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Backfire

by
Daedreams

1
Plan A

As plans go, it was, admittedly, pretty weak. Hes\gaing to follow the boy home,
catch him, scare him, and kill him. Alright, so tli@esn’t technically constitute a
plan. That’'s what he did every night. Only thiseithwas a specific boy. And he
had a specific reason to Kill this specific boy.IMWst was as good a reason as any,
really. This boy knew the Slayer. What a fittinggsage to send to the little bint. A
little something that said, “You think you can stop by having your mum crack
my skull with an axe?No, sir, a little skull cracking doesn’t slow mewdoone

little bit. Plus this tasty morsel he was following was offiei@ him by Angelus
himself. Spike was simply accepting the invitation.

The boy was being cautious. Carrying a small sth&ereetly by his side, he was
walking quickly and inspecting the shadows as les@d. Even so, Spike had been
able to follow him all the way from the school vatlt any trouble. It's not like this
child had any heightened senses or acute awarskilssHe was just one of the
few that knew what went bump in the night. And $pdould work around that.

It really didn’t take a lot of stealth or cleverseSpike simply followed him up his
sidewalk, onto the front porch and stepped up liEhim as he was unlocking the
front door. Everybody always made this mistake.yl$wmmehow figured that once
they were on their own property or on their owmfrporch that they were safe.
They let their guard down. Started concentratindirmaiing the right key on the key
ring. This boy was no different.

He slid his key into the lock. Spike tapped himtloa shoulder. The boy turned



around. And Spike punched him in the jaw, causisdghkad to slam back and hit
the door. He collapsed in a semi-unconscious state.

The vampire took the stake out of his hand andathtrento the bushes. He grabbed
the boy by the wrist and dragged him off the frpotch to the side of the house. In
this low rent neighborhood, the space between tlisds was narrow, dirty and
dark.

He held the boy against his own house by the uapes. The boy’'s head was
rolling back and forth on his shoulders, his bt trying to process what had
happened in the past twenty seconds.

Spike did his best to be patient. Shortly, the b@yes began to focus, and his
muscles tensed slightly before going into a conepdgiasm when the gravity of the
situation finally became clear.

“Holy fuck,” was about all the boy could muster wihge saw Spike’s face just
inches away from his own.

“Interesting choice of words,” the vampire smirkeatk at him.

The boy’s eyes got wide and he opened his mouskreeam, “Buf-!” But the air
suddenly left his lungs when Spike slammed him lagainst the brick wall.

When he had caught his breath again, Spike maéehgwvas looking into his eyes
when he said, “Your little Buffy is no where neard. You shout like that again
and I'll snap the neck of the first person who etileir head around this corner.
Are we clear?” The boy blinked. Spike slammed skoagainst the house again.
He gasped. Spike asked again, “We clear?”

The boy nodded frantically. His breathing was tasi heavy and his eyes started
darting around, no doubt looking for something lyeava sharp pointy weapon of
some kind. He began to squirm against the wallbtdeight his hands up and
grasped Spike at the elbows and tried to push.

Spike started to get curious. The boy obviouslywkhe was going to die. It was
more than most of his victims knew. Most would jsistell of fear and uncertainty.



But this boy knew. Knew what vampires were. Kneat tBpike was a vampire.
And knew that Spike meant death. And yet, he willdrging to find something
that would save his own life. It made him grin. I&pdecided to play.

He let go of him quickly and took a step backotik a moment for the boy to
realize what had just happened. Then he turnedandrhe vampire was sure that
he was running as fast as his little legs couldydaim, but it only took Spike less
than a moment to get in front of him. The boy slasdrmto him as Spike reached
out and clasped cool fingers around his neck. Hlegbthe boy further into him and
whispered, “Going somewhere?* before tossing thiel tfackwards several feet
into the side yard.
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It was like Xander’s brain was on a ten-second {tlakay. Instinct was telling him
he was in trouble, but he couldn’t get his mind aody to cooperate. The wind
was knocked out of him again when he landed odck in a clump of dirtOw,
was about all his brain could come up with befgs&k& was on top him, grabbing
his upper arms, lifting him and slamming him agathe house again. Then his
brain told his legs to rurStupid brain.

Okay, Xanhe thoughthere you are again. Did he just give me a chanageto
away? Now, why would he do that? Oh, because yoii gat away. Evil vampire
Is having a little fun, isn’t heXander stopped struggling. He caught his frantic
breath. He looked squarely into the vampire’s eyesthought for the second time
In as many minute¢m gonna die.

I’'m gonna die right here next to my own houseeé#irss a bit anti-climaticSpike
was leaning forward and pressing his chest agXiastier's. The vampire dipped
his head under Xander’s chin and he felt a cole&mab lightly along his neck. He
shivered.

Spike lifted his head and looked into his eyesmagdander couldn’t blink. The
blue eyes staring back into his were mesmerizihgyTwinkled with a smile
behind them and Xander felt nothing but anger tdviiis creature in front of him.
Then the fear was back as those blue eyes wereheubipto a gold that held



nothing behind them but pain and death. Xandercgi@mown to the vampire’s
mouth which hung open slightly to reveal the tabtt he had prayed nightly he
would never ever see this close.

“Please...,” he found himself whimpering. “...don’t.”

Spike cocked his head and pressed his entire ygalypst Xander’'s. Every muscle
in his body tensed and he could feel his pulsenadtinally his brain caught up
and it was pissed off again. Xander had a flaglhsfmother's mood swings and his
ridiculous brain decided to thinkm too young for menopauskeefore it fired back
to anger. His tense muscles twitched and that gagirise burned hot. Spike
suddenly pulled away from him slightly and the defaaeyes narrowed.

“You gonna kill me, vampire?” Xander surprised hai®y saying. “Then just do
it. What are you waiting for? You can play aroutidrau want, but this is going to
end the same way. Me, dead. You, sated and bloppyh&o what are you waiting
for? An engraved invitation? Tell you what, let geefind a pen and paper and I'll
write something up real quick-like. How about: ‘Xkam Harris cordially invites one
William the Bloody, Spike to his friends, to get wrth it all ready and sink his
ridiculously sharp and pointy teeth into his neokd @rink him til he collapses dead
on the ground just a few feet from the comfort isfdwn bed.”

Spiked blinked. It actually looked kinda funny ogald eyes.

“Whatsa matter? Not fancy enough? Well, | could ee&graphy, but you'll have
to let me go for a few weeks or months so | camléaThen, of course, it will be
another six to eight weeks for the actual engravidghave to send out for that.
Tell you what, why don't we meet up here againsay, six months? The invitation
should be ready by then, and maybe even include goaity embossed flowers or
some gold foil-"

Xander was cut off when Spike lunged forward and fangs pierced his neck. He
felt himself go cold and white with panic. But oriby a moment, then his blood
was pumping again too fast. Finally his brain andybstarted working together,
and he tried everything in his power to get thiadteff of him.

But Spike was pressed up against him too hard.hAsdold hands had moved



down his arms and were gripping his wrists. Xaraberd feel the vampire’s hard
tight muscles push into every part of his own hagdt muscles. He could feel his
own rapid pulse beat against the dead body in fsbhtm. He could feel Spike
swallow as the short vampire’s neck was restingreg&is upper chest. The
vampire's cold neck was getting warmer as moreavfder's blood was gulped
down it.

Xander felt a tear fall down his face, and in heath he said goodbye to Willow.
And Buffy. And his mother, and Giles and even Jes$® he realized he never had
a chance to say goodbye to and isn’t that a shawhé¢hat’s really been weighing

on him for quite some time hasn’t it and he thougjtiut saying goodbye to his
father then thought better of it and discoveredlide’t really care all that much

that he was never going to see his father againsarithis an odd time for self-
discovery and hey.why aren’t | dead yet?

Spike’s pull on his blood had slowed down. Now éiméire body pushed against
him was warm. But Xander could still feel his putsating. And upon further
reflection, he noticed that the blood in his bodgraed to be pumping in two
different directions. Up through his neck and itits demon’s increasingly hot
body and also down to his groin and filling thewiast muscle that he should be
thinking about right now.

But there it was. All hot and perky. And even madigturbing was the feel of
something similar pushing into his hip from the yara in front of him.

Oh, God help me, am | getting turned on by thid®elsurned on by this? This can’t
be right. Then Spike shifted and their cocks were linedagether and the vampire
started rubbing and grinding and Xander’s braindkstto stop working entirely.

Xander thrust forward involuntarily and a moan @schfrom his throat at the same
time that the same noise escaped from Spike’spuhlimg at his neck became even
slower and the heat from both their bodies waschiog. Xander was burning on
the inside and out. Spike’s grip on Xander’s wrlstssened for just a moment then
he squeezed tight and made some sort of weirdrglittoise and pushed his teeth
into Xander even further and harder and Xander camdescreamed.

Neither moved. Something fired in Xander’s braial &ue twitched. The vampire



twitched back and pulled his fangs out of Xandagsk. Spike was suddenly two
steps away from him and Xander slid down the wadl Brought his hand up to his
neck. He looked up at Spike and saw two sparkling byes piercing down at him.
Somehow he found himself still angry.

“You done?” He asked. Spiked nodded. “You arenttrgokill me?”

“Not tonight.”

“Why?”

Spike just grinned. “See you again soon, yeah?”

“Oh, you bet. Anxiously awaitinthat encounter.” Xander snarked back.

Then Spike was gone and Xander was left sittingsrside yard with blood
dripping from his neck through his fingers. He w#ssed off, and tired, and weak,
and hot, and confused, and...oddly satisfied. Thepaimécked.

2
Panic

Angel was sitting entirely too close to Xander. Geal, he was about three feet
away, but it felt way too close. They were botHiréeg on the middle step of the
stairs in the library, the set closest to Gilediogf. Xander couldn’t remember who
had sat down first, but now he couldn’t concentoatevhat Giles was talking about
because Angel was sitting way too damn cl@ay, so the concept of
concentration has flown out the window this lasifge of days, but I'm trying, |
really am.Plus, the dead guy kept looking over at him. Had@ractically feel the
cold eyes burrowing into his head. But whenevewbaeld turn to glare back at
him, Angel would quickly look back out at the otlperople in the room.



And...okay, wait, is he even closer to me nowfgel's shoulder wasn’t touching
the railing anymore. He was sitting more in theteeof the stairs. Xander had had
about enough of this.

He deliberately turned toward Angel and was abowipen his mouth to say
something when the vampire closed the distancedsetthem and was sitting mere
inches away.

“I have to ask you something,” Angel whispered withactually looking at
Xander.

On the other side of the rectangular table in #r@ear of the room, Giles had his
easel out with some sort of demonic family tre@ldiged on it and was trying to
explain something about something and it was atl $o fascinating. Xander could
tell by the backs of everyone’s heads that theywsst as riveted as he was.

Xander leaned away from Angel as much as he ctid&tsonal space, Deadboy.
Did they not have this concept two hundred yeac® &dpt looking to make-out
with you.”

“This may sound a little strange but...” The vampraaléd off, seemingly
searching for words.

Xander was just pissed off and impatient now. He i@en twitchy all day, and
Angel pulling this weird secretive too-close cragswust making him twitchier.
“What?” He hissed out, still trying to stay quietso one would turn around and
see them sitting this close together.

“When Spike bit you-"Xander went cold-how much blood did he take?”
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Xander had stayed in panic mode for quite a wiitkr &pike had disappeared. He
had pulled himself up out of the dirt and ran te #oor, feeling his pockets
frantically before discovering his key was stillthre lock, exactly where he had put
it just a few minutegiow long? Five minutes? Ten? An hoago.



He scampered inside as quickly as he could, cutgimgelf for not doing that when
he had first put his key in the loddow, exactly, did | end up by the side of the
house, anyway? How did he grab me? How could uisd & moron? Did | let this
happen?

He locked himself in the bathroom, turned on thghiroverhead light, took his
shirt off and inspected the bite mark in the miridée saw two distinctive holes in
the space where his neck met his right shouldexy Tere dark and there was a
slight discoloration of his skin around thefhat’'s going to be a nasty bruise.
There was also some blood, but not as much asgezid to see.

Then he noticed the bruising starting to take slwaplis upper arms, then on his
wrists (it was going to be really bad on his wiisBark color was also spreading
on his shoulders. He used a small hand mirrorak & his back. He couldn’t see
anything different yet, but knew the evidence washdw up soon since he could
now suddenly start to feel it all over his bodyeTgain was really starting to come
into focus now. He hurt all over. He felt like sone had...well, he felt like a
vampire and tossed him around then took a bit@bhis neck.

Then he looked himself in the eyes. And he gotyealared. All he saw staring
back at him was a frightened little boy. He wad aismall town comic book geek
who had somehow gotten himself mixed up with a siygeo chick and spent his
days adding demonology to his school curriculum migtits trying to help battle
said demons and most of the time not being vergesstul And, ladies and
gentlemen, let’s use tonight’s little suck-fesaadap-in-the-face demonstration of
why I...suck.

Xander reached over and hit the light switch, efiggithe room in darkness. He sat
down on the toilet seat and stared into the nottlieghaps it's just best if | don’t
think about this anymore tonighgut the way his body felt was not going to let him
just stop thinking.

He bowed his head and looked at his hands. Asyes &djusted to the darkness, he
was able to see that they were covered in dirtgeimde. Then he felt that dirt and
grime creep over his whole body and into his s&img he never felt so filthy in his
entire life.



Without switching on the light, Xander pulled tlest of his clothes off quickly,
trying to ignore the drying spunk on the insidéf jeans, and jumped into the
shower, turning the tap to as hot as he could stéith a funky old washcloth and
a tiny sliver of soap, he scrubbed every inch sefldudy hard, including the bruised
areas and the bite mark (even though that hurthied®.

Xander didn’t know how long he stayed in the showesnly occurred to him to
get out when the water started getting cold. Heentadck work of drying off, then
gathered his clothing, crossed the hall to his d@u; dumped his clothes in a pile
at the end of the bed, and buried himself beneathdvers. He prayed that sleep
would overtake him, and before he could say amenyds asleep.

He slept for two seconds. Or at least it felt liw® seconds. When he awoke, it was
guarter past eight. He had forgotten to set hisralnd was now late for school.

And the memories of the night before...well, they téeds than two seconds to
come flooding to the front of his brain. He satamul his body screamed at him. He
had never been this sore.

For several more minutes, Xander sat on his bedoséleslow deep breaths and
lightly rubbed the muscles that hurt the most. btisises were turning pretty
disturbingcolors and his wrists looked like he had smeanedtwith black paint.
He reached into his nightstand, got out the boftledvil he kept there, and dry
swallowed four pills.

Okay, here goesde swung his legs over the side of his bed, stgodlowly and
planned his strategy for telling the others what happened as he got ready for his
day, choosing a collared shirt with long sleevekiaside-all-the-evidence-of-the-
real-world-from-the-world-in-denial costume.

Perhaps “strategy” wasn’t really the right word. \Wweuld just tell them what
happened. Spike got him. Slapped him around @&hihim. And let him go. That
was really all the happened. Right? Xander didnaw why Spike had let him go,
but that was for Giles to figure out. And the refit...no. There was no rest of it.
Spike bit him. A long...slow...bite. A long slow bite thaurled Xander’s toes. A
long slow bite that made his blood surge to vergngrplaces of his body. A long



slow bite that made him...no. The rest of it didndlhg happen. Not really. And
the crumpled sticky pair of jeans on the floorte €nd of his bed was certainly no
evidence to the contrary. Nope.

Xander arrived at school just when the bell disedssecond period. He quickly got
lost in the crowd and then managed to keep hiskexit-book oriented for the next
two classes before meeting the gang in the libmahynch.

By the time he had finished the telling of his dedim little vampire encounter, and
everyone was done with their “Oh, dear Lord” andh,’&ander!” and “I'm gonna
kill that son-of-a-bitch just a little more thanuad,” he finally felt that he could put
it behind him. Giles was going to ask Angel if metv of any reason that Spike
wouldn’t have killed him, and Buffy said she wouédget her patrol to flush out
Spike. Willow cried a little, and Xander had togeare her that he would be extra-
specially careful. He promised not to go anywhenmight alone until William the
Bloody was dust under the carpet.

All'in all, he felt better. He had taken two mordw just before lunch, and he had
the support and protection of his very best friesgseverything was going to be
just fine.

It wasn't until his last class of the day (the stugcience test that he forgot to study
for) that he noticed that maybe everything wasn&.fHe couldn’t get his mind to
focus. He could barely finish reading one questinrihe test before his mind
wandered. And he wasn't thinking about Buffy inttehort little skirt she liked to
patrol in. And he wasn't thinking about the supgleves covered by that tight
cream-colored sweater that Cordelia was wearingl, Ao, he wasn’t even thinking
about the Babylon 5 mini-marathon on the Sci-Fi i@teh this Friday.

He was thinking about the bite. That bite. He vgsaying it over and over again.
Remembering things that he couldn’t have noticdti@time. Like how cool
Spike’s breath had been when his mouth openedtiadharp pain as his fangs
had glided into Xander’s skin. It had been so easysmooth. Like a warm knife
through butter, although that sounded cliché. Heerabered how, as his body went
white, the world had gone red, just for a momentl how he had felt a kind of
strange peace come over him. The moan that hagess&pike’s throat that
matched the moan that had escaped his own. Synkdis pressed against



Xander’'s.And, oh god, | can still feel it. Spike’s cool bajainst mine. His skin
getting warmer, hotter, or is that my skin?

And | came. Fuck, that really happened didn’t it®dAoh God, so did he. Didn’t
he? | think he did. | know | did. I'm so screwed Tjere is something seriously
wrong with me. Oh, great, and now I'm hard agairgh® here in the middle of
science class. Perfect. Why is this happening ® Insan still feel him. Why can |
feel him? His mouth and his body and his teethtaad.snap

Xander looked down at his hand and saw he had sdlapp pencil in half. Then
the bell rang. He looked down at his blank testgpamd cursed.
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Now Angel was sitting inches away from him and agkiim a really stupid
guestion. How much blood had Spike taken? Whatrthtl matter? Xander pushed
Angel away from him.

“How the hell should | know,” he answered as qyias his angry voice would let
him. “I haven't really been thinking about it, ygnow.” Then he realized that was
an odd thing to say. Why would Angel assume Xader been thinking about it.
Careful. | doth protest too mucKander thought, channeling an inner Shakespeare
he did know existed.

Angel turned his head and looked Xander squarkedreye. The look was piercing
and scrutinizing in that undead evil way, and idem&ander’s guts betray his no-
doubt cool unyielding exterior by cowering intottié ball. Angel stared and
Xander began to shake just a little. He hoped gnkanoticeable, but quickly
realized it was.

“Now we both know that’s not true.” Angel’s voiceag/even lower and quieter
than it had been before. Suddenly Xander was scéhesl stupid dead thing knew.
He knew what had happened, and how Xander hadfbelmg the last couple of
days, and now he could feel the tears start taltadin his face, and he was
embarrassed and ashamed and mad at Angel for seerand knowing him.



Angel reached out and touched the brilliantly patpluise on Xander’s right wrist.
The vampire then grasped him lightly by the elbowd guided him off the stairs
and into Giles’ office. He set him down in the ah&ianded him a box of tissue
from the desk, then walked back out into the lipratosing the door behind him.

Xander sat for a few moments before taking a tidsare the box and wiping his
face. He threw the crumpled tissue at the trashm#sed, and then popped two
more Advil from the bottle he carried with him dittanes.

He sat there for what seemed like a very long tideeheard mumbled voices on
the other side of the closed door, then he heavgdlpdeaving the library. Finally,
Angel came back into the office with Giles immedlgtat his heels. Giles closed
the door behind them. Xander looked back and fiootm the vampire to the
Watcher. He wasn’t really sure what was happerttggwasn’t sure how this next
part was supposed to go. What was supposed tahedsmel broke the silence.

“Xander, | have to ask you some more questions,| aieed you to answer me
honestly. | know it may be hard, but this is venpbrtant. | don’t want you to be
embarrassed or ashamed. It's just us men here.Dkay

Xander was panicked. “Please don’'t ask me, Andeade?”

Angel squatted down next to the chair. “It's ok&pu didn’t do anything wrong.”

Xander started crying again and did his best te hid face from Giles who was
cleaning his glasses and looking quite confusedcanderned.

“Angel, if the boy doesn’t want to talk about it-"

“He has to,” Angel snapped back at Giles. “If whttink happened really
happened then...” The vampire seemed to be searabrnlye next words. He
shook his head slowly and turned back to Xandeow'thuch blood did he take?”

Xander wiped his eyes with another tissue and shaokead. “I don’t know.”
Angel's eyes narrowed. “Well, it's not like | hadv@easuring cup! How am |
supposed to know a thing like that?!”



“Just-" Angel started.

“I'm not dead, am I? That’s how much he took. He be drank, he left. End of
story.”

“How long did he drink?”

“Again, sorry | wasn’t forthcoming with the unit$ measurement. | didn’t clock
him. He drank, okay? A lot. For...a while. For a ldimge.” Xander closed his eyes.
He felt the teeth in his neck. He felt the pulhag blood as it left his body. He felt
the hands on his wrists, and Spike’s body agaiissamd the hardness pressed into
his own, and now the desire began to build up m. igain.

This desire, this heat, that had been engulfingdiimoe science class the day
before. It had been all he thought about. All He fée had masturbated six times in
the last twenty-four hours and he still felt...undets. Restless. Twitchy. Empty.

He opened his eyes and looked at Angel. He hateddllful vampire more now
then ever before. He hated him because Angel kneat was happening. And
why. He hated him because Xander Harris was aloocagk Angel the vampire the
very last thing he ever wanted to ask.

Xander took Angel’s wrist and growled out in anganrow and desperation, “Will
you help me?”

3 The Reason

It didn’t help. The explanation. It didn’t help @lf. It made it worse. He wanted to
go back to not knowing. Xander hated Angel. He th&pike, too. In fact, he hated
vampires in general. All of them. Stupid evil blesdicking bastards.

Later that night, Xander sat in his dark bedrooanisg out the window, trying to



figure out how this new information was going téeet his future. Or perhaps, just
the next few minutes.

Fortunately, Xander didn’t have to go into too mueail about what had really
happened with Spike, and the subsequent days. Angiy much figured the rest
of it out on his own and filled Giles in on theusition. All Xander had to do was
agree that yes, he had an orgasm when Spike bitAnohyes, he had been in a
constant state of arousal for a little more thaapanow. Yes, he was thinking
about Spike. And yes, his skin twitched with a higalesire that he couldn’t quite
figure out or quell.

It had been a particularly humiliating conversatidngel explained to Xander that
Giles had to be in on it because he was going¢d tiee Watcher’s help in
researching how to reverse it.

“Reverse what, exactly?” Xander questioned.

“Okay, let me tell you what | know. | just want poeface this by saying that what
I'm about to tell you, you won’t find in any Watatediaries or any written
document that | know of. | know it because I've esipnced it. Been involved.”
Angel took a deep breath and hung his head down.

“Enough with the dramatic pauses! Tell me what'sigamn!” Xander was getting a
little tired of Angel’s whole tortured-soul thing.

“Right. You see, you should be dead. Spike toakt afl blood. Only reason you're
not dead has to do with not only howuchhe took, buhowhe took it.”

Xander looked over at Giles as the older man rehtdrea notepad and pen. “Hey,
Giles, this is not a teaching case.” Giles lookedander confused. “l don’'t need to
be a chapter in your diary, thank you very muchu Yi@nt to write about me? Do it
after I'm dead and can‘t know about it.”

Giles blinked at Xander. The Watcher looked toigarfng something out in his
head. He slowly set down the pad and pen, thenetbtvard Angel to continue.

“When Spike started drinking slower, that's whemgs started...heating up,



right?”

Xander nodded. He was getting very nervous. “ltt®anection, right? We've got
some sort of bond thing going on now? That's why.weu know...um...”
Xander made a subtle pumping motion with his f&tes removed his glasses
quickly and started cleaning them.

“Not exactly. Not a bond. And the fact that youlboiclimaxed, well, that’s not
really all that unusual. Any Kkill that’s not jusigaiick meal is quite a...sexual
experience for a vampire. And usually about hadftime, a victim will get there,
too. Well, they would get there if they weren’tuyknow, dead.”

“| get it. Still waiting for the punch-line, thougdude.”

“It's all about you not being dead. And becauselida’t kill you, that works in
connection with the sex part. It's because Spikesti down. He slowed way
down. Drank enough to kill you, but your body wasdoh’t know the right
word...distracted? And now, you're having a physiealation. You have a need
for completion.”

“Completion? You mean that my body is telling matth wants to die?Okay,
panic-mode, again.

“It doesn’twantto die. ltheedgo.”
“Oh, thanks! Much better! You're telling me, whéimn in limbo? Just waiting here
for Spike to finish me off? No thank you! | mighdtrbe a genius, but I'm smarter

than that. | don’'t want to die!”

“You're right, you are smarter than that. That’sywthis physical need you have to
die is manifesting itself as sexu&hatyour body, and mind, can deal with.”

“Oh, yeah. My mind’s been coping with jerking off thoughts of Spike real well.
No problem, here. Excuse me while | just go plaghwany dad’s loaded gun.”

“Xander, really, no need to get drastic.” Giles edld



Angel let out a big sigh. “Now, the bad news.”

“Now, the bad news? Was there good news?” turning esGiDid | miss the good
news?”

“Poor choice of words. Sorry.” Angel paced back &th a couple times, then
came to a stop against the opposite wall of theefft did not escape Xander’s
attention that the vampire was now standing aaviay from him as possible.
“Um, you see, you will continue to feel this wayowYll feel pulled toward Spike.
You'll crave his bite. Not to bring death, your ioravon’t let that happen. But to
bring...release. Completion.”

“Okay. I'll crave Spike to bite me again.” He loakfom Angel to Giles and back.
“Fix it, please.”

Angel shrugged. “Don’t know how.”

“Um...not good enough.” He turned toward Giles, agédhix it, please.”
“Oh, yes, well, I'll have to research...”

“Angel said that there is nothing written abousthi

“That | know of, | said. | haven’t ever wanted &verse it, so | never really
looked.”

“You did this to someone?” Xander asked, not reslisprised.

“Well, yeah. It was a very long time ago.”

“How did it end before?”

“Oh, she just...died. Or, you know, | killed her.” Agldidgeted and managed to

look even more uncomfortable in his own skin. “Wimd have to talk about this
right now, do we?”



Xander set the box of tissues back on the deslstmudl up on shaky legs. “Okay,
let me get his whole thing straight. When Spikenb#, | should have died. But
because of the way he bit me, combined with thet ghisturbing orgasm that I've
ever had in my life, | didn’t die. Now | have tlaseepy desire to have Spike bite
me again which is manifesting itself as sexualréegind it won’t end until | die.
Do have | that right?”

Angel crossed his arms over his chest. “That aboatmed it up.”

“Right then, raise your hand for killing Spike gakally dead!” Xander suggested
as he shot his hand in the air. Giles sheepisidgdahis hand to shoulder height.
Angel kept his arms crossed. “Hey, Deadboy, lgtipport here.”

“Can’t kill Spike.” Angel looked distraught.

“Sure we can. Little beheading, little stake thrioulge heart. No more Spike. No
more creepy vampire sexual needs for me. Win-win.”

Angel shook his head. “Can’t kill Spike. Killing &g won't stop it. Won’t make it
better. In fact, it would get worse.”

“Oh, please explain to me how this can get worXarider slowly sat back down in
the chair. “No, never mind. Please don’t explain.”

“Listen, without Spike as an outlet, you'll havewttere to direct these urges.”
“I have nowhere to direct them NOW!”
“Yeah, but you have the potential. With Spike slie-"

“Okay, | get it,“ Xander interrupted, having noengst in hearing Angel speak
anymore. He turned to Giles. “Fix it, please.”

“It will be my highest priority.” Giles stepped av® Xander and rested a hand on
his shoulder. He smiled. “We’ll fix it.”
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Angel had walked him home. They didn’t say muchmyithe short journey. Angel
said he would find Buffy and explain why she couldkill Spike right away,

without going into the really embarrassing detaflander had thanked the vampire
with a simple nod when they reached his front porch

He had stripped down to his boxers when he goistodom, jacked off for
the...what? fourth time that day, then just sat tloeréhe bed. Thinking
about...well, honestly, thinking about Spike. WhaAiigel was right? What if
Giles could never fix it? What if he felt this whyreverAWhat does this really
mean for me?

And that's how Xander found himself sitting on #dge of his bed and staring out
the window at 2 am. Trying to digest his futureagSpike-nympho. And, more to
the point, trying to bury this unbelievable urgemalk outside and bare his neck to
the vampire that was now standing in his back gandking a cigarette. Leaning
against a tree. Just staring into Xander’s darkwaand right into his eyes. Calling
to him without saying a word.

God, Xander hated vampires.

4
The Pull

About a day after he had bitten the Xander kidk&started to feel it. The pull. It
was about what he thought it would be. A desirinish the job.

He knew it would happen. He had done everythinitrigie just hadn’t expected it
to be this...strong. By the time another day had ghs3eike couldn’t get the boy
out of his head. He thought about him while shagdnusilla. He pictured the kid
while draining his latest meal. And when he wash&gging or eating, he just sat in
his room, stroking himself, and trying to figuret die best time to go see this
Xander kid and bite him, kill him, and, most likefuck him. Not necessarily in
that order.



That's how Dru found him early that evening. Sitioropped up on their four
poster bed, shirtless, jeans unzipped and push&d thojust below his hips, and
pulling on himself in long slow strokes. His eygmened as he heard her come
down the stairs to their candle-lit basement betraad watched as she glided over
to the side of the bed. Gliding seemed to be tinkegeword for Drusilla. She never
seemed to actually walk. The floor length skirte always wore covered her legs
completely, and her steps were so light and sratlshe just skated across the
floor.

Dru eyed Spike’s body with that enticing expressibouriosity and lust. It was the
same look she had the first time she saw him nakad every time there after. It
never ceased to amaze him that she was nevercasit@ke the innocent look of a
blushing bride on her wedding night.

Without a word, Dru slowly hitched up her skirtasiled onto the bed, and
straddled Spike’s hips. She removed his hand frisnedck, placed it on her breast,
then guided him into her. She placed two handsi®chest and began moving on
top of him with such skill and talent that the “Blung bride” analogy went
completely out the window.

He let her pump herself on him while his thoughifiet back toward Xander. He
vamped out and ran his tongue across his fangsmguitimself and sucking on the
small amount of blood that flowed. He imagined hethattached to Xander’'s neck,
licking the scar he had made. He could almostHeseteeth sinking into that
beautiful soft warm skin.

As he lost himself in the fantasy, he involuntatdgk control back from Dru. He
moved his hands to grip her hips and thrust upheto smooth and steady. She was
cool and wet and as tight as the very first time.w4s always afraid that he was
going to break her. Especially recently, in her keeed state.

Now though, she was making grunting and cooingeasoikat Spike barely heard
since, in his mind, it wasn’t the vampiress he wagle.

When he came, he pulled Drusilla down on top of ad tore into her neck,
drinking her cold dead blood and finding himselfngaring it Xander’s hot
pulsating blood that had tingled on his tongue muadle his toes curl just a little bit.



Dru climbed off of him, curled her legs underneladinself, and settled next to Spike
on the bed She reached over to him and petteddfesron his face. He adored
when she did that. Like she was appreciating epariyof him.

“My poor Spike,” she cooed. “Little shepherd hast lbis flock.”

Spike tried to focus his thoughts back to the veald so he could work out what
the crazy vampire was trying to say.

“So so lost. Looking in all the wrong places.”
“What are you on about, luv?”

Dru stretched out next to him and leaned in clogag ear. “Sheep is searching for
his shepherd. Needs to be herded. Needs a home.”

He wasn’t sure he knew what was going on in thiéfedhbrain of hers, but he knew
he had to finish up his little project with the béie knew that for sure. Spike
morphed back into his human features, took Druisdhend kissed it. “I'm going to
be gone for a little while,” he told her.

She grinned at him, then the world disappeared fieneyes as she said, "Yes...a
little while.”
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Spike creeped around the house, peering in windmishe found Xander’s
bedroom. Mini-blinds partially shielded the viewjtlihey weren’t closed all the
way, and the vampire could see most of what wasggon inside the room.

Xander was propped up on his bed in the exactipodhat Spike had been earlier
that night. And in the exact same state of dressdpthe exact same thing. Spike
grinned. He knew what the boy was thinking, too.

He watched as the boy’'s strokes became more feemedhis eyes rolled back. He



watched as Xander came, then sunk down into Heasland slowly caught his
breath. He watched as Xander composed himself,damuple tissues from his
night stand and cleaned up.

Spike looked around the back yard, walked overtteajust few feet away, settled
himself against it and lit a cigarette. He could ¥ander move to the edge of his
bed and sit with his head in his hands. He savbtlydift his head slowly and look
at the window. He watched as Xander’'s eyes adjustéte darkness outside. He
knew the precise moment that Xander saw the glo8pate’s cigarette, then the
outline of Spike himself.

They stared at each other like that for quite some. Both wanting the same
thing. Spike knowing it was Xander’'s move, sincechaldn’t enter the house.

Spike finished his cigarette, flicked it away, thmrlled another one and his lighter
out of his duster pocket. He broke eye contact wighboy as he glanced down to
light it. When he looked up again, Xander was gone.
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Xander was cussing himself out. His body was makingdo things that his mind
was screaming at him not to do. It was like the tien’t exist in the same person
anymore. He had certainly lost control of his diekore. He was, after all, a
seventeen year old boy. That particular musclehzatiit's own brain for several
years now. But this was different. This wasn'’t jastunruly penis he was dealing
with, but the complete betrayal of his entire body.

From the moment he saw the cigarette glow out theaw, his legs had itched to
stand up and walk out the door. His dick had stgoat attention again, and his
blood began to pump hot and fast through his veins.

No, no, nohe kept trying to tell his bodypon’t go out there. Evil vampire out
there. Evil vampire who wants to kill you. You ddrdve a death wish. You have a
long humiliating life ahead of you and you waneiperience every embarrassing
moment of it. Don’t go out there. He's going td kdu. If you go out there, you will
die. Don’'t go out there.



By the time he had thougbion’t go out therdor the seventh time, he was standing
at the back door, clad in just his boxers, withHaad on the door knob.

Fuck mehe cursed himself again.

Xander was terrified as he opened the door. Heksfierely as he walked over to
Spike, whose position hadn’t changed. He stoodantfof the vampire and
coughed as cancer-causing smoke was blown in ¢gs fa

“Christ, Spike, you trying to kill me?” Okayhat was out of his mouth before he
could brain-check it.

Spike laughed and flicked the cigarette away. “Whakt's the question now, isn’t
it?”

Without the cancer-stick between himself and thapige, Xander took one more
step closer to Spike. “I really don’t want to die.”

“Then what are you doing out here?” Spike took haflikander’'s arms.

“I think you know the answer to that, you evil (ejt Xander responded, an
unwelcome tear rolling down his cheek. He watcheité3s eyes as they changed
from sparkling blue to glowing gold. He thought ab@Villow. He loved Willow.
He tilted his head to left, exposing the scar g just barely starting to heal. He
thought about Buffy. He loved Buffy.

Spike leaned forward and Xander felt a cold tongatthe mark on his neck. His
knees went weak. Spike squeezed harder on his apperand Xander found
himself leaning further into the vampire. Then heught about Angel. He hated
Angel. If it wasn't for Angel, Spike would have had idea who Xander was. It
was Angel who took Xander into the school on Pailesgicher Night and offered to
share him with Spike.

“Fuck you, Angel.” The words escaped his lips befoe could brain-check them,
again.



Spike stopped licking him suddenly and pushed Xaaday slightly. “Name’s not
Angel, whelp.”

Xander was so tired. He was frustrated, and hang,either wanted to go back
inside or die. He didn’t really know which. The ieatsituation was making him
more angry.

“Wasn't talking to you,” he told Spike.
The vampire glanced around the yard. “Just youraadhere.”

“Listen, you gonna bite me or not? ‘Cause I'm siagdight here.” Spike cocked
an eyebrow at Xander. “And, believe me, | don’t wanbe standing here. But here
| am. Just waiting for you to bite me. Or possikilyme. Or, if not either of those,
or maybe in addition to both of those, I'm waitifag you to fuck me.'Brain-

check, brain-check, brain-checkNell, alright, not that last thing. Forget | saltht
last thing.” Xander was shaking even harder noyust need something.
Something to make this go away. ‘Cause | can'tliike this. And | don’t want to
die like this. | need it to stop. Please, makedps

The words coming from Xander felt like they shohfie been a sad desperate cry
for help, but he was just spitting mad. Spike bidwghand up to Xander’s face and
wiped off the hot tears that had been streamingda face. “What are you so
upset about, kid?”

“What? What am | upset about? This isn’t upsetsThipissed off! And it's a
stupid question, anyway. I'm pissed at you, Spi@! making me feel this way.

I'm pissed because you made me want you in als sirtisturbing ways. And I'm
pissed because | know that now. And I'm pissedradehbecause he knows it and
he told me and doesn’t know how to fix it. And nblave to crave you. You! A
short evil vampire with stupid hair. And | don’tatey know what | crave. | just
know that | need you inside me. And | don’t know mhean your teeth in my neck
or...something else. All | really know for sure istlaafew minutes ago | was going
crazy sitting in my bedroom, ready to claw my séfhbecause | needed something
so bad. And now that you're standing here and timgcine, | feel good and whole
and | want more of you.”



