hardly any 
fumbling. Xander knew just where to touch Spike, how 
he liked it when Xander blew warm air onto his skin. 
Spike knew that one place at the junction of Xander's hip 
and thigh that drove him mad.  
 
They knew each other, and trusted each other. And now 
Xander was giving this last bit of himself as a gift, and 
that was how Spike was treating it. He couldn't imagine 
just doing this sort of thing on a whim; he was glad he 
had waited.  
 
Then all of his higher thought processes went bye-bye as 
a slicked finger brushed against the cleft of his ass. The 
figured that Spike had found the fresh bottle of lube he'd 
stashed before going to school that morning.  



 
Spike's first two fingers slipped in him easily but Xander 
found himself nearly undone by Spike's tongue as it 
teased his navel. They'd done this bit before, Spike 
showing him just how useful the prostate gland was, but 
this time it felt different, more intense.  
 
“Gods, you're so tight, pet, so warm....feels so damned 
good.” 
 
“It's...” Xander gasped as a third finger was added and his 
hands clutched at the sheets. “It's feeling pretty fucking 
good from this end, too. Hurry, Spike! I'm gonna pop!”  
 
“Oh no, you bloody well don't!” Slim fingers wrapped 
around the base of his dick and Xander groaned. “You are 
going to damn well wait for me and we're doing this 
together. First time ought to be proper, memorable for 
the next five hundred years or so.”  
 
Xander barely had time to process that statement since 
Spike was treating his prostate like his own joy buzzer. 
Press it and watch Xander writhe in ecstasy. “Aaaahh! 
Hurry then, damn you!”  
 
Spike's laughter was low as he kissed his way up Xander's 



torso and, if anything, Xander got harder just hearing it. 
“Impatient? No worries, luv, I'll take care of you. Trust 
me.”  
 
The teasing sound had left Spike's voice and Xander 
could feel Spike positioning himself to enter him. By that 
time Xander was able to lie back and look directly up into 
storm blue eyes. “I do. Trust you, that is.”  
 
“God. I am so lucky that you're touched in the head, luv, 
and I don't mean the bloody visions. You were touched 
long before that to even talk to me. So damn fucking 
noble. Ironic that I love that about you, innit?” Spike 
brushed a kiss against his lips and Xander pulled him 
down for another. He may want Spike in him, and now, 
but he would never pass on one of Spike's kisses.  
 
But his hips were thrusting up and he felt so odd, almost 
as if he was empty inside. He'd read that, in some of his 
pornier books, but until now he had never really 
understood it. He broke away from the kiss. “God...now, 
Spike, please!”  
 
“Yes, now. Take a breath, Xan, and push down and try to 
relax.”  
 



Xander felt Spike enter him, felt the pain and burning of 
his first time, despite being stretched. He threw his head 
back and grit his teeth and tried to concentrate on 
breathing. He could feel Spike's hand on his hips, one 
stroking softly to soothe him and the other gripping him 
tight. Just the thought of having bruises in the shape of 
Spike's hand made him want and he pushed back as hard 
as he could.  
 
“Christ!! Xan...” 
 
“Urgh!” Xander panted. That had hurt but it felt really 
good all at once and Xander couldn't help but wonder 
what other types of pain could feel good. He had a 
feeling that with Spike he'd eventually find out. 
“God...gimme a second.”  
 
“Right. Need a bit of a breath myself.” Spike's voice 
sounded odd and Xander had to laugh. It was such a 
power trip, knowing that he could make someone as 
beautiful and strong as Spike lose it.  
 
That thought made the pain fade into the background 
and Xander gave an experimental thrust back at Spike. 
His lover actually gasped so Xander did it again. “Spike, 
has anyone ever told you that you’re cute when you 



breathe?”  
 
Xander couldn't believe how...husky his own voice 
sounded. Spike seemed to like the sound of it as well 
because he got all growly and bumpy, which only made 
Xander move again and whine a bit in the back of his 
throat.  
 
“Like that, eh pet? I'll show you just which one of us 
breathes in this relationship.” Spike took a firmer hold of 
his hips and thrust and Xander felt his lover's cock hit his 
prostate and screamed.  
 
“FUCK! SPIKE!”  
 
“Later. First I'm fucking you. It would take too long to 
switch.”  
 
“ohgodohgodohgodohgodohgod.” Xander wondered if it 
was possible to explode and implode at the same time 
and felt as if he was finding out. Spike did something 
weird with his legs and the next thing Xander knew he 
was nearly folded in half and Spike was going at him even 
harder and it felt so damn good he wanted to cry. Spike 
was in him, moving in him, loving him, inside and out. 
“Spike!” 



 
“My beautiful, beautiful boy. My Xander. Mine!”  
 
“God, yes, yours! Just...need to come. Spike...”  
 
“You know, pet, one of these days I'm going to fuck you 
with a dildo while you suck me off. That should keep you 
from talking...” 
 
“FUCK! Spike....” He was whining; Xander knew he was 
whining but that mental image had just been engraved 
on his eyeballs and it sounded fun. “Please...” 
 
Suddenly Spike's voice was in his ear and he was being 
pressed down even harder into the mattress. “Don't 
think I don't know you haven't been planning this, my 
love. Found your vitamins last week with the extra iron 
supplement. I have to say, pet, you've completely 
surprised me, though. Never would have thought you'd 
want that. Now, I'm going to bite you again, Xan, and 
you're going to bite me. Hard. I want to see my blood on 
your lips.”  
 
Xander groaned and his eyes nearly rolled back in his 
head. “Fuck!”  
 



Spike only growled and ran his fangs along the nape of 
Xander's neck, all the while his hips continuing to piston 
in and out. A cool hand moved between their bodies and 
Spike started to pump his cock firmly and at that 
moment Xander didn't care if Spike drained every bit of 
blood from his body as long as he just kept going.  
 
He couldn't stand it anymore; he had to come and if 
Spike was waiting to bite him just to drive him insane, 
well, he had another think coming. Xander strained 
forward as well as he could, considering his ankles were 
very nearly around his ears. His nose finally bumped into 
Spike's neck. Xander closed his eyes as he turned his 
head and bit as hard as he could, and the coppery taste 
of blood filled his mouth.  
 
“Bloody fuck!” Xander heard Spike growl but didn't let his 
jaw relax even though he felt as if he was about to fly 
apart. His legs hurt, his back wasn't used to this position 
and Spike felt huge inside him. And Xander wouldn't give 
this moment up for all the money in the world.  
 
Suddenly he felt Spike's fangs slide into his flesh and it 
was all too much. Xander felt as if he was electrified and 
had a feedback loop between his neck and his cock and 
his ass and it all felt so good and so overwhelming all at 



once. Xander let go of Spike's neck and screamed Spike's 
name as he came and collapsed on the bed.  
 
Spike growled and worried at the bite on Xander's neck, 
almost as if he didn't want to let go, but finally he did, if 
only to give an unearthly howl as he came. Xander could 
feel Spike's come filling him and if he wasn't so damned 
exhausted he would have gotten hard again.  
 
Dimly Xander noted Spike taking care of him, putting 
down his legs and massaging his muscles, cool fingers 
tracing the bite on his neck. Spike licking him clean, 
which almost caused Xander's cock to twitch despite its 
earlier workout. “God, Spike, what you do to me.”  
 
“Me? You're the one hitting all my kinks here, pet. Being 
all...warm and cuddly and fuckable and biting me when I 
wasn't expecting it. You're evil, Xan.”  
 
Xander was getting sleepy but forced himself awake long 
enough to smirk at Spike. “Learning from the best. Love 
you. I mean, really, I do.”  
 
“Love you too, pet. Sleep now.” Spike had finished 
whatever fussing he was going to do, evidently, and 
picked him up long enough so that they could curl 



around each other.  
 
Before he could sleep, though, there was one thing 
Xander had left to say. “Mmmph. Happy Valentine's, 
Spike. You're better than chocolate.”  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Forty-Two 

If anyone but Xander would ask him if he was enjoying 
himself, Spike had a vicious dialog planned out about the 
crappy food, drink, music and general atmosphere of The 
Bronze and all those that inhabited it. He would also 
deny attending a school dance where there were paper 
hearts hanging from the ceiling for the rest of his unlife 
or until the sun went nova, whichever came first.  
 
But he had to admit the truth, if only to himself, and the 
truth was that Spike was finding himself having...fun. At a 
school dance. With the food.  
 
It was a shame. Dru would be rolling around in her 



bloody grave if she wasn't a puff of dust on the wind.  
 
But how could he not enjoy it, just a little bit? For one, 
there was Xander, dressed in his oldest pair of jeans that 
were faded until they were light blue, soft to the touch 
and so tight the boy could barely fit his wallet in his 
pocket. Not only did his boy look particularly delicious 
but Xander seemed to have no problem about letting all 
of his little school chums knowing they were together.  
 
In fact, Xander seemed to delight in it. When they first 
arrived one of the little girls that looked to be a bit older 
had tried to make a move on him. Xander had 
immediately dragged him out onto the crowded dance 
floor and proceeded to wrap himself around the 
vampire, much to Spike's amusement.  
 
After all, Spike was used to being the possessive one in a 
relationship. Drusilla had always had a wandering eye for 
any demon that came along. It was only now that he'd 
found Xander did Spike realize that half the fights and his 
reputation of being highly erratic and violent was thanks 
to his jealousy.  
 
Not that he hadn't been on the receiving end of a leer 
before, but this had been the first time his partner cared 



about it. For a moment he'd thought Xander was going to 
growl at the girl and he found himself smirking at her as 
Xander's hands found their way to the loops on his jeans.  
 
They had danced to some accursed warbling female 
about their heart going on. The song had been enough to 
make his ears bleed, but the feeling of a warm Xander 
against his body had more than made up for it.  
 
Now Spike was getting the drinks while Xander saved a 
corner booth. The Bronze looked like a cross between a 
honeymoon suit, a bad porno movie and a commercial 
for Pepto Bismol or what have you. Pink bunting and 
streamers were festooned from wall to wall and there 
were paper hearts with lace hung from the ceiling, 
doorways, and just about every surface imaginable.  
 
Which was why Spike was buying the drinks, because he 
needed something alcoholic and, even if Xander was 
looking damn fine, they knew he was too young to buy it 
for himself. Still Spike found himself balancing two 
bottles of beer, a coke and a double shot of JD. He slid 
into the booth and set the coke down in front of Xander. 
“Here, pet.”  
 
“Thanks, Spike.” Xander took a drink and looked around. 



“I can't believe we're the only ones here. I mean, it's the 
Valentine's Dance. Cordy should be holding court over 
her fawning minions or something.”  
 
“It's early yet, luv, give her some time.” Spike threw back 
the JD in one swallow and opened up one of the bottles 
of beer. It was a good thing this godforsaken roach pit 
served alcohol, else Xander would have never gotten him 
to step in the door without the promise of being able to 
kill the DJ, at the very least. The music had moved onto 
Mariah Carey or whatever, and that alone was cause to 
kill.  
 
Still, it was all worth sitting there in front of nearly 
everyone the boy knew with his arm around Xander's 
shoulders. Spike cursed at himself as he drank the rest of 
his first bottle of beer. He was getting sentimental in his 
old age.  
 
Speaking of sentimental...Spike rummaged around in the 
pocket of his duster and found the package he'd hidden 
away from Xander. He pulled it out and threw it in front 
of his lover. “There. Can't say I never gave you anything 
now.”  
 
Xander gave a big grin and started unwrapping the box. 



Spike hadn't been happy about the wrapping but the 
crazy bint at the store had insisted. He thanked the gods 
some of the stores in this twice damned town had sewer 
access for the nightsiders, otherwise he would never get 
any business done, much less finding time to get Xander 
a present.  
 
“Spike! It's great! Put it on me!” Xander all but stuck his 
arm in Spike's face and he made a show of grumbling as 
he took the gold ID bracelet and put it on his lover's 
wrist.  
 
“You know boy, you're turning me into a ponce, because 
I actually mean it.” He was referring to the engraved 
sentiments he'd had put on the ID tag. Spike and Xander 
on the top and underneath, Eternity.  
 
Xander smiled and leaned into Spike. “I know. I meant it 
too, you know, the other night...” Xander broke off and 
blushed but his free hand came up to brush the side of 
his neck where the still visible sign of Spike's mark was.  
 
Spike found himself smirking and Xander sighed in 
exasperation before pulling him into a kiss. He allowed 
Xander to dominate him, enjoying the taste of coke and 
the omnipresent chocolate that seemed to be part of 



Xander. Yes, there was something to be said for having a 
partner who was just as loving and possessive as Spike 
himself was.  
 
Their kiss was interrupted by a high pitched feminine 
squeak. Xander broke off the kiss and jumped. “Willow!”  
 
To Spike's shock he didn't act embarrassed, and he didn't 
try to pull away from Spike's arm around his shoulder. 
Instead Xander was glad to see his friend. Spike did have 
to smirk at the look of embarrassment the girl wore.  
 
“Oh! Umm, Xander, hi. I didn't expect...I mean...” Willow 
dropped her voice down to what she probably thought 
was a whisper but even without vampiric hearing Spike 
could have heard her. “You're in public!”  
 
Xander looked around and grinned. “Duh, Wills! If we 
were private someone would have their pants off by 
now. Where's Oz?”  
 
“OH! Oh, he knows one of the guys in the band that's 
setting up so he'd backstage helping out. I'm just...I'm 
just going to get myself something to drink...”  
 
The redheaded girl turned and fled, leaving behind her 



the scent of embarrassment and arousal which only 
made Spike smirk more. A sudden slap on his arm made 
him turn and look at Xander.  
 
“Be nice!”  
 
“What?! I wasn't doing a bloody thing, I'll have you 
know!”  
 
“You were smug. And you were contemplating evil and I 
wanted to head you off at the pass. With Willow, at least. 
It was bad enough having to answer questions about 
being bitten by her and Buffy today. If I didn't know 
better, I'd think they were getting off on it.”  
 
Spike opened his mouth to point out that he’d caught the 
scent of arousal but Xander held up a finger. “No! I don't 
want to know. Just...a whole big world of no. A universe 
of no. No!” 
 
Spike settled back in the booth, and didn't even try to 
wipe the smug look off his face. “All I was going to do 
was point out that you didn't have any proof I was about 
to be evil, Xander. I'm hurt. Deeply hurt.”  
 
“Right. It's you, Spike. You're always evil. And psychic 



here, remember.”  
 
“Then you should be able to pick up that your little 
innocent friend there likes to watch...” 
 
“NO! NO! N-O. Not going there, not going to 
contemplate it, just—NO! La-la-la! Can't hear you!”  
 
Spike subsided, content. Despite having his closest 
friend, who also disapproved of their relationship, catch 
them snogging, Xander hadn't pulled away. Not only that 
but the girl had fled in embarrassment and he'd managed 
to torture Xander just a bit. It was turning out to be a 
good night, despite the fact that the band tuning up in 
the back sounded like a sack of cats being drowned in the 
Thames.  
 
Willow made her way back to the table, biting her lip in 
indecision, and Spike steeled himself to not kill one of 
Xander's little friends, no matter how annoyed she might 
make him. The girl slid in the booth, keeping a few inches 
between herself and Xander but choosing his side rather 
than Spike's.  
 
“Where's Buffy?” 
 



Xander shrugged and took a drink of his coke. “Dunno. I 
thought she or Cordy would be here by now. Maybe 
they're having Valentine Blues? I mean, not that Cordy 
can't get a date but none of them seem to like her for her 
and, well, Buffy's last guy is trying to kill us all. That's 
gotta put a damper on your holiday enthusiasm.”  
 
Willow made some vague sound of agreement and then 
fell quiet and Spike could see Xander floundering to 
connect with her. She was trying, and he was trying so 
that was something, but there was this gap between 
them. For his part, Spike found himself caring only 
because Xander did.  
 
Before he could say anything, though, there was a 
commotion at the entranceway that had everyone 
looking over, himself included. A veritable bevy of boys 
and young men were in a knot, some holding up boxes of 
candy or flowers and all of them pleading for a moment 
of someone's time.  
 
With it came the prickling feeling of magic across his 
senses, and by the way Xander frowned he felt or saw it 
too. Then Xander relaxed. “Don't worry, it's just 
something Ethan's done.”  
 



“What? What are you talking about?” With that 
statement, Xander was reminded that Willow couldn't 
sense anything. He shrugged and shot Spike a look but 
Spike only raised his eyebrow. What he told the girl was 
up to Xander.  
 
“Ethan, he must have done some sort of spell on 
someone. I knew he was getting bored. I wonder...” 
Xander awkwardly slipped out of Spike's embrace and 
slid up so that he was standing on his seat. “BUFFY! 
CORDY! Over here!”  
 
When he sat down he had the kind of mischievous grin 
that made Spike want to press him into the nearest hard 
surface and... “Wait till you guys see this!”  
 
The gaggle...herd?...of males came their way and Spike 
could hear the cheerleader swearing and even the Slayer 
saying a few choice words. Another smirk found its way 
to his face and he glanced at Xander to find what he 
assumed was an almost identical one there. Spike had to 
chuckle at that. No, he wouldn't have missed this night 
for all the dead slayers in the world.  
 
“God! Will you losers just leave me alone! What the hell 
kind of perfume did that old man give me? Obsession for 



Geeks?” The last was said as Cordelia sat down beside 
him, shoving Spike closer to Xander, which he didn't 
mind one bit. Well, the Xander part. He could have done 
without the Cordelia part, especially since the 'perfume' 
surrounded both her and the Slayer like a cloud.  
 
Whatever it was didn't seem to be affecting Xander or 
himself, which meant he was free to sit back and watch 
the chaos. Spike made a mental note to send the Mage a 
bottle of Scotch for providing the evening’s 
entertainment.  
 
Meanwhile, Xander was laughing so hard Spike was 
afraid for his airway for a moment. “Oh god! That's 
just...hee! That's too funny!”  
 
“What, Xander?” Someone tell me what's going on!!”  
 
Willow and Buffy's simultaneous pleas for information 
went unheard as Xander nearly slid down in the booth 
laughing. He was saved from the floor when Cordelia 
reached across Spike and pulled him up. “Tell me what's 
going on, Xander, before I rearrange something you don't 
want moved.”  
 
Spike slipped into his true face and growled at the girl. 



She might be Xander's friend but he wasn't about to let 
anyone threaten his lover. Cordy just looked at him. “Oh, 
please, like you'll rip my throat out with Buffy in hearing 
range and we're in a crowded room. Get your butt buddy 
to spill and I won't have to mess up your newly found sex 
life.”  
 
Xander held up his hand in supplication. “All right! 
Sheesh, no need to get violent. Thank god I'm gay; I don't 
think I can handle the mood swings. I take it you two 
lovely ladies got gifts of perfume from Ethan, correct?” 
 
Both girls nodded but it was Buffy who answered. “Yeah, 
he said he felt bad, you know, for almost killing me.”  
 
Cordy turned to Buffy. “He told me he felt bad because 
Harm died and I needed to take my mind off things. He 
also mentioned a new business venture...opening an all 
natural type of perfume shop.” Cordy whipped her head 
around to stare at Xander. “You mean he gave me 
magicked perfume?”  
 
Xander reached out and grabbed Cordelia's arm and 
brushed his hand on her pulse point. “Looks like it. It's 
mostly harmless, it's just that all available men in a 
certain age range will try to win you over for a date. And 



since it's Valentine's, that means gifts. I don't think it'll 
last very long, but for more information, you'll have to 
ask Ethan.”  
 
Willow frowned. “But...that's wrong! To mess with 
people's emotions like that.”  
 
Spike rolled his eyes. “Can't force someone to love, but 
you can make them interested, especially if they're alone 
and not wanting to be.” Spike eyed the crowd of males 
that were circling their booth. “And from the looks of it, 
most of this lot don't have a chance with a pretty girl.”  
 
Cordy looked at Spike. “So it's harmless?” 
 
He shrugged. “For the most part, unless you've got a Ted 
Bundy in your lot of admirers.”  
 
Buffy shuddered. “One psychopath in my life is enough, 
thank you.” 
 
But Cordelia tipped her head to the side and then forced 
her way out of the booth. “All right, losers! I want three 
separate lines! Candy, flowers and jewelery! And if it's 
cheaper than the locked case at Spencer's in the mall, go 
back out and try again!”  



 
 
 
 
 

Part Forty-Three 

Early morning in the Library and Xander wanted to crawl 
under the table and go back to sleep. Or maybe on top. 
Taking on the whole psychic gig was supposed to stop his 
dreams, at least at the time he’d hoped so, but instead 
he got really interesting surround sound and added 
texture with the dreams. Which wouldn't have been so 
bad if he could guarantee dreaming of Spike all the time, 
or being locked in a chocolate factory.  
 
But no, he had to have dreams of Angelus torturing a girl 
that looked just like Willow, only with shorter hair. He'd 
woken up two nights ago screaming and shaking and had 
made Spike call Giles and ask him to check on Willow. 
She was okay, it was just all in his head. Still, he had the 
feeling that the next time they met up with Angelus's 
minions there would be a Willow-like doppelganger.  
 
Xander had the sneaking suspicion that Angelus knew 
about him. He figured Spike thought so too. Or it could 



be just the nice afterglowy effect of finally having sex 
over a week ago. Either way, Xander hadn't been alone 
past sundown since their night out at the Bronze.  
 
Then Buffy had called early this morning, asking for an 
emergency Scooby meeting before school. Whatever it 
was had her wigging out. So here he was, half asleep, 
waiting for Buffy to show up.  
 
Willow was being perky, and he had the feeling that 
she'd stopped for a triple espresso. If so, Xander felt 
really bad for Oz. The werewolf looked just as groggy as 
he did and Xander knew he was about ready to start 
drooling.  
 
Spike was pacing in the back of the stacks, growling and 
cursing about the fact that all 'good vampires' should be 
in bed by now. Xander had pointed out that Spike wasn't 
a good vampire, he was an evil one, but if his lover 
wanted Xander to walk to school alone in the early pre-
dawn hours, Xander didn't mind. He raised his head up 
on one hand and grinned. Knowing Spike, his vampire 
was back there smoking and cursing in at least three 
demon languages. One of these days he was going to get 
Spike to teach him, just so he could understand.  
 



Giles and Ethan were hiding in Giles's office. He didn't 
want to know. Spike and Ethan had been ganging up for 
chess matches while everyone else conferred with Giles 
or trained after school. These chess sessions usually went 
on in some vague demonic language that only the three 
Englishmen knew, and from Xander's guess consisted of 
dirty jokes and/or limericks. Because there wasn't 
another good explanation for why Giles would stop 
helping him learn the mechanism for the new crossbow 
to blush and sputter and look over at the other two in 
exasperation.  
 
Xander hadn't asked. Yet another thing he did not want 
to know. That list just kept getting longer and longer.  
 
“...I mean, don't you guys think this is bad? Xander, did 
Buffy sound weird to you? She sounded weird to me, and 
she was getting Cordelia to pick her up! I mean, I know 
it's not all that safe to walk in the dark but it was almost 
dawn, so wouldn't Angelus be in bed now? Then again, 
Spike is still awake. But he's cranky, definitely cranky. Can 
vampires get sleep deprivation? Are you having more 
nightmares, Xander? Ooh! I could ask Miss Calendar if 
she has any little spells to help you sleep! I know we're 
supposed to be all mad at her but she’s been letting me 
help out in her classes and, well, I have to talk to her; 



she's a teacher. Still, maybe she knows how to keep you 
from dreaming, don't you think?”  
 
Xander wearily looked at his friend. Just listening to 
Willow was making him even more exhausted. “WILLS! 
Breathe!”  
 
Willow's eyes got all wide as she stopped and took a 
deep breath. Xander smiled at her. “You put extra sugar 
in your espresso, didn't you?”  
 
She nodded guiltily. “And had them add extra chocolate 
syrup.”  
 
Xander grinned at that and turned to Oz. “My 
condolences.”  
 
“Thanks.” Oz sounded even more tired than he felt but 
that could be the after-effects of surviving a sugar 
induced Willow babble for the first time.  
 
“Xander!” 
 
“What, Wills? You know how scary you are on caffeine. 
Think of how I act when I have Coco Puffs with chocolate 
milk.” 



 
“Oh! Goodness! That's bad, Xander!” If Willow's eyes got 
any bigger and any more dilated she'd be the perfect 
extra in one of those Japanese cartoons. As it was, she 
turned to Oz and threw her arms around him. “I'm so 
sorry! I didn't mean to be all...perky!”  
 
Oz patted her on the arm. “That's okay.”  
 
Xander grinned. Oz was a man of few words but he 
always said what he meant. If he said she wasn't 
bothered by Willow superbabble, he wasn't.  
 
Before they could engage in any more banter, the doors 
to the library slammed open. Suddenly Spike was there, 
and Giles and Ethan came out of the office, Giles holding 
a crossbow. Thankfully it was only Buffy and Cordelia, but 
they both looked angry and scared. Whatever it was, 
wasn't good.  
 
Buffy threw a sketch book onto the table. “Someone 
threw a rock in my bedroom window this morning. When 
I checked around I found this on our front porch. The 
bastard's been watching us. All of us.”  
 
Xander looked at the book as if it was a snake. Yet 



another thing to add to his “Don't Want To Know” list. 
Giles picked it up and opened it, his face losing all of its 
expression. Whatever it was, it was bad and Xander had 
the feeling that he was going to find out, despite his 
wishes.  
 
Spike came up behind him and squeezed him on the 
shoulder, a reassuring presence. Willow still wasn't 
happy with the vampire thing but Xander had gotten a 
few hits off her that told him that was the only thing she 
was upset about anymore. Evidently if Spike had been 
human and acted the way he did, he would be almost 
totally acceptable as a boyfriend for him. And he'd gotten 
more than one psychic hint that let him know that she 
thought they were cute.  
 
Not that he told Spike any of that.  
 
Ethan grabbed the book out of Giles's hands and starting 
looking through it. “Bloody fucking hell!”  
 
Spike growled. “Sending his prey drawings again?”  
 
“Some of these are just...” Ethan was struck speechless. 
That scared Xander almost more than anything else, the 
fact that Ethan didn't know what to say. He threw the 



book down on the table and stood there scowling at it.  
 
Xander looked towards Cordy and Buffy. After 
Valentine's they had struck up an unlikely friendship, to 
the point where they had started sparring together the 
other night. Buffy had speed and strength but Spike had 
been teaching Cordy some moves and she fought dirty. It 
was interesting to watch. “Cor? Buff? Can you just fill in 
the rest of the class, since I'm pretty sure I don't want to 
see that?”  
 
“Drawings. Of me, asleep. Of all of us. You and Spike 
dancing at the Bronze. Oz and Willow, Giles on his way 
home from school. Ethan. Cordelia. Mom. All of us doing 
something when we thought no one was watching. And 
mixed with those...”  
 
Buffy trailed off and Cordy picked up for her. “Mixed with 
those are some of the most disgusting things I've ever 
seen and I've looked at Internet porn! Cartoons, almost, 
of...well, I'm too much of a lady to say what but let's just 
say that I really need to bleach my eyes now. I mean, 
some of that crap is worse than a B horror flick. That's 
worse than The Evil Dead!”  
 
Spike growled but he made no move to look at the 



sketch pad. Xander had the feeling he was holding onto 
his temper tooth and nail. He leaned back, and Spike's 
hand moved into his hair.  
 
Evidently it bothered Giles, too. He took off his glassed 
and rubbed at the bridge of his nose. “It's-it's classic 
battle strategy to throw one's opponent off his game. 
He-he-he's just trying to provoke you. Us. To taunt us, to-
to goad us into, uh, a mistake of some sort.”  
 
“Giles, Angel once told me that when he was first 
obsessed with Drusilla the first thing he did was kill her 
family.”  
 
Xander looked at Buffy. “Your Mom...” 
 
“Everyone's family. I'm not the only one in the book.”  
 
Spike growled and moved away from Xander, choosing 
instead to pace in the middle of the room. “Kill isn't 
exactly the right term, ducks. He did things, to her, to her 
loved ones... that even now I think is just going too 
damned far. Fucking bog-trotting bastard likes to make 
you stew in your own fear, get you looking over your 
shoulder. Second guessing, doubting yourself. What I 
don't bloody well get is how he hid his presence from 



me.”  
 
“Probably the same way you hid yours from him earlier 
in the year,” Xander said. He ran a hand through his hair. 
It was frustrating. He hadn't seen any of this. He turned 
to Buffy. “What are you going to tell your Mom?”  
 
“I don't know. I've got to tell her something.” She and 
Cordy each pulled out a chair and sat down. “The truth?”  
 
“That may not be advisable, Buffy. It could put her in 
even greater danger.”  
 
“But I've got to tell her something! I just can't let her 
walk around the Hellmouth with my own personal stalker 
on the loose. I can't stay with her all the time to protect 
her!”  
 
Cordy patted her on the arm. “Don't worry. We'll think of 
something. I'm very good at lying to my parents, you 
know.” His friend smirked and Xander found himself 
smirking with her. After Valentine's Day he'd sat Cordy 
down and told her part of what he'd seen for her future. 
Nothing more than a year and a half in advance; more 
would get too complicated. Mostly he had told her about 
her Dad going bankrupt and her not having a dress for 



the Senior Prom.  
 
