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Xander held up his hands as if begging the filmstap rolling. "Okay, no, no, no,
see--this isw0t the part of the buddy-cop movie where the two dwgge to pretend
to be gay, and if its, you can consider me officially leaving for popcdr

"Will you shut it?" Spike spat the words out likiésbof gravel.
"No, | will not--"

Spike spun and shoved Xander up against the alidly @lamping one hand over
his mouth, and hello, why the hell wasn't MisteiiCissuing the smackdown?
Another failure of American technology; the Japa&yesw, they'd know what to do
with vampires who shoved their cigarette-smoky samader your nose with no
respect for your personal bubble.

"Do you know what a Swadhhyu demon'll do if it geithin claw range?" Spike
asked.

This was the point where Xander should have sh®gkle's hand aside or maybe
gotten in a bite for the home team, rah, but thapiee's fierce gaze fixed him with
the question and he shook his head in answer.



"It'll pin you to the ground, open up a hole in ytelly," he poked a finger into
Xander's navel, "and spend the next two hours sluypur guts up like capellini.”

Capellini? Xander thought. And then: Ewwww. A wafdaintness washed
through him, making his knees start to buckle.

Spike took his mouth-covering hand off but keptotiger wrapped in Xander's
shirt and yanked him away from the wall, craninguard the edge of the alley to
check on the status of their monster.

Xander cleared his throat softly. "So explain thet again where kissing makes the
bad demon go away?"

"They don't eat prey that's mating."

"I hate my life. So. Much."

"I hate your life too," Spike said irritably, anlgein his body stiffened. "Oh oh."
"Oh oh?" Panic gripped Xander's capellini. "Oh oh?"

That was the last thing he had a chance to utterdo&pike kissed him.

Xander struggled against fate, of course. Histdteterosexual code demanded that
he try to twist from Spike's grasp and break framvile vampire lips, defying

death and the brutal Swadhhyu. Which made it hmekplain how he found

himself back up against the alley wall, leaningtdor support as Spike's body
blanketed him from head to foot, or why a hand tladbed into Undead Boy's

back pocket while the other one wound into his ¢iea and extra-crispy hair.

| hate this, he assured himself, as he heard tlaellswyu enter the alley and give
them a snuffling investigation. And then he kindafgot about it, kind of blanked
out or something, though he thought he heard soosing sounds that might
have been the beast.

There's a lot of tongue, he thought absently, @@saing observation, the way you
notice these wet and interesting things. Coolgagfkillful, like a fish darting in

and out of his mouth except not at all fishy, gisioky and boozy and...what had he
been thinking a moment ago?



A lot of tongue, a lot of Spike in his mouth, a ¢ét..oh god, Spike in his mouth!

He broke away long enough to gasp, ready to curdeeotest and really, really
express his not-at-all-happy-with-this-ness, andbok. An eight-foot tall monster
with red eyes and claws like meat hooks.

Xander grabbed the back of Spike's head and phitedn for another wild
mouthful. And then he lost the plot again for a lhwhat with all the tongue and
the hands and rubbing and somehow the part whejedms came unzipped,
possibly from the rubbing.

"Oh my god," he husked out as Spike drew off jasteinough to sniff and chew his
neck, the rest of him remaining plastered to Xarfiaen the hips down and
everywhere else it counted.

"Oh my god!" a higher voice said in horror, momemg$ore something pulled his
vampire away.

No no no, he thought in matching horror, eyes simpppen; this was his personal
vampire, not for sharing. Get your own, he thougihdly, before sanity returned
and he was forced to zip himself up in front ofaardience of saucer-eyed girls.

His personal vampire was clenched in a slayeafist wore an expression as if he'd
just misplaced a thought somewhere over in Xangargs. Buffy had a stake in
one raised hand and had frozen mid-swing towarkleSpribs. Clearly unable to
complete the sentence, she loosened her handtahdrap from his shoulder.