Xander had worked himself out of Spike’s grip arabwow clutching the
vampire’s shoulders. He wasn't at all sure what enaidh do it, but he suddenly
leaned down and started sucking on Spike’s nec&.skin was cold and felt dead.
There was no pulse. He sucked hard and felt theethet his mouth was touching
grow slightly warmer and he realized that he wgis¢yto pull Spike’s blood
toward him.

However, this really didn’t seem to be fulfillingaspecific current need he was
having except for making him even harder. He puledy from Spike and
watched the small red mark he had made on the vammpieck fade away quickly.

Xander looked into the vampire’s gold eyes andltriet to sound too desperate
when he said, “Fix it.”

Spike leaned down and sucked on his neck, mimicKemgder's move from a
moment ago. Xander made a low growling noise tleatdd never made before and
thrust his hips up against the vampire.

Keeping his mouth secure on his neck, Spike grabhisedrms again and spun them
around so that now Xander’'s back was against &g rhe vampire then ran his
hand slowly down Xander’s bare chest, slippedti the waistband of his boxers
anddear God, no other person has ever touched myltdre. Christ, his hand is
cold.

Spike ran his thumb over the tip of Xander’s conll aaught the pre-come that had
already started leaking, then he was stoking antiXiastopped thinking. He began
pumping himself into the vampire’s fist, and mowetand to rest on the back of
Spike’s head, trying to pull him closer.

Spike was holding onto Xander’s left hip and somelkontrolling the thrusts. The
vampire was moving his hand entirely too slow, adild occasionally slide his
fingers down and roll Xander’s balls with his fimgdefore continuing the smooth
and steady ministrations of his cock.

Xander’s breathing was getting more desperate #hargh Spike wasn’t moving
his hand any faster. In fact, the whole time he b&iag jerked off séuckingslow
that he thought there was no way he was goingntecolis entire body screamed



for completion.

“Inside me,” he choked out into Spike’s ear, andihally felt fangs slide into his
neck. The orgasm was so sudden that it took a miofoehim to realize it was
happening. “Oh, God. Fuck,” and other incoherentdsa@ame out of his mouth as
the vampire drank from him.

And Xander felt perfect. He felt complete. He waady to die.

Then the fangs were gone and Xander collapsecetgrtiund. He fell forward and
wrapped his arms around Spike’s legs, resting ek against the vampire’s
thighs.

Xander sat there like that for several minutesldti@is breath slow down and mind
catch up. Finally he let go of Spike’s legs andvézhback on his heels. He raised
his head slowly, eyes halting for just a momenth@vampire’s crotch as he
noticed a darker spot on the front of the blackgea

By the time his gaze reached Spike’s face, he a@drg again at sparkling blue
eyes. The vampire had a stupid grin on his facesaeded to have more color in
his cheeksThis is disturbing on so many leve¥ander thought, and struggled to
stand up.

When his legs decided to work, he straightenednableaned back against the tree.
He shivered when Spike put his slightly warm hamalgither side of Xander’s
chest and leaned forward.

“I didn’t think keeping you alive like this wouldebso much fun,” Spike said with
that same damn grin.

“So glad | could amuse. You gonna kill me or not?”
“Not tonight. See you again soon, though, yeah?”
“Oh, sure thing, Dread Pirate Roberts. ‘Good nighaep tight. I'll most likely Kill

you in the morning.’ I've seen that movie, you knédmd I'm not one to just wait
around to die. If you’re going to kill me, than kg kill me!”



“And I'm not one to be taking orders from spottyéal little boys.”

Xander’s fist struck Spike’s jaw before either oaally knew what was happening.
Spike, who had been propelled back about a fooplshis head a couple times
(more out of shock than pain, Xander figured), tle¢out a little laugh. The
vampire took one step forward, latched dull teettodnis bite mark, and sucked
hard.

Xander threw his head back against the tree andsaesamed, “Fuck!” through
gritted teeth. Spike stopped as quickly as heestaahd moved to look Xander in
the eyes.

“You know what’s going on, right?” Spike asked.
“Angel explained it to me.”

Spike seemed amused. “Oh, Angel did, did he? Sepipesvould know. He’s the
one who taught it to me. Never had any use fonti now.”

“God, | fucking hate Angel.”

A snicker from Spike. “Yeah. Me, too.” The vampio®k a step back. “I'm not
going to kill you right away. I'll kill you, yesfll don’t, then I'll go around feeling
like this forever. Can’t have that. But it is kinflamusing for now.”

“What do you meangou’ll go around feeling like this?”

“What? Angel didn’t explain that part? Typical.” i8p sighed. “You crave me. |
crave you. That’s just the way it works. It willlnue that way until you die. Then
I'm free of it.”

“But it doesn’t work the other way around, rightéan, when | die, then you're
free, but when you die...” Xander slid down the trgaia. Angel had explained
this part, sure, but it had taken a really longetitm process the information
completely. “If you die, then this craving, thisetk it won't go away, will it? I'm
going to be pulled toward you, but there won’t bea to go to. What will happen



to me?”

Spike squatted down in front of Xander with thanhsducking look of amusement
on his face and in his eyes. “Well, | heard abbig bird this one time whose
vampire got dusted before she died, and they ftnemdn her house two weeks later
and she had clawed every inch of her skin off. Wiheyy found her, she was just a
pile of blood and muscle.” Spike raised an eyebabwander’'s shocked
expression. “Yummy.”

“Please, go away now,” Xander whispered.

“Sure thing, little sheep.” With that, Spike pattédnder on the head and walked
out of the back yard.

Xander stayed sitting against the tree for andtioer. He finally got up and slowly
walked back into his house, stripped off his stibkyxer shorts, and climbed under
his covers.

He laid awake the rest of the night, got up arosexen, took a shower and went to
school. He figured that this was what the restigfife was going to be like.
Disturbing sex and blood acts in his back yardyeweght until Spike was tired of
him. He tried to wrap his brain around it and malakay in his mind.

What he didn’'t know was that it was about to getarh worse.

5
So Much Worse

God, Xander hated Angel.

“I know you think you can handle this, but you'retrsafe around him!” Angel was
screaming.



“Of course, I'm not safe. But I'll figure somethiragit on my own! | don’t need
you!”

Xander and Angel were having this very loud anddgargument while standing
in the library surrounded by Buffy and Willow andé&s. Giles was standing near
the men, trying to mediate this unmediatable fight.

“Boys, boys, calm down please,” Giles tried to rjeet.

Angel ignored him, “I'm the only qualified persam this bunch who's available.
Buffy has got her sacred duty keeping her busy.cané be at your house every
night.”

“I don’t wantyouat my house every night! Spike said he wasn’t gamkill me
right away. Can’t we just let it go for now?”

“No!” was the collective cry from the other fourggee in the room. Xander looked
over at Willow and was saddened by the look of teaher face. He walked over to
her and squatted down in front of the chair she seaged in. He took her hand.

“Wills, I know you're scared. And | am, too. Buttilrwe figure out how to fix it,
then this is the way it is. I'll cope. I'll deal.rd I'll not die. Not, yet.”

“Not ever, Xander,” Willow cried. He sighed heavily and sdaap to face the group
again.

‘Il know I'm not safe. | know I'm walking a fine lmby...well, just existing right
now. But there are some things that | will not dieg one of those things is have
this dead guy,” Xander pointed at Angel, “as imgking bodyguari

“Xander!” Buffy and Willow gasped.

“Listen, you stupid punk,” Angel hissed out, “yoe'really going to risk your own
life just because you hate me? The only thing stenbletween life and death for
you right now is pride!” Angel stepped up to Xandaut his face in his, and
continued with pure disdain, “You’re going to diedding and alone.”



Xander took a step back and punched Angel in theTaaie vampire staggered back
a few steps then charged forward again with aufistready to strike.

“Enough!” The deep voice echoed through the libsrysuddenly and forcefully
that everyone froze. Angel in mid-swing, Xandershaip to block the expected
blow, Buffy halfway out of her chair, and Willow thi her head in her hands. Then
everyone turned to look at Giles.

The librarian tore his glasses off his face andetiacleaning them vigorously.
There was an audible crack as one of the lenség letween Giles’ fingers. He
looked down at the glass in his handkerchief antfext both it and the ruined
spectacles in his shirt pocket.

Xander and Angel backed away from each other. Bsltiwly lowered herself back
in her chair. Willow started chewing on a fingetnai

“Now,” Giles took a deep breath, composed himseif] turned to Angel, “This is
what is going to happen. Angel, you will watch émtXander. You will allow
Xander and Spike to get whatever fix they neecdetacagd you will make sure that
Spike doesn't kill him. You will continue to do thuntil we find a...cure.”

Xander opened his mouth to say something but wasftwhen Giles whipped his
head toward him and glared the coldest stare heWadseen on anybody. He had
never seen the Watcher so angry.

“Not a word, Xander. To coin your own phrase, ‘Tisishe way it is.” Giles
walked over to Xander and placed a hand on his hisrface softening. “There are
people here who care about you, Xander. Peoplelavieoyou. We will not let you
die. We'll fix it. And in the meantime, waill protect you.” Xander relented with a
nod.

Giles walked toward his office. When he reacheddibar, he turned around and
faced the group again. “Buffy, go patrol. Angel,lsv/illow and Xander home.
Stay with Xander.” With that, he went into his ofiand shut the door.

The room stayed quiet for several moments. TherfyRydt up, gathered her stake



and axe and left the library, but not before givioogh Xander’'s and Angel’'s hand a
quick squeeze as she passed them.

Willow stuffed her books into her backpack, andttiree walked out into the
evening.
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As soon as they got outside, and all the otheratisons disappeared, Xander felt
the stirring in his blood and his pants. He had ag&al to find the time to jerk off
just once that day, in a dark janitor’s closethwits other hand on the lockless door
knob so no one walked in on him.

His thoughts never really strayed far from Spikat tkhole day. Mostly he would
picture the vampire’s face, ridges on his nosefarghead, evil gold eyes, sharp
greedy teeth. He would feel Spike’s hands on hissaand chest. And his cold
fingers wrapped around his cock.

During his janitor’'s-closet-jerk-off session, Xamdeit Spike stroking him and
drove himself a little crazy by mimicking the mowéh his own hand. In his head,
he was telling Spike to move faster, but he couldrdke his own hand do anything
different than the long slow pulls he felt the rtigefore. He finally let go of the
door knob and reached up to touch the mark onigihe side of his neck. The
moment he did, he bit his lip to muffle the moarhascame. He pressed his back
against the door and cleaned himself up with t@iégier that he found on the shelf
next to him.

Now his mind wandered as the trio walked towardidils house. This time,
though, Xander started conjuring new images irhked. Picturing Spike in ways
that he had not seen before. Like shirtless. Akelhiaving cold vampire fingers
clutch his own bare ass. This was quite disturbing.

He snuck a look at Angel, who was walking betwekamskelf and Willow. Angel
kept giving Xander creepy side-glances, and Xahddra sudden fear that the
vampire could possibly smell something that washgihaway his current arousal.
Plus, it was getting a little difficult to walk cdortably.



When Spike appeared in front of them, Xander's badygted before his mind did.
This was getting to be the norm. Angel and Willdepped immediately, but
Xander took a couple quick steps toward Spike leefargel grabbed his arm and
pulled him back. Xander glared at the vampire ¢luig his arm, then at the
vampire standing several feet in front of him.

“Hey, Spike,” Xander called out as he tried to tis arm out of Angel’'s grasp.
“You gonna kill me tonight?”

Spike tilted his head to the side slightly. “Wagpidnning on it.”

Angel tightened his grip. “We need to get Willownhe.”

“Go ahead,” Xander answered.

“I'm not leaving you. We've already establishedsthi

“Get Willow home, Angel.” Xander growled at him.

“Uh, boys,” Spike smirked, “I believe this pointnsoot.”

Xander and Angel looked at Willow. She was now apte yards behind them in
the arms of a tall dirty vampire that had comeautowhere. He was crushing her
back against his chest, hand over her mouth. Hes egre frantic. Two more
vampires came out of the shadows and flanked Widod her captor, all in game
face.

Angel made a move toward Willow, and Xander wasdsndly torn out of Angel’s
grip and into Spike’s. Angel stopped. He was imfigg stance, looking back and
forth between Willow and Xander.

“I didn't come here for a fight, Angelus,” Spike@ained calmly.

“You're not leaving here with him.” Angel growledbk.

“Wasn’t planning on it.”



Xander found himself leaning into Spike who wasadlly holding his arm, more
like stroking it. Xander’s breathing started tockaén. He reached up and grabbed
Spike’s duster. He was unable to tear his starg &noen the vampire’s blue eyes.
He wanted so much for this to stop.

“No, I've got something else in mind,” Spike conted. He beckoned to Angel
with his finger, “Come here.”

“What are you up to, Spike?” Angel narrowed hisseye

“| said, come here.”

“I don’t take orders from you. Never have. Nevell.ivi

Spike gave a small nod to the vampire holding Willdhat vamp moved Willow’s
head to the side and slowly scraped his fangs satr@sneck. She squeezed her
eyes tight and whimpered.

“You son-of-a-bitch!” Angel vamped out and shousgdspike, “Not Willow!”
“Then come here,” Spike said with a smug smile.

Angel took a few steps toward Spike and Xander whe not too subtly starting
to grope at each other. Suddenly Xander felt hihtmehg thrust forward. Spike has
holding him by the arms, pushing him face firsAagel.

“What the hell are you doing?” Xander called ougiokiis shoulder at Spike.

“Take his arms, Angelus.” Spike ignored Xander amd staring intently at Angel.
He shook Xander lightly and said again, “Take him!”

Angel glanced back at Willow. Her eyes were wideropgain, tears running down
her face, and two dark red lines were tricklingdoldrom her neck. Angel turned
back around and grabbed Xander's arms, just abeve $pike was holding him.

Spike stepped up closer behind Xander. He couldtieevampire’s erection



pressing into his ass. His blood was pumping haatet he had a flash image of
Spike inside him, and this time it wasn't his teeth

“Now,” Spike was still speaking to Angel, “bite hifn
“What!?” Xander and Angel shouted.

Spike let go of Xander’s left arm, put his handnismihead and tilted it to the left.
The vampire ran his tongue slowly and smoothly sstbe raw and bruised scar.
Xander shivered.

Then Spike took hold of Xander's left arm agaim ge of his right arm and
violently forced his head to tilt in the other diten, exposing the unscarred left
side of his neck. “Bite him.”

“Are you out of your mind?” Angel asked, which wasactly what Xander was
thinking and would of asked himself if he had babte to formulate words. His
body was doing a flip-flop between anger and ddkia¢ was pretty much turning
his mind to mush.

“Come on, Angelus. I'm just doing what you taughe.irSpike walked Xander
forward one more step until he was pretty well bagsbetween the two vampires.
“Sharing.”

Angel’'s gold eyes looked panicked. His eyes wackifig back and forth from
Spike to Xander’s neck.

“How long has it been, Angel?” Spike asked, lowgrims voice to a husky whisper
that blew cool breath across Xander’s hot skin.rftan blood. How long has it
been since you sunk those long teeth into virgiahi? Since you felt blood pump
into your mouth? Filling you. Warm. Sticky. How lpnAngel?”

The three of them were panting. Xander’s skin wasvling with need. “Please,”
was the only word he could get his brain to say.

“You know what I'm telling you to do, right AngelBpike had removed his hands
from Xander completely and was now holding onto éfsgarms, keeping the older



vampire pressed against Xander. Now Xander felteRagrection against his own.
His disgust reached a level he didn’'t know existed.

“Never, Spike. | won’t,” Angel croaked out whilalkstaring at Xander’'s neck.
“Right, then.” Spike looked up at Willow’s captébo it.”

Angel looked back and saw the vampire sink hihtegb Willow. She screamed
beneath the hand covering her mouth.

“No!” Angel and Xander both shouted.

“Stop,” Spike said casually. The gulping stoppead, the vampire kept his teeth
buried in Willow’'s neck. She had a look of utterrée in her eyes.

Angel turned his glare back to Spike. “How couldiyto this?” he asked, sounding
more desperate than angry.

“Yampire. Remember? It has been a while for yognhat? You don’t want the
little redhead to die? Bite him.” Spike pressed darharder into Angel.

Angel looked back at Willow, then at Xander, théiXander's neck, then back at
Willow, and finally at Spike. “I can’t,” he whimped.

“You will,” Spike countered.

Angel morphed back into his human guise and staaedy. It was absolutely the
most disturbing thing that Xander had ever seenl #his is what got Xander
scared. Not getting turned on by Spike. Not nee@ipixe to bite him angles,
damnitfuck him. Not the possibility that Spike was trgito force Angel to Kill
him. But Angel crying. Angel was crying becausekhew that he was going to do
this bad thing that Spike was asking of him. AncewlAngel got scared...it was
very very bad.

And Angel was looking directly at Xander with alhsel sorrow in those tear filled
eyes. Angel swallowed hard. “I'm sorry,” he whisp@rand stole a glance back at
Willow who was still impaled on the vampire’s teeth



Angel turned slowly back to Xander in full vamp éa¢I'm so sorry,” he said one
more time before sinking his fangs into Xander'skae

Xander screamed. It felt like he was being stabvaiéd a steak knife. He heard
Spike laugh. Then he heard the vampire behindrsayery soft low voice, “Don’t
kill him, Angelus.”

He felt Angel drinking. Felt the blood pump fronsHiody and Angel’'s mouth grow
warmer.

And then two more fangs pierced the other sidashhck.

Xander’s legs completely stopped working. The twdibs crushing him and the
two sets of teeth in his neck were the only thingtsling him up. He was gasping.
His blood was screaming. He heard Angel start taitmdhe two arms from behind
him snaked between himself and Angel. He felt aypalp his pulsating cock
through his jeans and the back of the other hantgapped Angel’s.

Then all cylinders fired in his brain, and he figdrout what was happening. Angel
and Spike were drinking slow. Really slow. Xand=mahed back and took hold of
Spike’s hips. “Please,” he said again and triech&de more words come out like
don’t or stopor no, but he just stopped at “Please.”

This time he barely noticed when he came. The wadd going tilty and gray.
Then all the pressure disappeared, and he crunpkb@ ground. He was sprawled
on his back in the grass gasping for breath. Hedddo his right and focused on
Angel. Angel was staring back at him, big brownsefyleed with terror. Xander
turned to his left and looked at Spike. Spike wasrsg at Angel with blue-eyed
smugness and that blood-soaked grin that Xandereealy to rip off his face.

Everyone turned to look at Willow as she gaspedfalh@orward when the vampire
minion took his fangs out and pushed her away.

The last thing Xander saw before he passed oungsl punching Spike. Now,
that was satisfying.



6
Tilt-a-Whirl

Xander’s head spun. He flashed on a memory of videenas thirteen, and he and
Jesse thought it would be fun to sneak into hiseig$ liquor cabinet. They had
taken many sips of the most foul tasting clearitigthen the next morning had
woken up feeling exactly like this. Achy and spirand dry-mouthed. He turned
his head to the right and opened his eyes, expetdisee Jesse laying there,
looking like Xander felt.

Instead, he was looking at a wall. But it wasn& wall. His wall was covered in
posters and stickers and random paraphernaliagfiatted his interest in music
and comic books and sports and Amy Yip.

He blinked. This wasn’t his wall. This wall was bkaand boring. And these sure as
hell weren't his sheets. These sheets weren'ttteat-bare blue stripes he'd had
for entirely too many years. These sheets weranegd my god...silk.

He turned his head to the left and the first tHiegsaw was Angel. Sitting on the
floor against the far wall. The vampire’s kneesenvdrawn up to his chest. His
palms were resting on the floor. He was staringaatder.

He glanced around the room, pulling the situatrofocus. This was Angel’'s
basement flat. He had been here once before. lavage room with this bed
tucked into an alcove that offered a kind of privdbom the living area, kitchen,
and front door. He looked back at Angel. “How lohg?

“Two days.”

Xander nodded. “Sunday,” he said to himself toifsland get his bearing&amn.
Missed the Babylon 5 marathdidust you here?”



“Buffy and Giles just left to patrol.”
Xander sat up quickly, terrified. “Willow?!”

“She’s fine. Vamp took a good size bite out of loer, she didn’t lose a lot of
blood. She’s been by a lot.”

He relaxed and looked down, discovering he wasiwgamnly a pair of sweat pants
that weren’t his own. “Um, what the hell?” he asksuinting to his legs.

“They’re Giles’,” Angel answered, like that explath everything.
“Okay, Deadboy, I'm gonna need a little more exposi”

Angel looked tired. Really tired. He was keeping lhead cast down, glancing up at
Xander through hooded eyes. The details came quidkide from Willow’s

house, Angel's abode was the closest, so he hagjbrXander here. Couldn’t do
hospital because couldn’t think of a reason whyeleas so much blood loss yet so
little death. Because of the how the blood was Kanhder really just needed a
place to sleep it off. The clothes? Well, theyjudk figured that Xander wouldn’t be
comfortable in Angel’s.

“Good call,” Xander mumbled at that revelation, aletided not to ask who had
changed his clothes. “Where do my parents think?a

“Willow's.”

“It's Sunday now, though. They'll be expecting naae.”

“Yeah. You should probably get going.”

“Um, yeah. You forgetting something?” Angel’s blagkpression didn’t change.
“VYampire bodyguard. Remember? Not that you did rfeg af good last time, but

my friends will kill me if | get killed.”

Angel's body twitched and Xander heard a rattlenetal. “You were right. Spike’s
not going to kill you for a while.”



“I love being right. Hey, here’s a funny sidebar...wdrg you chained to the wall?”
It was odd that he hadn’t noticed it before, buvnander saw the chain running
down the wall, one end attached to a heavy-dutyhepd, the other disappearing
next to Angel’s hand.

Angel lifted his arm, exposing the three-inch maaatched around his wrist. “To
keep you safe.”

“From you?”
“YeS.H

Xander’s stomach twisted into a sudden knot, thestemched immediately as he
felt the blood inside him split and flow in two thfent directions. He thought
instantly of the first bite from Spike. Then thesed. Then the third. Then Angel.
He reached up and touched the new mark on thsitiftof his neck. His pulse was
strong there. His neck was hot. The loose fittvwgats betrayed his arousal.

But Angel wasn't looking at Xander. The vampire&ald was bent over so far that
Xander could only see the top of his head, his avnapped tightly around his
knees. Angel was breathing heavily, in hard gaspader knew what that heavy
breathing meant. Had heard it, felt it, from a vampefore.

Oh, crap.

Xander stood up and scanned the room for his dofireing them folded neatly
on the bedside cabinet. The new sound that esdegpadAngel was what gave him
pause as he held his t-shirt in his hand.

Angel hadn’t moved from his position on the floexcept for the gentle rocking,
forward and back. Xander had just heard a low grttdrad sounded sad and
desperate and like it existed so deep in Angelithairt to get it out.

Sitting back down on the bed, Xander started tb frevas a new emotion for him,
fretting. Seemed like something that old Britistkfike Giles would do. But here
he found himself, fretting none the less.



Spike sure had known was he was doing, didn’t he®ddild have killed Xander
that first night, causing the Slayer great heada@&ut then she would have just
enacted her revenge and there would have an apdcabattle and blood would
have been spilled on both sides. But this. Suckimgof the Slayer’s best friends
into a mental frenzy of blood-lust and sexual dedrevising it so killing Spike
would result in said friend’s increased inner togtand possible suicide. Brilliant
safe-guard, really.

And now this. Take one acid-laced psycho vampuid,adash of hormonal highly-
susceptible teenager, and shake liberally withalmst ensouled, repressed,
reformed second vampire, and you get a cocktah@imost bitter tasting
threesome ever concocted.

Giles, Xander prayed in his heaplease find a way to fix this. Please. Makelit al
go away.

Xander’s entire body was burning now. His breathwag beginning to match
Angel's. Over this past week Xander had felt scacedcerned, uncomfortable,
creepy, crabby, disgusted, agitated, occasionatlgfeed, and all around angry and
horny. This was his life. A Tasmanian Devil of ttuig) emotion that had the
potential to suck in the entire rest of his exiserHe was going to go mad with the
constant internal conflict. It was going to rip himshreds. It was time to pick an
emaotion.

If his brain had been working properly at that maimée would have picked
‘angry.’ Instead, he chose ‘satisfied.” Which mehathad to get the one and only
thing that could satisfy him. Angel.
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Angel was turning Friday night’'s events over andran his head. Was there any
way he could of gotten out of this? Should he htaken the chance and lunged at
the vampire holding Willow? There were many wayas tramp could have ended
the girl. Would Angel have made it in time befordlgw’s throat was ripped out.
Or neck was broken? If he had actually managed¢nei Willow away, would



Spike had reneged and kidnapped or killed Xandekdel had simply attacked
Spike, then Willow would surely have been dead.

How the hell did Spike get the upper hand? SpikkeWAngel had left the

vampire a hundred years ago, he was still a spfidede who tore through towns
and countries with no regard for strategy and @m=ions. Even when they had
run into each other in the 1940’s, the younger vieenpad been as immature and as
hapless as ever. Now Spike was running his ownétmig. And his plot devices,
while probably not too carefully thought out, weeginning to match Angelus’
notorious nefarious schemes.

The groan that found its way out of the inner defthAngel’s soul brought him
back to the present like someone had torn a bliddff§ his eyes. Even with his
head down and eyes still clenched tight, he coailde Xander’'s presence. He
couldn’t figure out why the boy hadn’t left yet.ddi't Xander get what was going
on?

Then it occurred to Angel that, yes, Xander kneactly what was going on.

“You really are a fool, aren’t you?” Xander’s voibad a smoothness to it that
almost frightened Angel. “Chaining yourself to alwila. You'rethe one that
explained this tone”

There was shuffling in front of him and Angel cotél the heat coming off of
Xander.

“Did you think that | could go home and resume ifg/ | couldn’t when it was
just Spike inside me. Now it’s you, too.”

Xander had apparently kneeled down in front him laischands were gripping
Angel's forearms, pulling them away from knees. Angised his head to look into
Xander’s eyes. Eyes that were supposed to be bimwtryst was turning them
black.

“If you really wanted to stay away from me, you ltbhave taken me to Giles’ or
Willow's at any time. There would have been no izt they would have invited
you or Spike in. If this was really all about yoampires, then | would have found a



way to be safe. But this thing that you're feeling Xdnder leaned in too close to
Angel’s ear, “...all the things you want to do to nght now. I'm feeling it, too.”

Angel allowed himself to be pulled up to a standaogition, back shoved against
the wall. Part of his brain was telling him to pubis warm-blooded human away,
break the chain and run away as quickly as possiblhe same time, his demon-
infused mind was firing precise instructions on hoveubdue this idiot-child, fuck
him into the wall, and suck every last ounce obdlout of a gaping hole in his
neck.

Xander’s hands were gripping Angel's shoulderssgireg him hard into the wall.
Those hands slipped slowly down his arms and rdstaty on Angel’s wrists|
know that moveAngel thought, trying to concentrate on the saraletails, rather
than the situation itself. But Xander was stilktag.

“It doesn’t matter if you want it or not.don’t want it. Doesn’t matter. This is going
to happen. What's your body telling you to do, ARjeXander closed the gap
between their bodies.

Angel was trying not to let his demon take overs Hiner vampire could take
control of this situation, but if it did, Xander wo end up dead. There were some
things that the soul couldn’t stop. Angelus woulkpsout, satisfy this urge, and
then skip away and leave Angel with the guilt amel ¢lean up.

Xander was right. This was going to happen. Butdiddn't let Angelus out. So it
was Angel that was going to have to do it.
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Xander didn’'t know that he could feel this muchuileion and this much desire at
the same time. He wanted it quick. He wanted it.o&ad he needed it now.

He forced himself to look into Angel’s eyes. Xantiad to let Angel know that
whatever happened next was supposed to. It wasmtr's fault. It wasn'’t
Angel’s fault. It was just what was supposed todwap The way it was. The way it
IS.



Xander saw his own fear and anger mirrored batkmatin Angel's face. Then a
mask was slipped over the vampire’s eyes and Xasalgmothing. No fear, no
anger, no emotion. Suddenly, brown eyes shiftegbtd, and Angel was biting.
Xander didn’t see him move. Just felt the fanglsigneck.

For a moment he was thankful. This was what he @hiwasn’t it? Wasn't it? The
bite. His body was waiting for the end. The punaok.|But wait. That's what his
body wanted. To die. He didn't want to die. Thisswaright at all. Need the bite so
much, but can’t die.

“Stop, Angel,” Xander tried to make the words soimadsh. “Stop, now.”

Angel pulled out of Xander’s throat, brown/blacldagold eyes meeting again.
They were both hyperventilating. Xander pressedmpsossibly hard cock into
Angel, meeting the same hardness on the othe§iflrgel’s jeans.

“Not yet. | need more. You need more.” Xander leiof Angel’s wrists and moved
his upper body away to take in all of Angel’'s varedeatures. “Make me not die.”

Angel brought his hands up, rattling the chain emed to the wall, and gripped
Xander’s shoulders. Xander closed his eyes andpestasl, “Make it happen.”

Then Xander was facing the wall. Bare chest presgedhe chain that ran
diagonally across his body, still connected to Alsgeght wrist. He didn’t feel the
sweat pants come down, but they were around hissknew. He felt rough jeans
rub against his ass, and hard lips suck on thé fsegind on the left side his neck.

His blood was screaming. “Angel,” he heard himsalf. He pounded a palm
against the wall in front of him. “Fuck.”

The jeans and lips were suddenly pulled away. Xahedard the click of a belt
buckle. He turned his head to the left slightly #imelcorner of his eye caught Angel
shoving his jeans to just below his hips.

His brain then captured the next few things, bfitsed to process them, like zoning
out during a filmstrip in school. He felt a hand pubruise hold on his hip. He saw



Angel put two fingers into his own mouth, then ghkkm out covered in spit. Then
one of those fingers was inside of him. He didaihember feeling it go in. It was
just there.

And then that was the only thing he could feel. 8ttnmg in him. Someone. Angel
twisted his finger and oh go®h god, please don't let my brain start workinghtig
now.

The finger was gone, Xander gasped, then there twereXander turned his head
back to face forward and smacked his forehead attdgmlms against the wall
several times. “God, fuck,” he sobbed out.

Angel was moving his fingers. Twisting and scissgrNo, no, no, noXander’s
mind was trying to function. Trying to tell him makhis all stop. But he felt pre-
come start to leak out of his own cock and was nexae angry with his own body
for betraying him like this.

The fingers were gon@h god no:Yes.” fuck no.Two separate parts of him. Two
parts that would never meet, never agB8ggke."Spike,” Xander's mind and voice
whispered in anger and gratitude.

Xander heard Angel spit, and he knew right then ith@asn’t going to be enough.
He felt something large and too foreign touch thieasce to his hole and his body
shut down. He clenched every muscle, his body nge&ifinal stand.

Then there was a hand on his cock. It wasn’t his band. And it wasn’t the long
slender fingers he remembered from several nigids Bhe large rough fingers
captured what he had been leaking and then he evag btroked hard.

Angel’s lips were on Xander’'s neck again, sucking dcking. Xander let one
rasping groan escape and thrust forward into Asdeit. When he pushed
backwards again, Xander felt Angel’'s cock breakthisshold and¢holy mother of
god! Then he screamed.

It hurt. It fucking hurts. Oh god stop it hurts!

And Angel didn’t give him time, he didn’t give hithme. He was just thrusting. It



was fast and hard and punishing and over very geigkly.

The sucking on Xander’s neck became fangs and beemetrated again. He came
screaming onto the wall and over Angel’'s hand. éfiedf cold rush burst inside of
him, then he was warm again like fire, like ash.

When Angel pulled away, the chain that had madiengmnession in Xander’'s chest
was pulled with him, causing them both to stuminlé fall, palms on the floor,
gasping for breath.

Fluid was gushing out of Xander. He was bleedingd Aot just his neck. He
turned toward Angel, but Angel wasn’t looking atmhiHe had already pulled his
jeans back up around his hips and was whimperkegdilittle girl, rolled up in a
ball.

That was when he heard the clapping. “Bloody peisgl’ and Spike stepped out of
the shadows.

7
Touching

“That looked like fun,” Spike said as his appladssd out.
“Fuck you,” was Xander’s witty retort.

“All in good time, little one.” Spike stepped ovier Xander. The vampire leaned
down and Xander felt himself being lifted up. Hesviao tired to protest. Spike’s
touch wasn't rough. It wasn’t cruel. It was swiftcadeliberate. Xander was carried
quickly to the bed and laid down on his stomacle $Wweat pants were removed
entirely.

Xander buried his face in Angel's pillow, then rthtemself even more for

knowing the smell. He knew Angel’'s smell, now. Wasven possible to hate
himself more? Was this really his life now? He jget fucked by Angel. Buffy’s
boyfriend. A vampire. A vampire with a soul. Mayibe soul was gone. Maybe this
was the Angelus that they wrote about in the Watltgaries. That thought might
actually be a bit comforting. To know that it waslty a soulless thing that he had
just had sex with, and not the guy that Buffy walbrfg in love with. But Xander



felt pretty sure that it was Angel. Angelus wouldmave been cowering in the
corner. He could still hear Angel crying.

Then there were cool hands on the back of his THysy were stoking him slowly
yet firmly. The hands moved up his legs, ghostesl tns ass, then began
massaging the muscles of his lower back.

Xander’s stomach unclenched, and he relaxed igton#ttress. No one had ever
touched him like this before. He managed to stehain from picturing Spike,
and just concentrate on the hands. The fingers seeseooth. So different than the
fingers that had been gripping his hip and cockguew minutes before. Those
were big and rough. Callused. These were thin ang like a woman’s. Or how
Xander had imagined a woman'’s would be. He hadeHissfew girls in the last
couple of years, but it had never gone beyond Heshadn’'t known how good
hands could be.

And now he was getting hard again. His turn-aroime had gotten ridiculously
short this past week. But it wasn't just hardn&hsat same damn burning sensation
was filling him. Xander could feel his blood poungijust under his skin. He had to
be touched. Needed hands and teeth. The weekalasdtis neck was throbbing.
Spike's touch was the only thing that was goingnédke this itching go away.
Xander didn't know if his body could take more ahbus

But the hands pressed slightly harder into his l@aak pushed up his skin to his
shoulders, one hand slipping further up and brugthie scar on the right side of his
neck just as it was starting to pulsate and buemewore. Xander groaned into the
pillow.

The hands left him suddenly and were gone long gimdéor Xander to wonder if
the hands’ owner had left. Then they were back, time on the inside of his
thighs, pushing them apart. Xander felt warm aral ftoid leak out of his body,
and he wanted to cry again, but instead just toftsélf to shut up and deal with it
later. He was going to have a lot to deal withrlate

Then there was a new sensation on his ass cheglit, \mas soft and cool and wet,
and his brain saigpike!,and that was okay, because it felt good. The hahds
fingers, the tongue. All Spike, all good.



Spike’s tongue lapped slowly on his hot skin. Xarfe# a little like a kitten being
cleaned by his mother. Almost felt like purringhis body knew how. Then the
tongue moved to his crack and slid down, touchisgehtrance. And when did he
start thinking of that place as an entrance instéaah exit?

But it has good because it was soft. And when thaiea little more pressure as
Spike pushed in a little bit more, Xander managegeisp and groan at the same
time. He heard a matching groan come from Spike.

Then he was empty again and Spike was talking. Nbere’s a combination of
flavors | haven'’t tasted in over a century.” Xantlened his head to the right just
in time to see Angel lift his head and look at theoth as Spike said, “Right,
Angelus?”

Angel growled and Spike laughed. Xander didn’t ayeut that now, though,
because Spike had put his tongue back where isuwgsosed to be. Xander lifted
his hips up off the bed and Spike was able to plighsilk tongue in even more.
Xander didn’t know how he had managed to live hel life without ever feeling
this before. Why hadn’t anyone told him? He feltfeetly okay with dying right
now. With Spike’s tongue in his ass. That's notngpis it? Can't be. Feels too
good.

Then it was wrong. Very wrong. Because those weihr| teeth that he felt on
that very tender spot on his ass surrounding the ithose were fangs. Sharp,
potentially intrusive fangs.

“Gah!” Xander screamed, and flipped over quickiypiving Spike to the other side
of the bed, against the wall. “No, no, no! You wtit bite me! Not there!”

Xander saw a look of shock flash over Spike’s vamface, before it was quickly
replaced with dull amusement. “Wasn’t gonna bite, you git.”

Xander pointed at him. “Then what’s with the grcdaand the fangs on me?”

Spike chuckledeah, chuckledl was just tasting. Vampires taste better, taste
more, in their true face. Didn’t you know that?”



“Okay, first, ew. And second, why would | know tRat
“You've got a lot to learn about vampires, mate.”

“I think 1 know as much as | want to about vampjitesnk you very much.” It was
at that point that Xander let his eyes drop tordst of Spike and register that the
vampire, sitting casually now in the middle of thexl, back pressed against the
wall, was completely naked. That must have beert Wwhavas doing when his
hands had left Xander. “Spike, you're naked.” Qlattwas a clever thing to say.

“Yeah, pet,” Spike confirmed, poking Xander’s higwhis toe, “So are you.”

