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Xander juggled the pizza boxes into his left hand, 
grabbing the doorknob with his right. The bell jingled as 
he entered, and he threw everyone one of his goofy 
Xander smiles.  
 
"How are my favorite girls tonight?" He waggled his 
eyebrows at them, setting the boxes down in the middle 
of the research table. "I bring sustenance." He waved his 
hand in a flourish.  
 
"Thank god! I'm starving!" Dawn reached for the first 
piece she could get her hands on. The others digging in 
right after.  
 
"So who's the big bad tonight?" Xander asked as he 
plopped into a seat.  
 
"I'm the only Big Bad in town." Spike answered with a 
growl.  
 
"Yeah right fangless. You wish." Xander turned in his seat 
to face the blonde menace. "More like the Big Biteless."  
 
"Xander stop it!" Dawn threw a punch at his shoulder. 
"Leave Spike alone."  
 



"Thanks bit. But I can defend myself." Spike bristled at 
the thought of a mortal, a teenage girl at that, having to 
defend him against the whelp.  
 
"Be that as it may, it would be most helpful if you two 
could get back to researching rather than disrupting the 
whole group." Giles pointed out.  
 
"Sorry G-man. What are we researching again?"  
 
"Xander, I've asked you to please not call me that." Giles 
reached up for his glasses pulling out the handkerchief he 
carried in his pocket. "As we were discussing before your 
timely arrival, there seems to be a lot of activity around 
the Sunnydale Park as of late. In the vicinity of the 
Sunnydale Lake as a matter of fact."  
 
"Ooh! So what are we talking here G-man? Mermaids?" 
Xander gave Giles one of his more hopeful smiles.  
 
"No you stupid git! And don't look so bloody hopeful. It's 
not like they look anything like that Ariel bird." Spike 
answered.  
 
"Spike's right Xander. Though I don't want to know what 
he was doing watching the Little Mermaid." Willow put 



in, quirking here eyebrow slightly. "From what I've read 
mermaids aren't as pretty as most people think they 
are."  
 
"Mmhmm." Giles cleared his throat. "Can we please get 
back to the subject?" He gave each of his errant children 
a patented glare. "To answer your question Xander, from 
all accounts it seems as if we are dealing with a small 
water dragon."  
 
"Yipes! A dragon?"  
 
"Don't worry Xander, that's what I'm here for." Buffy 
gave him a reassuring pat on the shoulder.  
 
Spike snorted.  
 
Buffy glared at him. "What's your problem?"  
 
"Yeah. That's what you're here for alright. Buffy the baby 
dragon slayer." He sing-songed at her.  
 
"It's not a baby! It's just little." She turned to her watcher 
with a worried frown. "It's not a baby is it?"  
 
"Well…it is most likely quite young." Buffy's frown 



deepened. "But you won't actually have to slay it. We can 
probably get it to move to an unpopulated area, or just 
send it back to its own dimension." Giles reassured her.  
 
"Hence the research." Willow piped in.  
 
"Well, okay then." Buffy agreed, swiping another piece of 
pizza from the almost empty boxes.  
 
Xander pulled the closest book toward him, opening it up 
to search for things water, dragon, or water dragon 
related.  
 
The first book turned out to be a big flop, so he reached 
for another. Before starting up on this one he decided to 
take a short break, heading for the kitchenette and 
hopefully a can of coke.  
 
Walking back into the room he noticed that everyone still 
had their noses to the grindstones. Willow and Tara each 
had a book in hand. Buffy was at least pretending to read 
the book in front of her, though she was most likely just 
flipping pages. Damn but that girl hated research! And 
the Dawnster was studiously studying the pictures of 
different dragon types splayed out in front of her. He 
smiled at the picture his girls made.  



 
Across the room he could hear Giles and Spike having a 
quiet conversation. Probably Giles' negotiation for 
whatever water dragon information Spike might have.  
 
Xander took a moment to study the bleached menace. 
Spike had really been getting on his last nerve lately. It 
seemed like every time they were in the same room 
together fireworks were going off. And not the good 
pretty colored kind. More like the ouch burning need to 
head for the hospital kind.  
 
Willow and Dawn had both been trying to get him to 
lighten up on the chipped wonder, but he just couldn't 
seem to calm the aggravation. Last week he'd actually 
almost hit him. He couldn't believe it. If you'd have asked 
him a month ago, he would have said he'd never do 
anything to hurt a defenseless…well…creature. But Spike 
just brought all his emotions to the forefront and before 
he knew what was happening he'd pulled his arm back 
and fisted his hand.  
 
Luckily Willow had separated them before anything could 
happen. At least luckily for Spike. For Xander, that meant 
flying across the room and landing in a heap at the foot 
of one of Giles' bookcases. Willow really needed to 



practice a bit more subtlety in her spells!  
 
What scared him the most about the incident was that 
he could see shades of his father whenever he looked in 
the mirror lately. He just couldn't understand what was 
driving him to hate the blonde so much. Well, besides 
the obvious. Evil vampire. Murderer. Undead guy.  
 
He was snapped out of his thoughts when said vampire 
walked over and grabbed the coke out of his hands.  
 
"Hey!" Xander tried to snag the can back.  
 
Spike tilted his head back and took a swig from the coke. 
"Thanks mate." He smirked at the whelp before handing 
him back the empty can.  
 
"You mooching undead leech!"  
 
"Sticks and stones pet."  
 
"You want sticks and stones?" Xander cried. He grabbed 
the first thing that was handy, which happened to be one 
of the shop's imported hand carved African stakes.  
 
Xander stalked menacingly toward Spike, who was still 



smirking at him. "You think you can dust me pet?" Spike's 
eyes swept up and down Xander's body, making him 
flush hotly. "You may have the stick, but you definitely 
don't have the stones."  
 
"Argh!" Xander charged.  
 
"Xander stop!" Dawn's cry did nothing to slow Xander's 
movement.  
 
"Separare!" Willow's eyes glowed black for just a 
moment.  
 
Not again! Xander prepared himself for the inevitable 
flinging across the room. Instead he felt a dizzying 
sensation, and then he was watching everything as if in a 
dream. He could see himself slumping to the ground next 
to Spike's already slumped form. The others were up and 
out of their seats running toward them.  
 
He looked around wondering what was going on. What 
had happened to them? He felt a presence and turned to 
see nothing. But he was sure that he could feel someone 
there.  
 
He turned back to the scene on the ground. It looked as if 



both he and Spike were still unconscious.  
 
Merciful Zeus! Am I dead? Xander went to pat his body, 
before realizing that he didn't have a body. Is this what 
death is like?  
 
He noticed the others talking but couldn't really make 
out what they were saying. He could see Tara holding his 
wrist, probably looking for a pulse. She said something to 
Willow who seemed to slump in relief.  
 
Well I guess I'm not dead then. He could see Dawn 
hovering near Spike, wondering how she was supposed 
to check on his status. Guess if he's not dust, he must still 
be unliving.  
 
He focused on Spike trying to see if the bleached wonder 
was waking up at all. When suddenly he felt that same 
dizzying sensation. Then he felt as if he were hurtling 
back toward the ground.  
 
"Ungh." He groaned blinking his eyes rapidly. His head 
was pounding. The girls were all sitting around him 
asking if he was okay. "I'm fine. Wills what kind of wacky 
spell was that?"  
 



At the same time he could hear Spike stirring beside him. 
"Dozy bird! What did you do now? Why is it always me 
that gets hit with the mojo?"  
 
Xander turned to find all four girls and one Giles staring 
at him incredulously.  
 
"X-xander?" Tara was the first to speak.  
 
"Yeah?"  
 
"Eeep!" Willow's face turned a bright red and she 
focused pleading and apologetic eyes on him.  
 
"What's wrong Wills?" He reached a hand out toward 
her. And then quickly snapped it back.  
 
Said hand was pale. Very pale. And the arm was covered 
with worn black leather. He turned to his right to check 
on Spike, only to see…well…himself! "Who? What? 
HUH?"  
 

2 Explorations  

Bloody Hell! Spike couldn't believe he was stuck in the 
whelp's body. Just what he needed to make his unlife 



even more miserable. First they take away his bite, then 
they take away his bloody body!  
 
"Willow, now calm down please. Just tell us what spell 
you used." Giles was trying to be reasonable.  
 
"I don't understand what could have happened. It's the 
same separate spell I used last time, and all it did was 
separate them physically, not metaphysically!" Willow 
babbled.  
 
Xander was still sitting on the floor in a daze. He would 
occasionally lift his hand and touch his face, or his 
stomach or his leg. Once he even pinched himself. 
Unfortunately all that got him was a sharp pain, instead 
of the bliss of waking from a nightmare.  
 
"Well Red, looks like you did it again." Spike groused.  
 
"I'm sorry!" Willow cried.  
 
"It's okay honey. We'll figure it out." Tara patted her 
hand in comfort.  
 
The conversation continued, but Spike decided to tune it 
out. It wasn't like they were going to solve the problem 



tonight. Looks like they were in for some more bloody 
research.  
 
Free from following the voices floating around him, 
Spike's focus fell on his new body. Seems like 
construction work was good for the whelp. He lifted and 
flexed his right arm, feeling the muscles bunch.  
 
It was strange feeling his chest lift and fall with every 
breath. Something he hadn't needed to do in over a 
century. His skin felt warm all over. He took a tentative 
hold of his wrist and felt the blood rushing through his 
system. He felt himself growing hard, and his face 
flushed.  
 
Quickly his hand dropped and he shuffled position so 
that he was more firmly seated under the table. Xander 
caught the movement and the telltale bulge before Spike 
could completely hide it.  
 
What the hell does he think he's doing with my body? 
Xander was finally snapping out of his current fugue. He 
was in Spike's body. Spike was in his body. What the hell 
were they going to do?  
 
The girls were all talking trying to figure out what 



happened. Willow was apologizing. He caught something 
about cookies, or brownies maybe? His head still hurt. 
And he just wanted to go home and get some sleep. 
Maybe tomorrow they would have the whole mess 
figured out and he would wake up in his own body again.  
 
"Okay that's it. I'm outta here. The Xan-man needs his 
rest." Xander stood from the floor.  
 
"This is seriously wiggy." Buffy stared up at him. "It's just 
so wrong to hear your words coming out of his mouth!"  
 
"Xander's probably right. We should all go home and get 
some sleep. We can start research on a solution to this 
little…problem…tomorrow. I'm sure that we can have it 
figured out soon." Giles was reassuring.  
 
Spike stood as well. "Okay whelp. Lead the way." He 
motioned to Xander to precede him out the door.  
 
"And where do you think you're going bleach- ugh, 
Spike?"  
 
"With you." Spike smirked at…well...himself. "Or rather, 
you're coming with me."  
 



Xander raised a curious eyebrow at him. "And what 
makes you think I'm going to let you stay with me."  
 
"I think your mum and da will think it's the other way 
around. Can't have my friend 'Spike' stayin' at my flat 
without me there now can I?"  
 
"Ungh!" Xander groaned. Of course his parents wouldn't 
recognize him! They'd think some crazy psycho had 
broken into the basement or something, if Spike wasn't 
there with him. Could his life get any worse? "Fine. Let's 
go."  
 
Xander stomped out the front door, not bothering to see 
whether Spike was following. He heard Dawn giggling 
behind him and her soft "It looks so funny to see Spike 
stomp his feet like a big kid!" just before the door closed.  
 
They reached the basement door, Xander automatically 
digging in his jeans pocket for the keys before groaning 
and glancing back at Spike. "You have the keys fangless."  
 
Spike just quirked his eyebrow at him until Xander 
moved out of the way. He stepped forward and unlocked 
the door.  
 



Spike entered first, flipping the switch on the light. 
Another thing he was trying to get used to. No more 
night vision.  
 
"I'm taking a shower." Xander brushed past Spike to 
move toward his dresser.  
 
Damn! None of his clothes were going to fit. He 
grumbled as he rifled through the drawers pulling out a 
set of boxers and drawstring sweatpants. He grabbed a 
white t-shirt before heading toward the bathroom.  
 
He slammed the door shut and threw his clothes onto 
the toilet seat. He turned toward the sink grabbing his 
toothbrush and blinked. Damn! No reflection. Now this 
was definitely wiggins worthy.  
 
He turned away deciding not to think about it. Denial was 
definitely of the good. He turned the shower on letting 
the water warm up while he quickly brushed his teeth 
and then stripped. Even though he was definitely NOT 
thinking about it, his lack of reflection was causing him to 
wonder about the rest of the changes he'd have to 
contend with.  
 
As he pulled his jeans off, of course Spike went 



commando, a thought suddenly struck. Could he go grrr? 
And how would he do it? Does he just have to want it? 
He tried picturing himself game faced, but nothing 
happened. He felt his forehead tentatively just to make 
sure.  
 
Shrugging he decided to try again later. For now he just 
wanted to wash away the ick he was currently feeling. 
Stepping into the shower he slipped, slamming his knee 
down onto the edge of the tub. "Fuck!"  
 
"Is my body okay in there? You're not bruising it are 
you?" Xander could hear the sound of his own voice 
floating through the door.  
 
"Fuck off Spike! I slipped. Your precious body is just fine."  
 
As the pain receded Xander realized his speech was 
slightly slurred. His tongue came out to wet his lips, and 
felt his elongated fangs instead. Game face! He reached 
up a hand to trace the ridges on his forehead. He did it! 
He wasn't sure how, but he was definitely in game face.  
 
As his fingers trailed over his new ridges, Xander felt 
himself hardening. He looked down automatically only to 
realize he was now looking at Spike's cock. Spike's almost 



completely erect cock. Eeep!  
 
***  
 
Outside on Xander's bed, Spike was laying back after 
having changed into a pair of pajama pants. He didn't 
think the whelp would appreciate him sleeping au 
natural. He'd taken a few minutes to study his image in 
the mirror above the dresser.  
 
He had a reflection! He hadn't really missed it before, but 
since he had the ability again he wanted to savor it. So 
what if he was stuck staring at the whelp's sorry face.  
 
After having changed into the pajamas, Spike took a 
closer look. Okay. So he could admit it, at least in his own 
head, that Xander wasn't exactly hard on the eyes. He'd 
filled out a lot since taking his current job, and the dark 
tan he'd gotten from working outdoors didn't hinder his 
appearance either.  
 
He ran an experimental hand over the boy's chest, 
plucking at first one then the other nipple. They both 
hardened into little nubs, shooting tingles throughout his 
body. Damn but the boy was sensitive.  
 



He could feel little Xander stirring, and couldn't resist 
pulling out the waistband to take a quick peek. The boy 
wasn't half bad. He wasn't as long as Spike, but definitely 
thicker. His hand was just reaching out to grip the base 
when he heard the muffled "Fuck!" coming from the 
bathroom.  
 
"Is my body okay in there? You're not bruising it are 
you?" Spike questioned accusingly.  
 
"Fuck off Spike! I slipped. Your precious body is just fine."  
 
Well at least he hasn't managed to dust himself yet. 
Spike walked over to the bed and decided to get 
comfortable. Once he'd laid back and gotten relaxed he 
started his explorations once again.  
 
After all, he didn't know how long he would be forced to 
wear the whelp's body. He might as well get to know it. 
His hands traveled the length of his chest. Taking a few 
minutes to rub, tug, and tweak his nipples into hardened 
peaks.  
 
He was now fully erect and he could feel dribbles of pre-
cum oozing from his tip. He eased the pajama pants 
down slightly, freeing his swinging erection. Another 



novelty. No foreskin.  
 
His thumb reached out to circle around the head, dipping 
into the slit and pulling a moan from deep within his 
chest. Slowly he fisted the head and began stroking up 
and down the length, slicking it up with his own juices.  
 
Curiosity got the better of him and he took one glistening 
drop onto his finger and lifted it to his lips. The taste was 
salty and strong. The texture was smooth and the 
temperature warm. He swirled it on his tongue before 
swallowing the taste down.  
 
His cock twitched, and he grabbed it again. His other 
hand reached down to cup his balls and began kneading 
them gently. He rolled them together and tugged them 
down, as the hand on his cock began to move at a faster 
pace.  
 
He could feel his orgasm coming close, and he pictured 
Xander in the shower exploring his own body as the 
climax over took him. His cum spurted out to coat his 
hand and land a few drops on his exposed chest. Again 
he couldn't resist and dipped a finger in to taste.  
 
The flavor was slightly richer, but no saltier than the pre-



cum had been. He took one or two more dips before 
grabbing a few of the conveniently placed tissues by the 
bed stand. He needed to clean up before Xander came 
out to find him 'exploring'.  
 
***  
 
Xander's eyes were wide as he stared down at the 
purpling head of his cock. Spike's cock! Not his. Spike's!  
 
The cool air contrasted with the hot water of the shower 
and caused his nipples to stand erect. Absently he 
brushed a hand across one and gasped. They were 
extremely sensitive.  
 
Okay. This is bad. No getting turned on by Spike's body. 
This is Spike's body! Xander willed his erection away. He 
knew that if vampires could blush he would be red from 
head to toe. At least his embarrassment was good for 
something he could feel his erection slowly wilting.  
 
 
 
Suddenly he was painfully, achingly, excruciatingly hard 
again. He turned his head to glance around the room, as 
if he would find a culprit to accuse for his current 



dilemma.  
 
Then he smelled it. There was some sort of spice in the 
air. Something that made him feel incredibly sexy. 
Incredibly horny. Incredibly hard.  
 
He tried to place the smell but didn't recognize it from 
anywhere.  
 
Unconsciously his hand had moved down to stroke his 
aching member. His eyes closed and he took a deep drag 
from the air around him. He felt his cock harden even 
further and he groaned.  
 
His other hand came up to pinch a peaked nipple causing 
him to thrust further into his own tight fist. As his body 
began to move to a faster rhythm he suddenly realized 
that he could hear soft sounds coming from the 
basement.  
 
He could hear the sound of flesh sliding over slick flesh, 
and hear the rough panting accompanying the 
movement. His eyes snapped open and his mouth 
dropped into a comical 'O'.  
 
Spike was out there jacking off his body! And he could 



hear it! And smell it!  
 
Xander's mind was assaulted with a picture of Spike 
sprawled out on his bed. But instead of Spike wearing 
Xander's body, he was gloriously naked in his own. He 
could picture the vampire's writhing body, stretching out 
toward completion.  
 
Both Xander's hands moved down toward his cock. He 
had one grasp the base to stave off his orgasm. He was 
so close already! The other traveled up to play with the 
foreskin. He pulled the skin back to explore the sensitive 
slit, bucking into the sensation.  
 
He could hear Spike grunting outside, close to climax.  
 
He released the base of his erection and began to jack off 
in earnest. Spike's breathing outside was coming out in 
harsh pants and within minutes he could hear the "unh 
unh" groans that signaled his completion.  
 
Xander let out a grunt of his own and spurted Spike's 
sticky cum all over the shower wall.  
 
He stood under the warm spray of the shower for a few 



minutes before finally grabbing his loufah. If he didn't 
need to shower before he definitely did now.  

 
 

                                3 Walking a Mile 

Xander exited the bathroom accompanied by a puff of 
steam. He noticed Spike laying back on his bed with his 
eyes closed. He stopped to stare at himself.  
 
Had he stepped into an episode of Outer Limits? Okay. So 
living on the hellmouth was always tricky, but this? He 
watched as Spike’s eyes slowly opened and turned to 
focus on him.  
 
“What do you think you’re doing blood breath?”  
 
“Relaxing in my bed.” Spike answered sincerely.  
 
“No. Relaxing in MY bed.” Xander answered hotly back.  
 
“Don’t think the rest of the world would see it that way 
pet.” And there was that maddening smirk again.  
 
“Forget it fangless. You aren’t sleeping in my bed!” 



Xander stepped forward. He knelt on the bed and 
reached over to push the ex-vamp off only to fall back 
onto the floor in agony.  
 
“FUCK!” The pain was excruciating. He could feel tears 
forming and blinked rapidly to stave them off.  
 
“Not so funny now is it luv?” Spike’s voice held just a 
trace of bitterness.  
 
Holy headaches! Was it this bad every time Spike got 
zapped? How the hell did he live with it? He wasn’t even 
planning to really hurt the guy. He’d just wanted his bed 
back, dammit!  
 
When the pain receded to a dull throb Xander attempted 
to sit up. Spike was still smirking down at him, although 
there was something else hidden in his expression that 
Xander couldn’t quite place.  
 
“Why don’t we share the bed mate? It’s not like you can 
get me to move, and at least I won’t make you sleep in 
that bloody chair.”  
 
What? Spike was being nice to him? He threw Spike a 
skeptical expression. “Why won’t you make me sleep in 



the chair?”  
 
He watched as Spike turned his face away. His response 
was mumbled, but Xander found with his new vamp 
hearing he could just make the words out. “I know how 
bloody painful it is to get zapped with the chip. You’ll 
heal faster if your not tossing and turning trying to get 
comfortable in that soddin chair all night.”  
 
For the second time that night Xander’s jaw fell open into 
the shape of a soft ‘O’. He didn’t really have a response, 
and if his skin could burn with shame it would have. 
Knowing that that was exactly what he had put Spike 
through and then some.  
 
“Thanks.” He mumbled as he got under the covers.  
 
Wait a minute. Did he just thank Spike for letting him 
sleep in his own bed? Xander just shook his head and lay 
down, closing his eyes in exhaustion.  
 
***  
 
Spike’s eyes blinked open to stare at the low basement 
ceiling. What was he doing at the whelp’s place again? 
He turned his head to look toward Xander’s bed, only to 



find it nuzzling up against soft blond curls.  
 
Bugger! The events of the previous evening came rushing 
back to him. He remembered the fight at the Magic Box 
and Red’s crazy spell. He was obviously still stuck in 
Xander’s body. And now he was cuddling up to Xander in 
his body, while the boy slept the day away.  
 
Spike turned to the right to check the alarm clock. Just 
past 5 AM. Before he could think past that thought the 
alarm began to blare and his arm shot out to quickly hit 
the off switch.  
 
Xander’s head popped up and he groaned. He threw the 
covers off and climbed out of bed, heading toward his 
dresser to grab clothes for the day.  
 
“Where do you think you’re going whelp?” Spike asked 
casually from his seat on the bed’s edge.  
 
“To work fangless. Some of us have to earn a living.” 
Xander answered absently, while heading toward the 
bathroom.  
 
“I don’t fancy having Red switch me back into a pile of 
ashes.”  



 
Xander’s head whipped around as Spike’s words finally 
penetrated his morning haze. “Shit! What am I going to 
do? I can’t call in again. I’ve already called in twice this 
month. They’re gonna start thinking I’m unreliable.” 
Xander sat down heavily in the barca lounger.  
 
“Guess I’ll have to go in your place then.” Spike had an 
evil looking gleam in his eye.  
 
“What? No! You can’t do that! You don’t know the first 
thing about construction!” Xander was trying desperately 
to think of another solution.  
 
“Well it’s either that or count this number 52 on Xander’s 
list of failed job attempts.”  
 
Xander stared at the ground for a few moments before 
finally looking back up at Spike. “Fine.” He sighed. “But 
you better not mess this up for me Spike.” He tried to 
sound menacing, but it came out sounding more like 
pleading.  
 
Spike got up and grabbed the clothes out of Xander’s 
limp hand. “Guess you won’t be needing these today 
whelp.”  



 
Before he could close the bathroom door he heard a final 
quiet plea muffled from Xander’s direction, “Please 
Spike.” And then the door snicked shut.  
 
***  
 
Xander paced the length of the basement floor for the 
100th time. God it sucked not being able to go out during 
the day! He wanted to be able to go out to the site and 
check up on Spike. Just for a second. Just to see if he'd 
been fired yet.  
 
If vampires could sweat, he was sure he'd be able to fill 
buckets. This was so far the one decent job he'd been 
able to get since high school. And he thought he was at 
least semi-capable at it too. He really didn't want to lose 
this job.  
 
It was nice having something that he at least seemed 
good at.  
 
As he continued to pace, he began to hear a deep 
rumbling. He glanced around the room searching for the 
noise, when he realized that it was coming from his own 
chest. He was growling!  



 
Why was he growling? He began to do a quick check of 
his body and realized that he could feel a not quite 
painful, but rather annoying ache.  
 
And then realization hit. Spike hadn't fed the night 
before. He usually didn't feed until after the meeting 
when he would either accompany Giles or Xander back 
to retrieve a couple of blood bags.  
 
Spike's body was hungry. Spike drank blood. Therefore 
Xander had to drink blood while he was in Spike's body. 
Xander turned to stare at the white face of the small 
refrigerator door.  
 
Eeew!  
 
***  
 
Spike had walked out into the sunlight for the first time 
in over a hundred years, barring his little stint with the 
gem of Amara, this morning. By the time he'd reached 
Xander's work site he'd been sort of drunk on the feeling. 
He'd stopped several times to just feel the warmth 
caressing his skin.  
 



It felt incredible.  
 
He was excited to realize that Xander's job allowed him 
to work outside for most of the day.  
 
He glanced around the area trying to figure out exactly 
where he was supposed to go, without making it look like 
he'd never been here before.  
 
Contrary to Xander's belief, Spike wasn't really interested 
in causing him to lose his job. He'd been watching the 
whelp for months now. He knew his history, the long 
string of dead end jobs and failed relationships.  
 
Spike actually felt a bit of compassion for the poor sod. 
Reminded him too much of William. Though he would 
never admit to either one.  
 
Didn't mean he couldn't have some fun though. Just not 
enough to get himself dusted once they were back in 
their own bodies.  
 
***  
 
Xander was currently munching on a bowl of Count 
Chocula cereal. Unfortunately it wasn't doing anything to 



alleviate the ache that was constantly growing within. He 
continued to chew and methodically swallow hoping that 
he could hold off the few hours it would take for the sun 
to set.  
 
Maybe by the time they got to the Magic Box, Willow 
would have found a way to switch them back.  
 
***  
 
Spike found the work surprisingly soothing. It wasn't 
monotonous but the heavy labor allowed him to sort of 
set his body on autopilot.  
 
Once he'd found where he was initially supposed to be 
he realized that the foreman was explaining what task his 
part of the crew was going to be working on that day. 
That made it remarkably simple for him to get his 
bearings.  
 
He turned at the sound of Xander's name.  
 
"Hey Harris!" The one named Chris was walking toward 
him.  
 
"Yeah?"  



 
"What's wrong with you? Been calling you for the past 5 
minutes!" Chris looked exasperated.  
 
"Sorry 'bout that. Guess I just had a lot on my mind." 
Spike was trying hard to keep his accent from showing.  
 
"Well, why don't you come with us to drown your 
sorrows?" Chris clapped him on the back. "Bunch of us 
are heading over to Jack's Bar after quitting time. You 
in?"  
 
Spike thought about it for a moment. Xander was 
expecting him back before sunset so that they could walk 
over to the Magic Box together. They needed to see if 
Red had figured out a reversal spell yet.  
 
But what could one drink hurt?  
 
"Sure. Sounds good mate." Spike replied without 
thinking.  
 
"Harris you've been watching too much Monty Python! 
That's the worst English accent I've ever heard!" Chris 
walked off laughing, leaving Spike gaping open-mouthed.  
 



***  
 
Xander threw the empty bowl across the room. Where 
the hell was Spike? It was almost sunset, and still no sign 
of the Xander wannabe.  
 
The blood lust was causing his entire body to ache. He 
felt like he hadn't eaten in weeks. He couldn't prevent his 
game face from appearing about an hour ago. And so far 
he had been unable to shake it off.  
 
Without realizing what he was doing, Xander found 
himself in front of the fridge with the door open. He was 
reaching in and grabbing a blood bag before he knew 
what was happening. He dropped the bag to the ground 
when he finally realized his intent.  
 
The hunger was like an acid eating him up from the 
inside out. He could feel the need to sink his fangs into 
warm skin and nourish himself, but knew that he couldn't 
do that. The worst part was he wasn't sure that he could 
resist if it weren't for the goddamned chip!  
 
He looked back up at the basement door forlornly. He 
knew that Spike wasn't going to be walking through 
anytime soon. Even if he did, there was no guarantee 



that Willow would have a spell ready to cure them.  
 
He reached down for the blood bag, grabbing a mug on 
the way. Within a few minutes he had a warmed cup 
resting in his hands. Closing his eyes he brought the mug 
to his lips.  
 
He groaned at the first taste. Instead of the revulsion he 
had steeled himself against, he felt only a soothing 
warmth flood his entire body. The ache dulled and then 
disappeared. And once the cup was emptied, Xander 
found himself licking his lips to capture the last drops.  
 
He brought the mug over to the sink to wash out. 
Grabbing his jacket, he headed up the stairs intent on 
finding Spike.  
 
For a second his steps faltered. Oh my god! Did I just 
enjoy a cup of blood?!  
 
Denial. He was not going to think about it. Denial was 
good. That was his new motto. He didn't know how long 
he would be stuck in Spike's body, so he would just have 
to deal until Willow could switch them back.  
 



And then he could pretend that this whole thing never 
happened!  

 

 

4 Confessions 

Xander stepped into the bar and peered around the 
smokey room. He knew that his co-workers sometimes 
hung out here after work. He'd already searched Willie's 
bar and Spike's crypt. This was the only other place he 
could think of for Spike to have gone.  
 
He heard a laugh from the back room where the pool 
table was located. A very familiar laugh. His mouth 
formed into a grimace as he stomped across the room.  
 
When he stepped into the back room his frown 
deepened. Spike was playing pool with Chris. They both 
seemed to have drunk more than one or two beers, and 
it looked like the rest of the crew had gone home.  
 
They seemed to be having a good time, judging from the 
loud guffaw he had heard earlier, and the smile gracing 
Chris' lips. That only made Xander madder. Where the 
hell does Spike get off having a good time with Xander's 



coworkers?  
 
"Spi -" Xander stopped himself just in time. "Xander!"  
 
Spike's head snapped up at the sound of his voice. "Hey 
mate."  
 
"Where the hell have you been? I was waiting for you to 
come home so that we could meet the girls."  
 
"Sorry pet. Just having a drink with a friend. Didn't think 
you'd mind." Spike placated.  
 
"Well I do mind! You know how important this meeting 
is!"  
 
Spike turned toward Chris with an apologetic shrug. 
"Sorry Chris. Looks like I have to get going. We'll finish 
the game some other time." Spike turned to put his cue 
stick away.  
 
"Who is that? Your boyfriend or something?" Chris asked 
under his breath.  
 
Xander's new hearing was able to pick up the quiet 
question. He was horrified. Chris thought Spike was his 
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boyfriend!?  
 
"NO!" Xander answered without thinking.  
 
"It's cool man. I'm not one of them bigots. If you guys 
swing that way, it's no skin off my nose." Chris shrugged 
at them.  
 
Xander was still trying to shake off the image that Chris 
had produced, when Spike sauntered over toward him, 
an evil smirk on his face.  
 
"Yeah pet. Chris is a good 'un. We don't have to hide in 
front of him." And with that Spike leaned in to press his 
lips to Xander's.  
 
The kiss was brief but Xander found himself leaning 
forward as Spike pulled away. When he caught his 
movement he pulled back, eyes wide in his face.  
 
"Let's go!" He grabbed Spike's arm and pulled him 
toward the exit.  
 
"See ya Chris!" Spike called out as Xander dragged him 
through the door.  
 



"What the hell do you think you're doing?" Xander 
demanded once they'd left the bar behind.  
 
"What do you mean pet?"  
 
"What do I mean?! What do I mean?!" Xander's mind 
was stuck on replay. What just happened?  
 
"Just havin' a spot of fun luv. No need to get your 
knickers in a twist."  
 
"Fun?! Kissing! There was kissage!" Xander accused.  
 
"Yeah so? If you're worried all the manly men will think 
you’re a nancy boy you can just tell them that you were 
drunk off your ass."  
 
Xander was fuming.  
 
"Did you get me fired today?"  
 
"No."  
 
"No?"  
 
"No Xander. I did not get you fired. Your precious job is 



safe and sound." Spike answered shortly.  
 
Some of Xander's bluster left him. He'd been worried and 
stressed all day about things beyond his control. And 
now that he at least knew he had a job to go to 
tomorrow, if he were back in his own body by then, he 
relaxed slightly.  
 
"Thank you."  
 
"You're welcome mate."  
 
***  
 
The boys entered the Magic Box to find all four girls 
sitting around the research table. When the bell jingled 
the girls looked up with apologetic smiles.  
 
"Still nothing huh?" Xander asked.  
 
"Sorry Xan. We're trying but there have been a few more 
attacks surrounding the Sunnydale Lake. It looks like 
we're going to have to tackle the dragon issue before we 
can really focus on your…situation." Buffy answered.  
 
"Fine." Xander puffed out as he took a seat next to Dawn. 



"Did you at least find out how to get rid of the dragon?"  
 
"Yes. There's a spell that we can use, but the only 
problem is that we need a talisman from the dragon's 
nest." Willow replied.  
 
"And why is that a problem?"  
 
"Well his nest seems to be located on the small island in 
the middle of the lake. Someone must swim out and 
retrieve the talisman before the spell can be performed." 
Giles explained.  
 
"Okay then. What's the plan?"  
 
"Well Will and Tara are going to gather all the ingredients 
we need for the spell tonight. Tomorrow we were 
thinking that I would attack the dragon to get its 
attention. Tara, Will, and Giles would be with me keeping 
the dragon distracted while you and Spike swim out to 
get the thingamajig. Once you bring it back to shore 
Willow will start the spell." Buffy outlined.  
 
"No."  
 
Heads swiveled to glare at the now brunette menace. 



"Don't worry Spike, we'll pay you." Giles reassured him.  
 
"It's not that mate. I just don't want to tangle with a 
dragon." Spike answered. He got up from his stool and 
strode toward Buffy's training room.  
 
"Spike not wanting to tangle with another demon? 
What's that about?" Buffy asked, a confused look on her 
face.  
 
"Don't worry about it. I'll talk to him." Xander stood and 
followed Spike out.  
 
Tara watched the entire exchange with a curious look. 
When Xander stood to follow Spike she nodded to 
herself before returning to the research book in front of 
her.  
 
"Spike?" Xander entered the training room to find Spike 
pummeling the heavy bag.  
 
Spike ignored him.  
 
"Hey! Don't bruise my knuckles!" Xander admonished 
him.  
 



"What do you want?" Spike growled at him. "Just wanted 
to see what was up with you. Since when do you not 
want in on the violence?"  
 
"What violence? Buffy's going to have all the fun, while 
you and I get our knickers wet."  
 
"Is that why you're upset? I'm sure Buffy will let you have 
a turn kicking dragon ass while Willow performs the 
spell." Xander tried to reason.  
 
Spike stopped punching the bag, and grabbed a towel. 
Damn humans sweat a lot! He took a seat on the couch 
as he tried to catch his breath.  
 
"Well?" Xander prodded when Spike remained silent.  
 
"Czdt syhne." Spike mumbled.  
 
"Huh?" Even Xander's new hearing couldn't catch that 
one.  
 
"Can't swim." Spike enunciated his confession for 
Xander.  
 
Xander tried to stop the laugh before it could escape but 



was too late. "You can't swim? You're like over a 
hundred." He felt compelled to point out.  
 
"Yeah well it wasn't like there were a lot of swimming 
pools in my neighborhood when I was growing up! And 
after I got turned there didn't seem to be a point. No 
need to breathe means no chance of drowning." Spike 
answered sullenly.  
 
"So? What's the problem?"  
 
"The problem is that I'm stuck in your stupid mortal 
breathing body!" Spike shouted.  
 
Xander's laughter died out as he realized what Spike was 
saying. Of course it would be a problem now. Xander's 
body needed air, and Spike didn't know how to swim.  
 
Xander moved over to sit beside Spike on the couch. His 
hand reached out tentatively toward Spike's shoulder 
and gave him a short squeeze.  
 
"Don't worry Spike. We don’t have to do anything until 
tomorrow night. Tonight we can go out and I'll give you a 
couple of lessons. No big. We'll just tell the girls that 
we're going to head out since there's nothing they can do 



about our problem anyway. And it's not like they need 
either of us for the dragon research." Xander soothed.  
 
"Why?"  
 
"Why what?" Xander was perplexed.  
 
"Why would you help me?" Spike asked in a quiet voice.  
 
Xander shrugged not really sure himself. "Consider it 
payback for not getting me fired today. And tomorrow! 
Since you have to go back tomorrow."  
 
"Thanks mate." Spike gave him a quick but grateful smile 
before turning away.  
 
They stood to leave the room together.  
 
"Besides…I want a living breathing body for Willow to 
switch me back in to!"  

 
 

5 Swimming Lessons 



Xander glanced around the empty building. Of course 
they had to break into the Sunnydale Park public pool. 
Spike didn't want to learn at the lake since the dragon 
was there, and Xander whole heartedly agreed for once! 
But did they have to actually break the law?  
 
At least there hadn't been any alarms or anything. At 
least of the non-silent variety. God he hoped there 
weren't any silent alarms!  
 
Spike stood at the edge of the pool looking nervously 
around. Xander had already stepped in and was wading 
at the 3 foot deep end. It was strange for him to be 
looking up at himself in nothing but his slightly used red 
speedos.  
 
Did he look that good in high school? He couldn't have. If 
he had a body like that he wouldn’t have had so much 
trouble getting dates!  
 
He sighed and motioned for Spike to step down into the 
water. Spike's expression was still wary but he dutifully 
took the first step in.  
 