"Okay," Xander said, holding one hand up and themhand strategically down. "I
can explain this."

Willow's jaw had come unhinged, leaving a one-igab between her parted lips,
and Buffy had taken on a theatrically stunned esgiom, the one she wore when
she'd just stuck her hand in human remains andede®dmake the bad touch go
away.

"God, you can kiss," Spike said, still staring ander with a frown of surprise.

The sheer wrongness of this made him stammer 8ayt"up!"



Plaintive Willow eyes were stripping all the flesbm Xander's hot and mortified
face. "Xander, why didn't you tell us?"

"Tell you? Tell you what? There is no tell."

"It's okay if you're attracted to guys. My firstargpsych textbook says that it's
considered totally normal now. It's not even in Ei&M-1V."

"Oh god," Xander said, training his plea up towdrel heavens. "Please let this be
the late-night pizza-with-anchovies dream from wahiievill now awaken."

He did not awaken, or if he did it was to the e)sarhe spot where Buffy was
saying, "You son of a bitch." When his eyes poppgeh again he saw with relief
that she was talking to Spike.

"Scuse me?" he said, cocking his head and lookifngnted.

"l can't believe you. Taking advantage of someosexsial confusion to cop a feel?
Molesting young boys in alleys?"

"Okay," Xander held up a finger, "wait a minute--"

Spike straightened a few inches and adjusted hstdbof Infinite Dignity. "You're
off your nut. I'll have you know | was saving thas worthless life from the," he
turned with a gesture, noticed the utter lack ohawe, and hesitated, "the very
large and unpleasant demon that was here a migaté a

"Uh huh," Buffy said with huge skepticism.
Xander hastened to chime in. "No, he was. Realg $waddle-you demon."
"Swadhhyu."

Xander nodded and pointed at Spike in affirmatidimat. To distract it you have to
mate--I mean, nanate, but fake mate--fake! Hence the perfectly inno@end not

at all gay kiss." He fidgeted in place with nerveumergy and hoped no one would
mention the zipper thing.

"Oh," Willow said. It was the kind of "oh" that ma@veryone turn to look at you,
and Xander was relieved to have all eyes move sonteone else.



"What oh?" Buffy asked, gaze narrowing.

"Oh, | might have sort of forgotten to mention armiag from Giles about a,
um...pack of vicious Swadhhyu demons rampagingutiitrdhe neighborhood." The
last several words came out in a guilty rush.

"There you go," Spike said, sounding shaky, ag'll escaped the guillotine and
was only just realizing it. He and Xander exchangegince, then quickly looked
away. "Well, slayer, you should go kill those nasfters." He paused, struck by a
thought. "Say, if you and Red are going to team"up-

Buffy lifted her stake. "Finish that thought ane di

A sound rather like a cross between a sick cowaamangry elephant reached them
from somewhere too close for comfort. Buffy brok#oia sprint down the alley.
Willow wavered a moment longer, giving Xander alsrthat clearly said, "l know
you claim you're not gay but | support your gayreasgvay because I'm your
friend, Xander," then ran after Buffy.

Xander, left alone with Spike, glared at him, dgiinnm to speak.
"This never happened,” he told the vampire.
"Like I'd want it to," Spike scoffed.

Scowling in unison, they headed off in oppositediions. Of course, they would
both end up in Xander's basement by the night'samtdgnoring this fact now was
critical to sanity.

Tuesday

"l think you did something wrong," Xander told Vél, who was studying the
remains of her spell in dismay.

"No! I did everything the book said."

Spike wandered in from Giles's kitchen and pluntkiedself down on the far end of
the couch at maximum safe distance from Xandeméieswigging the contents of
a mug that smelled like fatted calf just after hust gutting ceremony.



"Crushed mandrake root," Xander read from the BWillow checked
ingredients against his list. "Bone of ibis, tursgp, white hellebore, oil of blister
beetle--"

"Oill of blister beetle!" Willow's voice had turneshxious and sharp. "Where's the
oil of blister beetle?"