Xander glanced down at himself, although, yes,il&kdow that. The room stayed
quiet for a while after that. Xander continued &z his eyes trained on himself,
although he knew that Spike was looking at him, té® had no idea what Angel
was doing, and he didn't care.
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Spike let the stillness continue. He craved tohmeaer and touch the boy again,
but he was curious to see how this next part wasygo play out. To see what
Xander would do next.

It took a long time. Or perhaps what just felt l[&kéong time.

Xander’s deep breathing started to become moreddbéle still wouldn't look up
at Spike or anything else. The boy’s heart was pagifaster, but he just wouldn’t
move.

The one beating heart in the room was all Spikédcbear. It was comforting. The
one point of frantic surrounded by the utter cafrthe rest of the room. But Spike
suddenly shattered that image by losing contrdli®own breath. He found himself
gasping with desire as he watched his boy strugglesome internal conflict that
they both knew he was going to lose.



Spike had time to ponder the situation. Run thrdoiglhoptions. The first and most
obvious being to just end this foolishness, draagmlioy while Angel was chained to
the wall, and go back to his Dru. He hadn’t beeckba the last few days. After
that night in the boy’s backyard, he had gathershamindless minions and
planned his little encounter with Angelus. Bloodynpe. His ol Sire was going
around calling himself Angel. Spike had known sdnreg was different about him
when they had run into each other on that U-boahduhe war. Angelus was still
behind Angel’'s soul somewhere. He just neededla téminding on how to be a
vampire, that's all.

And it was so bleedin’ easy, too. Just threatercthe little red-headed white-hat. If
Angel wasn’t so hard-up for the Slayer, which wa®Bvious, by the way, then
Spike was sure Angel would be going after Red. Whaoldn't? In fact, Spike was

a little disappointed that he hadn’t gotten a hafl®ed instead of the boy last week.

But on the other hand, this boy was something eésterg. Something different.
Something... special. So pure and innocent, like ¢dehead, but also something
more. The boy had a bit of an anger streak in Rinat anger and determination
was what caused Spike to keep the boy around omighé that he should have
killed him.

During the two days that Spike had spent undergtpowaiting for Xander to wake
up, he had thought about the boy’s anger. And v@pake had finally entered
Angel’s apartment and watched Xander seduce th@wvarmhained to wall...well,
that was just...perfection.

The boy was still so scared and had a lot to le@awer knowing which emaotion to
feel or how to really react to this new developmartiis life. But if Spike pushed
hard enough...well, then he may have just enough netaskeep little Xander
around for a long time. A very long time.

Finally Xander’s hand twitched. Paused. TwitchediagThen it was grasping
Spike’s ankle. Just holding on like Xander wasidffe was going to fall off the
bed or something. Still he wasn’t looking up.

Then the boy’s thumb started moving. Was strokander loosened his grip just a
little, but pressed his thumb more firmly into Sgg&kankle and just stroked.



Slowly.

Spike was finished with patience and lunged forywkndding on top of Xander,
spreading across him until Spike’s full body wasgsed into the boy’s. Their eyes
met, brown and blue, both darkened with black lust.

“You want?” Spike managed to gasp out between [gsstsharp breaths.
“I need,” Xander stated simply, his breath seenyimgbre controlled that Spike’s.

Spike let a small smile cross his face. “I'll giyeu what you need. You tell me
when you're ready for what you want.”
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Xander knew that he should have paid more attemdiavhat Spike said, but he just
nodded. “l need you to touch me.”

Spike’s hand slid slowly down Xander’s left armiltiteir fingers were clasped
together. The vampire lifted himself slightly off ander and brought their joined
hands down between them.

The hand gripping Xander’s fingers let go and tbel palm was now pressed
against the back of his hand. He was being guideehdand when Spike’s hand
forced Xander’s to close, his fingers were beingpped around both of their
erections. Xander was familiar with the way hisdh&it around his own dick, but
now he was also clasping another man’s that wassedeup against his own.

Why had the world kept such secrets from hivi?y didn't anyone tell me that |
could feel this wayWas it just this vampire thing? Or was it Spike® ¢értainly
had no interest in touching Angel like this. Intfatbe thought grossed him out so
much, that he pushed it out of his head completely.

Xander was still able to see blue at the edgepieS large black pupils. He
couldn’t read much in those eyes, and decidedthaéally didn’t want to try.



Spike’s hand was moving and Xander let his own Hasduided. The paler hand
was forcing his own to touch every part of the tvawd cocks. Getting familiar.
Getting to know the differences. Spike’s was lorayad thinner than Xander’s. But
there was also foreskin, which was a fascinatisgaliery.

The room was so quiet, except for their breath¥ander was slightly curious if
Angel was watching them, but didn’t care quite egioto break contact with
Spike’s eyes. The only thing that existed was Spikges, and Spike’s hand, and
Spike’s cock.

Those blue eyes flashed gold for just a moment vthein fingers pushed the
foreskin down and rubbed the very sensitive heatbureath. Then they captured
the leaking fluid from both of them, providing jubie right amount of slick for the
continued stroking. Slow stroking.

Xander made a move to thrust his hips up into tirsts, but Spike brought his hand
down onto Xander’s right hip and pushed him bac¢& the mattress. And then that
was how Spike continued to hold himself up. Codhppressed into Xander’'s
hipbone, causing a bruise that was going to bdaak las the ones on his wrists just
a week ago. Xander’'s unoccupied hand wrapped arthundne on his hip.

“Need to move,” Xander finally gasped out. “Let meve.” Spike ignored him.
The vampire brought his head down and pressedftiveineads together. The
world was filled with Spike’s eyes. It was too mudimo much sensation. Spike’s
scar on Xander's neck was on fire. Xander closecies.

“Open your eyes,” the voice was so soft, but itnitaa request. Even so, Xander
didn’t feel compelled to comply.

Then the smooth forehead that was resting agaissiin changed. It became
sharp and bumpy and oddly warmer. Xander’'s eyesgien and were greeted by
gold.

And the stroking remained slow. And good. And Xanuseded to move. Wanted
the hand covering his own to go faster. Wantedagbtb take back control, but the
gold that was his world was telling him not to.



“What do you need, Xander?” He felt the cool breaghainst his lips, and he
quivered despite the heat in the rest of his body.

“Need to move.”
“No. What else do you need?”

Xander licked his lips. Feeling the presence ofdather set of lips so near his, but
not actually touching. And the stroking remaineasIAnd good.

"Touch me. Faster. More." But Spike's hand wouldwdte any faster. Xander tried
to rack his brain to figure out what he needed. ¥ Spike want to hear? On the
tip of his tongue waduck me fuck me fuck me hard now hard fast,foakwhat
came out was,

“Bite me.” And the world came flooding back inteew when the gold eyes were
gone and the fangs pierced his neck. Xander’s bieexlpulled from his body in
several sharp gulps before they both came - Xasateaming and Spike moaning.

They stayed that way. Completely still. Hands stdlsped around each other, and
teeth buried in Xander’s neck. Finally Xander’'sdhéall further to the left and his
eyes focused on Angel.

The other vampire was just as still. Watching thamd the look wasn’t anger or
fear or disgust or contempt. It was a new emotinat Xander hadn’t seen before.
Concern.

Xander’s eyes started to roll up, but stopped wiesaw the glint of silver on the
nightstand. A key. He slowly let go of their softam penises and Spike let him.
The teeth came out of Xander’'s neck, but the metaped where it was, lapping at
the closing wound.

Xander reached up and took the key in his handobted it with the best aim he
could muster and heard it skid along the floorpptng hopefully close to Angel.
Then, despite the 48 hours of unconsciousnessighad just awoke from an hour
before, he fell asleep.



8
Domestic Bliss

Xander awoke just after dawn the next morning. tdse @lone in the bed. Angel’s
bed. No, he didn’t have to think hard to recall pinevious night's events. He had
been fully aware what was happening as it was hapgeFelt every touch and
every sensation. It was a part of him.

He had always thought that he had a full life. Almoeg his family was a full-time

job in itself. He may not have been the most papgie in school, but he had great
friends. And when Buffy moved to town, and he hast Desse and the veil had
been lifted to reveal the evil of Sunnydale...whert treppened, his life had
direction. He had a purpose. He had a new friemdrenhad helped save the world
that one time.

All'in all, his life had been good. Terrifying ates, sure, but still good. So Xander
didn’t know how he could possibly find room in thiead for Spike. And Angel. But
there they were - invading his cluttered mind anyv&tupid-fucking-evil

vampires.

Glancing around the room, he found them bothtstdre. Spike was chained to the
wall. He had a fresh bruise on his eye and a rapiehling cut on his cheek. He
was also unconscious on the floor. Or possiblyegslé was hard to tell.

As Xander padded toward the bathroom, clothes ind hlae passed Angel asleep on
the couch. The older vampire didn’t have a scratchim. Xander tried to envision
how that fight had gone, and how he had managstkép through it, but was tired
of thinking of vampires, so he let it go.

He had expected pain when he was using the tarektwas surprised when there
wasn’t any. It occurred to him that the tongue thed violated him last niglaind
had felt oh so good, damriiaid actually healed the damage that Angel had.done



Wasn'’t that odd? And convenient. And ew.

The shower was quick and focused, as Xander didarit to spend too much more
time naked in Angel's apartment. He dried off alblyeaind left the wet towel on the
floor.

Dressed in Giles’ sweatpants and his own t-shiandér walked home in the glow
of the welcoming Sunnydale sunrise. No one was awdien he got to his house,
and he wondered if they had noticed that he hammte home. It was just more
repression material, so he focused on his day ahstehd.

Arriving at school half an hour early, he foundéSiklready in the library office,
head buried in a book. Giles didn’t notice Xand@rasence until he dropped the
sweatpants down on the desk.

“Xander!” Giles stood up.

“Thanks for those.” Xander leaned against the wait to the door.

“Are you alright? How are you feeling? Where is &ffjWould you like to sit
down?”

Xander smiled. “Yes. As good as to be expectedig\apartment. That's okay, I'll
stand.”

Giles looked confused for a moment, then the tenlgfh his shoulders and he
chuckled a little. “Yes, well...” He sat back downapéd a marker in his book, and
closed it, setting it on the desk. “I didn’t expé&zisee you here today.”

“Not an invalid Giles. Just needed a little re$t€ pointed at the book Giles had
just closed. “That for me?”

“Y-yes, it is.” He picked the book up again. “lésdiary from a watcher based in
Peru in the 1920’s. | know Angel said that no oad twritten about it, but | have to
check for myself.”

“Yeah, sure. That makes sense.”



“Xander, are you alright? Really.”
Xander didn’t answer for a moment. “What do Bufhdawillow know?”

Giles removed his glasses and cleaned them absértilsy know of the pull that
you feel toward Spike. And now Angel. And how ttempires feel pulled back
toward you.”

“But do they know-"
“No. They only know about the biting. Nothing else.

Xander crossed his arms over his chest and diddsisto look Giles in the eye, but
failed miserably. The floor was much easier to labkOh, look - fascinating
checkerboard pattern. “It's bad, Giles,” he shidemad the librarian was
immediately by his side. Not touching, but there.

“They can’t just bite. If they just bite, then mgdy wants to give in. Give over
control and just die. | don’'t even think that tiveyuld need to take that much blood
in order for it to happen, either. | think my bodijl just except it and stop
working.”

Giles reached out and touched his arm, causing efaodlinch.
“I have to...” Xander’s voice got very soft. He didingally know if Giles could

hear him, but he kept talking anyway, “I have tacbening...climaxing...when
they do it. | have to be touched. By them.”

“Xander,” was the reply, just as soft, letting hiimow that Giles had heard. “I'm
trying. | vow to you - | will not stop until | finé cure. | will not stop.”

Xander nodded and the room was still. Why did etrng always have to be so
still? So fucking still. All it did was give himme to think and thinking only led to
Spike. And that only led to Angel. And that was besk. Very very badness.

“Grahhhhhhh!” Xander exploded and pushed Giles away him hard. He spun



and slammed his fist into the wall. Brought it baaid did it again. Brought it back
and - was grabbed from behind and shoved into &.cha

He struggled violently as Giles tried to hold himete. “Please, Xander, stop. Please
don’t hurt yourself.”

Xander managed to push Giles away again and raof dé¢ office, running smack
into Buffy as she entered the library. The Slayaggered back a couple of steps.
Xander was sprawled on the ground.

“Oh! Xander!” Buffy panicked and was helping him mpmediately. “I'm so sorry.
Are you okay? Why are you here? | didn’t expect jainy.”

The anger inside of Xander was about to throw upvar Buffy. Then he saw
Willow step up behind Buffy, and he instantly beeaBuppression-Boy. It was an
art.

“Hey, Buff, hey Wills! What do you mean? Of coutsa here. What? Are you
talking about that little bout of unconsciousndss weekend?” He waved the
experience away. “Oh, that was just a nap. You km@&I'm all about nap-time.
Hey, wouldn'’t it be great if we still had nap-tiraeschool? Catch a little shut-eye
in the middle of math class. Well, | suppose | &t anyway, but you know, if we
all did it at the same time...”

He put his arms around Buffy and Willow and conéduhe babble-speak as he led
them out of the library just as the first warnirgllbang.

When Spike opened his eyes, he was looking diratthngel. “Bloody hell. That's
a face | was happy not to wake up to for a hunglezas.”

Angel was crouched down in front of him as Spikenemavered himself to a more
comfortable sitting position against the wall. “@fboon, Spike. We have to talk.”

Spike automatically reached for the cigarettesisircbat pocket, before discovering



that the duster was crumpled in a ball on the ftoothe other side of the room. He
rolled his eyes. “Oh, goody. You know how I've alwaelished our little chats.”
Spike shook his right arm and rattled the chairpkeghim secured in the Angel-
house-of-fun.

Angel scooted back until he was sitting with hislbagainst the bed. “I won't ask
you why. No point in that. Why you picked now tadily start sharing, I'll never
know. You always were a twisted sick fuck.”

Spike laughed. “Excuse méWas a twisted fuck? You were twisted long before
me, mate. | learned at your knee. Or did you fotigat, too?”

Angel ignored him. “This is the way it's going te.bYou're going to stay here.
You give Xander what he needs, when he needsdtyan won't kill him.” Spike
huffed. "You will not leave here, which means tigati won't kill anyone anymore.
When this is over, when Giles finds a cure, I'tl¥&ander stake you.”

Spike’s smile beamed over the entire room. “Andtwhakes you think Xander-
boy is going to want to stake me?”

“You're not as cute as you think you are.”

Course | am.”

Angel got up and crossed the large room to thegesttor, taking out two packets
of blood. He tossed one back at Spike, landingéctly in front of him.

“No thanks,” Spike pushed the packet away withtih@f his shoe. “Had my fill of
sweet blood last night.”

“That’s pig’s blood, Spike. I'm weaning you off hiam.”
“Fuck that! You honestly think that you’re goingkeep me here? That I'm just
going to sit back and let anyone stake me? Youyswaere a pompous primadona,

Angelus. This is not your show.”

“Oh, yeah? Who's the one chained to the wall?” Angadked into the bathroom



and slammed the door. In a moment, he heard theestamme on.

Spike stood up with the bag of blood and hurleaiitlh all his strength at the
bathroom. It hit with a splat, painting the doad.re
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After school, Xander stopped at home briefly, fossee if his mother would ask
him about the previous night. She didn’t. She askadabout school, and told him
that he really should come to bible study this Wesdiay, because Reverend
Malcolm had been asking about him. But she didsktl@m how his weekend with
Willow had been. And didn’'t ask him where he hadrbthe night before. Or about
the bruises on his neck, or the fading ones omwhsgs.

So he packed a bag of two pairs of jeans, fourrtsstand two collared button-
downs, along with the essential toiletries and copwoks, then stole forty bucks
from her purse, and slipped out of the house, shguatver his shoulder that he
would be back later, and not caring that she wdtltrtice. Nope, not caring at all.
Nope.

With a quick stop at the drugstore, Xander arrivadk at Angel’s a little after four.
He was surprised to see both vampires awake. Amagel09ing the bathroom
door, which looked pink, while scowling at Spikgll €hained to the wall, who
looked smug.

“Well isn’t this the picture of domestic bliss.” Kder threw his duffle bag on the
couch. “Honey, I'm home!”

Angel and Spike’s eyes followed him around the $s@dce as Xander began
unpacking his bag. He cleared out one drawer ofltBsser for his meager set of
clothes, quickly stashed the recently purchased tfitubricant in the nightstand,
then settled on the couch and started reading omis comic books.

Finding the vamps still staring at him, Xander spak Angel. “Got any real food in
this joint? | don’t have the same taste for blosd@u two, cause ew.”



Angel blinked. “Uh, no. Sorry.”

Xander pointed at the bathroom door. “Better firtisait up, Deadboy. It's gonna
congeal or something.” Angel coated the door witieospray of the cleaner.
Xander reached over to the phone on the side tdlmegonna order a pizza.
Sausage and pineapple. Don't like it? Tough. Angml,re paying.”

Angel turned back to him quickly, but Xander juktrgd. Angel nodded and
finished cleaning the door.

Neither saw the satisfied smirk from Spike in tener.

9
Routine

Routine. It was like prison in that way. Or mayhede special prisons that they
lock away the psychos. The murderers that clairhatithey did it because of the
voices in their heads, or to serve God, or to impi&cott Bakula or something. Or
hell. Hell consisted of routine, right? Hell wae ttoutine of being a normal teenage
boy.

A normal boy who was split into tiny little piecdsach piece living its own
separate life from the other. Like in Army of Dadss when Ash smashed the
mirror and a dozen little mini-Ashes came out & teflected images and started
wreaking havoc. Except mini-Xanders weren’t eviellW.maybe a couple of them.

Mini-Xander #1 - The Teenager. A typical high schoay, one assumes. Goofy
Xander, shunned by the ladies and can't figuregeoimetry for the life of him.
Best friend Willow, the brain, and such the cutegotie when she pouts. Best
friend. Weren't you supposed to tell your bestrfdesverything? Wills knew a few
of the mini-Xans, but certainly not all. So Mini-#fas mask #1. A full-service,
head to toe ghost costume. Just floating along.



Mini-Xander #2 - The Slayerette. Well, he did hefve the world that one time. He
wasn’t really in the big Hellmouth-beast battlef ha brought the Slayer back to
life and that was something, wasn't it? He helpetd Be read the demony-type
books. Sometimes. And he cheered the one-and-arffgtBr when she beat the
bad guys. Go, Buffy! So, yeah. Slayere@®d, we need a better name.

Mini-Xander #3 - The Dutiful Son. Well, Son, anyw&faybe not so much with
the 'dutiful." He showed back up at his parentsidetwo or three times a week
when he knew they would home. Ate the obligatoftpleer Chinese and got his
permission slip signed for the museum field trig. iever stayed the night, and he
really wasn't sure if they noticed or not. He wias son they always wanted, really.
They couldn’t ask for anything more. And they didn’

Mini-Xander #4 - The Bitten. A source of blood fero ancient vampires. Both

evil. Well, Buffy would claim that only one was &wut she didn’'t know. Not

really. Not when she would look at Angel with thdsg round saucer-eyes, you
could actually see her knees wiggle with the weakraad the swooning. Insert
sick-vomity noises here. Buffy and Willow knew ab&dini-#4. Knew that Xander
itched to be bitten. Knew that the dead guys haultto Knew that he stayed at
Angel's and that was the safest place, since tbaldkeep Spike chained up there.
Yeah, they thought they knew everything.

Mini-Xander #5 - The Slut. Okay, slut might notthe right word. Whore was
probably more like it. It's not like he fucked ahytg that moved. But he was
taking it up the ass by the Slayer’s boyfriend. Aveddid get off by the touch of an
evil bloodsucker who would probably rather be teguout the hearts of innocent
little girls all over the Hellmouth. So, slut, wigor.whatever.

Mini-Xander #6 - ... No name. Can’t come up with anthiThis Mini was under so
many layers of ghost costume that it barely existédls was the ghost. The real
ghost. Hidden. Cold. Not quite dead, but tryindpéo This was the anger. The
sorrow. The shame. The weeping little boy in Gikshs. The one that broke the
lamps and teapots in the librarian’s office. Andovdne time fell into a hole of
himself for almost a full day at the Watcher’s @pant. Who collapsed in agony
because a 7th Mini showed up and started enjoyhmag the 5th Mini was up to. #6
managed to beat the hell out of #7 during thatatayiles’, but #'s 4 and 5 had to



go do their duty again, so now #7 perks up nowagain and kicks #6 in the head.

This is me. A puzzle. Missing a few pieces. Itaba# quite fit. The image is
blurry and unfocusy. I'm parts that don’'t equal &ale (ooh, philosophical math).
Swiss cheese (uuhh, food). Okay, now I'm hungrynaydrain hurts. Crap, did
someone just ask me something?

Xander looked up from the ancient text he wasrateg. “What?”

“| said,” Buffy rolled her eyes, “what are you ggito dress up as for Halloween?”
Xander slammed the book shut and got a small friane Giles. “Oh, no. That's a
secret. Don’t worry, I'll be at your house at fothren you'll see. We'll go get the

kiddies for a little treat-o-rama then it’ll be tnfor real Halloweeny goodness at
The Bronze.” He pointed at Willow. “Get those damgishoes on, little missy!”

Willow held a red sneakered foot up high over Higdd. “I'm shoed-up and ready
to go!”

“Well, the red works, but | was thinking somethimgre along the lines of stiletto-
sluttiness. Three inches of strappy heaven.”

“Xander!” “Xander!”
“What?”

The qirls sighed and went back to whispering alsoatething boy-related. Xander
opened the book again. Thank you, Mini-#1.
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The vampires’ sleeping schedule altered slightigrad short time. They would
wake up around three in the afternoon, shortly teekander got home from
school. Bedtime came at around two or three imtbming, long after Xander had
gone to sleep. They would both fall into the bedhagisted from the nightly fight
(sometimes just words and sometimes with fistsyaBogel not letting Spike out



to feed.

Spike had been chained up in the Angel-house-oafuhterror (and, yes, Spike
and Xander had agreed on that name) for two mamaiws A chained up Spike is
not a happy Spike. The chain was longer, thoughe#gt Angel did that for the
fussy little vampire. Spike could get around tharerapartment, now. The hook on
the wall had been moved to next to the bed andr@ratrced with some serious-
looking iron plating after Spike had broken freeoaple of times. He never got far.
But Xander had a sneaking suspicion that the yauwayap didn’t try very hard.
Angel always caught up to him pretty quick.

Angel was determined that Spike not kill. It reallgsn’t a very pleasant scene to
be in the middle of when they fought. But Xandarited to block it out, and he
usually slept through most of it. Unless the fights$ very physical and Spike’s
chain would smack his sleeping body with the vibl@evements. At that point,
Xander would scream for the children to shut thek fup and go to bed like good
little vampires or they wouldn’t get their Xandéx-the next day. It was an idle
threat and they all knew it, but it quieted thddt@n enough for Xander to get
some rest.

The only thing that kept Spike calm was touchingné&. When Spike would get
pacey in the early evenings, or get really ramblyud missing Drusilla, all Xander
had to do was touch Spike’s hip and the vampiretd mouth would close over
Xander’s Spike-scar and suck. At that point hik&scar would start to burn with
need and Xander wasn't quite sure if it had staiddalirn before or after they had
touched. And when they were in that position, tleeladvwould still. Xander’s little
swiss-cheese brain would close up and all he needsdo feel Spike’s bare skin
against his own and sharp pointy teeth in his neck.

When it was just the two of them alone, they wagddl lost in the sensations and it
took forever to come. They knew every part of eattier. Had licked, sucked, and
touched every piece of hot and cool skin. Aimogrgypart. They had managed to
not kiss in all that time. But Xander didn’t mintadl. Kissing just seemed...not
right. Kissing was something you did with a giefnid. Spike wasn’t a girlfriend.
Plus, Xander was a little put off by the whole kagsthing right now. Since the last
girl he kissed turned out to be a mummy who waengtting to suck the life out of
him. So, he was perfectly happy putting off lipdgnaction with Spike for...well,



ever.

Sex with Spike was all about the touching. And a$rdm the tongue and the
occasional single finger, the only part of Spikatthad ever been inside Xander
was the fangs. It wasn’t a conscious decisionttieyt made, it was just the way
they did things. That final act of penetration wasrat Xander needed. Neither
did Spike, apparently. It rarely occurred to Xanihet they could be doing more.
And when he did think of it, Spike’s tongue wouldddenly find a new happy spot
on Xander’s body and all thoughts would go bye-I8mke. Touch. Good.

Of course, no one knew about those alone timesSpike (hello, Mini-Xander

#7). Spike wasn’t trusted alone with Xander. Deadis still a possibility. But this
was the combo that was Mini-#6 and Mini-#7. #6 vedrdn ending and #7 just
wanted. So when he was pulled toward Spike whemasa'‘t at home, #7 would
play the Slayer-gang off of each other, creatinggaand more secrets, and Xander
would sneak back home without Angel and wrap himgelan a bleached-blond-
evil-vampire package for a few hours.

And Spike hadn't tried to kill him. Yet. Sometimié® vampire would drink for
what seemed like too long, and Xander would jusspér, “Spike,” and he would
pull the fangs out and keep his bumpy foreheadngesin Xander’s shoulder for a
while.

This one time, Spike slid his fangs into Xandeesk closed his mouth around the
seeping wounds and didn’t suck. He just stayedthks for half an hour and
Xander came twice and they weren’t even touchird @ther any place else.

Spike was elegance, and Spike was grace. Spikeazhslow strokes and heavy
breathing. Spike was the cause of it all. Spike thageason to die. And the reason
to live. And to feel.

And when Spike would roll off the bed and clean $afh off and get dressed, then
he was just Spike. Evil vampire. Bitchy, violeritrgatening, and the most annoying
creature that ever walked the face of the earthhddged the remote. He ripped up
valuable comics. Spike was always shirtless. Theatla around his wrist made
the obligatory black tee disappear for good. H#exppig’s blood over everything.
He would “accidentally” whack his chain against ¥aris or Angel’s head while



he crossed the room. It was like living with a tyear old.

And Angel loved to exude his Sire-authority oveik8palthough it was clear that
Spike didn't give a flying-fuck. The little vampireever did anything he was told
and would sometimes just punch Angel in the backsitmply walking across the
living room. The two of them were constantly blaoid blue. The moment one
wound would heal, they would give each other anoth&vas like living with a two
year old and his four year old older brother. Yxander was an official babysitter.
And he didn’t even get paid for it.

Angel didn’t touch Xander. Except for one hand @hip, one hand on his cock,
his dick in his ass, and his fangs that rippedubhothe Angel-scar. One or two
times a day, they would both just start to fealtithe same time and go to the bed,
Xander on his hands and knees with Angel behind him

Xander would take off his shirt to expose the Arggedr, and would lower his jeans
just enough for comfortable access. Angel wouldodmower his trousers to just
below his hips. It was quick and dirty and verymslibecause Angel would use a lot
of lube. A lot. He would prepare Xander with no mtinan two scissoring fingers.
When his cock went in, cold fingers would wrap amduKander’s dick and the
stoking met with the thrusts. The bite and orgassald/come quickly after, and
Xander would go to the bathroom to clean up lea¥ingel to do so on the bed.
They had a heavy investment in sheets that wetaaegh at least twice a day. The
washing machine was always running.

And it was pleasurable sometimes. Angel never aifoed, but he would
occasionally hit Xander’s prostate (a part of logythat Spike was kind enough to
show Xander with a probing finger one day). But tlyas was routine and
necessary. He felt like they were an old marriegpé® just going through the
motions.

A minor-apocalypse kept them apart for two dayseoand they didn’'t even make
it to the bed. Or the apartment. Angel had takem dwer a park bench using such
an over abundant amount of spit, that Xander cbaige sworn he felt more spit
rather than come run down his legs on the way hdimes gross.

Sometimes both Xander's scars would burn at the samne. It didn’t happen often,



but when it did the vampires shared their time #nder, making him the center
of a slick vampire sandwich - Spike face up onlied, Xander looking down on
him, and Angel behind Xander. Only during thesené&vevould Angel move
differently. He would go slower. Almost, but notitpumatching the strokes of
Spike’s hand on Xander’s cock. When they wereftliiet, Xander’s hand on Spike
would match Angel's movements, leaving Spike oupade, but still causing them
all to come at the same time when the vampiresdveink their teeth in
simultaneously. It was a beautiful moment. For gha@amon porn.
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Xander continued to show up on Giles’ doorstep ftome to time because of the
screaming and hitting and crying and blaming theédhear for not making it stop.
Yep, Mini-#6 was a splotchy mess. And Giles way wery patient and calm and
that almost pissed Xander off more, but not qWeen he would leave Giles’,
Xander would feel more like a stone than ever l@fNiot having accomplished a
thing to merge all the Minis, but able to cope withetter, somehow.

And Xander never stopped trying to be Mini-#1, awdn got over the whole
kissing thing when he found himself sucking-facéhv@ordelia after a particularly
traumatic event involving being trapped in a cauh weveral scaly demonic dogs
scratching to get past the rock barricade they Bt little incident led to
several unexpected make-out sessions in a jandtwset which in turn created a
whole new Mini-Xander #...what number are we on? ‘bims was Secret-
Boyfriend-Guy because Cordy refused to tell hamftis what they were doing, and
Xander was afraid to tell Willow because there wesdings there, and he didn’t
want his best friend to be hurt.

Then it all changed when Buffy killed Drusilla.

10
Minor Deaths



“Spike...”
“Master Spike, please wake up.”
“Master Spike.”

Xander felt himself waking from a surprising dreasd sleep. Wasn't quite time to
get up, though. It felt entirely too early. A haftelv across him and grabbed onto
something that he couldn’t see, since his eyes stdrall closed and everything.

Angel’'s voice. “Who the fuck are you, and what doeng in my house?” There was
a dull slap and the arm was back at Angel’s sidbjrid Xander.

Then Spike’s voice. “Relax, Peaches, it’s just Daltwhat do you want? And this
had better be good, or you'll be sucked up in thef's fancy new vacuum.”

Time to get a fuller picture of the situation. Xan@pened his eyes and first saw
Spike’s back, since that was what his foreheaddesth pressed against for the past
several hours. He pulled his head back and lifieddmgel was already sitting up
with his back to the wall behind Xander. (The oldampire had given up the couch
after two weeks of a sore back. He really was sgdib the creature comforts.
Wimp-ass vampire.) Spike was still lying on hiseswiith just his head raised a

little. Spike’s position on the outside of the lveals determined because it was
closest to where the chain was secured to the Wadit way it was less likely that

the other two would get hit with it when Spike thinad in his sleep, which he did

do occasionally. Plus, it was funny when Spikeeebbff the bed.

“Master Spike, I'm sorry. | know you said that ysliouldn’t be disturbed, and she
even told me not to get you, but | know that yowidovant to know. Or help if
you can.” Dalton eyed the chain that ran from tlanacle on Spike’s right wrist to
the wall.

Spike sat up quickly. He grabbed Dalton’s arm dreate was fear in the fledgling’s
eyes. “What happened?” Spike growled out. Xandaldctell Spike was in game
face, even from behind, just from the sound ofMaise.

“Sh-sh-she wanted to go out. We'd been bringing éaémod, just like you said.



Fresh food. Virgins, babies, everything she lifut she wanted to go out and
we just couldn’t stop her. Everyone went with I&#ike, everyone. But the
Slayer...she was crazy tonight. Still is. Killedotaf us before we even saw her,
then five more were gone within moments. | knew thread to come get you when
there were only six left. | don’t think they carofect her. And she refused to leave.
Said she wanted to meet the girl who was goindhémge it all.”

Through this entire exposition, Angel had climbegrXander and Spike and
gotten dressed. Within another moment, Spike hagelans and boots on and was
tugging furiously at the chain on the wall. Xantlad never seen Spike in such a
rage. Actually it was more of a panic. William tBody was panicking. Then
there was screaming.

“Let me out of here! Let me out! You bloody mottecker! Let me out!”

“You're not going anywhere, Spike,” Angel said cairwhile lacing up his shoes.
“I'm going out because Buffy needs my help. Noboégds you.”

“Arrrgghhhhhh! You can't! You can’'t! Make her stofingelus! You can't let her!
My Dru’s weak, you KNOW that, she can’t fight! I/t fair. It's not fair.” This
last sentence came out as more of a sob and Sulkpsed on the floor by the bed.

Angel came over to Dalton and lifted him up by todar so they were eye to eye.
“Where is she?”

Dalton gulped and looked down at Spike who wasihgltis head in his hands.
Angel shook the fledge violently. He looked backauickly and sputtered out, “P-
pleasant Fields. The center near the m-mausoleum.”

“Thank you.” Dalton disintegrated from a stake tKanhder didn’t see Angel
holding. He pointed at Spike and spoke to Xandort't let him hurt himself.”
Then he was gone in an overly dramatic flourish.

Xander heard himself hyperventilating in the qakethe room. The adrenaline of
three vampires could still be felt pulsating in #meall space, having no place to go
but to Xander’s blood.



Spike got up suddenly, walked across the apartraentstood facing the farthest
wall, near the kitchenette. It was as far as hédcga, with the chain pulled taut.

Xander watched as the muscles in Spike’s back belgaching tighter and tighter,
his shoulders hitching up and down with hard degaths. Then Spike drew his
right arm back, hand clenched in a tight fist. @ne shot forward, looking to
collide with the cement wall.

"No!" Xander flew out of the bed and ran towardK&piThe chain wasn’t long
enough. With the force that Spike put into thatgurthe chain was going pull the
manacle back and peel the skin off Spike’s armtnigihto the elbow. Xander had a
vivid image in his mind of it happening. He almwesinited.

Then there was a snap, and a thunk, and a whip thteechain flew back and hit
Xander in the chin cutting a gouge there that haddér's head spinning and
thinking, That's gonna leave a markhe chain settled on the floor like a dead
snake, black and withered from the sun.

In the flash it took for Spike to grab his dustértbe hook near the door and exit
the basement, Xander managed to see the mandlolaiped around Spike’s
wrist, a single mangled link hanging from the sectlasp.

Xander cared that he was bleeding profusely fraanctiin, but only for a moment.
He was dressed and out the door seconds later.
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He wished he could have of seen the fight. And DausSpike had spoken of her
often, and Xander wanted to meet the vampire widoraptured the Big Bad. But
by the time he got to the mausoleum, only Buffygél and Spike remained. There
were little piles of dust spread about the headston

Buffy was just catching her breath but was stilfighting stance, stake in hand.
She was glaring at Spike who was struggling in Asgegms. The older vampire
was doing his best to hold the younger back frongilug at the Slayer. Spike was,
of course, screaming.



“You little bitch! Couldn’t you see she wasn't fighg you back? She didn’'t have
the strength! You just dusted her. Didn’t even diee a bleedin’ chance. If she was
back to herself she could have killed you withregérnail! Don’t know anything
about a fair fight, you fucking slut!”

At that, Angel shifted his grip on Spike to one drght around his neck and used
the other arm to punch Spike in the back.

“Angel, let him go.” This, surprisingly, came froBuffy. Angel, Xander, and even
Spike looked at her in shock. “He’s right. | didgive her a chance to fight. If he
wants to fight for her now, he can. It's not likdl bring her back.” Buffy kicked
absently at a small pile of dust at her feet. Spdeged and slid into game face.
“Buffy, you can’t kill him,” Angel explained stilholding fast to Spike.

Buffy rolled her eyes. “I know that.”

“He’s out for blood. | can’'t make him promise notkill you.”

“He won't kill me.”

“How do you know?”

Buffy looked at Angel like he was an idiot. It waiatifying. “Because | won't let
him. Give me a little credit, would ya. Slayer, &l&Buffy threw the stake away

and tightened her stance. “Let him go.”

Angel held on. “I'm stepping in if it gets too baduffy shrugged. Angel let go of
Spike and stepped back.

The vampire flew at Buffy. She jumped out of theywaathe very last moment, and
Spike’s skull cracked a headstone. He took a cosgends to clear his head then
turned toward her again. This time when he canegthe was much more
focused.

Xander walked up to Angel. The two just stood ardiclved the fight. It was truly



spectacular.

Almost every single punch and kick landed on itskn&hey were each good at
blocking punches, Buffy a little better than Spikat the movements were so swift
and constant that it was almost hard to see dliiha happening. It was an
incredibly even match. Neither let the other tdie advantage for too long. When
one would get knocked to the ground, he or shedavbalup again in an instant, or
leg-sweeping the other to the ground. They usedydighting technique that
Xander had ever seen in both the graveyards anaholees.

About an hour later, Xander was starting to felittle sick. The punches that were
connecting sounded wet and thuddy. They were bmthred in blood. Angel had
tried to stop it a couple of times, but the figktald him to back off. It was
slowing down. They were clearly exhausted, buthegitelented. It was all getting
pretty pointless.

After another ten minutes, Angel tried again. “Wavé to go, Spike! It's almost
sunrise.” Sure enough, the sky was turning a do& dnd an orange glow could be
seen on the horizon. Xander was worried that tlaelvmaited just a little too long.

“Do you even have time to get back?” he asked Angleb was really looking
worried by now.

“Not sure. We have to get them to stop. | neveukhbave let them do this.”

“Oh, get a grip, Deadboy. When has anyone ever bbEnto get Buffy or Spike to
do or not do anything?”

“Good point.” Angel looked at the sky. “But we hawestop this. Now.”
“Okay...thoughts? Suggestions?”