This had been treated like the great tragedy it obviously 
was, and Cordy had been busy going on shopping sprees, 
buying electronics and otherwise getting every cent she 
could out of her parents, especially since Xander had told 
her he didn't see any college fund in her future. For all he 
knew, Cordy had gotten into her Father's bank account 
and was embezzling funds to a Swiss bank account.  
 
There were noises in the hall, and it was obvious that 
there were more kids arriving for school. Kids who didn't 
have creepy vampire guys drawing icky pictures of them. 
Then again, innocent people were being killed too. This 
was all so freaky.  
 
Without thinking, he put his hand out to nudge the 
sketch book over. Just to get it away from him. It was a 
very big mistake. He gasped and went rigid in his chair as 
the images he picked up from just touching the book 
overwhelmed him.  
 
Blood. Rivers of blood, oceans of it. Staining the world 
with gore. It was dark and seemed to stick to everything 
and coated his hands like an evil skin. He could see 
Angelus. Hear his mocking, his taunting. Xander could 



feel each cut as his flesh was stripped away from his 
body, his voice silenced long ago from screaming.  
 
Every single one of his nerves was on fire, the agony of 
being beaten, abused, ripped to pieces making him beg 
for death.  
 
Suddenly there was a sharp pain on his face that 
overwhelmed the others and he gasped. It was Spike. 
Spike had saved him from yet another vision, this one his 
worst, knocking the book from his hand and getting his 
focus back out into the real world and away from the 
visions of pain and death.  
 
Xander took three more gasping breaths, his lungs 
burning. Then he threw himself into his lover's arms, his 
one place of safety.  
 
And cried.  
 
*****  
 
They were all worried about him, and he had yet to leave 
Giles's office. He'd had tea all but poured down his throat 
by the gallon. He couldn't blame them for worrying, but 
he couldn't say anything. Not yet. The only thing he had 



done after his fit that morning was speak long enough to 
force Spike to leave with Ethan through the tunnels and 
made his lover promise to go with Ethan to Giles's house 
and to stay away. Giles would take him home after 
school. Later. After it was all over.  
 
All three of the girls had been in and out all day, trying to 
get him to talk and tell them what was wrong. Even Oz 
had stopped by, and his presence had been the most 
soothing because Oz hadn't tried to get him to talk, or to 
explain. He'd just sat there with him, quietly. Xander had 
appreciated that.  
 
Right now he was alone in the office, staring out the 
small window. It was a beautiful day for February, even 
for Southern California. Clear skies, no clouds. The 
perfect day.  
 
Xander hated it.  
 
Finally, after hours of waiting came the sounds he'd been 
listening for. The sound of dress shoes had been etched 
into his brain this morning when he'd seen this 
happening. He listened as Giles asked the people if he 
could help them.  
 



“Is Alexander Harris here? The office secretary told me 
he wasn't feeling well and was with you.”  
 
“Y—yes. But it's true, Xander is not all that well. Is there 
something I can help you with?”  
 
Xander got up and went to the office door. “It's okay, 
Giles. I'm Xander. Xander Harris.”  
 
There were two plainclothes policemen standing there, 
waiting for him. Just as he had seen. The psychic thing 
really was getting to be a pain in the ass. Right now, if 
Drusilla were alive he'd stake her just for the one vision 
that morning.  
 
“Mr. Harris, I'm afraid I need to talk to you. When was 
the last time you saw your Mother?”  
 
Xander ran a hand through his hair and tried to look 
surprised. “Not for...god, months.” He gave a twisted 
smile. “She and Daddy Dearest found out I was gay. We 
did a remake of an episode of Cops, only without the 
actual cops and I was kicked out. My boyfriend probably 
knows what day it was better than I do. I had a 
concussion at the time.”  
 



The two cops looked at each other and he could almost 
hear what they were thinking. Thank god he had iron 
clad alibis for every night for the past week, even without 
Spike. He couldn't take the chance of the cops 
questioning his lover, though. Spike would rip them 
apart.  
 
“I'm afraid you'll have to come with us. Is there someone 
you can call? I'm afraid...” 
 
“My Mom's dead. Isn't she?”  
 
Again the two cops exchanged looks. “We're not entirely 
certain. We’ll need someone to identify the body...” 
 
Xander heard Giles gasp. He was standing just out of 
touching distance but Xander could feel the concern 
radiating off his mentor like the heat from a fire. “Yeah. 
Okay, I can do that.” He looked over his shoulder. “Giles? 
Can you come with me?”  
 
“Certainly, and I will let everyone else know....let 
everyone else know to meet at my flat afterwards.” Giles 
turned to the officers. “One moment, gentlemen, and 
we'll be right with you. I've been sort of keeping an 
unofficial eye on Xander ever since he was disowned. 



Xander...”  
 
“Go, Giles.”  
 
Xander waited until he heard Giles pick up the phone. He 
was going to lie to these cops, but Giles would know and 
he couldn't deal with that right now. “So, is Daddy 
Dearest in custody?”  
 
“Mr. Harris...Xander, no one has seen your Father since 
Halloween. Were you not aware of this?”  
 
Xander shrugged and looked down at the floor. Hopefully 
they would think he was upset and not lying. “Nope. 
That's part of the deal when your family disowns you and 
kicks you out, you don't get the Christmas Newsletter. 
Can't say I'm surprised. He was always taking off for a 
few days for some reason or other and then coming 
back.”  
 
Giles came out of the office so he shut up. Hopefully, that 
would be enough. Giles made a move to hug him and 
Xander shied away. He couldn't handle anyone but Spike 
touching him at the moment.  
 
“Come on, Xander. Let's go...take care of your Mother.”  



 
 
 
 
 

Part Forty-Four 

“You're going to have to be there for him.”  
 
Spike didn't even turn from where he was looking out the 
window. “'M not bloody stupid! Of course I've got to be 
there for him! I just wish the little arse would let me be 
there for him now!”  
 
The call had came to the Watcher's flat, hours after 
Xander had all but shoved Spike into the tunnels behind 
the stacks in the Library and forced him to leave. 
Wouldn't talk about his damned vision or what he saw. 
Spike understood; he knew that Xander was not only 
trying to keep from breaking, but he was also making 
sure his little friends all looked shocked when they found 
out. Plausible deniability and all that crap.  
 
But Xander had forgotten that Spike was evil. It wasn't 
like he had to worry about the local constables. For one 
thing, they were a joke. For another, once he'd taken up 



with a mortal Spike had paid a pretty penny to a demon 
in LA for ID. Not fakefake ID, but the real-looking stuff. 
He even had a record of reckless driving added to his 
driver's license and medical records doctored up, with a 
history of broken bones, mumps, measles, right down to 
him having a mild form of xeroderma pigmentosum that 
made it nearly impossible for him to go out in the 
daylight.  
 
So Spike could have stayed, or could have gone with 
Xander to the morgue. Not that he actually gave a shit 
about the boy's Mum-- bitch had had a chance to protect 
her son and had never taken it. But he knew Xander, 
bleeding heart that his lover was, would not only be 
upset that she was dead but blaming himself for it.  
 
When he saw his lover, Spike wasn't sure if he was going 
to kiss him or beat him on the arse for making him stay 
away. And having a nosy Chaos Mage telling him what he 
already knew wasn't helping any. Then again, Ethan 
didn't know what Spike knew, that Xander's Father was 
dead and that Xander had already put that behind him.  
 
Put it behind him so well he still allowed his Father's 
killer into his life. Into his damned bed.  
 



Xander's friends were all in the Watcher's living room, 
waiting for their friend and to hug and coddle him. Ethan 
had been on the phone with the funeral home and had 
been muttering something about custody but Spike had 
just ignored it all and watched out of the window in the 
back room, waiting for Xander. Willow had been crying, 
big fat tears rolling down her cheeks and Spike had had 
to leave them, had to move before he opened his mouth 
and said too much.  
 
He could feel Ethan coming up to stand behind him. “I 
know you know this. Still, you need to hear it. Despite 
the influences of reprobates like the two of us and the 
young Miss Chase, Xander is still basically a good person. 
He'll feel guilty, even though it's not his fault. He'll get 
the idea that he should have seen what was going to 
happen and stopped it.” 
 
“You know, you'd be a lot more help if you told me 
something I don't bloody well know! Now if only the little 
shit would get here so I can be there for him!” His fingers 
itched for a cigarette. Hell, he was just itching for a fight. 
He wanted to bloody well find Angelus and see how long 
it would take to strip every ligament of muscle from his 
bones, one by one. Chain him to a wall in his own lair and 
carve him up, piece by piece. Spike knew how to do it, 



even to an old vampire like Angelus. He'd make it last 
weeks.  
 
The phone rang in the other room but both men ignored 
it. It would give the children something to do. The sun 
had set hours ago, the late February sun casting long 
shadows, and Spike ached to go hunting. But if he did he 
wouldn't be there for Xander. The fact that he was so 
obviously torn so that Ethan felt the need to remark on it 
made him even more angry, this time at himself.  
 
“Ethan!” The cheerleader's voice was full of anger and 
both Spike and Ethan hurried to the other room. This 
time it was the Slayer crying, and Willow trying to 
comfort her. The wolf looked like he wanted to help but 
didn't know how and Cordelia was gathering extra 
weapons out of Giles's chest. “Okay, Buffy's mom was 
“mugged”. Her neighbor heard it and called the cops and 
an ambulance. She's okay, but she's hurt. We're all going 
to the hospital. I figure a group is best right now since 
Angelus has obviously flipped his really bad wig.”  
 
Spike growled but couldn't argue with that. Right now 
the Slayer would be dangerous, and someone needed to 
babysit her. Her friends could do it and, while the 
cheerleader may not have the physical strength of a 



Slayer, she was devious. Spike trusted a wicked mind 
more than strong fists any day. “Right. We'll stay here 
until the Watcher and Xan gets back and meet you there. 
If she's staying overnight...” Spike trailed off.  
 
They all knew hospitals were public places.  
 
Cordelia nodded and started ushering the others to the 
door, putting her coat on over a crossbow and quiver. 
“God, Buffy, how do you buy a coat big enough to hide 
your weapons?”  
 
The Slayer gave a weak laugh. “I haven't. I keep hoping 
Ralph Lauren will do an undercover cop line or 
something. Until then you have to settle for looking 
lumpy.”  
 
Willow wiped at her eyes. “I bet they have something in 
Sharper Image. Or, you know, one of those places that 
sell those teddy bears with nanny cameras in them, and 
the purses with hidden compartments for guns. Or—oh! 
We could use the Home Ec. Room and design our own 
line! Fashionable wear for the discriminating demon 
hunter! Only, I can't really sew...”  
 
Spike rolled his eyes but their teasing even had a 



soothing effect on him. They were all just whistling in the 
dark to hide their fears, something these children on the 
mouth of hell were good at. If Xander had been here he 
would have added in and Spike felt his absence keenly.  
 
“What you lot need is to stop looking for high fashion 
and go with the tried and true. A good leather coat and a 
simple pair of leather Docs are all you need, not all of 
those bloody fripperies you birds go for!” Maybe it was 
the lack of Xander babble that made him speak up but his 
comment had made the girls smile. Not that he cared.  
 
“I've found recently that a tie-dyed shirt does wonders to 
hide bloodstains.” Oz's bland statement had Spike 
chuckling. He made a mental note to talk to Ethan about 
ways they could help the boy control his wolf. A were 
with full control would be a great weapon against 
Angelus, something the older vampire wouldn't expect.  
 
“Right. Enough of this. As if I'm taking fashion advice 
from people who think denim and hemp are as good as 
silk. Let's get to the hospital before...” Cordelia trailed off 
and everyone froze. They were all thinking the same 
thing. Before Angelus got there.  
 
Oz nodded and pulled his keys out of his pocket and 



opened the door. Then he closed it and looked at Spike. 
“You didn't happen to hear someone out here? UPS 
truck? Delivery man?”  
 
Spike growled and nearly ran over Willow to get to the 
door. He threw it open and found a large box. He hadn't 
heard anything, had scented nothing and he'd been on 
watch. He could feel his true face slip out as he caught 
the scent of blood coming from the cardboard.  
 
Spike picked up the box and started to take it inside. 
Everyone else in the room was watching him, except for 
Ethan. He was gathering newspapers and spreading them 
on the coffee table. Spike figured he must have guessed 
what type of package it was from his reaction.  
 
Spike set the box down and then looked at the teens. 
“What the fucking hell are you waiting on? Bloody 
Christmas to come again? Get your soddin' arses to the 
hospital!”  
 
Cordelia took a look at the box and Spike realized there 
was a damp patch on one edge of the bottom. She shook 
her head. “Right. Call us if you need us, I'll keep my cell 
phone on. Who cares if some old fart's heart machines 
stop working? Meet us when you can.”  



 
Spike nodded and Cordelia led the others out of the flat 
and into the night. Once again, Spike had the wishful 
thought of taking the girl and turning her. She would 
make a fine Childe. While the Slayer was strong 
physically, Cordelia was strong emotionally, not caring 
what others thought of her as long as her goals were 
accomplished. But he loved Xander and would do 
nothing to make his boy doubt him.  
 
On the other hand, if she ever asked.... 
 
Spike shook himself from those thoughts and drew his 
knife from its hilt on his ankle. Carefully, he cut the 
bindings on the box and opened the lid. There, wrapped 
in bloody newspaper, was the head of one of Xander's 
teachers. Spike only vaguely recognized her but Ethan's 
indrawn gasp had him looking at the other man.  
 
“Bloody fucking hell. It's Jenny. Jenny Calendar. She's 
that gypsy that was sent to watch Angel, make sure he 
didn't lose his soul.”  
 
Spike couldn't help but growl. “Didn't do a fucking good 
job of it, did she? Xander said that she'd known that 
happiness would break the curse but hadn't wanted to 



say anything. Something about not wanting to see Buffy 
hurt or some such bollocks.” As if the Slayer wouldn't 
have been hurt finding it out in time. Spike snorted and 
reached into the box. The woman's nose had been cut 
off, and there was a note in one of those plastic bags that 
Xander kept leftovers in.  
 
He took the note out and handed it to Ethan and packed 
the gruesome trophy away. He'd get rid of it later. The 
body would either be found or not, but if they reported 
the package to the police that would bring unwelcome 
attention. Stupid as the Sunnydale peelers were, even 
they would question Giles if they found the head of one 
of his co-workers the same week as the body of one of 
his student's parent. No one could be that idiotic.  
 
Ethan, meanwhile, had gone to the loo and put on a pair 
of disposable gloves. He opened the bag carefully, 
unfolded the note and read it out loud. “Giles. Sorry to 
leave this on your doorstep, but I seem to have been 
uninvited. I'm afraid your ex was snooping around where 
she shouldn't be, and I thought I'd leave you this 
reminder. I know you're busy. After all, William will be 
looking after his brat of a lover, won't he? Give my 
regards to my errant Childe, his lover and to dear sweet 
Buffy. I'll be seeing them all soon and, Blood Feud or no, 



we'll all be one happy family again. Until then, you're all 
in my thoughts. Angelus. Fucking bastard!” 
 
Ethan threw down the note, ripped off the disposable 
gloves and went to the bookcase and started pulling 
down books. “Get that... abominable thing out of here. 
Ripper will call when they leave the station, and I'll call 
you, make sure you're back for Xander.” Ethan picked up 
a note and started writing. “I'll need a few things: 
crystals, nettles, dragon's blood resin, distilled water. A 
few of them I have on hand but you'll have to stop and 
get the rest.”  
 
Spike nodded, not caring that he was being ordered. The 
Chaos Mage's anger was a palpable thing and it was all 
directed at his Sire for the moment. He wasn't going to 
do anything to get it aimed at his head. “Gonna scry for 
the bastard's lairs?”  
 
“That and more. Not that I haven't been trying but I've 
been playing by my dear Ripper's rules for the most part. 
It's time to get a bit more nasty and if he doesn't like it...” 
Ethan trailed off and gave Spike a challenging look but 
Spike just grinned ferally back at him. Ethan returned the 
look. “Right. Not only am I going to scry but I'm going to 
cast a few other spells. Give Angelus a bit of bad luck. Let 



Murphy's Law step in and even things out. A few other 
ideas I have.”  
 
Spike gave a rough laugh. “Bastard's probably cleared out 
of town for the moment, but at least we can get our 
pound of flesh. Eye for an eye and all that.” He got up 
and put on his duster before picking up the shopping list 
and the grisly package. Ethan was muttering to himself, 
something about calling down fire, and Spike made his 
way to the door.  
 
There he paused and looked at the other man. They had 
much in common -- their lack of morals and their love of 
someone who had too many ethics was just the 
beginning. Spike cleared his throat. “He'll get over it, you 
know. For turning to your old magics. It might take a 
while but Xander's forgiven...”  
 
“The fact that you killed his father? He has. Then again, 
Xander is younger than Ripper, not so set in his ways. 
We'll see. It must be done, at any rate. I may not be a 
boy scout but I am getting rather tired of looking over my 
shoulder at night if I take out the rubbish. Now go. They’ll 
be back soon.”  
 
Spike nodded and slipped out the door, the box under his 



arm. For a fleeting moment he hated himself, hated this 
weakness inside that kept him by the side of a mortal 
child and making fucking well friends. That passed 
quickly, though. Spike could no more hate Xander than 
he could hate being a vampire.  
 
Besides, there were others more worthy of his anger. As 
Spike left the area of the Watcher's flat to dispose of the 
box, he found himself hoping that Ethan would leave a 
few lairs for him and Xander to destroy.  
 
After all, Xander still had a bit of C4 hidden under the 
bed. He'd like to see it in use now that he wasn't injured, 
and Xander would probably feel a bit better if he had the 
chance to blow his tormentor back into hell.  
 
*****  
 
Xander couldn't sleep. Well, he probably could since he 
was tired and felt like he'd been hit with a ton of bricks 
and his eyes had passed that grainy stage about four 
hours ago. But he didn't close his eyes and snuggle into 
Spike. To tell the truth, he was sort of afraid to. He was 
afraid of his dreams, of what he might see.  
 
His Mom was dead. Jenny Calendar was dead. Buffy's 



mom had a black eye, bruised ribs and a sprained finger. 
The last one actually made him smile, though, because 
Joyce had gotten it giving Angelus a pop in the nose. Too 
bad Angelus was a vampire and it hadn't hurt. Still, 
Xander would have loved to have seen it. The Scourge of 
Europe being hit in the face and then sworn at in a voice 
loud enough to attract the entire block by the middle 
aged Mother of the Slayer.  
 
Well, less than middle aged, actually. Young. Really 
young. Because now that Xander knew how well Buffy's 
mom could hit, he so wasn't going to take any chances.  
 
But still that image was the only happy one to be had for 
the past twenty four hours. He'd gone from school, to 
the morgue, to the police department, telling his story 
about being kicked out and talking around social workers 
for hours. Only to get to Giles's apartment to find Spike 
looking even more moody than normal and Ethan looking 
into a silvery bowl that had black flames shooting out of 
it.  
 
Giles had instantly stilled and had looked at Spike. It was 
then that they had found out about Joyce, and about 
Jenny. And instead of Giles getting mad over his lover 
using the dark side of the Force to track Angelus, Xander 



could sense his...tweedness being pushed away as Giles 
took off his coat and rolled up his sleeves and moved to 
help Ethan.  
 
After visiting the hospital, they split up into two groups. 
The girls stayed with Buffy and her Mother, ending up at 
the Summers house for an impromptu slumber party. 
Buffy's mom thought that Angelus had been an ex 
stalking her daughter, not a vampire, so they should be 
safe but Buffy was still scared. Xander couldn't blame 
her; he was scared, too.  
 
Oz had joined the rest of the men, and together they had 
found eight of Angelus's lairs around town. By the time 
dawn came they had all been burned to the ground or 
otherwise destroyed, Oz and Xander handling crossbows 
while Giles and Spike used swords and Ethan threw 
fireballs and magic spells that made Xander's head hurt 
to look at.  
 
Xander ached all over and just felt numb. Everywhere. 
Part of it was shock and part of it was exhaustion but he 
still didn't want to sleep. They were all camped out at 
Giles's, Spike and Xander sharing the guest room while 
Oz slept on the couch. Xander was just thankful he 
wasn't expected back at school for a week.  



 
“Xander, pet, will you shut your brain up and go to sleep? 
I can't rest while you're sitting there fussing.”  
 
Xander moved just enough to thump Spike on his arm. 
“It's not like I don't want to sleep! I just...don't want to 
dream. Is that too much to ask? If I went and woke Ethan 
up, do you think he could spell me into sleeping without 
dreams?”  
 
Spike moved just a little and pulled him even closer. 
“Probably. And then your brain would blow up and I'd be 
cleaning gray matter out of the sheets. Dreams are your 
mind's way of letting off steam, eh? And after tonight, 
well, you'll need it. Just go to sleep, and I'll keep the 
nightmares away. If you're too restless, though, we can 
always do something else....” 
 
“Okay, ewwww! I am so not having sex within ten feet of 
Giles! That's just....gah! So very wrong!”  
 
“Git. You're the one with the dirty mind. I was thinking 
hot milk, myself.” Spike's voice betrayed him, though, 
and Xander had to grin.  
 
“Hot milk. Right. Is that what they're calling it now?”  



 
Spike thumped him on his head. “Brat. Go to sleep, 
before I threaten to read you a bed time story.”  
 
Xander smiled and snuggled into Spike, the feeling of 
safety he got from his lover welcoming. He knew he was 
going to have nightmares, but he also got the feeling that 
Spike was going to stay awake and make sure they didn't 
get too bad. Spike would protect him.  
 
“It's going to be okay, right, Spike?”  
 
“Yeah, pet, it'll be alright. We'll get Angelus yet, and then 
he'll pay.”  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Forty-Five 

 

“What happened?”  
 
Xander looked down, toying with the bracelet Spike had 



given him, and let the girls talk around him. While he was 
glad that Giles had made it to the hospital, he wanted 
Spike.  
 
“Okay, so like we're on patrol, because Buffy had that flu 
thing, and I still think it's the demon flu...” 
 
“Willow, there is no demon flu, just the regular flu.” 
Cordelia rolled her eyes and Xander smiled slightly at 
that.  
 
“Whatever. Anyway, we were on patrol, ran into Buffy, 
Xander and I tried to convince her to go home. Then 
Angelus popped up, he and Buffy fought, Buffy fell or 
something, I put my coat over his head while...” 
 
Cordelia broke into Willow's stream of babble. “Long 
story short, Angelus got away but none of us are dead 
and Buffy passed out. The doctors are still looking at her. 
I called her Mom, Willow called you, no one will tell us 
anything. Are we all caught up now?”  
 
Xander flushed, and made a mental note that he owed 
Cordy yet again. She kept Willow from mentioning the 
part where Xander had tried to hit Angelus and had 
nearly dropped to the ground from the psychic backlash. 



Cordelia, of all people, had jumped in and saved him.  
 
Spike was going to shit kittens.  
 
“Xander? Are you okay?” Giles voice was soft. Thanks to 
some legal wrangling, which Xander didn't even want to 
know about, Giles had been appointed his legal guardian 
until his eighteenth birthday. The authorities had been 
upset with the fact that Xander had been on his own for 
the past few months at first but had mysteriously 
dropped the issue. Yet another thing Xander didn't want 
to know about, but since no bodies had shown up he 
suspected Ethan and Giles more than Spike.  
 
Xander shook his head. “Where's Spike?” 
 
Giles gave him one of those looks. “He heard a rumor 
about Angelus' future plans and was out tracking it 
down, as you well know. Ethan is trying to find him.” 
Giles took off his glasses and fiddled with one of the 
arms. “Xander...”  
 
“Where is she?” Xander gave a sigh of relief. Saved by 
Mrs. Summers.  
 
Giles stepped forward. “She's still in Accident and 



Emergency, I'm afraid. The doctors are with her now.”  
 
“I want to see her.”  
 
Cordelia looked up. There was an expression on her face 
that Xander couldn't place. “They won't let us in there.”  
 
Joyce stopped as a doctor came through the waiting 
room. They all stood up, and Xander held his breath.  
 
“Mrs. Summers?” 
 
“Yes?” 
 
The doctor held out her hand for Joyce to shake. “I'm Dr. 
Wilkinson.” 
 
“I'm Buffy's mother. Is she okay?” Joyce was wringing her 
hands and the doctor looked serious. Still, Xander didn't 
see any blood so that was good, right? 
 
“We were able to stabilize and...” 
 
“Is she okay?” 
 
“She's going to be fine.” 



 
Joyce's shoulders slumped in relief and Xander could 
hear Cordy’s and Willow's relieved sighs. Joyce rubbed 
her face with her hands before looking at the doctor. 
“Thank you.”  
 
Ten minutes later, Xander felt himself pushed to the side, 
feeling useless. They were giving Buffy sedatives to keep 
her in bed. Her mother was trying to comfort her and 
Xander felt a twinge. He wasn't sure if he was upset 
because his mother was dead, or if it was because his 
mother had never done anything like that for him. 
Maybe both.  
 
“I wanna go home.” 
 
“Listen, Buffy, you just have to stay here a little while, 
just until your better. It's going to be okay, I promise.”  
 
“Don't make me stay here! Please...” The orderlies 
wheeled Buffy down the hallway and her cries seemed to 
echo.  
 
Her mother was visibly shaken and Cordelia had her arm 
around Joyce's shoulder. Joyce tried to reassure Buffy 
even as her daughter was being rolled away from her. 



“It'll be okay, sweetie, I promise!”  
 
Finally, Buffy was out of view. Everyone just seemed to 
stand there, uncomfortable with seeing the Slayer so 
frightened. At least, Xander knew he was. “That was a 
new experience...”  
 
Joyce shook herself out of her daze. There was still a 
slight shadow on one side of her face where Angelus had 
hit her and it made her looked yellowish in the hospital 
lighting. “Buffy just hates hospitals. Ever since she was a 
little girl.”  
 
“What happened?” Willow didn't notice the glare 
Cordelia was sending her and Xander was starting to 
wonder what the hell was going on. He felt like he was 
missing something obvious.  
 
No one else seemed to notice anything. Joyce tried to 
peek through the small window in the door to the ward 
where the nurses had taken Buffy. “When she was eight, 
her cousin Celia died in a hospital. Buffy was the only 
person with her at the time.”  
 
Cordelia shuddered. “God...” 
 



“Yes, they were very close.” Joyce peeked through the 
window again. “It looks like she's asleep. I'd better go call 
her father.”  
 
Giles stepped beside her and held her arm to guide her 
down the hall. “I'll show you where the pay phones are 
on this floor.”  
 
Xander watched them walk down the hall. It was more 
than scary, seeing Buffy beg not to be left in the hospital. 
Part of him was glad that Spike wasn't there to see the 
Slayer so weak, but another part of him just wanted his 
lover. He turned to look at the door to Buffy's room. “Do 
you think she’s going to be okay in there?”  
 
“Well, as for the doctors, I can only comment that they 
sadly lack in the plastic surgery department.” 
 
Willow made a huffing noise. Xander could tell she 
thought that Cordelia was being shallow, but he didn't 
think that was it. Cordy was acting oddly, or at least he 
thought she was. Right now, Xander didn't think he could 
psychic his way out of a paper bag.  
 
While he was off in his little world, Willow had gone into 
teacher mode. What Snyder was thinking of by letting an 



eleventh grade girl teach classes, Xander couldn't figure 
out. “...Angel could attack Buffy!”  
 
“No. Angelus would be attacking Buffy. Not Angel. Same 
body, different fashion accidents.” Cordelia stopped 
suddenly in the middle of the hall. “I think we should 
stay. Here. Just in case.”  
 
Willow nodded. “That's a good idea...but I have to get 
home. If I'm too late my Mom will have a cow.” Then 
Willow got her 'kicked puppy' look on her face and 
glanced at Xander. “Oh! I'm sorry! I...” 
 
Xander just shrugged. “I'll stay with Cordelia. Spike will 
probably look for me here, anyway.” He really didn't 
want to talk about his Mother. On and off for the past 
week, Willow had been trying to get him to talk about his 
feelings. She'd been there at the short funeral service 
that Giles had arranged for him, and had cried more than 
he had and was worried that he was repressing all of his 
feelings.  
 
But he wasn't. Not really. It was upsetting, but...well, 
he'd lost his parents a long time ago. Before Spike, even. 
They hadn't cared what time he was home for years. 
Looking back on his life, the last time his Mom had really 



worried about him was when he was twelve, right before 
his Dad had lost his job and had to start selling used cars 
for a while. After the alcohol had stopped being an 
occasional thing and had become part of every Harris 
dinner.  
 
“Xander...” 
 
“Hey, it's okay. We'll be fine. The coffee from the 
machines will probably get a chance to kill us before 
Angelus does.” 
 
Willow had that worried look on her face, and Xander 
wondered when he’d stopped wanting to confide in his 
best friend. Things were just so complicated, and there 
was no way he could talk about his mother's death 
without talking about his father's and that would be bad 
because Willow would go after Spike and he'd kill her.  
 
So Xander gave his best goofy grin and shrugged. “We'll 
catch up tomorrow, okay, Wills? And then you can take a 
turn at Slayer Sitting.”  
 
After a few more protests, Willow left, leaving Cordy and 
Xander to sit out in the hallway watching over their 
friend. It was awkward in a way; Xander was just so 



disjointed after their confrontation in the graveyard with 
Angelus and he got the idea he was missing something, 
going on with Cordy.  
 
Still, his brain felt like he'd looked into the sun too long 
or something. Getting that close to Angelus, trying to hit 
him to protect Buffy... 
 