After a moment of questioning, eyeball to eyebaluad the room, everyone's gaze
was drawn inexorably to Spike, who was studyingimierior of his mug with
pensive uncertainty. "Thought it'd add somethintheotaste," he said, then caught
sight of Willow's face. "Well what'd you expect3 lshiny and green and you leave
it sitting about on the coffee table. Thought itsvean hors d'oeuvre.”

Baring her gritted teeth like a scary little foxjIMiv stood and aimed a gun-finger
at him. "You owe me beetles, mister!"

Which was how Spike and Xander ended up scoutiagthaveyard that night and
turning over logs to aim flashlights at the craings underneath.

"I hate you," Xander said for the tenth time. "u@be spooning with Anya right
now if you hadn't needed to spice up your toddy."

"Oh please. Not like you're missing your big periance, is it?"

Xander's swinging flashlight beam caught the vaepsmirk. "What the hell is
that supposed to mean?"

"It's innuendo, precious." He rolled the wordsuff tongue like honey. "You know
what it means."

"Freak."
Spike halted unexpectedly, hand fanned to his b&Bgd."

Xander moved on, then returned after a minute whieecame clear Spike was
rooted to the spot. "What is it?" he asked, shimmisgight up and down the other
man's body and pretending like he had good reason t

"Beetle isn't sitting well."



"Please tell me you're not about to yak up beatt®j | thought vampires never got
sick."

A scowl pulled Spike's face tight but couldn't sirstitself and turned back into a
frown. "I'm not sick. Just feel funny."

"Of course you feel funny. You drareetle oil! What could haveossibly made
you think that was a good idea?"

"Mmmm."

The lowered angle of Spike's head was giving Xaadancky feeling and if this
had been a movie it'd be the moment just beforenirester snapped awake and
showed you its hungry fangs. Spike's flashlightbh&eas pointing at the ground
and he'd begun stroking his abs through his teg-&hif they were the most
interesting thing in the world. Xander would havgued this point with himself if
he hadn't found the lazy motion of Spike's finggrsnesmerizing.

"Dru used to say blister beetle was an aphrodismke lifted his head and smiled
predatorily at Xander. "Thought she was crackedoofrse. Used to dump the stuff
when she turned her back, pretend I'd quaffethin. make sure to give her an
extra good time." He strolled closer, forcing Xantteback up a few stumbling
steps. "Should've listened to her, though."

"Stay back, fiend of darkness!" Xander fumbleddarross.

"Mmm." It was the sound of an animal who'd scergechething curious, and Spike
kept closing in. "You smell nummy."

Xander got the cross out and held it up defensivElgn't make me--"

Spike knocked it from his hand with casual easerended him in by his neck for a
kiss. Their second kiss, second official kiss, aedond kisses were the ones where
you tried to figure out if the first was just a Kk

"Fluke!" Xander accused desperately after takisgnhouth away. "That first kiss,
just a fluke! And you, you're a strange, murderoggk-sucking...okay now, stop
that." The neck sucking, he meant. Or the handdadd under his shirt to thumb
circles on his ribs, or the other one cupping éfsdsscheek. Wait, which? Hmm.
Well, it was all good--no, no, bad! All bad! Tegilhg and inappropriate!



Spike pushed him backward onto the grass and ddopg@ss his hips in a straddle
before he could recover. "Hello, pretty."

"Get off mel!"

"Look at that," Spike told him, leaning forward awdshing his palm back and
forth across Xander's chest. "You're all flat amsty like a crepe." Disconcerted,
Xander could only gape up. "A blood-filled crep8pike's tone took on a note of
wonderment as if this culinary possibility were ogng to him for the first time
ever. "God, that'd be good right now. Wonder if {Yaavorking the IHOP tonight."

"Um...Spike?"

"Hey! Hey!" The vampire began feeling around hisndvead, distressing it into
stiff tufts. "Beetles--in my hair! Get them off!"é+olled off Xander, beating at his
scalp in a panic.