After two minutes of pleading and reasoning, antirgge absolutely no response
from the two focused and increasingly groggy fighit¢he sky started turning a

bright orangey-pink. They had run out of time. Anfgeind a semi-shaded spot
under a tree.



Xander ran to the mausoleum and found it secuoelkdd. Franticly searching for
another option, he saw a smaller crypt nearby thighdoor slightly ajar. He
sprinted to it and pushed the door open all the Wayas about fifteen by fifteen
feet inside. Dry, with two sarcophaguses on théswalthe right and left. There
was one window, above the stone coffin on the keft,it was high and narrow. It
would have to do.

Buffy and Spike were still fighting. It was gettiagbit sloppy. Xander searched the
ground and found a large tree branch. He pickag,iwwalked up behind Spike and
slammed it over his head. The sudden hit from kkbaused the vampire to fall to

his knees.

Buffy glared. “Xander! What are doing?”
“Sunrise, Buffy,” Xander pointed to the sky. Shel&pike looked up.

“Oh. Why didn’'t anybody say anything?” Xander rdlleis eyes. “Angel!” Buffy
finally saw her vampire huddled under a tree logkaervous, and she hobbled to
him.

Xander slid his hands under Spike’'s arms and hdffradstand. “Over here!” he
yelled at the two by the tree as he pulled the wra#l bloody vampire with him
toward the crypt.

The four of them stumbled in at about the same.tingel and Buffy staggering to
the far corner to the right, while Xander pulledkepwith him to the closest corner
on the left. Just then, sunlight hit the window aptit the crypt in two. The beam
of light was about three feet wide, but it was btignd it warmed the small space
considerably.

Buffy and Spike collapsed. Angel and Xander knelt/d next to their respective
charges and started inspecting the wounds.

A few minutes later, Angel helped Buffy stand. Thney quietly agreed that she
needed a first aid kit and should go home. Aftbitaf smooching, Buffy crossed
the light, which was already threatening to getawighroughout the day, and stood
in front of Xander.



“Come on, Xander,” she coaxed, hand held tightetioside which possibly
contained bruised or broken ribs.

Xander looked at her a bit shocked. It hadn’t ocgaito him to go with Buffy. “Do
you need help?”

Buffy blinked, considering. “Um, no. I'll be alrighBut it's time to go.”
“I think I'll stay here.”
She glanced over at Angel who looked confused. ifigrback she asked, “Why?”

Xander took a moment to re-inspect the wounds oke&pface and hands. It was
probably nothing that wouldn’t heal in a few dakstda hard to tell under all the
blood. But when Xander saw the look in Spike’s eyxesknew that he couldn’t
leave.

He stood up and took Buffy’'s arm, walking her oteethe entrance of the crypt. He
spoke softly, knowing the vampires could hear hnyveay. “Look at him, Buffy.
He needs help.”

She peeked past him at the creature slumped arébed. Shrugging, she said,
“He’s no worse off than me.”

Xander tried to be patient. “Physically, yes. He#al, just like you. But,
Buff...you didn’t just lose the love of your life. Hkd.”

Buffy looked confused. “Angel can take care of Him.

Xander pulled her outside the crypt where perhapg touldn’t be heard. “He can,
but he won't. Listen...,” he tried to gather his thbtsy “I don’t fully understand

the relationship between Angel and Spike. But em@ahmost three months since I've
been living with them, they have never utteredralkwvord to each other. Not once.
Spike might be an evil soulless creep of a vampiug he loved that Drusilla. And
anyone going through that kind of pain doesn’t des& be alone. And even with
Angel in there, he’s alone.”



“I don’t get you. All this about losing the ‘lovd his life.” Vampires can't love.”
“Excuse me? Aren’t you dating one?”

“Angel’s different. He’s got a soul.”

“Ah, yes. Sweet, sweet Angel with his good and momeal.”

“Xander, don’t-"

“Listen, you believe whatever you want about Ang&hy. | don’t care. I'm not
talking about him. And, yeah, maybe love isn’t tigit word for what Spike felt
for Drusilla. But...you’'ve never heard him talk abdat. If it's not love, than it's
obsession. And you don't get over that with just fight with you.”

“Xander, do you care about Spike? After everythiets done to you? He'll kill
you the moment he gets you alone. You know thglt?’

The first question threw him. Did he care abouk8piThe possibility of death had
been hanging over his head for months now. And&bpad had the opportunity to
kill him many times over and didn’t. Not that Buttyew that. He decided that he
didn’t want to create another Mini at that momentiéal with it and shoved the
iIssue through a hole in his brain.

“That’s beside the point, Buff. Go home and getpat up. I'll stay here today. I'd
have to come back at some point, anyway.” He puhecdcollar of his shirt back to
reveal the Angel-scar. “Bite, remember?”

Buffy grimaced. “Yeah, okay. Be careful.” She géwe a bloody peck on the
cheek and turned toward home, limping slightly ahdffling through the piles of
dust, which kicked up and spun around her befaettieng pointlessly on the
ground.

Xander absently palmed the blood off his cheekrarehtered the crypt. Neither
vampire had moved. He glared at Angel for a moméety sat down next to Spike.
The injured one just sat, staring at the far wddl.looked hollow and destroyed.



Xander slid the duster, which somehow managedatot him during the entire
bout, off Spike’s shoulders and inspected the krug his arms. There wasn'’t a lot
he could do about most of the injuries. He suspioteken ribs and perhaps some
ruptured internal organs, but vamps healed fastgmoso he wasn’t worried about
it.

Instead, he removed his own t-shirt, spit on i proceeded to clean the blood
covering Spike’s face. Eventually, he was ableethe damage done there. Lip
split in two different places, two black eyes, @oenpletely swollen shut and the
other streaked with red veins where a blood vdssglburst. A cheekbone was
clearly broken and the nose was lying at an oddeang

He had no idea why Buffy hadn’t looked this bade&3, Spike. You don't take a
punch very well,” he commented casually, which veagarded by a shrug - Spike’s
first movement since they entered the crypt. It piasnising. Xander decided to
see what else he could get out of the vampire.

‘I mean, | hope you heal up quick, cause what walllithe ladies say when they
see this lopsided nose and flawed line in your kbeee. Gotta tell ya, not pretty,
man.”

No reaction. Okay, different tactic.

“Buffy really wailed on you. You know, if she didrtiave strict instructions not to
kill you, then you would be a pile of dust mixedwith your girlfriend.” That did it.

A hand came up and closed around Xander’s throat.

“Spike!” Angel cried from the other side of the pty

The grasp was high on his neck, just under his.cre fingers were far from the
scars that rested closer to Xander's shoulders,theaollarbones. Spike wasn't

squeezing. Despite the speed in which the hanadttiae up, there was oddly no

malice or threat in gesture.

Xander turned his head slightly toward Angel. “§’kBlot hurting me.” Angel’s



eyebrows scrunched and Xander turned back awaytfierannoying yet familiar
expression.

Now Spike was looking at Xander, head tilted slghA look had glazed over the
one open eye. Xander stared, trying to place theession. He hadn’t seen it
before, but thought perhaps there was a touchsgatation.

“Oh, God. Spike. You were trying to let her win,re®’t you?” The expression
didn’t change, but Spike started moving his thurabkband forth along Xander’s
chin. “If you wanted to die, you could have justy&d out in the sunlight.” The
thumb-stroking stopped. Xander got it. “But thatwebhave been insulting to
Drusilla.” Thumb moving again. “You had to go dofighting. For her.”

Spike’s fingers slid up Xander’s throat to grasgtjlis chin. Then he was being
pulled forward slowly and closer to Spike. The vamglosed the distance between
them and Xander felt Spike’s lips on his own fa fhist time. It was faint and soft,
and not even a kiss. They just touched for a fewnards, then Spike pulled away,
let go of Xander and rested his head back agdieswall.

A part of Xander died a little bit right then. Heought perhaps he could feel a hole
in his swiss cheese brain close up. He leaned dadkell against the sarcophagus
behind him, closing his eyes. All cylinders in bisin fired and he searched his
fractured mind to figure out who was missing. M¥ander roll-call. Is everyone
present and accounted for? One, two, three, fou, $ix, seven...wait. Six? Hello?
Where are you guilt? Where are you anger? Whergaurshame?

Oh, crap.

11
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The day passed slowly. The patch of sunlight geew max width of about ten feet
before it started shrinking again. Angel and Sgilept, and Xander spent his time
watching Spike’s face heal.

Xander’s butt was getting sore from the hard caedteor. He knew his body
should be telling him to go to the bathroom or ¢échlingry, but it wasn't. Instead,
he stayed planted next to Spike and he couldrirégut why. Sometime in the
early afternoon, Xander didn’t know exactly whemc& he wasn't wearing his
watch, Spike opened his eyes. The left one wds/etyy swollen, but it wasn't
sealed shut anymore. The redness in the right leadecl up. The vampire kept his
head against the wall, but turned it to look at dem Xander smiled. Spike didn't.

“How ya feeling?”

Spike blinked, clearly processing the question.rf@&oshifting. Organs mending.
Heart still not beating. Fit as a fiddle, luv. Y&u?

“My butt hurts.”

Spike nodded and closed his eyes again. Xandenedamut and put his hand on
Spike’s arm. The vampire didn't move.

“Spike,” Xander said softly.

‘Mm.”

“Tell me about her.”

Spike opened his eyes which still held very liddg@ression. “Why?”

Xander started stroking his thumb across Spike'saion. “Because my
grandmother died when | was eight. | loved her veach. And after the funeral,
my parents stopped talking about her. And aftevuple of years, all the pictures of
her that had been around the house were compiefdabced with new pictures. My
family lost the memory of her, and now | don't mie=r because | don’t remember
her.”



“I'll never forget my Dru.”

“I know that. But if you tell me about her, andydu keep talking to me about her,
then I'll remember her, too. And you won't be thdyoone who has to carry her
memories.”

Spike finally smiled. “You are a strange boy.”

“Yeah, but don't tell anyone. It would destroy tfegputation | have going as an
upright solid citizen and then I'd never get tdFresident.” Xander slid his hand
down Spike’s arm and pressed his warm palm int@tid one. Their fingers
closed around each other.

“I met Dru in 1880. She found me in an alley andspkred to me the most
beautiful words that a woman could ever say...”
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Spike stopped talking. It had only been perhaplsam. Spike had told Xander
about several of the ultra-creepy stunts that Deulsad pulled, and Xander
wondered if many of them were because she was ordzgcause she was a
vampire. Spike had joined her in most of her esgapabut Xander had a sneaking
suspicion that it was mainly just out of loyaltyt ldast that was what he was going
to tell himself for now.

He also learned that it wasn't Angel who sired 8pikwas Drusilla. Spike didn't
explain why he always called Angel his sire, buhder figured that was a story for
a later time.

Spike wasn't talking anymore because Xander hdadgked, "How did she get so
crazy?"

The vampire looked sad for just a moment and hisedbsoftened, "She was mad
since the day | met her. But she wasn't alwaysthi¢. Right, Angelus?" Spike
didn't look across the crypt, but Xander did.



He didn't know how long Angel had been awake, batdlder vampire was
crouched down in the darkest spot of his shadowedec, watching them, his face
hidden behind his brood-mask.

"You wanna tell that story, dear Angel?" Spike o#tk When Angel didn't answer,
Xander asked another question to draw the focuy &wm the broody one. He
didn't care all that much what Angel had to sayvay.

"So, what's the longest you and she ever spentZdpar

Spike thought on that for a little while. "We weseparated for almost a year once.
It was Chicago, the 1930's. | was in prison ford@aasion, and there is no way that
you are ever going to hear the rest of that semyjon't even ask." Xander grinned
at that, trying to envision how such a scenaridapossibly have transpired, and
just came to the conclusion that Spike was lying.

"And these past few months, with us...well, it's weisth't it?" Xander's brain
started firing and small events started to piegetteer in his mind. "You've been
chained to a wall for three months. You've beenddrto put up with me and him.
You've been yelling and screaming about not bebig to hunt and kill and smoke.
You've been saying how much you missed her." Hk bmdd of the manacle on
Spike's right wrist. "And you could have left atydime."

Xander got up quickly and crossed the crypt togiarthe middle of the beam of
light. "And you really could have killed me at atiipe, too. All those times when it
was just the two of us alone," he vaguely heardeAstand up behind him, "you
could have killed me, broken the chain, gone bagkotur precious Drusilla and left
town before Angel was even home." The panic wasghbeut full-blown now. "Am

| right?"

Fucking evil vampire just grinned.

Xander started pacing back and forth in the litgddking almost to himself. "I think
that | convinced myself that you wouldn't kill mé&n we were alone because it
just wouldn't do to have Angel come home to findaegrd cold body on the bed
and you still chained to the wall. He would dustiyo an instant. It never occurred
to me that you could get away." Then that briedilude of panic-mode vanished.



Just vanished. Xander was suddenly very calm amdmare curious than anything
else.

He cocked his head toward Spike, whose expresg@ohldn't read. "You didn't
kill me. All this time. Why? You could have enddustwhole thing with a simple
twist of my neck or just drained me completely. Cduave gone back to the crazy
vampire and been done with it all. Why, Spike?"

Spike still sat on the ground. Legs bent up andtoetthed arms resting lightly on
his knees, looking the very definition of casuak fihgers were twitching, like

they did just before he got into a fight with Ang€ander had always thought that
the twitching was anticipation, his hands gettiegdy to tighten into fists. But he
realized at that moment that it was just the firsl second fingers on the right hand
that were moving. Spike wanteg@ededa cigarette. The vampire was trying to
calm his nerves. He was actually trying not to figh

Xander had never felt nervous around Spike. Exiteyse first two times. The
vampire had said several times that he wasn't goikgl Xander...yet. And finally
the "yet" sunk in.

"How long were you going to wait? To kill me?" Teelf-preservation that had
shown itself a few minutes before suddenly lefthibhdding, and Xander stalked
back out of the light to stand in front of Spiker fust a moment, their positions
allowed Xander a modicum of authority. An ounce obntfrol that he didn't
remember having before. Of course, that was jusnfament. Then Spike stood up.

Now, Xander may have an inch or so on the vampire Spike always seemed to
loom over the human. It wasn't the height that mealeder feel so diminutive, it
was the confidence, the cockiness, the coolnesgahtrol that the vampire always
seemed to have.

"Startin' to feel nervous, little boy?" Xander hdadeen that smug look directed at
him for several months and it made him...nervous. Dawre ya feeling the
borrowed time you've been livin' on?"

Both men quickly reached out to grab each othems.axXander wanted to see if he
could get back some of that control he had justcasd ago. But Spike was faster,



so Xander felt those long slender fingers closermadis biceps. Which meant that
the only part of Spike that Xander managed to gkt bf were his elbows. That
seemed silly so he dropped his hands.

While pulling Xander closer to him, Spike also pedghhe human down just a little
so that now Xander really was shorter than the wanjt was a submissive
position that Spike hadn't put him in for quite sotime.

"You know, this wasn't my original plan. | was simgoing to kill you three
months ago. But you intrigued me, so | thoughtrdhis new thing. Thought I'd
see how you'd turn out. What you would do withAind bringing Angel into the fun
and games was sure genius on my part, don't yak2lteod knows he could use a
little excitement in his life. Worked, too. Workedidn't it?"

The vampire leaned forward slightly and continuedlittle speech as a whisper in
Xander's ear.

"And just between you and me...didn't really mind ¢haining up. True, | was
forced to eat that bloody awful pig's blood, butydo realize that | had my dear ol'
sire waiting on me hand and foot?" Xander couldelp but grin along with Spike
at that. "Plus...hagtouaround, didn't I?" He placed a kiss gently on Xatwd
cheek, right next to his ear. "Wasn't always sq bas it?"

Spike ran his tongue around Xander's ear, therladghst a touch on the lobe. Oh,
yeah. He knew Xander loved that. Suddenly, Xand#oismiach clenched and
unclenched like it did when he was pulled towardy@in Angel, damnit! He did not
fucking want Angel, right now.

Wait...he didn't want Spike either, did he? Didw&nt That was the whole point of
this, wasn't it? The need, the physical manifestabif death. This had nothing to do
with the want behind the desire.

But Spike still had his mouth on him, on the otbar now. And all that blood that
was rushing to Xander's cock right now, that wasAiagel, right? Not at all for
Spike. Certainly not because of what Spike wasglaitth his tongue on his neck,
right near the jaw line and no where near his Spia.



'‘Cause that can't feel good just because it femd gight? All those times when
Xander went back to the apartment without Angdid¢alone with Spike was
because he was pulled back. Not because he justav@pike to do that thing with
his tongue and fingers. Not just that one thind,athose things. Spike touching
him, feeling him, prolonging his orgasm so thasheamed when he finally
released.

It was the pull that made him do all that, needrat. Yes. The pulWhich is why
I'm going to get away from Spike right now and gerdhere to Angel to get this
thing taken care of. Then I'm going to leave thgt like | should have done with
Buffy this morning, and let Angel deal with howelve's going to deal with Spike
now that he's not chained up. That's a good plard Am going to execute it any
minute now. Real soon. Just after Spike is done thé fingers on my nipples and
the unzipping of my jeans and oh, jesus, god, touelthere, right there yes please
please like that"Ugghhhh."

Okay, brain, focusThis is not about Spike. Xander could feel his dlrgcar
burning and the itch was starting to spread throughis body. It was so
confusing. He had felt the itch/burn in both scrthe same time before, but right
now his Spike-scar wasn't warm, or itchy, or puhgabr anything. But Spike was
still touching him, making him want things, thinggat Angel never did. Things
Xander didn't want Angel to do. He wanted Spikdaadhem. To do exactly what
he was doing now. But he needed Angel. It shouldrgel touching him right
now.

Xander managed to twist his head around to stglrace toward the other corner
of the crypt. Angel was standing there, one hagpgrg the top of the
sarcophagus, panting like a dog and looking frinbetween Xander and the light
that still shone on the floor. The beam of sunskae thinner now and not quite as
bright. Xander figured that if Angel did it quicknough, he could cross it without
getting singed too badly. But perhaps Angel wasilling to take that risk, because
he didn't seem to be making any attempt to comardthem. Meant that Xander
was going to have to go over there.

Sure. No problem. Just got to break away from Spikat's easily done. Uh, huh.
Right. Xander brought his hands up to twist higédrs in Spike's hair as the
vampire was nibbling just the right way on one f hipples.Okay, | can do



this..."Angel," he choked out.

Then those wonderful teeth weren't dull any moi dander felt a sharp fang
pierce his skin exactly were he did not want aqgongy. "Gah!"

Spike stopped everything he was doing and hela étahder's upper arms again,
pushed him away slightly, and glared at the humaangry game face.

"Told you once before, whelp, I'm not Angel and 'tappreciate being called that."

Xander shook his head. "No. Wasn't calling you Anilge.." He knew that this
next thing was going to sound kind of rude, biiat to be said. "I need Angel right
now, Spike. I'm sorry."

The expressions on Spike's face shifted from arageurt to confusion, then landed
on clarity and smugnesdh, isn't that a pretty combinatipXander's brain snarked
at him.

"l see." Spike ran that beautiful tongue alongtleth, scraping gently on the
pointy ones, which caused Xander's achingly haot to twitch.Damnit. What the
fuck does that mean?

"Need Angel, do you?" Spike continued. "Well, whdtdon't want to give you up?
Then what, huh?"

"You think | want this, Spike? You think I'm happiout being pulled across this
crypt right now? About stopping you? Think | wahat thing over there to touch
me? It's all your fault, remember? You did thid. &lit."

Xander leaned forward into Spike and brought hisitin@lose to the vampire's ear
to continue in quieter tones. "Could have beenyastand me, Spike. Any time we
wanted. But, no. You had to go and prove somettangur sire. You had to share.
That meant giving up a little bit of the power, wlidt? Giving up some of the
control." Xander started to piece together whatdwdd about the relationship
between the two vampires. "Just like you used to."

Spike pushed Xander back and lunged at his thitcegemed sudden, but it took



Xander just a moment to realize that Spike wasdoeany careful. The vampire's
teeth were dull. Xander hadn't noticed Spike's tdw@nge back to human-mode.
Also he was pressing those teeth into the Angel-scd his own.

The teeth went away and then there was just ligs@mgue, sucking Spike's sire's
scar. The heat and desire that ran through Xanled were conflicting with the
emotion that was pouring out of his brain. He wgmg to accept the fact that he
wanted Spike. Really wanted him. And he didn't feelanger or revulsion or
disgust that should have gone along with that.lBsibody needed Angel, and
Spike was manipulating the two into a new and sguichy desire that left him
completely unable to move or make any decisiortbeatnoment other thankay
that feels good, I'll just stay here and let himtdat.

Xander whimpered when Spike pulled away to look hirthe eyesOoh, pretty
blue eyes.

"You still don't get it do you? After all this timéthought you were smarter than
that." Spike let go of Xander and stepped backan lagainst the wall. His hands
made a move to reach into his coat pocket for &efprtben he quickly crossed his
arms over his chest when it clearly dawned on hiat the duster was on the
ground, and there were no cigarettes in it anyWayder recognized this entire
move as one that signified Spike was about to gospeechifying-mode.

"You are close, though. On the right track, but'veuyot the details wrong. Let me
spell it out for you, kid, since you insist on bgiso daft. It's not about me giving
the control over to Angel. It's not about sex.nid about death. It has never been
about death. Vampires don't need to kill to fee@. dink blood to feed. The
killing? That's about something else entirely.dt®ut power.

"So this thing," he continued, gesturing to thee¢hof them, "is related to that
power, that control. These past few months youaéenka good little victim.
Following the herd like the sheep that you are.tThaguessing you've always
been. You just gave up. Gave it up. The controlllWee got some surprising
news for you, whelp. | didn't do this so | could/éaou around to fuck. Although
I'm certainly not complaining about that part. Aticit's not why | brought Angel
into it, either. Now, I'll give you a chance hdoey. Have you figured it out, yet?"



This rapid fire information was hurting Xander'siior. Was he supposed to be
figuring out some sort of puzzle? Spike was jushding there staring at him,
patiently, fingers twitching slightly. Were thesasp three months supposed to be
some kind of lesson? Is this the test? Should ke haen taking notes? Fuck!

Okay, let's go back to the beginning. I'm walkiogie, tra-la-la. At my door, key in
lock then get head smashed and dragged to theyardieof my house. Once there, |
get smacked around, toyed with, then there aredamgny neck and I'm dying. But
wait...no. I'm not dying. | thought | was dying, Bptike wasn't killing me at the
time. He said that he planned on it, but didn'tw8@t changed his mind? It's about
power. At that moment in the side yard, Spike hadobwer. But he didn't use it.
He didn't take it. He...gave it to me. He sharet\ith me.

Holy fuck. All this time, I've felt so helpless,ad of control. Of course! So had
Spike. And Angel. Spike didn't give me to Angelgdle Angel to me! I've been
giving up all this control to these two vampiresstlbeen handing it over like some
fool. A sheep. All this fucking time...l could h#een sharing it. And even taken it
back entirely if | wanted.

Spike must have seen the realization dawn on Xantéere, because the vampire
was smiling. "Get it?"

Xander nodded slowly, a smile spreading acrostabesto match Spike's. He got it.
The pull was still there, sure, but he didn't hvplay the victim anymore. He
could make it about what he wanted. He could taak leverything that he had
given.

"What do you want, Xander?"

Xander's eyes narrowed. The smile was still tHamehe was suddenly feeling very
sinister.Take it backHe turned his back on Spike. Toward Angealke it back.

He stalked across the fading light. Angel was palhting. Without hesitation,
Xander stepped up to the vampire and punched hina.uhexpected blow caused
Angel to stagger back and hit the wall. Xander ussdwn forward momentum to
allow himself to fall into Angel.



With his hands pressed into Angel's shouldersatoléd onto the vampire's neck
and sucked, pulling the cold blood up to his warouth. He ran his dull teeth over
the red mark he had made, pushing in slightly nmitbreaking the skin. Angel
gasped.

"Let's play our game a little different, today." n¢ker started slowly unbuttoning
Angel's shirt. "We're gonna take our time, Deadbblg looked up into the
vampire's eyes. Angel was giving Xander his patedistressed expression. It was
way past tiresome.

"We can't stop what's happening,” Xander contintiBdt it doesn't have to be the
tedious task that you've made it. I've learnednathéngs in these past few months.
Things about touching..." the shirt slid off Angeltsagilders, "and feeling. And
making it good." His mouth clamped down on an ergdasipple and sucked until
the nub was hard under his tongue.

Angel made an attempt to push him away, but Xagdasbed his wrists and
pressed them against the wall by his shoulderkndas Angel could break away
without much effort, but he also knew how guiltg vampire had been feeling
about these events. It's easy to manipulate ampeso's feeling guilty. Xander had
first hand experience with that particular trick.

Now, manipulation is a tricky thing. The trick bgithat one should not manipulate
someone into doing something that person doesnt. Wéhen it comes to sex, that
would be called rape. And Xander wanted no pattaf. But one should instead
manipulate said person into figuring out what tdeywant. This is one of the
things he learned from Spike. Because no matterdiamed and guilty he had
been feeling, he had also liked what Spike wasglditow it made him feel.

And now that Mini-#6 seemed to have crumpled irdthmgness, Xander was
really ok with the feeling good about it all. Sbonly he could get Angel on board,
then this whole experience could turn out to beapmsitive than negative. Well,
as long as he didn't think too far into the future.

By this time, Xander's hands had moved down to Asiggans, had them unzipped
and were working them slowly off the vampire's hifsgel had a look of
astonishment in his eyes that was met by Xandet&mination.



Angel wasn't moving; perhaps still trying to figwoet exactly what was happening.
He finally broke out of his stupor when Xander pedsldlown Angel's plain black
boxer briefs and wrapped his warm fingers arourdalheady hard cock he found
there.

The vampire put his hands on Xander's shouldersratte another minor attempt
to push him away. "Wait, no. This isn't supposebtappen like this."

Xander shrugged the hands off. "Remember thattfirst, when | told you to give
in to what your body wanted?"

Angel nodded hesitantly.

"Well, this time I'm telling you to just let it hggen. Do what feels good, not just
what is necessary."

"But...Buffy-"

"This isn't about her. This is about us makinglibst of a fucked-up situation."
Xander leaned in and ran his tongue along Angat'svéhile at the same time
running his thumb under the foreskin of his dicdkassing the sensitive skin
underneath. "Feels good, right?"

"This is not smart, Xander," Angel whispered whikeally wrapping his arms
around Xander's waist and pulling him in closer.

"Mm-hm. Nobody ever accused me of being smartsl@tve them right." Xander
moved one of Angel's hands between them and pusbedn into his own boxers,
the jeans still unzipped and open thanks to Spilesvaninutes ago, and closed the
fingers around his cock. "Just touch me and stokitng. You think too much,

anyway."

For a few minutes, the two simply stood there anoked each other. Xander took
the time to get to know what Angel liked by tryidgferent movements and
touches. He also did his best to concentrate orelAnigand on him. The previous
times were so quick and rough he never had thetomest feel it.



He was discovering that he liked the different tdeAngel's hand. It was bigger
than Spike's and the movement was still fasterrangher, but the new kind of
friction was a welcome change now that he was gggitention to it.

Very soon, though, Xander needed more. He wishaidhtt understood why he
needed the actual act of penetration from Angelratdrom Spike, but now wasn't
the time to stop and reflect. He had suppressadtréicular question for months
now, so one more day wouldn't hurt anyone.

Angel felt it at the same time, of course, and madeove to bend Xander over
onto the sarcophagus. Instead of willingly beingqimavered, however, Xander
extracted himself from Angel's hands and climbedognof the concrete tomb,

removing the rest of his clothing as he did so. Va@pire looked confused.

"Strip," Xander demanded, pointing at the jeans@amtkrwear that were resting
around the vampire's hips.

Angel stilled for just a moment. His eyes scanifagmder's naked body. Since
Angel was watching, Xander took his own cock intasid and began pulling
roughly, mimicking Angel's standard moves.

"Want this? Want me?" Xander taunted. "Strip. Gehare. And take me."

The next move was so quick, Xander really didrétiseSuddenly he was aware of
his legs on Angel's shoulders and a cool gooeefibging pressed into his ass.
Xander knew the gooeyness was a result of thethdieAngel carried in his pants
pocket all the time. Ever since the incident oher park bench, Angel made sure he
was never caught unprepared again. Like a godel Widimpire Boy Scout.

Angel prepared Xander with the two scissoring fisges always, but this time he
took a moment to find the prostate and send Xamteain into little sparkles of
heaven. Soon Angel removed his fingers, and Xaledgo of himself so he could
pull Angel down to his chest as the vampire entéied

Xander could tell that Angel was making a pointontrolling the inward thrust. It
was slow, but not achingly so. When he was comlglsteeathed inside him,



Xander pressed his cheek into Angel's and whispered

"Don't move for a second. Feel it. Feel how warmml Feel how my muscles can
contract around you...like that." Angel made a grumtwise as Xander squeezed
him. "Feel how you fit into me and how my body n®td you. Like it? Like it,
Angel?"

"Yes," Angel whispered back immediately. "But gattave, now. Can | move now,
please?"

Xander smiled against Angel's ear. "Well, since gskied so politely. Move."

Angel didn't need to be told twice. His thrusts eveticked fast, like before, but
seemed to be less frantic this time. He made a pbiorushing Xander's fun-spot
with every push in, sending Xander to happy-land legeping him there for an
indeterminate amount of time.

Xander had no clue how long they lasted. It seefoiver, and he was enjoying
every minute of it. He liked the coolness of Angetl how he could feel the
vampire's skin warming up with the friction. At opeint, Xander wrapped his
fingers in Angel's hair and forced the vampiredwoki him in the face.

And at that moment, he finally saw something othan deadness in Angel's eyes.
It wasn't life, but it was perhaps the promiseifef INot quite happiness, but
something less than anger. Contentment was the heovebuld use, if someone had
pressed him to describe it.

They were still looking at each other when theytleéir climaxes coming. Xander
watched as Angel's features shifted to vampireveamifascinated that he could still
see the contentment in the gold eyes that he leadisdghe brown.

Angel moved his head to rest his mouth near Xasd&dt' collarbone, over the
Angel-scar. It was the first time the vampire hadched him from this angle since
the mark was first made. He sucked slightly, themaed fangs over the mark. He
quickened the movement of his hips and the thrgdigcame pounding.

Xander heard his own mouth start babbling; somgthmhad never done with



Angel before. "Oh, fuck, yeah. Oh god, so goodkfune, yeah Angel more hard
harder fuck me fuck bite me..."

The teeth sunk in and Xander's world went whitelevhe came. He felt every
ounce of warmth being sucked from his body whilthatsame time he could feel
every drop of cold semen being pumped into him.k@gn stopped functioning
entirely, for a lot longer than it usually did whan orgasm overtook him.

He was warm and sticky and happy and when neutan®d firing in his brain
again, he felt something that he never had aftems Angel. He felt that he was
still completely in control.

Of course, that feeling only lasted for a seconatillie heard Spike say, from his
forgotten position on the other side of the crypiello, Slayer."

12
Something New

If this were the movies, there would have probddagn a moment here where the
world stopped, and everyone had a minute to aliberbituation and decide what
they were going to do and say. But this wasn'ntlogies. Everything happened
immediately and all at once.

Spike started laughing. Angel and Xander scrambfethe sarcophagus and
struggled into their clothes.

Angel was saying things like "Wait, wait, | can &ip, it's not what you think,"
while Buffy was screaming, "What-what are you d@iimgel? Xander? What the
hell? What...?" She was holding up her stake, likagting a sharp pointy object
into the air was going to kill the visual of whdiesjust saw and heard. How much
did she see? How much did she hear?



Xander found absolutely no words. Could he expl&ife? it not what she thought
it was? The reasons behind it all weren't whattsbaght, surely. But what did she
think?

He couldn't even begin to comprehend what mighgdieg through her mind. She
just saw one of her best friends and her boyfrieamng sex. There was so much
badness here. Maybe they should have told her tinenbeginning what was
happening. But that was a conversation that hadlodutonceive of having. Now he
was going to be forced to have it.

Or Angel was going to be forced to have it. Consiagethat while Xander was still
struggling to lace up his shoes, both Buffy and értad disappeared outside.
When had the sun set?

Sure enough, it was dark out. The sky was stiln&iph color, but the sun was
definitely down. For a moment, Xander considerething after them. He had to
tell Buffy his side of the story. Then two thingscarred to him. One, should this be
a private time between Buffy and her boyfriendéolildn't be a good thing to have
both of them attacking her with explanations.

And two, what about Spike? The vampire was curyaygtting his laughter under
control and brushing the dust of the crypt offlesther coat.

"How do you get yourself into these things, Xanti&€& mused while putting on his
duster and looking not at all like last night hel lgmtten into an hour long fight
with the Slayer who just murdered his girlfriencdbwidoes he do that? Even still
covered in bruises and cuts, he can look likeveslin his own little bubble and
nothing in the world can touch him.

"You know what, Spike?” Xander pushed the Buffyathaway from his brain and
grimaced as he used his Spike-blood stained shatein his own spunk off his
stomach, then put on said t-shirt. “I've never bees to multi-task effectively. |
can really only deal with one badness at a timd.r®qust going to put aside the
fact that Buffy just walked in on Angel fucking m#.let the boyfriend deal with
that for now. I've got another concern that is dedirag my attention."

"Oh, yeah? What's that, then?"



"You."

“Aahhh. I'm touched. Concerned about little oI’ naee ya? Let me ease some of
that burden. I'm fine. Now, if you’ll excuse meyé& got a bit of catching up to do.”
Spike gently shoved Xander away from the door. Xamet him, knowing that
fighting it would do no good.

Even though Xander left the crypt just momentsreéBigike, the vampire was
already almost out of sight. Xander took off apargt, doing his best to keep up as
Spike made his way through the recently dark dreftone point, Xander lost him
all together. However, when he rounded a blind egrooming out of an alleyway,
he was stopped abruptly by the leather brick vt ts Spike.

The vampire was standing in the parking lot ofighty lit convenience store.
Xander regained his composure quickly and steppatkeut to Spike, mimicking
the vampire’s stance of ramrod straight back andths hooked in belt loops. In
the harsh light of the overhead street lamps, aspite the bruise-blotched face
and shirtlessness under the leather coat, Spikedbextremely menacing. And not
the least bit sexy. Nope.

“Uh, Spike...what are we doing here?”

“Have no bloody idea what you’re doin’ here, mdta. here to satisfy a craving
that’s been burning for, oh, about three months.how

Xander observed the hustle and bustle of the losg.d~our cars in the parking lot.
Almost a dozen people in and around the stord,iteeluding one behind the
counter and a couple kids loitering around the ooitgphone booth. “Um...what
exactly is the plan here, Spike?”

“Plan?”

“I mean, this isn’'t really your scene, is it? Urdg®u plan to, hee-hee, killl these

people. Oh, god! You're not planning on killiegeryoneare you? ‘Cause, | gotta
say, that would be very very bad. And I'd haveytm) know...stop you.” Xander’s
voice wavered a little on that last part. So faopping Spike had not been his



strong point.

Spike chuckled and turned toward Xander. With alsiom his face, he patted the
human on the shoulder. “Let’'s see how that worksdauyou.” He then sauntered
slowly toward the front door.

Xander held back a moment, running through hisomgtin his headso get Buffy?
Bad idea. She’s dealing with the thing that I'm dealing with right now. Option
2...fuck, I don’t have time for this.

“Strange things are afoot at the Circle-K,” Xandarmbled under his breath before
following Spike toward the store.

He stepped up next to the vampire again, just éngid door. Spike was looking
around, eyeing everyone. His gaze finally settledh® young man behind the
counter. The clerk was ringing up the purchaseswbman in her late twenties. A
four year old girl was attached to her leg, statipcgat Spike. The vampire’'s head
slowly lowered ‘til he was looking at the girl.

Xander reached up and wrapped his fingers arouriet’Spupper arm. He held on
as tight as he could and whispered softly, knowiregvampire could hear, “Please,
Spike. Not the little girl.”

Spike’s head whipped around to face Xander. His gare gold, the other features
were still in human-mode, but the sneer was punepige. “Remind me to tell you
a sweet little story about a girl in a coal binjnsalay.”

The vampire twisted out of Xander’s ineffectualgand launched himself from the
door to over the counter in less than a moment.

“Hey!” the clerk shouted as he was shoved to therflWithout slipping into game
face, Spike let out a loud growl at the boy, therdaed it toward the woman and
several other people standing around the front@ktore. Then he turned to
Xander, morphed his gold eyes back to blue, lesheer turn into a smirk, and
winked.

But it wasn’t until Spike reached up to the shélbee the cashier’'s counter that



Xander figured out was going on. Stuffing two paska cigarettes into his duster
pocket, Spike turned around and grabbed a smadlelaitJD. He twisted the cap
off and took two deep swallows before pocketing Hsawell. He then jumped back
over the counter and out the door again, leavingdéalooking and feeling
befuddled.

After a moment, the clerk ungracefully got to lestfand pointed at Xander,
“YOU!H

“Me?”
“Yeah. Either you pay for what your friend took,lon calling the police.”

The woman had quickly gathered up her child andal@ady getting into her car.
Everyone else was staring at him. There were §yoaag kids hanging around the
beer cooler pocketing cans of Pabst Blue Ribborewhe clerk’s attention was
focused elsewhere.