"Bloody hell that's cold!" Spike cried.  
 



"Shh! Do you want us to get caught?" Xander demanded.  
 
"Who's going to hear us whelp? The only things out and 
about at this time of night are the nasties. And I think we 
can handle them just fine."  
 
"Just get in the water Spike! It's only three feet deep! 
You're not going to drown unless I hold you under!"  
 
"Fine!" Spike took the final two steps, submerging 
himself up to his waist.  
 
Xander let him get used to the temperature for a bit 
before asking him to wade over to the middle of the 
kiddie side of the pool.  
 
"Okay. The first thing you're going to learn is how to 
float." At Spike's pensive look Xander stopped to 
reassure him. "Don't worry, floating is the easiest part. 
And if you panic and forget what your supposed to do 
just roll over onto your back and start to float."  
 
As he spoke Xander pushed down on Spike's shoulder 
causing him to lay onto his back. He place a hand on the 
small of Spike's back, keeping him above the surface.  
 



"Just let your body relax. The water will keep you up. Just 
don't tense up." As Spike began to relax Xander slowly 
removed his hand. The second they lost all contact Spike 
tensed and began to sink.  
 
"I said don't tense up!" Xander cried, immediately 
replacing his hand.  
 
Spike sputtered, spitting out the water he'd accidentally 
swallowed when his face had gone under. "You let go!"  
 
"Of course I let go. How else are you going to learn how 
to float?"  
 
"You should have warned me!" Spike was indignant.  
 
Xander was losing patience. But he could tell from Spike's 
tone that he was more embarrassed than anything else. 
And Xander supposed he could understand that. Spike 
was a master vampire. Used to being feared and obeyed.  
 
Now, without his bite he'd lost all that. And to top it all 
off he'd had to go to one of his enemies for help with a 
problem that most 10 years olds don't even have. It must 
be pretty humiliating for the guy.  
 



"OKAY. I'm sorry." Xander gritted his teeth. "We'll try it 
again. I'll hold you up for a few seconds and then let go. 
Just stay relaxed and you'll float without a problem."  
 
Spike still looked unsure, but he did as Xander asked.  
 
"I promise." Xander tried to reassure him.  
 
Spike relaxed minutely and lay his head back into the 
water.  
 
"Good job!" Xander praised him after about five minutes 
of floating on his own. "Are you ready to try something 
new now?"  
 
Spike stood back up and nodded his head. Xander was 
actually being nice about this lesson. He had come 
prepared for the whelp to be a git and use this whole 
thing against him. But so far he'd been reassuring and 
complimentary whenever Spike had followed directions 
correctly.  
 
"Now I want you to lay down on your stomach, and I'll 
hold you up. You're going to kick your feet and paddle 
your arms, just to get used to the feeling."  
 



Spike panicked. He had to put his face in the water?! 
"How the bloody hell am I supposed to breathe pet?"  
 
"Don't worry Spike. Just hold your head up so that your 
face doesn't hit the water. A lot of people swim without 
dipping their head in, but we'll do a lesson on that later 
before we leave. Just so you know both ways."  
 
After a few minutes of this Xander decided it was time 
for Spike to actually start to swim. "Okay, don't get 
nervous. I’m going to let go now and you can swim to the 
edge of the pool. It's only a few feet away. You can do it."  
 
Spike steeled himself against the fear. He was not going 
to keep panicking in front of the whelp! He was the Big 
Bad!  
 
He felt Xander's hand slip away and his face began to fall 
toward the water, his arms and legs continued their 
movement automatically. He snapped his head back up 
before he could breathe in any fluid and then his hand hit 
concrete. He'd done it! He was at the edge of the pool.  
 
He turned back toward Xander with a grin on his face.  
 
Xander smiled back automatically but also in surprise. He 



didn't think he'd ever seen that expression on Spike 
before. It wasn't one of his usual smirks. It was actually a 
sincere smile!  
 
"Great job! Why don't you walk back here and you can 
swim back to the edge a couple more times."  
 
They continued the lessons for another 15 - 20 minutes 
until Xander was reasonably sure that Spike was 
comfortable with his skills.  
 
Xander had found that Spike was a fast learner once he 
got over the fear of drowning. I guess if you've had a fear 
for over a century it would be a little hard to suppress, 
Xander thought. He was actually surprised that Spike was 
able to overcome it with such little distress.  
 
"Okay one last lesson before we call it quits." Xander 
called out to Spike as he reached the edge of the pool 
once more.  
 
"I'm going to teach you how to breathe under water." 
Xander explained once Spike was by his side.  
 
"I'm not stupid you git! You can't breathe under water!" 
Spike didn't appreciate Xander's teasing.  



 
"Calm down fangless! I'll rephrase." Xander shot him an 
annoyed look. "I'm going to teach you how to breathe 
OUT under water."  
 
"What?"  
 
"What you need to do while swimming is to breathe IN 
while your head is above water and then breathe OUT 
while your head is under." Xander had maneuvered Spike 
back into the position he'd been in when first learning 
how to kick and paddle.  
 
"Okay, just take a deep breath and then when you dip 
your face into the water breathe out through your nose 
slowly." Xander instructed.  
 
Spike did as Xander described, finding that if he was 
constantly breathing out while below the surface he 
wouldn't accidentally suck any water in. They did this for 
a few minutes before Xander asked him to add the 
kicking and paddling to the routine.  
 
"You're not going to let go?" Spike asked warily.  
 
"Not yet. Just get used to the breathing while kicking and 



paddling okay? I'll warn you before I do anything else." 
Xander gave him a reassuring look.  
 
Spike did this for a few minutes before Xander decided it 
was time for him to try it on his own.  
 
"Remember that as soon as you think you're out of 
breath, just lift your head to the side like we practiced 
and take a breath in. You can do it."  
 
Xander let him take a few breaths while in his arms 
before letting his hand slip away once again.  
 
Spike swam to the edge of the pool with ease. He was 
surprised at the speed, since it had been a lot slower 
with his head above the water.  
 
He grinned triumphantly and turned back to Xander. 
"Wanna race?"  
 
Xander laughed and shook his head. "Why don't you do a 
couple more laps before we get out of here? I think I’m 
starting to get hungry again."  
 
Spike nodded and turned to launch himself back under 
water. Xander had told him about the blood lust he'd felt 



earlier in the day and what he'd had to do. Spike knew 
the feeling and was actually surprised that the whelp was 
able to hold out as long as he did.  
 
He was sorry that he hadn't been around to see him 
drink the blood though. Xander's face must have been 
priceless!  
 
Before Spike realized it, thoughts of Xander drinking 
blood caused him to harden in his speedos. The feeling 
had come up rather suddenly and caused Spike's 
movements to falter. Before he could right himself he 
began taking in gulps of water and coughing.  
 
Xander was at his side in an instant. Grabbing Spike up he 
held him in his arms and drew soothing circles on his 
back, occasionally patting him when the coughing 
became too rough.  
 
"What happened? Did you just get tired? I shouldn't have 
told you to swim any more laps! We've already been 
here over an hour." Xander babbled comfort.  
 
"No. 'S not your fault. Just got distracted 'S all." Spike 
answered, making no move to retreat from the circle of 
Xander's arms.  



 
After a few minutes, Xander became aware of the 
position they were in. He had Spike wrapped in his arms 
and their bodies were flush against one another. Neither 
of them were wearing much of anything and so were 
mostly skin to skin.  
 
Xander felt himself shudder and begin to harden in his 
boxers. The cool water doing nothing to help him with his 
problem.  
 
Spike felt the twitch against his thigh and looked up into 
Xander's eyes. Deliberately he thrust forward pushing his 
own erection against Xander's hip. They both groaned at 
the contact.  
 
Suddenly Xander pulled away, walking toward the 
water's edge. He pulled himself out and grabbed one of 
the towels laying near the pool.  
 
"We'd better get going. I really need to feed, and you 
need to get some sleep if you're not going to get me fired 
tomorrow." Xander called out without looking back at 
Spike.  
 
Spike watched Xander exit the room and sighed. He 



followed in Xander's footsteps, grabbing the second 
towel along the way. He was horny, but it didn't look like 
the whelp was interested in playing just yet.  

 
 

6 Ready or Not 

When they reached the basement Xander's mind was still 
reeling from the incident at the pool. The concern that 
he'd felt had been a shock. When Spike had lost his 
bearings and began to flounder, Xander was immediately 
assaulted with the thought that he'd pushed the vampire 
too hard.  
 
He hadn't hesitated to take Spike into his arms and offer 
comfort. When had his disgust with the vampire turned 
into affection? Just a few days ago he'd been ready to 
stake the undead jerk. Now he was worried that he'd 
swallowed some water?  
 
And what the hell was that body rubbing all about? He 
did not rub bodies with other males. He was a female 
body rubber!  
 
The feel of their bodies together had been intoxicating. 



Once he'd realized how close they were he hadn't been 
able to pull away. At least not before Spike had rubbed 
the evidence of his arousal against Xander's mostly 
naked body.  
 
He suppressed the groan that the memory evoked as he 
walked over to the refrigerator. The quiet ding of the 
microwave brought him out of his thoughts, signaling his 
warmed dinner was ready.  
 
The deep ache had begun to return. Xander had found 
that the ache never entirely disappeared. It just dulled 
after a feeding, only to grow stronger when his body felt 
that he'd gone too long without nourishment.  
 
It wasn't as bad as it had been earlier that day, but 
Xander still hurried his movements bringing the mug to 
his already parted lips. He groaned at the first taste.  
 
Spike was instantly hard. He'd been watching the whelp's 
mechanical movements as he prepared his mug of blood. 
It was obvious that the boy was deep in thought. 
Probably brooding over the little interaction they'd had 
at the pool.  
 
At Xander's pleasured groan, Spike lost all control. He 



was still half hard from their earlier encounter, the walk 
home having done nothing to alleviate the ache in his 
groin. Xander's obvious pleasure caused his cock to 
harden to its maximum length.  
 
He was across the room in seconds, pulling the mug from 
the boy's lips and replacing it with his own. He licked all 
traces of the remaining blood from Xander's mouth, 
delving deep with his own tongue.  
 
Xander groaned again, his hips thrusting involuntarily 
against Spike's jean clad erection.  
 
What the hell was going on? Spike was macking on him! 
Their lips were smashed together! Spike's tongue was in 
his mouth!  
 
And he was liking it?!  
 
Before he knew what was happening Spike had removed 
his t-shirt and had latched on to one of his nipples. There 
was a sting as Spike bared his teeth and raked them 
across the peaked nub. Xander's knees buckled as all the 
blood rushed to his groin.  
 
Spike's arms wrapped around Xander's waist keeping him 



upright. He knew how sensitive his own body's nipples 
were and so continued to lave attention on them. Xander 
was babbling incoherently and had apparently lost the 
ability to balance his swaying form.  
 
Spike smirked and continued his way down toward 
Xander's navel. When he reached the tiny hole he thrust 
his tongue in and out quickly, then pressed his lips down 
and sucked.  
 
Xander's hands came around to grasp his head and press 
it closer.  
 
Xander was moaning non-stop. He gave out a small cry of 
protest when Spike pulled away, but quieted when he 
realized that Spike was only trying to divest himself of 
the jeans confining his straining erection.  
 
Wait! What am I thinking? Spike is getting naked! Spike is 
getting naked with me!  
 
Spike glanced up to see Xander's panicked look. He left 
the speedos on in favor of soothing Xander's anxiety 
attack.  
 
"Shhh luv. We won't do anything you don't want." He 



wrapped his arms around the boy and rubbed his back up 
and down.  
 
"Anything I don't want? Anything I don't want?" Xander 
repeated himself, just to be sure that Spike was listening. 
"I don't want nakedness! No nakedness!" He cried.  
 
"Okay pet." Spike soothed. "I won't take anything else 
off." Right now, Spike continued the sentence silently.  
 
Xander calmed slightly. Then he realized that he was still 
in Spike's arms. He began to fidget and tried to pull away.  
 
"Relax Xan." Spike nuzzled his neck. "Just want to make 
you feel good." He began to nip and lick at the base.  
 
"And I know all the spots too. It is my body. I know how 
to make it feel good." Spike's voice was low and 
seductive as he continued his advances.  
 
The moment Spike's lips had touched his neck Xander's 
mind had shut down.  
 
He tried to protest. "Mphrgl." But it didn't come out 
quite right.  
 



He felt his whole body go slack. Well at least 99% of it. 
That 1% was still achingly hard.  
 
Spike had worked his way back down Xander's body. His 
jeans were undone and his boxers pulled off before he 
knew what was happening. When he felt the cool air 
caress his bare skin, Xander woke from his sex induced 
fog long enough to realize that Spike had also 
manipulated him onto the bed.  
 
Before he could protest Spike's mouth engulfed his cock. 
Xander cried out and thrust upward, causing Spike to 
choke.  
 
"Damn! Forgot I had to breathe." Spike mumbled before 
dropping back down to take Xander in again.  
 
The warmth was incredible. It was like a hot furnace was 
surrounding his dick. He couldn't help the loud moans 
that erupted from his mouth.  
 
"Fuck! Spike!"  
 
He growled when Spike removed his mouth, only to 
whimper when he moved down to lick and suck on his 
balls. Spike pulled both into his mouth and rolled them 



around with his tongue. The suction he used to pull on 
them was incredible, causing Xander's eyes to roll to the 
back of his head.  
 
The loss of contact caused Xander's eyes to shoot open. 
When he was able to focus he was confronted with his 
own desire filled gaze.  
 
Spike brought his lips down onto Xander's and pressed 
firmly. His tongue shot out to lick at Xander's bottom lip 
in invitation. When Xander accepted, Spike plunged his 
tongue in and swept the cavern of Xander's mouth.  
 
He'd used the time it took Xander to come back to reality 
to shed the last of his clothing. As they kissed Spike 
brought their bodies into alignment, causing their 
erections to brush up against one another.  
 
He grunted at the feel of their cocks rubbing together. 
Their precum mixing to ease the friction.  
 
Spike knew he wasn't going to last long. He'd been hard 
since leaving the park. Sucking on his own cock had been 
unexpectedly erotic. And Xander's moans and incoherent 
pleas had him so close to the edge, that he knew he 
couldn't hold it.  



 
Spike was sure that Xander wasn't ready for any type of 
penetration during their first sexual foray. As close as he 
was, Spike was actually okay with that tonight. But ready 
or not, they were definitely going to have a spot of 
intense frottage.  
 
When Xander's tongue stroked out tentatively, Spike 
latched on. He sucked the tongue in and gave it a light 
nibble. Xander moaned and thrust forward, their cock 
heads brushing up against each other.  
 
Spike couldn’t take it anymore. He pulled his mouth away 
from Xander's and pushed his palms into the mattress. 
He lifted his upper body off the bed, focusing most of his 
weight on his hips.  
 
He began to thrust in earnest, his eyes closing with the 
effort. Spike groaned and tried to blink the sweat from 
his eyes.  
 
He was surprised to feel Xander's hands reach around to 
caress his back. Pushing down and bringing their bodies 
into closer contact.  
 
He was shocked to feel Xander's hands roam down 



toward his buttocks and cup, then squeeze them as their 
grunts became louder and more pronounced.  
 
He shuddered when he felt Xander's tentative touch and 
quick breach, with his middle finger, of his tight arse 
hole.  
 
He came when he heard Xander's quietly whispered 
words. "You're in MY body. I know how to make it feel 
good." Accompanied by the crook of his finger.  
 
Xander felt Spike's cum hit his stomach. He thrust a few 
more times trying to reach his own completion.  
 
When Spike reach down for another kiss, Xander parted 
his lips automatically. At the first sweep of Spike's tongue 
Xander tasted the coppery tang of his own blood.  
 
Spike had bitten his tongue before thrusting it into 
Xander's mouth. The taste shot right through him and 
straight to his cock. Causing it to twitch and spurt, their 
cum mingling together as he rode out the orgasm with a 
few final thrusts.  

 

 



7 In His Shoes 

Spike woke for the second day in a row snuggled next to 
Xander. After Xander had passed out last night Spike had 
gotten up and cleaned them both off with a wet 
washcloth. But they were both still naked, and he could 
feel Xander's cool skin pressed up against him.  
 
He'd assumed that Xander had never been with a man 
before, but from his actions last night Spike wasn't sure 
anymore. As he contemplated this idea, Xander's eyes 
blinked open and stared owlishly at him.  
 
"Mornin' luv." Spike couldn't resist leaning in for a quick 
kiss. Xander shied away, pulling himself free from Spike's 
arms.  
 
"Is this where you tell me you'll stake me if I tell 
anyone?" Spike asked bitterly.  
 
Xander could hear the hurt in Spike's voice and it made 
him pause. Was Spike just playing with him? How much 
did this mean to the vamp? WHAT did any of this mean?  
 
"Spike, what happened last night?" Xander asked 
tentatively.  



 
"We fucked. What do you think happened." Spike's voice 
was angry as he turned away and sat on the edge of the 
bed.  
 
"No!" Xander reached out to place a hand on Spike's 
shoulder. "I mean…are you just playing…or…" Xander 
struggled for the words. "You were so…gentle…I just…" 
He sighed and then frowned. "I don't know what I'm 
asking."  
 
Spike turned back to see Xander staring resolutely down 
at his clasped hands. He reached out to place his own 
atop them before speaking.  
 
"No luv. I'm not just playing. I'm not sure what's 
happening, but I don't go in for those kinds of mind 
games. That was always Angelus' idea of a good time. I 
told Buffy once and it's true. I'm love's bitch." Spike tried 
to explain.  
 
Xander's eyes widened even further. "Y-you love me?"  
 
"No you git!" Spike chuckled. "At least, I don't know."  
 
Spike returned to his seat next to Xander. He tentatively 



snuggled up to the boy, nuzzling his soft curls. "Don't 
hate you. Wanna fuck you." He waited for Xander to look 
up at him. "Could maybe one day fall in love with you." If 
I haven't already, Spike thought.  
 
Xander relaxed. "Well, I'm not sure what's happening 
either. I've never…I mean, it's not like I've had a lot of 
relationships to begin with. Definitely none with guys 
though."  
 
"Is this a relationship luv?" Spike asked almost shyly.  
 
"I…I…" Xander looked up into Spike's entreating eyes. 
"I…" He gulped. "I want it to be."  
 
Spike smiled and leaned down for a kiss. "Good. I want it 
to luv."  
 
Xander closed his eyes and let Spike's mouth caress his 
own. It wasn't a passionate kiss. It was tender and sweet, 
and promising. When he opened his eyes, Spike was 
staring down at him with a soft expression.  
 
"Can I ask you something Xan?" He nodded.  
 
"You said you'd never been with a bloke?" Xander 



nodded again. "Then how did you know what to do? 
When you made me cum I mean?" Spike was curious.  
 
Xander knew he would be blushing if he were still in his 
own body. "I've played around a little." He murmured 
before turning away. "With myself I mean."  
 
At Xander's soft confession, Spike's morning erection 
surged to life. An image of Xander with his own fingers in 
his arse brought him to full hardness. He groaned.  
 
Xander turned back when he heard Spike's groan. He saw 
his hard on tenting the sheets.  
 
"You…You like that idea?"  
 
"God yes luv! You've got such a sexy body. And to think 
of you playing with yourself, making yourself hard. 
Cumming." Spike shuddered. "God I can't wait until we're 
back in our own bodies, so that I can see your face when 
you cum."  
 
Now Xander was hard. He'd never had anyone want him 
so much. The way Spike described him…he didn't think 
anyone thought of him that way.  
 



Xander reached out to place his cool hand on Spike's 
chest. Before he could make any other advances the 
alarm clock began to blare.  
 
Spike's hand swung out to pound on the off button. 
"Fuck!"  
 
Xander smiled ruefully at him. "You'd better go. I don't 
wanna get fired."  
 
"Why don't you hop in the shower with me luv?" Spike 
asked, not willing to let their fun end.  
 
"Can't Spike. You know you'll never make it out of here in 
time if I do. And I really don't wanna get fired." Xander 
repeated.  
 
Spike sighed and stood up. "What do you want to do 
about Chris?" He asked casually.  
 
"What about him?" "He thinks you’re my boyfriend. Do 
you want me to tell him I was drunk?" Spike asked as he 
rummaged through Xander's dresser for some clothes.  
 
"No. Why would you do that? Then we'll just have to 
explain that we're together later." Xander was confused. 



"Unless you don't want people to know about us?"  
 
"No luv." Spike rushed to reassure him. "I wasn't sure 
YOU wanted people to know about us."  
 
"I'm not going to hide Spike. I don't want to have to 
sneak around in secret. If we're going to have a 
relationship then I want it to be open and honest." 
Xander was firm.  
 
"Even with the slayerettes?" Spike queried.  
 
"Especially with them! How am I supposed to get 
relationship advice from Wills if she doesn't know I'm 
having one?" Xander smiled. "And it's not like she's going 
to care about the gay thing."  
 
"Thanks luv." Spike gave him a quick peck on the 
forehead before heading toward the shower.  
 
"For what?" Xander asked.  
 
"Just for being you Xan."  
 
***  
 



It was an uneventful day on site. Spike got some good-
natured teasing from Chris about his boyfriend, but that 
was about it.  
 
Spike was on his way home from work and was 
unabashedly excited to be seeing Xander again soon. He 
was half hard all day thinking about the whelp, even after 
his jerk off session in the shower.  
 
He was thinking about maybe having a few minutes with 
Xan before leaving for the Magic Box when he ran into a 
man.  
 
"Excuse me mate. Wasn't watching where I was going." 
Spike apologized automatically.  
 
"That's because you're a worthless piece of shit, moron!" 
The man answered.  
 
What the fuck? Spike looked up into the man's face only 
to see an older version of his lover. The man's breath 
reeked of alcohol and his eyes were bloodshot.  
 
"Dad?" Spike asked tentatively.  
 
"What do you want shithead? You better not be about to 



tell me that you can't make the rent this month." Mr. 
Harris leaned menacingly forward.  
 
"No! I mean no, I'll have the rent." Spike answered 
quickly.  
 
"Fine." Mr. Harris sidestepped Spike and began walking 
further down the sidewalk. "Good for nothing loser." He 
mumbled as he staggered down the street.  
 
That was Xander's dad? Spike shook his head, trying to 
clear it. When he looked up toward the house he could 
see Xander's face peering out the basement window.  
 
He strode toward the basement quickly, searching for 
Xan as soon as he entered the door. He saw him sitting 
on the barca lounger looking forlornly in the opposite 
direction.  
 
"What's wrong luv?" Spike asked, placing his hand on 
Xander's knee.  
 
"I guess you met my dad huh?" Xander asked, chuckling 
bitterly.  
 
"'S not the nicest bloke I've ever met, but yeah."  



 
"He usually isn't that bad. It's just that he didn't know 
you weren't me. If he had thought you were someone 
else, he would have been more polite." Xander tried to 
explain.  
 
"Xan, you don't have to make excuses for the bastard." 
Spike's face was a mask of anger. "He doesn't have any 
right to treat you that way. And you have no reason to 
believe him."  
 
"No reason? I am a useless loser." Xander's eyes had 
dropped back down to his clasped hands. "I'm the zeppo 
remember?"  
 
"That's not true luv." Spike stroked his leg as he spoke. 
"You're the heart of the whole bloody gang. You keep 
everyone going, and that's more than the rest of 'em can 
say."  
 
Xander still refused to look at him, so Spike cupped his 
chin and forced their eyes to meet.  
 
"You're not useless Xan. You're clever, intelligent, brave, 
and bloody marvelous. You don't need slayer powers or 
mojo to make you special or necessary. The scooby gang 



couldn't last a day without you. They need you." He 
leaned in to give Xander a reassuring kiss. "I need you."  
 
Xander smiled tentatively when Spike pulled away. 
"Thanks."  
 
"You're welcome luv." Spike stood, taking Xander with 
him. "Now let's go dragon hunting."  

 
 
 
 
 

8 Dragon Hunting 

They were all standing on the shore of the Sunnydale 
Lake. Spike and Xander were stripping down to boxers 
for their swim. Xander refused to allow Spike to wear the 
speedos in front of the girls!  
 
"Okay guys, do you know what you're looking for?" 
Willow asked as they pulled their jeans off.  
 
"Yeah, yeah. Big green gem. Shaped like an egg. Got it." 
Spike muttered, he'd really rather be at home with 



Xander seeing what else the whelp had played at.  
 
Xander gave him a quick slap on the arm in reprimand. 
"Sure Wills. No worries. Big green egg gem. We'll get it." 
He smiled a goofy grin at her.  
 
Willow raised an eyebrow at the familiar interaction 
between the two, but remained silent. She nodded and 
then hugged Xander. "Be careful you big goof!"  
 
"Right back at you Wills!" Xander called as both he and 
Spike turned to dive into the water.  
 
The girls and Giles headed toward the north shore after 
the dragon. It didn't seem to be all that large, probably 
the size of a big puma. Buffy would start off with a direct 
physical assault. Tara and Willow would be there to help 
with a spell or two if needed. And Giles would be there to 
backup all three.  
 
Once the guys brought the egg to shore, Willow would 
start the spell. It would open a portal to the dragon's 
home dimension and Buffy would herd it through. As 
plans went it was actually one of their better ones, 
Xander thought.  
 



They reached the central island with little difficulty. 
Xander had watched Spike carefully for any hesitancy or 
faltering, but none had appeared. As they stepped onto 
land Spike took a few deep gulps of air.  
 
"You okay fangless?" Xander asked concerned.  
 
"Just trying to catch my breath Xan." Spike answered in 
between puffs.  
 
They searched the island and finally found a small nest 
on the western shore. It was made mostly of seashells 
and a few obviously no longer occupied clam and crab 
shells. They waded through the debris and finally found 
the gem.  
 
It was only about the size of an ostrich egg. It wasn't 
faceted but smooth, and it sparkled in the moonlight.  
 
"Do we get to keep it after the spell?" Spike asked 
appraising the gem.  
 
"Don't know, didn't ask." Xander answered 
absentmindedly as he stuffed the gem into the small 
shoulder bag he'd swum with.  
 



Before they could head toward the water again, Xander 
felt a tingling at the back of his neck. He sniffed the air 
and noticed that there was a strange odor floating along 
the wind.  
 
He swiveled quickly and was confronted with a dragon.  
 
"Shit!" He threw a glance at Spike who was already in 
fighting stance.  
 
"Spike!" He waited to make sure he had Spike's attention 
and then he threw the shoulder bag in his direction. 
"Swim for it! You need to get that back to Willow."  
 
"What? Fuck no! I'm not leaving you here."  
 
"Don't worry I'll be right behind you! I'm just going to 
distract it long enough to give us both a head start." 
Xander replied. "Don't forget that your just mortal me 
now. I have your vamp strength, so get going!"  
 
Spike still looked uncertain.  
 
"GO! NOW!"  
 
Spike spun and dove into the water. He swam a few 



strokes out and stopped. Dog paddling, he turned to look 
back toward Xander.  
 
Xander wasn't dumb. He knew that he didn't have the 
fighting skills to take on a dragon, but he also knew that 
Spike fighting with only Xander strength didn't have a 
chance either. He didn't want Spike to make a dusty 
mistake just because he overestimated his strength.  
 
His gaze traveled around trying to find a likely weapon. 
The closest thing he could find was a long branch that 
had drifted in and landed on shore. Unfortunately it 
wasn't a very sturdy branch and the water had caused it 
to weaken even further.  
 
He hefted it anyway and started toward the dragon. 
Xander figured an offense was better than a defense in 
this case. He needed to attack fast, hopefully disable the 
dragon for a few minutes long enough for him to get out 
into the water and after Spike.  
 
As he got closer the dragon opened its mouth and 
Xander prepared to dodge fire or whatever else it 
wanted to spew at him. Unfortunately he wasn't fast 
enough.  
 



The ichor landed on his chest and arm. Eew! He tried to 
wipe some of the muck off, but soon it began to itch and 
burn. He screamed.  
 
Spike began swimming back to the island as soon as he 
saw the dragon open its mouth. As he was scrabbling 
back onto shore he heard Xander's scream.  
 
Xander had dropped the branch at his feet as soon as the 
burning had begun. He watched in horror as Spike ran up 
and seized the branch. He screamed once again, this time 
trying to stop his erstwhile lover. "Spike no!"  
 
Spike wasn't paying attention his thoughts focused on 
getting both he and Xander off the island and back to the 
relative safety of the slayer and witches. He heaved the 
branch as he ran at the creature and shoved it as hard as 
he could at the dragon's left eye.  
 
The branch speared through the membrane causing the 
dragon to howl.  
 
Spike dropped the dead wood and ran back to Xander. 
He grabbed him by the arm and pulled him back into the 
water, rubbing at the ichor as he went. The ooze burned 
at his palms and fingers, but he continued until they 



were able to wash it off in the lake.  
 
They were halfway back to the north shore when the 
dragon came after them. It was hampered by its injured 
eye, but still was able to swim at a good clip.  
 
"Faster Spike!" Xander urged Spike on, knowing that he 
was tiring. The fight and the first swim having taken a lot 
out of him.  
 
They could see Buffy fighting off the second dragon on 
shore. As they reached land, Xander hauled Spike out of 
the water and shoved him toward the girls.  
 
"Go get them the gem!" He screamed as he turned back 
around to face off with the oncoming dragon.  
 
Spike shot forward reaching his hand in the bag as he 
went. He threw the gem at Willow. "Red! Catch!" And 
then spun around to return to Xander.  
 
He didn't bother warning them of the second dragon as 
they were sure to see it on there own. He picked up 
another branch as he made his way back to Xander 
heedless of the fact that he was now mortal.  
 



Xander could here Willow chanting in the background. 
He only needed to distract the dragon for a few more 
minutes. Then the portal would be open and they could 
send them back to whatever hell dimension they were 
from.  
 
He dodged around a small boulder, the dragon's ichor 
landing with a splat on the hard rock surface.  
 
"Xander get ready!" Buffy cried as a large crash 
resounded and a ball of white light appeared to the 
south.  
 
Buffy was already going on the offensive, herding her 
dragon with quick kicks and punches. The dragon let out 
what sounded almost like a sob as it was shoved through 
the portal with a final combination kick that Xander could 
never pull off no matter whose body he was in!  
 
Xander was ready to throw a few punches himself to 
herd his own dragon through the portal when it let out a 
matching sob and ran in after its mate.  
 
Willow chanted a few final words and the portal closed 
with another crash.  
 



"Well bugger." Spike let out as soon as silence 
descended. He dropped the branch and walked the rest 
of the way over to Xander.  
 
"You okay luv?" He asked quietly.  
 
"Yeah. Just a little itchy I guess." Xander patted his body 
down searching for other injuries. "Otherwise I'm good."  
 
"Good job guys!" Buffy cheered as they gathered around 
Xander. "Way to work the magic Wills!" She gave her 
best friend a quick hug.  
 
" This definitely deserves a pizza…or chocolate! Definitely 
chocolate." Xander insisted.  
 
"Xan why don't we let them go ahead and you can wash 
the rest of the muck off in the lake. We'll walk back 
after." Spike suggested.  
 
Xander raised his eyebrow in question. "Why? I can just 
shower at home."  
 
"This'll be faster and you won't have to itch all the way 
back." Spike answered giving Xander a look.  
 



"Oh." Xander was having trouble keeping his thoughts 
and his words coherent. From the look that Spike was 
giving him it didn't seem like they were going to be 
taking just a quick dip. "Uhm…okay."  
 
The three girls traded looks before Tara asked, "Are y-
you sure?"  
 
"Sure ducks. No worries." Spike answered for them.  
 
Giles looked vaguely confused but the girls smiled and 
turned back toward the car. "Okay! See you guys later!" 
Willow called as they made their way back.  
 
Spike turned to face Xander. He ran his hands down 
Xander's chest where it was still red and irritated. "My 
poor brave Xanpet. You’re my very own white hat."  
 
Spike leaned down to follow the trail his fingers had 
made with his tongue. Xander shivered.  
 
"Spike! We're in public. We can't have sex in public!" 
Xander tried to protest.  
 
"So? That's what the lake is for. No one has to know pet." 
Spike whispered in his ear in between nibbles, pushing 



him back toward the water as he spoke.  
 
By the time Xander's legs hit the water, he welcomed the 
cool sensation on his throbbing cock. He was surprised 
when Spike stopped teasing in order to give his whole 
body a rub down.  
 
"Want to get all the muck off. Don't want it to burn 
anymore." Spike answered his questioning look.  
 
"I don’t need it anyway." Xander replied causing Spike to 
look up in query. "You make me burn."  
 
Xander hauled Spike toward him and mashed their lips 
together. The close contact causing their erections to 
collide. They both moaned and ground their hips 
together.  
 
"Fuck luv! You make me so hard so fast." Spike was 
nibbling his way down Xander's neck causing more 
incoherent mumblings from his lover. "I want you so 
much my whole body aches. I want to feel you inside me. 
I want to feel you surrounding me. I want to make you 
moan and beg."  
 
Spike's hands weren't idle as he described his desires. He 



took Xander's left nipple and pinched and pulled. Xander 
threw his head back and hissed. "Yes 
Spike…ungh…fuck…harder…make it burn."  
 
Xander's own hands reached around to cup Spike's ass 
and squeeze, causing Spike's hips to thrust forward 
reflexively.  
 
"Need to feel you." Xander's hands were working Spike's 
boxers off. He toed his own boxers off as Spike pushed 
them toward his ankles.  
 
Finally they were both naked. Xander reached down and 
took hold of Spike's erection. He gripped the base and 
then pulled up roughly.  
 
"Xan!" Spike was nearly incoherent. Xander's rough play 
was making his head spin.  
 
"Do you like that Spike? Do you want it harder? Faster? 
Tighter?" Xander asked, enjoying the sensation he got 
from causing Spike's reaction.  
 
"Please…Xan…ungh…Xan…need…" Spike trailed off, 
unable to finish his thought.  
 



Xander was pulling roughly on Spike's cock. Squeezing 
impossibly tight on the down stroke. On each up stroke 
he would pull fast and hard, tweaking the cock head each 
time. The slight sting of pain was causing Spike's eyes to 
dilate to almost impossible size.  
 
Xander's endorphin level was incredibly high. He was still 
coming down from the dragon fight, and now his lovers 
words and loud pleas were egging him on.  
 
Spike reached out and pulled Xander to him. Their lips 
met and Spike's tongue snaked out to leave a moist trail 
on Xander's bottom lip.  
 
Xander opened up obediently and Spike thrust his tongue 
inside. He found Xander's own tongue and began to lave 
it with his own. They worked their muscles against each 
other for a few minutes as their hands explored each 
others bodies.  
 
Spike thrust his tongue in and out of Xander's mouth 
mimicking what he wanted to do with his cock in 
Xander's ass. He moaned at the thought causing a moan 
to erupt from Xander as well.  
 
Finally he applied enough suction to get Xander's tongue 



into his own mouth. When it was there he lightly sucked 
and then bit down gently. Xander cried out as his knees 
buckled.  
 
Spike caught him, chuckling, Xander's head to Spike's 
chest. Xander turned slightly to suck one of Spike's 
nipples into his mouth. Spike's chuckle turned into 
another moan as the cool wet sensation of Xander's 
mouth encased his swollen nub.  
 
Xander worked his way to the other nipple, his hands 
squeezing and caressing Spike's buttocks as he went. 
After a few minutes Xander decided it was time for a 
bigger step.  
 
He headed south, closing his eyes as he dipped below the 
surface. Spike's cock was hot and pulsing. Xander 
reached out and surrounded the head with his mouth 
applying a light suction.  
 
"Fuck! Xan!" Spike was trying desperately not to thrust.  
 
Slowly he worked more of Spike's flesh into his mouth, 
until the head bumped the back of his throat.  
 
"Mrhdis!" Spike mumbled incoherently when he realized 



that Xander was going to deep throat him.  
 
Then Xander swallowed.  
 
Spike cried out, unable to stop the thrust. Xander 
swallowed again and Spike was lost. His orgasm came 
crashing through him, his thrusts fast and hard. He 
spurted his cum down Xander's throat, his orgasm 
prolonged by the thought that Xander was swallowing his 
sticky semen.  
 
When Xander resurfaced Spike took his mouth in another 
bruising kiss. He could taste himself in Xander's mouth 
and it made him moan.  
 
He reached down and grabbed Xander's cock as he 
continued the kiss, fisting the hard muscle as tightly as he 
could. Xander began to thrust into his hand, his eyes 
closed and his head thrown back.  
 
Spike couldn't resist leaning forward and biting down on 
the point where his neck met his shoulder blade. He bit 
hard enough to draw blood, licking up the few drops that 
appeared on Xander's pale skin.  
 
At the first touch of Spike's teeth Xander could feel his 



orgasm explode. He cried out, "Spike!" and thrust into 
Spike's hand until the seizures subsided.  
 
They kissed again. This time soft and gentle. When they 
pulled away Xander was smiling. "I'm going to miss that."  
 
"What?" Spike asked.  
 
"Not needing to breathe. Allows for some interesting 
fun."  
 
"Don't forget luv." Spike teased.  
 
"Forget what?"  
 
"It's fun for both sides. Who knows? You might like it 
even better the other way 'round." Spike leered at him.  
 
At the image that Spike invoked Xander felt himself 
hardening once again. Another thing he was going to 
miss. Vamp stamina!  