"No!" Xander said, trying to grab Spike's attentaord his wrists. "No beetles."
Spike went still, peering at Xander for reassuratide beetles?"

"No," he said, gazing into that pale, worried fdddothing up there but the
snakes.'Man, he thought as Spike's eyes went wide in holram such a bastard.

"Get them out," Spike begged, pitching his head/éod into Xander's lap.

Xander's eyes glazed over. "Uh huh," he said disddy, petting Spike's moaning
head. "There there."

He managed to gather Spike up and drag him intcomoan armful of lurching,
loopy death that ground to a halt every thirty selso Pause for snake-check.

"God, | feel squiffed," Spike said when Xander ma@haged to get him moving
after one pit stop. His tone was surly and he tika suspicious look at Xander.
"What's the matter with me--hey! What did you dorte?"

"Spike! Pay attention!" Xander held his arms andohhim a little, feeling like
Lloyd Dobler. "You're incredibly high and you mugdtill! If you don't, I'm going to
tie you to a tree and let the squirrels run up @man your body with their tiny little
feet.”



Spike whipped his head to one side, scanning &&dirtie with high paranoia, then
looked back at him very seriously and said, "Dim@tve me for the squirrels,
Xander."

"Are you going to be good?"

From Spike's absorbed frown this appeared to k@mple question but a
conundrum that only years of study would solve.

"Just say yes," Xander advised.
"Yeah, okay."

Back at Giles's place everyone was eating popawiniatching a John Woo
movie. Quite a cozy picture they made; Willow cdriender an afghan, Buffy
curled against Riley, Giles mellow and tweedy iraamchair. They glanced up as
he dragged Spike across the threshold, looking teieip unfazed by the vampire's
drunken-sailor sway or how he was draped againstiXaand reciting French
poetry. Xander wanted to kill them all.

"Did you get the beetles?" Willow asked around aithful of popcorn.

"So help me," he said, dropping Spike like unfolthethdry onto the couch, "If
anyone says the word 'beetles' to me one more Liwité lie down on this floor and
cry like a little bitch."

"I think that's no," Buffy said to her.

"Je préfere au constance, a I'opium, aux nuitssit'de ta bouche ou I'amour se
pavane--."

Willow's hand froze as she was tossing back mopeg@m, Giles's as he was lifting
a drink. Xander put his hands to his face and gudlevn slowly, trying to stretch
the taut muscles of his jaw back into normal alignin

Spike, eyes glowing, gazed adoringly up at Xandermurmured, "Quand vers toi
mes désirs partent en caravane, tes yeux sortela€iou boivent mes ennuis.""

In the pause that followed Giles, drink still ateskin mid-air, stared across the
room at Spike as if he'd just seen a deer plowedhdiy a semi.



Buffy twisted her neck to look up at Riley. "Howrme you never quote poetry to
me?"

"Okay," Xander said, collecting their attentionatCsomeone please focusran
problem?"

The problem stood up then, shucked off his coat,veeaved in place like a snake
waiting to be charmed. Everyone stared at thig #bmw with fascination. "Hot in
here," he said, running a hand across his outraged

"Why does Spike have bedhead?" Willow wondereddlou

Giles straightened and set down his drink. "Xandiease tell me you haven't been
kissing Spike again."

"Wait a minute," Riley said. "Xander's been kissBmke?" He looked around the
room. "Why didn't anyone tell me Xander's beenikgSpike?"

Spike peeled his shirt off over his head and thegah turning in a circle, searching
for something. "Where'd | put my dressing gown?"

"Is he drunk?" Buffy asked.

"He's high on bug oil," Xander explained in the glest possible terms, feeling that
she was very lucky he didn't have a gun on him.Kéllaim not be."

Having managed to pull off his boots in a danceyewee had tacitly ignored, Spike
hopped to a standstill and gazed admiringly at XantYou're just like cousin
Jack," he marveled, then gave him a more critigairg. "Only whiter and not so
married."