“Oh, he’s not my friend.’'Yeah, that’s the part to focus on right now, genius
“Bullshit.” The clerk picked up the phone.

“Okay, geez, here.” Xander withdrew his last twelintyn his wallet, placed it on
the counter and picked up two Snickers candy lvars & nearby display case. He
walked out, ignoring the clerk’s screams of “héystsn’t enough” and stood in the
middle of the parking lot, looking for Spike.

He managed to scarf down the first candy bar in erds) his stomach reminding
him that he hadn’t eaten in almost twenty-four Isod¥hile working on the second
one, Xander saw a whisp of smoke coming from tlesnahy they had emerged
from a few minutes before.

The second Snickery-goodness resting comfortabiystummy, Xander sauntered
into the alley and found Spike leaning against i, waking a final deep drag on a
cigarette. His eyes were rolled up in his headlanbboked in absolute heaven.
Was it possible for a vampire to look like he wafieaven? That didn’t seem right.



Spike flicked the butt away and after a momenielyess focused on Xander.
“Thanks for not killing anyone back there.”

“Hmff.” He pushed himself off the wall and dug ahet cigarette out of his pocket,
lighting it with the silver Zippo that Angel had leim keep.

Xander trotted after him. “You owe me twenty butks.
“Yeah, I'll get right on that, mate.”

The two walked through several alleys. Spike sttblt a pace that let Xander stay
with him, but they walked in silence.

Finally, ten minutes, several cigarettes, and nsavigs of whiskey later, Xander
asked, “Are we going somewhere specific? Or thes gome random scenic tour of
the most Hellmouthy parts of the Hellmouth?”

“Just looking for something.”
“And that would be what?”

Spike came to an abrupt stop as they rounded @ ciorto yet another non-descript
alley. “That.”

A man and woman. Alone. In an alley on the Hellrho@od, people were stupid.

Xander turned toward Spike. “Don’t suppose theagg way | can talk you out of
this?” Spike didn’t respond. He looked hungry aridtle bit feral. The last time
Xander saw that look on the vampire’s face was wkemder himself was almost
his midnight snack.

He looked back at the couple macking in the alléyen he looked closer. This
wasn’t a young couple of kids just looking for sopi&ce private to get their
groove on. There was something wrong. The noisesngpfrom the girl were
muffled. The guy had a hand over her mouth andastsestruggling. Suddenly she
was on the ground and he was on top of her. Lotdnadr, wet with alley-grime,



was tangled around her face. Her blouse was rippddher skirt was shoved up
around her waist. Her hands were pinned over hal,hehich then turned. And her
panicked eyes locked onto Xander.

Xander’s brain went into overload. Without taking bByes off the girl, he spoke to
Spike. “You gonna kill them both? You don‘t havekith. Told me so yourself.”

“Never left a witness before. Not planning on biagkrom tradition now.”

“But you don’t need them both, do you? | mean, gan get a full meal from just
one, right?”

“Hardly the point.” Spike stepped forward and Xangebbed his arm. Spike’s
head whipped back in full game face and he growMdu can’t save them, boy.
Don’t even try.”

“I'm just trying to be rational about this. Listén me for just a second. Please.” He
stole a glance back at the girl and saw her stognmgpsaw something scary in her
eyes. Spike wasn’t saying anything, but he alsamivasaking a move toward the
couple anymore, either, so Xander kept talking.

“Okay. It's been a while since you’'ve done thisolfably since me, right? You
don’t want a quick kill. I know you. You want toVvefun. That girl there. She’s not
going to put up any kind of a fight. Look at hdrg's stopped struggling against
that guy. Her fight’'s gone. Concentrate on him.tThay will fight back. Give you a
chance to play with your food first. | know how niugou like to play with your
food.”

Spike looked back at the two. The girl's eyes wemmpletely glazed over, seeing
nothing. The guy was moving on top of her, makinghgjng noises. Xander’'s
stomach turned, the candy bars threatening to egme

Spike turned back and twisted his arm out of Xasdgip. “I'm not a moron, boy.
| know what you're trying to do.”

“I'm right, though, aren’'t I?”



The vampire grinned and tilted his head a little.lét his evil face fall away.
“Girl’'s too skinny, anyway.”

Then in an instant, Spike was across the allewasdripping the rapist off the girl.
Xander ran up to her. She still wasn’t moving. lfewas cut and her left eye and
cheekbone were red and swollen. She was consc¢iouggh, and Xander shook her
lightly to get her to focus.

“Hey. Hey, you're gonna be okay. Snap out of ituYave to leave before Spike
changes his mind.” The girl blinked. “Good, goothyBwith me. Listen, the Bronze
Is right around the corner. Find your friends. Gahte hospital. Tell the police
about the guy. You fought him. You were really la@and strong. You fought hard.
You got away. You're very brave. You got away. uynderstand?”

The girl stared. Then looked at Spike and her k¢tad’ he guy was trying to walil
on Spike. Spike was darting every swing and kiakighing, playing. The girl
turned back to Xander. She nodded.

“Good. Can you walk?” He helped her to her feet tmud the first few steps with
her, helping her adjust her blouse and skirt. $f#ed into Xander’s eyes one more
time, and Xander saw something broken in themskisach churned again. “I'm
sorry. | should have been quicker.”

The girl gave him a very quick weak smile, the ladlexpression not changing in

her eyes, then continued the walk around the camérer own. He followed her to
the end of the alley and watched as she enterd8rtneze through the back door,

then he went back to where Spike was still mock+spawith the guy.

Xander watched for a minute, then his thoughtgdedttiback to the girl. He pictured
her falling into the arms of a girlfriend in theaubl The friend going into wiggins-
mode, then super-hero-mode as she collects thegr &iends and they drive the
girl to the hospital. He pictured the nurses anctals treating her with kid-gloves,
tending to her wounds, and discreetly producingpe+kit as they close the curtain
around the examining table. The cops show up aadedls her story. Tells about
how she fought back, and how she gave up for a mygrtteen how something
snapped in her brain and she was able to get Hiof bkr and get away. She
describes the guy as slightly older than her, bpessweet as he picked her up at



the bar. They had macked on the dance floor, theéina darkness off the bathroom
hallway. He had then coerced her into the alleg, that was when he really
changed and got violent.

Xander pictured the girl doing all of this with theame vacant broken look in her
eyes. And he remembered that he was looking inteyes when she had broken.
He had seen the light leave her eyes. Her life. Xadder was suddenly tired of
Spike toying with guy. It was time for this guydad.

Xander stepped forward. Spike pulled a punch tlzest about to connect with the
guy’s face when he saw Xander come up behind hmkeSook a step back and
Xander sucker-punched the guy in the back. Thestjuybled forward a bit, then
spun around and Xander hit him as hard as he coulde face before he could
register what was going on.

“Two of you, now? Bring it on.” The guy stood irridiculously clichéd fighting
stance between Xander and Spike that reminded Xahdengel. It made him

giggle.

Then Spike let loose. And it wasn’t a simple fightan alleyway, anymore. It was a
human being beaten by a vampire. It didn’t takeylbafore the guy was on his
knees, too weak to stand. Too weak to lift his head

Spike looked from the guy to Xander, and Xanderdaal] ready to play his part.

Xander moved behind the pathetic shape of a mariféeat him up by his
shoulders. He backed them both up to lean agaicstiple of tall crates. He
wrapped one arm around the guy’s waist to hold ifinand held onto the guy’s
wrists behind his back, twisting his arms up sd tha hands were between his
shoulder blades.

Spike took a couple steps forward, ‘till he stobd@ a foot in front them, then
morphed into game-face. “Wake him up,” the vampagl softly.

Xander hadn’t realized the guy had passed outhé&shook him hard, twice, and
finally the guy lifted his head and went completetyd as he found himself staring
into the vampire face in front him. He startedtroiggle, but Xander found new



strength that he hadn’t known he possessed anitigth his grip. The guy winced.
Spike showed his teeth.

Xander leaned forward and started whispering inéoguy’s ear. “Like hurting
girls, do you? Like playing the sweet suave guy geiting them to trust you? Like
to make them weak? Helpless? Like to be the bighianbe in control? Got news
for you. What you were doing to that girl...that hadimng to do with control. That
was about you trying to prove something to yourgalfing to be important. And,
guess what? You failed miserably. Cause, you knbat@That girl is going to be
fine. She’ll heal, and she’ll forget all about yoA. part of Xander’s brain was
screaming at him for lying. But mostly he didn’rea“You were just a blip in her
life. You are insignificant. You are pointless.”

Spike closed the distant, and sandwiched the gtwelea them. Xander slipped his
hand off the waist and moved the guy’s head taitite, exposing his neck. He
grinned at Spike before speaking again. “You'rechuh

The vampire lurched forward, and Xander watcheddhgs slide into the guy’s
neck. He saw the enamel disappear into flesh antkofiately got hard.

Is that what it looks like when Spike enters HeAvas barely aware when the guy
stopped screaming. Xander’s entire focus was offighé¢hat were pressed against
skin. He was transfixed by the slight movement@k&'s upper lip as he sucked. A
trickle of blood leaked out from the seal of lipdaskin and flowed slowly down the
back of the guy’s neck, pooling a little at thelaobf his shirt.

Xander tilted his head to an uncomfortable odd ernigé leaned forward and put
his face into the small space between the vampaes and the guy’s shoulder.
Xander’s tongue involuntarily darted out, and henfd himself licking the area
where Spike’s mouth met his food’s flesh.

Spike’s lip was warm and the blood dripping fronméath it was bitter and
coppery. Spike groaned. Xander groaned.

Then before Xander knew what happened, the guynaasnger between them.
Spike had Xander’'s upper arms held tight in hisfed the vampire was panting.
This time it was Xander who closed the gap betwkem and brought his mouth to



Spike’s.

The kiss started hard and stayed that way. Xaridagpd his tongue into Spike,
gathering the blood that remained there. Tastibgd¢oo and whiskey mixed with
the copper. Spike returned the kiss in force, pgltheir bodies even closer. Xander
ran his tongue lightly along one of Spike’s fangd &elt it melt away, back to a
normal tooth.

It was forever before they pulled away.

Spike’s eyes glistened blue. The vampire ran aefimpwn Xander’'s cheek and
across his lips. “Beautiful boy,” he whispered.

Xander grinned. A part of his brain was knockingdpis skull, trying to come
forward. Xander recognized it as Mini-Xander #6¢ amade a, probably
inadvisable, conscious choice to not let it restintself, giving it a second death.
Who gave a fuck about consequences, guilt and shanen he had a vampire with
bright blue eyes staring at him with such desuehsaffection. He felt good. That
was really all that mattered, right?

Suddenly, the scar on the right side of Xandertkretarted to itch. And Spike’s
look changed. They were back to a more familialirige

But Xander refused to push aside the part he h&ibjayed in the rapist’s death.
He glanced down at the lump of a body at their. fiéet a moment, he expected to
feel the bile rise into his throat again, but itswad there. Xander felt absolutely
nothing for the object on the ground. It was je$tdvers.

He looked back at Spike, placed a hand on the bBkls head, and brought the
vampire’s human mouth to rest on his burning s8pike suckled there for a
moment, before thrusting his hips into Xander.

They kissed again. A heat came through in thattkigswhispered of promises and
changes ahead. Xander held on. Not wanting it dp yet wanting something more,
something new.

But whatever it was that was about to happen, Xakdew he didn’t want it to



happen in an alleyway. Next to the body of thesathiey had killed.
Xander broke away. “Not here,” he pleaded withuampire.

Spike looked confused for a moment, then he noddedook Xander's hand and
guided him home. To Spike's home.

13
Coming Home

As it turned out, they were only four blocks froma&bandoned factory. Xander
knew instantly that it had, until recently, bedtedl with Spike’s minions. The
place had the stench of death. It was eerily cqanet Xander wasn't positive, but he
thought that there were a few dead bodies pilealghimps in a couple of the
darker corners.

Spike still held his hand. They walked through apde large rooms, one with a
long rectangular table surrounded by many tall-bdathairs. It was an oddly
formal addition to the dust and dankness that nugdine factory. Xander
wondered briefly what they had made here when & firactioning, but abruptly
ended that train of thought when it landed on oydepking dolls whose presence
on the Hellmouth made them come alive and eat tvamners. He really had to stop
with the late night horror movies whose writershably didn’t have much of an
imagination, but probably lived on their own Hellatb somewhere and were just
documenting facts.

Then they rounded a corner and Xander was beirlgdpbdbwn a flight of stairs.
Oh, goody. I'm being taken into the dark baseméanocabandoned factory by an
evil vampire. Willingly. When did this become nfigi... Oh, yeah.

The room was pitch black. Spike was standing intfad him, one hand on
Xander’s arm, fingers of the other hand rubbinglibming scar on his neck.
Xander heard Spike take a deep breath, thendet iike a sigh. It was quite
uncharacteristic of him.

“You alright?” Xander stepped up closer to him awdpped his arms around the
vampire’s waist.



“It’s still thick with her scent,” Spike said softl“Hard to believe she’s only been
gone one day.”

Xander backed away from him quickly. “We can go sphace else. If you...we
don’t have to be here.”

Spike turned around and walked to another patt@féom. Xander lost track of
him in the darkness. Then there was the flick ofaté¢he brief scent of acid, and a
soft glow illuminated one side of the room as Spika candle.

The vampire stood in front of a chest of drawetse Top of the dresser was littered
with dolls, and Xander was creeped out that hisigho earlier of the use of this
factory might actually be true.

But walking up next to Spike and seeing the lookhmface, Xander realized that
the dolls had belonged to Drusilla. They were edlsded in long frilly dresses and
some had black strips of fabric over their eyeswouths. They seemed just the
playthings for a crazy homicidal vampiress.

Xander placed a hand on Spike’s shoulder. “Rea#ycan someplace else.” He
sounded sincere, he was sure, but his scar waansiorg at him for release and his
arms were starting to itch just a tad. He rarely teawait when he was pulled
toward Spike. They were usually in the same roorarwihhappened, or he was
able to get home within ten minutes of the initiah.

Spike turned and sat on the end of the bed. Big;poster monstrosity of a bed.
Xander took the lighter out of Spike’s hand analtouple more candles around
the room, exposing more dust and cobwebs. The wasdraped in pieces of red
and black cloth. The manacles wrapped in blacketdhat were attached to the
wall at the head of the bed completed the gothypreerook. It was creepy and
clichéd. It fit what he had heard about Drusillafeetly. Xander sat down next to
Spike and held his hand.

With glazed eyes the vampire spoke to the roomigtider how much she knew.
Did she know she was going to die? Did she knowwawould never see each
other again?” Spike laid back, then scooted ub#tk so his head was on a pillow.
Xander followed suit.



Spike turned his head toward Xander and smiledhdwmest genuine smile that
Xander had never seen before.

“The last time we shagged, right here in this bedas thinking of you.”
“Me?”

“Of course.” Spike sat up and tugged off his dydtesing it across the room to
land on a chair. He leaned down over him and Xarekrhed up and ran his hand
over Spike’s cool chest, still shirtless afterthik time. Xander barely remembered
what Spike looked like with a shirt on.

“I'm sorry that you weren’t concentrating on herbeing your last time and all.”

Spike shrugged. “I think she did know. That it veas last time. She spoke of you
afterwards. Not by name, of course. It was all mpieteis and riddles. But she
knew.”

The vampire leaned down and captured Xander’'s mouhhungry kiss. When
they broke away, Spike pulled Xander’'s dirty come-&pike-blood-stained t-shirt
off of him. Xander wondered briefly why he had phat shirt back on in the crypit.

Spike’s look of revulsion matched Xander’s feelofglisgust. Not over what they
were doing, or about to do, but over Xander’s stiskelling body. All of the
craziness of the last couple of hours had helpetiXaforget that he was still
covered in the aftermath of his encounter with Ange

“Ick,” he mumbled.

“Agreed.” Spike nodded toward a darkened doorwatherother side of the room.
“There’s a shower through there.” Xander clamorédhe bed and snagged a
candle. He heard Spike call from behind him, “M#kaguick.”

And it was. Remarkably quick for a young man wh&'sent showers had been
long and meticulous. And although speedy, by time the emerged, the pull toward
Spike was terrible-strong, this being the longksty/thad ever had to go before



being sated. All of twenty minutes.

Setting the candle back onto the bedside tabled&awas greeted with a full view
of Spike in a naked glory that he had never seé@rdeXander had never taken the
time to actually look at the vampire. To really &@. And he was beautiful.

Miles of pale skin, not broken by tan lines or biag. Long thin legs and arms with
soft light-brownish hairs, muscles hard and defirtéard six-pack abs that Xander
had spent many hours simply running his hand awaryeling at the definition and
wishing he could make his stomach look feel lik&ttlspike’s neck was the perfect
curve, that led up to the hard lines of his face eyes. Everything about this
man/monster was angled and hard. Except his touch.

The vampire lay so still, blue eyes transfixed ander. The only movement came
from his right arm, that pulled hard and fast om dock. It was the speed at which
Spike was moving that really caught Xander’s aitentin the past, he had been so
slow and precise in his sexual acts concerning Eari8ut this...it was frantic.

“I like that,” Xander heard Spike whisper. “Keemking at me like that.”

Xander tried to stay put and look like Spike wantaat he didn’t last very long.
Just moments later, he pounced on the vampiretheydfell into routine.

Their familiar routine of knowing how to touch, hdavmove, how to lick and taste
to make it feel good. But this time there was sp®d kisses. Mouth kisses. Some
light, some hard. Lips and tongues touched and# perfect.

Xander got lost in the feeling of Spike’s cool skimder his hot fingers. He moved
with a precision that he knew the vampire wouldrapjate. And if the noises were
any indication, it was working. If he listened datly, he could hear the beginnings
of words among the grunts and moans. Thingsiikeandyesandpleaseand

there but Spike seemed to be biting his lip to keepwtbeds from actually coming
out.

They melted in each other’s scents and tastes. Whaey panting with desire, and
Xander experienced a kind of comfort that he halét’himself feel before. The
ease of being in the arms of a lover. Xander felaamth from Spike that couldn'’t



possibly have existed. He felt his own heat retdrawed saw not one speck of evil
in the blue eyes that met his. It scared him amdfeded him. It gave him
permission to give in and treat it like forever.l@ast for forever, for now.

In a quick subtle move, Spike produced a tubeiok $tom a drawer in the side
table. With Xander still on top, Spike slid a fimgeto him, pushing a groan from
Xander, that he felt sure filled the factory. Tlee@nd finger entered and Xander
felt little pieces of his brain exploding as Spgteoked his prostate. By the time the
third finger made itself known, Xander was pleadith Spike.

“More, more, | need more, Spike. Please, pleasedNeu inside me, all of you.”
Xander gasped when the fingers suddenly wererrethmit almost instantly there
was another presence. Spike’s cock breached Xaneleirance, but then the
vampire stopped.

Xander opened his eyes, unaware that he had dlesad He saw the passion in
Spike’s eyes, but Xander was frustrated at the @udtiliness. Then the vampire
managed to speak.

“I need you. Want to be inside you.” He shifted hiigs slightly. Xander
whimpered. “Make it happen, Xander.”

Xander gasped. Then pushed down hard and took &pitee way in. They stayed
that way for a moment, just staring at each otteeting the heat and skin and
Xander’s blood pumping with such force that he wa® his chest would explode.

When Xander started moving, Spike grabbed Xanase€estion and stroked in the
same rhythm. Neither said anything more, but thai Bknew so much. Knew that
it was just the beginning, that only Xander’s deatuld end this feeling, and
Xander was finally okay with that. Happy with ittaally.

Soon, Spike’s hips were lifting up to match Xandehrusts. All memories of sex
with Angel disappeared from his brain and he fk# he was being fucked for the
first time. He felt like he was being loved. Theane coming from Spike were the
most honest noises that he had ever heard the xampke. Xander felt lost in
Spike. He wanted to tell him. Wanted to speak waidsncouragement and
devotion and power and sex, but he was so lostdrigeling. He thought he would



have time. He just figured that it wouldn’t end. Y\hould it?

Then he was pulled down and Spike sucked on tharmogscar. When the teeth
sunk in and they both exploded their release, Xastheain somehow remained
functioning throughout the entire act. He feltlif gelt a part of Spike.

He didn’t know how long they stayed that way. Toveavould be to break the
trance. But all too soon, Spike slipped out of Xamahd then he felt the teeth
retract. Xander continued to lay on top of Spileelihg empty. By the time he slid
off and laid on his back, he was too tired to thamymore and just fell asleep.
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A few hours later...

“What happens now?”

“More of the same, | expect.”

“But you’re not coming back to Angel’s.”

“Fuck, no. I like it here.” Spike got up, crossée room and fished a cigarette out
of his coat. Instead of lighting it, though, he guiehind his ear and went to the
dresser. “Dru’s here.”

Xander nodded. “l need to go back. Get cleanedtspgVionday. I've got school
today.” Spike ran his hands over the line of ddlBnly one more week until
Christmas break,” Xander continued like Spike vistehing and cared.

Spike picked up one of the dolls and sat down eretid of the bed. “Miss Edith.
Bought this for Dru in Italy. Was trying to win haffections back from some git
she and Darla were shagging.” Xander scooted dbenbbéd and kneeled behind
Spike, wrapping his arms around the vampire’s wé&ptke leaned back into the
embrace. “Worked, too. She loved this doll. It vias favorite. Would talk to it and
listen to it as it whispered half-truths and riddieto her brain.”



“'m almost sorry that | never got to meet her.”
“Oh, she would have loved you.”
“Yeah?”

“Would have kept you chained up for weeks. Learymar body by biting every
inch of it.” Xander tensed a bit. “Oh, don’t wori§he would have made it good.
Would have had you begging for her teeth.”

“That’s creepy and gross. Imagine me...craving afooi a vampire. Just
ridiculous.”

Spike laughed. He turned around and pushed Xaraddr dnto the bed, setting the
doll down next to them. He pressed a light kisoofander’s lips before turning
toward the doll.

“What do you think, Miss Edith? He's pretty, ishé?” The doll just laid there,
eyes covered with a thin strip of black cloth, ntoséaled shut. “Yeah. You can’t
have him, though. He’s mine. I'll turn him one d#yen you can meet him. | know
we’'ll like his demon. | almost met it last night.”

Xander pushed Spike away and scrambled off theledound his jeans and
struggled into them before turning to look at tlaepire.

“We're not talking about last night. That happenidchow. But | don’t have to
think about it. And as for you turning me...”

Spike waited for a moment for Xander to finish,rtlgot up and put Miss Edith
back on the dresser. “You're gonna be late for skl®un’s coming up.”

Xander made a move toward the stairs, but stoppidhne back at the vampire
and told him, “I don't want to die.”

“Everybody dies. You'll die, Xander. Then it womtatter anymore.”

Xander continued up the stairs and out of the fgcto
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The walk back to Angel’s in the post-dawn hours slasnsing. Perhaps a little too
cleansing. As he watched the minor hustle and da$tSunnydale go about their
daily lives, he felt entirely disconnected. Themravsecrets in this town, and
Xander didn’t know who was keeping them. Who weasg the real life? The
soccer moms and teenaged Doublemeat Palace warkenshite-shirted business
men and street sweepers? Would it have been betave remained ignorant of
the Hellmouth dealings? Was this a world that hddexist in and not be found
out?

Was his secret any bigger than the soccer mom vasohaving an affair with her
kid’s coach? Than the fast food flunky who neveshed his hands? Than the
embezzling business man or the drunk city worker?

Who was it that participated in the death of astlaist night? Certainly not Xander
Harris. Not this boy. At the moment, Xander didkriow which he wanted more.
To fall back into his role as a seventeen yeabolg or to crawl back in bed with a
century old vampire and loose his boyhood to tlghatiwhatever the darkness may
hold. Oddly, they both seemed equally appealing.

Angel was asleep by the time Xander got home. Ghgasot to wake him to find
out how it went with Buffy, Xander simply took amsker, got dressed, gathered his
books and left for school. He arrived just as trst bell rang.

Thankfully, his first class was economics, whichdng not share with Buffy or
Willow. He also managed to avoid them for his secpariod history class by
spending that time in the janitor’s closet with Qalra.

And Cordy was being particularly enthusiastic taddig body was still sizzling
from his new encounter with Spike, and this gitiaches were sparking some
naughty desires that Xander was more than willlngxplore.

Naughty desires. It was fascinating to Xander lleatompletely separated these
feelings that he was having for Cordy from theifegd he had toward Spike. With



the vampire, it was all about just what felt goblé. didn’t think about it, didn’t
analyze it, just let it happen. But with Cordy,fak like a normal boy. Like he was
being touched like this for the first time...agdtter touches were so hesitant, so
delicate, like she was afraid that she’d break Xarmidshe went too fast or too hard.
In fact, it was very similar to how Spike touchachhOr used to touch him.
Touched him at the beginning. The separate feefmrgSpike and Cordy were
starting to blur. That wasn’'t good.

But to be touched by an innocent. That was quiferéint. Cordy touched him like
she wasn’t sure of herself. Xander adored thatgddrer. She was a big talker with
the boys, but he knew she was a virgin and thatdlgtmade him crave her just a
little bit more.

Xander also knew that things can never stay inridoeever. Things moved
forward. Things changed.

At the moment, she was pressed against him, hisrlback digging into a metal
shelf. She had one hand on his back, the otherdeatthem on his chest, and her
kiss was getting deeper and stronger. A moan eddapeback of her throat and
Xander’s semi-erectness came to full attention,ingalts presence known against
her stomach.

She broke the kiss and pulled back from him shglallook in her eyes like he had
not seen on her before. But he’'d seen it on Spike.

Xander let his hands slip from her head and shoulden to her lower back and
ass. He pulled her hips into him. She gasped. yAgart of his brain tried to tell
him to hold back a bit, to let Cordy stay innocésfortunately it was the part that
had died yesterday, so fuck it.

“Cordy.” It came out throaty and harsh and shébitlip. He spun them around
and pressed her back into the same metal shetbd#eover the biting of her lower
lip, then thrust his tongue into her mouth a fawas, showing her what he could
do, what he wanted.

She wiggled against him and made noises he didotgnize. She grabbed the
hand that was on her back and pushed it between, ihgitingly resting it on her



upper thigh. Her skirt was loose and short andoiad his way up to her panties in
no time. When his fingers touched the wet matehniaffinally broke the kiss.
Xander watched her face as he made the first statake the softness that hid
beneath the cloth.

Cordelia was beautiful. A goddess before his farkwnder his fingers. Her breath
was deep and scattered and she wasn't the quetmatonoment, but a princess at
the mercy of the prince.

But Xander was no prince, he knew that. He wanerdahthat moment more than
anything. On the tip of his tongue were words ti@tvas sure she didn’t want to
hear. Words likel want to fuck you, | want to feel my cock insidantight body
and make you scream my name when you come.

He wanted to push her onto the floor and plungelensf her. Feel her rip and
bleed and beg for more as he sunk his teeth intaduk.

Something sharp thunked in his brain and he braka her completely, propelling
himself to the other side of the closet, gaspingfeath and feeling Mini-#6 trying
to break its way to the surface to berate him foathe was just thinking.

Cordelia stared at him. The look of ecstasy onféi@® changing immediately to
hurt, then anger.

“What are doing, Xander?”

“This...this isn’t a good idea, Cordy.” He could ses ktart to protest. Could see
the words almost leave her mouth, but then shéddirand took a deep breath,
looking around the tiny room.

Then she was the queen again. In control and irmdéNMeah, like I'd ever let you
touch me in this dirty closet,” she snarked andightened her skirt. She began
looking for her book bag, finding it shoved onteleelf near the door. “It's not like
it would be any good anyway. Like you have any idew to touch a woman.
Don’t even know why | bother with you.”

Well, that took care of #6. No guilt or shame h&wet how about a little anger?



Yeah, anger was something Xander definitely hadtplef at the moment.

Just as Cordy managed to get the door partiallp,odander slammed his hand
onto it and banged it shut, rattling the metal wb®l Then he had her pressed up
against the door by the shoulders. Fear flitte¥dss her eyes for a moment, then
she was looking at him with complete casualnedsohl that, again, reminded
Xander of Spike.

“I know more than you can imagine, little girl,” Kder growled at her.
“Oh, yeah? Show me.”

Without thought, Xander plundered her mouth andibhd a hand up under her
shirt, wrestled a breast out of the confines obits cup and squeezed the nipple
hard. Cordelia gasped into Xander’'s mouth, thetabed his own bitter blood as
she bit his tongue.

He let go of her and backed away, letting her &k lnderclothes and blouse.
Wiping the blood from his mouth, Xander let go &plsigh and met her cold eyes.

“I'm sorry, Cordelia.” And he truly was. But he hrdahe words come out in a
different tone than he expected. He wouldn’t beghfer forgiveness. She had
challenged him and he had shown her. He was prpashow her much more. He
continued in the same tone of serious determinatiamould never hurt you,

please know that.”

Some of the coldness left Cordy’s eyes, but notSlle nodded and made no
attempt to leave, perhaps expecting more apolagiexplanations.

“Okay, here’s the deal,” Xander racked his braifind words for what he knew
needed to be said. “I like you. God help me, kdad.IDon’t really know when that
happened. Things are kinda crazy for me at honf ngw, and | look forward to
seeing you at school every day. You bring a seheermalcy to my life that you'll
probably never understand. But | want more. | wariie able to walk with you
down the hall. | want to be able to dance with gbthe Bronze. | want to win you
a ridiculously cheap stuffed animal at a boardveainival and have you name it
Smoochy or some stupid thing like that.”



A grin flashed across Cordy’s face before she ceufgpress it. Xander grinned
back, then let it fall to show the next part wagartant, too.

“And | want to be able to touch you like there’'s fbromise of something more. |
want more than a closet romp a few times a week.5tdpped up to her, placed a
hand on her cheek and let his voice drop on octawant to show you.” Placing a
chaste kiss on her lips, he continued, “Let me?”

Cordy looked into his eyes, letting the glaze indwn show her answer. Xander
smiled and they kissed again, soft and passioiiaen he back away again and
picked up his own book bag off the floor.

“Can | meet up with you at lunch?”

Cordy nodded, then opened the door and walkedhtaithe hall. Xander followed
soon after, and a minute later the bell rang, dismg second period.
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Xander managed to avoid Buffy and Willow the resthe day. He skipped the
classes they shared and sat with Cordelia at lunghg to help her ease him into
her circle of Cordettes.

By the end of his last class (fucking chemistrafitest that he didn’t study for
again! - he was so going to fail this class), his Angelfavas starting to burn.
However, instead of going home, he was determioaahtlure it for a little while so
he could talk to Giles.

Xander found the librarian in his office as peralsand knocked on the door lightly
to get his attention.

“Oh, Xander. Where have you been all day?”

“Around. You talk to Buffy?”



“Yes, yes, | did. She’s quite upset.”
“What does she know? Did Angel explain?”

“'m afraid she wouldn’t let him. I...” Giles removdds glasses. “l told her myself.
I'm sorry, Xander.”

Xander nodded. “It's okay. You think we should h&oiel her from the beginning?”
“That’s hard to say.” Setting his glasses on tlidetehe gestured for Xander to sit
in the unoccupied chair. Crossing his arms ovechest, Giles continued, “Sex is a
tricky thing.”

“And the understatement award goes to...”

“May | ask you something?”

“Not like we have a lot of secrets, Giles.”

“Perhaps that'’s true.” An exuberated sigh, therg Yidu consider yourself a
virgin?”

Xander allowed himself to be taken back by the goesthen leaned back and
prepared himself for a very revealing conversatibio.”

“But you’ve never had sex with a woman?”

Sigh“Right.”

“And it wasn'‘t your choice to start having sex imstmanner.”
“True.”

“Do you consider yourself to be gay?”

That one took a little more thought. “No. | medm hot attracted to other men.
And | still like women.”



“But you are attracted to Spike and Angel?”
“I'm attracted to Spike.”

“Not Angel?”

“No.”

“Buffy told me...She interpreted what she saw in thgtas a...very...intimate
encounter.”

“Was | enjoying myself? Yeah, | was. The irony loé tsituation being that that was
the very first time in all these months that Anget | got that...intense. Just
happened to be what Buffy saw.”

“But you don’t consider yourself in a relationshyh either of these men.
Vampires.”

“Relationship? What's up with this line of questiog, G-Man?”

“You need to talk to Buffy. You need to let her knthat it's okay to continue her
relationship with Angel. That you two are not a pla’

“I've never been a big supporter of the whole BlAfygel thing. I'd come across as
a hypocrite.”

“Perhaps. But right now she’s convinced that tfasoa you're against them is
because you want him all to yourself.”

“EW_ ”

Giles grinned at that and put his glasses bacKiodeed. Now...should we talk
about this attraction you have for Spike?”

“I'd rather not.”



“Fine. But you know you can still come to me whegreyou need.”
“I know. Giles?”

“Yes?”

“Does Willow know?”

“She does. Buffy insisted Willow stay in the roorhem | told her. You'll need to
talk with her, too, I'm afraid.”

“Joy.”
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After they said their goodbyes, Xander’'s scar wasaming at him to get home.
However, he felt oddly determined to defy the pldi no other reason than to
practice the control that he felt he should haarll instead of going to Angel's, he
made a detour to his parents’ house.

The house was quiet, even though his dad’s truckiwéhe driveway. Without his
mother there, Xander couldn’t steal from her pufgel he wasn’'t about to take
from his dad’s wallet, wherever he may be in thedeo So Xander found the old
hillbilly-esque coffee can that was stashed belivedbaked beans and spinach and
liberated eighty dollars. Enough to get by forwa feeeks, but hopefully not

enough to be missed when they checked. Beforeaiagléghe can though, he took
out forty more, remembering that he was aboutad sipenly dating Cordelia and
would have to keep her in the style to which she aaustomed.

Shame then, that it was that last minute decigiahdot his hand caught in the
cookie jar. The basement door banged open jusbadget was replacing the plastic
lid, hand still clutched around a fist of twentylldobills. He locked eyes with his
father and he felt a fear that he had not knowoeshs first encounter with Spike.

Tony Harris approached his son slowly and Xandendohimself frozen. But
instead of yelling or hitting, Tony simply took theoney out of Xander’'s hand,



stuffed it back in the can and put the can baak ihé cabinet. The man then
grasped his son’s upper arm firmly and draggedtbithe boy’s bedroom.

He left Xander there for a moment, then came battkthe room with a large
suitcase, throwing it on the bed.

“I know you don’t have much more left here. Youdaklittle more each time you
come back. You haven't lived here for a long titAkexander, and you will not get
my support, financial or otherwise. I'm going oatrheet the boys for the game and
by the time | get back, this room will be emptyeokrything that reminds me of
you. You want to be independent, that's fine by Bi& no halfway. | will not be
made a fool.”

Tony held out his hand. Xander took it without #ing. His father gave it one
quick pump, then released.

“Goodbye, son.” Xander watched the man walk awagadness began to bubble
up in him from his gut, but he crushed it befor®dk hold.

He thought briefly of his mother and what she wadhidk of this new
development. Numbly, Xander began to pack. As hieegad the small collection

of friend photos that were stuck around the ed@é&ssanirror, he came across one
of him when he was about twelve. He was standiigyd®n his mother and father,
and the three had their arms around each othanigg madly. It was taken at
Yellowstone, site of their first and last camping together. He couldn’t remember
who had taken the picture and, oddly enough, cautdmember much else about
the trip either. Xander left the picture among ¢kiger pointless debris scattered
around the room, knowing that it was as forgettaisi¢he long gone photos of his
dead grandmother.

He was at peace when he left the house.
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By the time he got home (his only home, now), lmdybwas itching all over, and
Angel pounced on him the moment the door opened.



“Where the fuck have you been?” the vampire grovaledhe tore off every stitch of
Xander’s clothes, shedding his own pants at theedane.

Xander let himself be manhandled this time. Heyfattcepted being taken over the
back of the couch, but at the same time he letinsl absorb the thoughtfulness
and precision that showed in Angel’'s touch andkss0A light kiss was placed on

the back of Xander’s neck before Angel's fangs iatdnim, and they groaned as
they came, feeling truly satisfied for only the@®d time in all their couplings.

It wasn't until they were cleaned up and loungimgetther end of the couch, each
half-dressed, that Angel noticed the suitcase.

“Did you clean out your room? There isn’'t enougbmofor all you to keep all your
things here.”

“Guess you’ll have to make room. | live here nowirigel scrunched his eyebrows.
“Dad kicked me out.”

“Why?”

Xander got up, retrieved his suitcase and stamdlthg out the last of his clothes,
comics and knickknacks. “Doesn’t really matter. Tpart’s over.”

“Wait.” Xander stopped and looked at Angel. “Donitpack.”

“You kicking me out, too? Great. Guess Giles igiggta roommate.”

“No. | mean, I've been looking around, and | fouartbther place for us. It's kinda
small, but it has three bedrooms so we can be apa# often and not drive each

other crazy. | can probably get the paperwork ireal by the end of the week.”

“Oh. Well...that's good.” Xander sat back down on teeich. “Don’t think we’ll
need the three bedrooms, though. Spike’s not goithg staying with us.”

“You know where he is?”



“..Yes!”

“We’ll have to get him back. Find a way to keep heature.”
“Yeah, | don’t think that's gonna happen.”

“Can’t let him roam around.”

“He’s not a dog.”