 
 
 



 
 

9 Coming Out 

After several more kisses and a few minutes of drying off, 
Xander and Spike began their walk back to the Magic 
Box.  
 
"Xan?"  
 
"Yeah?"  
 
"I think the girls might suspect."  
 
"Suspect what Spike?"  
 
"About us you git!" Spike answered.  
 
"Oh." There was silence for a few moments.  
 
"What makes you think they do?"  
 
"Just a feeling. The looks they been givin' each other." 
Spike shrugged.  
 
Xander was silent.  



 
"You mad?"  
 
"Why would I be mad?" Xander was confused. "I told you 
I didn't want to keep it a secret."  
 
"I know that's what you said." Spike began. "Just wasn't 
sure it was what you meant."  
 
"Of course I meant it Spike! Why would I say it if I didn't 
mean it?"  
 
Spike shrugged. "People say all sorts of things they don't 
mean."  
 
Xander stopped and took hold of Spike's arm. He forced 
him to turn and meet Xander's eyes. "I won't ever lie to 
you Spike. Not about this. Not about us."  
 
They stood there for a few moments, each looking into 
the other's eyes. Finally Spike nodded.  
 
"Okay luv." Spike leaned in for a brief kiss. "Just needed 
to be sure." Another kiss. "I'll always give the same 
back."  
 



"I know Spike." Another kiss. "Now let's get going. Might 
as well come out with it and confirm whatever suspicions 
the girls already have." Xander grinned as he tugged on 
Spike's arm.  
 
***  
 
The door jingled as they entered the shop. The girls 
already seated around the research table pizza box 
mostly plundered. Giles was apparently out since he was 
nowhere to be seen.  
 
"Chocolate!" Xander yelled as he spied the box of 
brownies on the cash counter.  
 
"All for you Xander." Willow smiled up at him.  
 
He grabbed the box and turned to Spike offering him first 
dibs. "Chocolate!" He repeated as he thrust the box at his 
lover.  
 
"Now we know you're in love!" Buffy laughed.  
 
To Spike's complete embarrassment and Buffy's 
complete amusement, Spike's face turned a deep 
crimson.  



 
"Huh?" Xander replied.  
 
"You offered him your chocolate even before you'd had a 
taste. That is the mark of a man in love." Willow added. 
"At least when you're the man." She smiled at him.  
 
Xander smiled back.  
 
"And d-don't think we haven't n-noticed the lack of 
insults these last few days." Tara stated.  
 
"Okay guys." Xander swept his gaze around the room 
stopping to give each of his friends a serious but sincere 
look. "I guess there's no point in denying it. Not that I 
was going to anyway." He shrugged. "Spike and I are 
seeing each other."  
 
Xander reached across to grab Spike's hand in his own 
and squeeze. The brunette's face was returning to its 
normal shade, but Xander could still feel Spike's 
nervousness through his sweaty palms. He gave another 
squeeze and a tug to bring Spike closer.  
 
The girls all exchanged another series of looks. Finally 
Willow nodded and stood.  



 
"Well, we can't say that we hadn't already guessed. And 
I'm not sure that we all approve." Willow raised her hand 
to keep either of the boys from interrupting. "But we 
know that you don't need our approval to live your lives."  
 
The boys nodded relieved.  
 
Willow then turned to Spike, pointing her finger in his 
face and leaning menacingly forward. "But if you hurt 
Xander in anyway…just remember…I have a shovel and I 
know how to use it!" Then she sat back down and 
grabbed another piece of pizza.  
 
Xander grinned goofily. "Thanks Wills!"  
 
Then he grabbed a piece of brownie and shoved it into 
his mouth.  
 
Spike watched as his boy stuffed the chocolate in with 
one big push. He watched as Xander's tongue came out 
to lick up all the stray chocolate around the rim of his 
mouth. Now that his initial nervousness and 
embarrassment were wearing off, he realized that 
arousal was quickly taking over.  
 



The gang now knew that he and Xan were together. They 
didn't have to hide, and Xander was perfectly willing and 
happy to make sure that they didn't remain a secret. That 
by itself was a turn on. Xander's unknowing show as he 
enjoyed the chocolatey goodness was just an added 
bonus for his libido.  
 
Spike's arm snaked out to grab Xander and start pulling 
him toward the door. "Time to go luv."  
 
"What? We haven't even asked about the reversal spell." 
Xander tried to stall his lover.  
 
Spike stopped pulling and abrupty spun on his heel. 
"Red? Have you figured out a spell yet?"  
 
Willow nodded her head. "Tara found one we can use. 
We're basically going to - "  
 
"Don't need the details luv, just the date and time." Spike 
hastened her.  
 
"Oh. Uhm. Giles is out getting the ingredients will need, 
but we probably won't be able to do it until tomorrow…" 
Willow found herself finishing her conversation with 
empty air. "Sun's almost up anyway."  



 
Spike pushed Xander out the door, still clutching his box 
of brownies.  
 
"What are you doing Spike?"  
 
Xander found himself shoved up against the wall of the 
Magic Box. Spike's erection grinding into his flaccid, but 
quickly rising penis.  
 
"Want you." Thrust. "Need you." Thrust. "This may be my 
only chance." Kiss.  
 
Xander broke the kiss. "Your only chance? This isn't a one 
night stand Spike."  
 
"I know that luv. But…" Spike kissed him again groaning 
as his hard on rubbed up against Xander's now aching 
cock.  
 
"This could be my only chance to be in you. For awhile at 
least." Spike tried to explain. "I know you’re a virgin luv. 
And the bloody chip'll go off if I try to bugger you when 
I'm myself again."  
 
"I'm not a virgin!" Xander's mind stuck on the one 



sentence.  
 
Spike trailed his tongue down Xander neck. "I know 
you're not a virgin to shagging luv. But you are a virgin to 
buggering."  
 
"Uh..yea...mmm." Xander answered as best he could.  
 
"Will you let me pet?" Spike whispered in his ear.  
 
"Let you?"  
 
"Let me bugger you?" Spike reached down and rubbed 
Xander through his jeans. "Let me feel my hard cock 
sliding in your tight arse? Let me show you what it's like 
to feel so full? To feel my cock splitting you open and 
teasing you just right?"  
 
Xander moaned, his head hitting the brick wall as he 
attempted to throw it backward. "Ouch!"  
 
"Let's go home luv. Let me show you. Let me teach you." 
Spike urged. Soothing Xander's head with his warm 
hands.  
 
"Yes." The word was barely a whisper as Xander 



surrendered.  
 
***  
 
They were lying in bed. Spike was trying to soothe 
Xander's nerves with quiet words as he efficiently 
stripped him to his skin.  
 
"Relax luv. I'm going to make you feel so good. I'd never 
hurt you pet."  
 
"I know Spike." Xander assured him.  
 
They were both naked now. Spike spent some time just 
kissing and petting his lover. When Xander's moans 
became incoherent babblings he decided to move on to 
stage two.  
 
He leaned Xander down onto his back, lifting his legs up 
and spreading them apart. Leaning down he pressed his 
lips to Xander's now exposed opening. He gave it a quick 
peck before bringing out his tongue.  
 
He laved the small hole until Xander began to squirm. 
And then he thrust it in as far as it would go.  
 



Xander's hips leapt off the bed. "Fuck! Oh god that's 
incredible!"  
 
Xander thrust down onto Spike's tongue, trying to get 
more of it embedded within his body. Spike began 
thrusting in and out, his hand reaching for Xander's balls. 
He twirled them together, squeezed, and pulled. 
Xander's moans became continuous. Drawing out into 
one long moan.  
 
Slowly Spike pulled away, moving his body forward so 
that he could kiss Xander's pouting mouth. "Don't worry 
luv, we're not done yet."  
 
His other hand reached out to grab the tube of lube that 
he'd pulled from his pocket earlier. He spread the slimy 
substance around his middle finger. Then as he kissed 
and thrust against Xander he reached down and slowly 
inserted that finger into Xander's tight opening.  
 
"Ungh! Oh fuck!" Xander could feel Spike's knuckle 
scraping against his inner walls.  
 
"Okay luv?" Spike asked.  
 
"Yeah Spike. God don't stop!" Xander begged.  



 
"Okay Xan. Just keep relaxing."  
 
Xander groaned as Spike began to gently thrust his finger 
in and out. Before he knew what was happening Spike 
had inserted a second and then a third finger.  
 
Xander tried to keep his muscles relaxed as Spike 
stretched him wide. His body was on sensory overload 
and every touch burned.  
 
"Spike please!" Xander thrust down onto Spike's 
intruding fingers. "Ungh…want you…fuck…please…now!" 
Xander cried out.  
 
Spike slowly pulled his fingers free. He reached up to kiss 
Xander as he positioned himself at his lover's entrance. 
They kissed for a few minutes, Spike letting Xander relax 
further, before he began to push the head of his cock in.  
 
He'd made sure to stretch Xander wide. Spike had been a 
virgin when he was turned, so his arse was extremely 
tight. And Xander's cock was wider than most, so he'd 
wanted to make sure that he wouldn't hurt his lover.  
 
As the tight ring opened up to allow the mushroom head 



through both men groaned.  
 
"Xan so tight!"  
 
"God Spike!"  
 
Spike moved forward slowly, allowing Xander time to 
adjust to the size. Finally he was in balls deep, his sac 
bouncing against Xander's tight ass.  
 
He remained like that for a minute, rubbing soothing 
circles on Xander's belly and chest. "Just tell me when it's 
okay Xan."  
 
Xander had never felt so full in his entire life. Spike's cock 
was like a hot poker searing his insides. He could feel 
every vein pulse as Spike pushed further into him.  
 
He slowly relaxed his muscles. After a moment he thrust 
upward experimentally and he felt his head explode in 
lights.  
 
At Xander's experimental thrust Spike could no longer 
control his lust. He would never hurt Xander, but it was 
obvious that the boy was ready and willing to be fucked.  
 



Spike grabbed a hold of Xander legs and placed them 
higher onto his shoulders. He lifted himself up onto his 
knees and slowly pulled his cock out until only the head 
remained.  
 
He thrust forward hard, hitting Xander's prostate. Xander 
moaned and his cock twitched. Spike slapped his hand 
away when he reached down to fist it.  
 
"Mine!" Spike growled.  
 
Spike continued to torture him, pulling out slowly and 
then thrusting in hard. Each time Spike hit his prostate 
Xander thought he was going to die. The pleasure was so 
intense it was almost painful.  
 
Spike's hot hand surrounding Xander's cool flesh was 
somehow calming. It caused him to split his focus in two 
places and allowed him to hold off his orgasm just a few 
moments longer.  
 
But those moments were pitifully short and soon Xander 
was crying out and thrusting his spurting member into 
Spike's hand.  
 
As Xander climaxed, Spike shifted his weight and shoved 



Xander's legs off his shoulders and up towards Xander's 
head. He began to thrust deep and fast, Xander's words 
spurring him on.  
 
"Yes Spike! Harder! Cum inside me. Mark me as yours!"  
 
Xander reached out and cupped Spike's ass. He squeezed 
and massaged the buttocks while Spike rammed into 
him. Going on instinct Xander pulled his hand up and 
brought it down hard on Spike's left butt cheek.  
 
The slap stung deliciously and Spike grunted approval. 
"Yes Xan! Again!"  
 
Xander pulled back and slapped his other cheek hard. 
Then he took a chunk of Spike's ass between his two 
fingers and pinched as hard as he could.  
 
"Xan!" Spike cried out as his hot cum coated Xander's 
walls. He continued to thrust until his spasms ended and 
his penis went soft.  
 
Slowly he pulled out and then he turned them both so 
that he could spoon Xander's body.  
 
"You okay luv?"  



 
"More than okay Spike. That was incredible."  
 
"Glad you enjoyed it luv." Spike nuzzled into Xander's 
soft curls.  
 
"I more than enjoyed it Spike." Xander turned to place a 
gentle kiss to Spike's lips. "Thank you."  
 
"Don't thank me luv. The pleasure was mutual." Spike 
answered.  
 
They lay wrapped around each other, quietly dozing off.  
 
"Spike?" Xander asked muzzily.  
 
"Yeah pet?"  
 
"Just thought of something." Xander tried to bring 
himself back to consciousness. "I hit you."  
 
"No worries luv. I enjoyed it." Spike answered absently.  
 
"No! I hit you." Xander repeated. "I hit you and the chip 
didn't go off."  
 



Xander's words finally penetrated Spike's post-orgasmic 
haze. "Bugger! You're right."  
 
Spike sat up and focused his eyes on Xander's face. 
"Maybe I won't have to wait as long as I thought to 
bugger you as myself."  
 
Xander watched fascinated as Spike's face lit up with lust.  

 
 
 
 
 

10 The Reversal 

"Maybe we should try a few experiments?" Xander 
suggested.  
 
"Like what Xan?"  
 
"Well let me try to hit you again now and see what 
happens." Xander pulled his hand back.  
 
"Wait!" Spike's hand shot out to stop him. "I don't want 
you to get hurt luv. If you've forgotten the chip is bloody 



painful."  
 
Xander leaned in for a kiss. "Don't worry Spike. I can take 
it. If this hurts then we know the chip works when…well I 
guess…when we're not having sex." Xander shrugged.  
 
Spike still had a worried look on his face.  
 
"Besides if it fires then I have you here to take care of 
me, right?" Xander questioned.  
 
"'Course luv!"  
 
Reluctantly Spike took his hand away, allowing Xander 
free range of movement. He watched as Xander's hand 
came down fast, only to crumple toward his body when 
the pain hit.  
 
Xander was in agony, but he struggled not to cry out. He 
didn't want Spike to feel anymore guilty than he already 
did. He did let loose with a few whimpers though.  
 
Spike was stroking Xander's hair and trying to quiet him. 
He peppered his face and neck with little kisses, until the 
whimpers died down and Xander uncurled.  
 



"I'm okay."  
 
Spike continued to pepper little kisses over Xander's face 
murmuring quiet 'I'm sorries'.  
 
"'S not your fault Spike. It was my idea." Xander insisted.  
 
Spike's comfort kisses began to turn into something more 
as he allowed his tongue to peek out and dab a wet trail 
down Xander's neck and chest. He stopped at an already 
hard nipple and began to lightly suck at the peak.  
 
Xander's body arched as Spike bit down gently and then 
pulled. Xander groaned.  
 
After releasing the nipple from his teeth Spike laved it 
with his tongue to soothe the pain he had caused.  
 
Spike traveled back up Xander's body to whisper in his 
ear. "Xanpet?"  
 
"HHmmm?"  
 
"Will you try something else for me?"  
 
"Whazzat?" Xander asked.  



 
"Need to feel you inside me luv. Can't wait for tomorrow 
night. Need to feel you thrusting in me, filling me." Spike 
whispered urgently grinding his erection against Xander's 
hip.  
 
Spike was at least reasonably sure that the chip wouldn't 
go off. If Xander could spank and pinch him as hard as he 
had, he should be able to stretch him gently enough to 
get by the chip.  
 
When Xander hesitated, Spike tried one more time. 
"Please Xan?"  
 
Spike's quiet plea made up Xander's mind. He leaned in 
for another kiss breaking away to say, "Okay Spike. 
Anything. I'll do anything for you."  
 
Spike deepened the kiss, grabbing the lube from the 
night table. He coated Xander's fingers, kissing him in 
between explanations.  
 
"Xan, just…" Kiss. "Take one finger and push…" Kiss. 
"Yeah luv, just like that."  
 
Xander was gently moving his finger in and out searching 



for the spot that had made him see stars.  
 
"Fuck!" He must have found it.  
 
Spike bucked forward but quickly pushed back against 
Xander's finger. He was panting hard, watching the look 
of concentration on Xan's face. He moaned when 
Xander's pink tongue peaked out to lick at his bottom lip.  
 
"Add another now luv." Spike prompted.  
 
Xander was careful as he slipped in a second finger. He 
moved them carefully in and out and then began to 
slowly scissor them. Spike's body began to quake and 
shudder as the sensation of being stretched nearly pulled 
him over the edge.  
 
After a few moments of recovery time Spike pulled on 
Xander's arm, causing his questing fingers to slip out.  
 
"Okay luv. I'm ready." Spike pulled Xander into position. 
Raising his legs atop Xander's shoulders he guided 
Xander's cock to his waiting entrance.  
 
He could probably use a bit more stretching but Spike 
couldn't wait any longer. He moved his hands back to cup 



Xander's arse and pulled him forward.  
 
The head of Xander's cock pushed up breaching his tight 
hole. They both moaned incoherently as Xander 
squeezed through and in Spike's channel.  
 
Xander had never felt anything squeeze him so tight 
before. Not his fist. Not a mouth. Not any woman he'd 
ever known. Only Spike. Spike made him feel this 
excruciating pleasure, this deep ache that filled him just 
as he filled Spike.  
 
He stopped when he was fully sheathed within his lover. 
Allowing Spike time to adjust to the intrusion, Xander 
leaned forward and took one of Spike's nipples into his 
mouth. He knew how sensitive his nipples were so he 
sucked the nub in and then scraped his sharp teeth 
against it hard.  
 
His tongue came out to soothe the scratches and tease 
Spike until it was almost painful. Spike began to beg and 
plead for release.  
 
"Xan! Fuck! Please…" Spike's head thrashed on the 
pillow. "Bite it! Fuck! Harder!"  
 



Spike thrust down onto Xander's cock as his lover bit into 
his sensitive flesh. Xander moaned sending small 
vibrations through Spike's chest.  
 
Slowly Xander began to swivel his hips. The head of his 
cock pushing and rubbing against Spike's prostate each 
time.  
 
"Ungh! Luv, you're so full inside me. You're splitting me 
in two. Cooling me from the inside out. God! Don't stop! 
Faster luv! Need to feel all of you." Spike whimpered.  
 
Xander raised himself higher and began pistoning his hips 
at maximum speed. His dick burned with the heat from 
Spike's walls.  
 
Xander cried out as he felt himself shift into game face. 
He could feel Spike's blood calling to him, the rhythm of 
his heartbeat pounding loudly in his ears.  
 
Without conscious thought Xander began to lower his 
fangs to Spike's neck.  
 
"Wait luv!" Spike pushed back on Xander's shoulder, 
effectively pulling Xander out of his hypnotic state.  
 



"God Spike I'm sorry!" Xander exclaimed.  
 
"Don't be sorry Xan. Just wanted to make sure you knew 
what you were doing."  
 
"What do you mean?"  
 
Their movements had slowed in order to concentrate on 
their conversation, but Xander continued a slow swivel of 
hips.  
 
"Ungh…just that…fuck! That you were about to claim 
me." Spike managed to get out.  
 
"What does that mean?" Xander leaned down and kissed 
Spike on the neck, just where he'd been about to pierce 
him with his fangs.  
 
"Means that you'd leave a mark, showing that I'm yours."  
 
"Shit! I'm sorry Spike. I didn't mean to do that." Spike 
could sense Xander's mood shift. "I understand why you 
might not want me to." Xander tried hard not to show his 
disappointment.  
 
"No luv!" Spike kissed him hard. "'Course I want it." 



Another kiss. "But I wanted you to remember that when 
we switch back that means you'll be wearing my mark. 
That you'll be mine."  
 
Xander felt the growl emanate from his throat. "Yours!" 
He cried easing them both into a hard fast fuck.  
 
Xander had lost all control. The knowledge that Spike 
HAD wanted his mark made him feel incredible. And the 
idea that he would be bearing Spike's mark made his dick 
swell even further. Something he hadn't thought was 
possible.  
 
He continued to thrust hard, hitting Spike's sweet spot 
every time. He wanted to make his lover cum, so he 
reached down and began to fist Spike's erection in 
counterpoint to his thrusts.  
 
Even without his vamp senses, Spike thought his mind 
was going to shut down on overload. The feel of Xander 
thrusting into him, the sting of his fangs as he scraped 
them along his neck, and the tight circle of his fist as he 
pumped his cock was all too much.  
 
Soon Spike felt his balls tighten and draw up. Then he 
was crying out. "Xan love!" He gasped for breath as he 



spurted all over Xander's hand and his own chest. "Love 
you!"  
 
The feel of Spike's muscles contracting around him made 
Xander grit his teeth. While Spike was still spasming in his 
hand he leaned over and bit down hard, the sweet taste 
of Spike's blood seeping into his mouth. He felt his own 
climax starting and he growled as he lapped up the 
trickles from Spike's neck.  
 
"So sweet! So hot!" He nuzzled at the wound he'd 
created. "Fuck! Can't get enough of you Spike." He licked 
the wound as it closed. "Mine!"  
 
"Yours." Spike answered softly, waiting as Xander came 
back down to reality.  
 
They snuggled for a few minutes, both sleepy and sated. 
Once again Xander struggled out of his drowsy state.  
 
"Spike?"  
 
"Yeah luv?"  
 
"Did you say you loved me?"  
 



Spike's eyes blinked open as he realized what he'd said. 
"Uhm. Yeah." He answered warily.  
 
There was silence for a few moments before Xander 
responded. "Just checking." And then snuggled closer to 
his bedmate.  
 
"That it then?" Spike questioned.  
 
"Huh?" Xander responded dozily.  
 
"That all you're gonna say?" Spike's body had stiffened, 
waiting for the inevitable.  
 
"Uh…goodnight?" Xander tried.  
 
"Right then." Spike turned on his side, facing away from 
Xander.  
 
"Spike?"  
 
"Yeah?"  
 
"What did I do?"  
 
"Nothing."  



 
"Then why are you mad at me?"  
 
"Not mad. Go to sleep Xan."  
 
"No."  
 
"No?"  
 
"No. Tell me what I did wrong."  
 
Spike sighed. "Nothing luv." Spike gulped at the term of 
endearment. "Don't want you to think I expect anything 
from you. Least you didn't kick me out when you 
realized." He hung his head. Could he sound anymore like 
a poncey nancy boy?  
 
"Realized what?" Xander was extremely confused.  
 
"That I love you! You stupid git!" Spike yelled abruptly.  
 
Epiphany. Xander finally understood what Spike was 
getting it. He reached over and wrapped his arms around 
Spike's waist spooning his lover's body.  
 
"Spike I wouldn't kick you out for that." He kissed the 



back of Spike's neck softly. "I love you too."  
 
Spike pulled away, out of Xander's grasp. "Xan you don't 
have to say that." Great now Xander was feeling sorry for 
him.  
 
"Spike you're the one being a git!" Xander insisted. "I'm 
not saying it." He once again wrapped his arms around 
his lover. "I'm feeling it."  
 
Spike turned to face Xander, searching his eyes for 
sincerity.  
 
"I told you I'd never lie to you." Xander reminded him. 
The lines on Spike's face smoothed out and anger and 
embarrassment were replaced with looks of longing and 
need.  
 
"Why didn't you say it before?" Spike asked, needing to 
know the answer.  
 
"I thought you already knew. I claimed you. I wanted to 
bear your mark. I wanted you." Xander answered. "I told 
you I didn't have much experience with relationships. 
Guess I need to brush up on my communication skills?"  
 



They kissed again. Sweet and slow. Their lips pressing 
into one another, caressing.  
 
"Luv?"  
 
"Yeah?"  
 
Spike maneuvered them so that they were snuggled back 
on the bed. Limbs intertwined and arms wrapped around 
each other.  
 
"Let's go to bed."  
 
"'Kay. G'night Spike."  
 
"Night Xan."  
 
***  
 
Willow was explaining the spell to them. They were going 
to use the same spell she'd used to separate them the 
first time. Then they were supposed to each concentrate 
on their own bodies and Willow would chant the spell to 
return them.  
 
While they were researching what had happened, Tara 



had realized that she and Willow had been holding hands 
when the switch had first occurred. She hadn't thought 
much of it at the time, but after Willow's repeated 
assurances that she'd used this spell plenty of times 
before with completely different results, Tara thought it 
would be worth mentioning.  
 
Giles figured out that it was the combined strength of 
Willow and Tara that had caused the spell to overload 
and separate Spike and Xander's essences instead of 
their physical bodies. So they just had to repeat the spell, 
while holding hands for the same effect to take place.  
 
Spike and Xander prepared themselves. Giving each 
other reassuring looks as Willow and Tara took hold of 
each other's hands.  
 
"Ready guys?"  
 
They nodded.  
 
"Separare!"  
 
Xander looked curiously around as he once again 
experienced the sensation of watching himself in a 
dream. Both he and Spike had thought ahead and were 



lying down on the floor before Willow had performed the 
spell.  
 
He felt that same curious presence that he had the first 
time this had happened. Except now he knew what it 
was. Spike was there with him. He could feel him, and 
knew that the presence couldn't be anything or anyone 
else.  
 
Xander basked in the warmth emanating from his love, 
before turning back to concentrate on his own body. He 
hoped that Spike was doing the same.  
 
"Reditus!" Willow exclaimed her eyes flashing.  
 
Both boys groaned as one. Spike was the first to recover, 
having more experience with excruciating headaches. He 
sat up and patted his body down, making sure that he'd 
been returned to the proper one. Then he leaned over to 
check on Xan.  
 
Xander's head was throbbing. His whole body ached, and 
he thought the room might be spinning. Wait a minute. 
His whole body ached. He was back in his own body! Yay 
Wills!  
 



He opened his eyes to look into the concerned blue of his 
lover's. "You have no idea how beautiful your eyes are." 
He stated absently.  
 
Spike smiled and leaned down for a kiss. "Thanks luv." 
Spike rubbed his hands up and down Xander's arms as he 
helped him stand. "You okay?"  
 
"Yeah. I think I'd like to just go to bed though."  
 
"You read my mind luv." Spike leered at him.  
 
"Okay. Let's go bleach boy." He grabbed Spike's hand and 
began to walk toward the exit. "Thanks guys!"  
 
"Excuse me?"  
 
The boys turned as one at Giles' soft query.  
 
"Yeah G-man?"  
 
"You're taking Spike home with you?" Giles asked.  
 
"Of course."  
 
"Even though you don't have to?" Giles persisted.  



 
"I know I don’t have to. I want to." Xander looked at Giles 
in confusion. "Do you really want the sordid details G-
man?"  
 
At Giles' horrified look, Xander slapped himself on the 
forehead. Giles hadn't been in the shop last night when 
he and Spike had come out to the girls.  
 
"Sorry G-man. Guess we kinda left you outta the loop." 
He grabbed Spike's hand and squeezed. "Spike and I are 
in love." He leaned over and gave Spike a quick peck on 
the lips. "And now we're going home." With that, Xander 
and Spike exited the shop. The girls smiled.  
 
Giles felt as if he'd been hit by a truck. He turned to the 
girls and quietly asked, "Who? That is…What? I mean to 
say…Huh?"  

 
 

The End  
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Author's Note: This is a little more angsty than my first fic given that 
poor Xander has to deal with a Spike that has forgotten that he loves 
him! Poor baby! (And the fact that Glory is around) But there are still a 
few laughs mixed in - I hope ;) 
 
Oh Yeah - this fic takes place approx. 2 years after Who? What? Huh? 
Xander finally moved out of the basement, but moved in with Spike 
instead of Anya of course 

 

1 The Plan 

Xander was spending a lazy Sunday afternoon with his 
lover. They had just woken up and were now finishing up 
their make shift breakfast.  
 
He stopped for a moment to watch as Spike emptied the 
dishwasher. He was only wearing a pair of boxers so 
every time he reached down for a clean plate and then 
reached up to place it in a cabinet Xander could admire 
his muscles bunching and contracting.  
 
"If you want this place clean before the witches arrive 
you better stop staring at me like that luv." Spike said 
without turning around.  
 
Xander grinned and stood. He too was only in a pair of 
boxers making his arousal difficult to miss. He stepped up 



behind Spike and pressed his entire length against him as 
he wrapped his arms around Spike's waist. He placed his 
chin on Spike's shoulder and leaned in to whisper in his 
ear.  
 
"I think it's clean enough." He replied just before biting 
down on Spike's lobe.  
 
Spike groaned and pushed back to grind himself against 
Xander's erection. He could feel the hard pulse of his 
lover's cock nestled in between his arse cheeks. His own 
cock responding with a twitch and throb.  
 
Xander's hands moved up from his waist to find and 
circle each of Spike's nipples. He took one and began to 
pinch and roll it, while his mouth trailed wet circles along 
Spike's sensitive neck.  
 
Spike's head lolled to the side, giving his lover more 
access. He groaned and closed his eyes as the sensations 
rolled over him.  
 
"Xan! Fuck, I love you!" Spike cried as Xander twisted his 
nipple mercilessly. His hips thrusting involuntarily 
forward and back against Xan's cock.  
 



"You love me, or you love what I do to you?" Xander 
teased.  
 
"Both luv." He grinned and spun in his lover's arms, 
causing their erections to rub against one another. Both 
men groaned and thrust forward seeking more contact.  
 
Spike leaned in to capture Xander's lips with his own. He 
licked at Xander's bottom lip asking for permission to 
enter. Xander opened obligingly and Spike dove in 
thrusting his tongue out to trace Xander's top teeth. 
Xander moaned around their dueling tongues. He could 
feel the rasp of Spike's taste buds rubbing roughly 
against his own.  
 
He could feel Spike's cool hands wandering down his 
body. The muscles in his abdomen clenching as Spike 
traced the contours there.  
 
When he reached Xander's waistband he moved down 
swiftly to squeeze Xander's hard cock through the rough 
material before reaching back up to pull the offending 
garment off.  
 
They pulled apart to allow Xander a breath. "Bedroom. 
Now." Xander tugged off the last of Spike's clothing as 
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they made their way toward their shared room. Once 
their Xander shoved Spike onto the bed where he 
splayed himself out with legs spread wantonly and arms 
held above his head as if bound.  
 
Xander bit his lip trying to stifle the groan at the picture 
his lover created. He often teased Spike about the way 
that sex clung to the vampire almost leaking from every 
pore of his being. In moments like this Xander knew that 
it was more than just a tease, it was genuine.  
 
Slowly he crawled up his lover's body stopping here and 
there to lick or bite an irresistible spot of flesh. When he 
reached his lover's face he looked down to see Spike's 
crystal blue eyes were flashing yellow and his unneeded 
breath was coming out in short shallow pants.  
 
Suddenly Spike reared up and flipped Xander so that 
their positions were reversed. He went to work on Xan's 
neck, nibbling and licking at the bite mark there. Xander 
moaned arching into the touch, his dick pulsing with each 
lick.  
 
"Please Spike!" Xander cried. He could feel his cock 
dripping with pre-cum. He ached for more friction to 
ease the painful member.  



 
"Please what luv?" Spike murmured as he traveled down 
his lover's hard body.  
 
When he reached Xan's groin he looked up with an evil 
smirk. "Did you need something luv?" He stopped short 
his lips barely grazing the head of Xander's cock. Xander 
moaned and thrust up wildly, but Spike was too fast.  
 
"Please…" Xander begged. He opened his eyes to lever 
Spike with a desire filled chocolate gaze. "Suck me."  
 
Spike shuddered then swooped down and took all of 
Xander in one swallow. Xander cried out, his hands flying 
up to wrap the headboard in white knuckled fists. His 
hips thrust up rhythmically, as Spike lifted up and then 
slammed back down to swallow him down to the root.  
 
Spike nuzzled his nose in Xander's crisp curls. Just feeling 
the hot pulse of blood through Xan's cock. He slowed his 
rhythm. Letting his tongue slide along the length feeling 
for every vein and ridge. On each upward stroke he 
pulled his mouth almost completely free of the straining 
erection.  
 
Xander was babbling incoherently, unable to form 



complete thoughts with Spike's cool mouth lapping at 
him. When Spike's tongue stroked out to slide into his 
sensitive slit, Xander felt his balls tighten and draw up. 
His hands came off the headboard and reached down to 
thread their way through Spike's soft curls.  
 
"Spike! Fuck, I'm cumming!" He managed to warn right 
before he shot down Spike's throat. He could feel the 
muscles tighten around his dick as Spike swallowed 
automatically. His body slumping as the last of his ropy 
semen spurted into his lover's waiting mouth.  
 
Spike made his way back up Xan's body. He smirked at 
the sated look that met him. When Xander's eyes opened 
to meet his, he leaned down and languidly kissed the 
boy's parted lips.  
 
They continued to kiss and pet each other, until Spike 
could no longer stand it. He began to thrust against 
Xander's hip letting his pre- ejaculate cover the area 
there. The sweet slide of flesh against wet flesh made 
him groan. "Xan luv…ungh…want you." He punctuated 
his words with passionate kisses.  
 
"Yes." Xander moaned into his lover's mouth. "Take me 
Spike."  



 
Spike reached down and grabbed hold of Xander's right 
leg. He hoisted it up until it rested on his shoulder. Taking 
Xander's other leg to wrap it securely around his waist he 
positioned himself at Xander's entrance.  
 
Grabbing the lube he slicked both his hand and his cock 
at the same time. Reaching down he kissed Xander once 
again as he pushed one finger into Xan's puckered 
opening. As their tongues played, Spike slipped in a 
second finger sliding them both in, out and around until 
he could feel Xander's muscles relax.  
 
He had just the tip of his third finger inserted when 
Xander pulled roughly away from his mouth. "Take me 
Spike!" He demanded. "Don't need anymore." He pulled 
at Spike's hands until his fingers were free. "Just need 
you." He punctuated this last thought by plunging his 
tongue back into Spike's open mouth.  
 
Spike groaned, aligning himself up with Xander's hole. He 
pushed in slowly feeling the ring of muscles squeeze in 
resistance. When the tip of his mushroom head finally 
breached the circle they both groaned. Spike stopped 
wanting to give him time to adjust, but Xander couldn't 
resist bearing down and taking another inch in.  



 
His cock was half hard again, the feel of Spike filling him 
making it impossible to stay flaccid. Spike continued to 
push in slowly until he was fully sheathed within his 
lover. He leaned down careful not to press too much 
weight on to Xan as he took the scarred bite mark into 
his mouth and sucked. Xander's erection twitched to full 
hardness.  
 
"Yeah…oh god!"  
 
Spike took that as his cue to begin slamming into Xander, 
his hips pistoning at high speed. He could smell the salty 
sweat as it dripped off Xander's body, and it made him 
even harder. It made his mouth water at the thought of 
licking his lover's body all over.  
 
"Touch yourself Xan." Spike ordered as he felt his climax 
approaching.  
 
Obediently Xander reached down and grasped his 
erection in a loose fist. He began to pump in time with 
Spike's thrust, groaning every time his prostate was 
stimulated. He groaned at the slight pain as he rubbed 
the flesh encasing his over-stimulated cock.  
 



At the sight of Xander's self-pleasuring Spike could feel 
his balls draw up. He wanted to make sure Xander came 
so he shifted to support himself one handed. His other 
hand came around to grab one of Xander's nipples and 
twist painfully. He was rewarded as Xander's eyes rolled 
to the back of his head and his cum shot out to coat 
Spike's pale chest. Howling his own pleasure Spike let 
loose.  
 
They lay together, limbs entwined as they came down 
from their sexual high.  
 
"Love you." Xander murmured as he snuggled in closer to 
Spike's chest.  
 
Spike kissed the top of Xander's head and murmured a 
quiet reply, "Love you too Xan."  
 
He still couldn't quite believe that his unlife had taken 
such a sharp turn. If anyone had asked him two years ago 
if he and the whelp would be shacking up, he'd have 
laughed his arse off.  
 
It was Red's spell that had done it though. He and Xander 
had been at each other's throats for weeks when 
suddenly they'd been tossed into each other's bodies, 



each having to cope with being the other person. It had 
given them both a chance to learn a little about the other 
person. Xander learned exactly what it was like to live 
with a chip and the blood lust, and Spike had learned 
exactly where Xander's zeppo image stemmed from.  
 
He sighed and wrapped his arm more securely around his 
lover. He supposed he owed the witch some for his 
current state. He hated being around her when she was 
performing the mojo, but she did deserve something for 
what she'd given him. For that he would be willing to at 
least listen to what she was planning.  
 
***  
 
At around 5pm Xander woke to find himself trapped in 
his lover's cool embrace. He smiled and reached up to 
kiss Spike on the chin, nudging him awake.  
 
"Come on sleepy head! The girls are going to be here any 
minute." Xander scrambled off the bed searching for his 
jeans and a less rumpled t-shirt.  
 
"Told ya, it was either sex or a clean apartment. You 
chose sex." Spike grumbled and rolled back over onto his 
side.  



 
Xander laughed and smacked Spike on his bare ass, 
causing the vamp to yelp. "Come on! We still have a few 
minutes to do a quick sweep." Xander shuffled out of the 
way as Spike tried to grab him.  
 
He could hear a mumbled, "Demanding whelp!" as he 
walked out into the living room. He grinned and began to 
gather the newspaper and other odds and ends to stack 
them neatly on the coffee table.  
 
They were in the kitchen cleaning up the last of their 
breakfast dishes and stealing a few kisses along the way, 
when the doorbell chimed. Xander opened it to reveal 
Willow and Tara. The red witch holding the blonde by the 
arm and cooing soft words of love and comfort at her.  
 
Xander's light mood vanished as he gazed at his longtime 
friend and her lover. His heart ached to think that it 
could just as easily have been his lover, if not for the fact 
that he was "tainted" as Glory put it. As it was, Spike had 
been tortured and nearly beaten to death at the hands of 
the hell goddess.  
 
"Come on in Wills. Tara." Xander gestured them both 
into the living room.  