A choking, stifled noise didn't quite make it uprir Buffy's throat.
"We should probably find an antidote," Willow saggtting up.

"Now, er, a moment," Giles broke in thoughtfulllet's not--let's not be too hasty.
This might be a unique opportunity for study. Ve is known about William
before he was turned--in this state he may betalpeovide some details of his
background and upbringing that would fill the gapsur accounts."



Shirtless, barefoot, and confused, Spike had be@&mggGiles wobbly focus, but
seemed to have trouble making sense of his womsng interest, he turned back
to Xander. "We going to shag now?"

"Hanley's Catholicon," Giles said sharply to Willgivthink you'll find something
in the section on toxins. Hurry, please."

"Okay," said Riley as if he'd just worked througloag and complex equation to
find himself without an answer. "So when did Xanstanrt kissing Spike?"

Wednesday

"So Monday, there's this giant demon that onlyckdahe celibate, and Tuesday
Spike sucks down a beetle cocktail and mistakefom@s boyhood snug-buddy."
Xander shook his head. "I'm telling you, the unseeis trying to set me up with
Spike, and at no point recently did | sing, 'Matetier, matchmaker, make me a
death match'."

Willow's friend Tara raised her brows questioningBAre you sure it's not just
coincidence?"

"Maybe he's got a secret crush on you," Willow ssggd, grinning.

"Secret?" Xander repeated. "I'm sorry, what wasst#aget part?" Obviously not the
part where he'd licked Xander's face like a frigrahg or humped his leg in the
alley. No secrets there: that was what you'd cadlr-gharing.

"I'll bet he kisses good," Willow mused. "A hundngehrs is a lot of time to
practice." A sly glance flicked Xander's way.

"Any opinion | have on that goes with me to my grawhere | hope to remain
dead."

"Is that Spike?" Tara asked curiously, and Xandekéd up from his drink in a
panic to see the vampire trailing behind Buffy &ikky. Even from across the
crowded floor of the Bronze Xander could tell esper was simmering toward a
boil.

"What the hell is he doing here?" he asked whey thached the table.



Buffy set down her purse and shrugged up into @& chailes had a thing," she said
vaguely.

"What, he couldn't chain him up in the tub agaisHhot supposed to be here. |
offloaded him--my life along with my basement waggosed to be completely de-
Spiked!"

Spike's mood looked much improved after Xandertburst, his expression settling
down somewhere between smirk and sex, with the, dakvily lidded eyes that
could mock a man to death.

"Make him stop staring at me," Xander demandeddfy took out a compact and
checked her lipstick. "He's going all sexy and bedr-eyed!" He realized at the
odd looks he got that he'd said exactly the wrdmaggt “Which, let me make clear,
| am completely unaroused by."

"Isn't Anya coming?" Buffy asked.
"Yes, but--"

"There you go then." She patted his hand. "Jusf math your girlfriend and you'll
be safe from the big gay vampire."

"Hey!" Spike protested.Not gay here."

Oz arrived tableside with the aplomb of a tugbastkihg, just in time to catch the
comment. "Hi," he said to the group at large, thleimced sideways at Spike. "Did |
miss gay chat?"

"Spike's not gay," Buffy said, filling him in. "Hgjust a big ho."

"Unsurprising." Oz's voice was bland and preocaigl®utside of normal societal
boundaries, sexual morals and conventions woulel éakless importance,
declining into stylized rituals and ultimately inmtoeaninglessness."

Spike stared down at him with what might have hespect while the rest of them
digested this.

"So hey," Oz said. "Anyone in for a pitcher?"



Fortunately for Xander's peace of mind, Anya adigeon afterwards; with an
equal share of fortune, no one mentioned anythogievampire kissage, including
Spike, though he did order a bowl of cherries drmhtslouch while doing
distracting things to them with his tongue, oneohg, until the bowl was empty
and Xander was half-ready to take Anya in the lzaiimr and bone her senseless.