“Yes, he is. Rabid. He'll kill.”

“True.”

“You telling me that doesn’t bother you?”

“Of course it bothers me. But...it's Spike.”

“What the hell does that mean?”

“Come on, Angelus. You know better than anyone yoatcan’t hold a good
vampire down.”

“Think you're clever?”

“I know it for sure.” Xander let the vampire stemvhis own brood juice for a
minute. “Get the apartment, Angel. I'll take cafeSpike.”

“Think you can handle him?”
“With whipped cream.”
“He’s not your toy, Xander. He will kill you.*

“Yeah. Well...I'm still leaning toward the ‘somedaytmot now’ theory. Let's
leave it at that.”



Angel got up and headed toward the bedroom tolfigetting dressed.

Xander turned around and shouted after the vantite, and pops...I'm gonna be
needing an allowance. Got me a girl that needs pang”

14
Girlfriends and Boyfriends

Xander was exhausted. Funny thing. He thought tlvbe the sex that would
eventually wear him out. Spike. Angel. New touchgly places with Cordy. But,
in the end, it was the talking that laid him out.

By the time he and Angel got settled into their ragartment on Sunday afternoon,
he was crashed out on his own (private!) bed, yapdeall the conversations he had
had that week.

Talking with Angel was easiest. He still felt n@remotional connection with the
vampire, even though their sex had gotten betteras finally something that he
could enjoy and not dread when he started to feeptll.

There had been an ongoing fight this past week ihnefact that Xander refused to
tell Angel where Spike was. The vampire’s argunvegis that it was dangerous for
the Sunnydale populous and it was dangerous fodeamle was having to explain
to Angel that he trusted Spike not to kill him, mout actually using the words
“trust” and “Spike” in the same sentence. The eldampire was getting
increasingly frustrated that Xander couldn’t givenla solid enough reason for
keeping Spike’s hideout a secret.

And now that Xander had some time to himself tod@wnhe was trying to come up
with a plausible reason for himself. And he suppdbat he could come up with
many different scenarios that might be the realsohin the end, he figured that he
knew. Even if it was a bit of a scary thought.



Friendship. Now, Xander and Spike didn’t alwaysaeng. They had a habit of
bickering over the littlest things. Like what cahsted good television and why
Xander’s graphic novels where clearly better rahda Spike’s “classic” novels.
But over the past few months, Xander had been apioeithe realization that he
really enjoyed Spike’s company. He was actuallyedtp easy-going vamp when he
wasn’t snarking with Angel.

And in the past week, he found himself gettingtéeliexcited when he felt the pull
toward Spike. Xander would go to the factory basgrmaed Spike would be

waiting for him. Usually naked. Hard as a rock, bat touching himself. Just
smoking and watching the stairs. Xander would gé&ed, too, and then stretch out
almost on top of Spike, letting their bodies toactd mold to one another before
their hands would began to roam.

The time on Friday evening had included talkingisMaas one of the conversations
he was playing over in his mind.
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“Spike, can | ask you something?”
“Only if you can do it without stopping what you'd®ing.”
“Do you feel the same way | do?”

“At the moment all I'm feeling is your hand on migkl. If you shift up here closer
to me, | can make you feel the same.”

“That's not what I-...yeah, sure, okay.
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“What | meant was, do you even like me?”



“We have to have this conversation right now?”

“Yes. It's the only time | can keep you in one sfastany length of time to actually
have a conversation.
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“You going to answer the question?”

“Oh, bleedin’ hell, Xander, can’t we just do thighwout the talking. Here, put
something in your mouth.”

“Stop it, Spike. | just want to know...I guess | rgajot my answer, didn’t 1?”
“Hey! Where you going? You can’t leave. We're nond.”
“Yeah, well, maybe | don’t want to finish.”

“Doesn’t work that way, mate. You know it. Take yqants off and get back in
bed.”

“Or you'll what? Come after me and get yourself2o@r finally just kill me?”
“Fuck, this is not happening.”

“You know, I've got Angel around for emotionlessedly sex. But with you it's
different. And | just wanted to know if you feelyghing for me at all that's beyond
blow-up-doll status.”

“When did you turn into a sniping little girl?”

“Not being a girl. Just trying to figure out mydif

“Then get therapy, little boy. I'm not your soddinoyfriend. Now, strip so | can
fuck you.”



“NO_”

“You honestly think you're getting out of this bdithg without both of us getting
off?”

“Well...no. But I'm trying to make a point here.”

“Then make your point while naked.
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“Better, innit?”

“l can’t think when you do that.”

“Thank you for makingny point.”

“I still want to have this conversation.”

“There is only one thing | want to hear out of yououth right now.”
“And what's that?

“Oh god yes fuck there fuck me Spike fuck me fucknie

“Good boy.”
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Later...

“Now what did you want to talk about?”



“Huh?”

“You were making a big fuss before. Don’t you renbemn?”

“Oh, yeah. That...Do you even like me?”

“Let me think. I like your arse. | like your cocklike your mouth, when it's not
babbling incessantly. | like your fingers. | likeetnoises you make. | like your
smell when you’re about to come. | like that yoladadl tastes like...”

“Yeah? What does my blood taste like?”

“D’know.”

“Bullshit. Describe it.”

“You've kissed me after I've drank from you. Youdw how you taste.”

“I know how | taste to me. How do | taste to you?”

“What's this got to do with anything?”

“Well, 'm not sure, but you brought it up with tiéhole ‘tasting’ thing, so now
I'm curious.
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“Hey! No falling asleep. Start talking, vampire-man
Groans“Copper. Metallic. Little salty.”

“Yeah, that’s what | taste, too. Don't differentgpde taste different?”
“What gives you that idea?”

“You said that you liked the way | tasted. Am | g@me as everyone? Or is there



something special about me?”

“You really do need therapy.”

“Probably. I'm having this reoccurring dream whéne on this train going through
a very long tunnel. I'm sitting there smoking aagigthen this champagne cork
pops. Tell me, Dr. Spike, what do think it means?”

“The doctor is definitely out.”

“Tell me how | taste.”

Sigh“Thick.”

“Talking about my blood, here, not my dick.”

“So was |, whelp.”

“Oh.”

“Thick. Tangy. Chocolately. Freedom. Pain. Sorrow.wo”

“Wow. Really?”

“Yeah.”

“You can taste those things?”

“Yeah.”

“How do other people taste?”

“...Different. Everybody’s different. Only one thing common among all humans.
The fear. Everyone dies afraid.”

“Well, yeah.”



“Not you, though.”

“What?”

“You were never afraid.”

“Yeah, | was.”

“Maybe. But you didn’t taste of it.”

“...Is that...why?”

“Yeah. That's why.”

“If | ever become afraid, or taste afraid, in thute, is that when you'll kill me?”
“Moved beyond that now. I've got different reasdosskilling you.”
“Care to share that info?”

“No.”

“Why not?”

“You're not ready to know.”

“What makes you think you know what's best for ny&®i're not my dad. Not that
he knows what's best for me either, but you getsémiment.”

“I don’t care what's best for you.”

“So this thing, then. The sex we have, the feegjagd...Damnit, Spike! You make
me feel good, and | don’'t know what that meansveha girlfriend, you know. And
| really like her. We'll probably have sex soonddm so looking forward to that.
So why do | like being with you so much? It cansi be this pull thing, cause |
don'’t feel this way about Angel.”



Shrug

“l just don’t understand. You've become this pdriny life. You're inside me all
time, and | like you there. You're comfortable aincfeel you, like you’re with me
and watching me as | live my life. | can’t shakeiyo

“And I'm not a fool. | know that you go out at nigh know you feed and kill. And
it bothers me on a moral level, really it does, lmamehow can’t bring myself to
make an attempt to stop you. Don’t look at me tha. | know | wouldn’t be able
to stop you, but Angel and Buffy could. They cofildl some way to restrain you, |
know they could. And yet, | haven't told them whewdind you. Why do you
suppose that is?”

“No idea, luv. But it's appreciated.”

“Maybe I'm not doing it for you.”

“No?”

“I don’t know. | like coming here to you in this fement. Where Drusilla’s scent
still lingers. Where | don’t have to think aboutget coming in. Just you and me.
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“Should have always been just you and me, Spike.”

“Then why the girlfriend? You really need a thiekspartner?”

“...Don’'t know. Maybe just the fact that she’s a gillith girl parts. | like girl
parts. And | really do like her. It's differentchose her. Haven't been forced into

anything. | like the...control.”

“Yeah. That doesn’t surprise me."
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“Listen, mate, this has been enlightening and d¢kery, but I've gotta go out. You
should take a shower and go home.”

“Yeah. We start moving into the new place tomoradternoon, and I've gotta get
up early for Christmas shopping. Start spendingotieramp’s money.”

“What are you getting me, pet?”

“Gee, | don’t know. What do you get a vampire wias leverything?”

“An unlimited supply of virginal blood wrapped imgtty little girl packages?”
“I'll think of something.”

“Hey, Xander...”

“Yeah?”

“I like you.”

EORE Rk b b AL b

Now, Xander was stretched out on the bed in his meam, feeling pretty good
about things. Well, mostly pretty good. He hadedlko Buffy and Willow this
week, too, and those talks were harder, but thivege getting better.

It had started at Willow's house. Wills and Xanda&re sitting cross-legged on her
bed, facing each other and playing a pointless gafrdeuble solitaire. They hadn’t
spoken much the past couple days at school. Jpstfsual stuff about classes and
holiday plans. Two more days until the break argy tknew they needed to get
things out in the open. Hence the invite from Willfor card games and
conversation.

After much silence, Willow finally began.



“So...what do you want to start with? The vampire-ghan the Cordelia-thing?”
“Um...you choose.”

“Okay...Cordelia?!”

“Ow! What's with the hitting?”

“I've seen you around school. Since when did yautgiawing the evil undead?
And I'm not talking about the vampire-thing, yet.”

“'m sorry | didn’t tell you about it before.”
“How long has this been going on?”

“Um...about a month or so. We were keeping it a setlebody knew. It took
awhile to admit it to ourselves, even.”

“So, what changed? And I'm still stuck on the whiglay?’ factor.”

“When it started, it was just kind of...hormonal. Dbgive me ick-face. I'm
seventeen. I've got hormones. And then the thihgsused to annoy me about her,
became things that | liked about her.”

“Vapid shrews get you off?”

“Well, yeah. That speak-her-mindness that she doesy. hot. | never have to
worry about what she’s thinking. She doesn’t hawe secrets. She wants
something, she tells me. It's almost a brainlegionship. | need brainless at the
moment.”

“Well, I still don’t get it, and | don’t like it.”

“'m not asking your permission, Wills.”

“You know, we used to not have any secrets fromather. We used to be best
friends. What happened?”



“Come on, Wills, we're still best friends. This #tthat's happening with me...well
most of it is stuff that I'm not fully prepared deal with right now. If | talk with
you about it...then it becomes real.”

“But, Xander, we don't live in some fantasy-bubhlegrainbow-land where
everything is always as it should be. We live diedimouth. It's scary and creepy
and sometimes apocalyptic and very very real. Véalsim't try and get through it
alone. | want you to talk to me.”

“You're amazing, Willow. | wish | had your strength

“Strength? I'm terrified.”

“Maybe, but you’ve survived this long. And you'vedn there for me long before
we knew about the Hellmouthy stuff. I'm sorry thiae been less than honest with
you lately. I'm ready to come clean. You'll keep greunded?”

“Just call me your kite string.”

“Hug it out?”

“Yes, please.”

Hugs

“Ow! And we're back to the hitting!”

“Angel?!”

“Giles explained, didn’t he?”

“l want to hear it from you.”

Groan*“Okay, here’s the deal. I'm having sex with Angeld Spike. But it's not
like | want to. It's the bite thing.”



“| get that part. Giles is good with the expositidihat | don'’t get is that Buffy said
you were enjoying yourself.”

“Okay, Willow. We're talking about sex. Sex. And Wwave to go back to the whole
teenaged boy hormonal thing. I'm a seventeen yiedbay. Having sex. Do you
honestly believe that | wouldn’t enjoy it?”

“But isn’t sex...l mean, I've always thought that sexs about this emotional
connection with someone. You can’t enjoy sex wiimeone without love.”

“Fantasy-bubblegum-rainbow-land, Will?”

“Are you saying that you’re enjoying the sex witletmale vampires because we
live on a Hellmouth?”

“No. The sex-thingtartedbecause we live on a Hellmouth, and Spike is thstm
evil vampire in existence. I'm enjoying the sex &ese it's sex. Feels good. It's
sex.”

“Okay, you have to stop saying ‘sex.’ And what atBuffy? Your having this
enjoyable se-...fornication with her boyfriend.”

“Yeah, what about Buffy?” Willow and Xander turnexface the new voice in the
room. Buffy stood in the doorway, arms crossedttagiainst her chest.

“Buffy!” Xander got up off the bed and stood awkwiy;, not knowing where to put
his hands and finally shoving them in his pock&t#e have to talk, huh?”

“We could do that, sure. But what could you pogssaly that is going to make this
okay?”

“I have no idea. But, Buff, you’re unhappy and hitastand to see my friends
unhappy.”

“That why you’'ve been all avoidy the last few ddys?

“Partly. Also, this is really hard to explain. Isti you had let Angel talk to you.”



“That’s not gonna happen.”

“Buffy, Angel loves you.”

All of Buffy’s strength and resolve dissolved aatland she stumbled all the way
into the room and collapsed in a chair. Xandertkaha@vn in front of her and
clasped her hands.

“Does he, Xander? Does he love me?”

“He does. Really.”

Buffy’s voice got small and tears began to fallséw you. You and Angel.
And...the things you were saying, Xander. The things were saying to my
boyfriend.”

“Yeah. You know that my mouth and my brain haveandyeen very compatible.
Sometimes | just talk. Those things that | said.. .¢ha® just things | say when
things...get...intense. I'm so sorry that you walked rntloat, Buffy.”

“‘Soam |.”

“But, listen, this really doesn’t effect your retaiship with Angel.”

“How can you say that!? How can | ignore the faettyou're sleeping with Angel?
You are still doing it, right?”

“Um, yeah, | am. We are. Don’t look like that, Buff can’t help it. This is
something that my body is forced into. Spike didHié made it happen and it
doesn’t end until | die. | can’t stop it!”

“Does it have to be sex? Why can’t he just bite, Jixeé you've been telling us all
this time.”

“Because a simple bite will kill me. If either obg#es me without the distracting
sex stuff, then my body gives in to the death. Blén sex is involved, | have the



ability to control what my body does. And right ndisn big on the not-dying
thing. So, I'm sorry Buffy, but until Giles findsaure for this, then me and your
boyfriend are going to be fucking.”

“Xander!” This came from Willow.

Buffy removed her hands from Xander’s. “He’s not boyfriend, anymore.”
“Well, that's a shame. Because he’s not my boyttjeither. Angel’s feelings for
you haven’'t changed. He’s a pretty miserable vamiut you make him tolerable.
Maybe we’ll actually see him happy one day. Butwibhout you. He needs you.”
“I don’t know if | can deal with this.”

“Listen, we're moving into a new apartment in a pleuof days. Bigger, so we're
not on top of each other all the time. Figurativgheaking. Why don’t you and
Willow come over on...say, Tuesday? A Christmas Eve &alebration.”

Willow spoke up from her place on the bed. “I domdnt to be in the same house
as Spike.”

“He won't be there. Spike’s not staying with us.”

This got Buffy on her feet. “You mean he’s not batlained up with you guys?”
“‘Um...no.”

“Well, where is he? He can’t be out roaming theets. And...and that means that
you‘re spending time alone with him?! What kindnodrbid death wish do you

have, Xander?”

“Christ, you and Angel really are two peas in a.dadten, | have Spike under
control. And that’'s the end of it, okay?”

“No, not okay. | need to be sure he’s not killingyane.”

“Buffy. You are great at your job, really. Go, VamgSlayer! But leave William



the Bloody to me.”

“l can’t do that, Xander.”
“Tough shit, Buff.”
“Xander!”

“I'll give you the address and phone number toew place tomorrow. We'll see
you Tuesday night? About six?”

“We have to talk about this Spike thing some more.”

“No we don’t. See you Tuesday.”
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The CD changer shuffled and a choppy guitar rifined from the crackly old
speakers. Xander groaned as the scar on thedefbsihis neck started to itch. A
few minutes later, Angel appeared in Xander’'s degrvinard-on visible under his
chinos. Xander sighed.

“Who's this?” Angel nodded his chin at the stereo.

“Some local band. Willow went out on a date witbitlguitarist.”

Angel listened for a few moments. “Not very goxihe?”

“Not really.”

The vampire unzipped his pants. “We gonna do this?”

“Angel, you sweet talker, you. No. wait. Not here.”

“Not here?” He looked around the room, confusedafiva go to my room?”



“No. How about the third room. We've got the oldttness in there, right?”
“Yeah, sure. Fine.”

They walked awkwardly down the hall and openeddib@r to the unused bedroom.
It was piled with empty boxes that were waitingptotaken to the recycling place,
and the mattress from the old apartment was leamnggainst one of the walls. It
hadn’t taken much to convince Angel to buy themhbww beds. It felt like they
were making some kind of fresh start, even thoumthing had really changed
except the location. Xander kicked some boxes btiteoway as Angel pulled the
bed down.

As soon as Xander had stripped his shirt off, Asgebped up behind him and
wrapped his arms around the young boy’s waist. élé tihere for a short time.
Long enough for Xander to get a little uncomforéabl

“Hey, there, Deadboy. Whatcha doing?” He felt Argegsponsive shrug.

“Just wanted to see what this was like.”

“Usually the cuddling comes after.”

“Do you and Spike cuddle?”

“Um...sometimes. But it’s not like...”

“Not like what?”

“I don’t know. He’s not my boyfriend.”

“Mm-hm. You've got a girlfriend now, right?”

“Yeah.” Angel's hand creeped slowly up Xander’'s sthéhumb finding and
stroking a pert nipple. The other hand moved dowhbbing Xander’s hardness

through his Dockers. Then the vampire’s head wassad next to his and Xander
heard a low moan breathed into his ear.



“Um...Angel? What the fuck are you doing?”
“Just feeling it. Like you told me to.”
“Yeah, good, but...this is...ohh....um. This is...not like you.

Angel's hand had creeped down into Xander’s pandishas touch was soft and
slow. He was doing all the things that he likedlfla things that Spike did.

“Listen, Angel, | don't think-" He was cut off whefingel flung him onto the
mattress. The vampire had them both stripped arsdwazling at Xander’'s neck
before he could finish the thought.

Hands were everywhere. Touching his chest, his,faskhighs, his balls.
Fingertip teasing his hole while a tongue lappedifscar to earlobe.

“Jesus, Angel, what the...fuck, Angel.”

“Don’t you like this?” Angel had made his way dowrgw, and was licking
Xander’s stomach, chin grazing his hard cock ankimgghim gasp. Then, in one
quick move he engulfed Xander from tip to rootdneim there and sucked hard.

Nonsensical sounds escaped Xander.

Angel stayed at Xander’s crotch for several minuieking, sucking, making
Xander squirm with a joy that he'd never had amgnsion of feeling for this
vampire. Suddenly the mouth was gone, and AngeKkahder for just a moment to
get the ever-present lube from his pants pockety teturned with the appropriate
appendages slicked, sliding a finger into Xandera smooth skilled motion.

By the time Angel had moved completely on top oh¥er and was pounding into
him with quick and controlled thrusts, Xander wasla of useless flesh, left limp
from Angel’'s thoughtful and precise touches, insadd out.

Xander’s orgasm was so strong that he honestlytdell Angel’s bite and had to
touch his neck afterwards to feel the rapidly eigdnoles in the scar to make sure
that it actually happened.



Five minutes later and they were resting side g sn the sheetless mattress. It
took that long for Xander to get his breathing urmmntrol and ask, “What the fuck
was that, Deadboy?”

“Just trying something new.”

“Yeah, ok, good, but...why?”

“Thought you wanted to make it better. You know... ladde.”

“l did. But it was already fine. That was just...just...”

“Thank you?” Angel's hand scooted across the msdteand clamped down lightly
on Xander’s hip. He held it there for a few momehen started stroking his thumb
over the cooling flesh.

“Angel...”

“Hm?"

“Please don’t touch me.”

“Oh. Sorry.”

Xander got up, gathered his clothes and threw tinéorhis bedroom before getting
into the shower.

Later, he found Angel in the living room, slouch@dthe couch and staring at the
wall. Xander made an attempt to move past the vadtat-sex moment.

“So, we should Christmas this place up if we're gihave people over in a few
days. Should get a tree. And maybe get one of theggie trays from the
supermarket. Can you pick up champagne or sométtsogething the girls would
like.”

“Xander...”



“We should have some other kind of food. Can yook@d mean, something other
than breakfast. Don’'t get me wrong, you make a nogaglet, but this is a dinner
party, not a breakfast party so-”

“I think I've lost her, Xander.”

Xander fell onto the opposite side of the couchn,”Wngel. She’s coming to the
party, isn’'t she? That's a good sign.”

“She’s coming here for you, not me.”
“l don’t think that’s-"

“I miss her so much. How did this happen? How cpustify what we're doing?
How can | be with her? She used to...want me. Shelntdkeep her hands off of
me. And now | can’t even get her to talk to me.”

So...Angel was horny for his girlfriend. Well, he sagpd that made sense...Wait.
Something clicked. “Is that what that was about@hdler pointed to the back
bedroom. “All the touching and intimacy. Christ, g, I'm not Buffy.”

“l just miss her so much.”

Xander got up, leaned down in front of Angel andaged up the vampire’s collar
in his fists. “Don’t you dare ever touch me agalke I'm Buffy!” Xander let go and
started pacing the room. “We can get through ihe.can make Buffy understand,
but not if you give up. And certainly not if youade to replace her. My god,
Angel, you are such a coward. Grow a fucking spBwdfy doesn’t understand,
right now, but she will. And if you give up on hediter only one week, then you
never deserved her in the first place.”

“You know | love her.”
“Do you? Cause that's what | told her, but I'm seking it. You gotta have a little

faith, man. You gotta trust her. Trust her enoumbive her time to process this.
There’s no manual for how a person is suppose@abwlith this kind of thing. If



you love her, Angel, really love her, then youiNg her the time and space she
needs. Trust her to come back to you.”

Angel looked to be thinking that over for a litildnile. Xander got tired of the
broodiness in the room and went to the kitchertad & list of what they would
need for the party. About five minutes later, Angppeared in the doorway.

“Add mistletoe to the list,” the vampire suggestésin’'t a Christmas party without
mistletoe.”

15
Mistletoe

In Xander’s head, there were only two ways a peotyld go. Either completely
successfully, or completely disasterly. That's vilig one was a bit of an anomaly
to Xander. It went mostly...ok.

By the time Tuesday rolled around, the Slayerette-party had morphed into a
Christmas/dinner/house-warming thing, that requadittle more planning and a
lot more food.

Willow showed up first, with her new guy, Oz, imtoHe was very polite, brought
a cactus (the house-warming gift of choice for tmen), but not really the talkative
type, so couldn’t rely on him to distract everyanth idle conversation. And
because he wasn't in the Hellmouth-loop, it waslhartalk openingly around him.

Giles and Ms Calendar were next, and spent therityagd the evening discussing
the mold encrusted ancient books littered on Asdatiokshelf. Xander had never
taken the time read the titles, but the Watcherpvastically drooling over the
collection.

Then Cordelia arrived, wrapped in a low-cut recsdrehat left Xander



contemplating the logistics of getting her alondis room for a couple hours
without being missed at the party.

Angel was held up in the kitchen, putting the fimngy touches on an alfredo sauce
for the linguini, when Buffy came in, almost an héate.

“There you are,” Xander accused. “Thought you'drded your mind.”

“Decided to do a quick patrol before | came. Ran anoverly excited fleg-,” she
saw Oz, “...flag-waver. He got all patriotic in my &ad had to take him down.”

“Patrolling for patriots?” Oz quipped. “You've gah odd sense of duty. Are you
Canadian?”

Buffy grinned sheepishly and shoved a pile of kihgbolored packages at Xander.

“Ohh! More booty.” Xander arranged the newest gaftsong the others under the
rather modest looking tree that he and Angel hadyred and decorated with plain
red plastic ball ornaments (the ones that wereatsat Wal-Mart).

By the time dinner was served, the tension in tdoarwas like molasses. No one
knew where to tread for fear of being sucked dowther into the muck. They
couldn’t talk about slayage, what with Oz in themo Nobody wanted to talk about
school, especially since Xander had failed hisre®@eclass and was a bit depressed
about repeating it next semester. Willow and Caoadetpt giving each other
scornful looks, neither believing that they weréhst same social function with the
other. Giles brought one of Angel’'s books to tHad¢and was completely
engrossed in its contents, irking Ms Calendar, lsandng no clue about the
awkwardness at the dining table.

And Buffy, well, she had been staring at Angel Xiathder since Angel had
emerged from the kitchen, clearly looking for sckimed of sign that they were
going to do something inappropriate. Xander prapad they wouldn’t be pulled
together any time in next few hours, not that her éad any control of it in the
past, but one could only hope.

Of course, this was the Hellmouth and one had itp e@reful what one wished for.



Because halfway through dinner, his scar startdnito and he immediately got
hard. For Spike.

So Xander sat there. Trying to enjoy his linguimddeing very uncomfortable. He
did his best not to look at Angel so that Buffymlicget the wrong idea and racked
his brain for a topic of conversation that woulghlien everyone’s mood.

“So, uh, Oz...Dingoes playing the Bronze again anytsoan?”
“Three weeks.”
“Ah..." Big help, Oz, thanks.

It wasn't until they were gathered in the livingoro and opening presents that the
tension finally broke. Christmas will do that. Xamglayed Santa and passed out
the gifts, mostly because it kept him moving ardl thie fact that he was getting
increasingly twitchy.

Willow was giddy as she tore the wrapping off hifisgalthough she continued to
remind everyone that she was Jewish and that tleree‘holiday” presents, not
Christmas presents. Her Jewishness didn’t prevamrém taking advantage of the
mistletoe that hung at the entrance to the hal\8&ig and Oz shared a small chaste
kiss when they passed each other going to andtiierbathroom. It was incredibly
sweet and romantic and Xander had to adjust himrsélfs pants because any form
of touching was going to drive him nuts.

Which was why Xander found himself dragging Condipihis bedroom when she
insisted on running her hand along his thigh atmmiat during the gift frenzy. He
had her on the bed, grinding his dick into herdm kissing her frantically before
she could gather her senses, do the appropriaig, #und push him off.

She stood up, smoothed her dress out and pointachaiccusingly. “Major party
faux-pas, Xander.”

“How so0?”

“One, you are a host, you have guests, and youdlbeudoing host-like things.



Two, you should not be horny in the middle of ai€imas gift exchange, it's tacky
and very un-Christmasy. And three, you wrinkled aingss!”

“Well, if you weren’t wearing it, then | wouldn’t inkle it.”
“Xander! This is so not the time or place.”

“Come here, gorgeous. | have a present for you.”
“Gross! I'm leaving.”

“No, no, no. | mean a real present. Look.” Xandaktthe small box out of his
pocket that had been poking into his hip all evgnin

“‘Ooh. Is it jewelry?”

“Is there any other type of gift?”
“I have you trained well.”

“That you do.”

Cordelia sat on the bed next to Xander. She gawealkiss on the cheek as she
took the box and opened it.

“Oh, Xander. It's beautiful. Here, put it on me.”

She pulled her hair out of the way so he could iethe clasp around her neck,
then stood up to admire herself in the mirror dvsrdresser. The chain was the
perfect length. It allowed the silver heart to msticingly between her breasts and
the cut of her red dress framed it beautifully.

They shared several more minutes of kissing-bkdsere Cordy patted him on the
butt, took his hand, and led him back out intortieess.

By the time the party broke up, two hours latemder’'s insides were twitching so
hard for Spike that he was starting to feel likeditethat night he found the



vampire waiting for him in his backyard. He hadravgng red mark on the back of
his left hand caused by constant scratching atchrthat refused to be quelled.
Angel and Giles were the only two that noticed hiegreasingly uncomfortable he
was becoming, but neither could do anything bué divn sympathetic looks.

At around midnight, everyone left the apartment/uding Angel and Xander to
walk Buffy and Cordelia home. The four couples watdhand-in-hand by that
time. Angel and Buffy seemed to be doing bettegrdfie gift exchange. Angel had
given Buffy a ring that had some kind of significenand he wore a matching one
on his finger.

Cordy and Xander spent some more time kissing offrbwet porch, until her dad
flipped on the porch light and opened the doompig Xander with a fatherly glare
that gave Giles a run for his money. Cordelia ggohshyly and shuffled passed her
dad, leaving Xander to mumble a “Mr Chase,” in ggubon, and tip his imaginary
hat before skeedadling off the porch and into ti night.
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Spike wasn't in the basement. Or anywhere in thtofg for that matter. Xander
was having a severe panic attack as he wanderedtiré®ts looking for his vampire,
closely inspecting every pile of dust he came a;rpraying that each one wasn'’t
Spike, and not knowing if he would even recognip&& as a pile of dust if he was
one.

It seemed a miracle that he found him. Just ramtim¢ vampire walking down the
sidewalk of a very affluent neighborhood, going &abevnowhere in particular.
Spike was walking with some kind of determinatibat Xander was so relieved to
see him, that he didn’t care what the purpose was.

Spike received a slap on the shoulder when Xandaihyf caught up to him.
“Where the fuck have you been?”

“Figured you'd find me.”

“Yeah, well. Don’t give me such a wiggins next tingeez... Where are you going?



Come on, we've been feeling like this for hourst’'d.go somewhere and do this
thing.”

The vampire continued to saunter down the sidewatdk|ooking at Xander. “You
say the sweetest things, really.”

“What's going on? Where are you going?”

“Figured I'd distract myself while you had yourtli soiree. My invite musta got
lost in the mail, huh?

“That’s what this is about? You upset | didn’t itesiyou to the party?”

“Don’t give a flying shit about your party. Justtdwed of waiting for you. Got
hungry.”

“Hungry?” It was finally at this point that Xandeoticed that they weren’t alone in
the night. There was a young blond woman, headghongstrolling leisurely
ahead of them about half a block. “Oh, fuck.”

“No. Just food.”

“No, no, no, Spike, listen, you don’t have to do-”

“Go back to the factory and wait for me there.”

“No, but, wait-"

“This isn’t your call, Xander. Not tonight.”

“But, you're not going to kill her, right? Don’t ke to kill to feed. You said.”

“Haven't killed anyone in over a week. Got intooh &f fights, drank a lot of blood,
left a few people in comas, but didn't kill. Bugtiot killing thing - I'm over it.”

“But why her?”



“Stupid, isn’t she? Middle of the night. Alone. Hidnones. Hellmouth. Easy.”

“But-" Xander was cut off when Spike stopped ablymirabbed him by the
shoulders and pulled them together.

“Listen to me very carefully. You don’t have cortover this. Not this. Not me. Do
you understand?” Xander nodded slowly. “Okay. N@arehare your choices. You
can shut the fuck up, let me do this without th@odly commentary. Or you can
help.”

“Help? Isn’t there a third option? I'll go back tiee factory now. Like you first
suggested.”

“You lost that option when you got on my nerves.”
“But_”
“Bollocks! Where is she?”

Relief poured through Xander. But before he cowldgratulate himself on his
stalling abilities, Spike gripped his hand, andias being pulled violently down
the sidewalk. They caught up with the woman quietthen they rounded a corner
and saw her turn onto the walk of a large well-apigal red brick house with a
yard filled with tall leafless oak trees.

“Better make up your mind, Xander. No halfways.'iK&gtold him just before they
reached her. He put a strong arm around her shsulckusing a small shriek to
escape her lips.

The next part happened too quickly for Xander wpss, however he felt a strange
deja-vu of his first encounter with Spike as hechatl the vampire drag the woman
into the side yard of her own house.

By the time he followed them there, Spike was legragainst a brick wall that was
green with moss. Clearly this side of the housevgot little sun. The woman (who

was, now that Xander could see her face, actuadlyg girl, no more than eighteen)
was being held tight against Spike, her back techest, one arm around her waist,



pinning her arms, the other hand covering her mdbiscman and headphones
discarded somewhere in the dirt.

“Well, Xan? Which is it?”

Xander ignored Spike and inspected the girl. Tlae fie saw in her eyes was
entirely too familiar. Too reminiscent of the fearthe eyes of the red-headed girl
they had encountered a week and a half Bgeryone dies afraid.

Xander took several steps forward, until he wasdtay just in front of the girl.

“Hey. Listen to me.” The girl was shaking terribgg he tried to make his voice
sound as non-threatening as possible. “I knowolkgiou're scared, but you have
to listen to me. Are you listening?”

The girl's eyes finally focused on Xander and sbdded her head once.

“Good. Spike here is going to take his hand offrymouth and you’re not going to
scream. Right? No screaming?”

Another small nod. Spike removed his hand and usaelgl his arms so that he was
just holding her wrists. The girl took a quick ghéreath in and Xander had his
own hand over her mouth before the scream coulapesc

“What did | just say? Let me explain something. &ve not going to hurt you. |
know it looks like we are, but we’re not. Right,il&?”

Spike rolled his eyes. “Yeah, whatever.”

“Okay, don't listen to him. Listen to me.” Xanddidshis hand from her mouth and
stroked the girl's cheek. She didn’t show any sighsalling for help for the
moment so he kept talking. “I want you to underdttirat it's not about you. You
were just in the wrong place at the wrong time. Aagleeing with Spike here,
walking alone in the middle of the night, with hpadnes on, no less, pretty
stupid.”

The girl surprised Xander by looking ashamed fst pn instant, then her eyes



shifted back to fear. He felt so sorry for thid.giust a girl, who was about to
become another statistic of the Hellmouth. Deatblbgd loss, evidence of severe
neck trauma, written off by the police. Another alnsd forgotten murder.

“What's your name?”
“Cindy,” she answered quickly without thinking.

“'m Xander. That's Spike.”

ello, lovely,” Spike growled into her ear, caugia visible shiver.

It was Xander’s turn to roll his eyes. “Ignore hi@indy, I'm sure you're a sweet
girl, and | know that you don’t deserve this, bwiant you to remember one thing.
We’re not going to hurt you. We're not going to ¢buyou in any inappropriate
way. We won't hurt you.” He peered passed her @éteSpvho, after a moment,
nodded slightly.

When he looked back into Cindy’s eyes, a small amhofithe fear had
disappeared. At least she wasn’t in severe panaensp that was a start.

“What are going to do to me?” She asked in anlstgréven voice.

“Doesn’t matter. What ever happens, though, | wantto keep looking at me,
okay? Don'’t take your eyes off me. Do you underd®?dn

Cindy nodded again. Still stroking her cheek, Xartdek the final step forward
and pressed his body against hers, trying to keejower body a little further
away, so she wouldn’t think his hard-on was for. It ran a hand over her silky
blond hair, gathering up one side of it and pullingway to expose the lightly
tanned skin of her neck.

Transfixed by a visible thudding, which slightlytenrupted the smoothness that
was revealed, Xander found himself rubbing a thawdr the neck’s pulse-point,
causing a gasp from Cindy that he had not intenhdedeate.

He raised his eyes to Spike and tried not to Ehlbpefully calm expression change



as he watched the vampire morph into the monstédat, &yes glued to the vein that
Xander was stroking.

Back to focus on Cindy, Xander let his hands falbpike’s arms, sliding down and
covering the cold hands that were gripping théggwrists.

“Cindy. Believe me when | tell you that whateveppans next, you won't feel any
pain. We won’t hurt you. Do you believe me?”

Cindy's eyes searched Xander for something that simé knew. It took about a
minute for her to find what she was looking for.€% | believe you.”

“Okay.”

Spike took that as his cue. The vampire leaneddaihslightly and when the fangs
split her skin, Xander felt the air around theni.dtie watched her eyes carefully
and saw no change in them as Spike continued ertoArapping his lips around
the warm skin.

And when Spike started sucking, and Cindy’'s eyeeneéd when the realization
finally hit her that she was going to die, Xandasveo proud of her when he didn't
see the fear return.

As her tears began flowing, and sadness and acweEpspread across her face,
Xander leaned forward and kissed the wetness oohtesks. Then without
thinking, he pressed his lips against hers, margeadt how warm and soft she was.

Xander didn’t know how long he stayed in that gosit but he felt instantly when
the life left her body. She stayed soft and waruat,tbe air around her changed.
Dead bodies were simply objects. Something foldiaed ones to cry over and
bury. Aside from the moss growing on the side eftlbuse, Xander was the only
living thing in this space.

He pulled away from her, not knowing if the wetneashis cheeks was her tears or
his own. He let go of the dead wrists just as Sgikie and the body fell forward

into Xander’s arms. He held onto it tenderly fde@& moments before bending to
place it gently in a sitting position against tidesof the house.



Two seconds later, Spike had Xander in the dirtrapndtly undressed. All thoughts
of the dead girl disappeared. Empty gold eyes lmboeXander’s as he tried to
recognize the human part of the demon that wastabduck him. He also tried to
relocate the part of himself that allowed him tel fiear, because Xander had never
been fucked by the demon before. Not seen theuiatteSpike was about to bite.
Would this time be different? Could vampire-Spikatrol himself enough to not

kill Xander? Could Xander bring himself to care?