“You look like shit.” Well, Cordy's comment summed it 
up quite well.  
 
“It's a matched set, since I feel like shit!” Xander snapped 
back. He really had been hanging around Spike too much.  
 
“God! Who pee’d in your Cheerios?”  
 
“Angelus, if you must know. Why couldn't we have 
managed to blow him up when Ethan was making with 
the Mojo Jojo act?”  
 
Cordelia snorted, and it sounded weird to hear her do 
something like that. “Because that would be way too 
easy. Real life doesn't fix it's problems in half hours. And 
speaking of science fiction, what the hell happened to 
your shields, Deanna Troi?!” 
 



Xander groaned. “Do you know how weird it is to hear 
you make Star Trek references?”  
 
“Yeah, well, it's like any other foreign language; if I want 
to talk to a geek I need to learn geek. Now, spill it!”  
 
Xander sighed and leaned back in his seat, the hard metal 
arms of the chair digging into his sides. “I, we, didn't 
expect him. Minions yes, but Angelus... See, minions are 
bad, but they don't, I dunno, it's like radiation. The 
minions only give off low levels of evilness but Angelus is 
like, Chernobyl levels of evilness and I wasn't ready for it. 
I think I burned something in my brain and I have the 
headache from hell.” 
 
Cordelia gave what on Spike would have been a 
lecherous grin. “Poor baby. Guess you'll have to make 
Spike kiss it and make it better.”  
 
That made Xander laugh but he couldn't let it go 
unpunished. “Cow.”  
 
“Queerboy.”  
 
“Bitch.” 
 



“Necrophiliac.” 
 
Xander burst out laughing and Cordy followed, ignoring 
the glares from the hospital staff and other visitors. Part 
of it was because it was funny, but part of it was just a 
release from the tension he'd been feeling ever since 
failing to fight Angelus earlier in the night.  
 
“Well, well, well. What have we here? Having fun while 
your precious Buffy lies all alone?”  
 
The sound of Angelus's voice coming down the hall made 
both of them scramble to their feet. Xander clutched his 
fists and tried to put up every defense that Giles and 
Ethan had taught him, even falling back to Cordy's earlier 
comment and visualizing shields coming up around him, 
protecting him from Angelus.  
 
Xander no longer doubted that Drusilla had been mad 
long before she'd died. Just being in Angelus's presence 
made him want to crawl into his closet back home and 
hide and, when Angelus looked at him and Xander picked 
up on a few of this thoughts, he thought he might puke. 
Xander wouldn't back down, though, not again. “Visiting 
hours are over.”  
 



“Yes, well, I'm pretty much family, wouldn't you say, 
lad?”  
 
Xander bristled. He knew for a fact that Angelus wanted 
Spike back, and that he wanted Buffy and Xander. It was 
just too terrible to think about. “Yeah, well, why don't 
you come back later? Say, around noon? Oh, gee, so 
sorry, you can't.”  
 
“If I decide to walk into Buffy's room, do you even think 
that for one nanosecond you could stop me?” 
 
Cordelia spoke up. “Maybe not, but I'm sure if I scream 
someone will be able to stop you. Say the nurses, the 
orderlies, the security guards. Wanna find out?” Then 
she grinned and Xander started to wonder just how 
much she'd been spending around Ethan and Spike. It 
wasn't a nice grin. “By the way, how are the testicles? 
Sorry I didn't get proper kick placement earlier tonight. 
But the next pair of pointed heels I buy, I'll be thinking of 
you.”  
 
“Buffy's White Knights. Huh. I find it amusing that you 
two are the ones left guarding her. My Childe's piece of 
ass and the leader of the pep squad. I'm scared. Really.” 
Angelus thew the flowers he'd been carrying at Xander 



and he let them drop to the floor. Knowing Angelus, the 
thorns would be poisoned. “Tell Buffy I stopped by.”  
 
Angelus turned on his heel and left but it wasn't until 
he'd been gone for five minutes that he and Cordelia 
relaxed. Still, Xander got the feeling that he'd be back.  
 
*****  
 
Spike turned into the parking lot of the hospital, the De 
Soto going up on two wheels as he made a sharp turn. He 
really needed to stop trusting Xander's little friends to 
keep him safe. Evidently, they were all trouble magnets. 
He swore as he swerved to avoid someone walking 
through the dark parking lot.  
 
The night after the funeral for Xander's Mum, he'd 
caught a Rekya demon skulking around Willie's. Rekya's 
were a middle management type demon, always doing 
business for higher orders and Masters. Big kind of 
business and Spike had been trying to find out what that 
was.  
 
Of course, the one night he'd left Xander, the boy would 
attract Angelus himself. Spike had long since discovered 
that Xander either had the worst luck or the best luck, he 



wasn't sure which, and evidently that luck had held up 
again. Spike screeched the car to a stop as he pulled into 
a parking space. He was going to kiss Xander stupid and 
then consider chaining the boy to the bed.  
 
As he jumped out of the car, the hairs on the back of his 
neck stood on end. “By the pricking of my thumbs, 
something wicked this way comes... ANGELUS! Show 
your bloody arse!”  
 
The first had been said under his breath, the sensation of 
being watched by his Sire bringing up the Bard's lines. He 
really wasn't surprised when Angelus stepped from 
between two cars. “William. Forgot to lock the gate and 
your pet escaped, did he? Thought I taught you how to 
take care of your belongings better than that. Guess I'll 
have to take care of it for you.”  
 
Spike growled “Stay the fucking hell away from my 
Xander!” He didn't even wait for Angelus; he struck out 
with his fist, giving Angelus a glancing blow before the 
other vampire returned the favor. They traded blows 
repeatedly, neither one able to find a weak point in the 
other's guard.  
 
Finally Angelus stepped back. “Well, my boy, I must say, 



you surprise me. You're spending precious minutes trying 
to beat me when you should be checking on your little 
pet to see if I left him with any blood.”  
 
Spike was torn. It was true, he was worried about 
Xander. From what Giles had said, his lover had had a 
bad reaction to being around Angelus earlier and the 
thought of Xander getting in close quarters with the 
elder vampire made his skin crawl.  
 
Then again, he wanted to rip off one or both of Angelus's 
arms and beat him to death with them. Just on principle. 
Never mind the fact that he was being a giant canker 
sore on Spike's arse.  
 
Spike growled. Xander came first. He always would. “One 
day, you're going to get what's coming to you, Angelus. 
And I'm gonna be on the giving end.”  
 
He spun around and left Angelus in the parking lot. He 
needed to find Xander.  

Part Forty-Six 

“What the bloody hell were you girls thinking? Infecting 
Buffy with a super version of the flu that had already put 
her in the hospital! For god's sake! Did you even stop to 



think of the consequences?”  
 
Even Spike winced at the Watcher's tone. Giles was, as 
Xander would say, “totally wigging out.” In a way, Spike 
understood why the Slayer had pushed Red to dose her 
with the virus. She needed to see the Kinder-whatever, 
and she'd needed to get sick in a hurry to do it.  
 
But Giles and Ethan had been on their way to the 
hospital with a spell that would have let the Slayer see 
the damn thing without infecting herself with Captain 
Tripps. ‘Course, one or two of the munchkins could have 
been made into a snack but Spike figured, once the thing 
had picked up the first nipper to take a bite out of, the 
Slayer could have felt around for it or something. No 
need to go and make herself all snotty and disgusting.  
 
Xander was wearily leaning against Spike and the older 
man was glad that the Watcher's ire was not directed at 
his boy. For the past two days Xander, Willow and 
Cordelia had been guarding the Slayer while she was ill, 
only taking a break to sleep and go to school. Then either 
Ethan or Spike had kept watch. Spike himself had not 
seen Angelus, but the day before Ethan had looked 
particularly grim.  
 



Of course, it hadn't helped that whenever she got a 
chance Buffy would slip out of her room and wander 
around the hospital. Daft bint still hadn't realized the 
danger she'd been in. And now she was sick again, thanks 
to her and Red.  
 
And Buffy was running out of excuses. “But...but! The 
Kinderstod was going eat the kids! I couldn't let that 
happen! And I had to have a fever to see him and you 
guys didn't tell me you were coming and....”  
 
Giles was giving her his disappointed look and Spike felt 
sorry for the girl, for just a moment. She had been sick, 
after all.  
 
Buffy stood there for a moment and then pointed behind 
Giles. “LOOK! MONKEYS!” 
 
Any grain of sympathy Spike had for the chit quickly 
faded. The girl was stupid to think the Watcher would fall 
for that. Either that or the fever had burned up one too 
many brain cells in that blond head of hers. Giles took of 
his glasses and gave her a look and the Slayer looked 
down in shame, fiddling with the blankets on her hospital 
bed.  
 



“Well, it worked when Willow did it when those orderly 
guys were after me!” 
 
Willow patted her on the shoulder. “I---I think it worked 
better with frogs. You know, since America actually has 
frogs. I haven't seen that many monkeys in Southern 
California so it's harder to believe...and I'll be stopping 
now.”  
 
Willow's support of Buffy withered under Giles's glare. 
“What you fail to realize is that we need to work as a 
team. Buffy, I know you are the Slayer, and that's a lot of 
responsibility. And yes, usually Slayers work alone, but 
you don't. I can't help but believe that is one of your 
greatest strengths and has kept you alive longer than any 
other Slayer. It's when you go off...half-cocked, as it 
were, believing that you are the only one who can do 
something. And Willow, while it is admirable that you 
tried to help her, simply diluting the virus in water may 
not have been enough. Buffy is still sick, and if it weren't 
for her special constitution she might have died!!”  
 
The Watcher's ire faded a bit under the power of the 
girl's teary eyes and Giles sighed. “Well, what's done is 
done. At the very least, Ethan has found a spell that will 
ward the hospital grounds from vampires. That means 



we do not have to worry about Angelus attacking you 
while you are recuperating.” 
 
“Right.” Now that the Watcher wasn't throwing a 
wobbly, Spike spoke up. “Time to get this one to bed.” 
He put an arm around Xander and tried to wake up him.  
 
“Eeww! Spike! I so didn't need to hear about your and 
Xander's sexual practices! I'm sick enough already!”  
 
“To bed, you stupid bint! My boy's been here most of the 
time you've been wandering around in a bloody daze 
trying to keep your neck in one piece! Cheerleader is 
right done in, too!” Spike made a motion with his head to 
where Cordelia was sleeping curled up in a chair.  
 
Giles stood up. “Yes, it is high time that we left Buffy to 
her rest as well. Especially since visiting hours are long 
over and if we're caught we'll have to deal with one of 
the many overbearing Sisters that Sunnydale General 
seems to hire.”  
 
Willow paused in gathering up her coat and things. 
“Sisters?”  
 
Spike rolled his eyes. “Nurses. In England, senior nurses 



are called Sisters.”  
 
Buffy was snuggling down in her bed. “Why can’t you 
English people speak actual English?”  
 
Spike shared a look with Giles and he could hear the 
other man swear under his breath about “Bloody 
Americans!” as he worked on getting Cordelia aware 
enough to move.  
 
Spike, meanwhile, had his hands full of a sleepy Xander. 
“Come on, pet, let's get you home.” 
 
“Mprf? Spike? We can go home now? The Kindergarten 
Monster isn't going to eat anyone? Izzit hot in here?”  
 
“Christ.” Spike felt Xander's forehead and swore a blue 
streak. “Good going, Red. You not only gave the Slayer 
the superflu, you've got Xan infected as well.”  
 
“Good Lord! Cordelia has a fever too. If you've got 
Xander, I'll take her out. She can stay with Ethan and me. 
I'm afraid Ethan has taken a shine to her, which 
admittedly keeps me awake in terror at night. Willow, I'd 
best take you home before you get ill as well. I'll ring and 
check on you in the morning.”  



 
“Spike? We going somewhere?” Xander's voice was 
slurred as Spike picked him up. It was awkward; while 
Spike had the strength to do it, Xander was a solid, 
gangly boy who was putting on more height and more 
muscle nearly every day. He was already a bit taller than 
Spike and still growing. Added to that was the fact that 
Xander was trying to curl around him. “Mmmf. You're all 
nice and cool. Feels good.”  
 
Spike rolled his eyes and left the girls to the Watcher. 
The Mage was around somewhere; Spike could feel the 
currents of magic being cast around the hospital like 
static. Xander opened one eye and and looked at Spike as 
he ducked into the stairwell. “I don't wanna grow gills, 
Spike, that wouldn't be fun. And you wouldn't like how I 
smelled. Fish smells after three days, you know. You’d 
throw me out and then I'd have to try to date a 
flounder.”  
 
“Fucking hell!” Spike was beginning to worry. Xander was 
starting to babble and Spike didn't know if it was because 
the boy was sick, sleepy or turning loonier. While Xander 
had a hold of most of his abilities, thanks to the Watcher 
and his Mage, the boy still didn't touch people or things 
like he used to, and he still had a few visions during the 



day. Xander now had a reputation for daydreaming in 
class and his grades were suffering in even the courses 
that he was good at.  
 
He made it down to the ground floor and looked before 
running as quickly as was possible with a squirming 
human in his arms. “No! No, Spike, you'll get fried! The 
blue electricity will fry you and you smoke enough 
already!”  
 
Spike rolled his eyes but when he crossed the threshold 
of the exit of the hospital he felt the crackling of magic 
more closely. It made him feel better. Xander was seeing 
the things he normally saw; he was just too tired and sick 
to realize that not everyone saw blue sparkling magics 
around protection spells.  
 
Xander was still fretting about Spike getting fried as he 
propped the boy up against the side of his DeSoto and 
maneuvered him into the passenger seat. “There, there, 
Xan. I'm not fried. See?”  
 
“No, it wasn't you, it was another Spike. He burned. I 
don't like seeing any Spikes burning. Promise me you 
won't burn!"  
 



Xander was nearly in tears, which wasn't a pretty sight. 
“No, pet, I won't burn. I promise.”  
 
“Good. You don't need a soul, I like you just like you are. 
Can I have some orange juice when we get home? My 
throat hurts.”  
 
Spike closed the door after strapping his younger lover in 
and went round to get in the driver's seat. “Sure. We'll 
have to stop at the chemist’s or something for it. Get you 
some tissues so you don't snot on yourself.”  
 
As he pulled out of his parking space, Spike was making a 
mental list of what he'd need to take care of a sick and 
delirious human since the fever was evidently causing 
Xander to spend more time out of his mind than in it.  
 
Next chance he got, he was going to put a dead frog in 
Red's purse. And maybe let the Slayer get her arse kicked 
just a little by Angelus's minions before riding to the 
rescue like a fucking white hat. He so was going to owe 
them pain. Because, as much as he loved Xander, putting 
up with his whinging and his bloody visions would be a 
pain in the arse.  
 
“I can't go to college here, either. If I do, you'll stay and 



your brain will be microwaved. Can't let that happen. I 
like your brain uncooked. When you go in, will you get 
me some chicken soup too?”  
 
Spike sighed. “Yeah, I'll get your bloody soup. The kind 
with the extra noodles, even.” Putting up with a loopy 
Xander wasn't all that bad, he supposed. How could 
Spike object to taking care of someone who, even sick, 
was more worried about Spike than himself?  
 
Xander coughed and it had a wet sound to it. Spike dug 
through his pocket and found an old rag and handed it to 
his lover. “Here, use that. Just...don't touch anything, 
okay, luv?”  
 
Xander took it. “I'm glad you like me now instead of later, 
Spike, even if you made a cute cat.”  
 
Spike rolled his eyes again. He was doing that a lot lately. 
“Whatever you say, Xander. Whatever you say.”  
 
Oh yeah, Red and Buffy would pay.  
 
*****  
 
“Xander! What happened? Did Spike maul you before 



school again?” 
 
“Ha-ha. Very funny, Wills. You’re just a great big bucket 
of funny. I'll have you know that I was just accosted by, 
um, some form of locker monster. And my homework 
from last week is in there!” Xander turned to Buffy. “You 
don't think anything would eat it, do you?”  
 
Buffy sat down at the library table. “I seriously doubt any 
monster is interested in your short stories, Xan. Then 
again, something tried to eat Johnathon last week so 
who knows?” 
 
Giles was putting books up on the shelf and was in his 
absentminded librarian mode. Xander went behind the 
desk and got the folding chair he'd bought to use in the 
library down at K-mart. Ten dollars was worth shelling 
out to not get into his friends’ heads.  
 
“Couldn't the locker monsters have attacked next week? 
Or better yet, last week when I was out!” Today was only 
his second day back at school, and Cordelia was still out 
sick. It was kinda weird, being at school without her. He 
hadn't gotten his recommended amount of daily 
sarcasm. 
 



“Uh, did you say Loch Ness Monster?”  
 
“Nope, Xander actually said locker monster, as in a giant 
green arm shot out of his locker and tried to drag him in. 
It's pretty much any geek's worst nightmare come true so 
he's a bit traumatized. But when we opened the locker 
again it was gone. Nothing. Un-armed.”  
 
Xander groaned. “Buffy, your jokes will make me sick 
again and Spike will fuss. You don't want that happening, 
do you?” He'd spent a week sick and halfway in and out 
of visions, never quite sure what was real. Other than 
Spike, that is. Buffy had brought over some home made 
vegetable soup her Mom had made in apology for 
making him so sick and for a few minutes he'd seen her 
with really bad raccoon eyes make up and a scar on her 
lip.  
 
Spike, in order to deal with him, had turned into 
Supernanny on acid. Which was good; Xander was glad 
that Spike didn't mind taking care of him but, once he’d 
started feeling better, being fussed over and snarked at 
all at once had nearly been too much.  
 
He'd actually looked forward to going back to school! 
 



Giles stood up and started looking through his books. 
“Sounds like some sort of paranormal phenomenon.”  
 
“Ooh! Cool! A ghost!” Willow bounced in her seat and 
was just way too chipper about the unquiet dead.  
 
“Uh-uh. This was no Casper. So not cool. This was a “I'm 
dead as hell and I'm not going to take it anymore” type of 
ghost.”  
 
Giles started passing out books and Xander found himself 
staring at one with a shrouded form with no face on the 
front. Who drew the covers to these things, anyway? 
“That's a rather accurate description of a poltergeist. It's 
German for “Noisy Ghost” or “Noisy Spirit”. Still, see if 
you can find any spirit that causes physical 
manifestations. I'm afraid there isn't much we can do 
about a poltergeist.”  
 
Buffy looked up from the book she had just opened. 
“What? We can call that little short woman with the 
glasses and get her to come clean the school?”  
 
Xander and Willow snickered as Giles huffed. “Please, 
Buffy. By now you should know that most, if not all, of 
the phenomena shown on television and movies is not 



how these things work in real life. A poltergeist usually 
centers around one individual or household, usually with 
a pre-teen or teenager. Some say that it's caused by, uh, 
well—sexual tension....” 
 
“Well, then why was it bugging Xander? He gets laid 
more than some adults I know!”  
 
“BUFFY!!” Xander just knew he was bright red. While it 
was true he and Spike were very...affectionate with each 
other, it wasn't like they made out like bunnies or 
anything. Besides, lately he was just too sick to care. 
“Can we talk about my sex life some other time? Like 
never?”  
 
Giles actually made a motion with his hand. “I vote 
never.” If Xander hadn't been so totally embarrassed he 
would have laughed at the older man. The tips of his ears 
were pink.  
 
“So, we have some bad boo on our hands?” Buffy had 
stopped laughing at him, but wasn't looking at him 
either. He so was helping Spike plan revenge on her for 
making him sick. As if hacking up a lung and snot balls the 
size of his fist weren't enough, she had to go and 
embarrass him too.  



 
Giles opened his book. “It seems likely.”  
 
Willow pushed her hair out of her face. “So, why is it 
here? Do ghosts just like scaring people? Do they have, 
like, a quota of people they have to scare or something?”  
 
Giles pushed his glasses up on his nose further and went 
into lecture mode and Xander tried not to groan. “Well, 
most spirits move on after death. The common haunting 
usually hasn't anything to do at all with the deceased, 
it's...well, you know how Xander can now pick up on 
things when he touches people or objects?”  
 
Willow nodded and Giles continued. “That is how most 
hauntings work; something rather terrrible 
or...emotionally impacting, I guess one would say, 
happens and it leaves a sort of psychic fingerprint on the 
building or land. If it's suitably terrible, even people who 
are psychically blind can pick up on it, and for someone 
like Xander it would be...”  
 
“Hellish?” Xander winced at the thought. He didn't think 
even Giles knew how bad it could be sometimes. It made 
him wiggy just being in the Library at times. It was like 
the Hellmouth itself mocked him.  



 
“Yes.” Giles shot him an apologetic look and Xander just 
shrugged. “Then there are the hauntings by people who 
do not realize they are dead. These people go about 
doing the same things they did in life. Turning on the 
television at a certain time, or climbing into bed. It's 
rather annoying for the living people who share their 
space but there is nothing malevolent in it. Then there 
are a few spirits who are rather, well, rude, I suppose is 
the only way I can put it. They refuse to leave, even if 
they know they are dead.”  
 
Xander snorted. “Why do I have a mental image of some 
guy in a sheet clinging to a house screaming, “MINE!”  
 
Giles chuckled. “Because that is basically correct. As the 
saying goes, you can't take it with you when you’re gone, 
so they refuse to go.” He started flipping through the 
book. “This spirit, though, sounds like it might be 
confused rather than hurtful. Sometimes a spirit knows 
that there is something wrong but can't work out quite 
what. Just like us, they feel emotion and get upset, angry, 
frustrated...” 
 
Buffy leaned back in her chair. “Great. We've got Casper 
the not-so friendly ghost having a temper tantrum!” 



 
Willow looked at Giles, her eyes wide. “That sounds 
scary! For the ghost, I mean. Not that it would be nice for 
us, either. What do we do? Is there any way to stop it?”  
 
“Well, we can try to find out who this spirit is and try to 
help it resolve its issues.”  
 
“Yay, we're Dr. Laura for the sheet set.” Buffy turned a 
look on Xander. “Can you get on the psychic phone line 
and figure out who this ghostie is?”  
 
Xander raised his hands. “Oh no! Not unless it's the last 
resort. So not sticking my brain in a light socket for this! 
Investigation first, crystal ball later.”  
 
Buffy harrumphed and sat back in her chair. “You're no 
fun. Can't you just pull out a Ouija Board or something?”  
 
“Good gods, no!” Giles answered for him before Xander 
could even open his mouth. “Those blasted things are 
dangerous! They leave you wide open psychically for just 
about any wandering spirit. And on the Hellmouth?!”  
 
Xander snickered, glad that Giles was backing him up. 
“Yeah, Buffy, I could end up dialing Cthulhu's unlisted 



number or something.”  
 
“Huh?”  
 
Giles sighed. “It's from Lovecraft, Buffy. Pay no attention 
to him; he's being facetious. Now, read. We must find 
out what type of spirit this is, be it misguided soul or 
poltergeist, before anyone is seriously hurt.”  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Forty-Seven 

“Everything seems normal. Not a snake or a wasp.”  
 
Xander groaned. Willow was just way too cheerful about 
being able to go back to school for his taste. He was tired 
and still feeling sick and just wanted to go home. Spike 
was out trying to track Angelus back to his new lair, and 
Xander was stuck with the others until he got back or 
else his lover would throw a hissy-fit at him. Not that 
vampires had hissy-fits, mind you. Spike was more 
vicious than that.  



 
Xander rolled his eyes at that thought, but when Buffy 
gave him a look he grinned and decided to tease Willow 
instead. “Explain to me how that's a good thing.”  
 
Buffy jumped up to sit on the table and thought for a 
moment. “I got nothing.”  
 
Giles came out of his office with bottled water and some 
aspirin for Buffy. “Are you feeling any better?”  
 
Buffy shrugged. Since being possessed—over-shadowed, 
really-- by James she had been extra quiet. “I guess. I 
just...James was so sad. I guess that's why he picked me, 
somehow he related to me. Or something.” 
 
Giles sat down in a chair beside his Slayer. “Well, they 
can both rest now. Ethan has finished cleansing the 
school of their taint, at least.”  
 
Buffy sighed again and Xander and Willow gave each 
other concerned looks behind her back. “I just...I don't 
understand. How could she forgive him? I mean, James 
killed her. Just because she was breaking up with him. 
And it was the right thing to do. I'm not big on the age 
thing but Grace was his teacher. That's, like, totally 



frowned on in all Fifty States even now, much less in 
1955. And she forgave him for everything.”  
 
Giles patted her on the knee before standing up. “Does it 
really matter?”  
 
“I guess not. I don't know. Maybe.”  
 
“Don't worry, Buffy, it will work out in the end. You three 
stay here and rest a bit. I need to check in with Ethan.”  
 
They nodded and Giles left after throwing Buffy a 
concerned glance. As soon as they were all sure he was 
out of earshot, Willow pounced. “So, tell us. How did you 
go from being all hatey at James to feeling sorry for 
him?”  
 
Buffy shrugged again and Xander hated seeing her so 
lost. “I don't know. I just...I could feel everything he was 
doing. It was like he'd thrown a comforter over my head 
and everything was muffled but I could hear and feel and 
see everything, I just couldn't do anything about it.” 
Buffy turned to Xander. “Is that...is that what happens to 
you?”  
 
This time it was his turn to shrug. “Sometimes. 



Sometimes it's like I am that person, or like I'm watching 
it on a TV with bad reception.” What he didn't say was 
that when he stepped into that person's shoes, as it 
were, he could feel everything as well. More often than 
not this only happened in his dreams, which were bad. 
He had less control when he was asleep and, if Spike 
didn't keep an ear out, Xander was afraid the dreams 
would go too far one day. One morning he had woken up 
with bruises around his wrist that Spike had not put 
there. They'd faded within an hour but it had scared him.  
 
Xander really didn't want to find out if he could be killed 
in his dreams. He doubted if that would fade away.  
 
Buffy must have sensed that there was more that he 
wasn't going to say. “God.” She shook herself. “Anyway, I 
could feel how much he loved Grace, how much it 
destroyed him when she lied and said she didn't love 
him. I guess, with Angel, I could understand.”  
 
Silence fell. Xander wasn't sure what to say. He figured 
there wasn't anything he could do to make it better. 
Willow was looking down at her hands. They were folded 
in front of her and she was playing with the cuff of her 
sweater.  
 



“Buffy, what would you say if...well, I've been going 
through Miss Calendar's files. All her stuff, for teaching, 
and I found her techno-pagan sites and information. 
Spells, charms, invocations...I think I may be able to 
reproduce the spell that gave Angel his soul.” 
 
“Willow...” 
 
Xander's heart twisted in his chest. Buffy sounded so 
hopeful, so happy. As for himself, it just seemed so 
wrong. For one thing, Angelus needed to die in the worst 
way, and for another...if they gave Angel his soul back, 
the man could never be happy. That just didn't seem like 
a good thing to him.  
 
Willow and Buffy continued talking around him. “I don't 
know if I could do it yet, ‘cause I've just started 
researching. With enough time, though, I think I might be 
able to do it.”  
 
“God, Willow, if you could do that, if I could have Angel 
back...” 
 
“You're crazy. You're both crazy.” Xander knew he was 
sounding harsh but he didn't care. “Don't you see how 
wrong that is?” 



 
“Xander, it's not wrong. Angel's soul being taken from 
him was wrong. If you want...I could do it to Spike, too. 
That way he wouldn't...”  
 
Willow's words were like ice water running down his 
back and Xander stood up and turned away from his two 
friends. “That way he wouldn't kill, is that what you're 
saying?”  
 
“Well, so he wouldn't feel bad about drinking from bags. 
It would make it easier for him...”  
 
“Easy? Destroying part of my lover's nature would be 
easier for him?!” Xander felt his hands clench but it 
seemed from far away. “Hate to tell you this, ladies, but 
Spike may love me but he still hunts. That is who and 
what he is.” 
 
Buffy's voice was flat. “What do you mean, he still 
hunts?”  
 
“Don't know, don't ask. I just know there aren’t any 
weird bottles of tomato juice or wine in the fridge. Oh, 
and that Spike stopped going to the Bronze without me 
but he does visit the more...unsavory parts of town. 



Sunnydale may not be a big city like LA, but with the bus 
station and the interstate and the docks...well, there's 
plenty of bad guys that stroll through town, you know?” 
He shrugged.  
 
“Doesn't that bother you?” Willow's eyes were wide and 
Xander was reminded of how innocent she was.  
 
Xander wasn't sure what to say. “Yes, and no. It's 
complicated. Spike will never be good. I don't want him 
to be. If he was good, he wouldn't be who I fell in love 
with.”  
 
“But!! But I could make him good! With a soul he 
wouldn't do...that.”  
 
The ice water running down his back suddenly changed 
and Xander felt like he'd been hit with a wave of it. He 
took a deep breath and turned to look at the girl who 
had been one of his best friends for such a long time. “If 
you do it, if you give him a soul, Willow, I swear to god I 
will make him as happy as I can. And when he's back to 
normal, I won't stop him from coming after you, not this 
time.” 
 
Both Buffy and Willow gasped. Xander ignored the looks 



on their faces. “And if you think that Spike will play 
games like Angelus has, you haven't got a clue as to what 
he is. You're both my friends and I care for you but if you 
two do this, giving a soul to something that isn't meant 
to have one, Spike will not leave bits and pieces around 
for your mothers to find. They won't find anything at all.”  
 