"Let's dance," he said to her in a strangled vag&pike worked the last cherry
back and forth between his teeth in a contemplathe horribly expert way.

He dragged her to the dance floor and they shimiikedld pros until they were
both out of breath and it was entirely Xander'dtfdnat the fight happened. He was
keeping one eye on the table to make sure Spikedtaut, but the crowd made it
difficult, and what with all his neck craning Angaew certain that he was staring
not at Spike but at the blonde co-ed dancing soraemin his line of sight, so of
course she slapped him. It got his attention; & ikee being whanged with a
revolving door in a Marx Brothers comedy. As thedas nearby slowed to watch
and listen she berated him for his cruelty andrtgensitivity and his roving eye
and his penis and then stomped off. People clappkdr wake. Grimly, Xander
took a tiny bow on her behalf and pushed his wakha the table, which at the
moment was deserted but for Spike.

Three jello shots had been left lined up on théetedp among their empty friends.
Xander tossed them back in quick succession.

"Bird fly away on you?" Spike commiserated with dakympathy like the tragic
asshole he was.

Xander slammed down his third shot glass. "Thi&esinesday."

A wary look came over Spike's face. "Yeahhhhh."

"It's date night. | have no date. You know whosétfthat is? It's your fault."
"How's that?"

"You owe me a dance," Xander said, grimly, belkgely, and a little bit...whoa, he
thought as he slid off his chair. Room spinnindipjraze, hey, was that a vampire?
Spike had an arm around him, half holding him uapChad he swooned? Nah.
Men don't swoon.



"This is a stupid coat." Xander plucked at Spikeggher. "You look like...like a
disco cowboy." He laughed at his own wit and thad to find his balance when
Spike let him go and took off the coat. Underndatwas wearing all black. Black
jeans, belt, and huh, a surprisingly nice blacktstith the sleeves rolled up.

By the time his head cleared, Xander had somehloeatd to the dance floor and
was staring at the unbuttoned vee of Spike's o @nd the white, white skin
showing there.

There wasn't enough space between their bodiessb bread, he noticed, and
looked up into Spike's strange eyes.

"We're dancing," he mentioned, just in case Spaéa missed that, then realized his
hand was resting on that amazing triangle of sesiménere neck joined shoulder,
the vampire sweet spot. He palmed Spike's neckedilbis thumb across the
collarbone and then up. When Xander caught hisagge, the vampire was gazing
at him like dinner, lips ever so slightly partedhat called for a kiss, tongue even,
and as their mouths closed negotiations, sometlikiaa light switch snapped on
and Xander came to and felt what he was about teitthoevery shocked,

electrified cell of his body. He made a ragged sbamd forced Spike's mouth open,
finding an angle that made so much sense he figatiyt, he got geometry.

Their feet had stopped moving, but feet were alistiant worry, feet were South
America and this was some kind of northern-poinpote where Xander was
fucking open Spike's mouth and making himself liviess.

"Fags," someone said, voice carrying over the masid Spike ripped away in a
flash and snarled in game face toward the snettle tries crashed like surf
somewhere to Xander's right but didn't seem importa

"Xander!"

It was Buffy's voice, anthat now, that always meant important. He turned halhe
obediently toward her. First sign of trouble andréhshe was, Sheriff Summers,
face scrunched, body bristling, indignant and raadyimble. This time she didn't
seem to know who to hit. He smiled, but then shaecked Spike away from him
and that was less funny.

"Hey!" he said. "What the hell do you think youteing?"



Buffy stiffened with awareness of the people arobed as if suddenly realizing
how her action looked in headlines--Girl Flies @fimophobic Handle at Local
Dance Club--and he could tell that her awkward gmsjust made her angrier. "l
was going to ask you that," she snapped.

"I'm sorry," he said loudly. "Do you have a problamh my homosexuality?"