 
Willow led Tara to the sofa and sat her down, taking the 
seat beside her. She waited until both Spike and Xander 
had joined them before beginning.  
 
"I have an idea. To help Tara I mean." She began 
tentatively. "There's a spell that I know. I think that I can 
modify it a little so that it can help." She stole a glance at 
the girl beside her.  
 
Tara was sitting peacefully, playing with a strand of her 
hair. She had a soft smile on her face and it made 
Willow's heart ache. She knew that there was no more 
intelligence behind that smile. At least if there was, it 
was trapped behind an impenetrable wall. And wasn't 
that a horrific idea? What if underneath all the madness 
Tara was there, screaming to get out? Goddess she 
needed to help her!  
 
"It will make her forget." At the confused looks she 
continued. "Forget what Glory did to her. Forget that 
she's lost her mind. I think it might bring her back." 
Willow said that last part quietly, with more than just a 
little hope.  
 
"I don't know Will. What if it goes wrong? Or what if it 



doesn't do anything at all?" Xander reached out to grab a 
hold of his best friend's hand. "I don't want you to be 
disappointed."  
 
"I'll take that chance. What's a little disappointment? It's 
a chance to bring her back, and I can't just walk away 
from that." Willow pled, turning her puppy dog eyes on 
them both. "Would you, if it were Spike? Or Xander?" 
She turned to question each of them.  
 
"I’d risk anything for Xan."  
 
"I'd risk anything for Spike."  
 
They both spoke at once. They turned to give soft smiles 
to each other before returning to Willow's earnest stare.  
 
"What about the spell itself? You said you'd have to 
change it somehow?" Spike asked, wary of the 
implications.  
 
"I know it sounds dangerous, but it's not really. I just 
have to change the focus from general memories to a 
specific moment in time. The moment that insanity 
descended." Willow explained.  
 



Spike sighed. Willow was right. They couldn't leave Tara 
as she was. And if this had happened to his Xanpet, he 
wouldn't think twice about the risks. He nodded once, 
reaching out to grasp Xander's free hand in his own. 
"We'll help." He answered for them both.  

 
 
 
 
 

2 The Spell 

Tara sat on the floor of the Magic Box surrounded by 
Willow, Buffy, Xander, and Spike. Willow had poured a 
circle of sand around the girl, and was now setting up a 
candle in front of each participant. They were each 
sitting at one of the four corners - North, South, East, and 
West.  
 
Willow had made sure that Giles would be out on an 
errand while they did the spell. She knew that Giles 
didn't approve of her manipulating the magicks for a 
spell this powerful, especially when she had to modify it 
to her needs.  
 



"Okay," she began as she seated herself at the North 
position. "Grab hands, and don't let go." She cautioned 
them.  
 
"The spell is in Latin, so you won't be able to understand 
it. But you all know what we're trying to do." She stared 
at each one as they nodded ascent, before continuing. "If 
this works, Tara will be back with us." She gave her love a 
soft look.  
 
Each candle was lit and the lights dimmed before all four 
scooby members took hold of each other's hands. Xander 
took a deep breath, hoping for the sake of his best friend 
and her girlfriend that this would work. He glanced at his 
right, the South position, to see Spike and flashed back to 
their earlier conversation.  
 
***  
 
"I'm worried pet."  
 
"I know Spike, but we have to try."  
 
"It's just that whenever Red messes with the mojo, you 
or I tend to get zapped along the way." Spike gave 
Xander a concerned look.  



 
"Don't worry." He grasped Spike's hand and squeezed. 
"Nothing's going to happen."  
 
They shared a brief kiss before heading over to the shop.  
 
***  
 
As Xander came back to himself he heard Willow 
punctuate the chant with a final "Tabula Rasa!" And then 
suddenly there was wind whipping through the room. 
The candles were flickering madly and Tara began a 
keening wail.  
 
Sobs racked Tara's body as it was lifted off the ground, 
levitating a few feet in the air. Her hands came up to her 
face and began to rake long fingernails along her cheeks 
and neck. Seeing this Spike lunged forward to stop the 
girl from hurting herself further. He heard Willow's 
desperate cry and Xander's anguished howl as he broke 
the circle and tackled the blonde witch.  
 
"No!" Xander saw everything in slow motion. His lover 
leapt to Tara's defense dropping Xander's and Buffy's 
hands to reach her. He heard Willow's warning and saw 
the flash of light as Spike breached the circle of sand and 



made contact with Tara.  
 
Then suddenly the room was deathly quiet.  
 
Xander scrambled to his feet and rushed toward Spike. 
He wasn't moving, but at least he wasn't dust. Without 
breath or pulse he couldn't tell how badly hurt his love 
had been.  
 
Willow was kneeling next to him her hand wrapped 
around Tara's wrist, searching for a pulse. Tara's 
breathing was shallow, but steady. As the minutes 
passed Willow could tell that they were growing 
stronger, as was the beat of her heart.  
 
"Spike please." Xander murmured as he ran a soothing 
hand through Spike's curls. He'd positioned them so that 
Spike's head was in his lap and he continued to pet and 
whisper quiet words to his vamp.  
 
Tara's eyes blinked open and she squinted up at Willow, 
whose tears were falling quietly down her face. "Tara 
baby?" She asked quietly, pleading.  
 
"W-willow?" Tara's mouth was dry. She swallowed trying 
to bring more saliva out to wet it down. "What 



happened?"  
 
At Tara's coherent reply, Willow let out a ragged sob. She 
wrapped her arms around her lover and brought her up 
to squeeze against her chest.  
 
After her heart rate slowed to a more normal level, she 
eased Tara away from her. "Tara honey? Do you know 
who I am?" Her eyes bored down into those of her 
girlfriend.  
 
"Of course Willow. Why wouldn’t I?" Tara was perplexed.  
 
Buffy sat quietly as Willow took in the fact that Tara's 
mind had been returned to her. At Tara's convulsive 
swallowing she stood to retrieve a glass of water from 
the kitchenette. While she was there she grabbed a 
blood bag for Spike and heated it in the microwave. She 
assumed that he would probably need one when he 
woke as well.  
 
She returned to the main shop to find Willow placing soft 
kisses all over Tara's face. Spike was still unconscious and 
laying in Xander's lap. She could see unshed tears pooling 
in Xander's eyes and she quickly knelt beside him to 
place a hand of support on his shoulder.  



 
He looked up at her, blinking rapidly. One tear, then two 
slid slowly down his cheek. His head snapped back down 
as he felt the vampire stir below him.  
 
"Spike?" He whispered softly.  
 
Spike's lids opened to reveal ice blue eyes staring up at 
him. A grin split Xander's face and the few tears that 
hadn't yet been shed fell. He leaned down to kiss Spike 
softly on the lips, reassuring himself that his lover was 
awake and still non-dusty.  
 
When he pulled back Spike's face was a mix of confusion 
and embarrassment.  
 
Quickly Xander patted his lover's body, searching for 
injuries. He berated himself for not checking earlier, but 
when he found nothing of significance he glanced back 
up at Spike's face.  
 
"What's the matter Spike? Are you hurt? Did I hurt you?" 
Xander asked. The look of confusion still masking his 
lover's cherub features.  
 
Xander stared at him willing him to speak. When he 



finally did, Xander's heart nearly stopped.  
 
"Who are you?"  
 
***  
 
They all sat around Giles' living room, the ex-watcher 
finishing up his lecture on the proper use of magicks. 
Spike sat quietly in one corner, confusion and fear rolling 
off him in waves. Xander sat miserably on the couch, 
trying not to focus pleading eyes on his forgetful vamp.  
 
"Now, I'll have to go over exactly the spell that Willow 
used if I'm to go about reversing it for Spike." Giles gave 
Willow a stern look.  
 
She tried to look contrite, tried to be sorry, but all she 
felt was relief and joy that Tara was well again. When she 
turned toward the girl next to her, her eyes swept across 
the room landing briefly on the hunched form of her best 
friend. The happiness suffusing her body dimmed slightly 
knowing that she had caused the pain that he was now 
feeling.  
 
"I'm sorry Xander." She said quietly.  
 



"I know Wills. It's not really your fault I guess. Spike knew 
he shouldn't have broken the circle. You warned us all." 
Xander tried to be gracious.  
 
"Don't worry Xander, we can reverse the spell." Giles was 
reassuring. "It will just take some time to work out."  
 
"Time we don’t have." Xander looked up, eyes dark and 
sad. "We have to concentrate on Glory."  
 
Giles wandered over to the couch, sitting down next to 
his pseudo- son. He placed a hand on his shoulder and 
squeezed. "We'll make the time."  
 
"Thanks." Xander gave him a brief smile, before glancing 
quickly at Spike then looking away.  
 
Giles turned in his seat, now facing the vampire. "What 
do you remember Spike?"  
 
William didn't answer, still trying to take in his 
surroundings. He was thoroughly confused and hadn't 
really understood a word any of the people around him 
had been saying. What was a scooby? And who was 
Spike?  
 



"Spike?" Giles tried again.  
 
"I'm sorry sir, are you speaking to me?" William asked 
politely.  
 
Giles raised his eyebrow and stared at the man in front of 
him. Spike's accent had changed and he no longer 
sounded like a street urchin. "Yes. Can you tell me what 
you remember?"  
 
"Well sir…" William thought back to his last clear 
memory. "I remember leaving the party. I was in a 
dreadful hurry. I'm afraid I might have been a bit rude to 
a few of the people that I met along my route home." He 
furrowed his brow in thoughtful concern. "Although I 
don't quite remember returning home. Did I hit my head 
along the way?"  
 
"The party?" Buffy asked realization dawning.  
 
"Yes miss. It was held at Cecily Adams house. Do you 
know her?" He asked at the look of recognition on Buffy's 
face.  
 
"No. I'm afraid that I don't." She answered automatically 
while gesturing to Xander and Giles to follow her to the 



kitchen. "Please excuse us."  
 
William nodded his head in assent as they made their 
way out of the room.  
 
Xander was hyperventilating. Buffy was explaining what 
he already knew. Over the course of their relationship 
Spike had been more and more forthcoming about his 
life before he was turned. Xander knew all the details of 
the turning as well. So he was more than aware of how 
much time Spike had lost.  
 
"He doesn't remember anything! What are we going to 
do?" Buffy asked, wincing as she noticed the affect her 
words had on Xander. "Sorry Xan."  
 
"'S okay." He mumbled back, hoping that Giles would 
have an answer.  
 
"Well, I'm afraid that we'll just have to explain to him 
what has happened and some of the things that he's 
forgotten. He needs to know the basics so that he can 
take care of himself. At least until we can reverse the 
spell." Giles tried to comfort Xander with the firm belief 
that they WOULD reverse the spell.  
 



They returned to the living room, once again seating 
themselves on the couch to face Spike.  
 
"Spike - " Giles began.  
 
"Why do you persist in calling me that?" William 
interrupted, frustration and agitation making him forget 
his manners.  
 
"Er…um…What would you like us to call you?"  
 
"William is my christian name." He answered.  
 
"Okay then. William it is." Giles placated. "William, there 
are a few things we need to tell you. About what 
happened that night, and since that night." Giles began.  
 
"William, have you heard of vampires?"  
 
"You mean those stories made up to scare children?" Will 
answered with a smirk that made Xander ache inside.  
 
"They're not made up Spi - um…William. They're real. 
And I'm the Vamiper Slayer." Buffy interrupted.  
 
"Buffy please." Giles reprimanded.  



 
Had he fallen in with a group of madmen? Vampires real? 
Maybe he'd hit his head harder than he thought and he 
was still unconscious in the hopsital?  
 
Giles turned back to William. "I'm afraid she is correct 
William. I know this is difficult to believe, but do you 
remember the people you thought you might have been 
rude to on the way home that night?"  
 
William nodded slowly.  
 
"They were vampires. They found you later and they 
turned you."  
 
"Turned me? What does that mean?" William's face was 
taking on a look of concern. What had happened to him 
that night?  
 
Xander leaned forward desperately wishing he could take 
Spike's hand. Instead he settled for staring deeply into 
his eyes. "It means…William, that you're a vampire now 
too."  
 
"What? That's ridiculous!" William decreed.  
 



"It's true. That was over a hundred years ago. You've 
been a vampire ever since." Willow chimed in, trying to 
reason with him.  
 
"Now I know you're all barmy! 100 years! That is clearly 
impossible."  
 
"Look around you Will." Xander implored. "Have you ever 
seen these things before?" Xander gestured toward the 
TV and the stereo. He could see the lines on Spike's 
forehead crinkling in confusion.  
 
"We aren't trying to trick you. We just want you to 
understand." Xander willed Spike to believe him. "Wills 
accidentally hit you with a spell and you've just forgotten 
a few things, but we'll fix it soon. I promise."  
 
William looked around him spying things he'd never even 
imagined were possible. There were bright lights shining 
through the flat. Lights that didn't look anything like 
burning torches, or candles. He wasn't sure what the 
boxes the young man had pointed out were supposed to 
do, but they certainly didn't appear familiar.  
 
"Where are we? Are we still in England?" He asked 
quietly, not quite believing the evidence yet.  



 
"No. We're in Sunnydale, California. That's in the 
Americas. The United States of America, that is." Xander 
answered softly.  
 
"And what year is it?" William was slowly trying to 
process the conversation.  
 
"It's 2001." Xander answered.  
 
There was silence for a few moments. William continued 
to look around the room. His gaze fell on each scooby as 
he swept his eyes back and forth. Even if the room itself 
weren't so odd, the occupants of the room definitely did 
not belong. The young ladies were dressed extremely 
scantily. And the gentlemen were wearing what looked 
like servant's clothing, at least the young man was.  
 
And for the first time that night William stopped to study 
himself. His clothes were in disarray, and were certainly 
not what he remembered himself last wearing. Of course 
if he had been taken to hospital they would probably 
have fitted him with one of their gowns. But these did 
not appear to be hospital clothing either.  
 
He sighed, the confusion and fear returning to fill his 



being almost beyond bearing. He turned his head 
wanting to meet the eyes of the young man who had 
seemed so earnestly concerned for him earlier. They sat 
staring at each other for a few minutes before he finally 
spoke again.  
 
"Where?" Will shook his head. Xander wanted to reach 
out and smooth the worry lines streaking across his 
lover's face. "When?" Will looked so lost, Xander's 
fingers itched to move, but he held himself back.  
 
He knew the moment the information finally sunk into 
Spike's brain. He stood and began to make his way over 
to the vampire, knowing that a melt down was about to 
occur. When it hit, he was already sitting by Spike's side. 
"Gah!"  

 
 
 
 
 

3 The Breakdown 

Xander automatically reached out to wrap his arms 
around Spike. The vampire's body was shaking and he 



was continually repeating the phrase, "no it is quite 
impossible," in a frantic whisper.  
 
"Shhh. It'll be okay Will." Xander rocked him back and 
forth, cradling him in his embrace. "I'll take care of you." 
He leaned down and gently placed a kiss on top of Will's 
crown of blonde hair.  
 
At the feel of Xander's soft lips, Will leapt to his feet. He 
was extremely embarrassed and could not for the life of 
him figure out why he was not a deep crimson. This 
young man had kissed him twice tonight! Once on the 
lips! Will had never kissed another person before, except 
for mother of course. Let alone another gentleman. And 
on the lips! What was going on?  
 
Xander quickly masked his expression of hurt, realizing 
that it wasn't Spike's fault that he no longer remembered 
his life. He stomped down on the feelings of anger 
toward Willow and frustration in general that were 
threatening to swamp him.  
 
"I'm sorry Will." Xander tried to apologize, but Spike held 
up a hand to forestall him.  
 
"I don't believe any of this." Will was adamant. "I don't 



know what you've done. If you've somehow drugged me, 
or if you have indeed invented some sort of time 
traveling device that has brought me here. But I know 
that I am most definitely not some mythical vampire 
creature!"  
 
Will retreated to the other side of the room, placing 
himself as far from the others as possible. He sat down 
his arms coming around to cross and hug his waist. "And I 
do not believe in witches, or spells, or…or…any of this!" 
Like a child throwing a tantrum Will expelled his last 
breath and then sat gracing the group with a stubborn 
yet somehow vulnerable look.  
 
"Will." Xander tried to approach, but stopped as soon as 
he saw Spike flinch at his first step. He swallowed the 
lump in his throat and continued. "Look at yourself. Are 
you anything like you last remember? Haven't you 
noticed that you haven't taken a breath since you woke? 
Try to feel for your pulse." Xander watched as Spike lifted 
a hand to his neck, searching for the non-existent 
heartbeat. "It's not there is it?" He asked softly.  
 
"That doesn't mean anything." Spike's voice was a 
whisper. "I'm not a proper doctor."  
 



"Will, I know you're scared. I know you don't have a 
reason to trust us, but please…" Xander begged. "If you 
could remember you'd know that you trust us with your 
life." Xander tried to stop the tear from falling but failed. 
He wiped it away quickly.  
 
"Look at yourself." He repeated. He gestured toward the 
mirror above the fireplace mantle. He watched as Will 
stood and walked over. And he was by his side, catching 
his falling body as Will fainted at the distinct lack of 
reflection.  
 
Xander placed Spike gently on Giles' bed, tucking him 
under the covers. Knowing he was still unconscious 
Xander bent down to press his lips to Spike's forehead 
whispering softly. "I love you."  
 
He stood and returned to the living room, sighing as he 
took a seat on the floor.  
 
"I think it might be better if we let Spike sleep here 
tonight Xander." Giles prompted gently.  
 
"I know." Xander shook his head. "I can't believe it's 
wigging him out every time I go near him." He dry 
washed his face, rubbing at the stubble. "Did you see his 



face when I kissed him?"  
 
"It's not you Xan." Buffy tried to reassure him. "I don't 
think he was ever with another guy until after he was 
turned."  
 
"I know." Xander hung his head. "I guess I'm just being 
stupid. Thinking that he loved me enough to just know. 
You know?"  
 
"Xan stop!" Willow admonished. "You know that Spike 
loves you. It's just the spell. He can't help it."  
 
"I know." How many times did he have to repeat it for 
him to believe it? "Maybe we should all go get some rest. 
He's good with you right G-man?" Xander had to ask.  
 
"Of course Xander. I'll take care of him until you return 
tomorrow." Giles promised.  
 
"Okay. I'll bring a few blood bags when I come back. 
Don't know how long he'll have to stay here, right?" Xan 
asked his voice low and sad.  
 
"It won't be long Xan, I promise." Willow tried to 
guarantee.  



 
***  
 
He was having a breakdown. An honest to goodness 
breakdown. Just when he thought his life was somehow 
on the right track. A decent job, a vamp to love, the gods 
decided to step in and knock him on his ass.  
 
Xander sank back into his mattress, his head resting 
lightly on the pillows. He could smell the faint spice that 
was Spike, leather and smoke twisted together. He 
hugged his lover's pillow to his face, inhaling the scent.  
 
He couldn't stop the small sob that escaped. He didn't 
think he had any tears left to spill tonight. I guess I am a 
nancy boy, he thought. And then smiled at the reminder 
of Spike.  
 
There were so many reminders. They'd invaded each 
other's lives so thoroughly over the past two years. 
Xander could hardly remember what it had been like 
before they'd been together. He released the pillow 
rolling onto his back to stare up at the ceiling.  
 
His hand came up automatically to caress the scar on his 
neck. He could feel his cock twitch at the gentle touch. 



The biggest reminder of all. His mark. Spike's claim.  
 
Suddenly he was laughing so loud and so hard that he 
had to sit up to catch his breath. The image of Buffy's 
confused expression and Giles' exasperated one dancing 
before his eyes.  
 
***  
 
A few weeks after they'd been returned to their own 
bodies they had been out on patrol with Buffy and Giles. 
Xander had been blind-sided and tackled by a vamp. As 
the fangs descended toward his neck Xander continued 
to struggle, when abruptly the vamp reared back and 
leapt off him.  
 
"Consort!" The vamp hissed, just before Buffy's stake 
plunged through its heart.  
 
"What was that all about?" Buffy asked, as she helped 
Xander up. "Gotta be more careful Xan."  
 
"Xander! Please tell me that you didn't!" Giles demanded 
having heard the vampire's dying declaration.  
 
"Didn't what G-man?" Xander tried to widen his eyes in 



innocence. Spike came up beside him and grabbed his 
hand in support. "What are you on about watcher?"  
 
"You know what I'm on about Spike!" Giles hissed. "Did 
you or did you not bite and claim Xander as consort?" He 
demanded.  
 
"You bit Xander!" Buffy cried, her hand coming up 
wielding Mr. Pointy. "You are so dust!"  
 
"Buffy stop!" Xander cried, stepping in front of his vamp. 
"He didn't bite me."  
 
Giles was beside him in a second pulling down the collar 
of his shirt. "Then what do you call this?" Giles pointed at 
the visible scar gracing his collarbone where shoulder 
and neck met.  
 
"A bite…" Xander began. "Buffy stop! Let me explain."  
 
"This better be good." Buffy stood tapping her toe, Mr. 
Pointy at the ready.  
 
Xander turned to face Slayer and watcher both. "I did it." 
He could tell that Spike was just itching to rub Buffy's 
face in this fact, so he punched him in the shoulder to 



keep him from making any dusty comments.  
 
"Huh?" Buffy asked.  
 
"I did it." He enunciated slowly. "When I was Spike. I bit 
him, while he was me." Xander tried to explain.  
 
"Xander, do you have any idea what - " Giles began but 
was quickly cut off.  
 
"Yeah Giles I do. Spike explained it all before I did it. He 
wanted to make sure I knew what I was doing." Xander 
gave his lover a warm smile. "I did it anyway. Because I 
wanted to. Because I love him. Because I want to carry 
his mark. And because at the time I wanted to claim 
HIM."  
 
Spike let loose a subsonic growl at the fierce 
proprietorship Xander expressed.  
 
Ignoring his friends Xander grabbed Spike and pulled him 
into a strong embrace. Their lips met and their tongues 
danced. They both moaned as their denim covered 
erections rubbed together. When they finally broke 
apart, Xander turned back to Buffy and Giles and 
promptly burst out laughing.  



 
Buffy's nose was scrunched up in confusion. Giles' face 
bore a look of utter exasperation, although Xander could 
see traces of a crimson blush.  
 
He grabbed Spike and turned to head home. At Buffy's 
parting comment Xander's body shook with silent 
laughter, knowing that he'd never forget the look on his 
friends faces.  
 
"You bit yourself?"  
 
***  
 
Xander wiped the tears of laughter from his face. He lay 
back down on the bed, wrapping his body around Spike's 
pillow once more. He sighed deeply at the memories. 
There were so many good memories. So many things 
that he knew he'd never forget, even if his vamp could 
never remember.  
 
No! Giles promised that they would reverse the spell. 
Maybe it was a little like amnesia. Maybe if he could be 
reminded of enough things, he'd remember on his own? 
He wasn't hit with the full spell like Tara was anyway.  
 



Tomorrow he would try to talk to Spike some more. 
Maybe he could just tell him a few stories about their 
lives over the past two years. He couldn't have forgotten 
everything. With that wishful thought, Xander finally 
drifted off to sleep.  

4 The Lesson 

The mouth was wet and hot, blowing warm breath across 
his cool skin. He shivered and felt his erection rising as 
the soft lips trailed kisses down his chest toward his 
groin. He moaned bringing his legs up and spreading 
them apart, giving his lover more access to his dribbling 
cock head.  
 
He was in a daze of desire. It felt almost as if he were 
watching everything from outside his own body. Except 
that he was acutely aware of every jolt of pleasure and 
stab of lust.  
 
His lover had reached his most private parts, and he felt 
his breath catch in anticipation. He looked down to see a 
mop of shaggy brown hair just before two lips enveloped 
his throbbing member. He felt a guttural groan escape as 
he thrust his hips in earnest. His hands reached out to 
thread their way through the wavy brown locks.  
 



He shuddered as he felt warm hands reach in to caress 
his scrotum. As he felt his sac tightening he tried to cry 
out a warning to his love. But before the words were able 
to leave his parted lips, the warm mouth retreated and 
left him aching and wet. He cried out in disappointment 
only to moan as those same lips moved across his 
sensitive balls.  
 
He felt a slight suction as they were taken in and slicked 
down with saliva. The warmth enveloping his sac made 
him close his eyes and throw his head back. He gasped in 
surprise when the mouth released him once more and he 
felt the rough rasp of a tongue snake out to brush along 
the underside of his penis.  
 
Warm fingers reached down to play with the soft skin 
between his penis and anus. The sensation making 
goosebumps appear all over his body.  
 
When the mouth returned to take in his erection once 
again, he felt his eyes roll back in his head. He was almost 
afraid that he was going to disgrace himself by passing 
out in a dead faint.  
 
He cried out once more when this time he felt the tip of 
his member touch the back of his lover's throat. Then his 



world turned upside down as the muscles squeezed tight, 
swallowing in a steady rhythm.  
 
His thrusts were involuntary. He hoped that he would 
have a chance to apologize later. They were faster now, 
his hips rising almost completely off the bed, his back 
arching in ecstasy. His whole body stiffened as he 
reached his completion, the feeling intense as he spurted 
his ejaculate into the waiting mouth of his eager partner.  
 
***  
 
Will sank back down into the mattress. His eyes blinked 
opened sleepily as he came back to himself. He reached 
down to adjust the covers and drew back when he found 
them sticky and wet. He glanced around the room 
quickly to ascertain whether he was alone. Sighing in 
relief he lifted the covers and stood.  
 
He frowned at the feeling of his sticky pants. Finding the 
water closet attached to the room he was in, he went 
ahead and stripped down surprised to find that he was 
wearing no underclothes beneath his shirt and pants. As 
he entered the washroom he was assaulted yet again 
with a reflectionless mirror.  
 



His mind went back to the events of the night before. 
Who were these people that had taken him in? Were 
they friend or foe? And how could he believe such 
outrageous tales? Yet, where was his reflection?  
 
Will fiddled with the knobs at the basin until it was filled 
with lukewarm water. He splashed the water on his face, 
and then proceeded to wash up. Once he was through he 
dried off with one of the towels hanging by the door, and 
then returned to the outer room.  
 
He really needed a more suitable set of clothes, whether 
he had ruined his previous pair or not. The older 
gentleman, Mr. Giles he believed, seemed to be wearing 
rather appropriate dress the other night. It seemed as if 
this were his home, maybe he wouldn't mind if Will 
borrowed just a few things. He headed over to what 
appeared to be the clothes closet, and began to raid the 
inventory there.  
 
When he finally appeared downstairs Will was rather 
proud of the striking figure he posed. The clothing was 
slightly too large, but of course they were not tailored for 
his figure. And other than a tuck here and there he 
thought he looked much the better for his new outfit. For 
his part, Giles tried not to gape as he was confronted 



with a mini version of himself!  
 
"Good morning sir. I'm sorry to have borrowed without 
permission first, but I did need some clean clothes after 
washing up." Will apologized. "You have wonderful 
taste."  
 
He was smiling at his benefactor when the petite 
redhead from last night entered the room. He bowed to 
her slightly and greeted her with a "morning miss."  
 
"Good morning Will." Willow answered back. "You don't 
have to call me miss all the time. It'll be a little confusing 
when Tara and Buffy are here also. Why don't you call 
me Willow?"  
 
"Willow. What a unique name!" Will was delighted. He 
loved to hear new and interesting monikers sometimes 
he wrote them down and used them later in his poetry. 
"You are just as lovely as a willow in a breeze." He stated 
unthinking.  
 
Willow blushed. Spike had never said anything as sweet 
as that to her. As far as she knew, Spike WOULD never 
say anything like that! "Thank you." She mumbled 
quietly.  



 
Abashed, Will tried to apologize. "I'm so sorry miss. I 
didn’t mean to embarrass you." Thoughts of the party 
and Cecily's parting comments to him ringing through his 
head. "I know that I stumble over my words at times, and 
they're not very good…but…I only meant to 
compliment."  
 
"Oh it's okay. I just was…surprised…that you would think 
that." Willow explained.  
 
"Oh, I am sorry! I'm sure that you must think me a 
scandalous boor for being so familiar with you!" Will 
wrung his hands in worry. "I'm afraid if your beau were 
here, he'd have some serious words for me."  
 
Willow smiled at Will's obvious embarrassment. "Don't 
worry Will. I'm sure that Tara wouldn't mind." She smiled 
reassuringly at him.  
 
"Oh thank goodness. I meant no offense, I mean - " Will 
stopped as her words sunk in. "Tara?"  
 
"Yes, the blonde girl who was with me last night?" 
Willow reminded him. "She's my girlfriend."  
 



"Your girlfriend?" Will tried to process the idea. "You 
mean that you and she sometimes take tea together?"  
 
"Uhm…Well…yeah?" Willow stumbled over her words. "I 
mean, she's my girlfriend. I love her, you know?"  
 
"You mean, you and she…that is, the two of you…" Will's 
face was contorted in an expression of mixed 
embarrassment and curiosity. "Oh my."  
 
"Are you okay Will?" Willow was concerned at Will's 
silence.  
 
Will was extremely embarrassed. Not only had he made a 
major faux pas by complimenting a lady he was 
unfamiliar with, but then he had erred by assuming her 
beau was a male. What was this world he'd fallen into? 
And even more shameful was his growing arousal at the 
thought of the two lovely ladies together. How positively 
vulgar of him to even be thinking of such things!  
 
"Yes, thank you Willow. I think I just need a spot of fresh 
air." He turned abruptly toward the front door, hoping to 
escape without allowing the young miss to notice the 
growing bulge in his pants.  
 



"Will no!" Willow cried, rushing to grab hold of him 
before he could reach the front door.  
 
Willow grabbed Will's arm and pulled roughly, causing 
him to stumble backwards and land on his bottom. "Why 
miss! What ever is the matter?"  
 
"You can't…go outside…right now." Willow huffed in 
between panting for breath. Her heart was hammering in 
her chest. Spike had nearly dusted himself!  
 
"Why ever not?" Will was unaccustomed to women 
being so familiar with him. Willow had yet to relinquish 
her hold on his arm, and his earlier arousal was making 
his awareness of her ever more acute.  
 
"It's daylight." Willow was succinct.  
 
"Yes, quite." Will's brow was furrowed in puzzlement. "Is 
that a problem?"  
 
"Yes it's a problem!" Willow cried. "You're a vampire!"  
 
Not this again. Will could not believe that such intelligent 
seeming people were caught up in such an outrageous 
fantasy! He seemed to have seriously upset the girl 



though.  
 
"Okay, miss. I'm sorry. I promise not to try it again. 
Please calm yourself down." Will tried to soothe the 
agitated young woman.  
 
"Why don't you go watch some television?" Willow tried 
to occupy Will with something else, to keep him from 
further danger. "I'm sure you've never seen anything like 
it. You'll really like it. Passions is almost on, and you really 
like that show." Willow explained while she was flipping 
channels. "Uhm…I mean you did before…uhm…just trust 
me." She ended lamely.  
 
Will was fascinated. The box that the young man, Xander 
he remembered, had pointed to the other night had 
colored pictures and sounds coming from it. It looked as 
if there was a play being put on right here in the sitting 
room of Mr. Giles' house. It was amazing!  
 
"You just sit here and watch, okay? I'll just be in the 
kitchen. Don't go anywhere! Or do anything! Unless you 
come and ask me or Giles okay?" Willow warned him.  
 
Will nodded absently. Breaking away from the television 
only long enough to stand as Willow left the room.  



 
Xander arrived soon after, having stopped by the site to 
let his boss know he would be taking his vacation that 
week having an unexpected family emergency. When he 
entered the room he saw Will absorbed in the latest 
episode of Passions, and he smiled at the familiar sight.  
 
He walked through to the kitchen to put the blood bags 
away, and ran into a very upset Willow. She had her head 
in her hands and he could see the tracks of several tears 
as she raised up to look at him. As she let out a small sob, 
he sank into the chair beside her and pulled her into a 
warm embrace.  
 
"What's wrong Wills?" Xander asked, hoping that the bad 
news was not related to his vamp.  
 
"I just…" Willow stopped to take in a deep breath. "I'm so 
sorry Xander!"  
 
"I know Wills. We'll figure it out. You didn't find out 
anything bad did you?" Xander asked concerned.  
 
"No. Nothing like that. It's just that…well I had to stop 
Spike from walking outside. He didn’t know. He doesn't 
believe!" Willow babbled. "I didn't realize that it would 



be so dangerous for him. I though…you know…a little 
amnesia. We can fix that no problem. I didn't think it 
would hurt him that much!"  
 
At Willow's statement, Xander felt his heart begin to beat 
wildly. Spike had almost walked out into the sun! What if 
no one had been around? He forced a few deep breaths, 
calming himself down. Someone was around. He hadn't 
walked out. Everything was okay. At least as okay as it 
could be for right now.  
 
Xander rubbed soothing circles onto his best friend's 
back. "It's okay Wills. At least you were there to stop 
him. Thank you." He placed a gentle kiss on Willow's 
forehead.  
 
"I know, but what if I hadn't been?! It's all my fault Xan! 
I've learned my lesson I swear. I won't do anymore 
magicks like that without at least talking to Giles first and 
making sure that it's safe. I'm so sorry!" Willow cried.  
 
"Okay Wills. That's a good policy anyway." He kissed her 
once again. "Now just promise me that we'll get Spike his 
memory back. That's all that matters right now."  
 



"I promise Xan." Willow returned Xander's embrace with 
equal ferocity.  

 
 
 
 
 

5  

 

Xander wandered out to the living room. Will was still 
engrossed in his television show, so he sat on the 
armchair next to the sofa. He kept his distance, not 
wanting to scare Will off again.  
 
When another intermission began for the show, Will 
turned to greet his newest visitor. "Good afternoon sir."  
 
"Hi Will. How are you doing today?" Xander asked.  
 
"I'm fine given my situation sir. I'm still a bit confused. I 
just can't understand how you were able to pull me 
through time to this place?" Will was still incredulous. 
"It's nothing like any story I've ever heard or read of."  
 



"I know it's confusing Will. I'll try to explain some more 
today. Will you let me help you?"  
 
"Of course sir, I would be more than happy to accept 
your assistance." Will answered politely. He was trying 
very hard to remain still, his earlier arousal having not 
completely abated. Engrossing himself with the magic 
picture box had allowed him to calm himself a bit, but he 
was still half erect and was uncomfortably aware of how 
close the young master was sitting.  
 
What was wrong with him? He'd never embarrassed 
himself in such a manner before. It seemed as if 
everything around him was stimulating beyond belief. He 
was still shamefully aware of his indiscretion this 
morning, and hoped that Mr. Giles would not deign to 
search his discarded clothing too well.  
 
"Thank you Will." Xander replied solmenly. He glanced 
down at his folded hands and noticed his shoelaces were 
untied. Bending down on one knee he afforded Will a 
look at the top of his brown locks.  
 
Will gasped, a hand flying up to cover his offending 
mouth. His erection had returned in earnest as he 
realized that the anonymous lover from his morning 



dream had been the young man sitting before him. "Dear 
Lord." He whispered softly. What was going on?  
 
Xander quickly made his way over to Will's side, placing a 
hand on one knee. "What is it Will? Is everything okay?"  
 
The hand pressing into his flesh was scalding, even 
through the khaki material covering his pale leg. He felt 
his penis jump and twitch, and he moaned involuntarily. 
Turning away, he closed his eyes not wanting to face the 
man before him.  
 
"Are you hurt?" Xander's anxiety was doubled with Will's 
continued silence. He looked down automatically when 
he felt Will's leg shift beneath his hand. He barely 
suppressed a moan of his own when he finally noticed 
Will's sizeable problem. His own arousal growing along 
with his cock at the obvious excitement his lover was 
feeling.  
 
Xander's heart did a small flip as he realized that Will was 
aroused because of his proximity. Could he be 
remembering their time together?  
 
"Will, please tell me. Do you remember anything past the 
night of the party now?" Xander begged for some 



reassurance.  
 
"No sir I don't. I'm afraid…that is…I…" Will was becoming 
increasingly uncomfortable. His arousal was not abating, 
and actually felt as if it were growing stronger. There was 
a strong odor wafting through the apartment tickling his 
senses. He thought it might be coming from young 
Xander, but he hadn't noticed it earlier when the man 
had first walked into the room.  
 
In any case, it was causing his erection to throb and pulse 
and he wasn't sure what he was supposed to do now. 
He'd promised the young lady that he would not attempt 
to go outside again. But he could not in good conscience 
remain in the room with the young man he had 
apparently been fantasizing about earlier in the day. 
Fantasizing about a young man! What would mother 
say?!  
 
"I…I…please excuse me…I'm afraid I need to refresh 
myself." Will babbled as he stood and made his way to 
the downstairs water closet. The pleasurable ache had 
now become a painful throb. Unseemly or not, he was in 
desperate need for release.  
 
He sighed in relief as the door clicked shut behind him. 



He turned to throw the lock, assuring himself he would 
be undisturbed for the interim. Slowly he undid his 
trousers and lowered them, along with his underclothes 
until he was able to free his hard member. The harsh 
rasp of the cotton sliding against his penis caused him to 
groan.  
 
Outside Xander heard the deep reverberations of Will's 
groan making his whole body tingle and his cock begin to 
dribble clear white fluid. Fuck he missed his lover! One 
night alone and he was already going into withdrawal. In 
order to save himself the embarrassment of being caught 
by either Giles or Willow, Xander turned and ran up the 
stairs to the second floor bathroom.  
 