He turned and walked out, feeling sick. The thought of 
what Spike would do to them if they even tried tagging 
him with a soul made him want to puke but the actual 
images he'd gotten from focusing on it were disturbing, 
to say the least. He would wait outside for Spike. Sure, 
he'd fuss, but right now he couldn't handle being near 
anyone.  
 
He barely made it out one of the side doors and to the 
parking lot when he started throwing up.  
 
******  
 
“Feeling better, luv?” Spike handed Xander another cup 
of tea. He wished he could blame this sudden relapse, if 
that was what it was, on the flu Xander had, but 
something told him that more than just the remainder of 
a virus and a brush with Casper had made his boy so sick 
and pale.  



 
“Yes. No. Just...hold me?”  
 
“'Course, luv, how could I not? Not gonna spew again, 
are you?” Spike didn't even wait for Xander's answer, but 
crawled into their big bed and took Xander in his arms, 
being careful not to spill his drink.  
 
“Nothing left to spew.”  
 
“Gonna tell me what got your knickers in a twist, then?”  
 
Xander sighed and Spike pressed a kiss to the back of his 
neck. Sometimes Xander seemed so confident, their time 
together and away from the influence of his parents 
giving him the room he had needed to grow. Tonight, 
though, when Spike had returned from tracking Angelus 
to his new mansion he'd found a shaken Xander waiting 
for him in the parking lot. They'd barely made it home 
before Xander had sprinted from the car to be sick in the 
loo. Whatever had happened had gotten the boy terribly 
upset and Spike was torn between comforting Xander 
and calling the Watcher to demand to know what the 
bloody hell was going on.  
 
Xander carefully set the mug he'd been sipping tea from 



on the bedside table and burrowed down in the bed so 
that his head was on Spike's chest. That was unusual as 
well; most of the time Xander liked to talk looking into 
Spike’s eyes. “Willow's decided to play around in Miss 
Calendar's files. She thinks she might be able to give 
Angel his soul back.”  
 
“Bloody hell!” Spike felt his true face slip forward and he 
threw his head back until it banged against the 
headboard. While he hated Angelus, past, present and 
souled version, the thought of Red doing magics that big 
disturbed him.  
 
“It gets worse. She offered to give you one. I told her 
no.”  
 
Xander's arms squeezed him as if in reassurance but still 
Spike had to fight back a growl. The thought of being 
chained to a soul for eternity clamped his gut in a vice 
and if he'd have eaten any human food he probably 
would have puked as well.  
 
“Relax. I told her no.”  
 
“Decided you didn't want to make me more human, did 
you?” Spike couldn't keep the bitterness out of his voice, 



despite the fact that he was glad that Xander hadn't tried 
to change him.  
 
“It would never work. I'd make you happy and you would 
have been pissed off and done nasty things to Willow 
and Buffy. I told them that but I'm not sure if they 
understand.”  
 
Spike had to fight the urge to push his lover away. He 
wanted to get up and pace, he wanted to go out and 
fight... 
 
He wanted to find Red and show her just how stupid it 
was to be playing with demons and souls.  
 
“I'm not sure even you understand, Xander. What I'd do 
to them, luv, you can't understand.” 
 
“Understanding here. Full on vision in color kind of 
understanding. With scratch and sniff, too. Why else 
would I puke up everything I've eaten in the past three 
days? I saw everything you did to them, Spike, or what 
you would do. Everything.”  
 
“And you're not running for the bloody door?” 
 



“Nope. It grossed me out, yeah, but, well, they were 
warned in that time line too. By me, and Giles and Ethan. 
More than once. Listen, can we not talk about it? I'd like 
to keep the tea down.”  
 
“Sorry, luv.” Spike hugged him in reassurance, trying not 
to let the stiffness in his muscles show. Xander snuggled 
on his chest even more, almost as if he were seeking the 
heartbeat that wasn't there. Spike ran his fingers through 
Xander's hair, trying to soothe.  
 
They'd have to talk about it, of course. Soon. It would 
destroy too much of Xander's soul if Spike killed his 
friends, so that would mean that he would probably have 
turned the boy earlier than he had planned in that future 
to keep him from worrying. Spike found that distressing 
too; he wanted it to be Xander's choice, not his.  
 
And the thought that this Xander had seen what he 
would have done, what he was capable of at his worst 
and to his friends had him twisting too. Damn Red and 
the Slayer both! Fucking about with things best left 
alone. He'd make sure to have a word in the Mage's ear 
and perhaps Cordelia's as well once the girl was better. 
She had a shrewd mind and would know to keep the 
other two from distressing Xander more than he already 



was.  
 
“Spike?”  
 
“Yeah, pet?”  
 
“Spring Break is week after next. Can we...can we go 
somewhere? No Scoobies or Angelus? Just the two of 
us?”  
 
If Spike had a beating heart it would have broken at the 
sad sound in his lover's voice. “Of course, luv. It’ll do you 
good to get away from the Hellmouth. Nasty vibes for 
you here, pet. We'll find someplace nice for us to go. The 
Slayer can keep watch. We'll talk to Giles tomorrow.”  
 
Spike would talk to him, all right, and about more than 
just Xander taking a week or so off.  
 
“Thanks, Spike.”  
 
“You're welcome, luv. Still sore?”  
 
“Yeah, I feel like my sides are on fire.”  
 
Spike chuckled softly. “Well, luv, that's what happens 



when you throw up till your toe nails come up.”  
 
“Ewww, Spike, just...ewww.”  
 
“Get some rest, brat. We'll talk about everything else 
tomorrow.”  
 
“Mrphf. Tomorrow. Night, Spike.”  
 
“Night, pet. Sweet dreams tonight, luv.” Spike continued 
to stroke Xander's hair, hoping it would help banish any 
images left over from his visions. He was definitely 
overdue a talk with the Mage and Watcher.  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Forty-Eight 

“Tell me why we're here again? I mean, here at the 
beach at the beginning of April, not here in a 
metaphysical sense.” Xander shivered in the evening air. 
It might be California but it was still chilly at times.  
 



Cordelia rolled her eyes. “The swim team got to choose 
and surprise, surprise, they chose the beach. You're just 
being a wuss since you spent a week in Arizona, soaking 
up the desert heat.”  
 
Xander shoved his hands into his pockets. “Jealous 
bitch.” Cordy snorted and Xander grinned. “All I'm saying 
is it's a stupid idea to have a beach party when it's too 
fucking cold to swim. It's nippley.”  
 
“Xander, please, I know more about your nipples than 
anyone who isn't Spike and, really, that's information I 
just do not need to know. Besides, it's nice to have a 
winning team to cheer for. It's hard being peppy when 
you're pepping for complete losers.”  
 
Xander just snorted and got closer to the fire. It did seem 
damn cold after his trip to the desert. During their trip to 
Taos, Xander had wanted to spend most of his time with 
Spike but his lover had other ideas and every day after 
lunch Xander had been all but pushed out of the hotel 
room and told to go out and “play in the bloody sunshine 
before your arse is whiter than mine.”  
 
Cordelia glanced over at where Buffy was sitting alone on 
the edge of the party. Xander noticed that the blonde 



was brooding, again. He looked over the crowd to find 
Willow and she was playing groupie to Oz's band where it 
was set up near the parking lot. It was a good party; 
Xander just would have liked it better if it was warmer. 
Oh, and if it wasn't after sundown and he didn't have to 
worry about everyone being turned into juice boxes for 
vampires. 
 
Then again, thanks to Cordy the cheerleading squad 
would probably kick their butts. Thanks to her, Tae-Bo 
and basic self defense was a requirement of being on the 
squad, and many of the girls had started taking Judo 
since it increased their flexibility. At a regional 
competition for cheerleaders one of the judges had 
grabbed Aura's butt and she'd flipped him over her 
shoulder. Sunnydale had lost because the guy was a prick 
and had friends but they'd become the fan favorite.  
 
Cordelia gave a little sigh and Xander looked over to 
what she was looking at. One of the swim team, 
Cameron Walker, was trying to put the moves on her. 
They talked for a few minutes and then Buffy went to 
save Jonathon from getting drowned in the ice cooler 
and Cordy sighed again.  
 
Xander nudged her with his shoulder. “So...crushing on 



the Buffster, huh? Welcome to the Tribe of Dorothy. I'll 
get your introductory packet with rainbow key chain to 
you tomorrow. Oh! And as a special gift you get a DVD of 
But...I'm a Cheerleader!” 
 
“Shut up. God. Do I need to threaten Ethan or slip holy 
water into your fridge?”  
 
Xander grinned. “Neither. I am capable of figuring things 
out for myself, you know.”  
 
Cordelia turned and hit him in the arm and Xander 
winced. “Yeah, right. Like the fact that Willow is still 
crushing on you? Poor Oz. If you suddenly decided you 
weren't gay she'd be all over you in a New York Minute.” 
 
“God.” Xander closed his eyes. “Please don't tell me she's 
trying to magically grow a penis.” Xander knew that Spike 
had sent Cordelia to talk to Buffy and Willow but, other 
than a giant cat fight, nothing had been accomplished. 
Cordelia wasn't exactly diplomatic and the girls...well, 
they were convinced that they were going to do the 
Right Thing. Whatever that was. Xander hadn't talked to 
them much since getting back from Spring Break over a 
week ago and Cordy had stopped working out with Buffy, 
which bothered her, so much so that Xander noticed.  



 
“Okay, I will give you fifty bucks if you never put that 
mental image in my head ever again!! GAH!”  
 
Xander laughed. “Deal. Now, quit avoiding my earlier 
question. You have a crush on Buffy, so what are you 
going to do about it?”  
 
Cordelia seemed to deflate and her normal air of self-
confidence seemed to ebb away. “Nothing. I mean, she 
wasn't exactly accepting of you being gay, for one thing. 
And she's still all Junior Miss Angst over Angel. Oh, and 
the little fact that she totally hates me has something to 
do with it!”  
 
Xander pulled her in for a hug. He hated seeing Cordy 
all...human. It was unnerving. “She just doesn't know 
you, Cor. I mean, all she sees is this shallow bitch who's 
friends with Ethan and she still kind of resents the fact 
that Giles is with him. Plus, you’re more popular and rich, 
and she used to be that in her old school when her 
parents were together, before the Slayer stuff got in the 
way. So she's a little bit jealous. She doesn't get what I 
see.”  
 
Cordy pulled away. “Do I even want to know?”  



 
“Yes, idiot. You are a great friend. I mean, you protect 
the people you care about. You've helped me time and 
time again. You're smart, beautiful inside and out. And 
yes, you can be a bitch but that's not a bad thing, really. 
You're not even a shallow bitch, you're a...really deep 
thinking kind of bitch and that's just sounding worse and 
worse, isn't it?”  
 
Cordelia gave a rueful laugh. “No, it isn't. I see where 
you're going. Thanks. I think.” She took a deep breath. “If 
I'm going to be a bitch, I'm going to be the best bitch I 
can be. And meanwhile, I've got better things to do than 
moon over someone who's still hooked on her ex even 
though he's killing people.”  
 
Off to the side there was some screaming and yelling, 
and not the fun loving kind. They looked at each other 
and took off, Cordelia pausing to pick up her practice bag 
that had most of their weapons stored under her pom-
poms.  
 
They got there behind nearly everyone else, and now 
everybody was milling about looking for Dodd McAlvy, 
one of the swim team and resident asshole now that 
Larry was dead. Buffy and Cameron were standing close 



together and Xander could feel Cordy stiffen beside him.  
 
“Come on. They've got enough people here; let's go 
interrupt the Three Brits and see if they know what 
Angelus was up to tonight.”  
 
Cordelia glanced over at the Slayer acting snuggly with 
yet another guy with a unibrow. “Right. Let me go find 
Aura and the girls and we're outta here.”  
 
Xander just nodded. The idea of chaperoning the entire 
cheerleading team was better than hanging around 
looking for an asshole who was probably dead by now. 
Maybe that's why there were vampires, to eat the 
jackasses of the world.  
 
“Xander?”  
 
He turned around to find Willow looking at him with big 
eyes. Part of him was glad to see her but another part 
twisted inside. Now that Cordy had pointed out her 
crush, he could see it, surrounding her in a slight glow 
that kept on trying to reach out for him. Hardly any 
tendrils of affection were connecting to Oz, who stood 
off to one side. Crap. Xander really felt sorry for the guy 
and made a mental note to try to hang out with Oz more, 



when Willow wasn't around.  
 
“Hey, Oz, Willow.”  
 
They stood there looking at each other until Willow 
broke. “So...what's going on?”  
 
Xander just shrugged. “One of the swim team morons 
wandered off. Cordy and I are gonna check in with G-
man and see what he has to say since Buffy's got this 
area covered.” From what he could see she had Cameron 
covered too, but he knew he was just annoyed on 
Cordy's behalf.  
 
“Oh...did you have a nice Spring Break?”  
 
Xander grinned, despite his discomfort. “God, yes! Spike 
took me to Taos, New Mexico. It was so nice and warm! 
And the food was great! Spike took me to this place 
called the the Stakeout Grill and Bar, and I actually had 
steak and lobster! And what's really great is that Taos has 
this real big New Age movement, so during the day I 
went to a few classes on meditation and learning psychic 
self defense and cleansing your auras and stuff like that. 
And he treated me to a day at a spa! So all my pores have 
been cleaned out, my aura and spiritual self are squeaky 



clean and, not only are my chakras aligned, I know what 
the hell they are.”  
 
Xander couldn't help but grin and bounce on his toes. It 
had been a great vacation and the first real one he'd had 
since he was ten. They'd left the Friday that Spring Break 
started and didn't come back till Sunday the week after. 
Eight days away from Angelus and the Hellmouth had left 
Xander feeling refreshed.  
 
And Spike had chartered a private plane to take them 
there so there wasn't that annoying fourteen hour drive 
time. And he'd gotten to join the Mile High Club. Twice. 
Not that he was going to tell Willow that.  
 
“What? Spike let you out of the hotel room? I'm 
shocked.”  
 
While her tone was teasing and light, Xander could tell 
she was probing for something or other. He rolled his 
eyes. “No, Willow, he chained me to his bed and made 
me his sex slave, subject to his every whim. We are not 
connected at the hip all the time, and when we are it's 
because we want to be.” Xander thought for a moment 
about the willing sex slave thing. He'd have to find out 
when Spike's birthday was.  



 
“Xander! It's just...we don't talk anymore. Like we used 
to. I miss you.” 
 
Xander sighed but didn't give her the hug she was so 
obviously aiming for. “I miss you too,Wills, but you don't 
seem to like what I'm choosing to do with my life. And it 
is my life. I can't just do things that you want me to do to 
make you happy.”  
 
“I don't understand. I mean, Spike is evil. We could give 
him the soul or you could find someone better than him, 
someone nicer, like Oz!”  
 
Xander closed his eyes and took a step away. For a 
moment he could see her fantasy, Xander and Oz 
together. Not that Oz wasn't a good looking guy, but he 
wasn't Spike. “Willow, the only way we'll stop being 
friends is if you keep pushing me away. I love Spike, I 
have made a long term commitment to Spike. You're 
going to have to accept that I love him as he is. We're 
taking precautions so that no one, you or Buffy, can curse 
him, so don't even try it.” 
 
Cordelia walked over and looked at Willow before 
ignoring her and turning to Xander. “Cindy's boyfriend, 



Zac, is seeing the girls home. One of the guys on the 
swim team tried to grab her tit and she slammed him 
into the ground. I think Zac is torn between being scared 
that she can kick his ass and aroused. She's bullied him 
into taking everyone home so he can get a shot at third 
base. Let's go.”  
 
“Of course he's bullied by her; poor guy's parents named 
him Zac. That would lead to massive bullying.”  
 
Cordy went to hit him again and he sidestepped. “You 
should know, Xander.” Cordy looked over at Willow and 
Oz. “Well, are you two coming to see the Wonderful 
Wizards of the Hellmouth or what?”  
 
Xander laughed and Willow gave a confused look as Oz 
gathered her up and started following behind them. He 
put an arm around Cordy and squeezed. “You go, girl! 
Soon, I'll have you watching Xena and we'll march in a 
parade together this summer.”  
 
“So help me god, Xander Harris, if you come near me 
with a flannel shirt I will kick your ass so hard you won't 
let Spike near you for a week.”  
 
Xander just laughed. Willow and Oz were far enough 



behind them so they couldn't hear him teasing Cordy. “I 
see...I see...I see a future for you as a Physical Education 
teacher. And you're wearing gray sweats and watching 
the cheerleaders change in the locker room.” 
 
“You are so fucking sick. I'm telling Spike you're picking 
on me. Spike likes me, he gave me diamonds.”  
 
Xander just burst out laughing and he tried to stop since 
he could feel Willow staring at the back of his head. If she 
didn't stop his hair was going to burst into flames.  
 
That didn't stop him from leaning over and whispering in 
Cordy's ear. “Lipstick Lesbo.”  
 
“Vampire Twink.”  
 
Xander spluttered. “Umm, Drama Diva.”  
 
Cordy flashed him a smile. “And don't you forget it.”  

 
 
 
 
 



Part Forty-Nine 

Spike grit his teeth and tried not to fidget as a wave of 
the Mage's spell enveloped him. He hated this, hated 
anything to do with bloody magic. It was unpredictable at 
the best of times and asking the Chaos worshiper for 
help gnawed in his gut. He hated asking for help as much 
as the magic, but he sure as fuck didn't want a soul, and 
no matter how much he might want to pull bits and bobs 
off Red until she was begging, he didn't want to hurt 
Xander either.  
 
So he put up with it, and with the nattering of the 
Watcher he'd had to endure a few weeks earlier. He 
didn't seem to get it, get how a soul just didn't belong. 
The problem was most of the Watchers, Rupert included, 
saw vampires as something outside of nature. Different, 
not belonging.  
 
But that wasn't how it was, or at least not how Spike 
figured it. Demons walked the earth long before humans 
learned to walk upright. It was a system of checks and 
balances; humans were the prey and vampires were the 
predators. They culled the old and the weak and the sick 
from the herd. Fuck, the way he saw it, if it weren't for 
vampires nipping at humans’ heels they would never 



have cooperated long enough to form groups and then 
cities. They were so used to fighting amongst themselves, 
they would never have gathered into large groups on 
their own.  
 
Spike growled at himself. He'd listened to Xander one 
day talking to one of the flakes at the resort they'd 
stayed at in Taos about how evil it was that they were 
shipping wolves in from Canada or some other 
godforsaken place just because the deer population had 
gotten too big. Xander had used the same argument, and 
had verbally backed the old bint into a corner. Spike 
could tell his boy had put a lot of thought into his line of 
reasoning.  
 
He'd never heard Xander so confident in all the time he'd 
known him. It had been all he could do to wait for Xander 
to come in from the sun before he'd picked him up and 
carried him to bed. Later on Xander had laughed and 
asked what had gotten into him and Spike had just made 
something up. He didn't want Xander to know how much 
it affected him when the boy actually showed how much 
he understood Spike. No one in his long life had fully 
understood him, not even Drusilla.  
 
Just Xander.  



 
“There. Done. And a good bit of magic, if I do say so 
myself. However, if Xander continues to call it Magic 
Teflon I may be forced to do something drastic.”  
 
Giles snorted from his corner. “It is appropriate.”  
 
Spike had to grin. When they'd first come to the two men 
about Willow's plan of ensouling Spike, it had been 
Xander who had begged for a protection spell for Spike 
to keep the future he saw from happening. “Yeah, well, I 
for one ain't saying a thing about it. What Xander wants, 
he gets, and if it's Magic Teflon for me, then I sit here 
while you kill a rooster or whatever the fuck it is you do 
and get Magic Teflon.”  
 
Ethan made a huffing noise. “As if I'd be that provincial. 
Still, it should reflect any spell that Ms. Rosenberg might 
throw at you.”  
 
Spike got up, unable to sit still any longer. “Have you at 
least chatted with little Miss Witch about playing with 
magic yet?”  
 
Giles looked up from the book he'd been working on. “I 
did. However, I doubt if it did any good. As much as I care 



for that girl, she does wear blinders. I blame her parents; 
they refuse to really look at the girl or the world around 
them and, to a certain extent, Willow does the same 
thing.”  
 
“Ripper, how Freudian can you get? The girl refuses to 
acknowledge certain facets of reality and you're blaming 
her Mother. The next thing you'll be doing is buying 
cigars and using them in a suggestive manner.”  
 
Spike laughed. “As if you’d complain if he did.”  
 
Giles looked put out and embarrassed and he shot a look 
at his lover. “Yes, well, that is enough of that. You say 
Xander's been having nightmares that he doesn't 
remember?”  
 
Spike nodded. “I don't like bringing them up. I figure if his 
waking mind doesn't want to talk about it, there's a 
reason.” 
 
Ethan gave him a look. “In your vast experience with 
dealing with minds like Xander's, eh?”  
 
He growled. “That's right. You forget, it was my Princess 
who somehow gave him his nifty new accessory package, 



as Xan likes to call it. Back in the day, Darla and Angelus 
would force her to talk about what she saw when that 
happened and I'd be left trying to soothe her. There were 
times when she tried to claw her own eyes out, and it 
was usually when she was seeing something terrible and 
having dreams she couldn't remember but was forced to. 
Not havin' that with my Xan.”  
 
The Watcher gave him a look and Spike restrained 
himself from rolling his eyes. It was amazing how Giles 
could doubt his intentions towards Xander still, after all 
this time. You'd think if he really didn't trust him, the 
man would try to get Xander to move in with him or 
separate him from Spike. Instead he just got the 
occasional glare, but he'd been glaring more and more 
since they'd come back from Xander's break. Spike 
wondered what was going on in the human's head.  
 
“Yes, well...what exactly is he dreaming of? Can you tell? 
Or are you psychic now, as well?”  
 
Spike paused and really looked at the Watcher and 
noticed for the first time that night that the man was 
truly mad at him for some reason. He wasn't sure if he 
wanted to find out why or not. “Phrases, words. Boy talks 
in his sleep when he gets like that, like Dru used to. 



Talking to the bloody stars or the fish that swim in the air 
or sprites or whatever the hell it is he sees. Something 
about a sword in the stone, and no he has not watched 
Excalibur. Something about Angelus waking up the 
dragon, one that will eat the world or the sun or god 
knows what else. About the stones coming to life. Then it 
goes onto the blood and death portion of the dream and 
I try to wake him up. Bloody well clocked me good the 
other night; I actually bruised.”  
 
Spike had actually been proud of that. Xander's fighting 
abilities had taken a bit of a downturn when he got his 
powers because it was difficult for him to focus enough 
to be able to keep his brain in one place to fight, but the 
boy was getting a bit better.  
 
Ethan was making notations of what Spike was telling 
them. “That's not much to go on, but it's a start. I'd give 
you something to help him sleep, but then the visions 
may break through into his waking hours.” 
 
Spike shook his head. “Nah, I'll deal with him. Maybe if I 
tell him it's being looked into the next time they start up 
he'll be able to stop dreaming about that, at least.”  
 
The Watcher made a rude noise in the back of his throat 



and Spike spun around. “Look, Rupert, something’s 
crawled up your arse and we might as well find out what 
it is now.”  
 
“As if you really care. You had me fooled there for a 
while, you know; I thought that you actually cared for the 
lad...” 
 
Spike was across the room and had pulled the Watcher 
up by his lapels before the Mage could even make a 
move. “You don't know even half of what I feel for 
Xander! Git. I might be an evil, soulless bastard but I 
would die for Xander!” 
 
He could see Ethan move in the corner of his eye but 
something made the Mage hold back, and for once he 
was grateful. The so-called Magic Teflon would probably 
protect him from anyone except the magician who 
installed it.  
 
“And let me guess, you'd kill for him too? Is that what 
happened with his Father?”  
 
Spike snorted and let go of Giles. “So that's what this is 
about. Tried to track down Daddy Dearest, as Xan calls 
him, and found a few bits and pieces, eh? Tell me, what's 



got your bollocks in a twist? The fact that I killed him, or 
the fact that you didn't have a chance?” 
 
Giles paled and Spike knew he didn't understand just yet 
exactly what Xander's father was. “I'd never...” 
 
“Never kill the old bastard? You'd have been tempted, at 
least. Well, if you're as good a man as you'd like to think 
you are you would have.”  
 
“Spike...” 
 
Ethan stepped between them. “Ripper. Let him talk.” He 
turned to Spike. “Tell him. All of it.”  
 
“You know?”  
 
Ethan shrugged. “I have my guesses. Certain things that 
he's let slip or how he reacts every once in a while when 
Ripper is disappointed in him.”  
 
Now they were both looking at him, and this time Giles 
looked white and Spike couldn’t help but feel a little glee 
in the fact that it was him getting to tell Giles just what 
was what. “First time we talked, he told me about the 
scars he has on his legs from being switched. Later on, I 



found out how much Harris Sr. liked to swat at his only 
child with anything he had on hand. Flyswatter, stick, 
belt. How about I tell you how many times Xander has 
wandered around the Hellmouth at night because it was 
safer for him to walk around than go into his house with 
his own parents?”  
 
By that time the Watcher was green and Ethan had lines 
of anger around his eyes and mouth. Spike grinned evilly 
at their discomfort. “How about I tell you about the day 
he left home? You remember that, don't you, Watcher? 
How the boy came out to his friends, tried to let Red 
down easy and they didn't want to hear it, how he was 
gay. I wonder if your precious Slayer went home and told 
his parents? Maybe it was Red, hoping that Xan's Mum 
would talk him into loving her? More likely it was 
another one of the gits that was in the hall when he 
came out to them. Either way, dear old Da found out. 
Boy finally stood up to him, but not before he got a 
broken arm out of it.” 
 
Giles gave a little strangled sound and Spike continued to 
talk. “Had a busted lip, too; black eye, busted ribs. Took 
him to a demon I know of and the boy pretended to be 
my pet while I had him healed. Still couldn't fix 
everything, though, could I? Had to wear a brace on his 



arm for a bit. Don't worry, though, Daddy paid for it. 
Every single inch of him. Gonna say anything now? How I 
shouldn't have killed him? Shouldn't have cut out his 
tongue? He begged, you know, from the first moment. 
Broke before I could really have any fun. You'd have 
thought no one had burned his knackers before.”  
 
“That's enough!”  
 
Spike subsided, feeling an inner thrill that Giles looked 
confused. Both the other men took a few deep breaths 
and exchanged glances before Ethan turned to him. 
“Does Xander know this?”  
 
Spike snorted and felt for a cigarette. He wasn't 
“allowed” to smoke in the Watcher's flat but he needed 
something to do with his hands. “Of course. The boy isn't 
stupid, you know. He figured it out. Took him a while, 
though. Seems no one cared enough to go look for the 
git, not even the missus.” He turned to Giles. “Still gonna 
be a sanctimonious prick about it all, then? Or are you 
gonna be sensible and say good riddance to bad 
rubbish?”  
 
The flat was quiet, with only the sounds of the two 
human's inner workings and the clock in the kitchen 



interrupting the silence. Finally Giles threw himself down 
in a chair and took off his glasses. “Bloody hell!”  
 
Ethan snorted. “That's about the size of it.” He moved to 
pour himself and his lover a drink from the bar and Spike 
noticed that a third glass was out for him. Seemed he 
was out of the dog house, as Xander would say.  
 
“I can't say that I approve of what you did, Spike. To me 
killing humans is never an option...”  
 
“Good thing I'm not you, ain't it?” Spike nodded a thanks 
to Ethan and took the tumbler of Scotch he was given. 
“Look, Xander's dealt with it and moved on. You should 
too. Bringing it up will only drag in other dirt he'd 
probably rather you not know. There's a reason he didn't 
say anything to you about it. And he's okay now.”  
 
It was an incredibly poofy thing for him to say, but Spike 
knew that Xander actually liked both the other men and 
it wouldn't do anyone any good if he got nervous at the 
thought of Giles poking around in his Father's death. 
They should have done with it and leave it be.  
 
Suddenly there were voices outside and Spike could hear 
Xander's laughter. The door opened without anyone 



knocking and Xander and Cordelia walked in, arm in arm. 
Spike knew that if it were anyone else doing it the action 
would cause jealousy. With Xander it was just the fact 
that he cared about his friends and liked to touch.  
 
Willow and Oz walked in and the girl glanced nervously in 
his direction. Spike ignored her and went to wrap his 
arms around Xander. Cordelia jumped in front of him and 
stood with her hands on her hips. “Spike! Xander's been 
picking on me!”  
 
Xander grinned and ducked around her and Spike 
opened his arms. “Is that right, luv? Have you been 
getting up the cheerleader's nose?”  
 
“EEWWW! No. I've just been annoying her, that's all.”  
 
Spike rolled his eyes and saw Ethan and Giles do the 
same. “Bloody Americans,” he muttered. “What's got 
you lot so wound up?”  
 
“The usual. Beach party, jocks being idiots, bloodcurdling 
screams followed by a disappearance. Buffy's checking 
out the beach so we came here to see if you guys know 
anything.”  
 



Cordelia threw herself in a chair. “You left out the part 
where Buffy was shamelessly throwing herself at one of 
the swim team. I mean, really....all they do is swim. 
Doesn't take that much talent.”  
 
Xander made a sympathetic noise and Spike knew that 
he'd found out about his friend’s crush on the Slayer. 
Before he could say anything, though, Giles pulled his 
notepad close to him and put on his glasses once again. 
“Right. Start at the beginning and one at a time, please.”  
 