She folded her arms with nervous reflex and cagtglances around her. "You
know | don't, Xander," she said in a low, testyceoi"Especially since you don't
have any homosexuality."

"Hey. | have buckets of homosexuality."

"You heard him, slayer. Now why don't you run aldragk to the Corn King? That
one's straight enough to keep your itch scratched."

It was the kind of thing you shouldn't say to Buffyou were an unsouled
vampire, and Xander knew that, he was sober entmighow that, but he still
jerked in his skin when she punched Spike andlsemteeling into a knot of
dancers.

She didn't look at all regretful.

Spike pushed up to his elbows and considered H$iqo on the floor, working his
jaw around as if he were tasting both blood andihatmon.

It was like any one of a dozen other times befoie every other time Xander had
nourished a warm, satisfied glow at seeing thekgg@wdown hard under Buffy's
fist. Now he felt ill. It occurred to him in the m@nt between one disco-ball strobe
and the next that he'd caught some odd and vemygagerm from kissing Spike,
something like blister-beetle fever that he shaldtinitely be trying to find the
antidote for. It would be easy to walk away fromk&mow and he should.

He stepped over and stretched a hand down anddh8|mke up instead. "Come
on," he said. And then there was the longest walkk to the table to get Spike's
coat, and from table to door, which involved blogvioff all his friends.

His head was a muddle. The planets were out afimint; Xander was certain that
magical forces were to blame for sending his wdékhe tracks and into the weird.



Magic or Spike. Take your pick.

Thursday

Morning was an "Oh, god," and a queasy stomaclowed by a long shower in
which Xander vowed that jello would never passlips again in any form, not
even if he were in a hospital in full traction addrse Sharon Stone was serving it
to him from her cleavage.

The thought of Nurse Sharon had surprisingly ltitéection for his morning wake-
up wank and he frowned down at himself, water sgdiown off his hair on all
sides, as he tried to remember how this fantasy.wen

"Wake up," he said to his dick. "It's time for y@aponge bath."

Well, never mind. He was hung over. From the jgslots and the big fight with
Anya and the something-or-other with Buffy and,yelah, the fact that he was
incredibly, dementedly gay.

He managed to smack the shower off and clap a tomvahd stumble back out into
the basement without killing himself, and with gveret step he was certain he'd
find Spike rolled up like a fruit-bat in his bedsit& but he wasn't. He was asleep on
the couch, and holy shit, Xander thought, coming foll floored stop. Holy shit.

There was his green ratty couch surrounded bymeadpapers and crusty glasses
that hadn't been returned to the kitchen and a heaeld with dried blood-soaked
cornflakes. Pizza box, a dozen beer bottles, th&tlide. This was just the debris
of the past week, all perfectly normal, but it fedrthe couch and made the body
on it that much more...real.

Had he really never noticed this before now?

Dead guy, pale and still as anything you'd diglug,preserved like some
expensive doll. Large as life, muscled like a sudems and legs bent at
uncomfortable-looking angles on the narrow cushitonsg, lean, from the
buttercup head to the bare feet. Shirt off, propahlLicked somewhere across the
room. One hand riding low on the stomach, top jdarntn undone; face turned



toward the couch back, pinched and concerned awooéthing even in sleep as if
he were carrying on a silent argument with himaell was determined to win.

The angle of his neck, the shape of his wristsstidden memory of Spike pouring
him into bed and tucking him in and turning off thenp, then crossing the room.

What, Xander thought, I'm not worth taking advaetad?

Hormones were building a twister up through hisyb&haron Stone was off
pouting in a corner of his mind. Meanwhile Xanderswaking snapshots that were
half reality and half imagination. He could seek®fs hand resting across his belly
just above his undone button; he could imaginetvws mouth there, could imagine
sucking denim.

He sat down on the edge of the bed, but it wassadiee room. When his toweled
ass hit the floor, Spike jack-knifed up from sledfh a deep breath, blinked once
or twice, and focused on him.