As it turned out, Spike did have the where-withtaluse the lube that was in his
pocket. Then Xander was disoriented as he waseflipgver onto his stomach and
pulled roughly up so he was positioned on his etband knees. And the lube was
used, however, Spike just coated himself withnt & wasn’t until Spike’s cock
was breaching his tight ring of muscle that Xanaatized that he had not been
prepared.

“Fuck, Spike, wait-" was all he got out before Spiushed all the way in, in one
long smooth semi-slow stroke. Xander’'s harsh gasgexl in all the air in the small
space. He managed to feel hollow and full at timesame, fingers digging into the
dirt as Spike started moving, each thrust more ploMvihan the last.

And it was powerful and hard, but not harsh oremdl Spike had the talent and
control to make it good, so good. The only thingqider didn’t like was facing the
dirt. He wanted very much to be watching this derumk him. Wanted to see the
fire in those gold eyes. Wanted to feel connectetia@mplete. Instead, he closed
his eyes and just felt it.

Soon he felt his climax building, thanks to Spikiead punishing his dick with the
same force that his ass was receiving. And whefaiings entered his neck, he was
overwhelmed with the same comfort that the biteagswbrought him. A clear

mind, a sense of wholeness, power, control, arubwofse, general orgasmy
goodness.

When he was spent and the world came back intsfdaistill had a vampire
attached to his neck. Still sucking.

“Spike,” Xander whispered, finding his voice aléttougher than he remembered.



No change from the vampire prompted a more forcé8gike!” before he felt the
teeth leave his skin. Instead of pulling out anéyom him, though, Spike stayed
put, resting his bumpy forehead between Xandesilsler blades.

Xander felt the vampire shift back to human agamstkin. It wasn’t until Spike
slipped out of Xander naturally that he moved avedlpwing Xander to fall flat
onto the ground, coating himself with dirt thatcituwo every bead of moisture on
his skin.

He managed to turn his head enough to take imthage of Spike, still fully clothed
and refastening his jeans, sitting exhausted agtiasvall in a disturbing parody
of the dead girl beside him. Xander felt that heusth say something. Something
profound. Something witty. But all neurons werdninhg in his brain, so
profoundness and general Xander-wittiness wergaiog to break this silence.

Instead he stumbled to his feet and began loolangi pants, not really
understanding how Spike had managed to remove wWgrmaut taking off his

shoes. Spike was standing next to him once he isagldthes in his hands and was
attempting to get the dirt off of himself befordtgey dressed. Spike slapped
Xander’s hands away and finished brushing the gafheXander let him.

When they were both dressed and presentable, tiygyesl away from the death in
the side yard and into the semi-brightness of ttreegights, Spike quickly
pocketing the Discman he found on the ground. Xandeldn’t bring himself to
care.

No words were exchanged as Spike walked Xander hohey stood in the
hallway of the apartment complex, Spike waitinggraty as Xander dug in his
pockets for his keys. But before he could get ik the lock, Spike slid both
arms around Xander's waist and pulled him in fairss.

It didn’t take long for Xander to deepen the kissyrveling at the taste of whiskey,
cigarettes, himself, and dead girl on the vampit@gue. It lasted for a long time.
Or it seemed that way. Spike was crushing theirdsotbgether and Xander had his
fingers tangled in Spike’s hair when the apartntEdr opened and the door frame
was filled with Angel.



They broke apart instantly. Xander saw a flashust gn Spike’s eyes before it was
heavily shielded by indifference. The vampire tara@d swept back down the hall
and out of sight, coat billowing majestically, cangsXander to smirk as he pushed
passed Angel and into the apartment.

Angel closed the door and got Xander’s attentioheag/as heading down the
hallway to the bathroom.

“Xander. This is all going to end badly.”

Without turning to face him, Xander answered, “Yless."

16
Hot Chocolate and Hot Topics

Three weeks later...

“I don’t understand this incessant need to takeghio the next level with
Cordelia.”

“Come on, Giles. You're not that old.”
“It's precisely that I'm not that old why | makeahstatement.”
“...Huh?”

“What | mean to say is, as a teenaged boy, yoaeatainly getting more than your
fair share of...satisfaction in that department.”

“Is that the stuffy British way of saying that Itdeid a lot?”

“YeS.”



“All right, yes. | have a lot of sex. But that’s stical vampire man-sex. It's not
adolescent horny-boy girlfriend sex.”

“And there’s a difference?”

“A world of difference. The ‘satisfaction,’” as you callthiat | get from the
vampires is simply completing a need. An urge tlygt that, under normal
circumstances, a normal teenager wouldn’t. And Witidy, well, it's what
supposed to happen next. You know, boy meetshgyl,hates girl, boy kisses girl,
boy gets really horny, boy likes girl, boy getsllaYou know? That’s normal.”

“And normal is the watchword, isn't it? Listen, Xdar...you are an extraordinary
young man for coping with a unfortunate situation.”

“And aren’t you supposed to be finding a way totfiks ‘unfortunate situation?””
‘I haven't forgotten. It's constantly on my rad#s | was saying, you seem to be
coping very well. In fact, perhaps a little too i®€elhis is the first time in weeks
you’'ve come by my flat to talk. And it appears thati want to talk about your
relationship with Cordelia, and not Angel and Spike

“What, are you upset that I'm dealing? It's a blahg that | haven’t shown up here
in a complete nervous breakdown as of late?”

“No, no. I'm glad that you’re doing better. | jusbn’'t understand what happened to
cause the change.”

“Can we go back to talking about Cordy?”

“No.”

“Huh?”

“I don’t mean ‘no’ as in ‘not ever.’ | just meanathl would like to talk some more

about the more mystical aspects of your life befeeemove on to the normal
parts.”



“Normal part. Singular.”
“'m sorry?”

“I've got one normal part of my life. My girlfriendMy girlfriend who doesn’t
know that | fuck two vampires on the side. And etlest normal part is tainted
because she knows about the bite pull. She accépitethe same way that Buffy
and Willow did. But my relationship with her...it's abt dates and presents and
video night and heavy petting on Inspiration Pdit'g.normal.”

“Yes, you've said. Xander...why did you come to tatkme? It's sounds like
you've got everything with Cordelia under contioh certainly not going to give
you advice on how to get into your girlfriend’s paii

“| appreciate that. That would be entirely too dibing.”

“What can | help you with, Xander? What's the pesh?”

Xander slumped further down into his chair, cupnaff chocolate forgotten and
rapidly cooling on the coffee table. Giles replabesiglasses after a vigorous
cleaning session. Light jazz trickled from the engiee stereo speakers. Xander
couldn’t look at Giles anymore. All the talk abdliordy was pretense, he knew
that. And apparently so did Giles. Coming cleamualthis one thing anyway, was
the only option. Here goes...

“l don’t want it anymore.”

“...You don’'t want what anymore?”

“The girlfriend thing. Cordelia.”

“| see...”

“I mean, she’s great, really. And I like her aneh lattracted to her. Really, | am.
But lately...l want something else more.”



“...Spike and Angel.”
“Spike. Not Angel.”
“A month ago, | asked you if you thought you weas .gYou said no.”

“The answer is still no. It's not about being gaynot, Giles. Calling myself gay or
bisexual or whatever is so completely beside thetp®hose classifications are for
real people. People who exist in the world. Peaie have lives and make
decisions and choices. Real people who get upaimibrning and have jobs and
coffee and lunch dates and grocery lists and noserabnd bowling night and book
clubs and faith that their lives have meaning amgbpse and-”

“Breathe, Xander.”

Gasp“...l don’t exist in that world, Giles. | don’t exigh Buffy’s world, or yours or
Willow's. There is no classification for me. Alkhow is that | wake up...and go to
school...and fight evil...and in between all that | hawense cravings to have sex
and get bitten by two vampires. One who | live wahd fight beside, and hate. The
other, pure evil, who hides out from my friendsgd dn.l want him more than
anything | could have possibly imagined...How daat tbe?”

Giles removed his glasses again, but this timeldased them on a side table and
rubbed the bridge of his nose. Soon he got up andep himself a short glass of
bourbon. He paused before putting the bottle amalyamlded a splash to the hot
chocolate on the table, then pressed the cup iat@wl¥r’'s hand. Settled back in his
own chair, Giles continued the discussion.

“How long have you been feeling this way?”

“A few weeks. Since...Christmas.”

“Was it gradual or did something happen to prorapgnhance, these feelings?”
Okay, Xan-Man, time to make a serious choice. Haahnalo | tell? How would the

watcher of a vampire slayer react to the fact thamember of his support team
actively participated in the killing of an innocewnd that ever since that act, I've



been highly attracted to the more evil side of &piBeen asking him to go into
game face before the sex. Been encouraging higstof killing and maiming and
torture, and been treating those as bedtime stoBegn going over to his factory
even when | haven't needed to. Okay, we don’'t axainless we’re pulled to, but
| enjoy the talking.

And of course, there’s the bigger secret. I've baming him on his hunts.
Watching him scare, hit, bite. Helped a couple simothing too intrusive. Just
immobilized two or three when they tried to get ywand | walked away from
bleeding victims. But | did call for help for theater. | did. After the sex, and a
little nap...Why did | come here?

“| suppose it was gradual.”

“| see. So...all of that babble earlier about wantimgye from Cordelia...what was
that about?”

“Well, it's what | should want, isn’t it?”

“You want to be normal.”

“I want to feel guilty abouhot wanting to be normal.”
“You don’t want to be normal?”

“I like this. This is good. | haven't felt so goathout my life in, like, ever. That’s
not right, is it? Why don’t | actually want the moal anymore?”

“| really don’t understand what you want me to yel, Xander. Do you want my
approval? Do you want me to tell you that it's okayhave feelings for an evil
fiend? Something so evil that it is murdering pegpind I'm not so ignorant to
believe that Spike has stopped killing. And yourice that stupid either. You want
my permission to continue to keep this creaturedmndjust because you've got
warm fuzzies?”

“Geez, Giles, calm down.”



“I will not calm down! Did you read the paper trning? Two more mysterious
deaths near the lake. Every day you keep Spike&seetouts secret, more people
will die.”

“Spike had nothing to do with those two. And whatwd you do to him if you did
find him, huh? Chain him up, lock him in a cagelyOat him loose to mate?
That's not what you do to people.”

“Spike’s not people!”
“If you can say that about Spike, then you shoalgthat about Angel.”

“Angel doesn’t kill people. And he doesn't tortures victims by forcing them to
perform sex acts on a demon.”

“Have you forgotten Angel’'s past? Sure, he’s alistnguilt-ridden, soul-having,
but remembewhy he’s so guilty? And the fact that he’s the one waht Spike
how to do this in the first place. Let’s also renfemthat Spike hasn't killed me.
After all this time, and he hasn't killed me, y8b you and Buffy and Angel will

just have to trust me that | can handle the demd@pike. Maybe not for always,
but for now, and that’'s going to have to be gooougyh.”
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Giles placed his empty glass on the table and @ibaatscrutinizing stare on Xander.
Xander didn’t flinch. He was so afraid for this bdhis boy who had grown more
in the last few months than Giles had seen in &® ypear. Should he be giving
partial credit for that to Spike?

In the past few months, and more specifically i plast few weeks, Xander had
been walking with a straighter back. When he edtareoom now, he did so with
confidence and determination. Like he belonged ederhe was. Whether it's in
the library or a cemetery. His run-on babble hazbb® much more pointed and
deliberate, as well.

What about the relationship between Xander andeSpés Xander not telling



Giles? It was something more than the attractiai tthe boy admitted he had
toward the vampire. The time that the two spent¢tiogr alone seemed to be having
a positive effect on Xander. And while things lodke be fine now, how long
before that influence on the human would tip to sthing more dangerous?

Did Xander have a valid argument about not lockspike up, or was he already
being negatively influenced, and were they all gdooled? Every time Xander
called on Giles, he made a point of not inviting boy in. He would just stand
aside and let him walk in without the invitationil&s did this...just in case. But
just because Xander hadn’t been turned yet, didedn that Spike wasn't over-
powering him in some other way.

And it was Giles’ job to keep an eye on the boy...jostase.

“Xander, | realize that this may be a rather peisdlstatement, but | would like you
to take extra special care around Spike. Remerhbéthe things he says are
coming from the mind of an evil demon. He isn’tad man, not like you. You
have the power to be in control of your life. Anavill take all your strength to
maintain that control. Don’t forget that you hatie support of all your friends and
we love you and will be here to help you with amytjy’

Giles watched a smile spread across Xander's fatdrightened him a little. It
started as a complacent smirk. And as it grew,sG#av, for just a moment, evil
flash across that innocent face. Then it was a ¥asnhile. That huge teeth-smile
that took up half of his face. Giles quickly deddi¢kat he had imaged the middle
stage.

“I know, G-Man. | love you guys, to00.”
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Angel rolled off Xander, clearly exhausted and pantinnecessarily. Xander took
the slightly crusty towel they kept by the mattrassl wiped off his stomach,
pitching the towel in the direction of the dooraaseminder to throw it into the
wash.



“I think you bruised something,” he told Angel caBly, wiggling carefully on the
messy sheets.

“What can | say. You drive me wild,” Angel deadpadn
Xander laughed heatrtily. “Oh, if only you were Cypfd
“It really over with you two?”

“Yeah. She made that clear.” The cover story thmtl€lia had dumped Xander was
fairly well-received by the entire gang. Nobodyreeed too surprised. It irked
Xander more than he was allowed to admit.

It wasn'’t all false. Cordy really did dump him. Bie fact that it was Xander's
intentionfor Cordy to dump him was what Xander couldn’t &glyone. And it was
so easy. All he had to do was tell her the trutbudlthe nature of his “relationship”
with Spike and Angel. Once she learned of thelaatt dlways preceded the bite,
well that was a reality that the captain of theerteading squad could not deal
with.

Their parting wasn’t angry or fierce, but she didka it clear that she couldn’t even
look at him anymore. It bothered Xander a little fdlt no shame in what he was
doing, so to see the disgust on Cordy’s face wesodicerting. But he was able to
push past it quick enough and now, almost a wdek, |[&ordelia was a fading
memory. Just a blurb in his chapter in Giles’ Watchiary that Xander knew the
old man was writing, even though Giles tried togkéehidden.

Angel stood up, stretched, then found his clotmesdressed quickly. Xander was
on the verge of post-orgasm/bite sleep when Argel®d in the doorway and
turned around to address him.

“Xander, may | ask a favor?” Xander opened one #ar) the other when he saw
the seriousness on Angel’s face. He propped himgpetin his elbows.

“What's up, Deadboy?”

Angel ignored the now-meaningless dig. “TonigheaBuffy’s birthday party,



when you go see Spike, could you two stay in? @ankgep him from hunting?
Just for tonight?”

Okay, that was an interesting influx of informatidtander blinked. Then blinked
again. Those three questions sparked so many@uiestions in Xander’s brain that
he didn’t know where to start.

“What? How? What...what makes you think I'm going é& Spike tonight? | can’t
predict the pull. You know that.”

“Oh, please, Xander. You go see him almost evaghitniSometimes for an hour,
sometimes all night. All 'm asking is that you &t the factory. I've got after-
party plans with Buffy, and I'm not going to be albb follow you tonight.”

“Factory? Follow us? You know Spike’s at the oldtéay? You follow us?”

“Of course | do. My God, Xander. Did you reallynikil was that stupid? Did you
really think that | would let Spike get away withurder in my town?”

Xander climbed awkwardly off the mattress and glbe his clothes. His mind
was swimming. A thick fog had spread across higbraterfering with the
processing process.

“Do you...do you...have you seen me?”

“Yeah, I've seen you. | know that you watch as 8mktacks. And I've seen you
hold a couple guys down for him. I've heard you Beyname softly when he looks
like he’s about to go too far. | know what you d@nder.”

Xander was shaking. It was the only part of his iif which he still felt a little bit

of fear. And as it turns out, it wasn’t the paingekret he thought it was. He felt his
knees start to buckle. But instead of hitting theugd, he found himself engulfed
In strong vampire arms.

Angel gripped him tight. Tight enough for the shrakio stop. But Xander didn't
cry. He wouldn’t give Angel the satisfaction of segthat.



It was a long time before Xander’s body was fullpdtional again. Angel seemed
to sense when that was, so he let go, and theyedalordlessly into the kitchen.
Xander sat at the small breakfast table, and Apgeleeded to make hot cocoa.
The silence continued until Angel put the mugslmntable and took a seat across
from Xander.

“We’'re out of the little marshmallows,” Angel tolander apologetically.

“Remember to put it on the list.” Xander gesturedhe magnetic pad of paper
attached to the refrigerator door.

“It's on there.”

“I don’t know if | really stop him from killing. Herobably wouldn't, even if |
wasn’t there.”

“You're wrong. You are the only thing stopping hiBon’t worry. After the two of
you leave, | get them help. Most are fine. A coupdge been borderline, but they
got better after a few days.”

“Why haven’t you stopped him?”

“It's his nature, Xander. If | can’t lock him upr &ill him, then | have to monitor
him.”

Xander took a sip of his chocolate and burneddngue. He kept his fingers laced
tightly around the hot mug and continued the cosatgon quietly, speaking into the
rising steam.

“Why haven’t you stopped me?”

“It's your nature, too.”

“'m human. How is it my nature?”

“You're falling for Spike.” Xander shook his head automatic denial. “Yes, you
are. And like any young man in love, you want taabaund the object of your



affection as much as possible. You find yoursdkrested in the same things that
he is. You want him to like you too, so you shomhhe ways you two can be
together. Show him the ways that you aren’t alt thHerent. It's human nature.”

“What am | going to do?”

“There aren’t any rules for this, as you once tolel No self-help books. The
likelihood of an evil vampire and a human falligg €ach other, well that's about
as likely as an ensouled vampire and vampire skajlarg for each other.
Unprecedented.”

Xander finally looked up from his mug. He smiledt it faded quickly.

“How long have you been following us?”

“Since just after Christmas.”

Okay. A few daysafter the incident with Cindy. Cindy. He was a littlergused
that he remembered her name. He made it a poimttthink about her that much.
He wondered how long it would take him to give oieBpike’s urges again. And
he wondered why he was able to stop Spike fronrmgilihese past few weeks, but
why he couldn’t, or didn’t, stop him that night wiCindy. It made his brain hurt.
He didn’t share any of this with Angel.

“You tell Buffy?”

“l told you | wasn’t stupid.”

“Does Spike know?”

“I'm pretty good at tracking Spike without his knladge. | did it for years when he
was a fledge. Was always getting himself into sesapith the wrong demons. Or
the authorities. Never very good at cleaning uprditmself.”

“Sounds like him.” Xander knew he had a goofy sroitehis face, but he couldn’t

make it stop. “Still, though...not sure how | feelokving you’re right there over
my shoulder all the time.”



“Not all the time. Just when you two go huntingel’never gone into the factory.”
“Aren’t you worried he’ll kill me?”
“I suspect that when he kills you, he’ll do it basa you asked him to.”

Xander stood up, knocking his chair over. “You thlii going to ask Spike to Kill
me?”

Angel sat patiently, sipping his hot chocolateoftl you it would end badly.
You're dealing with evilness, Xander. This isnitamantic musical comedy that
concludes with trumpets blaring and you two kissasghe curtains close. Evil is
evil. It doesn’t change.”

Xander righted his chair and took his seat agaimléss you get a soul? Right? No
more evil?”

“I still have evil in me, Xander. That hasn’t chaadyg It's the soul in me that’s
changed. And the soul is more powerful than the Ewil, by nature, is weakness.
Good is power.”

“Profound.”

“I try.”

Xander took his empty mug to the kitchen sinkedlit with water and left in the
basin. He leaned on the counter and turned bagkgel.

“So I'm supposed to keep Spike in tonight, huh? Wiseve you got planned with
Buffy?”

“Just some private time for us. Can you stay afab®ory all night?”
“Oh. ‘Private time.’ Subtle, man.”

“I'm not planning anything specific. Thought it wase we have a quiet romantic



night. Girls like that kind of thing, if | remembeorrectly.”
“Man, when was the last time you romanced it upafopirl?”
“Um, that would be...never.”

“Well, Soulboy, if you want romance then you aréngato need a little bit of
planning.”

“Yeah, | suppose you're right...Any suggestions?”

“You're in luck. I just finished dating a cheerleadl know very much how to
knock a girl off her feet. Come, young Padawan, lyave much to learn.”

17
Asking For It

Xander practically skipped down the stairs intoféetory basement. It had been a
great party, and he was in a terrific mood. Thegeavpresents and cake and music
and dancing and cake and laughter and cake anddspunch and, what else? Oh,
yeah, cake.

His head spinning with a sugar high, laced witictms of vodka-infused raspberry
punch, it took Xander several moments to noticé sbeething was different in the
basement. It looked cleaner. No, not cleaner. Tlasestill dust and cobwebs and

rumpled bed sheets. Not cleaner, but less cluttered

Spike was crouched in a far corner, head cast dowmot facing the doorway.
The candle light flickered across the vampire’sklashirt clad back, giving the
illusion of movement, but Xander could tell thatl&pwas holding very still.

“Hey, Spike,” Xander started as he moved slowlyamhthe vampire, eyes



glancing around the room, trying to figure out whpécifically was missing. He
figured it out when he passed the dresser.

The top of the dresser was completely wiped clardolls, no lace doilies. The
large red hat with the oversized black flowers atg® missing. Xander looked
closer at the rest of the room. The pieces of nretlldack silk that had been draped
over everything and tied to various candlestickeband the four posts of the bed
were gone. The manacles that were attached taaalle the bed were still there,
but the black velvet that had been wrapped aroleh twas missing. Also, the pipe
on the far side of the room that had been the nsKe<closet rod for Drusilla’s
many long lace dresses was empty.

Now the room had more of a dungeon-of-doom looi, t@ther than the welcome-
to-my-parlor feel that it usually exuded. With #veception of the messed black
sheets on the bed, that is.

Xander reached the slumped figure of Spike andtBatvthe vampire was kneeling
in front of a large dark wood chest. It was filkedthe brim with all things Drusilla.
With all her possessions concentrated in one pkarder could easily smell the
jasmine and old blood wafting from the trunk. Hi éeldly comforted by the two
odors, and saddened that he wouldn’t smell thaicogar combination anymore
once the trunk was closed.

Spike hadn’t moved. He was holding one last iteghtty in his hands before
committing it to the darkness under the lid. MisktE

Xander knelt beside the vampire, his hand restmg slim wrist as Spike stroked
the doll's small worn cheek. Xander waited patiga Spike said whatever he
needed to say to Dru in his head.

Soon, the doll was place gently on a bed of rethclnd Spike closed the lid. He
latched it in two places with heavy duty combinatiocks, then broke off the
spinny combination part of each. He then movedejtdly to the bed and laid
down on his back, left arm folded under his heaghtrarm outstretched onto the
pillow beside him.

Xander crossed to the other side of the bed atlied&imself next to Spike. He



rested his head on the vampire’s right shoulder&mke folded his arm down,
pulling Xander closer. They stayed that way forhalev

“It was just time,” Spike finally answered the uked question. Xander nodded.
Spike sighed heavily. “What happens now?” It wasaatling question.

“You're asking me?” Xander reached across Spikeraatkd a hand on his left hip.
“I'm just along for the ride. Isn’t this your plah?

“This stopped being my plan a long time ago.”
“You telling me that this roller coaster ride istai control.”

“That analogy is a tad too spot on. And clichédoik® brought a hand up to stroke
Xander’s hair. “But, yeah. That’s what I'm saying.”

“Are you afraid?”
“No. Are you?”

“...No.”
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After a short time, Spike grew restless. Xandemkméat that meant. Soon, Spike
would get up and pull on his duster and lead Xatit@ugh the streets looking for
some kind of violence that would curb his itch tih BBut Xander was doing
another vampire a favor tonight. And hopefully tfagor would be a good thing for
Buffy, too. If there was one thing that girl neededher birthday, it was to get laid.
She had way too much tension in her life.

So...how to settle Spike without leaving the factory?
Just as it seemed Spike was about to jump off ¢de ¥ander squeezed hard on

Spike’s hip. At the same time he tilted his headlightly and latched his mouth
onto Spike’s neck, and sucked.



That worked. Spike was so easy. Xander felt thepiaais dick grow hard quickly
under his wrist, and at that moment it occurretito that he had never felt that
before. Usually they were already hard when thastext touching, or it was after
the sex when they were soft and just resting it @dlcer's arms. So this was new.

Xander moved his hand from Spike’s hip up and uheeshirt, loving the feel of
cool hard lines, and getting aroused himself wheefett Spike’s nipple perk up
under his fingertips.

What comes next? More touching. Good touching. Bek...no reason for sex.

Not feeling a need to be bitten right now. Jushédron by this vampire. Feeling an
attraction that had been floating around them totegsome time. But as often as
they had had sex in all this time, they had neweredt of their own free will. Is this
a step that Xander was ready to take?

Ready or not, this was happening. Because Spikéunadd toward him and was
crushing his mouth into Xander’s. Their full harodtes were pressed against each
other and Xander was feeling a burn that was atartot in his neck, but instead in
his stomach and groin. And brain. And heart.

They stopped kissing for just a moment to allowtshb be removed. Then lips
were back on lips, a little softer now, while hamlsd to find new places on well-
explored bodies. Xander found that his hand mofkxtectly into the curve of
Spike’s waist. When he pulled them even closerk&pioaned into Xander’s
mouth and Xander felt his heart pound harder trethbught it could.

Spike closed a hand lightly around the side of Xaisdheck, gently covering his
scar, and pushed Xander slowly onto his backnglMith him until he was
blanketing Xander, shoulder to hip, his legs inst@gader’s.

Xander instinctly thrust upward, and Spike mirrotied move, but stayed pushed
down, pinning Xander’s hips into the mattress. Xarfthally broke the kiss,
panting heavily and refocusing his eyes to seeespik

“Xander?” Spike questioned, a mild look of panidie eyes. Xander smiled.



“Evil vampire,” Xander stated simply.
Spike cocked an eyebrow.
“Evil vampire wants me.” The smile broadened.

Spike scowled and shifted into game face. Xandarnige didn’t break. The

vampire found an unmarred space on Xander’'s negkamhis fangs across the hot
skin, leaving thin traces of blood in his wake.h&sdid so, Xander gripped the back
of Spike’s head and held him in that position. $gilad no choice but to lick away
the blood the he had exposed.

“Wants me,” Xander mumbled into Spike’s ear. He tieé vampire-face fade away
and a smooth tongue lick his ear. They each sudkle@ for a few moments.

Shortly Spike was pumping his hips, then fumbliegween them for buttons and
zippers. When Spike lifted off of him slightly temove the offending garments,
Xander took advantage of the vampire’s off-balaness and flipped them over.
Spike seemed too startled to protest as Xandeshial the job of disrobing them.

Shoes took longer than he expected, but Spike avpaéiently, and once they were
naked, Xander settled himself on Spike’s thighssbkteback and scrutinized the
body beneath him. He ran his fingers and palms theecool flesh, cupping the
angular bones of Spike’s hips and ribs, kneadiegitiht muscles of stomach and
chest.

He wrapped his hands around each side of the vaimpieck, just above the collar
bone, and lowered himself onto Spike’s chest, &g thovering above blue eyes
which reflected his own lust. Xander shifted higshuntil their cocks were lined up
next to one another. He thrust gently once, théadst

“This is good?” he asked. Spike smirked at him.

“Any doubt?”

“I don’t mean this.” Xander pumped his hips a ceuplore times, stilled again. I
mean this.” He closed the small gap between thatrkesed Spike with the heat



that he felt in his heart. Spike returned the kidsind, panting heavily as Xander
broke away. “Good?”

“Dangerous,” Spike warned, but there was no threhts voice.

“You're worth it.”

“Why?”

“Passion.” Xander surprised himself by knowing éimswer. Spike gave him that
same questioning look. “I've never known anyonéhvéis much passion as you
have. When you want something, you put every omhemergy you have into
getting it. It burns in you, this passion.” Xandépped his hands from Spike’s neck
to underneath his shoulders. “It makes me happy, @ause part of your passion is
me. | don’t know when it happened, but | becamé glayou at some point. I'm in
you. More than just my blood. I'll never be a pafrinyone like I'm a part of you.
That's why you’re worth the danger. You make me.liv

Spike wiggled his legs until they were outside ainder’'s. Then he wrapped them
around the boy’s waist, crossing his ankles to lhial close.

“How do you know me?” Spike’s voice was quiet atda@st frightened.

‘I didn’t know I did,” Xander answered, still a surprised. “I purposely hadn‘t
given it much thought. Until just now.” He looketi@pike curiously. “Will you
keep me alive? For a while longer?”

“Yes,” Spike said without hesitation.

“Why?”

“Faith. | admire your faith.”

“I'm not sure that | believe in God.”

“Not talking about God. Talking about Faith. Yodibee, Xander. In everything
around you. You believe that your friends will ajwawin their fight against the



forces of evil. You believe that Red will love yabove all people, no matter what.
You believe that even Angel's soul cannot restthenmonster inside him, if he’s
pushed hard enough. You believe that you can swfram killing, simply by
saying my name. You believe that one day you’lsrthe line again, and not say
my name. And you know that, when that day comesillibe you who I'm killing.
You believe all that, yet you're still here, nowotY believe in the good and evil in
every person. You have such strong faith in yofrdsht you know all that, yet you
can still walk around every day and live your liB& a person on the Hellmouth.
Live in two separate worlds and still be a wholespa.”

“'m not a whole person.”

“You are. You have to believe that, too. You'reosger than you know. You've
survived everything that I've put you through amine out the other end of it
loving me. You're extraordinary, Xander.”

Their mouths were crushed together again and erectenewed as they rubbed
and pumped into each other.

Xander slid his body down slightly and stroked ¢osk in the groove of Spike’s
ass, pre-come slick making the movement easiehddfitbreaking from Spike,
Xander fumbled on the nightstand for the ever-prekae, flipping the lid and
coating his fingers in a messy move that he was lefirmore stickiness on the
sheets than on his hand.

Neither hesitated as they shifted and Xander pde$eefirst finger into Spike. It
didn’t occur to either of them that this was newafit was significant. Xander
found that little bump inside Spike easily and mhae moan like this was what
they did every day. He pushed in a second fingen & third, the entire act
seeming so natural.

Spike’s skin was burning, and for a moment Xandet & flash of the passion
consuming them both, an internal fire exploding thauld engulf the bed, the
factory, the town.

Then his brain shifted again and he needed tosiddarhis vampire. Now. Xander
removed his hand and gathered more of the lubendwhspilled onto the sheets,



coating himself with it. He felt a momentary rearste as his cock pressed against
Spike’s hole, then he was inside, continuing tdplesward slowly and steadily.

Stopping a couple times to pull back, then pushgain, slightly harder and deeper,
he closed his eyes and just felt it. The tight neutitat surrounded him was a
sensation that he could die with.

When he was fully sheathed, he stilled completaigywn eyes finally focused on
heavy blue, realization hitting both at the sanmeeti

“You feel good inside me,” Spike hissed out asdugeszed hard on the intruding
member, causing Xander to gasp and buck.

“Good?” Xander managed to laugh.

“Good. Move now, Xander. Fuck me.” Xander’s bodgkmver like an obedient
dog and began grinding into Spike, almost uncolaib}.

Spike grabbed Xander’s hips and Xander was alpaitdiimself together, focus,
bringing his pumping under control and soon theyewaoving together. A pace
was set that was hard enough to cause gruntingldutenough to prolong the
inevitable outcome.

“Oh, god, Spike. Want to be here forever. You'rdight, so hard.” He grasped
Spike’s cock and stroked him like he knew SpikedikHard and slow.

“Yes, touch me, feel me, fuck me. Harder, XanderenFuck.”

Xander didn’t know how much more he could he gseehe just kissed Spike,
tongue invading in the same way his cock was. Wigecame up to breathe, he was
able to gasp in just one breath before Spike gl back of his head and pulled
Xander to his neck.

Without thinking, Xander bit down. When he tastlkd blood, he came without
knowing he was even that close. He felt Spike’sesespill out over his hand, but
that sensation was lost when Spike’s semi-warmdftmaved into Xander’'s mouth.
He swallowed roughly, then sucked more out of #dmdly closing wound.



They stayed still for a while. When Xander finalblled off, his only thought was
that it all happened too quickly. He didn’'t feebeigh. He wasn't paying attention.

“Fuck,” was all his brain allowed his mouth to say.
“Yeah.”

“We're doing that again.”

“No objections here.”

“Later. After a nap.”

“Not going anywhere.”

Mission accomplishedXander thought as he drifted to sleep.
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The arguing and jostling of the bed was what wake h

“Shut up, children,” he mumbled at the fighting y@nas, his sleep-addled brain
telling him it was two months ago when the threéhein were in their cramped
basement apartment.

Then he was hit with a frying pan, so his mind tadktle while longer to piece
together the events as they were unfolding. Herealized that it wasn't a frying
pan that hit him, it was a fist. When he manageaoiten his eyes, he was confused
even more.

Spike’s arms were raised above his head at an rogld.&=ollowing the line of
those arms, Xander saw that the manacles wereeseatwund the vampire’s
wrists, blood dripping from beneath the metal ak&ghrashed. Xander’s eyes slid
all the way down the angry body and found that 8gilankles were similarly
bound, by cuffs that Xander didn’t remember noticoefore.



Then his cheek exploded again when a fist camarafrom his right side.
Xander’s head flew hard to the left and he met &pigold eyes before he turned
back to face his abuser.

Angel stood by the bed, his right hand balled mfest and a look of utter calm on
his face.

“What the fu-" Xander was cut off when the fist c@cted with his eye. The rest of
his body finally shook off the sleep and he scraulib a sitting position. “Now,
wait! Just hold on a second.” He held his handsroéront of him, trying to stop
time so he could figure it out. “What's happeniregd? What happened? Angel?”

“You awake?” Angel responded.

“What's with the hitting?”

“Just wanted to make sure you were awake for this.”
“For what?! What's up with you? Why is Spike chadnup?”

Angel’s fist flew forward again. Xander tried todige it, but he wasn't fast enough.
But instead of landing on his face, the fist openpdnd a hand closed around
Xander’s throat. Pressure was on Xander's windprpeediately. He tried to gasp
but no air got through. Xander’s hands flew upatichh around Angel’s wrist,

pulling with all his might to get the hand away d&ing very unsuccessful.

Angel was looking at Spike. The elder vampire begdiking in even cold tones.
Xander didn’t recognize the beast choking him. Tomg buried fear began to
bubble up like searing lava.

“I was impressed at first,” Angel was telling digtirashing Spike. “Involving the
poor tortured soul in your little melodrama. Bujatta tell ya, it got boring real
quick. | kept waiting for you to end it. Yet theybkept breathing. Day after day
after day.” The cockiness in Angel’s voice as hagqiuated each word was grating.
Like the vampire was bored with the world. “Surewes a good fuck, but I've got
better things to do.”



Suddenly the grip on Xander’'s neck was loosened h&nwas able to gulp in two
huge swallows of air before the hand closed dowalirsg his windpipe again.
Angel glanced at Xander before turning back to 8pik

“Can’t let him die that quickly. After all, | do oavthis boy a bit of gratitude. Did
you know | would never have gotten into dear Bidfgants if it hadn’t been for
your boy here? | gotta admit, not even close tdotsd lay | ever had, but | suppose
it was enough for soul-boy. If I'd known the tritk losing that pesky curse before,
then | wouldn’t have had to put up with myself tbe last hundred years.”

The hand was gone and Xander quickly replacedtit is own, trying to rub the
pain away and breathe in as much oxygen as pogssilen case he was deprived
of it again soon.

Spike finally stopped thrashing and looked to bekimg hard, which was a new
look for Spike.

“Angelus, if you want to tango with me, then ledkie boy out of this. He’s dead
weight.”

Angel laughed hard. A laugh that Xander had neeardh before and made all his
hair stick up.

“You've got to work on your negotiation skills, &ply. Besides, this isn’'t about
you. It's never been about you. You're the deadyhehere. I'd off you both here
and now, but I've been buried way too long. | haeme things to make up for.
Plus, like | said, | owe the boy.”

“Hey! Evil dead guys! ‘The boy’ is sitting right hed Angel, what the hell are you
trying to prove?” Xander’s answer came in the fafanother punch to the face.
He felt something split this time and warm bloddikied down his cheek.

Having had enough of this, Xander scrambled dowrbtd, intending to hop off,
find his clothes and get the fuck away from thedfag vampires. That was his
intention. He didn’t get far.



Halfway down the bed, a hand closed around hiseaaukdl he was pulled
backwards. His lower half fell from the bed andidwend himself kneeling over the
side, a hand pressed into his back and a heavihiaighed against the back of his
legs.

Xander looked up at Spike and the expression ondgh®ire’s face caused white
hot fear to explode through Xander’'s body. Bec&s&e was scared. He could tell
that Spike was trying to hide it, but even in vafape, Xander could see the panic
in his eyes.

The younger vampire started thrashing again. Bitmded down from the metal-
encased wrists, coating Spike’'s arms like candgsade calmed down quickly,
though, and focused on the vampire standing bekantler.

“Angelus, what's the point of this? What will traecomplish, huh? Listen, let me
go, I'll kill the boy, and we can leave this towdot the bloody hell out of
Sunnydale. Nothing left for us here. Come on, matkeat do ya say?”