Cordelia started talking and Spike rolled his eyes and sat 
down, pulling Xander with him. It was going to be a long 
night.  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Fifty 

“Xander?”  
 
Xander blushed and thought about trying to hide at the 
tone of Willow's voice. He didn't know the girls had 



planned to crash practice or else he would never have 
agreed to Giles' plan. Next time, the old Watcher could 
squeeze his man bits into a Speedo.  
 
“Xander?!” Cordelia's tone of voice wasn't that much 
better than Willow's and Xander had the fleeting thought 
that, while she might have feelings for Buffy, she sure 
sounded like she still liked looking at guys, at the very 
least. “What the hell are you doing here? Does Spike 
know you’re showing off the Addams Family Jewels?”  
 
“Could you please keep it down? I'm under cover. And 
yes, Spike knows I'm here. Sort of.” He might have 
forgotten to mention the part where the swim team 
didn't wear trunks, or whatever the hell you'd call that 
jumpsuit they wore to swim in a hundred years ago, the 
ugly one with the stripes. Spike probably thought he was 
swimming in the board shorts he'd taken on vacation and 
not this scrap of cloth the Coach made him wear.  
 
Buffy grinned at his discomfort and he made a mental 
note to revisit that dead frog idea he'd had before 
getting sick the month before. “You're not under much 
cover there, are you?”  
 
Xander shifted uncomfortably under her gaze and her 



eyes were drawn to a bite he had on his inner thigh. 
“Xander! That's...”  
 
“Leave it, Buffy.” 
 
Willow's eyes were huge. “But...” 
 
“Hey, if I'm old enough to go out hunting creatures of the 
night, I'm old enough to do other things, okay? Just leave 
it. Besides, I've got to get going or the Coach will have 
baby dolphins. The swim team wasn't too happy to have 
me, what with me practicing the love that dare not speak 
its name. Faggots don't swim, you know.” Xander rolled 
his eyes.  
 
Cordelia gave him an odd look. “You joined the swim 
team? Were they desperate? And wasn't there, like, an 
Olympic Gold Medalist that was gay?”  
 
“Hey, don't be throwing logic and fair play around here, 
missy! That doesn't go with the Coach's ideals for the 
swim team! And yes, I joined. It's all part of my and 
Giles's nefarious plan to keep an eye on Gage when Buffy 
can't.”  
 
Willow's eyes seemed to bug out of her head. “When 



you're in the nude?” Buffy nudged her and Cordelia 
snorted. “I—I mean, when you're changing?”  
 
Xander laughed. “Yeah, like any of these bastions of 
heterosexuality are letting me see them naked. For big 
tough guys, they sure are a bunch of pansies.”  
 
Just then the Coach's whistle blew. “Harris!! You can talk 
to your coffee klatch on your own time!”  
 
Xander turned and gave a mock salute. “Jawohl!” He 
started to jog off to take his place on the starting block. 
 
“Hey, Xander, will you be practicing the same time 
tomorrow?” Cordy's voice followed him and he gave an 
“I don't know” sort of shrug.  
 
As he put on his swim cap and goggles he tried to not to 
overhear what Cordelia was saying, certain that either 
“camera” or “Spike” would be mentioned at some point 
in time.  
 
*****  
 
“This is frustrating! I can't find anything. The swim team 
either ignores me or hassles me. I swear to god, if Coach 



Martin didn't need me for the swim team he'd let them 
hold me under. Not that I couldn't kick their asses now 
that Gage turned into the Creature from the Black 
Lagoon.” Xander ran his hand through his hair in 
frustration. He was scheduled to go to the next practice 
but, while he loved the swimming part of it, it would 
have been easier if he was in the closet.  
 
The fact that he didn't normally back down from taunts 
didn't help either, but trying to keep up his mental 
shields and worrying that if he did finish something one 
of his so-called team mates started he'd end up fish food 
kept him from kicking the snot out of them. Now that 
Gage had joined the slimed and scaled set, Matt Walker 
had moved up the ladder to having the best swim time. 
Xander was firmly in the back of the pack, along with 
whatever loser the Coach had dredged up to replace 
Gage, but that didn't really bother him all that much 
since that meant he wasn't going to turn into a bad 
Jabberjaw villain.  
 
At least, he hoped not.  
 
“Can't you, I don't know, go around and touch things? 
Listen to your voices?”  
 



Xander snorted. He, Buffy and Willow were all hanging 
around the locker room and Xander was frustrated. Just 
because he was gay he wasn't included in any of the 
team activities, up to and including locker room rights. 
The Coach had pulled him aside and told him that maybe 
he should wait until the other guys left the room for him 
to change. It was almost as if he was afraid Xander was 
going to pounce on them. Not that he wanted to.  
 
Even if he wasn't with Spike, he wouldn't have wanted 
to. Some of the guys were as idiotic as Larry had been 
when he was alive. And when compared to how sexy 
Spike looked wet? Well, they might as well put bags over 
their heads, not to mention other places.  
 
He turned to answer Buffy's question. “I could touch a 
few lockers, but it's dangerous. I mean, I could pick up 
anything from Matt's fantasies about the Cheerleaders 
and then have to tell Cordy so she can smack him, I'm 
sure, to low-jacking into Gage's thoughts after he grew 
gills and get trapped there, which would be really bad.”  
 
“We've got to do something. I mean, we're no closer to 
figuring out what's doing this than we were two days 
ago!”  
 



Xander took a deep breath. “Okay, if I don't find anything 
out today, I'll do it. Have either Cordy or Giles meet me 
here after practice and I'll do it then.”  
 
“I can help you. I mean, if you want.” Willow was 
fidgeting with his little back pack purse, and for a 
moment Xander was tempted. But he didn't think he 
could really open up if she was around; Willow threw off 
his psychic abilities more than just about anyone else. 
She was a whirlpool of confusing emotions that tried to 
drag him in.  
 
“Thanks, Wills, but if it can't be Ethan or Spike it had 
better be Giles or Cordy. Giles has his own mental shields 
and knows how to keep me out of his mind and Cordy 
knows to pretty much think of anything besides what I'm 
doing. I may get mental images of what nail polish she 
has to buy to match her shoes or whatever, but she 
won't affect my psychometry. And sorry, Buffy, but it'll 
have to be that. The voices in my head only seem to talk 
to me when I'm asleep anyway.”  
 
Buffy nodded, all business. “Good. I'll tell Giles and he 
can decide. Meanwhile, I think I may see what I can find 
out in the school records office on Coach Martin. From 
what you've told me, he's just a little too happy to be 



finally coaching a winning team and not nearly worried 
enough about his players.”  
 
“Sounds like a plan, Stan. Maybe you could do your 
magic fingers on the computer thing, Wills. Not, you 
know, the real magic but the computer hacker magic. 
Ooh! I wonder if the Coach is, like, making side bets with 
some sort of underworld mafia types?”  
 
Buffy hit him on the shoulder. “Xander. I really doubt if 
anyone is betting on the outcome of a high school swim 
meet. That would be seriously lame. Besides, the only 
underworld type we get here in Sunnydale is the 
demonic type.”  
 
“You never know, Buffy. I bet there are demon gangsters 
out there. The two don't have to be mutually exclusive.”  
 
“Thanks ever so much, Xander. Now you've got me 
thinking of Angelus in a Godfather type setting, or in one 
of those horrid pin stripe suits. I need to get my mental 
eyes bleached now.”  
 
She made a half hearted move to hit him again and 
Xander ducked. “Ow, Buffy. Psychic guy, not 
invulnerable! Those punches hurt!” 



 
“Don't be such a baby! I'd say something about you and 
your boyfriend but if I imagine you with Spike I'll have to 
do more than bleach my mental eye balls, I'll have to dig 
them out with a fork.”  
 
“Yeah, yeah. Admit it, Buffy, girls imagine two guys doing 
it just as often as straight guys imagine two girls doing 
it.”  
 
“Stop it! Just stop it!” Willow's voice broke into their 
banter and they both turned to see her red in the face. 
Xander had no idea what had set her off this time; he'd 
taken to putting up every mental defense when she was 
around, so much so that he was nearly head blind, which 
was a pain now that he was starting to get used to his 
abilities.  
 
“What’s the matter, Willow?”  
 
“How can you even ask that, Buffy? I mean, you're joking 
about it! Xander is dating an evil fiend from Hell and 
you're laughing about it!”  
 
Xander resisted the urge to start slamming his head into 
the wall. Not this again. “Look, Willow, for one thing, he's 



an evil fiend from London. Kensington, to be exact. And 
for another thing, I thought we’d gone over this before. I 
love Spike, and nothing you say or do will change that. 
Even if I didn't love Spike, I am still gay, so that means I'd 
be much more likely to date Oz than you. You can't 
daydream about your cake and...eat it, or whatever. That 
saying doesn't work well in this instance. What I'm 
saying, Willow, is that I will always care for you like a 
sister? Get it?” 
 
“I know but...I don't like it! And I don't like Spike!”  
 
“No one is asking you to, Wills.”  
 
“And can I just say thank god? I mean, really, if I had to 
actually like and approve of Spike, I think my hair would 
fall out or something.” Buffy made a face. “God, Xander, 
he's snarky and rude and stinks from all those cigarettes. 
Even without the vampire part, I don't get what you see 
in him.” 
 
Xander shrugged. This was the first time Buffy's 
opposition to Spike had ever come up in those terms. 
“Well, he cares about me, and takes care of me. And I 
don't mean in a kept boy kind of way but in an equal kind 
of way. Not that I am, at least not yet, but he teaches me 



stuff. Cards, fighting, pick pocketing. About food and 
movies and just...no one ever did that. Giles tried, at 
least he has this past year, but he didn't have much time 
last year with a new Slayer to train.”  
 
It was hard for him to put into words just why he liked 
Spike. Well, without getting too personal, that is. “I guess 
you can say that when I'm with Spike, I feel more like me. 
I mean, he makes me feel more confident about who I 
am. God, I so suck at this.” He laughed. “That sounds like 
something in a letter in one of those teen girl 
magazines.”  
 
Buffy smiled sadly at him, no doubt thinking of Angel. “I 
don't want to know how you know what's in teen girl 
magazines, either. Over half of your life I prefer to live in 
ignorance about, otherwise I'd never sleep.”  
 
Willow took a deep breath. “That's just it. I mean, how 
can you be so accepting of him being with Spike?” 
 
“Because I know what it's like to be really in love.” Buffy 
sighed. “Besides, if Spike was really being evil, he would 
have either killed Xander long ago, or tried to keep 
Xander away from us. He doesn't. That says a lot more to 
me than any words that come out of Spike's mouth since 



over half of them are designed to piss me off. That's why 
I'm not in on the plan to soul Spike.”  
 
“Wait!” Xander looked at Buffy. “I mean, I knew you 
knew about it, because we were both there when Willow 
mentioned it, but I didn't know you were against it.”  
 
“You kinda went off that night, Xan, and didn't give me a 
chance to say anything. Not that I like the fact that Spike 
hunts but I think he wouldn't do anything that 
would...bother you. If he did anything really bad you'd 
find out, and I don't think he'd risk losing you.” Buffy 
seemed uncomfortable. “And I'm okay with re-souling 
Angel, if we can, because that would be what I think he 
wanted but, well, not Spike.”  
 
Xander nodded but didn't say anything. It was a moot 
point now. He turned to Willow. “What can I say to you 
to make you okay with me and Spike? I don't mean liking 
him, or inviting us over to dinner. I mean, getting you to 
stop this emotional blackmail crap that you keep on 
pulling out of your hat.” 
 
“I—I don't know.”  
 
“Right. You don't know. Let me know when you figure it 



out. In the meantime, we have work to do.” Xander 
squeezed Buffy on the arm in thanks and went into the 
locker room, leaving Willow behind.  
 
*****  
 
“You okay, pet?” Spike wrapped his arms around 
Xander's middle. Most of what had gone on earlier he'd 
heard about from Ethan, and never had Spike been so 
proud than hearing that his boy had wrestled with a man 
twice his size and won. Dumping the git in the sewers for 
his own monsters to eat had been accidental, Spike was 
sure, but it was a nice touch.  
 
“Yeah, it's just...ewww. I feel all guilty, but not all at 
once. And can I say that I'm glad they're all homophobic 
jackasses? Otherwise I would have gotten a dose of that 
steam too.”  
 
Spike wrinkled his nose at the thought of Xander getting 
any of the steroids or whatever crap it was in his body. 
“Don't even think about it. Here...” Spike led them over 
to one of the lounge areas in the school. “Sit. Can't let 
you go off anywhere without me, can I?”  
 
“Yeah, well, what can I say? Kids think most of their 



teachers in school are evil, but ours really are.” Spike sat 
on the arm of the couch by Xander and snorted. Xander 
looked up at him and frowned. “What are you doing 
here, anyway? I thought we were handling the swim 
team while you and Ethan try to find out what's up with 
Angelus.”  
 
“What, aren't you happy to see me?”  
 
Xander grinned and pulled him close for a kiss. Spike 
growled in the back of his throat and all but tackled 
Xander and pinned him to the couch.  
 
“God!! Do I need to get the hose out for you two?” Spike 
ignored the cheerleader as she sat down on the couch 
they were snogging on but after a minute Xander pushed 
him away.  
 
“CORDY!”  
 
“What? If I waited until you stopped macking on each 
other there would be disgusting stains left on the couch, 
and these are school property. Everyone has to share so 
sit up and quit feeling up Spike's ass.”  
 
Spike took back his place on the arm of the chair and 



growled at the girl. “Sod off!”  
 
“Get bent. Well, bent-er. The others will be here in a 
second; the public health people were taking care of all 
the other swim team members in the library. Which was 
why we sent you out here to get snacks and avoid all 
that, remember, Xander?”  
 
Xander ducked his head. “Oops. Sorry, Cor, I forgot. Hey, 
maybe after all this we could go to the Bronze! I mean, 
once we make sure Angelus isn't ending the world this 
weekend.”  
 
Before she could say anything, Spike heard several sets of 
footsteps and bit off yet another growl. He'd been 
keeping his distance from the Slayer and Willow, not 
wanting to test his control. Still, he had to look at Red at 
some point in time, if only to reassure Xander he 
wouldn't go for her throat. 
 
Xander squeezed his arm reassuringly as the others 
straggled into the lounge. The Slayer threw herself down 
dramatically into one of the overstuffed chairs and put 
her arm over her face. “My god, it's amazing how pooped 
you get, fighting for your life.” 
 



Willow sat in the chair on the opposite side of the lounge 
and refused to meet his eyes. “It's because of all the 
adrenalin. You crash down off the high and get all 
tuckered out. A few carbohydrates and a good night's 
sleep and you'll be right as rain.”  
 
“How is rain right? I've never gotten that.”  
 
Giles cleared his throat rather loudly in an effort to get 
everyone's attention. “Can we please focus? Xander, you 
and Cordelia did good work in discovering the cause of 
the transformation. Willow, the files you obtained from 
Nurse Greenleigh will undoubtedly prove invaluable to 
the health officials. Buffy, Xander; good job with Coach 
Martin.”  
 
Buffy gave a tired smile. “Too bad he's fish food; it would 
have been funny to be called meddling kids.” 
 
There was laughter as Giles took off his glasses. “Yes, 
well, cartoon fantasies aside, the people from animal 
control have come and gone. They could find no trace of 
the creatures. They've made a dash for it, or a swim for 
it.”  
 
Willow sat up. “Does this mean we have to hunt them 



down again?”  
 
Ethan shook his head. “No, my dear, I don't believe so. I 
don't think we'll be seeing hide nor scale from them ever 
again.”  
 
“Where do you think they'll go?”  
 
Buffy sounded sad and Spike remembered that she'd 
been chatting up one of the creatures before he'd been 
fishified.  
 
Ethan leaned back with a cat that ate the canary grin. 
“The sewers eventually lead to the ocean, if one knows 
the way. They just needed a bit of help. And really, it 
wasn't their fault. I'm sure if Coach Martin had 
mentioned the fact that they would end up amphibious 
they would have rejected the offer of chemical help.”  
 
Giles waved a hand in dismissal. “We have other things 
to be worried about. There have been several...portents, 
lately. Xander, I'm told you've been dreaming quite a bit 
recently?”  
 
“Yeah, but I don't really remember. And Spike never says 
that much so I figured it's either nothing to worry about 



or too big for me to worry about and just...don't worry 
about it.”  
 
“Oddly, that makes perfect sense. But, between what 
information we've found out from your dreams and a 
few other avenues of information that Ethan and Spike 
have been tracking down, we do know something big is 
going to happen.”  
 
Spike nodded. “Angelus doesn't usually keep that many 
minions. And he usually had Childer with him. He's been 
going to LA and turning just about every Tom, Dick and 
Harry he can get his fangs on, and only the brightest of 
the lot get to come back with him to the Hellmouth. 
'Cept he's not chosen any as Childer, and the arse just 
loves to have Childer to lord over.”  
 
“Not only that but other mystics have received 
premonitions of foreboding. No one can tell what is 
about to happen exactly but I do know one thing: a good 
many of them are leaving town, but even more are 
staying put.” The Mage sounded grim.  
 
“So...this may not be that big a thing then?” Willow's 
voice sounded hopeful but Ethan shook his head.  
 



“No, dear girl, it just means that whatever is going to 
happen is going to be so big, there will be no safe places 
to hide.”  

Part Fifty-One 

Spike watched Xander in amusement as they walked 
home, his lover all but bouncing in his enthusiasm as he 
related his story of telling Willow off. He listened with 
one ear, grunting at all the right pauses and basically 
letting Xander's babble flow over him. This was what he 
loved about being with Xander, with having patience 
with him instead of just turning him when he first found 
himself enamored of the boy. Xander was growing, both 
his physical body but, more importantly, mentally.  
 
Not that he'd ever tell his younger lover, but Xander was 
a lot like a rare flower. He used to watch Dru as she grew 
orchids and they had to have just the right amount of 
water and sunlight and additives in the soil. Despite 
being a total loon, she'd always managed to pull it off, 
even though it mystified Spike.  
 
But he'd managed to give Xander the right amount of 
affection and care, patiently teaching him things and 
challenging him and now Spike was getting the privilege 
of seeing him bloom. Xander was turning from a gangly 



boy starved for attention, knowledge and affection into a 
confident young man who could and would stand up for 
himself.  
 
Spike wasn't sure if he should be proud or turned on. 
Reality was, he was pretty much both, and watching 
Xander as he bounced up the steps to their front door, 
his shapely arse filling out his jeans oh so sweetly, turned 
on was rapidly taking the lead.  
 
“Spike, have you heard anything at all I've said?”  
 
Spike grinned to himself as he went in the front door but 
quickly wiped the look off his face and replaced it with a 
smirk. “Think I've heard 'bout one in three words, pet. 
You told Red to keep her nose outta your business, that 
about right?”  
 
Xander made a choking noise. “God! You are so 
frustrating sometimes. I asked you what you thought 
she'd do.” 
 
“Don't know. Tell the truth, pet, I don't bloody care as 
long as she don't go trying to mess with either of us. I get 
the feeling that if she can stop mooning over you like 
some lovesick bint in a penny dreadful she'll be all right. 



Then again, she could cut off her nose to spite her face, 
but I don't think the Watcher will let her do that.” 
 
Spike had never mentioned to Xander the fact that Giles 
knew about his late, unlamented father’s demise, but 
Xander gave him a glance as if he was going to ask and 
Spike found himself wanting a diversion. “Tell me, Xan, 
just why is it the Cheerleader and Slayer were smirking 
about some Polaroid pictures of your swim practice 
sessions?”  
 
Xander flushed and the scent of embarrassment filled the 
room. Spike chuckled. “Thought you'd get away with 
wearing that little bit of a thing and I wouldn't notice, 
eh? I may not be with you all the time, pet, but I do know 
what's going on with you, even when I'm not there.”  
 
“You pay Cordy for information, don't you?”  
 
Spike blinked and put on his best innocent face. “Would I 
do that?”  
 
“Fuck yes. If it wasn't such a pain in the ass for you to use 
modern technology, I wouldn't be surprised if you had a 
camera in my locker at school.” Though Xander's voice 
was annoyed, his body language was telling another 



story entirely. He was curled up under Spike's arm, his 
shoes scuffing up the couch. Not that Spike cared about 
the couch all that much, and it wasn't like they'd walked 
through demon goo that night.  
 
“Spike? What is it I've been dreaming?” 
 
“Fuck.” Spike shook his head. “You sure you wanna get 
into that now, Xan? Since we're all comfy?” 
 
“Yes. Otherwise I'll worry over it and not be able to sleep 
tonight. Or do anything else.” 
 
“Bloody hell, maybe I should keep you away from the 
bints; they're teaching you how to be evil.” 
 
“Like you have any room to talk.” Xander poked him in 
the side and Spike growled softly at him, but all the boy 
did was roll his eyes. “Talk, Spike, or I'll add garlic 
supplements to my daily vitamin routine.”  
 
Spike sighed in frustration and tried to suppress the need 
to shove Xander off him so he could get up and pace. 
“Xan, you heard it all tonight: rock, sword, sun going out, 
death. Don't need for you to know the details. Hell, 's not 
like your brain is missing out any details that I couldn’t 



give you if I wanted.” Spike felt Xander tense up and ran 
his hand through the boy's hair before giving him a 
gentle tug. “And don't go getting your knickers in a twist 
that you couldn't see more; we both know it doesn't 
work that way. It'll be all right, Xan...”  
 
Xander made a rude noise. “Spike, I may be young but 
I'm not stupid. I know when we're buggered, and we are 
buggered.”  
 
Spike laughed and tugged at Xander's hair. “Git. Trying to 
be all big and bad by stealing my best lines, eh?”  
 
“Stop pulling my hair, and no, spending time talking with 
you has obviously warped my brain.”  
 
“Guess we should find something else to do besides talk 
then, huh? Otherwise you'll start picking up a British 
accent and I'll start saying shit like “Duh” and we'll have 
to do away with ourselves.”  
 
Xander laughed and turned his face up and Spike couldn't 
suppress the surge of want that ran through him. Not 
that he wanted to. “What will we do tonight, Spike?”  
 
Spike growled and used his strength to move them 



around until Spike had Xander's arms pinned above him 
and was straddling his hips. He thrust his hips forward 
and let his own denim covered erection tease the boy 
below him. “I'll tell you what I'm gonna do, pet. I'm 
gonna punish this mouthy little boy who's been watching 
way too much talking mice on the telly.” 
 
Xander wriggled underneath him and Spike could tell he 
was trying to keep from bursting out in laughter. “You 
and whose army?”  
 
Spike let his demonic face slip forward. “Think I can 
handle a little boy like yourself.” 
 
This time Xander's movements held much more purpose, 
hips thrusting up to tease Spike as much as he'd been 
teased. “Bite me.”  
 
Spike growled low in his throat, and ran his fangs down 
Xander's neck. He wasn't sure if it had been an invitation 
but that was how he was going to treat it. He licked the 
juncture of Xander's neck before biting down ever so 
softly, careful not to break the skin. Not yet, at least.  
 
“Ooh. Gods! Spike!”  
 



The next few minutes were spent in foreplay, touching 
and teasing each other as they undressed. Soft kisses and 
grasping hands gave way to more passionate and needy 
exchanges. Soon they were both naked, and Spike had 
used the lube they kept in a side table drawer to prepare 
Xander until the boy was leaning over the back of the 
couch, his arse up in the air as he begged for Spike's cock.  
 
Spike gave in with a growl, tired of teasing and wanting 
to sheath himself in his lover's body instead. This boy 
who was turning into a wonderful man, who could be 
Spike's equal and more. Who gave as good as he got and 
didn't back down. With one movement he buried himself 
in the hot body below him. He moved one hand from 
where it was gripping Xander's hip, leaving bruises 
behind, and wrapped it around Xander's dick.  
 
“Oh! Fuck me fuck me fuck me. That is just so 
goooood...god! Spike!”  
 
Xander continued to babble and writhe underneath him, 
using the back of the couch to brace himself as he thrust 
back into Spike. They set up a rhythm, Xander's sweat 
slicked skin feeling wonderful against him. Soon they 
were both shaking with the strain of keeping back their 
orgasms and their exertions, Xander's breath coming in 



stutters.  
 
Spike moved in even harder and leaned forward, fangs 
poised about the muscle in Xander's neck. Soon Xander 
cried out, and Spike could almost feel his release leaving 
his balls. That was when Spike struck, biting deep and 
being rewarded with Xander's blood, rich and flavored 
with his young lover’s raging hormones until it was as if 
Spike could taste his very being as his own orgasm struck 
hard. 
 
Later, in the afterglow, with a sleepy Xander tucked into 
bed and Spike wrapped around him, Spike knew that he 
would do anything to save the world, just because 
Xander was in it. 
 
*****  
 
“Fish stick, Xander?”  
 
Xander groaned and gave Buffy a dirty look. “No. A world 
of no. And aren't you afraid you're snacking on Cameron 
or one of the other guys?”  
 
Cordelia slid into the seat opposite him and to Buffy's 
right. “No, because then it would be shorter. And 



thinner. And it would be fresh, not frozen.” 
 
Xander grinned. “I can't remember if gay guys are 
allowed to guy bash or not. Remind me? And hey, 
where's Willow?”  
 
“She's having lunch with Oz.” Buffy looked down at her 
salad and leaned over to steal three fries off his lunch 
tray. Xander figured that's how girls lost weight; they just 
ate whatever their friends ordered.  
 
“Can I say, thank god? Because, really, Oz is a nice guy 
and all and she was seriously heading for crappy 
girlfriend status. I mean, Devon is, like, the ultimate male 
bimbo but I still paid him more attention for the nine 
days we dated. Yeah, he probably forgot I was there half 
the time, which reminds me to never date a stoner again, 
but still, act like you’re with a guy!”  
 
Xander shifted in his seat, feeling guilty for some reason. 
“I don't know what to do; it's not like I'm encouraging 
her. Heck, we only have two classes together this 
semester, English and Algebra, and if I didn't need it to 
pass I would have skipped the Algebra.” He gave Buffy a 
look. “Not that I don't enjoy you copying off my 
homework, or talking to guys in class, it's just...urgh. 



Algebra. I know when the teacher says that we'll use it 
some time in the future she's lying too, because Spike's 
never used it in over a hundred years. It's just a line they 
made up so they can justify torturing us with letters and 
numbers.”  
 
“God. No wonder I'm failing. You probably get Spike to 
help on your homework, don't you?” Buffy pulled a face 
and made a move towards the pickle on his plate and he 
smacked at her hand.  
 
“Hey, no one said you had to cheat off me. Just be glad I 
have pity on your Slayer weaknesses.”  
 
Cordelia snorted and started disassembling the sandwich 
she'd brought from home, laying the cheese on his plate 
so she wouldn't be tempted to eat it. “Xander, you didn't 
even notice Buffy was cheating until I pointed it out to 
you. Psycho Boy you might be, but you are still dumb as a 
brick about certain things.”  
 
“Psychic Boy, not Psycho. That's Spike.”  
 
“Does anyone find it weird we're talking about school 
work and stuff when we might not even be here at the 
end of the semester? I mean, May Queen is coming up in 



a couple of weeks and I don't even care.”  
 
“Well, you may not, Little Miss Social Deviant, but I still 
have my pride. If I'm going to die it's going to be as May 
Queen for two years running. It would made a nice 
epitaph, I think.”  
 
Xander rolled his eyes. “Great. Now we're going to be 
sitting here planning on what to put on our tombstones. 
That is just so morbid.” He took a drink of his pop, mainly 
to avoid looking at Buffy. She might be okay with Spike 
biting him but he doubted she'd be okay with him being 
turned.  
 
Buffy didn't notice, too intent on stealing more of his 
fries. “I can just see mine now. It'll say something like, 
she saved the world but was always late for class or 
something like that. God. This is depressing. Talk about 
something else. Something besides death and sex.”  
 
“What else is there?” Cordelia acted as if Buffy was 
insane and Xander had to grin. 
 
“There's always Star Trek.”  
 
“God. You're dating the undead Billy Idol and you're still 



a geek. There's no hope for you.” Cordelia gave him one 
of her Prom Queen sneers, and Buffy laughed.  
 
Just then Willow came into the cafeteria. Xander 
watched as she looked at their table and bit her lip 
before leading Oz to their table.  
 
“Hey, guys, have a seat.” Xander knew he’d have to be 
the bigger person. Besides, hopefully if he acted like 
normal she'd get used to the fact that he was basically 
married to the Evil Undead.  
 
He wasn't going to hold his breath, though.  
 
“So...what are we doing?”  
 
Cordelia favored Oz with one of her winning smiles. 
“Buffy's planning what to put on her tombstone, 
Xander's proving that regular injections of coolness still 
can't cure him of being a geek and I'm mocking the both 
of them.” 
 
“Mind if I join in? I'm good at mocking. If there was a 
class in it, I would get straight A's in mock.”  
 
Xander tried to scoot down in his seat, certain that he 



was blushing like an idiot, and Buffy noticed and choked 
in a french fry while pointing at him. Cordelia reached 
over and smacked her on the back. “Ack. Oh my god! Did 
you see Xander's face?”  
 
“Yes, but then again I'm used to embarrassing Xander. 
And if you're not careful, you'll have “Died While Scarfing 
Snack Foods” on your headstone and people will think 
you've got thunder thighs.” 
 