"What are you doing down there?"
"Sitting. In my...towel. In my basement. Where Vaavery right to sit."

"Why," Xander began, then stopped. This was gaingeta bitch. He could taste
his embarrassment already.

Spike tilted his head and dangled his arms ofkhees. "Why what?"
"Why the hell didn't you have your way with me lagjht?"

"Because | respect you, Xander, and I'd like awst fime to be special.”
"No, really."

Spike's face relaxed into glinty-eyed satisfactsrif Xander had passed a test.
"You stank of jello and looked ready to heave. Yetter now?"

"You know how a doctor peels off a rubber gloveafiurgery and it turns inside
out with that wet, smacking sound and ends up eriltior all bloody and
crumpled? That's my stomach right now."



"Better eat up then."

The look on Spike's face drove Xander out of higelpinto jeans and then into a
dash up the basement stairs to the kitchen whesedréd half a bottle of juice and
some kind of crunchy snack bar in two minutes leefmrreling back down. He
threw himself onto the couch next to his very owenspnal, private, live-in vampire
and bounced a few times. Out of breath, he wasatily to gawk at Spike for a
few moments.

"Eager puppy, aren't you?"

Xander realized he was ogling Spike's chest jusdtlesd been a topless stripper of
the female variety. No tits, so why the naked khiHe wasn't quite sure, but there
was a familiar ice cream song playing in his hédéelwanted to lick his way up and
down all that creamy goodness.

"Come here," Spike said and started to draw hirserlo

"Wait, wait. There are a few ground rules.” That lgon an eyebrow. "So we both
understand here: this is just about sex. You'exg, slevil-spawned bastard and I'm
just conducting a few youthful experiments. Andstisi morally questionable,” he
went on as Spike took his wrist and drew him actbedength of the couch, "
know that, and if | think too hard about all thel évings you've done with that
mouth, if | think too hard--"

But then he was being folded into Spike's armslasged and he forgot what he
was going to say, as he'd hoped to. He was beildg then Spike was leaning back
and he was being pulled down, and there was fullmmntact, skin, and fingers
holding his jaw at a certain angle. They kissedl &ander's hips began rubbing
and refused to stop, and then Spike reversed tinygpmg Xander down onto his
back across the couch and resting himself withthestight amount of pressure
along the length of Xander's body--amazing smoatot, the weight of legs in
jeans, muscles of his back as thick and heavytigees, and Xander's brain shorted
out as he arched and when arching couldn't buddge $ff he arched some more,
grinding up against heaven as if trying to strugnleof a blanket of earth.

"Oh god," he said as heat flared across his fagatoghe roots of his hair and
Spike gently bit his neck. "Do that again, harder--



He got a snarl and there was the crunchy soundroé Bowering into demon while
Spike's hand snaked between their bodies, poppitigris and zippers and then he
lifted up his head and made Xander look at himggaleyed and fuck-ugly and
angry and that's when Xander drew a ragged cryhisttungs, a scarf of air that
went all the way through his body, and came lileezgr

Spike came too, why wouldn't he, but he wouldnit &édterwards. He went silent
and broody for the rest of the day, low and dark atorm cloud, zombified by TV.
It was a reminder that Spike was committed to @vd thwarted by his chip, yadda
yadda, a terrible waste, so Xander went to worklaftdhim to it.

Friday

On Friday as Xander was being bested by an angnigdl in Laura Ashley casuals,
Spike flew to his side, dusted the bitch, and ydrtkien to his feet just as Buffy and
team galloped up in a flurry of sneakers and wdroees.

"You stupid sod," Spike said furiously, then turraedl stomped off. And that felt
very much like the end, Xander decided, as thersttiastered in a comforting way
around his sorry ass. But just as he was aboutt@emome self-deprecating joke
and get on with his life Spike whirled and shovedlbinto Xander's face and
kissed him, angry, angry, angry, cradling Xand@ice gently between his hands.

The End