He dropped his pants as soon as he was able to close the 
bathroom door. He had enough sense to at least lift the 
toilet lid so as to save the messy clean up. The head of 
his cock was already wet and purple.  
 
He grasped the base and slowly pulled up, taking drops 
of pre-cum at the tip and swirling them around the head 
before pulling his fist back down. His grip was tight and 
he imagined it was the cool mouth of his lover, wrapping 
around the head and sliding down to the root. He 
groaned, closing his eyes to further the illusion.  



 
Downstairs Will had gently wrapped his fingers around 
the length of his shaft. He used the wet fluid already 
glistening at the tip to ease his strokes, moaning softly at 
each pull of the foreskin on the upstroke. Unbidden 
images of dark hair and chocolate eyes appeared before 
him, making his penis jump in his hand.  
 
How can he be thinking of the young gentleman he'd just 
met? Hadn't his fantasies all consisted of sweet Cecily up 
until last night? What had happened to him to make all 
his desires change so swiftly and utterly? He couldn't 
stifle the loud moan as he remembered the deep ache 
he'd felt in his dream this morning. The warm mouth 
encasing his member had felt so good, almost as if it had 
actually happened.  
 
Xander could tell that he was close. The thought that 
Spike was somehow trying to regain control of his body 
was immensely fortifying. Why else would Will become 
aroused at Xander's presence if he didn't at least 
remember some of their relationship? Xander's hand 
moved faster. He took his other hand and began to 
gently massage his balls, rolling them against one 
another until the ache became too strong.  
 



He felt as his cock began to pulse and fill with his semen. 
Aiming the tip at the toilet bowl he ejaculated with a long 
expelled breath. His hips thrusting until his dick was 
empty of all fluid.  
 
Will had no more time to ponder his new found desires. 
His sac was drawing up and his penis was throbbing. He 
felt every jolt as each pulse pushed more sticky semen 
out of the tip. He couldn't prevent the loud groan as he 
spilled himself into the clear water and he hung his head 
in shame. He hoped that at least the young miss had not 
heard his loud cry.  
 
***  
 
It was several minutes before Xander had calmed down 
enough to clean himself up. He splashed cool water on 
his face and waited until the flush diminished before he 
once again left the room to search for his boyfriend. 
When he emerged into the living room downstairs it was 
clear that Will was still hiding out in the restroom.  
 
He went over and knocked quietly on the door. "Will? 
We need to talk. Can you come out please?"  
 
"I'm afraid I’m still indisposed young sir." Will answered, 



still too ashamed to leave the room. He didn't think he 
could face Xander knowing that he had such lustful 
thoughts about the young man.  
 
"It's okay Will." Xander tried to reassure him. "It's 
perfectly natural. I'll explain more when you come out. 
We just need to sit and talk."  
 
He knows! The young man knows that I was thinking of 
him! What to do now? How could he face him? He was 
probably disgusted by his obvious displays of arousal 
earlier. Maybe he wanted to take him to task for being so 
crude as to relieve himself in the water closet. How 
embarrassing!  
 
The knocks became increasingly loud with Xander's 
increasing concern. "Will please!" Knock. Knock. "If you 
don't come out in the next 5 minutes, I'm coming in."  
 
Reluctantly Will stood and straightened his clothing. He 
walked slowly over to the door and threw the lock open, 
turning the knob until he heard the click as the door 
came loose. Unable to look into Xander's eyes, he 
focused his on the floor before his feet, waiting as the 
door swung open to reveal the dark haired young man.  
 



Xander felt his heart drop to his stomach at the sight his 
lover made. He was mussed from his recent activities, 
causing Xander's breathing to increase. He always loved 
Spike mussed! But the look of utter shame and 
embarrassment made Xander ache inside.  
 
"It's okay Spi - Will. Can you come sit with me in the living 
room?" Xander prompted.  
 
Without a word, Will shuffled his way down the hall 
toward the sitting room. He took the furthest seat on the 
couch and continued to stare resolutely down at the 
floor. Xander sat on the opposite end of the couch, 
wanting to be close but not too close to his vamp.  
 
"I know you don't remember me." Xander's voice hitched 
slightly. "But we're close. Close fr-friends. I think maybe 
you might be feeling or sensing things that are confusing 
you, but there's nothing wrong with those feelings. 
There's nothing to be ashamed of."  
 
"Close friends?" Will questioned. "Friends who take tea 
together, or friends like young miss Willow and miss 
Tara?"  
 
Xander's eyebrow rose in surprise. "You know about 



Wills and Tara?"  
 
Will nodded. "Miss Willow was good enough to explain 
their relationship to me when I made a buffoon of myself 
by complimenting her this morning." Will was still 
embarrassed at his earlier actions toward the redhead.  
 
"Would it…would it bother you if we were like Wills and 
Tara?" It was Xander's turn to study the floor as he 
waited for an answer.  
 
"I'm not sure…I…I just don't think I can believe it sir." Will 
explained. "I mean I've never even looked at another 
gentleman in such a manner."  
 
"Will, I told you once that I'd never lie to you. I know you 
don't remember it. But I meant it. I'd never lie to you, 
especially about us." Xander's reply was earnest.  
 
Will shook his head, trying to rid himself of the mental 
images the conversation was imposing. Amazingly he felt 
his penis twitch to life once more. "No!" He cried softly. 
"No mother would never approve!"  
 
Xander cringed at Will's exclamation. "Will, I know you 
don't want to hear this but - I love you." Xander took a 



chance and reached out to grab Will's hand. "And you 
love me. You just can't remember right now." Xander 
finished with a frustrated growl.  
 
To his surprise Will do not withdraw his hand. He 
cherished the moment, cradling the soft cool skin in his 
grip. He began to draw small circles with his thumb, 
tracing the lines gracing Will's palm. He felt more than 
heard Will's slight whimper.  
 
"I…I can tell you more about our life together?" Xander 
began. "Maybe it will help you to remember?"  
 
Will found himself nodding slowly, even as he heard the 
silent scream of denial his mind was shouting.  
 
"Well, it sorta started about two years ago. It was 
another spell that got us together." Xander remembered 
the few days he spent as Spike fondly. "We sorta got 
switched. I mean, you had my body and I had yours. Like 
Freaky Friday!" Xander slapped his head as he realized 
the vamp wouldn't recognize any pop culture references. 
"Right, stopping with the Disney movie references."  
 
Will only smiled softly, not wanting Xander to stop his 
narrative.  



 
"Well, it sorta gave us a chance to see what it was like to 
be the other person. You know? Before that we didn't 
really get along all that well. But after I realized what you 
were going through and how strong a person that made 
you, I knew that I couldn't hate you anymore. And by 
then I sorta knew that I was already falling in love with 
you." Xander explained.  
 
"And, well, I guess you felt the same. I mean you went 
through the same thing. Got to know me inside out I 
guess, and you liked what you saw." Reluctantly Xander 
let go of Will's hand. "We've been together ever since."  
 
"So you're saying that we…that you're my beau?" Will 
asked wanting to clarify yet again.  
 
"Yes."  
 
Before Will could make any other comment the door 
burst open and one of the young women from the other 
night appeared. Will jumped up instantly on alert. His 
skin was tingling all over and he had the intense but 
extremely ridiculous notion to run out of the room.  
 
"Hey Xan, how is he?" Buffy asked her friend.  



 
"He's in the room Buff. You can ask him yourself." Xander 
hated when people talked about him like he wasn't 
there, he wasn't about to do it to Will.  
 
"Oh, sorry." Buffy turned to the nervous vamp. "How are 
you Will? Are you okay?" She asked concerned at his 
reaction to her arrival.  
 
"Yes miss. Thank you for asking." He answered by rote. 
His skin itched all over and he longed to run from the 
slim figure before him.  
 
Why was he reacting like this to such a petite young girl? 
She was obviously no danger to him. His reaction to her 
was causing his brow to furrow in concern.  
 
"Buffy I think you're scaring him." Xander began, 
immediately moving closer to Will's side. His worry 
tripled when the vamp automatically leaned into his 
embrace, as if seeking comfort. "Don't worry Will. She 
won't hurt you." His arm came around to quickly wrap 
around Will's waist.  
 
"No, of course not sir." Will tried to sound calm, but his 
voice wavered ever so slightly. He cringed at the 



feminine display.  
 
Giles had entered the room when he heard the front 
door burst open. Watching the scene play out he realized 
what the problem was. "Will, I know your probably 
feeling very anxious right now. It's only natural. Buffy 
doesn't look dangerous, but believe me she is. And your 
innate vampire senses know that."  
 
Will only nodded, not losing contact with Xander's body.  
 
"But Xander is correct. She won't hurt you. Please believe 
that." Giles continued.  
 
"Yes sir." He nodded again.  
 
"Why don't we go upstairs. You can take a small nap, you 
can probably use the rest." Xander wanted to get him as 
far from Buffy as possible. It was obvious he didn't 
understand his feelings toward the Slayer.  
 
"Okay Xan." Will replied as Xander maneuvered him up 
the stairs.  
 
Xander thrilled to hear Will call him by his pet name. 
Maybe he was remembering more than he thought?  



 
 
 
 
 

6 The Blood 

It was past twilight by the time Will once again woke. He 
could hear talk and clatter downstairs, so assumed that 
his earlier visitors were still in residence. He felt a 
gnawing ache in his stomach and thought it might be a 
good time to find something to eat.  
 
There were several people sitting around the supper 
table. Buffy, Willow, and Xander looked as if they were 
just finishing consumption of some type of flat pie. The 
smells coming off the dish were quite marvelous. He 
edged closer to the table, hoping he would be offered a 
slice.  
 
He could feel the tingles start up again as his proximity to 
Buffy increased. He forced a silent "she cannot hurt me" 
mantra in his head, unknowingly inching closer to Xander 
all the while.  
 
"Hey Will. Are you feeling better?" Xander immediately 



noticed Will's discomfiture and offered him his seat at 
the table. This allowed Xander to stand directly behind 
his partner, giving silent comfort.  
 
Will was still very much confused over his obvious 
feelings for Xander. Not only was he strangely and 
continually aroused by the young man, but he also felt 
waves of comfort and security emanating from him. 
Where proximity to Buffy caused his nerves to go on 
edge, Xander only induced calm and warmth.  
 
He nodded thanks when Willow offered him a piece of 
the pie and bit into it gladly. The taste burst forth onto 
his tongue, spicy and sweet at the same time. It was 
excellent! Yet the aching feeling in the pit of his stomach 
was not being assuaged. He frowned slightly at that, 
catching Xander's eye.  
 
"What's wrong Will?" Xander felt as if that were his new 
catch phrase.  
 
"I feel as if I haven't eaten for days, yet this delicious dish 
has done nothing to abate the hunger." Will answered as 
he absently chewed on another bite.  
 
"There's a reason for that Will. Uhm…I'll be right back, 



just keep eating." Xander gestured at the pizza.  
 
When he returned he was carrying a warm mug filled 
with a dark viscous fluid. "You need to drink this Will." He 
handed the mug over. "Consider it like a protein drink."  
 
At Will's confused expression Buffy commented, "Xan I 
don't think they had protein drinks back then."  
 
"Oh yeah." Xander scratched his chin in thought. 
"Uhm…okay, it's like a really thick tea?" He suggested.  
 
Still skeptical, Will raised the mug to his face taking a 
small sniff. He dipped his finger into the liquid and 
watched as it dripped back into the mug when he raised 
his digit. His face contorted in disgust when he realized 
what the concoction actually was. "Eeegads man! You 
can't possibly expect me to drink…that!" He blurted 
without thinking.  
 
Xander knelt down beside his lover and once again 
placed his hand on Will's knee. He rubbed soothingly 
over the joint as he tried to explain Will's need for blood. 
"Do you remember how I told you we got together?"  
 
Both Buffy and Willow's eyebrows rose in surprise. Will 



only nodded.  
 
"Well while I was you I felt exactly how you're feeling. I 
felt the deep ache as the hunger grew and grew. And I 
felt just as disgusted…and…afraid as you do. I didn't want 
to do it either. But believe me when I tell you that the 
hunger is just going to grow stronger. The ache is going 
to consume you, until you can't think anymore."  
 
Xander paused for a moment to let his words sink in. He 
continued his ministrations on Will's knee, trying to 
induce some comfort to his spiel. "You'll drink it 
eventually. Because…well because you can't not drink it. 
It's either that or sinking your fangs into one of us, and 
you can't do that either. Not with the chip. At least not 
while we're uhm…Let's just say you can't, okay?" Xander 
wasn't about to explain that he could bite him without 
pain only during their nightly sexcapades. 
 
"It's not as bad as it seems." Xander gently lifted the mug 
in Will's hand until it was just touching his lips. "It'll make 
you feel better, I promise. Just concentrate on that. 
Concentrate on how good it makes you feel."  
 
Will closed his eyes and took a shallow swallow of the 
thick fluid. When the first taste hit his cool tongue he 



groaned at the immediate response of his body. His 
stomach had begun to feel as if there were acid eating 
away at his lining, but as the blood made its way down 
his throat he felt as if a cooling mist were invading his 
entire body.  
 
Again he felt himself growing hard. His senses felt 
magnified and he could smell the earthy scent of the 
man kneeling before him. By the time he finished his 
drink the throbbing was almost unbearable. He wanted 
to reach out and grab Xander hauling him to rub up 
against a body filled beyond bearing with need. He was 
unaware of the growl leaving his lips.  
 
Xander's eyes were nearly black with desire. He realized 
as soon as Will took the first swallow what his reaction 
would be. The same as it was every time he fed. His 
lover's growl brought him out of his lusty haze. He 
needed to concentrate on Will.  
 
"It's okay love. Just relax." Xander petted Will, enclosing 
him in a loose embrace as he whispered words of 
calming comfort. "It's perfectly natural. Nothing to be 
ashamed or afraid of."  
 
Will nuzzled Xander's neck. He was going purely on 



instinct, the blood lust having been soothed his other 
appetites were coming to the fore. He inhaled deeply 
feeling his penis respond to the familiar scent.  
 
Both men were focused so completely on each other 
they forgot the other occupants of the room. The girls 
faces were extremely red, their breathing fast and 
shallow.  
 
"We should probably go." Willow leaned over to whisper 
to Buffy, who nodded acquiescence. Neither girl moved.  
 
Xander was lost in the feeling of his lover. Every action 
Will made mirrored their many nights together. His loss 
of control allowing Spike's baser instincts to take over. 
Xander groaned as he felt Will's tongue peak out to lick 
at the base of his neck, just grazing his mark. The front of 
his jeans were soaking wet as he grabbed hold of Will's 
arms and forced them both to stand.  
 
Will immediately stepped forward bringing his entire 
body into contact with Xander. His arms came up to wrap 
around Xan's waist as he thrust his hips forward. They 
both groaned at the contact, Xander's head coming down 
to allow their lips to meet.  
 



The kiss was powerful sweeping them both up in the 
moment. Will thrust his tongue into Xander's mouth, 
exploring the warm wet hollow. The kiss continued as 
they ground their cocks together. Their lips broke apart 
to allow Xander a breath, and then without warning Will 
sank elongated fangs down into the same spot Xander 
had chosen years earlier.  
 
They both exploded in white hot flames. Pleasure 
shooting through their bodies as they spurted inside their 
boxers. Xander held onto Will as the last of the wracking 
shudders left his body. He placed soft sweet kisses along 
his lover's neck while he whispered words of love in his 
ear. "Spike." Kiss. "Love you." Kiss. Kiss. "Needed that so 
bad." Kiss. Lick. Kiss. "Love you."  
 
Will stiffened in abject horror as he realized what he'd 
just done. Not only had he just performed sexual 
relations with another man, but he had somehow bitten 
him as well. Fangs! He'd definitely had fangs. Could it be 
possible? Was it actually true? Was he a vampire?  
 
Xander found himself carrying Will up the stairs for the 
second night in a row. His heart broke as he realized that 
part of the shock that had sent him over the edge this 
time had to do with their interaction after his feeding. 



He'd thought for a moment that his Spike had come back 
to him. He let the tear fall as he tucked Will in once 
more, placing a soft kiss on his forehead before turning 
out the light and returning downstairs.  
 
As Xander ascended to the second floor, both girls took a 
deep but shaky breath. The arousal in the room was so 
thick even with their muted human senses they could 
smell it swirling in the air. As one, they turned to one 
another their eyes dilated and their lips slightly parted.  
 
"Wow." The word was whispered in unison.  

7 Tea, Poetry, and a Kiss 

Will awoke to the sounds of dishes clattering downstairs. 
He didn't hear any voices, so hoped that meant that only 
Mr. Giles was left in the flat. He really didn't want to see 
Xander that morning, still confused over last night's 
events.  
 
He had drunk blood. Blood! And from the moment the 
liquid had touched his lips, he'd wanted nothing more 
than to keep drinking. Then he'd wanted nothing more 
than Xander. He'd practically thrown himself at the 
young man!  
 



Oh dear lord! As he went over his memories of the 
previous night, he realized that the ladies had been 
present as well. He didn't remember them ever leaving 
the room. He could only conclude that they had been 
privy to the whole scene.  
 
He groaned, turning his face into the pillow. Now he did 
more than just fervently wish that none of his visitors 
remained.  
 
Eventually he forced himself to stand, then cross over to 
the washroom. He readied himself for the day, taking a 
deep breath before descending the stairs. When he 
entered the kitchen he was relieved to find only Mr. 
Giles.  
 
"Good morning William. How are you feeling?" Giles 
greeted him.  
 
"Good morning sir. I'm feeling better, thank you." He 
ducked his head.  
 
"Would you like some tea?" Giles asked, pouring himself 
a cup.  
 
"That would be lovely. Thank you." Will took a seat at the 



small circular table.  
 
Giles could tell that Will had something on his mind. He'd 
have been surprised if the vamp didn't have something 
on his mind! The shock of learning he was a vampire, his 
obviously intimate relationship with Xander, and from 
what the children had told him of last night, he was sure 
that Will's mind was probably churning.  
 
"Is there something you would like to discuss William?" 
Giles prompted.  
 
"Well sir…That is…Of the people that I've met so far I'd 
like to say that I feel the most…well…comfortable around 
you. Maybe because of our shared heritage?" Will tried 
to explain. "And I just feel as if I am in desperate need of 
a spot of advice. If I might trouble you?" He focused 
slightly pleading eyes on the older gentleman before him.  
 
"Of course William. We are…were…are…friends after all." 
Giles answered.  
 
"Are we sir?"  
 
"Why yes. I do admit that I was a bit flummoxed when 
you and Xander first got together, but over the years 



you've proved that you only have Xander's best interests 
at heart."  
 
"So it's true then." Will once again ducked his head, 
taking a small sip of his tea.  
 
"True?"  
 
"What Xander told me. About…about us." He could not 
force himself to look Mr. Giles in the eye.  
 
"Yes. I can imagine how you might question it." Giles 
reached over, offering the embarrassed young man a 
biscuit.  
 
"It's just that I never thought that I would…well…be 
intimate with another gentleman." Will continued to 
stare down at the table.  
 
"Will look at me." Giles waited for the vampire to meet 
his eye before continuing. "The relationship that you and 
Xander share is very special. In fact it is a constant source 
of amazement to me. You protect one another. You love 
one another. And moreover you're good for one another. 
Being together brings out the best in you both." He 
smiled gently at the confused young man.  



 
"But is it…wrong sir?" Will desperately wanted to know. 
Giles blinked at the incongruity of seeing the vampire's 
eyes slowly fill with unshed tears.  
 
"No William. It's not wrong." Giles reached over and gave 
Will's shoulder a reassuring squeeze. "Love is never a 
thing to be ashamed of."  
 
After a moment the two men broke apart. Giles cleared 
his throat and stood to take the plate of biscuits and 
empty teacups to the sink for washing.  
 
"Thank you sir." William retreated back to the bedroom 
to mull over their conversation.  
 
***  
 
Mr. Giles had been kind enough to lend him some blank 
paper and a pen. He always felt that he could work out 
problems better if he were able to write them out. That's 
why his poetry was so important to him. It allowed him 
to vent feelings and emotions that he had no other 
outlet for.  
 
On the paper he'd written out two columns under the 



main heading of Xander. Under the 'Things I Know' 
column he wrote the details of what Xander had 
explained of their relationship. Under the 'Things I Feel' 
column he'd tried to list the multitude of emotions that 
assaulted him whenever the boy was near.  
 
The one thing that always came back to him was the 
unquestionable feeling of safety and security he felt 
whenever Xander was in close proximity. He could not 
deny that in his heart he felt the familiar sense of trust 
and yes, affection, toward the young man. And obviously 
from his actions last night, he felt a physical attraction as 
well. Will knew he would be blushing furiously if he could 
have.  
 
Unable to come up with any definitive answer to his 
myriad of questions, Will decided to do the only thing 
that had ever soothed his soul. He wrote. He let his mind 
wander in different directions, writing down whatever 
fancied him. Until finally he grew tired and setting aside 
the tablet he lay down for some rest.  
 
***  
 
"Wi-" Xander broke off as soon as he spied his vamp in 
bed. He went over and took a seat beside him, gently 



laying a hand on his cheek.  
 
He caressed the soft cool skin before pulling back. 
Although he was excited, he wanted to give him a few 
more minutes of rest. Giles thought he'd found a potion 
that might help Spike remember. At least it was worth a 
try. Giles had sent Willow out to the Magic Box to get the 
ingredients, so they would be able to create the mix 
tonight.  
 
As he sat waiting for his vamp to awaken, Xander's eyes 
wandered around the room. He stopped when he caught 
a glimpse of the white notepad sitting on the night table. 
He reached over to pick it up, recognizing Spike's flowing 
script.  
 
When he saw his name on the first page, he immediately 
put the pad down. He couldn't read that. It was like 
invading Will's privacy. Xander was sure that Will had 
never meant for anyone else to read the words he'd 
written.  
 
As the minutes ticked by he continued to stare at the 
forbidden pad of paper. Eventually his hand began to 
sneak out once more. After the last few days, Xander felt 
that he was entitled to just a bit of snooping. Maybe he 



could glean some minor comfort in what Will had 
written. Maybe he had written down what he had 
already remembered.  
 
Xander knew that his excuses were feeble, but he 
couldn't help sneaking a peak at the first page. What he 
read made his heart grow warm. It didn't seem as if Will 
had remembered anything specific, but at least he had 
vague memories of his feelings for Xander. He felt 
protected and he even said he felt affection! That was a 
start at least.  
 
He flipped the page and his breath caught. Will had 
written a poem. One night after a long bout of 
lovemaking, Spike had shared the origin of his "Bloody" 
moniker. No matter how hard Xander had tried to get 
Spike to write him something, he'd always been refused. 
Now here was his chance. But how could he do it? This 
was worse than an invasion of privacy.  
 
As he slipped the first page back over, and lowered the 
notepad to the table Will's hand snapped out to wrap 
around his wrist.  
 
"I'm sorry Will." Xander looked and sounded contrite.  
 



"Did you read it?" Will asked, eyes downcast.  
 
"No. I couldn't. I've asked you to let me read some before 
but you've always said no. I couldn't go against your 
wishes."  
 
Will looked up into sad brown eyes and felt a small tug at 
his heart. Was this the man he'd spent the last 2 years of 
his life with? The man that claimed to love him? Will 
sighed. He felt as if he were on the edge of some sort of 
epiphany yet it was just out of reach.  
 
"I…uhm…if you'd like to…that is…you may…you may read 
it if you like." Will stumbled out.  
 
"Really? You don't have to let me." Xander tried to be 
sure.  
 
"No, I think…I think I'd like you to read it." Will turned his 
head away. "But I must warn you that my critics have 
never been very kind to me."  
 
Xander placed a warm hand on Will's shoulder with a 
gentle caress. "I know Will. But I'm not one of your 
critics. I'm your lo-. I'm your friend." Xander reassured 
him.  



 
Will only nodded.  
 
Xander took the tablet back and flipped the page once 
more.  
 
~~~  

Standing at the edge I feel a cold wind blow The leaves 
rustle And the moonlight glows Looking through a veil Of 
lies and untruths I see a world below That can burn and 
soothe The years pass slowly As the moonlight fades I 
fear the dawning of light As I move to seek shade The 
light chases my steps As I run for safety Searching the 
valley below Where alone, he awaits me He reaches a 
hand out Drawing me near My shelter from the sun The 
only one I need not fear  

~~~ Xander could feel the liquid gathering in his eyes. 
Was this how Spike felt about him? Safe and loved? His 
shelter from the sun? Xander turned away trying to 
regain his control.  
 
"They're only words." Misinterpreting Xander's gesture 
Will tried to apologize.  
 
"No Will!" Xander couldn't help grasping both Will's 



shoulders and pulling him close. "They're more than that. 
They're you." He gave Will a loose hug. "And I love 
them."  
 
Will pulled away, a little reluctantly. He ducked his head 
shyly before offering a quick, "Thank you." He couldn't 
remember the last time his poetry had been praised. At 
least by anyone other than mother.  
 
Xander could see that Will was a little embarrassed. He 
changed the subject wanting to make his lover a little 
more comfortable.  
 
"Well I did come up here for a reason." He began. "Giles 
may have found a potion that can help. It will stimulate 
your memory, sort of push you more into the selective 
amnesia stage, instead of the lost my mind from a spell 
stage." He gave Will a small smile.  
 
"So you think I will be able to regain my memories?" Will 
asked tentatively, still unable to look Xander in the eye. 
By allowing him to read the poem, he'd effectively let 
Xander know that he did indeed have feelings for the 
young man.  
 
"We hope so. Giles thinks it might be gradual. Like a 



regular amnesiac person I guess. We'll have to keep 
reminding you of things. He says that there will probably 
have to be some sort of major trigger for most of it, but 
you might start to get some flashes here and there." 
Xander was encouraging.  
 
Will nodded. "Shall we rejoin the others downstairs?"  
 
"Sure. Willow went out to the Magic Box, and the 
Buffster is doing a quick patrol. But Tara and Dawn 
should be here." Xander answered, standing up and 
offering Will a hand.  
 
Will took it shyly, trying to hide his relief at not having to 
face the two young ladies after his display last night. 
"Who's Dawn?"  
 
"Oh! You haven't met the Dawnster?" Xander forgot that 
Dawn had not yet been over since the night of the spell. 
"She's Buffy's sister. But don't worry, you won't have the 
same reaction to her. She's sort of special." Xander 
hedged.  
 
Will grasped the hand offered and levered himself up. As 
he shifted his weight off the bed he lost his balance and 
ended up flinging himself into Xander's arms.  



 
"Oof!" Xander caught the flailing vamp. "Are you okay?"  
 
Will looked up embarrassed and ready to apologize. He 
was confronted with Xander's warm look. The feelings 
that he'd been exploring all afternoon came rushing back 
to him. Safety. Security. Affection. Lust. His eyes moved 
down to focus on Xander's parted lips.  
 
Xander forced himself to stand stock still under Will's 
scrutiny. This was the first time, not blood-induced, that 
Will seemed to actually be taking an interest in him 
physically. When he felt the caress of Will's gaze on his 
lips, he had to suppress a small groan.  
 
His eyes automatically closed in preparation for his 
lover's kiss. And when he felt the sweet brush of them 
along his own, he nearly cried out. He let Will control 
their meeting.  
 
The kiss was slow and sweet. Close mouthed, the press 
of Will's lips was still intoxicating. Xander couldn't 
prevent the moan of pleasure when Will parted his lips 
slightly and sucked Xander's bottom lip in. He chewed on 
Xan's lip and then soothed it with a few licks of his 
tongue.  



 
Will pulled away to see the flushed and dazed expression 
on Xander's face. Ashamed of his forward actions, he 
immediately looked down. Only to become even more 
embarrassed at the state of his obvious arousal.  
 
"I'm sorry." He mumbled to his toes.  
 
Will felt the gentle pressure of Xander's finger on his 
chin, forcing him to face the young man.  
 
"Don't ever be sorry for wanting to touch me." Xander 
implored. "I love you."  
 
Will nodded. He continued to remain silent as he 
followed his beau down the stairs.  
 
 
 
 
 

8 Potions and Hell Goddesses 

Buffy met Willow at the Magic Box. It was already dark 
and since Glory had attacked both Tara and Spike, she 
hesitated to let any of her friends out alone at night.  



 
The bell jingled as she entered the shop, searching the 
front area for Wills. She found her behind the counter 
bagging what looked like several different types of herbs 
and labeling them.  
 
"Hey Wills, what you got?"  
 
"Oh! Hey Buffy. Giles found a potion that might help 
Spike. I'm just getting the last of the ingredients. I should 
be ready in a few minutes." Willow continued to tie and 
label little baggies as she spoke.  
 
"So you think he'll get his memory back? Go back to his 
old self?" Buffy asked casually.  
 
"I hope so. Poor Xander. I feel so bad. Do you see how 
hard he's taking it?" Willow answered without looking 
up.  
 
"Yeah." Buffy felt slightly guilty.  
 
"What's wrong?" Willow heard the hesitation in Buffys' 
reply.  
 
"Nothing." Buffy pulled herself up so that she was sitting 



on the counter. "It's just that…well don't you think that 
Will is better, in some ways, than Spike?"  
 
"Buffy!" Willow's brow scrunched in admonishment. 
"What do you mean? You don't actually want to keep 
Spike the way he is do you?"  
 
"Well…He is sweeter. And way more polite. A girl could 
get used to that sort of thing…" Buffy's voice trailed off.  
 
"Buffy Summers! Are you crushing on Will?!"  
 
"Crushing? Me? No! Of course not!" Buffy's cheeks were 
red.  
 
Willow just continued to stare at Buffy. Finally she broke. 
"Well you have to admit he's hot!" Buffy cried.  
 
"Well, it's not like losing his memory made him any 
hotter! He's always been sexy." Willow retorted.  
 
"I know. It's just that. Well, now he' doesn't seem to hate 
me as much. At least not verbally. Still seems like he's 
afraid to be near me." Buffy ended dejectedly.  
 
"Well he's a vampire. And you're the Slayer." Willow 



tried to reason with her. "Besides Buffy, whether you like 
him more as the new improved polite Will doesn't 
matter. He and Xander belong together. Don't you see 
what this is doing to Xander? It's breaking his heart every 
minute that Spike can't remember loving him."  
 
"I know." Buffy answered quietly. "It's just some wishful 
thinking." She sighed heavily, before jumping down from 
the counter.  
 
Willow came around with her supplies in one hand, her 
other reaching out to pat Buffy on the back. "Don't worry 
Buffy. You'll meet your true love someday soon. I know 
it!"  
 
They shared a small smile before walking out the door.  
 
***  
 
"Spike!"  
 
"Er…Yes miss?"  
 
"Oh my god! It's true!" Dawn studied Spike carefully. 
Even without having spoken she could tell that there was 
something different about him. His normally cocky pose 



was replaced with a shy and almost trepidatious stance. 
But it was his eyes that gave him away completely. They 
were wide and quite innocent at the moment.  
 
"So…you're William, right?" Dawn asked cautiously.  
 
"Yes little miss. You must be Dawn. Xander tells me that 
you are Buffy's sister." Will bowed to her at the 
introduction.  
 
Dawn giggled. Before she could reply the door burst 
open, Willow and Buffy entering at a dead run.  
 
"Grab whatever you can and go!" Buffy screamed. She 
immediately went for Giles' weapon cabinet and pulled 
as many swords and axes as she could from the shelves.  
 
"Buffy, what has happened?" Giles demanded.  
 
"Glory." Buffy pulled another axe from the wall. "Willow 
and I were talking. Stupid! And she overheard us. She 
knows about Dawn." She moved to her sister's side trying 
to reassure her. "Don't know what stopped her. She was 
right behind us, but about 4 or 5 blocks away and she just 
disappeared."  
 



The others were gathering supplies as Buffy spoke. "We 
have to get out of here." Buffy warned.  
 
"I'll get us some transportation." Giles left the flat as fast 
as humanly possible.  
 
"What's happening? What's Glory?" Will was perplexed. 
He could feel the tension in the room, making his own 
senses go haywire. He moved closer to Xander.  
 
"She's bad news. Don't worry Will. I won't let anything 
happen to you." Xander promised.  
 
"I've found us a vehicle. Let's go." Giles reentered the 
room and ushered everyone out.  
 
***  
 
FUCK! Xander wanted to scream. And at the same time 
he felt numb all over. Glory had Dawn. Ben was fucking 
Glory. How did they not all see that? We led her right to 
us! And Buffy just shut down. No one could get through 
to her. They'd finally returned to Buffy's place to 
regroup.  
 
How were they going to get Dawn back? They couldn't 



fight a hell god. Xander sighed heavily before slumping 
down into the sofa cushions. He glanced briefly at the 
stairs, hoping that Willow was somehow getting through 
to Buffy. Without her they definitely didn't stand a 
chance.  
 
He glanced to his right to see the nervous vampire. He'd 
been witness to all the crazy sword wielding maniacs and 
then Glory's kidnapping of Dawn. He was dazed and 
more than a little confused. Without Buffy or Spike there 
was no plan on earth that could save them.  
 
He reached across the coffee table grabbing a hold of 
Willow's bag. Sifting through, he didn't think she'd mind 
the privacy invasion at the moment, he found the little 
bag of herbs she'd brought back from the Magic Box. 
Grabbing them he went in search of Giles.  
 
He found the ex-watcher in the kitchen putting a kettle 
of water on the stove. In times of crisis, the G-man was 
always ready with some soothing tea! He cleared his 
throat to get the older man's attention, throwing the bag 
onto the counter in front of him.  
 
"I think we should try the potion." Xander stated.  
 



"Xander, I know that you're worried about Spike, but we 
do have some other more pressing matters right now." 
Giles tried to make him understand.  
 
"I know that G-man! I'm not just thinking about me here. 
If we don't get Spike back up to fighting status we're that 
much more fucked than we already are."  
 
"Oh. I see." Giles pulled his glasses off, cleaning them 
with his ever present handkerchief. "I supposed you're 
right." He nodded before picking up the bag of 
ingredients. "I can mix up the potion now. Since Willow is 
a bit busy at the moment." He sighed, turning to find a 
bowl to mash the herbs in.  
 
Xander didn't answer before turning around to reenter 
the living room. He went to sit next to Will, grabbing his 
hand in squeezing.  
 
"Will, I know it's been pretty wiggy tonight. But don't 
worry. Giles is mixing the potion right now. Hopefully 
you'll have your memory back before the end of the 
night. And then you won't feel so intimidated. You're a 
really good fighter." Xander continued to reassure him, 
rubbing soothing circles with his thumb across the back 
of Will's hand.  



 
"What do you think is happening to the young miss?" 
Will was worried for the young girl he'd met that 
evening.  
 
"I don't know Will." Xander looked away. "I'm hoping 
that nothing is happening right now. That we'll still have 
time to save the day, you know? That's all we can do 
right now."  
 
The room was silent when Tara entered. She was 
carrying a mug of foul smelling liquid, which Xander 
assumed was the potion. "Does he have to drink the 
whole thing?" Xander asked, trying to mask his distaste 
of the smell.  
 
"I'm af-fraid so. But I'm sure it will help him. I infused it 
with a p- prayer to the G-Goddess after Giles prepared 
it." Tara answered.  
 
Will took the cup feeling the warmth spread through his 
palms. He was scared. He'd never in his life thought that 
he would encounter any of the things that he'd seen 
since awakening in Xander's arms. Hell gods, knights in 
armor, witches, magic - these were things out of fairy 
tales. And now here he was, ready to drink a magic 



potion blessed by a witch so that he could go out and 
fight a Hell god to save a mystical princess?  
 
He turned frightened eyes to stare into warm chocolate 
brown ones and met only reassurance and love. He 
couldn't deny that no matter what else he'd learned in 
this place, he knew that this man would never hurt him.  
 
Taking a deep calming breath, he brought the mug to his 
lips, guzzling the sticky fluid until he'd tasted the last 
drop.  

 
 
 
 
 

9  

William opened his eyes to see a dark alley in front of 
him. He realized he was sitting on an old crate, but 
before he could stand and brush himself off a lilting voice 
floated over from the dark entrance to the alley.  
 
A dark haired, pale faced beauty walked toward him. He 
could see her lips moving but couldn't quite make out 



the words she spoke. Before he knew what was 
happening she had him pinned to the wall and her lips 
were lowering toward his neck.  
 
He closed his eyes as he felt the sharp sting of fangs 
entering his skin. He cried out in pain as the dark goddess 
before him drained the life from his body.  
 
When he opened his eyes again she was there. Petting 
him softly and gazing at him with something akin to love. 
Yet the look didn't give him the same feelings of security 
and warmth that Xander's looks often did.  
 
The scene spun out of control, images flashing before his 
eyes. Hundreds, thousands of dead. Blood everywhere. 
Fists and Fangs. From China to Prague to Sunnydale, his 
mind took him on a tour of his unlife.  
 
Will moaned and thrashed on the couch as Xander 
watched with a worried frown. "Are you sure that potion 
won't have any side effects? He doesn't look too good." 
Xander caressed Will's brow in comfort.  
 
"He has got a lot of memories to recover Xander. He's 
probably going through a few of them right now. It 
probably seems like a long nightmare to him." Giles 



explained.  
 
Xander continued to smooth his lover's creased brow, 
until the crystal blue eyes finally blinked open. "Xander?" 
Spike croaked out in a hoarse whisper.  
 