Buffy opened her mouth to retort, shooting the giggling 
Willow a glare, but Giles came rushing into the room and 
they all just...stopped. Giles never went into the cafeteria 
unless something bad was happening. He claimed that 
he'd had enough of over processed, bland food in 
boarding school and preferred to either bring his lunch or 
go home during his forty minutes break. He'd been going 
home a lot more lately but Xander figured it had 
something to do with Ethan and tried not to think about 
his mentor and father figure having nooners.  
 
“We have a problem.”  
 
“God, Giles, way to break it. Can't you say hello first?”  
 
“Very well. Hello, Buffy, I do believe I know how the 



world will end. Happy now?”  
 
Giles pulled out a chair and sat down and Xander noticed 
his glasses were off. He glanced at the others. This was 
not good.  
 
Willow gave a small wave from her perch on Oz's lap. “Hi, 
Giles. What happened?”  
 
“A very good friend of mine gave my name to the curator 
of the Sunnydale Museum. How a town this small rates a 
museum, I'll never know. I got a call from Dr. Perren and 
went around to look at a relic that a construction crew 
dug up outside of town. It's an obelisk. A rather large 
one. With markings.”  
 
Willow gasped and snuggled into Oz. Buffy raised her 
hand. “Umm, what's an obelisk? Can you tell the rest of 
the class that doesn't understand words with four 
syllables?” 
 
“Obelisk has only three syllables, Buffy, and thank you 
ever so much for pointing out the high grade of 
education you're receiving in these hallowed halls. An 
obelisk is a large stone pillar. This one, admittedly, is 
more of a large rectangular block but, still, a rather large 



stone that was hidden on the Hellmouth.”  
 
Xander realized two things. One: Giles was a bit of a bitch 
when stressed, and two: they were in big trouble. But he 
felt that Oz summed up what they were all feeling quite 
well.  
 
“Well...fuck.”  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Fifty-Two 

“You know, it's too bad that most ancient prophecies are, 
well, ancient. It would be much easier to find stuff if it 
was all indexed on the computer. Or if you could Google 
it. Googling would be good.”  
 
Xander grinned at Oz. “Yeah, I can see it now. Stone, 
apocalypse, evil. Of course, the real prophecies would be 
mixed in with the names of bad heavy metal bands so 
maybe that wouldn't work.”  
 



Oz shrugged as he leafed through one of Giles's Big 
Books of Evil. “It's worth a shot. Besides, the Internet 
doesn't smell like mold.”  
 
“Can you two stow it and keep looking? I am not dying 
before I get rich and famous.” Cordelia sounded angry, 
but Xander knew she was just worried. That's how she 
was.  
 
School had let out a half hour ago and they were all 
meeting in the Library to research. Ethan and Giles had 
brought out the big books, the ones Xander hadn't even 
known were there. They were all trying to find a 
reference to a large stone demon while the two older 
men tried to translate the etchings Giles had made of the 
runes on the obelisk.  
 
Of course Xander had made a rude comment about 
inviting Ethan up to see his etchings, because hey, just 
because the world was ending didn't mean the 
inappropriate comments had to end too.  
 
The next few minutes were spent in quiet reading. Buffy 
and Willow were late but Xander didn't worry too much. 
After all, Buffy had been searching the past three nights 
for Angelus and hadn't found him and she was a little bit 



angry about that. Any vamp taking her on was going to 
get his ass handed to him or her on a silver platter.  
 
Spike was going to be joining them as soon as he went to 
Willy's. He was going to do his research the old fashioned 
way, he said, which to Xander meant he was going to 
beat up everyone there and break a few of Willy's 
fingers. To tell the truth, as much as Xander loved Spike, 
he was glad that the vampire was elsewhere. The more 
Spike worried the more he smoked, swore, and just did 
general violence. He also had a sharp tongue, and not in 
the good way. When Xander had called him to give him 
the information that Giles had found, Spike had all but 
ordered him home and they'd ended up getting into a 
fight.  
 
They'd make up, probably when they were at home. That 
wasn't the point. The point was that Xander hated to be 
treated like some kid who couldn't do anything and the 
fact that Spike had tried to pull it had hurt. He had to 
stop and sigh as he read, knowing that Cordelia would 
wonder what was going on and would torture him until 
she got the information out of him. This was between 
him and Spike. Later on they'd have it out and then have 
wild make up sex and Spike would still growl at the 
thought of Xander being in danger.  



 
The problem Xander had was that he was caught in 
between being angry and wanting to awwww at Spike. 
Mainly because Xander knew that the reason Spike was 
being such an asshole was that he was worried about 
Xander's safety. It was cute, in a really annoying way.  
 
The library doors burst open and Buffy and Willow came 
in, waving a paper printout. Willow was bouncing as she 
ran up to the table. “We got it!! We actually got it!”  
 
“You know what the big block of evil is? Great!”  
 
Giles and Ethan had come out of the office on hearing 
the commotion.  
 
Buffy sat down, a big smile on her face. “Nope, not that 
it. Angel's it. We found the original curse that Ms. 
Calendar was working on. It was in between her desk and 
the computer. She must have been working on it right 
before she died.”  
 
Willow handed the printout to Giles and he stared at it. 
“She said it couldn't be done.”  
 
“Well, it looks like she changed her mind.” Buffy 



shrugged. “Maybe she felt guilty for not telling me, I 
don't know.”  
 
Xander made a face. “And Angelus killed her before she 
could say anything. Wasn't that nice of him?”  
 
Oz grunted. One of these days Xander was going to pin 
the boy down and actually get him to talk about 
something. Cordelia had looked up from her book. 
“So...that means you can resoul him. If you want. Right?”  
 
Xander wanted to point out that Angelus wasn't a boot, 
he was evil, but kept his mouth shut. Everyone knew his 
feelings on the matter; he was washing his hands of the 
whole deal.  
 
Giles passed on the paper for Ethan to look at. “It 
certainly seems possible. The instructions are all there 
and either Ethan or I could probably handle the needed 
magics. However, I am still uncertain if it is feasible or 
not. Cursing Angel again seems to have been Jenny's last 
wish, though, so that must be taken into account.”  
 
Cordy scoffed at that. “Yeah, right. Let's not forget the 
fact that if Angelus hadn't made her a midnight snack she 
would have had a lot more wishes in her.” 



 
Buffy looked pained. Either that or she had gas. “It wasn't 
Angel's fault he lost his soul.”  
 
Xander just shrugged. “No one made him follow Darla 
into that back alley, you know. He went of his own free 
will. Well, he was following his willy, at least.”  
 
“XANDER!” Willow's voice was shocked.  
 
“WHAT? It's in the books. You'd know that if you and 
Buffy stole them for more than looking at the damn 
pictures. Liam was drunk and horny and followed Darla 
into an alley.”  
 
“All right! That is quite enough! We'll deal with these 
issues after we've found the information on the stone. 
Ethan found the answer to the code on the tomb.”  
 
Ethan stepped forward. “The stone is the tomb of the 
demon Acathla. You won't find him in any of those 
books, I'm afraid.” He smirked as they all groaned and 
pushed the heavy books away. “It is said that Acathla 
came from a demon dimension to swallow the world. A 
virtuous knight -- and there weren't many of those 
around at the time, let me tell you -- a virtuous knight 



came forth and impaled Acathla with his sword before he 
could draw enough breath to actually swallow. He turned 
to stone and the locals carted him off to bury him where 
no one would think to look. Although putting a major 
demon in the ground that close to a Hellmouth seems an 
incredibly stupid thing to do.” 
 
“Okay, I think we can all agree that swallowing the world 
is bad.” Buffy glared at Xander and he just shrugged. “But 
if he's all dead and stony, how can he do any 
swallowing?”  
 
Ethan looked at him and Xander shifted in his seat. “From 
what young Xander here has seen in his dreams, I would 
say that Angelus has plans to pull the sword out of the 
stone somehow. We cannot let that happen. I may like a 
bit of mayhem as much as the next Chaos worshiper, but 
I have it on good authority that Hell isn't fun at all.”  
 
*****  
 
“I don't see why you had to come along, Slayer. The 
message was for me to meet Peaches, not for you to 
stick your big nose in.”  
 
“Sorry, Spike, but I take flaming vampiregrams a tad 



personally. I mean, he could have left a message or a 
note, but what does he do? Sends a vamp into class in 
the middle of the day. That is way over the top, even for 
Angelus. I'm here, deal with it.”  
 
“Sodding interfering bitch.” Spike growled and stomped 
towards the graveyard. Murphy and his fucking Law 
seemed to be against them, because whatever could go 
wrong had gone wrong so far. First, they had gone to the 
museum after hours, trying to keep Acathla from falling 
into Angelus's hands, only to find it missing and the 
curator dead. Add to that the tensions between the 
Slayer and her crew and Xander refusing to keep out of 
danger, and Spike had a huge headache and was more 
than ready to pull out Angelus's entrails through his 
nose.  
 
At least he and Xander had made up. In a way. The little 
git refused to stay on the sidelines, out of the way where 
he'd be safe. If Spike wasn't so damned proud he'd tie 
the little shit up or chain him to the bed. As it was, they'd 
had a screaming barney and then shagged until the boy 
couldn't get his head up, much less anything else.  
 
Still, he'd been trying to get the Slayer to turn back the 
entire way to the graveyard. Even the Watcher had 



agreed that it was best if Spike went along but Buffy had 
said something about not trusting Spike with Angelus. He 
rolled his eyes at that thought and been tempted to 
point out that he hadn't slept with the brooding hulk in 
over a century. As it was, Red was back at the Library, 
trying to get the others to let her attempt the spell to 
give Peaches his soul back. It was damned annoying all 
around.  
 
They reached the graveyard and Spike looked around. He 
could feel that his Sire was there, he just wasn't sure 
where.  
 
“Are we late? He wouldn't just leave if we were late, 
would he? That is so rude.”  
 
Spike rolled his eyes. The only thing keeping Buffy alive at 
the moment was the fact that he was hoping she'd die to 
protect Xander. At the moment she was cannon fodder 
in his mind; he'd throw her at the big ponce and hope 
she'd get some damage in before dying messily.  
 
Okay, so the chit could fight fairly well. And Xander still 
considered her a friend. There would be another row if 
Spike let her die, possibly even the withholding of sex.  
 



Still, if Angelus killed her that wouldn't be his fault, would 
it? 
 
“William, I'm surprised at you. Leave you alone for a 
while and look at the company you begin to keep. And 
Buffy, beautiful as ever. Well, you do have a few circles 
under your eyes. Lost any sleep lately?” 
 
Spike growled. “Fucker. Stop the chit chat and let's get 
on with it.” 
 
“Will, Will, Will. I'm not here to fight. I just wanted to 
talk. I mean, look at us, we used to be so close. Family, 
even. Now look at us: you're sniffing around the Slayer's 
minion, and I'm about to send us all to hell. Sure I can't 
make you change your mind? You know, before I crush 
you like the waste of space that you are?”  
 
“You know, I always knew you were a ponce; not many 
people would wear a mullet two hundred years before 
that Achey bloke. But have you ever stopped to think 
what the fuck you're gonna eat if all the humans are 
dead?”  
 
Angelus’s laughter boomed across the graveyard. “Oh, 
bright boy. Now I see why I let my darling Dru keep you 



all those years ago. Still, I think you're underestimating 
your precious humans. A few will survive, either selling 
their bodies and blood or forming one of those charming 
little resistance cells and trying to take back their rung on 
the food chain. Of course, it'll be too late, but it should 
provide enough free range humans for some good 
hunting for twenty years, at the very least.”  
 
He turned to the Slayer, even as Spike was gathering 
himself to attack. “Buffy, I have to say that you're one of 
the few things in this world I'll miss. Well, you and the 
Leather Barn. It just smells so darn good in there!”  
 
“Bastard.” The Slayer rushed forward and Angelus 
blocked her blow and back handed her so hard she 
knocked over a cherub on top of a pedestal as she fell. 
Spike growled and took up the fight, meeting Angelus 
blow for blow until the bigger vampire managed to knock 
him off his feet.  
 
Thankfully, the Slayer was there, and Spike blamed the 
feeling of gratitude on the blow to the head he'd 
received when he hit the ground. He lay there catching 
his breath for a moment and watched as Angelus and the 
Slayer danced around the headstones.  
 



There was something different. Spike knew for a fact that 
Angelus could beat the Slayer; she was good but she was 
still holding back, hoping that she could stop him without 
killing him and get her true love back. There had to be a 
reason... 
 
Spike froze for a moment, a feeling of fear washing over 
him. “Bloody fucking HELL!” He scrambled up and turned 
and ran from the fight, leaving Buffy to deal with the 
arsehole.  
 
“Spike!!”  
 
He didn't even turn around at her call. “It's a goddamn 
fucking trap, Slayer! For the others!”  
 
“Shit!”  
 
Spike came to the edge of the cemetery, only to find the 
gate locked. Angelus must have done it after they'd 
entered. He jumped as high as he could, climbing over 
the top and saw the Slayer only two steps behind. He 
leaned down and gave her a hand up, nearly yanking her 
arm off but she didn't protest. They hit the ground 
running at the same time.  
 



They both ran, and Spike could hear the Slayer's labored 
breathing as they dodged around pedestrians and cars. 
One git stepped in front of him and Spike picked him up 
and threw him out of the way, ignoring the screech of 
tires as a car tried to avoid him.  
 
Soon they came to the school, its dark hulk seeming 
quiet. Still, Spike had, as Xander would have said, an 
extremely bad feeling. They exploded through the outer 
doors, the Slayer only four steps behind him. Their 
footsteps echoed as they ran through the halls.  
 
They reached the library doors and burst through, both 
of them ready to fight. Spike felt the urge to howl when 
he saw the destruction in the room. They were too late.  
 
“Oh my god.”  
 
Spike ignored her and let her deal with Red and her little 
wolf. He overturned a bookcase to find Cordelia, her arm 
twisted at an odd angle underneath her. Giles was 
missing and Ethan had not only a bleeding head wound 
but a feeding bite on the side of his neck. His skin was 
pallid and Spike could hear the labored beating of his 
heart.  
 



Oz was groaning and Buffy shoved the bookcase that had 
fallen on Willow off the girl. They would all need medical 
attention. Spike took off his duster and then his 
overshirt, stuffing the shirt under Cordelia's head and 
lying her carefully on the floor before standing up and 
putting on his duster again. He picked his way to the 
office, using the library phone to call for paramedics. He 
came back out and went to see what he could do for 
Ethan.  
 
Spike knew he was on a knife-edge. He couldn't afford to 
lose it now. Xander wasn't in the library and that meant 
just one thing: Angelus had him. And he had Giles. The git 
must not have figured out how to wake Acathla and 
thought he'd ask someone in the know.  
 
Buffy hadn't said anything, either. Spike did what he 
could for Ethan, tearing off a sleeve of the man's shirt to 
bandage his head. He got up and walked to where the 
Slayer was cradling Willow's head in her lap, large tears 
running down her face.  
 
Spike growled, and he wanted nothing more than to flay 
every inch of hide off the girl. “If Xander dies because 
you were too bloody stupid to stay here and protect 
them, there will not be a place in this dimension or any 



other that you will be able to hide from me. I will make 
your death last for days, Slayer. If you think Angelus is 
bad, you haven't seen anything yet.”  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Fifty-Three 

“Xander? Xan-nder! Time to wake up now. I know you're 
faking it, boy. Don’t test your luck or else I'll take a melon 
baller to some of your softer tissues. We'll see how much 
Willy boy likes to grab your ass when there are huge 
pieces of it missing.”  
 
Xander reluctantly opened his eyes. His head hurt and it 
was a constant struggle to keep his mental shields up. Of 
course the head trauma he'd received when the Library 
was attacked wasn't helping any, or being in a cold, dark 
room. And, really, the bucket of ice water Angelus had 
thrown over him just added insult to injury.  
 
“Fuck off, Deadboy!” He was tied down to a chair, his 
arms behind his back. There was a low table on the other 



side of the dim room but that was all there was and 
Xander tried not to think about what might be on that 
table. He tried not to think at all.  
 
“Ah, there's that wit that I've come to know and hate. 
Really, you'd think that you'd be nicer to me, considering 
I have ol' Rupes chained up in the other room. He's not 
too happy, either. You’d think I'd abducted you or 
something. Oh, that's right, I have.”  
 
Xander found himself biting his lip to keep from 
mouthing off. Angelus pushed every one of his buttons, 
the ones that demanded that he talk back. He knew that 
at some point in time he'd be hurt, possibly killed. That 
was part of it -- he didn't want to sit for hours in the dark, 
waiting. It was like when his Dad would come home and 
be coming up the stairs slowly and he could hear by the 
tone of voice and the way his steps echoed that for some 
reason or other he'd get slapped. Nothing he could say or 
do would stop it so most of the time he mouthed off and 
would push his Dad until he was beaten. It gave him an 
odd sense of control, knowing that while he might be 
getting slapped around, he'd at least managed to piss his 
Dad off.  
 
It had been the same with Larry, and every other bully in 



his life. You could always see the abuse coming and knew 
you couldn't escape so you might as well earn it.  
 
This time, though, Xander knew he had to stall. Spike 
would come for him, he didn't have any doubt of that. 
The trick would be staying alive and basically unharmed. 
And, well, sane, although he knew that Spike wouldn't 
stop loving him if he started talking to the people in the 
TV. Still, while he didn't mind being a little bit crazy, he 
preferred to think of himself as eccentric. Xander really 
didn't want to be full-on loony. It sounded like a pain in 
the ass.  
 
“Okay, here's the deal. I need to know how to wake 
Acathla up. Seems the instruction manual is in a language 
harder to read than Japanese. Let me tell you, if you 
think working your stereo is bad, you should try starting 
an apocalypse. Everything has to be just right. Now, I 
figure Rupes can read it, being a smarty-pants Watcher 
and all. But I'm also betting you can figure out how to do 
it. So, you can just do that voodoo that you do so well 
and tell me, and I'll give you both quick, easy deaths. Not 
that you'll care all that much once you're my Childe but, 
hey, let's not let it be said that I'm not a nice guy.”  
 
“You're dead; you know that, don't you? I mean, Spike 



was eager to kill you before this, and now? Your life span 
has been seriously shortened, buddy. We're talking 
hours.” Vaguely, he wondered what had happened to 
keeping his mouth shut.  
 
“Right. Do you know how much damage I can do in thirty 
minutes? See, that's the problem with you humans; 
you're so fragile. I told the Watcher I was interested in 
seeing what a chain saw does to human flesh. You love 
him, don't you? Think of him as a father figure, both him 
and his bottom-boy Chaos mage. He's an old man, you 
know. Just think how badly it would hurt if I snapped 
every one of his fingers at the joint.” 
 
Xander groaned softly and bit his lip. Angelus was going 
to hold Giles's life over him. And it was true, he did care 
for the older man. Still, Xander knew that Giles would 
rather die than let the world go to hell, literally.  
 
The sound of footsteps came closer and Angelus stood 
looming over him. Xander instinctively tried to jerk back 
from him, his mental shields having a difficult time 
dealing with the overwhelming sense of psychosis 
coming from the vampire. “You know, I can see why 
Spike's obsessed with you. You remind me so much of my 
little Dru. She was always my favorite Childe, you know. 



There'd be days when it would be just me and her, back 
before she brought Willy boy home. She'd sit on my lap 
and I'd tell her how I tortured her sisters. See, she'd 
forget she was a demon and would get all weepy over 
them, time and time again. She'd cry, oh so sweetly, and 
taste of anguish every time.”  
 
Angelus leaned forward and Xander could feel the 
malevolence radiating off him. It was how Xander 
thought plutonium would feel, crawling across his skin 
and making him sick in the back of his throat.  
 
“How 'bout it, Xander? You can make everything so much 
easier on yourself. You never know, you might even learn 
to like your death. I mean, I could make you feel good. 
Better than Little Willy ever could.”  
 
Xander shuddered at the thought but Angelus leaned 
forward and put just one fingertip on his cheek. Images 
flowed through Xander's mind, some erotic, some 
terrifying, and Xander struggled to escape his 
tormentor's touch. The chair nearly tipped over and 
Angelus used that as an excuse to grab his arm and pull 
him closer.  
 
Xander felt bile come up his throat in response to the 



vampire's touch, but a hand was clamped over his mouth 
and he fought it back. Dimly he could hear Angelus saying 
something, most likely laughing at him. All Xander knew 
was that he could never stand up to Angelus's torture, 
but he had to stay alive for when Spike came to his 
rescue.  
 
Xander did the only thing he knew how. Years of ignoring 
his Father was finally going to come in handy. He stopped 
struggling with Angelus, going limp as if he'd passed out. 
Instead he concentrated, putting up every shield he was 
able to, considering his brain was being battered both 
mentally and physically. Instead of reaching outward 
with his psychic gift, Xander reached inward, hiding 
within himself as deeply as possible.  
 
Xander only hoped that when he was rescued, he'd be 
able to find his way out.  
 
*****  
 
“I have had a really bad day, okay? If you have 
information worth hearing, then I am grateful for it. If 
you're gonna crack jokes, then I'm gonna pull out your 
ribcage and wear it as a hat.”  
 



Spike smirked as the Slayer threw the demon that had 
been lurking outside Giles’ and Ethan's flat into a wall. 
While he was pissed as hell at the bint for fucking up, he 
had to admit that was a pretty damn good threat. 
Original, too.  
 
The badly dressed demon, Whistler, broke free of her 
grip and straightened his jacket. “Hello to the imagery! 
Very nice. Seriously, it wasn't supposed to go down like 
this. Nobody saw you coming. I figured this for Angel's 
big day. But I thought he was here to stop Acathla, not to 
bring him forth. Then you two made with the 
smoochies... now he's a creep again. Now, what are you 
gonna do? What are you prepared to do?” 
 
“You know, it would have been nice if someone had told 
us about the curse! A little note left on my pillow, a 
prophecy in one of Giles's dusty books. Something! 
Hasn't anyone told you people that knowledge is 
power?”  
 
Spike frowned. The Slayer had a good point, which really 
didn't stick right with him, considering he wanted 
nothing more than to scalp the silly bitch bald and use 
her hair to clean the tires on his DeSoto. He turned and 
picked up Whistler by the neck of his coat. “Listen, mate, 



cut the mystical bullshit, tell us what you need to and 
maybe I'll let you walk away with your dick attached to 
your body and not stuffed in your back pocket. And 
unlike the Slayer here, I fucking well mean it.”  
 
“Cool it! Gods, testy, aren't we? I've been sent by the 
Powers That Be. I'm supposed to keep the scales even 
with the good and the evil. Unfortunately, we've got 
major tippage going on and you two have to stop it.”  
 
“Why don't you just get off your arse and do it then, if it's 
so damn important?”  
 
“'Cause that's not how it works. Human destiny needs to 
be in the hands of the humans. In fact, the Powers are a 
little bit more than miffed that you're involved, but since 
vampires were once human I've been able to get them to 
overlook it.”  
 
The Slayer rolled her eyes. “Spare me.” 
 
“Look, if Mr. Personality will drop me, I'll reach into my 
coat and give you a sword. It was blessed by the same 
guy who blessed the sword that stopped Acathla the first 
time around.”  
 



Instead of letting him go, Spike shook him hard and then 
searched his coat himself. He found the sword and 
tossed it at the Slayer and she took it and nodded. Spike 
shook the demon again and then threw him against the 
wall. “Thanks for the knick knack, now piss off.”  
 
They turned to leave the Watcher's flat, having already 
gathered as many weapons as they could carry. As they 
went, Whistler called out from behind them. “The sword 
isn't enough. You gotta be ready. You gotta know how to 
use it!”  
 
Buffy turned around and walked backwards as she called 
back her retort. “It's a sword; you poke things with it, and 
cut. It slices and dices and can cut a tin can in half. I think 
we got it, thanks!”  
 
Spike allowed himself to chuckle as they walked down 
the street. Buffy caught up to him. “Where are we going 
now?”  
 
“Gotta make a stop at our flat first. Then, Angelus has 
three main lairs in town, but if I was going to pick one to 
torture blokes at it would be the mansion on Crawford 
Street. It's got good defenses, room to stick a great huge 
hulking chunk of rock and a basement that can be made 



into a dungeon and torture chamber, in a pinch.” 
 
“I should go home, check on my Mom.”  
 
Spike rolled his eyes. “And say what? Pardon me, Mum, 
I'm just passing by, gotta go out tonight to save the 
world. What's that, yeah, that's a sword in my coat. It 
goes with my bloody shoes.”  
 
“Look, Spike, you may not give a damn for anyone but 
yourself...” 
 
Spike didn't let her finish the sentence. He didn't even 
wait until they were out of the middle of the street. He 
allowed himself to show his demonic face and grabbed 
her by the neck. “Listen up now, little girl. Your life is 
hanging by a thread right now, so I wouldn't be going 
making statements like that. If by now you don't get that 
I love Xander, you need your bloody head examined. And 
I actually like the Cheerleader and I'm not bloody well 
happy leaving her behind to guard the others with only 
the Wolf as back up. Ethan is in a fucking coma and Red is 
still babbling about playing Little Suzy Spellcaster, as if 
being able to read a fucking spell without knowing what 
the fuck she's doing is gonna help a damn thing. Now, 
you wanna go piss around, you go right ahead, just give 



me the damn sword. I'll do this with or without you. But 
I'm telling you, you don't show up, you'll be following 
Angelus into hell and the two of you can spend the rest 
of eternity working out your bloody issues.”  
 
He squeezed her neck, hard enough to leave the imprint 
of fingers. It would fade in an hour but, still, he'd made 
his point. He took the sword from her and dropped her 
before turning away, allowing her to make her own 
choice. “I'm not waiting for bloody dawn to make my 
move, Slayer, so if you want to get a move on it might be 
a good idea.” 
 
He ignored her completely after that, and eventually 
Buffy ran on home like the good little girl she was. Spike 
rolled his eyes. If she really cared about her Mum she 
would have warned her about vampires a long time ago. 
Plus, the chit forgot that her Mum could look after 
herself; Spike knew that. While a Master Vampire may be 
able to stand against an angry mother with an ax, most 
fledges were stupid and wouldn't have a chance.  
 
He finally made it home, and he tore up the stairs to his 
and Xander's bedroom. Inside the closet was a box of 
keepsakes and Spike, being the sentimental fool that he 
was, had saved a bit of the C4 that Xander had stolen the 



night the boy had come to his rescue. Now he was glad 
he had. Stick it on the Statue of Acathla and watch it get 
blown to bloody hell.  
 
Or better yet, shove it up Angelus's arse. That would be 
fun.  
 
Either way, he was going to get Xander back, no matter 
what. And if he didn't, well, he didn't care if the whole 
world went to hell.  
 
******  
 
“'Bout time you got here, Slayer. Stop for tea with 
Mum?” 
 
“Shut the hell up, Spike. You don't know what's going on 
with me and my Mother and if you mention her again I'm 
going to break something.” 
 
“What, your nail?” Spike shook his head. “We don't have 
time for this. Bloody mansion is guarded. We'll have to 
fight our way through.”  
 
“Can you say duh? Oh, and an added problem is the fact 
that Snyder told the cops that I'm the one who attacked 



the others in the library. There are police cars looking for 
me everywhere.”  
 
Just then there was a sound in the bushes and a fledge 
jumped out at the Slayer. Before either one of them 
could react, though, a bolt came out of nowhere and 
dusted it. Spike followed the track of the arrow back to 
where it came from and grinned. Cordelia was standing 
there, her arm in a cast but still able to shoot a crossbow. 
“Nice one, Princess.”  
 
“Yeah, thanks. I live to shoot people. Ethan's awake and 
rather pissy. And I mean in the angry sense of pissy, not 
the drunk one. They won't let him out, in fact the nurses 
actually put him in soft restraints. I fully expect every 
toilet in the hospital to have snakes, giant mutant snakes, 
in them by morning. He sent me to be the cavalry. Oh, 
and he told me to threaten you about Giles's general 
safety but I figure you pretty much got that.”  
 
Spike growled. “No fucking shit. Well, come on, let’s go 
storm the bloody castle, then.”  
 
“Great. If I die, I get to die with the fact that you've 
watched Princess Bride. At least tell me Buffy's Fezzig in 
this little venture.”  



 
“On behalf of myself, I say HEY!” The two girls looked at 
each other and grinned and Spike snorted at the odd 
ways these children had to go into battle.  
 
They headed out but Cordelia caught his arm and held 
him back. “Willow is going to try the spell. Right now I'm 
all rah-rah dead Angelus but if her shoving Angel's soul 
back will keep everyone alive, I'm good for that too. 
Just...I didn't tell Buffy. Should I?”  
 
Spike thought for a moment. “No, don't think that would 
be wise, ducks. Otherwise she'll never go for the killing 
blow. Come on. The Watcher and Xander haven't got 
much time.”  
 
He set off towards the mansion with Cordelia following 
him. Spike could hear her swearing at all of them under 
her breath.  
 
“I keep telling you guys that the sword isn't enough, and 
what do you people do? Launch a full out scale assault.”  
 
The demon from earlier had popped up out of nowhere 
and was blocking the Slayer's way. Cordelia took aim with 
her crossbow. “Listen, Mr. Bad PolyBlend, I don't know 



what the hell you’re talking about but you're in the way.”  
 
“Well, aren't you a feisty one?” He leered at Cordelia and 
she gave a passable imitation of one of Spike's growls.  
 
“I'll give you feisty up your ass, along with a size seven 
Prada. Get out of the way.”  
 
Spike held up a hand. “Wait, he gave us a cosmic 
doohickey. Seems he's decided to give us the instructions 
instead of sitting around with his thumbs up his arse.”  
 
Buffy grabbed him. “Tell, before I let Cordelia use you as 
target practice. And she's really good; she could go on 
David Letterman and everything.”  
 
“Jeesh, you people are nuts. Angel's the key. His blood 
will open the door to Hell. Acathla opens his big mouth, 
creates a vortex. Then only Angel's blood will close it. 
One blow will send 'em both back to Hell. But I strongly 
suggest that you get there before that happens, 'cause 
the faster you kill Angel, the easier it's gonna be on you.”  
 
Buffy shook him. “Don't worry about me. We're going to 
stop this.”  
 



“You better hope you can, it's all on the line for this. The 
fate of the world.”  
 
Cordelia let the arrow fly, and it passed right between 
the wanker's legs. Spike had to chuckle at that and Buffy 
threw him to the side. Cordelia looked over at the Slayer 
as they ran into the garden. “I hate it when they get all 
doomy and gloomy, don't you? As if we haven't got 
enough pressure on us.”  
 
Buffy nodded. “Yeah, it's worse than finals.”  
 
Spike just rolled his eyes. “Can we get to the saving the 
day part of the bloody show? Let's go before that wanker 
figures out how to work Acathla. Slayer, you distract 
Angelus, I'll look for Xander and, Cordy, you get Giles. All 
right?”  
 
Both girls nodded and Spike pulled a stake from out of 
his pocket and looked at where two fledges were 
guarding the door. “Let's go, then.”  

 
 
 



 
 

Part Fifty-Four 

Spike fought his way through the minions, letting the two 
girls pick them off as he tore his way through, trying to 
find Xander. Angelus had his best minions guarding the 
mansion and it was slow going. As it was Cordelia was 
having to hang back and try to take out any vampires 
that were sneaking up behind him or the Slayer.  
 
Too bad the Cheerleader hadn't been given the Slayer 
package; she had more balls than Buffy ever did. None of 
that angsty, whiney, “I'm the only one, you don't know 
the pressure I'm under,” bullshit.  
 
“ANGELUS! Come out here and face me!”  
 
Spike rolled his eyes. Unlike Buffy, Cordelia knew when 
to keep her fucking trap shut. “Right, good idea there, 
Slayer. And he's gonna come running to his death.” He 
ripped the head off one of the minions trying to stop him 
and growled. “This is getting us nowhere.” 
 
“Um, guys?” Cordelia's voice was hesitant and Spike 
turned to look at her but the Slayer distracted him. 



 
“Duh. Why do you think I'm trying to lure Angelus out 
here?” 
 
“BUFFY! Angelus is out in the courtyard. And he has 
Giles.”  
 
“Shit,” Buffy swore and they all switched directions, 
having been heading for the inside of the house 
previously. Now Cordelia was at the front, firing off bolts 
from her crossbow as quickly as she could load, 
considering she had a broken arm. One fledge made a 
move for her and she kneed him in the groin before using 
one of the arrows to dust him.  
 
Buffy used the sword that Whistler had given her to take 
out two vampires and passed Cordelia, heading for a 
confrontation with Angelus. Spike was tempted to swear 
for a moment and then figured he'd let her bang her 
head against the great wall that was Angelus while he 
found Xander and made sure he was okay.  
 
Cordelia, however, didn't like it, and was swearing a blue 
streak under her breath. If Xander hadn't been missing 
and the end of the world wasn't about to happen, he 
would have stopped and congratulated her on some of 



those phrases. For a teenage human, she had quite a 
vocabulary.  
 
As they entered the courtyard, Angelus and Buffy had 
started fighting, trading what probably was snappy dialog 
if Spike actually listened to them and gave a shit. He 
reached Giles, and saw that the man's hands had been 
broken and there were other signs of him having taken a 
good beating. Spike listened to his lungs and noticed 
there was a wet sound to them. “Punctured lung, but it 
doesn't sound too bad.” Spike pried open Giles's eyes 
and they were oddly dilated. “Fuck. He's been bloody 
well thralled. Probably has a concussion too.”  
 
Cordelia kneeled down next to him. “Shit. I don't think 
he's able to walk and I sure as hell can't drag him out of 
here on his ass.” 
 
Spike swore. She had a point. He picked up Giles and 
carried him back the way they had come to a safe corner 
of the foyer. By that time there were only two or three 
minions left and Cordy took care of them as he propped 
Giles up in a corner. “Right, stay with him and watch your 
back. There could be more fledges about somewhere. I'm 
gonna look for Xander but if anything happens give me a 
yell.”  



 
Cordelia nodded and then looked up at him. “Should 
I...try to set any bones or...”  
 
Spike shook his head. “No, leave it for the professionals.” 
He got up and turned away.  
 
“Be careful, Spike, and find Xander.”  
 
Spike looked back at the girl and gave a feral grin before 
turning to look through the mansion. Angelus had always 
been the type to let his captives hear each other scream, 
so he shouldn't be too far away. Spike opened one door 
and found Angleus' leftovers. Twenty or so dead bodies 
that would in the next day or two rise to be new minions. 
He made a mental note to set fire to the house before 
they left and shut the door.  
 
After two more tries, he finally found Xander. By that 
time Spike's demonic face had already made an 
appearance and he'd been growling steadily for five 
minutes. He'd been able to smell Xander's blood but the 
sound of his heart had been weak, making it difficult to 
track him.  
 
What he saw made him growl even louder. Xander was 



tied to a chair in the middle of the room, his hands 
behind him and his legs tied to the rungs of the chair. 
He'd had his clothes cut off of him; Spike could tell 
because there were still bits of his jacket and pants 
caught under the ropes. There were cuts, no more than 
little nicks really, but his Xander was covered in blood in 
places. He was bruised around the face, his bottom lip 
split, and when Spike got closer he could see that 
someone, Angelus, had taken a lit cigarette and held it to 
his nipples, cock and balls.  
 
What disturbed him the most was how quiet Xander was. 
Almost deathly quiet. As Spike cut away the ropes that 
held Xander to the chair he had to use one arm to keep 
his boy from falling to the floor. Still, he couldn't find any 
wounds that were bad enough to cause the boy to be so 
out of it. He doubted that Angelus had thralled him, 
either. For one thing, the git had a hard time maintaining 
a thrall. Even Spike couldn't do it all that well; it had been 
Drusilla's talent.  
 
Plus, all the abuse that Xander had endured was 
designed to make the boy give his torturer a response. 
Spike brushed hair away from Xander's face, and winced 
at the shiner that was developing. “My poor boy. What 
the fuck is going on in that head of yours, eh?”  



 
“SPIKE! GET UP HERE!”  
 
His head snapped up and he growled. That hadn't been 
Cordelia, but the Slayer. He growled and then carefully 
picked up Xander. It was difficult, despite his vampiric 
strength. Xander was getting to be taller than him and 
Spike had to be careful not to hit his head on the 
doorway on the way out.  
 
He made his way back to the foyer and laid down Xander 
next to Giles. Cordelia lay on the floor about six feet 
away, unconscious. He quickly dragged her over to the 
side as well. Just then there was a crash and the house 
seemed to shake. He ran out to the courtyard and saw 
Angelus standing over Buffy, gloating, sword in hand. 
Spike could smell the older vampire's blood in the air, 
and Acathla's mouth was opening, a whirling vortex of 
light emanating from the stone.  
 
Spike launched himself into the air, tackling Angelus to 
the ground. He managed to get a grip on his hair and 
slammed Angelus' head into the flagstones three times 
before Angelus gathered his wits enough to throw him 
off. Spike grunted as he was thrown into the wall, and 
Angelus made a move to bring the sword he was holding 



in his hand down on Spike's neck.  
 
Suddenly another sword clashed with Angelus' and Buffy 
stood in-between them. “This isn't over yet.” 
 
“Taken to protecting Willy-boy? How low can you go? 
He's killed two of your kind, you know, ripped the life 
right out of them. I was there for the first one. He was so 
young and so proud. Too bad the soul didn't let me enjoy 
it. Still, if you think he'll let you live, you're blonder than I 
thought you were.”  
 
“Shut up.”  
 
Spike got up but stayed out of the way, trying to find an 
opening where he could help Buffy. The Slayer was 
holding her own, though. Angelus blocked one of her 
blows and pulled her in tight and gave her a mocking kiss 
on her forehead. “Acathla here is waking up, lover, and 
you're going to Hell.”  
 
Buffy head-butted him. “Save me a seat.”  
 
Spike watched as they traded parries and blows. At one 
point Spike was sure that the Slayer was going to lose an 
arm. An opening came up and Spike took it, pulling a 



stake out of his pocket and aiming it for the bastard's 
heart.  
 
Angelus deflected it, although Spike was able to give him 
a good gash in his arm. Still, Spike was caught with a 
huge fist around his throat. “Nice try, Willy, but, sad to 
say, not good enough. Never are, are you? You couldn't 
save Dru and you couldn't save Xander. I'm tempted to 
let you live just to watch as I drain him dry and then 
claim him for my own Childe.”  
 
Spike kicked out with his legs. “Bastard!”  
 
The vortex that Acathla was creating was growing larger, 
lighting up the room. Suddenly the arm that was holding 
Spike up had an arrow through it and he was dropped to 
the floor. He then had to roll out of the way as Buffy took 
on Angelus again. She was focused on stopping him and, 
while that was a good thing if Buffy had left an opening, 
Cordelia might have been able to take the bastard out.  
 
Then again, there was still the portal to Hell to consider.  
 
Just then Buffy was able to use her sword to cut Angelus 
on the back of the hand. Angelus gave a growl and 
dropped the sword and she used the opportunity to kick 



him in the head.  
 
Spike grinned. That had to have hurt.  
 
Angelus got up onto his knees. “You can't stop it. Only 
my blood will stop Acathla and if you kill me, I'll be dust. 
I'll still win.”  
 
“Shut up. Just...shut up!” 
 
“You just don't get it do you, lover? I've been chained 
inside that damned fucking soul for over a century. 
Someone's got to pay for that and since I killed the last of 
the Gypsies...” Angelus stopped suddenly, and Spike 
could hear him gritting his teeth. “NO!! Not again! I won't 
be contained! I am Angelus...Arrgghh!”  
 
Angelus keeled over and Buffy stepped closer and rolled 
him over. Suddenly the older vampire's eyes opened and 
they could all see a bright flash of greenish light for a 
moment before his face softened and regained his 
human features. “Buffy? What's going on?” 
 
“Angel?”  
 
Spike watched as Buffy helped Angel to his feet and they 



exchanged a few soft words. Spike went over to her and 
nudged Cordelia, noticing the guilty look in her eye. “Go 
see if the Watcher and Xander are awake yet, ducks. I'll 
make sure Acathla's closed, one way or another.”  
 
Cordelia bit her lip and nodded, for once looking 
uncertain. Then she turned and walked away, leaving 
Spike to pick up Angelus' abandoned sword. It was the 
twin of the one Buffy had been using, and was covered in 
his blood.  
 
Before he could shove it into the portal, though, the 
Slayer had skewered Angel through the chest. Light 
flared and Angel had a look of betrayal on his face. 
“Buffy?!” 
 
“I love you.”  
 
The portal behind Angel suddenly sucked him in, having 
grown large enough for two grown men already. Angel 
held out his hand to his lover but Buffy just stood there 
and watched.  
 
Spike ran up and grabbed her by the arm. “You bloody 
stupid little bitch!!” He pulled her out of the way and 
tried to grab Angel. While he might hate Angelus with a 



passion, and even hate the souled version, no one 
deserved to be thrust into Hell like that. Torture, yes. But 
not hundreds of years of being in a Hell Dimension.  
 
It was too late, though. The vortex pulled him through 
and then closed with an almost audible snap. When it 
was gone everything seemed almost too quiet, the only 
sound Spike could hear louder than a heartbeat being 
Buffy's sobs.  
 
He walked over to where she'd collapsed onto the floor 
and threw the bloody sword down in front of her. “There 
was enough blood on this. You didn't have to do it that 
way. Now Angel and his bloody soul are in Hell. Happy?”  
 
She sobbed harder and got up and ran out of the 
Mansion. Spike ignored her. He had no love for his 
Grandsire but the thought of spending eternity in a Hell 
Dimension that even other demons avoided was not a 
good one.  
 
Spike went to join Cordelia. He had other things to worry 
about. From the sounds of things Giles was waking up 
but Xander was still deathly quiet.  
 
Cordelia looked from where she was trying to get Giles to 



calm down. “He's confused.”  
 
Spike snorted. “Thralled. Angelus never could do that 
worth a damn. Here...” Spike dug in his pocket and found 
the keys to the DeSoto. “Bring the car around, and I'll 
carry them out.”  
 
“What happened?”  
 
“I'll tell you later, pet. That way I'll only go through it 
once.”  
 
Cordelia nodded and got to her feet. She stopped on the 
way out to the car. “There aren't, like, any icky 
substances on the stick shift, are there?  
 
Spike looked up from where he was trying to see if 
Xander was in shock and gave the girl a quick grin. “No, 
Xan doesn't like doing anything in the car, at least the 
front seat. He's afraid one of us will kick it out of park 
and we'll roll into traffic.”  
 
“God. I so did not need to know that.” 
 
She turned to leave and Spike found himself talking to 
Xander as if he could hear him. “Your Cheerleader friend 



did good, love. Giles is okay. You gonna wake up for 
me?”  
 
“What?”  
 
Giles managed to croak a word out and Spike turned to 
him. “Glad you're back with us, Watcher.”  
 
“Angelus...” Giles started coughing and Spike dug 
through his pockets till he found a flask of whiskey.  
 
“Here. Sip it slowly.” He helped Giles take a drink and it 
seemed to revitalize him.  
 
“Where's Angelus?”  
 
“Gone. Acathla's dormant. Everyone's alive but Xan is still 
out of it.” He didn't mention how the man's Slayer had 
run out. That was for another time.  
 
“He...” Giles coughed and Spike could hear the 
congestion in his lungs. “Xander, hid. Inside himself. So 
Angelus couldn't get to him.”  
 
“Sod it. Little bugger is too smart for his own good.” 
Spike turned from Giles and thought for a moment. Then 



he stood up and took off his duster. It was one of the few 
things that Spike had managed to keep through the years 
and was as much a part of him as his own skin.  
 
Spike leaned Xander forward and did his best to drape 
the coat around him. He pulled it closed around him and 
made sure that the collar of it was near Xander's face so 
that he could breathe in the scent. He then took his 
thumb and bit into it, letting a drop of blood well up 
before putting it in Xander's mouth.  
 
Giles gasped. “I...I hadn't thought that you'd share 
blood...”  
 
Spike growled absently at the man, listening as Xander's 
heart sped up just a little. “'Course I would. He’s mine, 
isn’t he?” He could hear the car get closer and stood up 
to take Xander in his arms. “I'll be back for you; just give 
me half a moment to get him settled.”  
 
Giles nodded and still seemed dazed. “I...yes. I...I told 
Angelus something, didn't I?”  
 
Spike stopped on the way out the door, his arms full of 
gangly teenager. “Don't worry about it, better men than 
you have fallen under thrall.”  



 
Giles nodded his thanks and Spike left him there. He'd 
come back in a moment for him. In the meantime he was 
busy listening as Xander's pulse and breathing sped up.  
 
He was so focused on his heartbeat that he didn't even 
notice Xander's eyelashes fluttering. Cordelia had the 
door to the back seat of the car open and Spike sat 
Xander down and arranged him so that he wouldn't fall 
over. Xander seemed more stable, though, so he wasn't 
too worried.  
 
Still, Spike nearly fell over in shock as he heard a small 
voice. “Spike? You found me.” 
 
Spike grabbed Xander's hand and kissed his fingers. 
“Always love, always.”  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Fifty-Five 



Xander was cold. He knew that logically it wasn't that 
cold; after all, it was California at the end of April. It had 
been two days since Spike had found him, two days since 
Angelus had tortured him and then he'd gotten back his 
soul before Buffy had shoved Angel into hell and had run 
off.  
 
Xander shifted in the uncomfortable chair in Giles's 
hospital room and smiled at Spike when his lover looked 
at him worriedly. Spike had been hovering again, just like 
when Xander had been sick. This time, though, Xander 
wasn't annoyed. In fact it made him feel more secure. 
Just to know that Spike was there helped a lot.  
 
They were all meeting in Giles' room in the hospital. The 
older man had had to have some sort of surgery to fix a 
couple of bones in his hands. As it was, Giles was 
probably going to have arthritis problems. It was 
probably a good thing he did live in sunny Southern 
California instead of wet and cold England, otherwise 
he'd have a lot more problems that he was going to 
already.  
 
Ethan had been discharged but hadn't really left the 
hospital, staying in a roll out cot in the same room as 
Giles. Cordelia had gotten a mild concussion the night of 



the attack, and had had to have her arm re-cast. Her new 
one was red, and everyone had signed it and Spike had 
had to be threatened to not draw obscene cartoons on it. 
Xander figured he'd just done it to make Cordelia smile, 
not that either one of them would admit to it.  
 
Willow had been discharged from the hospital the day 
before. She was okay, mostly she had a wrenched back 
and yet another concussion. Oz was okay and had been 
trying to keep Willow occupied. A worried Willow was a 
babbling Willow.  
 
As for himself, he was pretty good. His various burns had 
healed up enough to itch and make things 
uncomfortable, as well as embarrassing, and he was 
wearing a loose pair of sweats so as not to bother his 
wounds. His face still hurt, and he looked like he'd gone a 
round with Mike Tyson—minus the ear munching-- but 
he was basically okay and in two or three weeks he'd be 
back to normal.  
 
Xander couldn't stop being cold, though. It was as if the 
cold had seeped into his bones.  
 
“So, let me get this straight: When Buffy burned down 
the gym at Hemery, she was fighting vampires? All this 



time, over a year, and she's been going out all hours of 
the night and fighting and maybe getting herself killed?!”  
 
Buffy's mom was blowing a gasket. In a way Xander 
didn't blame her but still he wished she could have 
waited to talk to them until after Giles was out of the 
hospital, especially since most of her anger was being 
directed at the Watcher.  
 
Then again, how many times could she wash blood out of 
Buffy's clothes and not notice something was going on? 
He's seen Buffy try to do dishes once, and it had been 
scary. He really doubted Buffy knew how to even turn on 
the washer.  
 
Giles shifted uncomfortably in bed under Mrs. Summers' 
glare. “Well, yes, basically. Buffy is the Chosen One. She 
has been gifted with extraordinary powers --strength, 
speed, agility-- so that she may fight the creatures of 
darkness.” 
 
Xander shifted again and this time when Spike looked at 
him he rolled his eyes. It sounded so cheesy when Giles 
put it like that. Spike grinned back at him, and Xander 
leaned toward him a bit closer. He was tired and wanted 
to go home but Buffy still hadn't turned up and they 



were beginning to worry.  
 
Well, not Spike, but Xander had learned to ignore Spike 
when it came to Buffy. He shivered and Spike looked at 
him and frowned. Xander couldn't help it, he was still 
cold.  
 
Mrs. Summers got up to pace. “You people are all crazy. 
You're all members of some weird cult and you've 
dragged my daughter into your sick games!” 
 
“My dear lady, I find you to be an intelligent and modern 
woman; surely you can see what's right in front of your 
face! Unless you, like other Sunnydale residents, find it 
far more comforting to pull the covers over your head 
and pretend the monster in the closet isn't real. If that is 
so, then there is little hope of you finding your 
daughter.”  
 
Ethan's argument was sound but it only seemed to make 
Buffy's mom madder. Xander found himself trying to 
scoot back in his seat for a moment and then grit his 
teeth and forced himself not to move.  
 
“There are no such things as vampires! Or werewolves! 
It's not real!”  



 
Xander could hear Oz mutter on the other side of the 
room. “I'm real. Don't I look real?”  
 
Willow patted his arm. “You feel real.”  
 
Everyone else's eyes were on Spike, though, and Xander 
scooted closer to him. He was sitting in one of those 
huge but uncomfortable chairs and Spike was perched 
beside him. To Xander that proved he was a supernatural 
creature; no human could sit on the arm of the chair and 
not lose blood flow to their legs.  
 
“What?” Spike growled and Xander nudged him. “Oh, all 
right. I do this and you can damn well forget taking me to 
show and tell at school.” He got up and walked to stand 
in front of Mrs. Summers. “Look here, Missus. You can 
see for yourself how real or not I am.”  
 
Spike's face shifted until he was all fangy and evil looking. 
Mrs. Summers gave a short scream and scrambled 
backwards. Willow made a small noise as well but 
Cordelia, who had been standing near Mrs. Summers, 
smacked Spike on the arm.  
 
“Put those things away. No one except maybe Xander is 



impressed.”  
 
Spike laughed, looking odd because he was still in his 
fangs and turned to leer at Xander. “That right, luv? Are 
you impressed with the size of my teeth?”  
 
Xander grinned. “Okay, I am so not answering anything 
like that anywhere near half the people in this room. Too 
much potential for embarrassment and/or blackmail.”  
 
Before Spike could say anything Mrs. Summers had 
gotten herself together enough to raise a shaking hand at 
Spike. “You...you were there that night, at the Parent 
Teacher conference with the drug addicts. You were 
trying to kill Buffy!”  
 
Spike came back to perch beside Xander. “Believe me, 
Missus, if I had wanted your little princess dead, she 
would be. Mainly, that night was about destroying most 
of the Anointed One's minions. Well, that and annoying 
the Poof.” 
 
“You were attacking her and I had to hit you over the 
head with an ax to get you to stop.”  
 
Spike didn't say anything and Xander leaned into him just 



a little. He knew that if Spike really had wanted to he 
could have taken the ax away from Mrs. Summers, killed 
her and then killed Buffy. Spike didn't say anything, 
though, and eventually Mrs. Summers shook her head 
and sat back down in the plastic yellow chair she'd been 
occupying earlier.  
 
“I think you'd better tell me everything.”  
 
*****  
 
A good hour later and all the explanations had been 
given. Buffy's Mom looked like she'd been run over by a 
truck, one of those big eighteen wheelers with two 
trailers.  
 
“The world nearly ended? Ended, ended? And after she 
stopped this Angelus...she just ran out?”  
 
Cordelia nodded. “She was...well, he had been her 
boyfriend and she was upset.”  
 
Spike snorted. “Was her boyfriend, you mean. Red 
shoved that soul in there nice and tight right before she 
sent him to hell, didn't she?” 
 



Xander hit Spike on the arm as hard as he could. “SPIKE! 
Ix-nay on the oul-say!”  
 
“What?” 
 
Cordelia walked over just to thwap him. “Quit bringing 
up the soul thing, moron!”  
 
Spike flapped his hands at her. “Oi! You and Xander were 
the ones to agree to avoid telling about the soul; I didn't 
say I wouldn't say anything!”  
 
Xander glared at his lover. “Spike!” 
 
The reason why he and Cordy had decided not to say 
anything about the soul was Willow. She was over on the 
other side of the room looking small and sad. Oz had his 
arms around her, cuddling her up and was glaring at 
Spike.  
 
Spike wasn't wilting the least bit under either glare. 
“What?”  
 
Giles cleared his throat from the bed. “Yes, well...there is 
little we can do for Angel at the moment...” 
 



“Not that we give a damn for the bloody prick.”  
 
That came from Ethan. It was kind of odd seeing him 
being just as protective over Giles as Spike was over him. 
It made his brain think weird things, like who did what to 
who and Xander slammed the door on that one. He so 
did not need to know.  
 
Still, Giles gave him a glare that reminded Xander of 
himself. “As I was saying, the thing we need to worry 
about is Buffy. She can protect herself physically but I am 
worried about her mental health at the moment.”  
 
“Oh god. It's partially my fault. I told her if she walked 
out the door that she shouldn't come back. I just...I never 
thought. I didn't mean it.”  
 
Mrs. Summers sounded so sad, Xander hated to hear it. 
“Look, you really love Buffy. She's got to know that. She'll 
be back.” 
 
Mrs. Summers took a deep breath and nodded. “Right, 
she'll be back. Buffy always has been headstrong.” Her 
eyes focused on Xander and then looked at the other 
Scoobies. “How do your parents deal with the fact that 
you children are out to all hours of the night fighting 



demons?”  
 
Everyone stilled. Xander sighed and spoke up first. “Dad 
dropped off the face of the earth about six months ago. 
Angelus killed Mom.”  
 
Everyone was giving him sympathetic glances and Spike 
picked up his hand and squeezed it. He shrugged. “It 
doesn't really matter that much. My folks didn't care last 
year when the world almost ended and I was missing for 
three days. I don't even think they noticed.”  
 
There was a big uncomfortable silence and Giles looked 
like he was about to go off on a guilt trip. Then Willow 
spoke up and Xander remembered why she'd been his 
best friend for so long. She was always willing to take 
unwanted attention off of Xander.  
 
“My parents don't know either. I mean—even if we had, 
like, permission slips or something they'd just sign them 
and go on. They don't notice much outside of their jobs.”  
 
Behind her, Oz shrugged. “I'm eighteen. And a werewolf. 
It doesn't matter that much to my folks.”  
 
Cordelia huffed. “God. What is this, Oprah? Unless I do 



something that makes Daddy look bad in front of his 
business associates, he couldn't care. This,” she made a 
hand gesture that encompassed the room, “doesn't 
count. In fact I get paid a good amount of money not to 
do anything stupid like get hooked on drugs or end up 
pregnant. That and I get paid to keep quiet on some of 
Daddy's side ventures with the help. And as far as my 
mother is concerned, unless I'm walking down the 
runway in Milan, she couldn't care less.”  
 
If he felt better, Xander would have gotten up and given 
both Willow and Cordy a hug. But Willow probably would 
have taken it wrong and Cordelia would have smacked 
him in the head. Instead he just shifted in his chair closer 
to Spike and tried not to wig out in the uncomfortable 
silence.  
 
“Well, if anyone cares, both my parents have kicked the 
proverbial bucket but before they died I can assure you I 
was a huge disappointment. Father even cut me out of 
the family business, luckily for me. I mean, can you see 
me as a barrister?”  
 
Xander laughed and gave Ethan a grin. He wasn't up to 
being the comic relief just yet so he was glad that Ethan 
had stepped in. Spike snorted.  



 
“Actually, I think I can, mate. What else do lawyers do 
but spread chaos and confusion? Bet you could even 
magic yourself up a degree and start a practice over 
here. Bloody Americans wouldn't even check to see if it 
was authentic. They’d just hear the accent.”  
 
Giles groaned and laid his head down on the pillow. It 
was becoming obvious, to Xander at least, that his 
mentor what getting tired. “Thank you for encouraging 
him, Spike, that's all I need.”  
 
There was some stuttered laughter but it was still 
uncomfortable. Mainly because Buffy's mom was looking 
at them all with such pity. “I can't believe that your 
parents don't care where you are, or even how you got 
hurt.”  
 
Xander shivered again and Spike got up and took off his 
duster and wrapped it around him. He immediately felt 
better, warmer. Safer. He gave Spike a thankful smile and 
grabbed at his hand to hold it before turning to Mrs. 
Summers.  
 
“Have you ever read the book IT by Stephen King?”  
 



She shook her head and looked bewildered. “No, Xander. 
What...”  
 
“In the book, there's this thing that pops up and kills kids 
every thirty years or so. What's weird is that the adults, 
the parents, most of them can sense it or 
something...they didn't go into it too much in the movie 
and it's been a while since I read the book but it was like 
the monster infected the townspeople with apathy. They 
didn't care. Oh, they'd get upset when a kid died or 
something but they didn't do anything to stop it, really. I 
think...well, the Hellmouth gives off these vibes, see? I 
think they do the same thing. That after a while people 
just stop noticing things. Either that or stop caring. That's 
my theory, at least.” Xander paused. “Then again, I'm 
halfway convinced that King lived on a Hellmouth or that 
there's one in Maine somewhere and that's where he 
gets his ideas so I may just be going weird over here.”  
 
Spike chuckled. “You're always weird, pet.” 
 
Xander snuggled into Spike's coat and grinned up at his 
lover. “Gee, thanks.”  
 
Giles was actually looking at him with an admiring look in 
his eye. “That actually makes a fair amount of sense. The 



demons that populate the Hellmouth would need a food 
source so it would be unwise if they scared all the 
humans away. It could be a form of radiation or a spell or 
some sort of glamor...I wonder if I can find a reference to 
this in Tobin's Spirit Guide?”  
 
Ethan rolled his eyes. “No getting lost in books doing 
research until your hands heal, if you please. At the rate 
you read I'll get carpel tunnel syndrome turning pages for 
you.”  
 
Mrs. Summers laughed for a moment before stopping. 
“What do I do about Buffy?”  
 
All of a sudden everyone but Spike, Giles and Ethan 
seemed to be looking at him. Before he could say 
anything, Spike growled and pulled him closer. “Bloody 
hell, no!” 
 
“But if he can find Buffy...”  
 
Spike actually snarled at Cordelia. “And have her in his 
bloody head with her angst and guilt and bloody self-
absorption? NO. He's still not sensing all that much from 
where he...”  
 



Spike trailed off when Xander shuddered again. He 
couldn't help it, he was just so cold. Suddenly he was 
physically picked up and maneuvered until he was pretty 
much sitting in Spike's lap. Spike was murmuring 
something even he couldn't hear and despite his 
embarrassment he allowed Spike to comfort him. He 
hated being cold.  
 