"Drink some water Spike." Xander offered him the cool 
cup. "H-how are you feeling." He was afraid to ask what 
memories he'd recovered.  
 
"I've been better luv." Spike answered after handing him 
back the empty cup. Xander's heart flipped over at the 
term, then flipped back at Spike's next statement. "Still 
haven't remembered everything though. My memories 
are still pretty muzzy after those bloody soldier bastards 
got a hold of me."  
 
"Oh." His eyes were downcast. "So you still don't 
remember anything about…" His voice trailed off.  
 
"'Fraid not Xan." Spike could tell Xander was hurt by his 
answer, but he didn't know what he could do about it. He 
still remembered everything that Xander had done for 
him while he was 'William'. He also remembered all of his 
feelings toward Xander as William. He would have lied, 
but it had felt wrong somehow. Big bloody Bad he was.  



 
"Don't worry Xander. I'm sure that his memories will 
come back in time. But at least for now he has recovered 
his fighting prowess and can help us retrieve Dawn when 
the time is right." Giles glanced up the stairs where 
Willow had disappeared over two hours earlier.  
 
"Too right! I'm not gonna let that bloody hell bitch touch 
a hair on the bit's head!" Spike was adamant. "I may not 
remember much, but I remember the bit. And nobody is 
going to hurt her."  
 
Xander's look was crestfallen. Tara reached over and 
placed a soft hand over his. "Don't Xander." She 
whispered softly. "You know the monk's spell was 
powerful. That's the only reason he has those memories 
right now." Xander nodded and gave her a plastic smile.  
 
It didn't matter to him why Spike could remember those 
things but not their relationship. It only mattered that he 
did. Xander knew he was being petty, but after 
everything that had happened he felt he had a small right 
to it. When was he going to get HIS Spike back?  
 
"Until we're ready, I'm going to try to find out as much 
about the ritual needed by Glory as I can." Giles stood to 



begin the research. Giles had stopped at the Magic Box 
on their way back into town to grab whatever he thought 
they might need to get Dawn back.  
 
"I'll help you Mr. G-Giles." Tara followed him out the 
door into the dining room wanting to give the two men a 
chance to talk alone.  
 
Xander and Spike were left alone in the living room. 
Xander couldn't look at Spike. He knew the moment he 
did he'd start to bawl. And he really really really felt like 
he'd done enough of that in the past 3 days to last a 
lifetime!  
 
"Xan?"  
 
"Please don't call me that Spike." Xander sounded 
defeated. "I just don't think I can take it right now."  
 
"I'm sorry." He scooted a little closer to the dejected 
figure. "Can I just…" Spike ducked his head, a gesture 
Xander associated more with William than Spike. "I just 
want to say something."  
 
"Okay." Xander started when he felt Spike's hand reach 
out and clasp his own.  



 
"I do remember the last few days. The things you've said, 
the way - bloody hell!" Spike was frustrated that he 
couldn't find the right words. He ran his fingers through 
his curls before continuing. "The way you made me feel. 
You made me burn." He scooted even closer, so that 
their legs were flush against each other.  
 
"Not just that. But you made me feel safe. You were the 
one person I felt comfortable with." Now he looked 
away, retracting his hand from Xander's. "Now that I've 
got my other memories back I don't…I mean, it's hard to 
see what…why you'd love me. I…I know I'm a monster."  
 
"No Spike! I don't believe that." Xander willed Spike to 
believe him. This time Xander's hand reached out to 
clasp his.  
 
"I know luv." Spike looked up to meet Xander's imploring 
gaze. "You treat me…least ways, you make me feel like a 
man." Spike leaned forward slowly until their lips were 
pressing together. He could feel Xander's warm breath 
on his face, and could feel his sweet lips moving against 
his own.  
 
They pulled apart reluctantly. Spike's blue eyes holding 



Xander's brown in a warm embrace. "Thank you." The 
words were whispered between them.  
 
"I think I've found something." Giles reentered the room, 
carrying a large dusty tome. "According to this text, the 
gates must be opened at precisely the proper moment. 
By my calculations that should be midnight tomorrow."  
 
Spike and Xander looked up from their seats. "So we 
have 24 hours to prepare to fight a hell god?" Xander 
asked.  
 
"Well, yes. But at least we know when the ritual needs to 
take place. So that means we just have to delay her long 
enough to pass the deadline. At least we can try to - " 
Giles was cutoff with the sound of feet stomping down 
the stairs.  
 
Buffy and Willow entered the room. Some of the tension 
dissipated when they saw that Buffy was again up and 
around. "So we know the time. Now we just need the 
place." Buffy grabbed her coat, heading toward the door. 
"I'm going to do a quick search pattern across town. 
There's got to be some sign of where she's planning this 
shindig." And with that she was out the door.  
 



Giles turned to Willow with a querying stare. "Is she 
alright?"  
 
"I think so. Her mind was, I guess it was like a trap for 
her. She kept going through this loop of guilt. It all 
revolved around Dawn, but I think I got her to see that 
Dawn needed her out here. And that if she let herself get 
stuck in that loop, she really would be guilty of letting 
Dawn down." Willow shrugged. "She seemed to snap out 
of it. And look! Now she's all 'Let's Get 'Em'! So good. 
Right?"  
 
"You did great sweetie." Tara reassured her girlfriend.  
 
"Yes, quite." Giles quickly agreed. "Now I suggest we all 
get a few hours rest. We can wake early and start 
working out a plan to stall Glory as long as possible, once 
we find her."  
 
Willow and Tara headed up to the master bedroom, Giles 
taking Dawn's room. That pretty much left the couch and 
floor downstairs, since neither Xander nor Spike wanted 
to take Buffy's bed in case she came home soon.  
 
"You can take the couch Spike." Xander offered. He got 
up and pulled a few blankets and pillows from the hall 



closet.  
 
"You sure luv?" Spike asked.  
 
"Yeah, you're probably still not up to your bad self yet. 
You should take it. I'll be fine." Xander insisted.  
 
"Okay luv." Spike agreed only because he had plans of his 
own. He accepted the linens from Xander, letting his 
hand brush over Xan's for a second or two longer than 
necessary. "Thanks Xan."  
 
Xander only nodded. Damn that stupid lump in his 
throat! So Spike called him Xan. Big deal. The potion was 
obviously working. He would have his Spike back and 
whole any time soon. He looked away as he spread out 
his blanket on the floor. He just wasn't sure if he would 
survive until then. He bit back his sniffle as he lay down 
and tried to get comfy for the remainder of the night.  

10 A Nummy Treat 

Xander was half asleep when he felt the cool press of a 
body along his back. Spike's arm wrapping itself around 
his waist and drawing him near. He let out a happy little 
moan and snuggled closer to his vamp, before his eyes 
snapped open in shock.  



 
"S-spike?"  
 
"Yeah luv?"  
 
"What are you doing?"  
 
Spike leaned down and nuzzled Xander's neck, his 
nostrils flaring when he scented his mark there. Xander 
writhed beneath him as he went for the scar, tracing his 
tongue along the puckered flesh.  
 
"Ungh." Xander grunted. His cock was already leaking 
having gone so long without his lover's touch. "Wha -"  
 
"Shhh luv." He continued to trail wet kisses along 
Xander's neck, and then down his spine.  
 
"But I - "  
 
Spike stopped, heaving a frustrated sigh. "Okay Xan. 
We'll talk first, but then we shag - deal?"  
 
Xander nodded, he didn't think he had the strength to 
refuse Spike. Just the ghost of his lover's touch made him 
hard.  



 
"You know what's going to happen tomorrow right? 
When we go up against the hell bitch…" Spike shook his 
head. "Not all of us are gonna make it."  
 
Xander squeezed the hand resting on his stomach. "I 
know that Spike. This is bigger than anything we've ever 
faced before."  
 
Spike placed another sweet kiss on the top of Xander's 
head. "Well luv, if this is my last night on earth I want to 
spend it with the one person who loves me." He didn't 
voice the thought that if this were Xander's last night on 
earth he'd want to at least have the memory of being 
with the boy even if he never recovered any of his 
others.  
 
Xander thought it over for a minute. If either of them 
bought the big one tomorrow, he'd never forgive himself 
for not taking this one last night with his lover. And if 
Spike were himself, they wouldn't have hesitated making 
love all through the night knowing what would be 
coming all too soon. He pushed aside his hurt that Spike 
still couldn't remember his love for him, and agreed. 
"Okay Spike." He turned in his vamp's arms. "Make love 
to me."  



 
Spike swore he felt his undead heart beat for just a 
second. With all the memories he'd begun to retrieve, 
none of them held such a loving look, or as sweet a 
request. He didn't think he'd ever made love to anyone 
really. He'd been a virgin when turned, and then sex with 
his 'family' had been violent and dominating, but never 
loving.  
 
He watched as Xander's eyes drifted closed, his lips 
descending toward that luscious mouth. His own lids 
closed over his eyes at the first soft touch. He spent 
several minutes just letting their mouths fit together, 
while his hands roamed the length of Xander's chest and 
hips.  
 
When Xander began to moan in protest, he finally 
invaded Xander's mouth with his tongue. Letting it slip 
past the opening to trace the wall of teeth it 
encountered. When Xander's teeth parted to allow 
Spike's tongue full access, it was his turn to groan. The 
slow teasing he'd been doing to Xander, was making his 
own cock pulse and drip with pre-cum.  
 
He let his tongue explore the recesses of Xander's 
mouth. Relearning every sensitive nook he found. 



Thrilling at the incoherent sounds that spilled out of 
Xander as he dipped into one cheek, and then trailed 
cool wetness over gums and molars.  
 
He broke the kiss, lifting himself off the boy, to pull his 
shirt over his head, and then shuck his trousers and 
boxers. Xander protested until he opened his eyes to a 
naked and aroused Spike. The sight of Spike's hard length 
bumping against his own stomach made Xander's mouth 
water. He could see the head was glistening and he 
longed to have a taste.  
 
He moved forward and grasped the base of Spike's cock, 
making him whimper. His tongue darted out to lick just 
the tip. The warm rasp of Xander's tongue making Spike's 
cock jump in his hand. When Xander's whole mouth 
engulfed his throbbing member, Spike felt the pleasure 
as an almost stabbing pain. He couldn't stop his hips from 
thrusting forward, causing his cock head to bump the 
back of the boy's throat. He was amazed when Xander 
was able to take him whole without choking or gagging.  
 
It made him even harder when he looked down to see 
the boy's head bobbing back and forth with his dick 
between his mouth. And he groaned when he noticed 
the boy's hand rubbing at the front of his jeans in time to 



his sucking. He could see the wetness seeping through 
the material. Moreover he could smell the strength of his 
arousal through the air.  
 
At the familiar scent Spike's brain flashed back to similar 
incidents. He could see them together loving, fucking, 
and sucking each other. And as the images played before 
him, he threaded his hands through the soft brown locks 
of his boy's head. Holding him still against Xander's 
protests, Spike began to gently fuck his mouth.  
 
"You like that don't you Xan?" He asked softly as he 
continued his thrusting. "Having me in your mouth. 
Getting' me off. Tasting my cum on your tongue?"  
 
Xander moaned at the dirty word picture Spike was 
painting. He always loved it when his vamp talked during 
their loveplay. His voice was so sexy even when he 
wasn't talking dirty, that it heightened his desire to a new 
level whenever he did.  
 
The moan sent incredible vibrations along the length of 
Spike's cock, making his thrusts come faster and harder. 
"Fuck Xan!" Whenever Spike pulled out Xander would let 
his tongue swirl around the tip, digging into the slit he 
found there.  



 
"Yeah luv! Oh you're so good at this Xan. Mmmmm…" 
Spike lost coherent speech for a moment while Xander's 
hand came up to play with his balls. His hips were 
thrusting so fast he didn't know how Xander was taking 
it. But from the feel of it, they'd had plenty of practice.  
 
"Xan! Gonna cum Xan. Gonna cum in your hot, tight 
mouth. Wanna taste me luv? Wanna swallow me down?" 
Spike felt his balls tightening up. He felt his cock pulse as 
his semen shot through onto Xander's waiting tongue. 
Felt his orgasm prolonged at the feel of Xander's muscles 
tightening around him with every swallow. "Fuck!"  
 
When his shudders finally ceased, he pulled his softening 
member out of his lover's mouth. The boy looked 
incredibly fuckable at the moment. His lips were swollen 
from blowing him, and his eyes were slightly glazed. The 
irises dilated so fully that they were barely ringed with 
any brown.  
 
Quickly he knelt down in front of him, and began 
stripping his clothes off. Once Xander was completely 
naked he began to go to work. "Your turn luv." He said 
quietly before dipping his head down to take in one 
already turgid nipple. He licked all around and then 



sucked in the tip before gently scraping the sensitive 
flesh with his teeth. While he worked on one with his 
talented tongue, he pinched and pulled at the other with 
a free hand.  
 
Xander was long past coherent speech and lay writhing 
and moaning on the wrinkled blanket. He was so hard he 
was aching, and he could feel dreaded tears coming to 
his eyes. The pleasure was almost unbearable, and he 
wanted to cry with the intensity of it. His relief at having 
Spike's taste once more on his tongue was almost 
palpable.  
 
When he felt one cool hand surround his dick, he thrust 
almost completely off the floor. "God! So long, I needed 
you so much Spike." He mumbled as he continued to 
thrust into the loose grip. "Harder please! Fuck! Tighter!"  
 
"I know luv. Shhh." Spike hushed him, even as he 
tightened his grip. As he squeezed and pumped with one 
hand, his other came around to beg entrance at Xan's 
puckered hole. The tight ring of muscle contracted at the 
first tentative touch. Xander thrusting forward into 
Spike's cool palm, and then back onto the questing finger 
at his opening.  
 



"Please Spike please." He begged. "Please." He was 
nearly crying once more. "Need you so much. Need to 
feel you in me. Filling me. Completing me." He bit down 
on his bottom lip as he felt the first finger breach his 
hole. "Uhng! More! More! God Spike! Can't wait. Need 
you now."  
 
Spike leaned forward to kiss Xander on the lips causing 
the young man to open his eyes when he pulled away. 
"Have to wait luv. Just need to get some lube." Xander 
bit back a sob as the finger left his ass and Spike reached 
out to the coffee table for the hand lotion there. He 
waited impatiently as Spike slicked up his hand, 
spreading liberal amounts of lotion on three of his 
fingers.  
 
Spike could see that Xander was desperate, he didn't 
want to leave the boy wanting for any longer than 
necessary, but he wasn't about to bugger the boy bloody 
either. His erection had returned with a vengeance and 
he was just as eager as his lover but he wanted to do this 
right, especially if it were going to be their last night 
together.  
 
To appease the pleading man before him, Spike swooped 
down and took the dripping cock into his mouth. Xander 



cried out and bit his bottom lip bloody to keep from 
coming. He didn't want to cum until Spike was fully 
sheathed within him.  
 
He lost himself in the sensation of Spike's cool tongue 
swirling up and down his penis. He could feel Spike's 
taste buds scraping against every vein and ridge on his 
cock, and his brain closed off to everything but that 
feeling. His brain nearly exploded into a million pieces 
when he once again felt the breach of his tight ass.  
 
With two incredible sensations to focus on, his mind 
went into meltdown. He was thrusting as hard as he 
could into Spike's wet mouth, while at the same time 
thrusting down as fast as humanly possible onto those 
cool fingers. There were two now, and then three. 
Stretching him, preparing him, and *fuck*, making him 
see stars. Spike was reaching in and scraping the small 
nub of his prostate with one of his long black fingernails 
and it made Xander wild.  
 
"Enough! Spike please! Please God!"  
 
Spike pulled out, almost reluctantly. The cries and pleas 
his boy was shouting were incredibly addictive. But he 
knew that once he was inside the boy himself those cries 



would diminish to nothing at the new sounds that would 
issue from that swollen, lickable, fuckable mouth.  
 
"Hush now. I'm right there luv, feel me?" He placed his 
cock head at the tight entrance to Xander's body. The 
boy whimpered and squeezed his eyes shut tight, his 
hand wandering down to the base of his dick to stave off 
his climax.  
 
"Hard and fast luv? Or slow and sweet?" Spike tormented 
him.  
 
Xander cried out as the head of his lover's cock finally 
pushed it's way through his tight ring of muscle. "Feel me 
luv? Pushing my way through? Gonna fuck you luv. 
Gonna make you cum so hard you'll ache for days."  
 
He looked down to see Xander's deep expression of 
concentration, his gaze traveling down until he could see 
the purple cock he was trying so hard to tame. "Love 
your cock Xan. It's so beautiful. So nummy. All hard and 
angry and red and pulsing. Makes me hard just seeing it. 
Just thinking about it. Just remembering the taste of you 
on my tongue, in my mouth. The feel of your cum oozing 
out of my hole, coating my thighs after one of our nights 
together."  



 
Xander's eyes blinked open. What was Spike saying? It 
was so hard to concentrate. The words were so hot and 
the feelings were so intense. But what was he saying? 
Did he remember? Before he could ask, Spike shifted his 
hips thrusting himself balls deep into Xander.  
 
"Ahh!" Xander cried. "Fast and hard Spike! Fast and 
hard!"  
 
Spike took that as his cue and began to slam into the boy 
beneath him. He shifted again so that Xander's legs were 
as spread wide as possible. One looped around his waist, 
the other hanging above his shoulder. Spike used his 
arms to spread them even wider. The tight pull of 
Xander's body each time he retreated was incredible. He 
could feel the walls contracting around him, and the 
warmth seeping through his cool cock.  
 
Spike finally reached around and batted his boy's hand 
away. He gripped the boy's penis in his hand and began 
to pump fast and furious. He could see tears leaking 
through from under Xan's lashes and he increased the 
pressure on his cock. Shifting once more to angle his 
penis until he could feel Xander's sensitive nub with the 
tip of his cock.  



 
Xander was openly sobbing now. The pleasure after all 
the stress of the past few days, too much for him. "Spike! 
Fuck! Love you! Love you!" He chanted as Spike felt his 
hot sticky jism coating his fist and chest.  
 
Spike continued to pump into the shuddering body below 
him. Leaning down to lick up the traces of semen his 
lover had spent. Once the boy was clean, he leaned 
forward to press his lips to Xander's once more. Pulling 
away he whispered a quiet, "I love you," before spurting 
his own cool cum inside his love's tight channel.  
 
Afterwards they lay together, sprawled across the 
crumpled blanket. Spike's arm wrapped securely around 
Xander's waist, his body spooning his boy's back.  
 
"Spike?"  
 
"Yeah luv?"  
 
"Did you mean it?"  
 
"'Course luv." He leaned forward and pressed a soft kiss 
on the back of Xander's neck. "I'm back."  
 



Okay, so he hadn't exhausted all of his tear reserves.  
 
"Shhhh, luv. No more tears now." Spike wiped away the 
tracks with his thumb.  
 
"Spike…" Xander was trying to get a hold of himself. "I 
missed you so much. I didn't know if I could take another 
day of you not loving me."  
 
"Hush now Xan. I always loved you, whether I knew it or 
not. The feelings never went away, I just didn't know 
what they were." He gave Xander a squeeze with the arm 
wrapped around his waist.  
 
"Really?"  
 
"Really luv."  
 
They were silent for a few moments before Spike spoke 
again. "So…you got to meet William."  
 
"Yeah!" Xander sounded a little excited now that he 
knew that his Spike was back. "You were great. So sweet 
and shy. It was a totally different side of you." Xander 
was grinning widely.  
 



"A good side?" Spike asked tentatively.  
 
"Every side is a good side Spike."  
 
"So you didn't think William was a ponce?"  
 
"No, 'course not." Xander answered, feeling the slight 
tremor in his lover's arm. "What's wrong Spike?"  
 
"Guess I was just a bit scared luv."  
 
"Scared of what?"  
 
"That you might feel different. Now that you've 
seen…met William." Spike shrugged.  
 
Xander turned to face his lover. "That would never 
happen Spike." He pulled apart slightly to take both of 
Spike's hands in his own, rubbing them gently. "I love you 
as Spike. I love you as William. I'd love you no matter 
who you were." He leaned in and gave Spike a long wet 
kiss. "As long as you were mine."  
 
Spike shuddered and felt his arousal returning at the 
proprietary air surrounding Xander. Instead of giving in, 
he just wrapped his arms around his boy once more and 



laid his head on his chest. "Always luv."  
 
That's how Buffy found them when she finally returned 
from her scouting mission. She'd found the crazy tower 
Glory was building and knew that the ritual would be 
taking place there. She noticed the couple lying sated 
and content on the floor and wanted to give them a few 
more hours together before they all headed to whatever 
fate awaited them. So she headed up the stairs to her 
own room, letting the two men continue to sleep in each 
other's arms.  

 
 

11 Glorificus and the Gate 

Spike's eyes blinked open. He stretched wide making 
sure not to jostle his still sleeping lover. Spike let his gaze 
wander the path of Xan's body, stopping briefly to stare 
at the half hard morning erection he sported. Spike's 
smirk turned into a predatory smile as he slowly pulled 
the sheet off his boyfriend in order to enjoy his stark 
nakedness.  
 
Xander stirred slightly mumbling in his sleep as Spike 
ghosted cool fingers over his chest. His nipples hardened 



instantly as Spike feathered them lightly with his touch. 
Xander's mouth parted and a small puff of breath 
escaped as Spike moved lower and gently took his cock in 
his mouth.  
 
Spike stared up at Xander's face as he slowly pumped up 
and down the shaft, sucking lightly at first, and then 
increasing as he felt the cock harden further. He reached 
down to gently grasp Xander's balls and roll them 
together, pulling them slightly away from the warm 
body. He continued to massage the sac until he could 
feel drops of salty precum drip down his throat.  
 
Xander woke to the feel of deliciously cool wetness 
surrounding him. He moaned and began to thrust up into 
the welcoming mouth. "Fuck Spike!" He whispered 
urgently as the sleep haze slowly wore off.  
 
"Mornin' luv." Spike chuckled at the groan Xander let out 
when his mouth left his throbbing flesh. Quickly he 
dipped his head down once more to taste Xan's hot skin. 
Teasingly he trailed his tongue all along Xan's inner 
thighs, once or twice taking quick sweeping licks of his 
heavy sac.  
 
Finally Xander couldn't take any more. Grabbing Spike's 



head he forced their eyes to meet. "Stop teasing." His 
statement was laced with urgent need. "Suck me." Spike 
felt the command down to his bones, and it made his 
cock jump. He shivered at the feeling of ownership 
Xander invoked in him.  
 
"Tell me luv. Talk to me." Spike made the simple request 
before taking Xander whole once more.  
 
"God Spike! You're so good…love your mouth…fuck! Love 
your tongue. Yeah…oh shit!" Xander lost words for a 
moment as Spike tasted the skin around the mushroom 
head, dipping his tongue in to dig through the slit at the 
top. "Ungh!"  
 
Xander again took up the short shallow thrusts bucking 
his dick to push at the demon's willing throat. "Always 
want you. Sucking me. Swallowing me down. Can you 
feel me Spike? Can you feel me throbbing in your throat, 
dripping down and coating you with my precum? Is it 
salty or sweet?"  
 
"Mmrmrmrrrmrrr." Spike purred at his lover's erotic 
inquisition. The vibrations caused Xander to buck sharply, 
and apologize quickly. Spike shaking his head slightly in 
rebuke for the apology.  



 
"You love that don't you? Making me lose control. 
Making me so hot and hard I can't think straight. That all 
I can think, all I can want, is to fuck you. Thrusting in to 
your mouth, your ass, your body. God, stop Spike!"  
 
Immediately Spike pulled off his cock with an audible 
pop. Replacing his mouth with his hand, he pumped his 
lover slowly. "What is it you want pet?"  
 
"Turn over." Xander growled at him. When Spike was on 
his stomach splayed out in front him, Xander got down 
and slowly spread his ass cheeks. "Love your whole body 
Spike. Your tight little hole. Just waiting for me." Xander 
dipped his head down and began to lick at the opening.  
 
"Ahh fuck!" Spike gave an involuntary shudder at the 
feeling of warm wetness, thrusting his ass up to give 
Xander more access.  
 
Xander reached around and placed a pillow beneath his 
lover, making him more comfortable. Then he got back 
down to work. Slowly he stroked Spike's tiny opening 
with his tongue. Making it completely flat he ran it over 
the hole, once and while stabbing it through the opening. 
Every time he breached the vampire's body Spike would 



lurch toward him, begging for more.  
 
"Luv - ungh! More luv. Want - fuck! Want you in me. Your 
tongue, your dick, your fingers, anything! Just need 
more!"  
 
Xander pulled Spike's cheeks apart as far as they would 
go. Spike spreading his legs wider than he though 
possible. His dick was throbbing and leaking all over the 
pillow below him. The cotton friction not nearly enough 
to satisfy his urgent need. Xander then thrust his tongue 
in as far as humanly possible making Spike howl and buck 
thrusting his purple cock head against the pillow and 
silently crying with the need for something harder, 
firmer, and tighter. Xan thrust his tongue in and out, 
fucking Spike slowly and deliberately until the vampire 
lost complete control growling and erupting into game 
face.  
 
Finally Xander pulled out, neither man having found 
release yet. Spike groaned in protest, wanting to sob at 
the loss. Xander trailed white hot kisses up Spike's spine 
until he could feel the warm breath tickle the hairs at the 
base of his neck. Spike's whole body was thrumming and 
he cried out once more when he felt slick fingers enter 
him, stretching and scissoring to prepare him.  



 
He jumped slightly at the sound of lips smacking by his 
ear, having concentrated too completely on the fingers 
tickling his inner walls. "Mmmm. You taste so good Spike. 
Can never get enough." Then Xander was nibbling on his 
ear. Licking at the sensitive flesh just below the lobe. All 
the while finger fucking Spike until he swore that he 
could actually see spots in front of his eyes.  
 
Once again a silent sob attacked Spike when Xander's 
fingers pulled out, taking with them his delicious warmth. 
"Are you ready for me lover?" Spike could only nod his 
head vigorously, biting down on his bottom lip in an 
effort to control himself.  
 
Spike felt relief flood his entire body at the soft touch of 
Xander's cock head. His anus contracted in anticipation. 
Tortuously slow Xander pushed in, forcing the head past 
the tight ring of muscle. Xander let out a long breath at 
the feel of Spike tightening around him.  
 
"Since we had hard and fast last night, I think we should 
enjoy a little slow and sweet." Xander whispered in his 
ear as he thrust in a mere millimeter by millimeter 
dragging the torture out. Finally he was all the way in, his 
balls making a soft smacking sound as they hit against 



Spike's cool flesh. "What do you think?"  
 
Think? He couldn't think. Xander's cock was buried in his 
ass. He was finally breached and full and he wanted 
nothing more than for Xander to start moving. "Please 
luv." He whispered, thrusting back onto Xander's dick as 
he begged. "Please fuck me. Fast and hard, slow and 
sweet. Whatever you want. Just move!"  
 
Xander chuckled silently as he slowly pulled out of Spike. 
He moved as slow as he could given his own desire to 
immediately plunge back into the suctioning cavern of his 
lover's channel. But from the moaning and thrashing 
Spike was doing below him, he knew that his lover felt 
every scrape of his cock along the way. Once he was 
almost completely out, he oh so slowly pushed back in. 
Continuing the slow rhythm until Spike began to beg 
once more.  
 
"Luv touch me please!" Spike begged, his own hands had 
been pumping his cock furiously, but he longed for 
Xander's warm touch. The moment he felt Xander's 
hands on him he took his own and braced them against 
the floor, pushing up to meet Xan's downward thrusts. 
"Xan please. God please. Too much. Not enough. 
Need…need. Gah!" Xander thrust down harshly poking 



his hard cock at Spike's prostate.  
 
Xander could feel that Spike was close. And on impulse 
he reached down and bit sharply at Spike's shoulder. The 
vampire cried out and spilled all over Xander's hand and 
the pillow. His anus contracting around Xander as his 
orgasm washed through him.  
 
Xander stilled for a few moments, waiting for Spike to 
return to him. When Spike realized that Xander had still 
not come, he wiggled his ass in tempation. "Hard and fast 
luv?"  
 
"Fuck yeah." Xander panted harshly as he finally began to 
pound into his lover. He licked the few drops of blood 
still welling on Spike's shoulders and whispered a husky 
"mine" into Spike's ear. The vampire shuddered. He 
loved it when his mate reclaimed him. He loved that 
Xander felt so strongly for him.  
 
Spike began to rhythmically tighten his muscles on each 
of Xan's downward thrusts. A minute later and he was 
rewarded with Xander's harsh pants and hot semen.  
 
Xander rolled slowly off Spike, wrapping his arms around 
his lover and pulling him to his chest. They snuggled for a 



few moments. Spike leaning up to kiss Xander gently, 
before getting up to shower and dress for the day.  
 
***  
 
Dawn was fighting back the tears that threatened as 
Glory's minions tied her to the top of the tower. When 
she'd first climbed the stair and reached the top, she 
gave an involuntary shudder as she looked back down at 
the ground. There was no way she'd survive a fall from 
this tower, and so had no choice but to obey when they 
had brought the chains out.  
 
"You won't get away with this. Buffy's gonna save me." 
Dawn quietly informed the goddess.  
 
Glory only smiled at her, infuriating Dawn even more.  
 
"She's gonna kick your bony ass!" Dawn screamed.  
 
"Tsk. Tsk. Watch your mouth little girl. Didn't your sister 
teach you any manners?" Glory turned to leave, ordering 
a few minions to stay and watch the key. "I'll be back 
sweetie. Don't wait up." And then she was gone.  
 
***  



 
Xander was scared. He knew that Spike was the only one 
who could really protect Dawn once they got there, Buffy 
would be too busy with Glory, but he feared for his love. 
He heard and echoed Spike's promise to protect Dawn 
until the end of the world, and Xander knew that they 
would never break that promise.  
 
He hefted his sword more comfortably on his shoulder 
and snorted. Their weapons seemed so small and 
useless. How could they fight a hell god? He felt Spike's 
cool hand on his shoulder, then clasping his one free 
hand.  
 
Without looking at each other they knew. Whether they 
could or not wasn't the point. They had to.  
 
***  
 
"Spike!" Xander cried as he saw his lover bound up the 
stairs of the tower. "Please God." He murmured softly as 
he continued to fight the minions surrounding him, 
protecting the girls as best he could.  
 
Then he saw Glory and Buffy fighting and kicking their 
way up the tower as well. Mentally he shouted to his 



lover to watch out, be prepared. Glancing up 
momentarily to catch a glimpse of black as it swirled in 
the wind at the top of Glory's crazy contraption. His heart 
caught in his throat when he noticed a third figure there 
as well.  
 
The scream echoed harshly, bouncing off the walls as he 
saw Spike fall lifeless from the tower. In a cold fury he 
attacked and killed all the minions in his path until finally 
he was there. Kneeling by Spike's side, sobbing openly at 
the unconscious figure laying before him. His whole body 
going numb while he waited for his lover to turn to dust.  
 
His attention was caught momentarily by a flash of light 
above him. The Gate, he thought. Glory's opening the 
Gate. He couldn't summon the heart to care. If his love 
was dead, what would it matter if all the demons of the 
universe descended on top of him now?  
 
"It's happening luv." Spike whispered. "I failed."  
 
Xander's heart flipped at the sound of Spike's voice. 
Quickly he turned back to reassure him. "No Spike. You 
did everything you could. We all did." And then he 
lowered his lips to Spike's in one final kiss. "I love you." 
He whispered, looking back up at the Gate he wondered 



if this were their last moments together.  
 
But then the Gate flashed once more and collapsed into 
itself. Xander watched in fascination until he realized that 
one final body was hurling out of the Gate before it 
closed. "No!"  
 
Buffy's body lay crumpled only a few feet away. The Gate 
closed, Glory dead. But at what price? Xander's tears 
flowed freely. He looked down to see tears shining in 
Spike's eyes as well. Reaching out they held each other 
fiercely while the rest of the scoobies came out staring at 
the body of their friend in shock.  
 
Where do they go from here?  

 
 
 
 
 

12 Grief and Love 

Xander stood dry eyed and still as the casket was 
lowered to the ground. What was wrong with him? He'd 
cried ten times a day this past week, but now, NOW, 



when he really should be crying, nothing. He shook his 
head, lowering his eyes to the ground before his feet.  
 
He felt the gentle pressure as Spike wrapped his waist in 
a one armed embrace. The vampire's eyes shining with 
wetness, only made Xander that much more frustrated 
with himself. What was wrong with him?  
 
Dawn's sobs were loud and heart wrenching. She stood 
in between Willow and Tara, supported on both sides. 
Giles stood a little behind the three, his eyes dark and 
incredibly sad. He'd lost a daughter in Buffy. And Xander 
knew that if anyone blamed themselves for Buffy's death 
it would be Giles, her ex-watcher.  
 
The funeral ended. Xander closed his eyes and leant into 
Spike's cool body. Was it time to go home yet? Could 
they just leave? No. They would follow the girls back to 
the Summers home and do the meet and greet for all the 
guests. They couldn't, wouldn't leave the rest of the gang 
to deal with it.  
 
Resignedly he reopened his eyes and pulled away from 
Spike. As they turned to walk back toward the car, 
Spike's hand shot out and took hold of his. Giving silent 
but understanding support. Xander held on for dear life.  



 
As he walked he glanced around him at the other guests 
heading back to their cars. Did they think it strange that 
the funeral was held at night? Or was it just another 
Sunnydale phenomenon to be ignored? Nobody had 
asked. And it wasn't as if the scoobies were going to 
volunteer information.  
 
They trudged up the hill, finally reaching their car. Xander 
slid into the passenger side, not wanting to think enough, 
function enough to drive the few blocks it would take. 
Spike started the car without a word. Only taking 
Xander's hand once more after they'd cleared the 
cemetery gates.  
 
Arriving at the Summers home, they saw that the house 
was already full. They had a plethora of casseroles and 
other buffet type items out on the dining room table. It 
seemed that every neighbor and otherwise clueless 
resident of Sunnydale had thought a potpie or a 
pineapple upside down cake would somehow make 
everything better.  
 
Xander wanted to cry out with frustration. Instead he 
walked toward Dawnie and just held his arms open. She 
flew into them, sobbing on his shoulder struggling to 



catch her breath. He ran gentle fingers through her long 
shining hair, and cooed words of comfort in her ear. All 
the time feeling numb and lifeless himself. Where were 
his tears?  
 
The rest of the night was spent mingling. Excepting 
condolences, answering questions. Finally, finally the 
guests left, leaving in their wake silence and a sad sense 
of relief. At least this part was over. Were they supposed 
to get on with their lives now?  
 
Xander and Spike helped the girls clean up the house. 
Throwing almost everything they could away. Nobody 
wanted to keep any reminders of why the food and 
desserts had been given. They didn't need any.  
 
Exhausted Spike and Xander headed home. It was after 
one in the morning, and they had just kissed the girls 
goodnight and left Giles to watch over them. They 
climbed in to the car, still silent. Reaching home they 
plodded up the stairs, neither one wanting to take the 
time to wait for the elevator.  
 
Xander stripped bare the second they entered the 
bedroom. He was cold, but felt trapped in his clothes. So 
naked, he slipped under the covers, drawing the sheet up 



to his chin. He was shaking when Spike followed him.  
 
Immediately Spike pulled Xander into his embrace, 
rubbing his arms up and down the boy's back and arms, 
cooing softly.  
 
"It's okay, you can cry now luv." Spike whispered in his 
ear. The first full sentence either of them had spoken 
that day.  
 
And like a dam he burst. His voice exploded in a keening 
wail, shudders wracked his body. Spike only continued to 
coo softly, purring now and then, and rocking him gently.  
 
His crying tapered slowly. His voice was hoarse and his 
throat felt raw. "She's gone Spike." His head shook in 
denial. "Why? How…how are we supposed to go on? 
What's going to happen now?"  
 
Spike petted Xander's hair, still rocking him gently. "Life 
Xan. Life happens now." He whispered the words in 
Xander's ear, giving it a gentle kiss before continuing. 
"We go on, because we have to. Because we made a 
promise and I intend to keep it." He continued to stroke 
Xander's hair, a familiar and comforting gesture. "Buffy 
asked us to live. And so we will."  



 
They lay together for several minutes, Xander's breathing 
returning to normal, his eyes drying. He leaned up to give 
Spike a chaste kiss on the lips, and whisper a quiet "thank 
you" before resettling on his chest. And as dawn drew 
near they both quietly slipped into the oblivion of sleep.  
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1 Happy Anniversary, Luv 

Xander entered the apartment, throwing his keys onto 
the small table by the door. It had been a long day at 
work, and he'd barely had time to stop and pickup his 
purchase before the store closed.  
 
The apartment was quiet, though he could smell the 
tangy scent of marinara sauce permeating the air. 
"Spike?" He poked his head in the kitchen but didn't find 
anything but simmering pots of pasta and red sauce.  
 
His next stop was the bedroom, but as he made his way 
out of the kitchen he heard the click of the stereo go on. 
He veered off toward the living room instead, finding his 
lover waiting for him.  
 



Xander caught his breath. Spike was decked out in black 
slacks that hung low on his hips. His usual black t-shirt 
was covered with what looked like a smooth black silk 
dress shirt, open of course so that Xander could see the 
taut muscles the t-shirt clung to. As Xander's eyes swept 
lower he noticed that Spike's feet were bare, and for 
some reason it made him smile.  
 