“Xander?”  
 
It was Cordelia. She had her arm on his and was looking 
at him oddly. He took a deep breath and gave her a weak 
smile before he turned to Mrs. Summers. “I'm sorry. I 
just can't, not right now. Give me a few weeks and if she 
hasn't come home I'll try but...”  
 
He shuddered again and Spike squeezed him. By that 
time everyone but Ethan and Giles were looking at him 
oddly. “I'm sorry, I'm just so cold. Inside.”  
 
He'd been cold from the moment Angelus had appeared 
and thrown a bucket of ice water over him. While he'd 
retreated into his mind to escape Angelus, he still 
felt...odd. Like his psychic abilities were sore, if there 
could be such a thing. Burnt out.  
 



There was yet another uncomfortable silence. Xander 
would be glad when he felt better and got his powers of 
babble back. Finally Giles cleared his throat and gave him 
a sympathetic look. “That sounds fair. In the meantime, 
there are other avenues to investigate. Mrs. Summers...” 
 
“Joyce. Call me Joyce. All of you.” There was an element 
of Mother in her voice and Xander felt Spike groan. 
Xander just grinned into Spike's chest. It would be nice to 
have a Mother that cared, even if she wasn't his.  
 
Giles smiled. Possibly at the thought that now he 
wouldn't be the only responsible adult in the group. 
Ethan didn't count since he was just as bad as the rest of 
them. “Joyce, then. Perhaps you could search Buffy's 
room, find out what she took with her. Money, clothes? 
She would need a ride out of town; perhaps Willow could 
get on that infernal machine of hers and figure out if she 
left on the train or bus.”  
 
Ethan nodded. “There are certain spells that could be 
used to track her as well if things really look bad, but 
perhaps we should try to find her the old fashioned way, 
as it were.”  
 
“I could look up a spell in Miss Calendar's programs if 



you'd like!”  
 
“You will most certainly not, young lady!” Even though 
he wasn't at the receiving end of Giles's reprimand, 
Xander still ducked his head. “In fact I want you to turn 
all that information over to Ethan. If you insist on doing 
magic, you will have to begin with the basics. I'd like to 
see a report in two weeks about the Witch's Pyramid and 
how the first part, To Know, means to know when it is 
wise to practice magic and when it is not.” 
 
Willow ducked her head. “Yes, Giles.” She then brought 
her head up so quickly that Xander was surprised she 
didn't get whiplash. “Does this mean you'll teach me?”  
 
Giles chuckled. “I suppose it does. If only because the 
thought of unleashing you into the world untrained is a 
frightening one.”  
 
Willow got up and hugged him, and Xander could hear all 
the air rush out of his lungs. “OOH! Thank you Giles! 
Thank you!” 
 
“Willow, please let go. Ripper does need air to breathe, 
after all.”  
 



“Oops. Sorry, Giles.”  
 
Ethan answered for him since Giles was recovering from 
being glomped on by Willow. “That's quite all right, my 
dear. Just remember, intact ribs are a good thing.”  
 
There was some laughter, and then Joyce stood up. “It 
would probably be best if we let Mr. Giles rest now. 
Hopefully, hopefully Buffy will come home soon.”  
 
“And if not we can track her down and drag her back 
kicking and screaming.”  
 
Cordelia nodded at the end of her statement and Joyce 
gave a burst of laughter. “Sounds good to me.” They all 
started to drift out of the room. It was going to be okay. 
They would find Buffy eventually and everything would 
go back to normal.  
 
Or as normal as you could get, considering Xander was in 
love with a vampire.  
 
*****  
 
Xander sat down on the swing and gave Spike a grin. 
“Push me?”  



 
“What are you, ten?”  
 
“No, seventeen. Push me anyway, asshole.”  
 
Spike rolled his eyes but obliged him and gave Xander a 
push. They were out on patrol, cleaning up what few 
fledges that remained after Angelus's eating spree. In a 
lot of ways things were getting back to normal: Giles was 
getting around better and his hands had almost healed, 
Willow was happy that Giles gave her extra homework to 
do, Oz didn't talk that much and Cordy was still Cordy. 
But in a way, things had changed.  
 
They'd tracked Buffy to the L. A. area, but either she 
moved around too much or there were just too many 
people. Magic spells just weren't giving an address and 
Willow couldn't find her name in any records. Still, she 
was in the city somewhere and alive and that made them 
all feel better. It was just odd knowing that there wasn't 
a slayer on the Hellmouth.  
 
Finals were in a week and they were facing an entire 
summer Buffyless. Willow was staying in town this year, 
which was different and in a way Xander was looking 
forward to it. She still seemed to have a crush on him but 



Oz was gradually taking his place in her heart, which was 
how it should be.  
 
She still glared at Spike, though. That was okay because 
Spike glared back.  
 
All in all, things were looking up. He had good friends, a 
home and a vampire who loved him enough to push him 
on the swings. Xander grinned and dragged his feet so 
that the swing would stop.  
 
“You do know why I dragged you here, don't you?” 
 
“Cause you’re a git that likes to prove you have me 
wrapped around your...” 
 
“Don't finish that sentence. And no, that's not the reason 
either. This, Spike, is the place where we first met. You 
were all drunk and being maudlin over Drusilla and I was 
hanging out, trying to avoid my Dad.”  
 
Spike froze for a moment and looked around. “Huh. 
Didn't remember that part, luv.”  
 
“Duh. You were way drunk, like enough to make me have 
a headache for you drunk.” Xander stopped and grinned 



up at Spike. “I'm so glad you didn't make me your 
lunchable.”  
 
Spike smiled back at him, the smile that made his eyes 
crinkle, and leaned forward until their noses were just 
barely touching. “Got to say, it's worked out well for me 
too.” 
 
“We're going to be totally sappy here, aren't we.”  
 
Spike leered at him. “Tell you what, instead of sappy, 
what say you we go over to the slide and I'll fuck you 
blind underneath it.”  
 
“Excuse me? One, I have no wish to be blind. Two, there 
are weeds underneath there. I'll get poison ivy on my 
dick.”  
 
Spike chuckled. “I'll scratch it for you.”  
 
“Spike!” Xander just laughed. It was nice, feeling better. 
Feeling like his old self. He still got cold at times but 
mainly that was a mental thing and hopefully would fade 
in time. His burnt out brain was getting better too but it 
still gave him headaches if he tried to use his psychic 
abilities too much.  



 
Still, he was alive and he had Spike. That was definitely of 
the good.  
 
“What's going on in that head of yours, pet?”  
 
“Just thinking about how lucky I am. I mean, we're alive 
and together and it's summer. No school! We can be 
together as much as we want.”  
 
“Mmm...that does sound nice, luv.” Spike leaned forward 
and nipped at his ear. “Bet your friends will insist on 
seeing you at some point in time, though, if only to make 
sure you can still get around in the sunlight.”  
 
Xander tipped his head over, actually letting Spike lick on 
his neck. “Damn, you're right. Still, no school, no 
homework. It's good.”  
 
“Very good.” Xander shivered when Spike started 
nibbling on his neck and he let go of the chains on the 
swing to wrap his arms around Spike's waist. “Xan-der, 
anyone tell you that you taste good?” 
 
“Umm, no?”  
 



“Shame, that. Come on, let's get home and I'll taste you 
all over.” Spike pulled back and gave him a leer and 
Xander felt different parts of his anatomy perking up at 
the thought.  
 
“We're getting to be a sappy old married couple, you 
know that, Spike?”  
 
“Wouldn't have it any other way, luv.”  
 
Xander allowed himself to be tugged and pulled on until 
they were heading in the direction of the house he and 
Spike shared.  
 
Life was looking better every day. They'd find Buffy 
eventually and in the meantime he had lots of Spike time 
to enjoy. Then he'd just have to survive to graduate and 
he and Spike could be together.  
 
Forever.  
 
Xander pulled Spike to a stop in the middle of the street 
and grinned at his lover's annoyed face.  
 
“Xan-der! You won't let me shag in the bushes, so can we 
at least get home?”  



 
“Yeah, I just wanted to say that I love you.”  
 
Spike gave another one of his wonderful smiles. “Love 
you too pet. Between the two of us, the Hellmouth 
doesn't stand a chance.”  
 
They kissed, one of those toe-curling romantic kisses that 
until that moment Xander had only seen in movies. 
Xander had his arms linked around Spike's neck and 
Spike's hand were grabbing his ass.  
 
Oh yeah, his life? Was so much better now.  

 
 

The End  
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“Xander, for the last time I am not calling you 
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the local minions knew how to find Buffy. I mean, how 
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is this part of the craziness you inherited from his old 
girlfriend? Because I've got to say, I'd rather you talk to 
the stars or the trees or whatever instead of making up 
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stupid names.”  
 
Xander tried to keep a straight face but it was difficult. 
For one thing, he always got a “soppy” look on his face 
when thinking about his boyfriend. Spike always called 
him on it too, but then again Spike was the one who 
usually put the soppy look on his face.  
 
Add that to the fact that he was totally yanking Cordy's 
chain and, well, this was too much fun. He was really 
going to miss his friend when she left for the summer. It 
was bad enough that Buffy was still missing.  
 
Still, he turned back to his earlier goal, which was to drive 
Cordelia insane. “Nope, not crazy. Well, not anymore 
crazy than I usually am. I just think if we're going to 
officially take over patrolling the Hellmouth we need 
code names. Especially if we're going to have walkie-
talkies. Spike is Captain Blood, Willow is the Scarlet 
Witch, and Oz is the Red Wolf. I can't tell if we've been 
watching too many pirate movies or X-Men cartoons. 
Maybe both.”  
 
Cordelia snorted, an indelicate sound that seemed odd 
on the self-described Queen of Sunnydale High. “Do I 
even want to know what my code name is?”  



 
“What else? Queen Bitch.”  
 
Xander was smirking and Cordy gave him an evil look. 
“Be glad I just got a manicure, Xander, otherwise I'd hit 
you. As it is, you're not worth wasting my polish on.”  
 
“Gee thanks, Cordy, I'll try to live with the 
disappointment.”  
 
They were walking around downtown, just wasting time 
until it was time to head back to the Library for the 
Scooby meeting. Well, actually Xander was acting as 
Cordelia's pack mule during her effort to run a few 
errands. Errands that had Xander carrying boxes of 
shoes, bags of mysterious female accessories and, 
surprisingly, a good knife and a compass along with other 
survival gear from the sporting goods store.  
 
“Just where are you going on vacation again?”  
 
“I have a whole month of traveling planned, all on 
Daddy's credit card, of course. If the IRS is going to take it 
away I might as well get as much out of it as I can. First 
I'm going to spend twenty days at the Canyon Ranch in 
Tucson. I had thought about going to this spa in Mexico 



but urgh! The thought of hiking out in the desert with 
snakes is just nasty.” 
 
If Xander had had his hands empty he would have made 
a dramatic gesture. As it was, he just gave his friend an 
incredulous look. “You? A ranch? Hiking? Are you 
possessed? A pod person?” 
 
“Hey, it's not as if I'm going to one of those low class City 
Slickers kind of ranches. We're talking luxury master 
suites with whirlpool tubs, a four star Chef, and full spa 
treatment. I'm going to get every pore cleansed, mud 
baths and have people waiting on me hand and foot.”  
 
Xander snorted. “That I can believe. In fact I see you with 
body slaves and those huge fans like in that movie 
Cleopatra.”  
 
“Ooh! Now there's an idea!” Cordy flashed him one of 
those winning smiles that toothpaste commercial makers 
dreamed about. “Part of the package is a personal trainer 
and I'll be doing some hiking and stuff like that. Knowing 
my luck, we'll be attacked by a wild, demonic bear and 
end up lost in the wilderness. That's why the survival 
gear. I may be pretty but I'm not stupid.”  
 



Xander shook his head in admiration. “You're going to 
terrorize every female in that place, aren't you?” 
 
Cordelia chuckled. “Hopefully. Is Spike dragging you off 
anywhere this summer?”  
 
Xander tried to shrug, which was hard considering his 
arms were full and felt like they were going to fall off. 
“Dunno. There's been talk of going back to Taos, but he's 
being incredibly close mouthed. There’ve also been some 
odd talks with Ethan which, if I let myself think about, 
would scare the crap out of me.”  
 
“Is Giles still determined to try to find Buffy in LA?”  
 
Xander nodded. “Yeah. I did what I could and I know 
she's okay and she's where she wants to be but Joyce is 
really wigging out. I mean, serious Mama Bear issues. 
She's still kind of mad over the whole vampire slayer 
thing.”  
 
This time it was Cordelia's turn to snort. “Can you blame 
her? Out of all of us, Buffy's the only one with a parent 
that gives a crap and she doesn't tell her anything. That's 
just...odd.”  
 



Xander didn't say anything, parents being a somewhat 
sore point with him. Thankfully, though, either Cordelia 
didn't notice his discomfort or ignored it, choosing to 
change the topic instead.  
 
“Willow's staying in Sunnydale this summer?”  
 
“Yeah, for the most part. I think she's going to go for one 
week with her family doing the bonding thing, and then 
come back and hang out with Oz doing the groupie thing, 
which is scary when you think about it. I mean, can 
someone who wears pink bunnies on a t-shirt even be a 
groupie? Isn't there, like, a dress code?”  
 
As the school came into sight Xander sped up. His arms 
were going to be two inches longer as it was. 
 
Cordelia followed, her heels clicking on the sidewalk. 
“Xander, if you're waiting for Willow to be fashionable 
you might as well wait for Spike to start sunbathing. I 
even tried to be nice and give her advice on her 
wardrobe and she looked at me like I kicked her cat. 
Well, if she had a cat for me to kick.”  
 
Xander stopped and waited for Cordelia to open the door 
for him. Of course she was waiting on him to open the 



door for her, which wasn't going to happen unless he 
suddenly sprouted a third arm. Spike might like that, and 
think of several pervy things to do with a third arm, but 
since Xander's shirts only had two sleeves it wasn't going 
to happen. Well, unless he pissed Ethan off.  
 
Finally Cordy huffed and opened the door and Xander 
caught it with his foot and followed. “I hate to tell you, 
Cor, but your idea of giving advice is less than...helpful. 
You sound like Joan Rivers on PMS.”  
 
“What? Like it's my fault she dresses like she’s got her 
eyes closed?” 
 
“No, but you could try a little tact.”  
 
“Tact, schmact. We live on a Hellmouth; if I pansied 
around with tact we could be dead before Willow learns 
how to dress herself. As it is I'm glad being with Spike has 
improved your fashion sense, otherwise I'd be 
embarrassed to be seen with you.”  
 
“Gee, thanks, Cor.” 
 
“You're welcome!”  
 



The last was said with a sunny smile as they entered the 
library and Xander just shook his head. Cordy was one of 
a kind, something that he was at times both grateful and 
disappointed about. Sometimes he thought that the 
world could use a thousand Cordelias, but he didn't think 
the world could take the strain. Or make enough 
designer clothes, for that matter.  
 
Xander dumped all of Cordy's packages on the table with 
a relieved groan and threw himself into a chair. “Cordy, 
the next time you volunteer someone to help you, forget 
I exist, okay?”  
 
She was already going through her bags, probably 
making sure he hadn't damaged anything with his 
peasant hands. “Yeah, sure. Whatever.”  
 
Xander thought about rolling his eyes but forcibly 
stopped himself. Cordelia wasn't even paying attention, 
and between her and Spike if he rolled his eyes every 
time he thought about it they'd fall out of his head. He 
needed to stop snorting at their antics too, before he 
sounded like a pig.  
 
He looked around the library. With time and practice 
he'd learned to filter out most of the weirdness of sitting 



on top of the actual Hellmouth, although there were 
days he thought he'd puke if he spent one more hour 
practicing grounding and centering, even if they did help 
keep his psychic abilities in line. Which was good, for the 
most part, but he couldn't tell if Ethan and Giles were in 
the small library office or not. The office door was closed 
which meant that either Giles hadn't gotten here yet or 
they were in there...doing things with a soundproofing 
spell up.  
 
One thing was for sure, he wasn't going to knock.  
 
There was the sounds of footsteps in the hallway and 
Willow and Oz walked in, their arms wrapped around 
each other. They'd gotten closer since Willow had 
stopped making eyes at him, which was a very good 
thing. Not only did Willow wig him out when she was 
doing that, but it made both Oz and Spike jealous as hell.  
 
Oz had been much more quiet about it, of course. Spike 
just liked to threaten vivisection.  
 
“Hey, Oz! Willow!” He gave a half-hearted wave, playing 
up the fact that his arms were sore. It didn't help, 
though. Cordelia ignored them completely, too 
immersed in her new purchases.  



 
Oz nodded at him and slunk into a chair and Willow sat in 
his lap. She had an armful of books that she set down on 
the table. Giles had started giving her homework on 
Wicca the week before, her first assignment being Magic 
and Ethics. She'd been thrilled and Xander felt 
embarrassed to know her. Only Willow was happy with 
homework during summer vacation.  
 
“Hey, guys! Any idea if there's slayage that needs to be 
done tonight or are we just having a study session?”  
 
“Study? Moi? Surely you're joking!”  
 
“Xander! You're smarter than you let on, you know that!”  
 
Xander just shrugged. “Yeah, but I still don't need all that 
higher math stuff. You can learn a lot just by reading 
stuff, even comics. Did you know that in some areas of 
Australia they use Phantom comics in their history 
classes? I wish we could get Snyder to let us do that here, 
then class wouldn't be such a snooze fest.”  
 
Oz grunted and then, wonder of wonders, spoke. “Back 
in the day, Mozart was treated much like our modern day 
rock stars. If we could study Rob Zombie in music class I 



know I'd be a lot more interested.”  
 
“I keep telling you, mate, that Sid Vicious is the way to 
go.”  
 
Everyone but Xander was startled as Spike jumped down 
from the upper level of the library. Xander had figured 
that Spike would use the tunnels and the passageway in 
the back of the library to show up early.  
 
Of course he'd just about jumped himself in surprise, but 
he was too tired. If that made him look cool, though, he'd 
take it.  
 
“Spike, I'm sure they're not going to let us study any 
group that sings about anarchy at a high school. Or Pink 
Floyd, for that matter.”  
 
Spike came and stood behind Xander and waited until 
Xander huffed and scooted forward on his chair so that 
Spike could share it. Xander had thought about 
protesting for a moment, but decided he'd rather cuddle 
instead. He could feel Spike moving as if he was looking 
around and then Spike gave a chuckle.  
 
“So...Rupert And Ethan are playing naughty schoolboy 



getting punished for returning a book late, eh?” 
 
Xander groaned and Willow blushed. “Spike!!”  
 
Instead of being embarrassed, though, Oz looked way 
too interested for Xander's mental health. “Now there's a 
thought. What do you think, Willow?”  
 
“Can we change the subject? Or will one of you two 
happy couples let me watch? Otherwise I have nothing to 
contribute to the conversation.”  
 
Xander just knew that Spike was going to say something 
smarmy. Before he did, Xander elbowed him. “I vote for 
changing the subject! How about those Dodgers, huh? 
Sports is always a good safe topic.”  
 
This time it was Oz giving a smirk and it looked rather 
creepy on the quiet boy. “I don't know, that could lead to 
the discussion of bases, and playing with balls.”  
 
Spike laughed and Xander gave up and put his head on 
the table. His life was so odd. He could hear the sharp 
sound of flesh against flesh and Willow hissing Oz's name 
but he just knew that Spike and Oz were trading satisfied 
looks.  



 
For someone so quiet, Oz had his evil moments.  
 
“Speaking of sports of the non-balling kind...” Cordelia 
had evidently decided to step in again. “Xander, you 
need to make sure you're here three weeks before 
school starts...” 
 
“No! Capital N, capital O. No!”  
 
Spike goosed him and Xander jumped. “What's this, pet? 
Cheerleader holding something over you?”  
 
Cordelia stopped fussing with her packages and pulled up 
a seat across from him and Spike. “No. Well, at least not 
yet. See, I really, really want to at least get to go to the 
National Cheerleading Championships this year. I mean, 
hello, Senior now. This is my last chance. And most of the 
top standing teams have guys on their squad. It helps 
even things out and then that way some of us girls could 
be flyers and we can really get into the acrobatic stuff. 
I've been trying to recruit some of the guys into martial 
arts, since I want to include some katas and things like 
that in our routines, but I'm not having much luck.”  
 
Cordelia turned her own version of a puppy dog look on 



him and Xander thought about making a hand gesture. 
He was torn between flipping her off and warding off the 
evil eye. “Xander, please?”  
 
“No!” 
 
“At least you could be our mascot!” 
 
“No! I'm not gonna do it! Not gonna do it!”  
 
“It would be only fair, Xander. After all, you did eat the 
last mascot.”  
 
Xander glared at Willow. “Et tu, Wills? Must you betray 
me so?”  
 
Oz peered at him. “I don't know if Xander has the legs for 
one of those cheerleading skirts.”  
 
They were all against him, even Spike, who was laughing. 
“I hate you all, just so you know that. See if I warn you 
guys of impending doom the next time I get a psychic 
hit.”  
 
“I beg your pardon?”  
 



Suddenly Giles was there and Xander looked up and gave 
a fake pout. “Giles! They're picking on me!”  
 
“There, there. I'm quite sure you'll survive.” Giles had a 
smug look on his face and while he looked together-- 
everything buttoned and in place-- he looked too 
together. Ethan slipped out of the office behind him 
wearing a smirk.  
 
Oh yeah, they'd been having sex. Xander made a mental 
note to not touch the desk, ever again.  
 
“Get your library book stamped, Ethan?”  
 
This time it was Cordy taking a turn at being smart. 
Xander was beginning to wonder if everyone but him had 
had a bowl of Smart Ass Flakes for breakfast.  
 
“Well, I was the one stamping...”  
 
“I believe that is enough, thank you.” Giles cut his lover 
off with a glare and everyone, Xander included, laughed.  
 
Finally the meeting started. At the moment, the meanest 
vampire in town was Spike so it was safe to use the 
school as a headquarters again. “Right. This weekend 



Ethan and I will be going to LA. Thanks to Xander, we 
know what area Buffy has been staying in.”  
 
At those words everyone became serious. Well, mostly. 
Spike was probably making snarky comments in his head 
but that was better than commenting out loud. Since the 
night she'd killed Angel she'd been missing and it was 
only through Xander's gifts that they even knew where to 
look. Xander frowned for a moment.  
 
“Remember, G-man, don't drag her back kicking and 
screaming, no matter what Joyce might want. Buffy has a 
purpose for being where she is right now and when she's 
ready she will come home.”  
 
“Yes, Xander, you've told me all that already. Still, Joyce 
is wanting visual confirmation, not that she doesn't trust 
your gift....”  
 
Xander shrugged. “Whatever. It's just that Buffy's at one 
of those domino points. If you tip her over then the 
whole thing will come crashing down, creating new 
futures that I haven't seen into yet.”  
 
Ethan chuckled. “Teach your grandmother to suck eggs, 
young Xander. I know more about affecting the time line 



than you can even dream.”  
 
Xander grinned, not taking the criticism harshly. “I'll have 
you know I used to watch every episode of Doctor Who 
that the PBS station showed. I remember what happened 
when the young Brigadier met the older one: the 
universe just about blew up.”  
 
Giles gave the sigh of the long suffering. “Can we please 
get back on track? While the two of us are gone, Willow 
is in charge...”  
 
Xander snickered at the pleased look on his friend's face. 
“Apple polisher.”  
 
“I think she leaves that to Ethan, luv.”  
 
“Willow is in charge, but if anything comes up Joyce 
knows how to get in contact with us. Check in with her 
nightly, please.” Giles was doing his best to ignore them, 
but there was a tell-tale blush that made Xander snicker 
again. Teasing the older man was so much fun.  
 
Okay, maybe he'd had his Smart Ass Flakes this morning 
too. Either that or the others were rubbing off on him.  
 



Xander decided to pay more attention lest he start 
thinking about Spike and rubbing off and let his brain go 
to bad places while they were in public.  
 
“Cordelia, I believe Ethan has those traveling spells you 
wanted...”  
 
Xander looked at his other best friend. “Spells?”  
 
“Please. As if after hanging out with you freaks some of 
your weird vibes haven't infected me. I am having a good 
vacation and any demon that tries to stop me will find its 
ass handed to him on a platter.”  
 
“And Xander, I want you to teach Willow what you know 
about centering and grounding. The same things that 
help you control your psychic gift are useful in spell work. 
Oz, please remember that the full moon is later on this 
week. Finally, I'm going to ask all of you to check out a 
local establishment. There have been several people 
checking into Sunnydale General with strange wounds 
and the feeling that they have had all of their energy 
drained from them. You should practice shielding first, 
but I'm quite sure that Spike will be happy to tear and 
maim anything in there that might actually be dangerous, 
if only for the entertainment value.”  



 
“Got that right, mate. Could use a good dust up; those 
minions of the poof are a freaking joke now that Angelus 
isn't around to whip them into shape. It's like staking fish 
in a barrel.”  
 
Willow was giving Giles her substitute teacher face. 
“What business was it again?”  
 
Ethan was laughing and Giles gave an embarrassed 
cough. “It's, uh, the bowling alley, actually...” 
 
Xander perked up. “Cool! We can slay something and go 
bowling after! They have that midnight bowling with the 
black lights and the 80's music!” 
 
“Fucking hell, no! I am not going to sit around a bowling 
alley listening to Michael Soddin' Jackson all night. Unless 
I can eat the bloke who rents those god awful shoes. 
Don't tell me he's not evil, pet. Anyone who handles 
those things has to be evil.”  
 
The meeting went downhill from there, with Willow 
trying to sternly admonish Spike against killing any 
human and Cordelia pointing out that no one with a soul 
actually would force someone into those shoes. Ethan, of 



course, goaded both sides, getting his rocks off on the 
chaos as always.  
 
Xander leaned back against Spike and grinned. This was 
his life. With Spike and Cordy snarking and Willow fussing 
while Oz looked amused. Ethan causing trouble and Giles 
looking as if he was afraid the world was going to end if 
he stepped out of the room for a moment.  
 
It was good. Oh, there was this big hole in their lives 
where Buffy would have agreed with Spike and Cordy 
and then have been horrified and needed calming down. 
They missed her, not because she was the Slayer but 
because even though this past year had put some 
distance between them they were still friends.  
 
That was one of the cool things about being psychic, 
though. He knew for a fact she'd be back. He'd sat on her 
bed and touched Mr. Gordo and saw her putting away 
her things. In a way that let everyone, except maybe her 
mother, relax a bit instead of worrying if she was alive or 
dead or whatever, leaving them free to enjoy their 
summer for the most part.  
 
And Xander planned to enjoy it, because he knew that 
next year was going to suck just as bad as Junior Year in 



some ways. Xander was going to take every opportunity 
to enjoy himself while he could.  
 
Which included blackmailing Spike into going bowling 
with them. He bet the vampire would glow under the 
black light and look all weird. And near the start of school 
would be his eighteenth birthday, which was great!  
 
Xander couldn't wait to vote.  

 
 

The End 

 

His Worst Nightmare 

 

Okay folks, this little bit of fluff takes place in the Thrill Me 
universe! Whoo! Aren't y'all glad? Enjoy!  

 

Xander was trapped, unable to move. The mask muffled 
his face so that he could hardly breathe, never mind see. 
He was trying to run but his feet were too big and he 



kept stumbling. Surrounding him were girls, screaming at 
the tops of their lungs.  
 
"Xander!" It was Cordelia's voice but Xander couldn't find 
her. "Xander! It's time! You have to do a cartwheel! 
Xander!"  
 
Xander sat up in bed, gasping for breath. Spike was 
there, comforting him. Thank god.  
 
"Pet? Was it a vision?"  
 
Xander knew his laugh was slightly hysterical but he 
didn't care. "Gods, no! Nope, it was just a regular old 
nightmare. At least I hope it wasn't a vision."  
 
He should have known not to say anything. An evil leer 
stretched across his lover's face. "Oh? Do tell."  
 
Xander lay back down. He could argue he wasn't up to 
arguing and Spike would have won anyhow so he gave in. 
"I was dressed in a pig costume and Cordelia was making 
me do cartwheels at the Homecoming Game."  
 
There was silence for a good minute before Spike started 
chuckling. The chuckling turned into a full belly laugh and 



after a minute Xander would have willingly given up his 
psychic powers for laser eye blasts so he could blow his 
boyfriend out of the room without moving. "Ha ha, real 
funny. Do you know how embarrassing that was? And 
you know Cordy is going to try to talk me into it if she 
finds out! It isn't funny!"  
 
Spike's laughter trailed off as he crawled under the 
covers with Xander, his cold vampire feet pressing 
against Xander's legs, making him jump. "Is so funny. Can 
just see you runnin' about in some furry costume for the 
entire school to see."  
 
Xander groaned. "Spike, unless you want me to start 
taking garlic supplements with my vitamins, you'll stop 
that train of thought before it even leaves the station."  
 
That shut Spike up in a hurry. "Right, luv, I'll just be 
hoping your next nightmare is something more 
gruesome, shall I?" 
 
"Asshole."  
 
"You know you love me." 
 
Xander felt his insides melt, just a little bit. "You're right, I 



do." And he did love Spike, because he knew that no 
matter what his nightmares were based on, the vampire 
would always be there to soothe him.  
 
"Night, Piglet."  
 
Even if he was a right bastard.  

 
 

The End 

 

 