Only Spike could create such a look of relaxed abandon 
wearing slacks and a silk t-shirt. The goofy grin spread as 
his lover opened his arms and whispered a quiet, "Happy 
Anniversary, luv." Xander quickly moved into the 
embrace and they both fell into a soft but passionate 
kiss.  
 
"Happy Anniversary, Spike." Xander answered as soon as 
they'd pulled apart. He gave Spike another quick peck on 
the lips before releasing him completely. Running a hand 
through his hair, he realized that he was seriously under 
dressed for this party. "Sorry I'm late." He gave Spike a 
sheepish grin.  
 
"No worries luv. Go clean up and I'll get supper on the 
table."  
 
Xander hurried to the bedroom and grabbed a clean set 



of clothes before heading for the shower. He made sure 
to transfer the package from his jeans pocket to his 
slacks before dumping his dirty clothes into the laundry 
basket by the door. He could hear Spike humming along 
to the radio while he clattered around the kitchen, and 
the goofy grin spread across his face again.  
 
Spike was happy. As he set the table and put out the 
food, he realized that he could actually make the 
statement and believe it. He didn't think that was 
something he could ever have said before. Spike made 
sure to light the candles and turn down the overheads. 
He wanted to set the mood not that he and his Xanpet 
needed it, but it was a special occasion after all.  
 
They had a quiet dinner, stealing food from each other's 
plates and quick kisses now and then. Until the kisses 
weren't enough anymore and the plates were 
abandoned in favor of 'dessert'.  
 
Stumbling into the bedroom, Spike tugged on Xander's 
shirt until it was free of his pants. With infinitesimal 
patience, Spike undid each of Xander's buttons until he 
could slide the shirt off his lover's body without damage. 
Xander helped the process along by unbuttoning and 
lowering his slacks. By the time Xander had removed his 
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pants, Spike had already stripped down and lay naked on 
top of the bed covers. The sight he made had Xander's 
mouth watering.  
 
He crawled up Spike's body running his fingers lightly 
over cool skin, causing the vampire to shiver. Spike could 
feel the small hairs on his body rise, as if reaching out for 
a firmer touch from his lover. He groaned in impatience, 
until Xander finally covered his mouth with his own. They 
kissed for long minutes. Xander's tongue weaving in and 
out of Spike's mouth. Running the hot muscle over 
Spike's teeth, paying special attention to the now 
elongated fangs.  
 
Spike's cock twitched and tapped at Xander's stomach. 
Causing the younger man to break the kiss and grin 
hungrily down at the vampire. "Do you want something 
Spike?" Xander teased.  
 
"Always luv." Was the quick reply.  
 
Xander kissed him again, and then snaked back down his 
body. When he reached the wet tip of Spike's penis he 
flicked his tongue out to collect the next drop. Spike 
moaned, and bit down into his bottom lip. The blood 
trickling on to his tongue an unnecessary aphrodisiac.  



 
Spike's hips thrust almost lazily into Xan's mouth. The 
motion a reflex reaction to the familiar sensation of 
having Xander's warmth surrounding him. Soon he was 
tugging on Xander's hair, silently begging him to spur 
their lovemaking on.  
 
Xander was more than happy to comply. He reached out 
for the lube they kept in the nightstand drawer, finding it 
easily. Coating his fingers in the slick substance he 
reached down to play with Spike's small opening. 
Running his thumb back and forth over the aperture he 
delighted in the shudders that rent his lover's body. 
Deciding to take pity on his vamp, he pushed one digit in 
as he brought his mouth down to lave at one of Spike's 
distended nipples.  
 
"Love your touch Xan." Spike breathed out.  
 
And Xander marveled at the effect he had on his lover. A 
second finger came into play as he continued his assault 
on Spike's nubbin. Biting down he pulled and worried at 
the nipple until Spike was nearly crying from the sharp, 
but oh so good, pain he created. And then he moved to 
the other nipple.  
 



Finally, after several more minutes and a third finger, 
Spike was stretched and begging for Xander to take him. 
Pulling his fingers out, Xander reached for the small tube 
once more. He coated his cock, taking care not to over-
stimulate the already painfully engorged member. He 
was careful to keep hold of Spike's gaze as he slipped the 
head in, and then slowly pushed all the way through until 
his balls were resting against the pale globes of Spike's 
ass.  
 
He loved the look in his lover's eyes as he filled him. The 
blue speckled with gold only one expression of the 
intense emotion Spike felt. They made love slowly. 
Xander slipping in and out with a single- minded focus. 
Intent on pleasuring Spike as much as humanly possible. 
Spike pushing up to meet each of Xander's thrusts.  
 
Although he never told Xander this, Spike loved these 
bouts of passion the most. The slow and steady way his 
lover pushed into him. The naked emotion he saw etched 
across Xander's face as he focused on Spike's pleasure 
instead of his own. The sweet ache of his own emotions 
as love, want, and need for Xander suffused his body.  
 
Spike felt the nudge at his inner gland and knew it was 
too much. His balls tightened, and his sac rose. His cock 



filling and then pumping out the sticky evidence of their 
lovemaking. He felt his ass tighten around Xander's cock 
with each pump, and heard his lover groan at the feel of 
it. Then he felt Xander's own cock twitch and coat his 
inner walls with spent seed.  
 
They kissed until Xander softened and pulled out. Sighing 
contentedly he nestled into Spike's embrace and fell into 
a light doze. A few hours later he woke, happy and sated. 
Spike was asleep beneath him and he smiled at the 
picture of debauched innocence his vampire possessed. 
Slowly he extracted himself from his lover's embrace, 
searching the floor for his discarded slacks. Reaching into 
the pocket he pulled out the small box there.  
 
"What are you doing luv?" The sleepy query floated from 
the bed.  
 
"Just getting your present Spike." Xander answered, 
slipping back under the covers.  
 
"Pressie? You got me a pressie Xan?" Spike looked like he 
couldn't decide between bouncing and pouting at the 
idea. "I thought we weren't doing pressies this year Xan."  
 
"Well, this is sort of a present for both you and me." 



Xander hedged.  
 
Spike wiped the last vestiges of sleep from his brow. 
Focusing on the now blushing man before him. "What is 
it Xan?"  
 
Slowly Xander unfolded his hands to reveal the small box 
he held. "Spike." Xander's eyes were focused on the box 
rather than his lover. "I…I love you."  
 
"Know that pet. Love you too." Spike prodded him.  
 
"I know. It's just that…well I thought it was time, you 
know…Demons know, but I want everyone to know." 
Xander was stumbling over his words. "Vamps, they can 
sense the bite, but humans…I just thought it'd be nice to, 
you know…make it official?" Xander's last statement 
ended in more of a question than anything else.  
 
"Official luv?"  
 
Xander reached over with his other hand and opened the 
small box. In it sat two platinum bands. "Spike, do you 
wanna marry me?"  
 
Spike was speechless. A state he didn't find himself in 



very often. "How?" His mind was reeling with the fact 
that Xander must have been planning this for quite 
sometime since both bands were etched to match and he 
was sure already sized to fit each of them. "Why - ?" He 
cut the question off immediately when he saw his lover's 
face crumble. "Bloody hell, YES!" Spike pulled Xander to 
him, and crushed their lips together.  
 
When they pulled apart, Xander's expression was still 
anxious. "Spike, you don't have to - "  
 
Spike cut him off with another kiss. "I know that luv. 
Course I want to. How could you think I wouldn't?"  
 
"Don't know. Thought maybe you'd think it was a stupid 
human custom or something." Xander shrugged.  
 
"Xan, anything that lets the world know that you are 
mine is bloody brilliant. Vampire luv, remember? We're a 
possessive lot." Spike wrestled the boy back into his 
embrace. Kissing the crown of his head, Spike ordered 
the boy back to sleep. "Now rest luv. We'll go over the 
details tomorrow."  
 
"'Kay. Night Spike. Love you."  
 



"Night Xan. Happy Anniversary, luv."  
 
They fell asleep together. Xander reveling in the feelings 
Spike's answer evoked. Spike wondering at the feelings 
Xander's question engendered.  

 
 
 
 
 

2 Visiting Friends 

He tried to come at least once a month. Just to talk. He 
wanted to make sure she knew what was happening in 
their lives, and how much they missed her.  
 
He always replaced the flowers in the small vase they 
kept by the marker. They'd usually wilted and browned 
weeks before he got there. Unless Dawnie or Wills had 
come by recently. He knew each of them had their own 
visiting cycles. Even Spike occasionally stopped by.  
 
"Hey Buff." Xander sat cross-legged on the ground. "How 
are things in the great beyond?" He asked as he got 
comfortable. It was almost always his first question, just 



to break the ice.  
 
"I've got some pretty big news this time Buff. Last night 
was my three year anniversary with Spike. Did you know 
that? You probably didn't. Why would you? It's not like 
you wrote down the date or anything. Besides, how 
would you even know what day we chose to celebrate as 
the beginning of our relationship?" Xander mused. "It 
was the day Willow's spell went wacky by the way. It's 
not like we could really pinpoint any other time that we 
actually started 'dating'." Xander did the air quotes 
around the last word.  
 
Xander sighed and fingered the empty space on the ring 
finger of his left hand. "I asked him to marry me last 
night." The words were spoken quietly and followed by a 
self-deprecating chuckle. "Can you believe it? Me." He 
pointed at himself. "Mister commitment phobia, and I 
asked him for forever…well relatively speaking."  
 
For some inexplicable reason Xander felt it necessary to 
lean forward, as if Buffy would hear him better. "But I did 
it. And I know what you're thinking." He leaned back 
once again and sighed. "I know you never approved. 
Oh…never outright disapproval or anything, you were 
always really good about that by the way. But I know you 



always wondered 'why Spike?' But if you could just see 
him now Buff. If you knew how much he'd changed. How 
much he's made me change. How good he is. And how 
much we love each other. I know you'd understand." 
Now he looked up toward heaven. "I hope you do 
understand."  
 
Xander sat quietly for a few minutes. Then gathering 
himself up he stood to go. He placed a soft kiss on two 
fingers and then gently laid them on her headstone. "We 
miss you Buffy. I hope wherever you are you get to laugh, 
and love, and be happy for change. You deserve it." Then 
he turned and walked out of the cemetery toward home.  
 
He never noticed the bleached blonde vamp step out of 
the shadows toward the grave. Placing a small spray of 
wildflowers in with the arrangement Xander had 
brought, Spike nodded a greeting. "Slayer."  
 
He sat down on the grass in the same spot his lover had 
just vacated. "The boy's right you know. You do deserve 
that much, at least. But if you ever tell anyone I said that, 
I'll deny it."  
 
"Bit's doin' alright. Had that talk I told you about last 
time. Her grades are starting to go back up again. And 



her fightin' skills are definitely improving. Not that I'd let 
her take on anything really dangerous mind you, but just 
in case yeah?" Spike always liked to make sure Buffy 
knew that Dawn was safe and cared for. The last promise 
she'd extracted from him before her fall.  
 
Spike leaned back, resting his weight on his down turned 
palms. He let his gaze travel over the night sky as he 
spoke. "Guess you already know the whelp proposed last 
night. For a minute I didn't know what to make of it. 
Didn't know what to say. It's still hard sometimes. To 
believe that he loves me. That he'll keep loving me." 
Spike shook his head. "Bloody ponce I am."  
 
"And then he goes and does this." Spike stopped his 
perusal of the heavens to stare at the headstone before 
him. "He says he wants everyone to know. Wants the 
world to know that we're mates. That he's mine. That I'm 
his." Changing position once again, he leaned forward. 
"Whatever else you think…I want you to know that I do 
love him. Told you once I was love's bitch." He smirked. 
"Guess now I'll just be Xander's."  
 
Abruptly he stood, his duster swirling around his calves. 
"Gotta go. Meeting the whelp at the witches." And he 
strode off into the night.  



 
***  
 
"Oh my god!" Both Dawn and Willow exclaimed at nearly 
the same time. Dawn jumped up to hug both boys, 
grinning from ear to ear.  
 
"Finally! It took you guys like forever." She admonished 
them.  
 
Willow on the other hand felt as if everything was 
happening too fast. She walked slowly up to Xander 
throwing her arms around him, and then stepping back 
to look him over. "My little Xander. All grown up." She 
gave him a watery smile.  
 
"Don't cry Wills." Xander gave her another hug and then 
looked around her to the blonde witch still sitting on the 
couch. "Tara?" He prodded her gently. "What do you 
think?"  
 
"It's wonderful Xander, Spike. Anyone can see that you 
two belong together." She gave them each a shy smile.  
 
"So Red when are you and Glinda gonna tie the knot?" 
Spike teased. "Maybe we can have a double."  



 
"Spike!" Willow slapped him on the arm. "Tara and I are 
very happy just as we are." She turned toward her lover. 
"Right baby?"  
 
"Right sweetie." Tara's smile widened when faced with 
Willow.  
 
"Now stop changing the subject." Willow turned back to 
the boys. "Have you thought about the ceremony? Who's 
gonna do it? Where are you going to have it? Have you 
set the date yet?"  
 
"Woah! Slow down Wills." Xander motioned for them all 
to sit. "I just asked him last night. We haven't had time to 
make all the plans yet." Xander looked over at Spike and 
gave him a loving smile, before turning back toward his 
best friend. "But I do know who I want as my best man, 
er…person." He gave Willow a querying look.  
 
"Eee!" Willow squealed. "Of course I'll do it!" Then her 
brow scrunched in concern. "You are asking me right? 
You weren't talking about someone else right?" She 
babbled.  
 
Xander couldn't resist leaning forward and giving her a 



quick peck on the cheek. "Yes, you wacky wicca. I was 
asking you."  
 
"Goodie." Willow answered.  
 
"Ahem." Spike wanted to get everyone's attention. "I 
know who I want to be my best…person also." He turned 
toward Dawn as he spoke.  
 
"ME?!" The word was squeaked out. And then Dawn was 
across the room, throwing her arms around the vampire. 
"I'll make sure you're not sorry! Thank you, thank you, 
thank you."  
 
"OOOH! Does this mean we get to plan the bachelor 
parties?" Willow exclaimed.  
 
"Bachelor parties?" Xander repeated.  
 
"Well, yeah of course." Dawn answered. "I can plan 
Spike's and Willow can plan Xander's."  
 
"Why can't we just have one party for the both of us?" 
Spike asked.  
 
"That's not how it works!" Willow rebuked. "You can't go 



against tradition."  
 
Spike smirked at her. "Pet, I think the fact that Xan's 
marrying a man, that also happens to be a vampire, may 
already be doing that." He smiled at his lover, who smiled 
back one of his goofy grins.  
 
"Doesn't count." Willow stated absently, already working 
on ideas for the party. "Now you two shoo. Dawn and I 
have some major planning to do."  
 
The boys were ushered out of the house, finding 
themselves standing on the front stoop before they knew 
what was happening. Shrugging, they shared a brief kiss 
before heading home.  

 
 
 
 
 

3 Fittings 

Xander was just wrapping the cummerbund around his 
waist when Spike walked in. He looked up at his lover, 
soon to be husband, and smiled.  



 
"I don't think we're supposed to see each other in our 
tuxes before the wedding Spike." Xander admonished 
him.  
 
Spike just stood a few feet away and raked Xan over with 
his eyes. Xander in a tux was a marvelous sight to behold. 
Without the jacket on he could see the tight dress shirt 
hugging his biceps as he maneuvered the silk around his 
waist. Spike felt his cock twitch in his own trousers and 
reached down to adjust himself.  
 
Spike's tongue peaked out to wet his lips before 
speaking. "You're bloody gorgeous Xan." He whispered as 
he walked toward his fiance.  
 
Xander gulped. He could see the hard bulge in Spike's 
pants and began calculating the cost of any damage they 
were about to do to the tuxes they were wearing. The 
predatory way Spike was stalking him gave away the fact 
that he wasn't getting out of that room without a good 
hard shag.  
 
Spike saw Xander's eyes dart toward the dressing room 
door. "Don't worry luv, I've locked it good and tight." His 
voice was husky as he made his way over to the dark 



haired man. "No one's going to bother us Xan."  
 
"Spike!" Xander backed away slightly, holding his hands 
out in front of him. "These are expensive tuxedos…" His 
voice trailed off as Spike reached out to grab him around 
the waist and haul him into his embrace.  
 
Xander's reluctance dissipated as Spike brought their lips 
together. He could always get lost in Spike's kisses. They 
were somehow soft and rough at the same time. And 
they always carried a sort of urgent need in them.  
 
"Mmm..ungh." Xander's happy sigh turned into a grunt of 
arousal as Spike thrust his groin into Xander's hip. 
Xander's own cock was beginning to fill and he felt the 
first delicious tingles that came with the knowledge that 
Spike would soon be inside him. His own hips began 
slowly thrusting into his lover as Spike's hands came up 
to unbutton him dress shirt.  
 
For his part, Xander was already reaching down to 
unbutton and unzip Spike from his trousers. Their clothes 
slid off with practiced ease, Spike keeping hold of 
Xander's cummerband, an evil smirk on his lips.  
 
"Spike?" Xander's expression was one of confusion. 



"What are you doing?"  
 
"Hmm?" Spike let out the question in between nibbles on 
Xander's neck. "What's that luv?"  
 
"What are you doing?" Xander tried again. "What's with 
my cummerband?"  
 
"Oh this?" Spike held up the silky material absently, his 
lips now trailing down to one of Xander's nipples.  
 
"Yesssss." Xander's answer turned into a hiss as Spike 
took a nipple in his mouth, gently licking then biting 
down on the pebbled flesh. While Xander was distracted, 
Spike's other hand came up slowly, the soft silk wrapped 
around it like a glove. He reached out and began to drag 
the material over Xander's other nipple causing the man 
to cry out and arch into the touch. "Fuck!"  
 
"Like that luv?" Spike smirked at him.  
 
"Plrgl." Xander answered. Spike's smirk got wider.  
 
Slowly Spike began to run his silk covered hand all over 
Xander's sensitive body. He made sure to rub each nipple 
gently, and was rewarded with quiet shudders from his 



partner.  
 
Xander's eyes remained closed the entire time. He was 
enjoying the fact that he had no idea where Spike was 
going to touch him next. His cock was so hard from the 
very idea that he thought he might explode if Spike got 
anywhere near his crotch with that heavenly silk. 
Suddenly Xander gasped, almost falling to his knees as 
Spike swiped the silk band over his puckered opening.  
 
Spike caught Xander before he could fall. The reactions 
he was getting from Xander more than what he'd 
originally expected. But the idea that his boy was so 
aroused, so inflamed, that he couldn't even control his 
own body was enough to have Spike's own cock head 
weeping softly.  
 
"Gotta have you now luv." Spike whispered urgently into 
his ear as he pulled out a small tube from his discarded 
trousers. He quickly squirted some slick into the palm of 
his uncovered hand and began to rub it up and down 
Xander's crack.  
 
Slowly he pushed one digit in, twirling it around until 
Xander's muscles relaxed. He pulled out and squirted 
some more lube into his hand before inserting a second 



finger. "Yes Spike, more." Xander breathed out as Spike's 
fingers began to scissor inside of him. His hips began 
thrusting backward onto the questing fingers.  
 
Spike began to pepper Xander's back with soft kisses as 
he continued to widen his opening. Xander's body was 
going into sensory overload. His back was arching into 
Spike's lips, begging for more contact, while his hips were 
desperately thrusting down onto the wriggling fingers 
inside him.  
 
"Spike!" Xander cried out as Spike began to finger his 
prostate.  
 
"Please." He was nearly weeping for more.  
 
Spike pulled his fingers out, and then positioned himself 
at Xander's entrance. He pushed the head of his penis 
toward the hole and reveled in Xander's moans before 
pushing the tip through the tight ring of muscle. He 
pulled out quickly and then began to run the head of his 
cock up and down Xander's crack until the boy nearly 
broke down.  
 
"Spike please!" Xander was on the verge of tears. "Fuck 
please! Don't tease me anymore. I need you inside. I 



need your cock in me. Please!" Xander was thrusting 
back trying to force the cock into his waiting hole.  
 
Finally Spike was back at his opening, pushing his way 
through. He sighed in happy contentment when he felt 
Spike's balls brush against his ass. He gritted his teeth, 
trying not to come as Spike began to slowly pull back out, 
then plunge back into his slick tunnel.  
 
Spike reached down and placed a soft kiss on Xander's 
neck, laving the area with his tongue. Xander shuddered 
and clenched his ass around Spike's girth. "Yeah luv. 
You're so tight around me." He continued to thrust in 
and out. "Feel so good. So warm and slick. So fucking 
incredible." Spike's voice was filled with awe and love.  
 
"Gonna cum soon Xan. Cum with me luv." Spike began to 
thrust faster, his hips slapping into Xander's sweaty flesh. 
His silk wrapped hand came around to grasp Xander's 
erection and pump.  
 
"Oh my god!" Xander cried. The feeling of the silk 
wrapping around his cock was incredible. Coupled with 
the sensation of being filled by Spike was too much. 
Xander began to cum, jetting out long streams of semen 
as he continued to flex and clench his muscles around 



Spike.  
 
Hearing his lover's cries, and feeling Xander's muscles 
clench pushed Spike over the edge. His cock pulsed and 
he began to fill Xander's ass with cool jets of cum. The 
shudders ceased and he collapsed, making sure to roll off 
of Xan before crushing him completely.  
 
They shared long lingering kisses, as Xan's heart rate 
slowed and returned to normal and Spike shook off his 
post-orgasmic haze. "So…you liked that did you?" Spike 
asked.  
 
Xander smiled and nodded vigorously. "It felt incredible. 
While you were rubbing me all over I couldn't stop 
wanting it everywhere. And then when you started 
pumping my cock, I couldn't believe the feeling! It was 
like being inside you. All silky, cool, and tight. And to 
have you inside me at the same time…" Xander's voice 
trailed off. He could already feel his cock twitching again, 
but they really needed to clean up and get home.  
 
"Come on." Spike stood and extended a hand to his love. 
"Let's get you home Xan."  
 
Slowly they changed back into their regular street 



clothes. Xander took a look at the ruined mess of his 
cummerband as he put the rest of his tuxedo back in the 
plastic. "Ugh. Spike, what are we going to do with this?"  
 
"We'll just buy it luv."  
 
"Obviously! It's not like they're going to want it back like 
that." Xander made a face.  
 
Spike smirked. "Well luv, buying it does come with at 
least one advantage."  
 
"What's that?"  
 
"We get to take it home with us."  
 
The light bulb in Xander's head click on, and he felt his 
face flush, even as he stuffed the silky band into his jeans 
pocket.  
 
"Next fitting we are so coming separately!" Xander 
admonished.  
 
Spike's smirk got bigger as he stared at his lover until 
Xander flushed again after realizing what he'd said. 



"Whatever you say luv." Spike answered as he strolled 
out of the dressing room door.  

 

4 Spike's Bachelor Party 

Dawn had rented out the Bronze for his party. Not that 
he had that many friends that would attend. But he knew 
that his Xanpet was having his party at the Bronze 
tomorrow and he supposed that they probably got some 
sort of deal for renting it out two nights in a row.  
 
Clem was there of course. He was at the bar munching 
on the snacks. Stuffing peanuts, chips, and pretzels into 
his mouth smiling all the while. Probably his only regret 
being that there wasn't a cable ready television inside 
the club.  
 
There were a few of Xander's mates here as well, and his 
too he supposed. Some of the crew from the 
construction site. Xander had long since come out of the 
closet, knowing that he wouldn't be able to hide a 
boyfriend like Spike and much too Spike's relief, not 
really wanting to.  
 
The men at work had been surprisingly understanding. 



Xander had always been well liked and considering some 
of the other things that went on around the hell mouth, a 
little gay sex wasn't going to wig out most of the crew.  
 
Spike smiled at his mental slip. He'd even begun talking 
like his lover in his head! He shook his head slightly not 
really minding the mental intrusion.  
 
"Hey Spike!" Dawn bounced over to him. The music was 
loud and she'd been dancing most of the night. Spike had 
been her partner for at least half the songs blasting from 
the speakers. "Are you having a good time?"  
 
"Course I am luv." He pecked her on the cheek. "Now, 
where's the rest of the entertainment?" He smacked his 
hands together, rubbing them in anticipation and 
throwing her a leering look.  
 
"Spike!" Dawn laughed at his display. "You know Xander 
wouldn't let us hire a stripper." She pouted, her lower lip 
jutting out cutely.  
 
"I know bit." Spike smiled reassuringly. "No worries." 
Spike wasn't about to complain, since he'd made the 
same demands to Willow for Xander's party.  
 



"But he did allow us one thing…" Dawn trailed off 
teasingly.  
 
Spike's eyebrow rose in query. "Yeah?"  
 
"Sit here!" She indicated a chair close to and facing the 
stage.  
 
Spike complied but the questioning look did not fade 
from his face. "What's going on bit?"  
 
"You'll see!" Dawn was bouncing across the room. Soon 
the lights in the bar dimmed, leaving the room in almost 
total darkness. Spike, of course was still able to see, but 
then the curtain closed and the stage was cutoff from his 
view.  
 
The speakers began to echo a loud beat, just as the 
curtains began to move. A lone figure stood on stage, still 
but for the slight swaying of hips to the music. Spike 
squinted trying to get a better look, as the curtains 
swayed open.  
 
Then a bright spotlight appeared, and Spike gave an 
involuntary gasp. Xander stood, head slightly downcast 
so that his bangs shadowed his face. His hard body was 



covered in brown leather pants, and a tight black mesh t-
shirt. Around his biceps were tied leather straps, and 
Spike could see the shiny metal of twin nipple rings 
sparkling in the spotlight.  
 
Xander continued to sway to the music, finding the beat 
and letting it take over. He lifted his head and his gaze 
zeroed in on his lover, and he smiled.  
 
The grin that Xander gave Spike was not his customary 
goofy grin. Spike felt himself hardening at the predatory 
look Xander sported. The music was sultry and Xander 
moved like sex incarnate. He danced around the stage, 
letting his hands wander up and down his body. The tight 
leather pants doing nothing to hide the large bulge 
threatening to rip the trousers open.  
 
Spike could hear whistles and catcalls coming from the 
other men in the room, but nothing penetrated the haze 
surrounding him. His whole being was focused on his 
Xanpet and everything else was just background noise.  
 
He groaned when Xander ripped his shirt in two, 
throwing the offending garment off. His body was shiny, 
making Spike wonder if he'd slicked himself down with 
oil first. The thought made Spike's cock leak with envy.  
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Xander rubbed his hands up and down his exposed chest. 
Suddenly his right hand shot up to grab and twist one of 
the nipple rings. His head fell back in pain and pleasure 
as the stinging sensation coursed through his body. 
Without meaning to, Spike bit down hard on his bottom 
lip drawing blood.  
 
Music crashed louder as Xander continued his dance. 
Both his nipples were red and engorged. Xander's face 
was shiny with sweat, and Spike could smell the 
pheromones coming off him in waves. Spike gave an 
involuntary thrust of his hips when Xander reached down 
to his waistband and pulled. The pants ripping in two, 
velcro tearing open down the sides.  
 
Xander stood on stage, slick with oil and sweat, in 
nothing more than a small black thong and two shiny 
nipple rings. As the music died down, Xander found 
Spike's eyes with his own. His tongue peaked out to lick 
his lips invitingly, just before the club was plunged into 
darkness once more.  
 
When the lights came back on, Spike sat immobile in his 
chair. He wondered if he bothered to move, whether he 
would just cum in his pants. It was a possibility even if he 



didn't bother to move, he thought.  
 
"Wow! That was amazing!" Clem was excitedly munching 
on some chips as he strode toward Spike. "I didn't know 
Xander could dance!" The statement sounded like an 
admonishment to Spike for not sharing the information.  
 
Spike remained silent through most of Clem's praises. 
Finally realizing that Spike wasn't joined in the 
conversation Clem turned a concerned eye on his friend. 
"Spike buddy. You okay?"  
 
But before Spike could answer, Dawn came racing up to 
the pair. "So? What'd you think?" She asked, almost 
breathless from her race across the room. "It's not 
exactly tradition to have your fiance at your bachelor 
party, but…let's face it. There's nothing traditional about 
you and Xander." She smiled at the vampire.  
 
"Where…is…he?" The vampire managed to spit out 
between gritted teeth. He was so hard he hurt. And he 
really didn't think he'd be able to make it home, let alone 
across the room without doing something about it.  
 
"Xander?" Dawn asked, then quickly answered when she 
saw the look on Spike's face. "He's in the backroom, 



changing I think." She would have thought that Spike was 
angry, but she knew that look. Being around Spike and 
Xander for the past three years had made her intimately 
aware of the looks each man sported when they were 
ready to well…burst. She giggled at her own double 
entendre, but Spike didn't hear it as he was already 
halfway across the room.  
 
"Oh! One more thing!" She called after him. He paused in 
his stride but did not turn around. "Xan made me 
promise you'd return the favor!" She giggled again.  
 
Spike only nodded before continuing his single-minded 
pursuit of the man he was soon to marry. When he 
reached the dressing room door, he didn't bother to 
knock. He burst into the room, only to find his lover 
languidly reclining on the couch, still wearing nothing but 
a thong, some jewelry, and a smile.  
 
"What took you so long?" The goofy grin was back.  

 
 
 
 
 



5 The Consequences of a Strip Tease 

Xander's cock was straining against the thin material of 
the thong, stretching it taut over his throbbing flesh. He 
was seriously thinking of just reaching down and 
relieving himself when Spike finally burst into the room.  
 
"What took you so long?" He smiled at the feral creature 
before him, raking his eyes up and down the cool body, 
stopping to study the prominent bulge for a few seconds.  
 
"Where'd you learn to do that luv?" Spike strode across 
the room. "And why haven't you shared before now?" He 
demanded.  
 
Xander sat up straighter, adjusting the thong so it 
wouldn't inch too far up his crack. Spike straddled his 
legs, leaving them face to face. Spike leaned forward just 
enough to brush their lips together. Pulling back he 
stared straight into his lover's eyes. "That was a beautiful 
surprise pet. What else do you have for me tonight?" He 
reached down to cup and knead Xan's groin as he asked.  
 
"Unghhh." Xander thrust up wordlessly begging for more 
pressure.  
 



"Well?" Spike withdrew his hand and favored Xander 
with a raised eyebrow. "Are you going to answer my 
question?"  
 
Huh? Question? Xander whimpered. Was there a 
question? He tried to pull Spike's hand back down to his 
cock, but the vampire was too strong. Ineffectual thrusts 
toward Spike's equally hard erection also left Xander 
wanting. "Question?" He finally blurted out.  
 
Spike smirked. He loved the effect he had on Xander. The 
way his boy would lose all thought, all coherency 
whenever they were this close. He couldn't resist 
bending forward to lightly lick the twin puncture marks 
on Xan's neck. The boy moaned and his head lolled to the 
side baring his neck further. "Please." He begged, but 
Spike pulled away once more.  
 
Xander felt the sticky wash of his precum coating the 
inside of the thong he wore. He shook his head trying to 
ignore the incessant ache in his groin, only to catch the 
last few words of Spike's question.  
 
"…to dance like that?"  
 
"Dance?" Xander murmured, trying to lean forward far 



enough to get a bit of Spike skin in between his teeth. 
But again he was rebuffed. Damn that vampire! He grit 
his teeth instead. "Oxnard, I told you." He spit the words 
out fast before diving back in to try for another nibble.  
 
Spike pushed him away gently, although he did concede 
enough to move forward in Xander's lap allowing their 
hard cocks to rub up against each other. "No luv. You 
didn't tell me." His look was one of quiet puzzlement. 
"When were you in Oxnard?"  
 
Xander thought back to his return from the ill fated road 
trip. It was a little difficult to do, considering that he now 
had a hard vampire shallowly thrusting against him. He 
remembered telling the gang what had happened, at 
least some of it, and was sure that he'd explained about 
the strip club. Then the light bulb clicked on. Spike hadn't 
been there! It was before he'd been chipped. Before he'd 
become one of the gang.  
 
"It was the summer after graduation. I wanted to take a 
road trip, but my car decided to take a vacation instead. I 
ended up in Oxnard with no way out. Worked for the 
Fabulous Ladies Night Club to pay for repairs."  
 
"They hired you as a stripper?!" Spike was incredulous. 



He knew how sexy his boy could be, but he was also 
aware and grateful of the fact that most others couldn't. 
All they saw was the goofy kid.  
 
"No. I mostly washed dishes and worked behind the bar." 
He thought back to the club and his nights there. It 
hadn't been all that bad. The people he'd worked with 
had been decent, and it was really only the depression 
following the idea that his trip had been a bust that had 
really bothered him. "But one night one of the strippers 
called in sick…" He trailed off, shrugging his shoulders.  
 
"Why didn't you ever tell me that story before?" Spike 
asked quietly.  
 
Xander shrugged again. "Didn't like talking about it. I 
remember telling Buffy that there was no power on this 
earth that could get me to tell her what happened that 
summer." His smile seemed a little forced to Spike.  
 
"Why's that luv?" Spike prompted.  
 
"Cause I knew how they'd react, Buffy and Wills." Xander 
was looking away now. Spike could feel the boy's arousal 
ebbing. "I knew they loved me. But they would've just 
laughed or tried not to, at least. The idea that clumsy, 



goofy Xander could be somebody's sex object was just 
not something anyone would've been prepared to 
believe."  
 
Spike slowly climbed off Xander's lap, seating himself on 
the couch beside his lover. He moved them around until 
he was now the one reclining against the arm, and 
Xander was ensconced in his arms seated between his 
spread legs. His arms were wrapped around Xander's 
middle, and were lightly caressing his abdomen and 
chest.  
 
He rested his nose in Xander's hair and inhaled the 
earthy scent before speaking. "Luv?"  
 
"Hmmm?" Xander answered absently.  
 
"Thank you." Spike peppered the top of Xander's head 
with small kisses.  
 
"For what?" Xander loved when Spike got affectionate 
and touchy. He loved the passion, but this type of caress 
was just another way Spike reinforced the fact that he 
wasn't just looking to get his rocks off.  
 
"For telling me." Kiss. Kiss. "For showing me." Kiss. Kiss. 



"For being my bloody sex object." Kiss. Kiss. Kiss.  
 
Xander just lay back, letting the vampire caress and 
soothe him. It was rare that his old insecurities haunted 
him, but nevertheless they occasionally popped up. The 
early rejection and abysmal love life he'd had then had 
left him with some pretty big scars. But Spike somehow 
always knew the right thing to say and just the right way 
to hold him.  
 
They lay together for several minutes, just snuggling and 
comforting and loving. Then Spike's caresses became 
firmer, and Xander could feel his cock twitching back to 
life. And when Spike's hand came up and snagged a 
finger into one of his nipple rings, Xander cried out 
arching into the sensation.  
 
Xander twisted around as Spike slunk further onto his 
back, until they were lying almost flat with Xander's body 
blanketing his own. Their hips were thrusting together, 
Spike's hands reaching around to knead Xander's tight 
buttocks. Their mouths were fused together kissing until 
Xander was breathless.  
 
When Xander pulled away, Spike stared up at him. The 
look he gave was one of love and trust and desperate 



need. "I need you Xan." He murmured, his eyes never 
breaking their hold. "Take me?"  
 
"Yessss." The word was hissed out. Xander's erection was 
fully hard once more, and he ground himself against his 
lover.  
 
Xander struggled to stand, pulling Spike up into a sitting 
position so that he could divest him of his shirt. When he 
could see and touch and taste the smooth pale skin of his 
chest, he pushed Spike back down onto his back. Then he 
went to work on his lover's jeans. Sliding the material off, 
licking and nibbling at flesh too irresistible to pass up.  
 
Xander was leaking again, so he reached down to free 
himself of his last bit of clothing. The purple head of his 
penis ached at the brush of material as the thong was 
pushed down. And Xander felt something curiously like 
sadness to no longer have the thin strap of cotton snug in 
the crack of his ass.  
 
Xander looked down at Spike to see the vampire with his 
eyes closed and one strong hand wrapped around the 
base of his dripping cock. The sight made Xander moan 
low in his throat, and he quickly re- straddled the cool 
body. Leaning down he gently bit one of Spike's lobes 



before whispering, "How close are you Spike?"  
 
"So fucking close Xan." Spike answered. He'd been 
incredibly hard since Xander's dance and the affectionate 
embrace they'd just shared had done nothing to lessen 
the effect. And the second he'd entered the room, he'd 
known that his earlier thought that Xander had slicked 
himself with oil had been correct. The hot body rubbing 
itself up and down his cool form was covered in massage 
oil. Just the image alone made Spike want to cum.  
 
He sighed with relief when Xander finally reached over 
his head to retrieve the lube on the end table. When 
Xander's hand retracted he saw that it wasn't a tube of 
lube at all, but the same massage oil that his lover had 
covered himself with. Spike gripped his cock even harder.  
 
Xander dribbled the oil first onto each of Spike's nipples. 
He worked the substance into the vampire's skin, 
pinching each nipple until it was hard and distended. 
Spike moaned the entire time, his eyes closed and head 
thrown back baring his neck. Not once did he loosen the 
strong grip he held on his over sensitive cock.  
 
Spike was worrying his bottom lip between his teeth, 
when the first drop of oil hit the head of his penis. The oil 



dripped down the length of his cock and dribbled onto 
his balls, running slowly over the fist he tightened around 
the base. His fangs dropped and bit clean through his 
bottom lip as Xander slowly massaged the oil into his 
hard flesh.  
 
Xander rolled his balls together as he spread the oil, 
adding a few more drops here and there. Finally, thank 
god, *finally* Spike could feel the oil dripping down from 
his sac to the small opening below. Xander had lifted 
both his legs high, pushing them back so that his knees 
were up past his head. "Fuck yes. Xan! Hurry luv. Need to 
feel you inside. Don't wanna cum without you inside 
me." Spike babbled, spreading himself as open as 
possible with just one hand free.  
 
Xander snaked an already oiled finger down until he 
could circle Spike's puckered hole, teasing the vampire 
slowly. Spike was already writhing below him, calling out 
his name and begging. Xander grinned. He never got over 
the fact that he could make Spike beg. Him. Xander. The 
Zeppo. The clumsy, goofy kid. He had a centuries old 
vampire begging for him.  
 
He pushed his finger in, feeling the silky walls of Spike's 
channel clamp around him. Finger fucking his lover, he 



reached for the spot that would make Spike scream. 
"Xan!!" He found it. He had two fingers now, plunging 
themselves in and out of Spike's sphincter. He watched 
with barely restrained desire as his lover took the digits 
in, thrusting up to meet them.  
 
"Now luv. Can't wait any longer." Spike's head thrashed. 
He reached down and grabbed Xander's cock, guiding it 
to his entrance. He pushed the head against his hole and 
bore down as Xander pushed in. The relief of finally 
having Xander inside him almost over took the pleasure. 
Almost.  
 
They moved together slowly at first. Xander pushing in 
until his whole cock was sheathed, his balls slapping 
against the cool skin of Spike's ass. Xander leaned 
forward and they shared long sloppy kisses as he allowed 
Spike to get used to the feeling.  
 
"I love you." Xander whispered when they broke apart.  
 
"Mmmm." Spike murmured. "Love you too."  
 
Their hips thrust together. Xander batted Spike's hand off 
his cock, replacing it with one of his own. Spike groaned 
and thrust into the grip. Neither one of them was going 



to last long. Soon Xander was speeding up his thrusts and 
jacking Spike off in earnest. They came together in a 
rush. Spike's cock gushing, his ass squeezing Xander 
impossibly tight. Xander cumming in spurts as Spike 
groaned out his name.  
 
They lay together content and sated. Finally they got up 
to dress and head home. When Xander reached down to 
grab up the massage oil, Spike stayed his hand. "Leave it 
luv."  
 
Xander raised a brow in question.  
 
"It's your party tomorrow night, yeah?"  
 
Xander's grin blossomed across his face. He couldn't 
wait.  

 
 
 
 
 

6 Xander's Night 



Xander was bouncing around the room. The party had 
started about half an hour ago, the music was loud and 
his friends were raucous. Willow had gone all out with 
the food, and had even gotten a live band to play. But 
Xander's exuberance had nothing to do with that. 
Although he was grateful to Willow and happy that his 
friends could make the party, he really had only one 
thing on his mind; Spike.  
 
His right hand came around to grasp his left, fingers 
circling his empty ring finger. When he'd picked out the 
rings, he remembered wishing that men wore 
engagement rings as well. He knew it wouldn't be that 
long before he'd have the gold band on his finger, but he 
felt as if he'd already been waiting forever. He wanted 
that small symbol. Something that everyone would see 
and recognize for what it was; a symbol that he and Spike 
belonged together.  
 
As the night wore on, Xander's excitement began to ebb. 
Still no Spike, he was beginning to wonder whether Spike 
had changed his mind. Or maybe something had 
happened to him? He knew that Spike would be doing a 
quick patrol tonight before he came to fulfill his part of 
the 'bargain'. Maybe he'd run into something bad? 
Xander's face scrunched in worry.  



 
"Stop that!" Willow scolded him, giving him a light punch 
on the arm. Xander dropped chip and dip on his shoes, 
causing him to mock scowl at his best friend.  
 
"Wills!" Xander cried. "Look what you did to my poor 
potato chip!" Swooping down he carefully cradled the 
broken and dirty chip in the palm of his hand. "It's 
ruined." He gave her the pouty lip and puppy dog eyes.  
 
"Don't think you can fool me Xander Harris." Willow 
chided, giggling all the while. "I know you're thinking 
about Spike, and imagining all sorts of crazy things."  
 
Xander gave her his 'who me?' look.  
 
"Yes you!" She laughed, causing Xander to break out in a 
wide grin. "Now just relax. He's fine. He's not supposed 
to be here until later anyway."  
 
"How much later?" Xander whined.  
 
"Not gonna tell, you big baby!" Willow teased, then 
became serious. "Really Xan. He's fine."  
 
Xander heaved a sigh and a quick, "Okay."  



 
"Now let's boogie." Willow latched onto her best friend 
and pulled him onto the dance floor.  
 
They danced together for several songs. Xander's arms 
flailing wildly, his steps more of a bouncing/jumping 
combination than anything else; but his face was split by 
a grin, and Willow had a flash back to all their old high 
school days just hanging and dancing at the Bronze.  
 
A few hours later, the party was winding down and there 
was still no sign of Spike. Most of the guests had left, and 
the catering crew was packing up the leftover foods. 
Xander was really worried now. Where was Spike? 
Maybe it was nothing. Maybe he'd just run into 
something on patrol and was licking his (small) wounds 
at home. Xander looked around the room once more, 
checking to see if the blonde had miraculously appeared.  
 
"I'm sorry Xan." Willow walked up beside him once 
everyone else had cleared out. "I'm sure everything's 
fine." She tried to reassure him. "We should probably get 
going. Remind me to lock the front door when we leave. 
Dave said I could just drop off the spare key after work 
tomorrow." The owner hadn't wanted to stick around the 
whole night. And having practically watched Willow and 



Xander grow up, had no real qualms about giving Willow 
a key for the party.  
 
"Yeah." Xander couldn't help looking around one more 
time. "I'm sure he's probably just at home." He tried to 
mask his disappointment and quickly growing anxiety at 
the vampire's no-show.  
 
Xander followed Willow out, waited for her to lock the 
door and then took his place in the passenger seat of her 
car. Willow stuck the key in the ignition and turned the 
car over before letting out a frustrated little sigh.  
 
"What's wrong Wills?"  
 
"Looks like I forgot my purse in the club. Do you mind 
getting it for me?" She handed over the keys to the front 
door. "It's probably in the alcove under the stage, the 
one to the left of the steps. I had all the decorations 
stored there, and I think I put it down when I got 
everything setup today."  
 
"Sure no prob." Xander quickly undid his seatbelt. Before 
getting out he leaned over and gave Willow a peck on the 
cheek. "Thanks Wills. It was a great party." Then he 
hopped out of the car and headed for the club's front 



entrance.  
 
Willow watched her best friend until he disappeared 
behind the heavy metal door. Her face broke out in a 
knowing grin, before she shifted gears and drove off 
toward home.  
 
Xander hurried toward the stage, not even bothering to 
turn all the lights back on. He really wanted to get home 
to check on Spike, so he headed straight for the hidden 
alcove. But before he could reach his destination a single 
spotlight appeared on stage. He gasped in surprise, 
which quickly turned into arousal when he recognized his 
lover.  
 
Spike smirked when he inhaled the heady musk of Xan's 
arousal. He stood in the spotlight head down, body slick 
with oil and wrapped tight in black leather. His outfit was 
completely black, consisting of snug leather pants and an 
open leather vest. Spike didn't have any nipple rings but 
he had another surprise for his fiance that was yet to be 
revealed.  
 
Spike brought his head up slowly, his eyes tracking to 
meet Xander's. "Hello luv." His voice was deep and 
husky. "Have a seat." He indicated the chair closest to 



the stage.  
 
Xander sat without comment. His voice lost in the 
incredibly sexy thoughts swirling in his brain. Spike was 
here. Spike was oily. Spike was swiveling his hips. Vaguely 
Xander recognized that music had begun, and Spike was 
moving to the steady rhythm.  
 
Xander watched with rapt attention as Spike moved with 
his customary fluid grace. He'd known when he'd 
requested the strip tease that Spike would be amazing. 
He was sex on legs just walking into a room, but 
now…now Xander could barely keep his cock in his pants. 
As it was his hand was rubbing gently over the seam of 
his crotch, trying to ease some of the pressure he felt 
there.  
 
Spike strutted across the stage, hips thrusting with each 
loud beat. His hands moved restlessly beneath the vest, 
first circling then pinching and pulling at his erect nipples. 
Finally Xander was able to see them without obstruction 
when Spike flung the garment off his shoulders and 
threw it off the stage.  
 
Xander's breath was coming in short harsh gasps. His 
mind somehow registered that he and Spike were the 



only ones in the empty club. The idea let him feel free 
to…well…free himself. He hissed as the cool air made 
contact with his throbbing member. He grasped the base 
with his right hand, trying to stave off the orgasm he 
already felt was imminent.  
 
He noticed the glint of shiny metal on each side of Spike's 
pants. When the vampire's hands reached down he 
realized they were buttons. Spike slowly undid each 
button, teasingly displaying the skin of his muscular 
thighs bit by bit.  
 
When each side was unbuttoned halfway, Spike took 
hold of the front of his pants. With the last loud crack of 
a drum from the speakers Spike pulled, the last few 
buttons ripping off down both sides. Xander bit back a 
moan, biting down on his bottom lip and practically 
chewing it off.  
 
Spike stood center stage, the spotlight illuminating him 
clearly. His nipples hard. His skin shiny with oil. Xander 
gulped as his eyes swept further down. His lover hadn't 
bothered with a thong. He stood proudly full monty. His 
erection jutting out, and the head purple and wet. 
Xander couldn't help jack himself just once at the sight 
before him.  



 
And when Spike stepped down off the stage, close 
enough for Xander to see him clearly the young man let 
out a long guttural sound. Spike's penis was a dark angry 
shade of purple. And he could almost see the veins 
throbbing underneath the silky skin. But his lover made 
no move to touch himself, no move to check his 
increasing excitement. He didn't have to. Spike was 
wearing a small black cock ring at his base. He wouldn't 
cum until he was ready.  
 
The silence left after the end of the song pervaded the 
room. It hung in the air as Spike stalked across the room 
toward Xander. Who was busy trying to keep himself 
from stroking his aching cock.  
 
"Let me take care of that luv." Spike whispered just 
before he fell to his knees and engulfed Xander's cock in 
his cool mouth. Xander choked, thrusting up at the 
incredible stimulus. Spike's head bobbed up and down, 
his mouth forming a deep suction with every pull.  
 
"Fuck Spike!" Xander screamed as he came, gushing 
down Spike's throat.  
 
Xander felt boneless. His orgasm had wracked his entire 



body and now he sat limply in the chair trying to catch 
his breath. He let Spike maneuver him without question, 
finally realizing that he was now completely naked. He 
moaned, his head thrashing back and forth as Spike 
reached out to play with the nipple rings he'd recently 
acquired.  
 
The vampire took one ring between his thumb and 
forefinger and gently twisted it to the side. The sound 
that came from Xander's throat was enough to have 
Spike desperate to impale his lover. But instead he stood 
and then scooped up the boy, caring him over to the 
couch in the corner.  
 
As he laid him down, Spike pressed open mouthed kisses 
up and down Xander's exposed throat. Stopping to lick 
and suck at the puncture wounds clearly evident. Xander 
continued to moan incoherently, his legs coming up 
unconsciously opening himself up to his lover. Xander's 
penis was again half-hard, and he reached down to 
stroke himself once more.  
 
Spike felt a moan of his own escape at the wanton 
picture Xander made. Sprawled on the couch, wet from 
Spike's kisses and a bit of oil from their earlier contact, 
legs spread wide and waiting. Spike leaned down placing 



soft kisses on each of Xander's closed eyelids. He then 
gently prepared his lover, pulling out the small almost 
empty bottle of oil he'd hidden there earlier.  
 
He pushed into Xander, swirling his fingers into the tight 
opening. Massaging the oil into Xander's inner walls, 
feeling dizzy at the sensation of tight clamping around his 
digits. Finally neither could wait any longer, and Spike 
sank into the hilt. His penis penetrating Xander, whose 
eyes now popped open; the irises dilated with lust, and 
focused completely on Spike's face.  
 
They moved together slowly, Spike angling to reach his 
lover's sweet spot. Delighting in the shivers of ecstasy 
swimming through the body writhing below him. As they 
climbed toward completion, Spike began to whisper 
words of love into the silent club.  
 
"Xan, Gods I love you." He showered the boy with kisses 
between thrusts, grunts, and vows of love. "You're 
beautiful. You're amazing. You're everything." This last 
declaration was punctuated with a long drawn out kiss.  
 
"Can't wait to be yours." Spike announced. "Bloody can't 
believe you want the world to know." Spike's eyes were 
suspiciously wet. "Bloody can't believe you're mine." The 



last was whispered in a rush.  
 
Xander met Spike thrust for thrust. He could feel his 
orgasm building. The words Spike kept repeating only 
served to heighten his arousal. "Yours. Always yours." 
Xander replied, seeking out Spike's mouth for another 
hungry kiss. When they finally pulled apart Xander 
reached down between them. "Want you to cum with 
me." And with that he released the catch on Spike's cock 
ring, letting it fall free.  
 
Spike roared and gave one final thrust. His cock buried 
deep in Xander's ass, his cum erupting out of it's tip. His 
whole body shuddered with the force of it. So moved by 
the sensations that he almost missed Xander's own 
strangled cries as warm splatters of cum flew out to 
decorate his chest and stomach.  
 
They lay together on the couch, snuggling close. "Thank 
you." Xander whispered, nuzzling closer into Spike's 
neck.  
 
"Anytime luv." Spike answered with a smirk.  
 
They both drifted in sleep for a while, Spike finally 
rousing enough to get a wet washcloth from behind the 



bar. He cleaned them both up, chuckling when Xander 
yelped slightly at the sensation of cool cloth rubbing 
against his body. Then he pulled out a duffle bag from 
the alcove Xander had originally tried to reach and 
redressed in jeans and a t-shirt. He retrieved Xander's 
clothes from the floor on his way back to his lover.  
 
"Rouse yourself luv." He shook Xander slightly. He helped 
the drowsy human back into his clothes before trying to 
stand him up. When that failed he just picked Xan up in 
his arms and carried him out to the car.  
 
Spike drove them home quickly, carrying Xander up to 
their apartment. He arranged the young man on the bed 
and drew up the covers. Spike walked over to his side of 
the bed, stripped down to his boxers, and then slipped 
beneath the comforter.  
 
Leaning over Spike placed a cool kiss to his lover's lips. 
"Sweet dreams Xan. Love you." He was answered with a 
drowsily mumbled, "Love you too blondie," before they 
both drifted back into slumber.  

7 Wedding Day 

Dawn nervously fiddled with the ring in her pocket. Spike 
would definitely drain her if she lost that! She couldn't 



believe that the wedding had actually arrived. It was a 
wonder that they'd made it through both bachelor 
parties without any major crises. She smiled at the 
thought that her two teenage crushes were actually 
getting married to each other! 'Only in Sunnydale,' she 
thought then shook her head good-naturedly.  
 
***  
 
Xander fiddled nervously with the bow covered box. He 
was anxious to see Spike's reaction when he gave it to 
him, but he was also very nervous. He hadn't known 
what to get, and in fact they hadn't really discussed 
buying presents for each other, but he'd seen it in a 
window and couldn't resist. He knew it would be perfect 
for Spike. At least he hoped it would.  
 
Stopping to study his image in the mirror, he had to 
admit that he'd changed a lot in the past three years. He 
was a lot leaner, and definitely more toned; all due to 
having Spike as a lover and partner. Once they'd gotten 
together, Spike had insisted they work out almost daily. 
He taught Xander how to 'fight proper' as he put it, so 
that he wouldn't go getting himself killed on patrol.  
 
Xander smoothed out the sleeves of his tux and 



straightened his cummer band, blushing slightly. He was 
hard just remembering the feel of the silk against his 
skin. Brushing imaginary lint off his shoulders, he stepped 
away from the mirror and toward the back of the room, 
where the sink stood. He need a few cool splashes of 
water before he faced anybody.  
 
***  
 
Spike was just tossing on his tuxedo jacket when Willow 
entered the room. "Hey red. Something the matter?" He 
asked concerned that something out go wrong with 
today's events. He knew how much today meant to 
Xander; and to himself as well.  
 
"No Spike. Quit worrying." She batted her fist at his 
shoulder. "You're almost worse than Xan!"  
 
Spike smirked, then winked at her. "Thanks luv."  
 
Willow's quiet burst of laughter turned Spike's smirk into 
a grin. "Have you seen Xan yet, luv?" Spike hated the 
tradition that they weren't allowed to see each other 
before the ceremony. Although he had to admit that it 
was probably for the best considering what they'd done 
the last time he'd seen Xander in a tux.  



 
"Yeah." Willow's expression was brimming with 
happiness. "He's gorgeous today! You're one lucky 
vampire!" She teased him. "Seriously though Spike. I 
know this means the world to Xan, and I want to thank 
you for making him so happy."  
 
Spike ducked his head, glad that it was almost two 
hundred years too late for him to blush. "Not doin' it for 
the whelp. Doin' it for myself." He answered, 
embarrassed that her words had pleased him.  
 
Willow smiled a secret smile. "Sure you are Big Bad. Just 
wanted to thank you anyway." She stated before 
stepping back out of the room.  
 
"Cheeky chit!" He called after her, smiling when he heard 
her chuckle down the hall.  
 
***  
 
They had both decided that neither wanted to walk 
down the aisle. They would both enter the room from 
the side door and meet up by the 'altar', which in the 
case was just in front of the fireplace mantle. It was by 
no means a traditional wedding. Willow had gotten the 



leader of her coven to lead the ceremony.  
 
Since same sex marriages weren't legal in California, it 
didn't really matter who headed the event, but Xander 
was grateful that it was a friend; or at least a friend of a 
friend. Really her only job was to ask them to swap rings, 
which they did, and then recite their vows, which they 
did.  
 
Xander was first to speak his vows; nervously he rubbed 
his sweating palms on his trousers before taking hold of 
Spike's hands. "Spike?" He began quietly, seeing only his 
lover he continued. "What can I say to you besides I love 
you? You've changed my world. I don't know if I ever 
really thanked Willow, but I thank god everyday that her 
spell went wonky. Maybe we would have gotten 
together eventually." Xander shrugged his shoulders. "I'd 
like to think that we would; that we were destined for 
each other. I don't know what my life would be like 
without you in it. This ceremony," Xander's arm swept 
out to encompass the room. "Is just another way for me 
to carry around a small piece of you. When I wear this 
ring, I know you'll always be with me." Xander twisted 
the band on his finger.  
 
Spike stood for a moment gathering his voice. He knew 
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Xander loved him, the boy told him in a dozen different 
ways every day. But his speech had left him a bit 
overwhelmed. But he was not a bloody poofter, and he 
would not cry! Though he did swallow audibly, before 
beginning his own vows. "Xan, luv. Thank you." Spike 
stared into the chocolate brown pools that were 
Xander's eyes. "Thank you for giving me something to 
live for after being undead for so long. All those years 
ago, when I first came back to Sunnyhell I told Buffy that 
I was love's bitch. At the time I was pining for Dru." He 
saw Xander's wince and hastened his speech. "But I 
didn't have any idea what it really meant." He rushed 
out. "To be love's bitch, that is. Not until I fell in love with 
you. Because Xan, luv - I'd do anything for you. And if we 
ever parted," Spike shook his head at the pain that idea 
caused, "I wouldn't bitch and moan about it." Xander's 
face scrunched in confusion as Spike's eyes once more 
met his. "I'd just sit and wait for the sunrise."  
 
Xander apparently was a poofter. The tears fell quietly 
down his cheek, dropping splash after splash on to his 
tux. Without waiting for the go ahead, Spike leaned 
forward, brushing the tears away with his thumbs before 
placing his cool lips onto his husband's.  



 
 
 
 
 

8 Wedding Pressies 

They were kissing; mouths hot and wet. They'd barely 
made it through the door before they'd grabbed each 
other. The hotel suite was luxurious, but neither noticed 
the four poster bed, the plush carpeting, or the beautiful 
view.  
 
Xander's heart was full to bursting. They'd finally gotten 
through the ceremony and the weight of the ring on his 
finger filled him with an inexplicable surge of warmth. He 
trailed his hands up and down his husband's body, their 
hard cocks thrusting against one another through the 
thin material of their tuxedo pants.  
 
Spike moaned when Xander pulled away, trying to grab 
his lover back for more. "Where are you going, Xan?" 
Spike's voice was plaintive, making Xander chuckle.  
 
"Don't worry," Xan hurried over to their bags, searching 
for the right pocket, "just wanna get your present." His 



smile was triumphant when he turned around, gift box in 
hand.  
 
Xander paused for a moment at the goofy grin on Spike's 
face. He didn't see it often, but when he did it took his 
breath away. It was such an innocent, loving look, that 
Xander had to take time to appreciate it before 
continuing.  
 
"Got something for you, too, luv." Spike pulled a long 
velvet box out of his pocket. His grin turned almost shy, 
making Xander's heart flutter.  
 
They went over to the bed. Once Xander was settled 
comfortably, Spike reached up and undid the cords 
holding the curtains around the bed together. Some light 
filtered through the thick material, but the drawn 
curtains created an intimate little world, filled only with 
the two lovers.  
 
When Spike settled beside him, Xander couldn't help 
leaning forward and planting a chaste kiss on his cool 
lips. When he pulled away, Spike could see Xander 
chewing nervously on his bottom lip. "Uhm…Hope you 
like it." Xan handed over the neatly wrapped box.  
 



Before opening the present, Spike once again leaned 
forward. This time, instead of pressing their lips together, 
Spike just rested his forehead against Xander's and shut 
his eyes. His hand came up to wrap around Xander's 
neck, holding him close. "Whatever it is Xan, I'll love it." 
His eyes opened to stare into Xander's. "Do you know 
why, luv?" Xan just shook his head and waited. "Because 
it's from you. Because it will always remind me of this 
day." And then he did lean forward and press their lips 
together.  
 
When they pulled apart again, Spike let Xander sit up 
while he reached for his gift. He suppressed a chuckle at 
the way Xander was attempting to keep from bouncing. 
Now that Spike had reassured him, Xander was hyper at 
the prospect of Spike opening the present. "It's a 
beautiful looking pressie, luv." Spike teased the boy.  
 
"Just open it Spike!" Xander was anxious to see Spike's 
reaction.  
 
Spike slowly unwrapped the present, letting first the 
ribbon and then the Scooby-Doo wrapping paper fall 
away. He shook his head in amusement thinking, 'Only 
my Xanpet would wrap a wedding pressie in Scooby-
bloody-Doo paper'. And then his head was shaking for an 



entirely different reason. He felt his eyes watering and 
couldn't stop the one tear from falling.  
 
In front of him lay a leather bound journal with a silver 
plate inscribed with the words "William Spike Harris" on 
the front. Also snuggled in the small box was a fountain 
pen with the same name etched on its side.  
 
Xander saw the head shake and the tears. "Don't you like 
it, Spike?" His voice wavered with concern. "You don't 
have to keep it if you don't like it. I just thought, you 
know. I mean, you haven't really said anything about 
your writing, but I still have the one poem you wrote 
me…you know…when you'd lost your memory. And I 
thought you might want to write some more. You don't 
have to show me or anything. You can just write for 
yourself. That'd be okay. I mean - "  
 
Xander's babbling was cut off by a fierce kiss from his 
husband. "Thank you, luv. It's grand. I couldn’t have 
asked for anything better." Spike's fingers followed the 
curved lines of his name; their name. "William Harris," he 
whispered softly. They really were mated now. Xander 
had accepted his mark, and he'd accepted Xander's 
name. They were official in both worlds; demon and 
human.  



 
He looked up to find Xander grinning goofily at him. 
"What about my present?" Spike did chuckle now, 
earning an even goofier grin from his lover, whose hand 
was out and impatiently waiting.  
 
"Here, you git." Spike reached over and placed the soft 
velvet box in Xan's hand.  
 
Xander popped open the lid to the box and gasped. 
Inside lay a thin, silver chain. On the end the chain 
melded into an intricate design, an intimately familiar 
design. It was the same design etched on their wedding 
bands. Xander could feel his eyes water and had no 
qualms about letting the tears fall. He traced the pattern 
until he reached the center of the design. Within it he 
found a second pattern. In the heart of the piece, Spike 
had had the jeweler weave in the initials X/S. If you didn't 
look closely enough you wouldn't notice, but Xander saw, 
and he felt an ache of pure love spear his chest.  
 
"Spike." Xander whispered his name. He didn't really 
know what else to say, his brain couldn’t form any 
coherent sentences at the moment.  
 
"I know how much the rings mean to you, luv. The 



tangible symbol of our relationship." Spike shrugged, 
trying not to let his nervousness show. "I thought you 
might like a second piece to carry around. Just another 
bit of metal to let you know that I'll always be with you."  
 
Xander unclasped the chain and tried to place it around 
his neck, but his fingers fumbled and the chain slipped. 
Spike caught it before it could hit the bed, and reached 
around to do up the clasp for Xander. For a moment 
Xander just sat with his eyes closed, feeling the almost 
imperceptible weight of the chain that now rested 
around his neck.  
 
"It's perfect, Spike," he whispered. Opening his eyes, 
chocolate brown stared into sky blue. "You always know 
exactly what I want. What I need."  
 
They stared at each other for long moments. Spike 
listening to Xan's heart beating steadily in his chest and 
Xander just watching the play of emotions across his 
lover's face.  
 
Finally Spike moved, pulling away he pushed the curtains 
aside and stood. "It's our wedding night luv. Let's go to 
bed."  
 



Xander only nodded before standing himself and helping 
Spike pull down the coverlet, the words "our wedding 
night" echoing through his head.  

 
 
 
 
 

9 Wedding Night 

Xander stripped, fondling the discarded cummerbund 
with a faint smile on his face. The feel of the silk against 
his skin already making him half hard. Across the bed he 
watched as Spike stripped bare. His pale skin a bright 
wash against the dark curtains hanging around the bed.  
 
Spike caught Xander's stare and gave him a cocky smirk. 
"Like what you see, luv?" Spike's smirk turned into a leer.  
 
They both climbed onto the bed at the same time, 
reaching for one another. As they let their hands explore 
each other, their mouths met in a searing kiss. Xander 
moaned as Spike's tongue thrust in and out of his mouth, 
mimicking the actions that would follow later.  
 



Their bodies met, hard cocks rubbing against one 
another; pre-cum oozing steadily from both men. Spike 
pushed until Xander was lying flat on his back, his legs 
spread wide to accommodate his lover. Spike's mouth 
moved over Xander's face, peppering it with wet kisses 
before moving down to suckle at his neck. Xander arched 
into the touch. His neck had never been an erogenous 
zone for him until he'd been with Spike. Knowing how 
much the act turned on his husband only made Xander's 
own arousal peak.  
 
"Spike!" Xander groaned. Wanting more he spread his 
legs wider and bucked up. When Xander felt Spike leave 
his neck and begin to travel down his body his words 
turned into gibberish. "Gapltizl." And when he felt that 
cool mouth engulf his straining erection all he could do 
was cry out. "Ah!"  
 
Spike grinned around the hard cock, loving his boy's 
reaction. He bobbed his head once, twice, sucking hard 
as he went. Xander was thrusting into his mouth eagerly. 
Xan let a desperate groan escape when Spike lifted 
himself off the leaking head, giving it one last lick before 
pulling away.  
 
"Spike? Wah?" Xander tried to raise his head to see what 



Spike was doing, but was pushed back down onto the 
pillows. "Shhh, luv. Just sit back and relax. I've got you." 
Spike punctuated his words with a quick kiss to Xan's lips.  
 
It took a moment for Xander to realize that Spike had left 
the bed. When he did he opened his eyes to begin a 
search of the room, only to find Spike standing in front of 
him with what looked like a silk cord dangling from his 
hand. "Do you trust me, luv?"  
 
Xander felt his erection twitch at the sight and at the 
thought of what Spike had planned. He almost came 
right then. He stared into Spike's ice blue eyes and 
whispered one word, "Always."  
 
Spike's breath caught at Xander's answer. He knew his 
mate trusted him, but the implications of what that 
meant were just sinking in. He moved forward, taking the 
silk cord and rubbing it gently against Xan's wrists. The 
boy moaned and shut his eyes, his whole body going rigid 
with the need to find release. Slowly he wrapped the 
cord around Xander's wrists, bringing them up to tie 
them to the ornate metal headboard. He pulled a second 
and third cord out from the small bag that he'd placed by 
the bed. He used these to tie Xander's ankles to the 
footboard. "Okay luv?" Spike asked anxiously, wanting to 



make sure his lover was comfortable with the whole 
situation.  
 
"Fuck, yeah." Xander groaned out. The feel of the silk 
against his skin was intoxicating, and the fact that he was 
now at Spike's mercy was making his whole body 
tremble. He started when he felt smooth silk wrap 
around his head, covering his eyes and shutting out the 
light. "S-spike?" he asked tentatively.  
 
"Yes, Xan? Too much?" Spike was quickly reaching for the 
blindfold only to stop at Xan's next words.  
 
"No!" Xander exclaimed quickly, knowing Spike was 
ready to stop the game. "Just needed to hear your 
voice."  
 
"Okay, Xan. I'll just keep talking." Spike pulled out the 
rest of the items from his goody bag as he spoke. "You're 
so sexy, luv. All spread out and ready for me. Your 
beautiful cock wet and hard." Spike ran his cool hands 
over said cock, watching as Xander's body writhed in 
front of him.  
 
Spike pulled one white silk glove over his right hand. His 
own cock was leaking steadily, knowing what Xan's 



reaction was going to be.  
 
He was still in awe at the way his boy had responded to 
the silk cummerbund he'd used during their play at the 
tailor's the other day. Slowly he trailed his silk covered 
fingers lightly over Xan's skin, watching as the flesh goose 
pimpled before his eyes.  
 
"You like that, Xan? You like me touching you, running 
my silky fingers over your hot body?" Xander's head was 
thrashing back and forth, his words incoherent and 
unsteady.  
 
"I'm going to touch you all over. Touch you until you're 
begging for more. Until you can't wait for that smooth 
silk to cover your hard cock so that you can thrust in and 
out of the cool material. I'll wrap it around you tight, let 
you get it soaked with your salty juices." Spike continued 
to tease him.  
 
"Ungh!" Xander's breathing was harsh. He was afraid he 
would hyperventilate any second. "Please…" he 
whispered, the word trailing off on a puff of breath.  
 
"Please what, luv?" Spike's hand was teasing and tugging 
on a nipple; pinching the skin until it reddened, and then 



running the smooth silk over the irritated flesh until it 
cooled only to repeat the process. "Do you want me to 
do that? Do you want me to wrap your dick with silk? I'll 
suck you through the material. Suck hard until you're 
whimpering. Until I can taste you through the thin 
covering." Spike licked his own lips in anticipation.  
 
Xander wanted to sob. "Fuck, Spike, yes! Please, do it! 
Please!" He was struggling, trying to buck his body 
forward, hoping that Spike would have mercy and follow 
through with his promises. "Wrap me up. Suck me. Fuck 
me. Please, anything. Anything!"  
 
The second Xander felt the rasp of silk against his 
sensitive cockhead he cried out. Luckily Spike had 
anticipated this and wrapped a firm grip around the base 
of Xander's penis, staving off his orgasm. "Unh unh unh, 
pet. Not yet," Spike whispered. "You'd miss all the fun." 
Spike leaned forward and nipped Xan on the hip, his 
fangs just brushing against his skin. Xander moaned, lost 
to sensation.  
 
Xander couldn't believe how turned on he was. The 
sensory deprivation caused by the blindfold and his 
inability to move were making him horny as hell. The 
idea that he didn't know where Spike was going to touch 



or taste him next made Xander's eyes want to roll to the 
back of his head. It made him twice as sensitive to each 
touch and lick from his lover. And the feel of silk against 
his skin was obviously a new kink he'd never had the 
pleasure of abusing before.  
 
Finally, Xander felt Spike wrap the cool material around 
his cock. He wrapped it as tightly as promised and then 
placed just the tip into his mouth. Sucking out the pre-
cum that had already soaked the material, Spike moaned 
in delight. "Mmmmm. Lovely pet. Tastes just right." He 
smacked his lips for emphasis.  
 
And then, without warning, he took the whole of 
Xander's penis into his mouth. He reveled in Xander's 
loss of control, feeling the boy buck into his mouth, his 
erection twitching with each thrust. Spike swallowed 
once, the knot of material around Xan's dick making it 
hard to bob his head up and down the shaft. Instead, he 
lifted himself off the erection, soothing Xander's sobs as 
he went. "Shhh, luv. No worries now. Just getting you 
ready for me." He spoke gently, all the while rubbing one 
hand over Xander's stomach while the other reached for 
the lube he'd placed on the night stand.  
 
"Please, Spike." Xander begged between sobs. "I can't 



take any more. Please." His breathing was ragged and his 
body shook with the effort to stave off the tears. "Need 
you." The last words were a broken plea.  
 
Spike's whole body went rigid. Had he gone too far? 
Quickly he ripped the blindfold off, waiting until Xander 
could focus on him. "Xan, luv. I'm sorry. I didn't mean to - 
" He was leaning forward pressing kisses all over Xan's 
face as he begged forgiveness.  
 
"No, Spike!" Xander tried to gain his attention. "Don't 
apologize. I love you. I love you." He repeated the words 
until Spike had stopped his ministrations.  
 
"I love you too, Xan. Didn't mean to hurt you. Didn't 
mean to go so far." Spike was babbling, a trait Xander 
found endearing all the more because Spike never did it 
for anyone but him.  
 
"Shhh, Spike. You didn't. I wanted it. I want it. Please. I'm 
not hurt. I just need you. Need you so bad. Want you in 
me. Please, Spike. Please." Xander was back to begging, 
his erection never having flagged during their last 
exchange.  
 
"Yes, luv. Anything, luv." Spike prepared him quickly, his 



fingers thrusting in and out of Xander's opening. He was 
careful not to touch Xan's prostate, knowing how close 
he already was. He didn't want Xan coming until he was 
inside him.  
 
Spike gripped his cock, guiding it until the head was just 
brushing Xander's hole. As he began to push in he 
realized that Xander was still bound to the bed. He 
reached up intending to free his lover, but Xander 
stopped him. "No, Spike! Leave them on. I love the 
feeling of submission. Of knowing you control me. Us. 
Our lovemaking." Xander stared up into Spike's sparkling 
eyes, noting the wet sheen to the blue orbs. "Make love 
to me."  
 
Spike felt every inch as the hot silk of Xan's walls closed 
over his shaft. No matter how long they were together, 
Spike could never get used to that feeling. The feeling of 
heat that surrounded him at first breach. His eyes 
squeezed shut as he stopped to enjoy the sensation. 
Once he was all the way in, he began a slow, lazy rhythm. 
It didn't last long, neither he nor Xander able to control 
their passion. Spike's thrusts became harder, his grip on 
Xander's hips tightening enough to leave faint bruises. 
Neither noticed.  
 



Spike was close, his balls were drawing up and he knew it 
was only a matter of seconds. His hand lifted off Xan's 
hip and closed itself over Xander's cock. He squeezed 
once, then twice, eliciting what sounded like pained 
groans from his husband.  
 
The wet material surrounded Xander's dick made it hard 
for him to pump his hand up and down. Spike settled for 
short, shallow pumps, and hard almost bruising 
squeezes. Xander didn't seem to mind, and was bucking 
madly. His ass pushing down to meet each of Spike's 
thrusts, and then bucking up into Spike's hand for more 
friction.  
 
"Spike…I'm cumming…oooh fuck." Xander's words 
escaped on a long drawn out breath. His cock began to 
spurt, the thick ropy liquid caught by the thin silk 
material. As Xander's ass clenched around him, Spike lost 
control and peaked. His climax was almost painful, his 
cock throbbing with each emission. Until finally they 
were both spent.  
 
Spike unwrapped Xander's trapped and now softened 
cock. And then undid his restraints. He dropped 
everything on the floor by the bed and then reached into 
the goody bag for the wet wipes he'd placed there. He 



carefully cleaned off Xander and then himself, chuckling 
when he noticed Xander was lying in an unmoving, 
boneless heap.  
 
He leaned over and gave Xan a quick peck on the lips 
before collapsing on the bed next to him. They snuggled 
together for a few moments, both letting the lazy 
contentment they felt take over.  
 
"Thank you." Xander snuggled closer and placed a chaste 
kiss on Spike's chest. "Love you."  
 
"Love you too, Xan." Spike's arm tightened around his 
husband. "Was our wedding night everything you 
wanted?"  
 
Xander's heart ached at the sound of insecurity in his 
lover's voice. "'Course, Spike. All I wanted was to be with 
you."  
 
Xander's heartfelt matter-of-fact statement made Spike's 
own heart light. The last remnant's of William's insecurity 
and self doubt were pushed aside by Xander's 
unconditional love. He sighed in contentment, happy to 
do nothing more for the rest of his unlife than lie quietly 
with his husband beside him.  



                                                     

                                         The End  

                                           Unfinished Sequel  
                                           No! But? Bollocks!  
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