The weight left Xander, and he heard the very faamdound of a belt and zipper.
He made another attempt to get up, but that haawyheand managed to grab both
of Xander’'s wrists and twist his arms behind hind ap his back, a move that
Xander was also all too familiar with.

With his muscles twisted like this, he was compjetseless. He was still watching
Spike, who was watching Angel. “Spike,” Xander wigeed out, but the younger
vampire didn’t shift his focus.

The weight had returned to the back of his legs,ttme accompanied with the
hard cool skin of Angel’'s cock, resting firmly inreXder’s crack. Xander’s face was
wet, even though he didn’t remember when he hatkest#o cry.

“You're right, Spike.” It sounded like Angel was gimg as he spoke. “This will
accomplish absolutely nothing. But you once toldthsg | had forgotten how to be
a vampire. Well, little fledge, I've forgotten albgtely nothing.”

Angel pulled back, and when he slammed forwardptia was so fast and sharp
that Xander almost passed out. Shortly, he wislecklaal.



“No!" He finally screamed out for the first timeuBhe barely heard his own voice,
and he wasn’t entirely sure if he said it out loud.

For just a moment Xander tried to tell his bodydiax and maybe it wouldn’t hurt
so much, but Angel wasn’t giving him enough timertake any kind of decision.
He could feel the ripping of his skin and muscld @rwas wetter now, but blood
didn’t make the best lubricant. He just felt sticky

And somehow he managed to feel every part of Hesfelt it more than he had felt
with Spike earlier that evening, and that allowead to be angry on top of the fear
and pain.

His ears started working again and he heard screpmuickly realizing it was his
own. And Angel kept pounding. Xander was being &ypart and he could do
nothing but lay there and feel it. His eyes weosetl. He couldn’t bear the thought
of seeing Spike right now. He just felt it. And samed.

For a brief moment, Xander wondered if he would h@@ady in heaven anytime
soon, then quickly realized that he would be gaiogvhere near heaven. Hell had
a special place reserved for him. Was it worse thea?

It didn’t end. Would it ever end? Was he going i®id this kind of pain? Maybe
this was the hell he had expected. Maybe he waadrdead and this was going to
be his routine for all of eternity. He somehow izad that, until that moment, he
had never been fucked by a vampire before. Surkatdad sex with Angel and
Spike. And Spike had fucked him in game-face, bat tvas nothing. That was just
sex. This...this was death.

Oddly, he didn’t notice when it was over. Angel plynwasn’t there any more.
Xander heard movement around the room, but it seensggnificant. His eyes
opened without him asking them to. Spike’s expmsbtiadn’t changed, but now he
was looking at Xander.

Suddenly, Angel was pressed down over Xander's ,backith too close to his ear.
The whisper that came next was wrapped in odddmedhstale cigarette smoke. It
was not Angel’s familiar breath.



“That one was free, boy. Just the return favor. iiév one, you'll be
expecting...and needing. I'll kill you then. Unles§course, you'd rather | kill you
now. Would be quick and easy, if you want death.némd all you have to do...,"
Xander’s body shivered as Angel’s tongue strokecdehr, “...is ask for it.”

Xander sucked in a large breath of air and choked, @oughing into the sheets.
He turned his head so that he was looking into Asigeld heavy brown eyes.

“Angel,” Xander began, his voice more steady tharexpected, “within twenty-
four hours, one of us will be dead. | honestly démow which one. But | can
guarantee you one thing. If it's me...it won’'t be yoho does it. You won't hear
me asking for it. Ever.”

“We'll see.” Angel grabbed Xander’s left hand blyethen he was gone.

Xander’s body gave up on him. He slipped from teeé &nd crumpled onto the
floor. Noticing his hand was closed in a fist, lpeoed it and found a small silver
key pressed into his palm.

Then, without giving much thought to anything elgander passed out.

18
Sacrifice

When Xander woke up, nothing had changed. He wvilasrsimpled on the dirty
floor. A key was still held in his hand. And a padlblood had spread out beneath
him, coating his right hip. The pain scorched rodylike smoldering coals and he
smelled of blood and semen and death.

His stomach lurched a warning just once, then retivawing up vodka and fruit
punch and cake. After several long minutes, Xantkde an attempt to stand up,



but he couldn’t find his footing, and he slippedite ground again, a hand landing
in his vomit.

So he stayed there and tried not to cry. He feltéars fall down his cheeks, but he
wouldn’t let the emotion follow them to the surfaéke buried it behind the only
thing he could find. Anger. And pain.

Xander Harris was no foalust like Dad he thought pointlessly. Xander knew the
pain was there for Angel's amusement. Evil amuseniet had been hidden under
the facade of a soul. How much of the last two yé@ad been a game? Who was
winning? Was the game still in play? Or was it o\ard Angel the clear winner?

Xander was in pain.

He wiped his hand on a blanket, then gripped tlye @ the mattress and found the
strength to pull himself up. Standing producedsatts of new stings as he felt
something else tear inside him and more blood down his legs.

Xander took a step and almost fell down again. ldeaged to grab the post at the
end of the bed. Slowly, he made his way to theraltke of the bed, holding on to
everything he could find.

Spike watched him the whole time, body frozen | shme position it had been in
throughout Xander's entire rape.

Rape.His mind was able to say the word and not explé@ader wondered why
that was. Wondered what it was about himself thatvad him to survive that.

The two didn’t speak as he used the key to rel8agee, although Xander saw his
own hands shaking as he did so. He knew that thipwva was in his own kind of
Angel-induced pain, but Xander cared surprisinigtielabout that.

Spike’s bones cracked when his arms fell to hisssidausing him to sit still for a
few moments twitching lightly. Xander handed hire #ey, and Spike used it to
free his ankles, the shackles falling back betwaemattress and the bed frame,
where they had been hidden. Then he sat on theadédige bed and placed a hand
on Xander’'s non-blood-soaked hip.



“I'm proud of you,” Spike told Xander with unusudhdness in his blue eyes.
“Fuck you.”

“I mean because you didn’t break. You're still ypbean see it.”

“Nothing to break,” Xander glared at Spike. “Wasealy broken.”

Spike stood up and wrapped his blood-stained armsd Xander’s sticky body.
“No, you weren’t. You're my Xander. One hundredqeart whole.”

Xander pushed Spike away. “You don’t know me.”

Spike embraced him again, a tighter painful holdnow you. Always have,
always will. You're me. And you won't break. EveHe came forward and placed
a small kiss on Xander’s lips, then leaned up Hiygdnd kissed his cheek in the
same way.

His lips stayed on Xander’'s cheek and licked ther@a minute. Xander let it
happen until he realized that Spike was healingtie skin. He pushed Spike
away again, a part of him wanting to keep the Htarthe small gash would create,
although he refused to acknowledge why.

As Xander began the long journey toward the batihrd8pike tried to put an arm
around his waist, but Xander wiggled away from hemthe vampire simply
walked behind him, a hand coming up to steady himarwit looked like Xander
was about to fall again.

When they made it to the shower, Xander made amaittempt to tell Spike that he
would rather bathe alone, but the stern look olk&gpiface stopped him. By the
time Xander was standing under the hard spray térwane hand on the wall, the
other on Spike’s shoulder, he finally found wordsay, “I'm not you.”

“More than you know, luv.”

“I will break...if he does it again.”



Spike was coating Xander’s body with heavy laydrsoap. They both knew that
even the purity of Ivory couldn’t wash away thétfiln Xander’s skin.

“Maybe,” Spike responded, and Xander heard the lim&pike’s throat when he
said it.

When his front was as clean as it was going toSgke turned Xander around and
began working on his back with an even softer touch

Xander tensed when he felt Spike fall to his kressnd him. “No, Spike, don't.”

“Shh. S’okay. It'll make it better.” Xander’'s he&ll hard against the tile in front

of him as Spike’s tongue touched the first tedrighole. He tried to concentrate on
his own breathing while Spike was licking him. Heempted to picture the times
that Spike had done this and it had felt goodatt heen many times, but for some
reason Xander couldn’t find any of those memottsfelt the empty tears fall
down his cheeks again, but he tilted his head baokihe shower spray to wash
them away.

Shortly, he did feel a little better, but when Spgtood up and turned him around, it
was a tad too rough and something shifted insidethat caused more pain and
blood.

Spike’s eyes went dark when he smelled the fresbdodnd he pressed their
foreheads together. The only thing they saw wah e#ter’s eyes and the pain and
sorrow reflected in each. Maybe they were the sa@nson. At the moment, Xander
couldn’t tell where he stopped and Spike startethis what Spike meant when he
said that Xander was whole?

Xander used to be a good man. Spike used to beepilrdf Spike had the right
amount of goodness in him that made him care thishnfior Xander, then how
much evil did Xander have in him? Enough to nobkrehen he was being raped?
Enough to kill?

What did he believe now? Did he believe that godbalways triumph over evil?
And if so, what did that mean for himself? Wouldlldiv really love him forever if



she knew what he was, what he‘d done?

Xander was tired. “l have to go the sleep.”

Spike stepped away a bit. “We have to get out of.he

He thought about that for a moment. “You want to¥u

“I want you safe. I'll fight him when he comes batkit if he gets lucky...”

“Why would you fight him? He was right. The pulllikkick in and we won‘t have
a choice.”

"He won'‘t want to satisfy the pull. He'll want toé it.”

Xander nodded. “We’ll go to Giles. Angel has nelveen invited there. What time
IS it?”

“Mid-morning.”
“'m not leaving here without you.”

“There’s tunnels to that part of town. I've got @alvy blanket. Can run the rest of
the way.”

“Spike...”
“Yeah?”
“This isn't meals-on-wheels. No hurting my friends.

Spike rolled his eyes.
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Ten minutes later, Xander was being guided thrabghpitch blackness of



Sunnydale’s infamous sewer system. Their progresssiow. Spike had an arm
around Xander’s waist and every once in a whiled&@would move in a certain
way that caused a fire bolt of pain to surge thiohign. Spike allowed them to stop
whenever that happened and Xander would pant lyaaviil the pain subsided,
then they would continue. Neither spoke.

After a time, Spike and Xander let out twin groaren they both felt the burn
inside them that pulled them toward each other.d¢asaid a silent amen that it
was for Spike and not Angel.

Spike took care of it quick, with a firm touch oacé of them and Xander’s back
pressed gently against the tunnel wall. Just asdAme and Spike bit into Xander,
they heard an unfamiliar voice speak up near them.

“Any leftover for me?”

Spike closed Xander’s wound patiently, which califamder’s suddenly
quickening heartbeat. Xander was already starinigeaintruding vampire when
Spike turned toward it, still in game face.

“I don’t share,” Spike stated simply, then steppedr to the clueless fledge and, in
one quick maotion, ripped it's head off.

When Spike turned back around, Xander grabbed hotrkessed him, knowing that
there was no way he could put as much passiorthet&iss that he wanted to.
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In the shade of Giles’ apartment door alcove, Spikgpped the smoking wool
blanket off his head as Xander knocked. Xandemf@tlcoming warmth when he
saw Giles’ familiar smile. The librarian’s expressifell when he saw Xander’s
face, then turned into a sneer when he saw Spike.

“Xander?”

“I'll explain, just let us in, okay?”



Giles stepped aside and Xander took careful stepghe apartment. He heard
Giles sigh out a held breath, then a hand came @dntly on Xander’s forearm.

“Dear Lord, what happened?”
“You have to invite Spike in, Giles.”
“Not bloody likely,” the Watcher scoffed.

“Please, just-,” Xander was cut off as Giles guitied slowly toward the couch,
wincing when he was sat down. He turned aroundsamdSpike still lingering in
the open doorway.

“Xander, you're shaking. And there’s blood staimsyour jeans. What did that
bleached menace do to you?”

“Sod off, Watcher!” Spike cried out. “You think thé | hurt the boy | would have
brought him here?”

“Then what-"

“Can you just invite him in?” Xander heard his owsice sound more desperate
than he expected. “I'll explain what happened.”

“No, | will not. I've never had a vampire in my hee} and | sure as bloody hell am
not going to start with Spike. I'd have Angel inrdevay before William the
Bloody.”

Xander stiffened at that, and Spike punched thisiiole barrier of the entryway.
Giles looked from Xander to Spike and back agamgkasped Xander’'s shoulders
and searched his eyes for an explanation. Whakevéaund there, Giles’ angry
expression changed to concern. Letting go of Xarnuepgot up and went to his
weapons chest. Pulling out the crossbow that whAsgbobn top, the Watcher aimed
it at the vampire.

“Come in, Spike.”



Spike was by Xander’s side instantly, kneelingront of the couch, both hands on
Xander’s legs. Giles watched scornfully as Xandgpged one of Spike’s hands.

With crossbow still in hand, but held down to hides Giles sat down next to
Xander again. “Please tell me,” he said softlyciplg a hand on Xander’s forearm.

Xander felt the comfort of the two men who werediad) onto him. Two men,
complete opposites, who both loved him in veryedt#ht ways for very different
reasons. Xander opened and closed his mouth séwveesl He heard the words in
his head over and over. Rape, pain, blood, deathh& couldn’t actually speak
them out loud. Finally it was Spike who spoke.

“Angelus is back.”
Xander and Giles both looked at him, confused. &pilas looking at the Watcher.
“That bloody soul that you white hats prized so mbas flown the coop.”

“What?” This came from Xander. Spike shifted frame floor to the couch, sitting
next to Xander, then positioned them both caretutiiil Xander was leaning
against the vampire, back to chest. He wrappedris around the human and
pulled him as tight as he dared.

“My dear boy. Did you think that was Angel? It'si¢rthat one doesn’t have to be
soulless to commit evil. But your Angel? He’s a pupAll that soul knew was guilt
and broodiness. Angel's not capable of rape. Phesleaving you alive part, that's
a signature Angelus move. In his head, killing ysuld have been kind. What
happened to you was pure evil. Trust me. | know.”

“Rape?” Giles’ voice was small, not even a whisgast a breath. His face had
fallen and held a blank expression for several lmognents. His grip on the
crossbow was loose and slipping. Then in an ingtent¥Watcher was back and in
fix-it mode. “We have to get you medical attention.

Xander shook his head violently. “Spike helped. Tdst will heal on its own.
Eventually.”



“I'll take care of Xander, Watcher,” Spike told €. “You have bigger problems.*

“An un-souled Angel,” Xander said, more to himgbHn to anyone else. He turned
to Giles. “There’s a vampire out there who's baea icage for a century. He’s out
and looking for a little fun. I'm guessing he’ll wohis way down his ‘to do’ list
pretty efficiently. It's a safe bet that Buffy’s ¢he top of that list.”

Giles contemplated this insight. “Not only thatt be’s going to be looking for you
again soon. Am | right?”

Xander nodded. “Don’t know when, but it will be setime today. Unless this new
soulless version can control it somehow, whichdlothen | imagine we'll be
seeing him just after dark.”

With the threat identified, Giles made phone callthe gang. He told Willow and
Ms Calendar to suit up and get to the apartmesban as possible, he’'d explain
when they got here. He couldn’t get hold of Buffy.

Shortly after Ms Calendar arrived, about half anater, Willow and Oz walked
into the apartment. Oz had been in Willow’s compprstty much non-stop since
he found out the truth about the Hellmouth a combMeeks ago.

Willow had been helping Oz pack up his van aftgigagwhen a vampire had
attacked. Oz pushed Willow out of the way and apieah to fight back, just like
any good boyfriend would do when a mugger jumpethfthe shadows. Oz must
have been working off adrenaline, cause he didréhgyause to consider anything
when Willow threw a drumstick at him and shoutestab it in the chest!” The
subsequent explosion of dust left Oz momentariBedabut he accepted the
explanation fairly easily, and ever since then, netaer Willow went, so went Oz.

Upon their arrival, there was a minor wiggins wileey saw Spike. Explanations
were short. Xander and Spike didn’t say anythirfgeylsimply gripped each other.
Willow got over her fear of the vampire very quigkihen Giles told her what
happened. She saddled up close to Xander’s freeasid wrapped her arms around
him, nudging Spike out of the way slightly. Spiké dut a brief soft growl which
Willow promptly ignored. Xander stayed still. Thiéegntion was beginning to get



under his skin. The room was quiet as Willow siieabbbed.

Though it was barely noon, both Giles and Ms Caemnkre each sipping scotch.
Oddly, it was Oz who finally broke the silence.

“I don’t understand.” His soft voice sounded londhe room. “How did this
happen? | mean, what would cause Angel’'s souldaptiear?”

“It was me.” The new voice in the room came frora tfoorway. All eyes fixed on
Buffy. She was in the same party clothes she had tine evening before, only she
was much more rumpled and way less party-y.

“Buffy, | tried to call you...,“ Giles’ eyes narrowetiWhat do you mean it was
you?”

The Slayer stepped in the room. In lieu of an anske asked, “How do you all
know the soul’'s gone? What the fuck’s he doing BieBhe was pointing at Spike
with a stake.
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If Xander really took the time to think about i’ realize that, strangely, honesty
was not this group’s strong point. So the fact Xeder’s rape, his affection
toward Spike, and Buffy’'s loss of virginity werd Hie topics of discussion,
probably constituted the strangest hour this IBb®oby Gang ever spent.

Buffy looked devastated as she was reiteratingnaersation she and this new
creature Angelus had shared earlier that mornipgafently he had reappeared
hours after abandoning their bed and belittledr tiitéle roll-in-the-hay as pointless
and bumbling. The gang was giving her sympathate$, but when Buffy's eyes
met Xander’s, he heard his own mouth saying,

“Gee, Buff, that man sure can hurt with the wotdemember that the worst part of
my rape was how unkindly he spoke to me afterwards.

Everyone stared at him with an odd mix of cruetid aympathy, but he couldn’t



find it in himself to take it back or apologize. &aned further back into Spike’s
arms and closed his eyes, wishing it all away.

Another half an hour later, and the gang wastsilhg to figure out the connection
between sex with Buffy (which was the last time@mgy saw him as Angel) and the
losing of the soul. Willow’'s theory was that somethmust have attacked Angel
between his apartment and the factory that suclsesioul away. It would be a good
theory, but Buffy, who always took the brutal weighthe world on shoulders,
insisted that her Angel would never have cast Feafter sex, especially to go find
Xander when the pull wasn't involved.

Xander, reluctantly, agreed with Buffy. Of courg®t could only lead to the
conclusion that Buffy had something to do with slo@l’'s vanishing act. It was all a
mystery Giles didn’t know how to begin researchifigat is, until Ms Calendar
spilled the beans.

Giles had just said, “If only we knew more abowd turse itself. Clearly there was
a loophole of some kind. Perhaps a trigger wordhwase. Angel never spoke much
of the gypsies themselves.”

“Gypsies are private folk,” Ms Calendar added cHguwéhile pulling a couple more
books off of a shelf. “Especially the KalderashgleoYou'll find very little written
about them.” When she turned back from the bookshel startled to see all eyes
trained on her.

Willow spoke first. “Kalderash?”

“That’s the name of the gypsy tribe?” Buffy soundsibtful.

“Jenny...,"” Giles stepped up beside her, but didnittoher arm as he usually did,
“what do you know?”

“l...I, nothing.” Ms Calendar shook her head for emgiba

Then there was a flurry of activity as Buffy vaudltever furniture and was suddenly
clutching her teacher by the throat.



“What do you know?” the Slayer demanded in a thi¢kee than Giles had used.
Other things were said, but Xander had quickly gromed of the entire event and
whispered to Spike to help him to a bed. No onengeketo pay them much mind as
Xander stepped slowly into the hallway toward thmak guest bedroom behind the
kitchen. Spike followed close behind, a steadyiagdon his back.

A short time later, Xander was dozing on his skahees curled up slightly and arms
wrapped around the arm that was wrapped around3$pike had molded himself
tightly against Xander’s back, and though theseevies normal sleep hours, the
vampire was wide awake, propped up on one armhivagdis boy rest fitfully.
Xander awoke with a start and an angry groan wieAigel-scar began to burn.
This was not a sensation that Spike could feelhleudid know what the groan
meant, so he simply pulled Xander closer and kiss@don the cheek.

Xander was thankful for the comfort, and did nohiv@pike to leave his side, but
could not suppress the anger that slipped out mnaavhile. As the burn spread
thoroughly through his body, Xander expressed ruistfations.

“If the pull isn’t satisfied, I'll die, right?*

“Right.”

“Slowly? Painfully?”

“...Yes."

“It's your fault I'm gonna die.”

“True.”

“This doesn’t bother you?”

“Not as much as it bothers you.”

“Are you gonna turn me when | die?”



“Do you want me to?”
“NO_”
“Then | won’t.”

Xander turned around in Spike’s arms until theyenface to face. He brought a
hand up and traced a sharp cheekbone on a fackeetldatery little expression.

“I don’t believe you.”

Spike smiled then. Broad and genuine. He leanaedaial and kissed Xander firmly
on the lips. The contact was short, and when hieghaway Xander found himself
completely lost in the blue eyes that filled hisnfre of vision.

Why the fates saw fit to turn this god-like creaturto an evil fiend, Xander truly
wanted to know. He decided that he would one dkyttes powers-that-be that
question, while at the same time thanking thengiaing him this gift of raw
emotion and power that he felt with the vampirethia course of knowing Spike,
Xander had gone through every feeling known to Hirom purest hatred to purest
love, and now, laying here in his vampire’'s armander felt every one of those
emotions flow through him again. He was confusedl sated at the same time. It
made his brain hurt, so he closed his eyes anceotrated on the burning itch
inside of him, taking his thoughts away from Spakel giving them to
Angel...Angelus...whoever.

Xander rolled onto his back, holding onto Spikeasitt which now lay gently on his
chest. He stared up at the white ceiling and kenmouth translate his thoughts.

“l always thought that with Angel we were dealinghnjust a muted down version

of the vampire he once was. | guess | never realtierstood about the soul, even
when he tried to tell me. | just figured that hedma conscious choice not to do bad
stuff.

“But now | think | understand about evil. Evil imstable. It's action, not reaction.
Evil is easy. | think that people in the real wadnlalve to work hard every day to



maintain the goodness that has leaked into thairt$ieThat's what gives them
power. Every day that they get up and go to woik glay sports and love their
family is another day that good wins its battle rozal.

“People do this every day, and they don’t even kito®ut creatures like Angel
and you and me...we know. And Angelus, he isn’t fightany more. Angel did.
More than anyone else. But Angelus gave up. Amehktthat means one of two
things. Either he’ll die, or he’ll kill us all.”

Xander glanced over at Spike and saw a look of wondnt on the vampire’s face.
It made him smile. He lifted up slightly and bedanean in for a kiss, when a
shadow darkened the dimly lit doorway.

“It will be dark in a few hours,” Giles announcaeafity. “Would you mind joining
us out in the living room again? We have some itendiscuss.” He then turned
quickly and disappeared down the hallway.

The two on the bed faced each other again, ance$sked with utter seriousness,
“Can | eat him?”

Xander grinned. “No.”
Spike shrugged. “Pity, that.”

They climbed off the bed and left the room to jthe others.
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It was five minutes after sunset, and everyonevaathing the door expectantly.
Angelus did not disappoint. The rap at the door aragable and very Angel-like.
Knowing that pretending no one was home was ratbigttless, Giles opened the
door to the visitor, but just stood and glared, thdight and crossbow at the ready.

“Hey. Can Xander come out and play?” Anyone who ima&dl Angel in the past
would know instantly that the figure in the doorwass not their friend. The voice
was wrong, tone and inflection, the eyes were wrander and more playful, and



mostly the smile was wrong. Angel didn’t smile. Bygparently this Angelus did.

Buffy scoffed at the vampire’s flippancy. She stdms$ide Giles in Slayer-stance,
arms across her chest and stake in hand, but fetmmdb, Xander could see that her
shoulders were slightly slumped, a tell that thenggirl who had been dissed by
her first love was seeping through.

It had been five hours since Xander and Spike kpmined the group. In all that
time, a feasible plan had not been devised. Thdyplenty of ideas, sure. But every
plan had all led to Angelus being dead, and noveméd accept that as an option.

Giles suggested going to the factory to retriewerttanacles that had held Spike so
well the night before, but Spike informed them tbatsilla had magicked the
chains to the wall and bed, hence the vampiresléetness when shackled.

Of course, Spike didn’'t use the word “helplessstéad, he colorized the
conversation with a string of curse words that m@des blush and clean his
glasses. At that point Ms Calendar, who was stithie apartment, but sitting off to
the side on the stairs, and usually only spoke veperken to, had the misfortune of
choosing that moment to speak up and say with gan@asm, “Well, that'sne
excuse for not helping Xander while that monstpedahim.”

Spike was across the room and had a hand arour@alMsadar’s throat in an exact
impression of Buffy earlier that day. It took Xamndesoft touch and quiet, “Spike,
we talked about this,” to get the vampire to redddasr. When he was calmed, the
vampire easily turned his back on the teacher avidlismissive, “Stupid bint.”

So now, with Angelus grinning at them on the otkide of the door, they all stood
their ground like fools. Feeling angry and powes]ekey envied Angelus’s giddy
mood, and prayed that his day of hatching plansasdsuitless as theirs.

Angelus scanned the group, his face filled with semient when his eyes landed on
Spike. “Well, well. Looky who got an invite. Nowltene who’s the vampire here
and who isn't.”

In a cartoonish flash, Spike flew out the door]esiing Angelus in his arms and
molding them into a ball as they rolled acrossdmertyard. Fists flew faster than



any could see.
Willow stepped up to Buffy. “Don’t let them kill ed other!”

Buffy shrugged. “What am | supposed to do? Calireetout and send them to their
corners?”

Xander was sitting in a chair at the table watchpieges of the fight through the
bodies blocking the door. He had faith that Spileiln’t kill Angel. But he could
only hope that Angel wouldn't kill Spike. It botregl him that Buffy wasn’t doing
anything, but the situation was confusing, and aenit sure he would know what
to do either if he were in her shoes. So he agdirpbwerless. The action unfolded
around him like he was moving in slow motion. Thd mark on the back of his
hand where he had been scratching a phantom itslgseaving. He was shaking.

Oz stood beside him and rested a small hand defhishoulder. Xander leaned
into it and Oz’s fingers slipped and touched hiskn&rushing the Angel-scar.
Xander’s breath hitched, and he reached up angepla®z’'s hand, pressing it
harder into the mark. The heavy touch soothedttheslightly. But not for long.
Xander continued to shake.

The commotion in the courtyard stopped, and Xam@er at the door quickly,
fearing he would see only one vampire. Angeluste faas marred by three long
scratches down his right cheek. But he was sahding. Spike was not. The
younger vampire was on his side, next to the ivl},wae leg folded at a wrong
angle. Xander didn't know knees bent that way.

Spike split his jeans open along the twisted legs$pect the wound. All the
humans grimaced and groaned when they saw thegdrotrading from the
vampire’s knee.

“Bugger,” Spike complained softly, then laid dowhthe way on the Spanish tile
and worked on breathing through his pain.

“Well, that was exhilarating.” Angelus wiped awdnetblood on his cheek with the
palm of his hand. He took a step forward and Xamelervindicated that the step
caused him to stumble. The vampire took a momerdgain his footing, but didn’t



attempt to walk again.

Xander and Angelus stared each other down. Xandsmraminded of that time in
the crypt when the patch of sunlight separated tl&nty this time, the look on the
vampire’s face was one of determination, not desmer.

After several minutes of quiet, Angelus spoke agatiow long you gonna keep us
waiting, boy? | know how tortured you feel rightmdWhat are you trying to
prove?”

Xander’s frame filled the doorway. Giles, Buffy, Méw, Oz, and even Ms
Calendar all had a hand on him, touching his ammaskeack. The touches were
meant to show support and love, but they didn'tvktloat any kind of touch was
also soothing, lessoning the itch slightly. Xanfédtrsome of his power come back.
Angelus didn't have anyone who would touch him likes.

Xander felt in control enough to answer, “Not tgyito prove anything. Just not
looking forward to the dying part.”

“Now, now,” Angelus sounded agitated, “never sarhb gonna kill you.”
“Yes, you did.”

He thought on that for a moment. “Okay, yes. |shg that. But I've changed my
mind.”

“Oh, really? So what's plan B?”

Just then footsteps could be heard coming dowstthevay into the sunken
courtyard. All the humans shouted, “No!” but Angeluas too quick. A second
later, two grocery bags were spilled across tleeatiid Mrs Franklin was gasping
for breath. Being choked by a vampire was defipitele of the unknown hazards
of being neighbor to a Watcher.

The woman’s eyes were darting from her attackénéanangled figure on the
ground to the group huddled in the doorway, noping|.



“Plan B is this,” Angelus carefully explained thgiua shit-eating grin. “Xander
comes here to me, | let this lady go, and we da whakes to ease this pull. Then
the boy and | leave town, and | keep him aroundafolong as it suits me. Oh, and
Spike dies. No negotiating that.”

Buffy pushed passed the group and stood sevetahfé®nt of Angelus. “Not
gonna happen.”

“One more step and I'll snap her neck.” The vanipigeip tightened, but the
Slayer stood her ground. “You prefer to let thisanent woman die? Didn’t think
you had it in you, Buff.”

Buffy turned to Mrs Franklin. “You're not going the.” But the woman was
already growing weaker and her eye lids were sigtt droop.

“First she’ll die,” Angelus was saying, “then anethand another. I'll kill one an
hour until Xander comes to his senses. And it pellyour fault. All of you.”

The woman went limp. Angelus held tight.

Xander stepped forward. “I'm here. Let her go.”

Mrs Franklin fell to the ground, and Buffy was bgriside in an instant checking
for breath and heartbeat. Both were there but.fiffile carrying her into Giles’
apartment, Buffy paused by Xander. “Don’t do thshye whispered. “I'll fight
him.”

Xander turned toward his friend. “Game over, Bulifie fight's done.”

“NO—”

“It's done.” Xander stopped hesitating and wenAbtmelus. The vampire gripped
the boy’s arms and both hissed as the contacesetttic bolts across their skin.

Angelus leaned forward and licked his scar, causaifayid moan to escape from
Xander. The vampire’s voice was dark and angryresjdiis ear.



“Just imagine it, Xander. You and me, on the kglirelds. | know what you're
capable of. I've seen it. I've felt it. Let it ggander. Give it to me. The burn that
you’ll continue to feel when Spike is dead willtunto ecstasy for me. I'll see to
it.”

Angelus looked past Xander for a moment to seeShidte was making a poor
attempt to crawl toward them. He hadn’t gotten Tdre elder vampire wrapped his
fingers into Xander’s hair and pulled their facksse. Angelus continued to speak
as his eyes morphed to gold.

“I'll be your teacher, boy. And | won’t turn you.dd't need to. You're evil. | can
feel it. I'll rip the rest of the good right out gbu.”

Xander reached up and clasped Angelus by the Hatle thead. He pulled forward
and brought their lips together into a punishingskiA small part of his brain heard
a whimper coming from somewhere behind him, butdwddn’t tell who it was.

“Angel,” Xander breathed when they finally pullepaat, “you don’t get it, do
you?”

Angelus’s eyes narrowed slightly. Xander movedhaisd from the back of the
vampire’s head to his cheek, smearing the blootviaa left there from the healing
scratches.

Xander continued speaking a little louder, knowireghad an audience. “It's not
about good and evil.” Xander took a small step bawtk brought his other hand up
between them. “It's about power.”

And Angelus only had time to growl once in angdiobehe disintegrated into dust.

Xander was left standing alone with a stake inhlaisd, the one he had concealed
down the front of his pants, hard wood competintpwis own.
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The moon was high in the sky and the activity ife&iapartment was just dying



down. Spike was resting in the guest room, beitended to by Willow. The two
had put up a minor fuss when the Watcher had p#et as medic and patient,
but Giles had been insistent, so Willow had seuabetting the injured leg while
Oz stood watch with a crossbow.

Ms Calendar had been dismissed, disappearinghetaight quietly and without an
escort.

Buffy gave herself the task of a late patrol, ciaigna need to beat the crap out of
something, but Xander had his suspicions that steeatvthome on her bed, crying
her eyes out. He didn’t blame her.

After getting Mrs Franklin back home and convinchmeg that she had slipped
down the stairs and the rest had been her imagmagiles was making phone calls
and rereading many books for the fourth or fifthej in hopes of finding the clue to
Xander’s cure that had iluded him woe these manythso

And Xander sat. Not sleeping. Not awake. He fatfear consume him. The
clichéd fear of the unknown. He was scared to khow painful this burn was
going to become. How long he could survive it, afmen it would be easier to just
die. He lied to himself and thought that perhapgatildn’t get that bad. How
foolish was it to have killed Angelus? How was Wi#&le mess going to end? A
part of him missed Cordelia. Why was that?

Xander sat with his eyes closed. He let his minddea, not caring which thought it
landed on. He sat. Blood began to pool under higefinails as he scratched at the
burn.

19
The End of the Whole Mess

Giles slammed the phone down. It was mid-afternaon, he had finally gotten
hold of an old retired Watcher in New Zealand, it information he had been
promised turned out to be superfluous. He reache vemove his glasses, only to



discover they were already sitting on his desk.dRulpthe bridge of his nose, he
sat back in his chair and gathered the strenggfetoip and make more tea.

Just as he removed the whistling kettle from tbeestGiles heard a growl from the
back bedroom. Task abandoned, he darted into ttkerdam to find Oz standing
tall with the crossbow aimed at a struggling Spikee vampire sat on the edge of
the bed and was attempting to stand on his injleagdwillow stood as far from
him as possible, but was still trying to reasorhviner patient. The bone was no
longer poking out of his skin, but it had yet tétigeback into its original position.
Standing on it now would cause a serious setbgukeX&ontinued to growl.

“What happened?” Giles addressed Oz.
“Don’'t know. He woke up and just started makingtthaise.”

Spike finally focused on the other three in themobYou, morons! Hasn’t anybody
been paying any attention? Xander’s bleeding!”

Giles and Willow ran back to the living room. Xandes sitting in his chair. He
had been so still that Giles had almost been raggtdm as part of the furniture
these past few hours. Earlier in the day, he htadeaf the young man something to
eat or drink, but Xander had quietly refused, drat had been the last time they
had spoken to one another.

Guilt poured over Giles as he fell to his kneefamt of his young friend. Spike
was right. Xander was bleeding. The back of hisHahd and a spot just above his
left elbow and below the hem of his t-shirt slebae been scratched raw. The
fingers of his right hand were soaked in blood.r€heere red streaks on his
cheeks, but Giles could see those were not frosy buit just transfer from
Xander’s hand as he had tried to wipe away teatsfibwed easily down his face.

Giles wrapped his own hands around Xander's, asugpte blood from each. “My
dear boy,” he choked out, “when did it get so bad?”
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Xander didn’t know. How much time had passed? AmrAd\ day? A week?

“Angelus was dust barely twelve hours ago,” Gilasveered the questions that
Xander hadn’t known he’d asked out loud.

Xander looked down at himself for the first timasldyes widened. “This is new.”

Giles turned toward a terrified Willow. “Get thedi aid kit...NOW!” he shouted at
her frozen form.

Willow jumped and ran back to the bedroom to gatherkit she had recently been
using on Spike. Xander heard his vampire shoutetixgels at his friend, but did not
hear Willow respond. When she returned, Giles Beticleaning Xander’s
wounds.

“How’s Spike?” Xander asked Willow, but got nothimgreturn as she stared at
Xander’'s arm. “Willow!” Her eyes lifted to meet hisHow’s Spike?”

Willow’s brow wrinkled into an expression that Xamdad rarely seen. Then it
was smooth again and she answered, “Better. He¢ waikK yet, but it won't be
long.”

Xander stood up quickly, causing Giles to fall batlalarm. He was almost to the
bedroom when Willow caught his uninjured arm andrspim around.

“What is with you, Xander?”

“What? Spike’s hurt. I'm going to see him.”

“Okay. That's it. You're acting crazy. Sit.” Xandglared at her. “SIT!”

He hesitated for just a moment, but seeing the @daksolve on his friend’s face,
Xander obeyed, taking a seat on the couch closdkethallway. Giles immediately
sat next to him with the first aid kit and resuninesl duties. Willow kneeled in front

of Xander and rested her hands on his knees. Xavaebeginning to feel like a
false idol.



“Xander, | love you. But this crush-thing you apgatty have on Spike, it ends

now. It's weird and creepy and against all lawswianity. He’s evil. He’s a Killer.
And he caused the whole mess happening to you.ddaovyou go to him willingly?
He’ll only kill you in the end. Can’t you see that®’re only helping him to heal
because you'll need him soon, and, well, becausel@gree fractures are gross, but
he’s gone once we cure you. You know that, righaddér, answer me. How can
you love him?”

With eyes fixated on his friend, Xander reachedwaiti his right hand and ran a
blood-soaked finger down her cheek. “Sweet Willbaould spend the next hour
sitting here trying to explain myself to you. Trgito explain where these feelings
came from and when and why | fell for that vampmréhere. But to be honest, it
really doesn’t matter, and | don‘t have the timées§sisn’t going to find a cure.
With Angel gone, this itch is going to consume @ger the next few days, I'm
going to be dying a very slow and painful deatlvaht that time to be spent
surrounded by the people I love. So this is the Wayonna go. We’'re not going
to fight. I'm going to love whomever | want to lgvend that includes you, Giles,
Buffy and Spike.”

Without finding a logical conclusion to that speeschwaiting for a response from
Willow, Xander got up again (his left arm and havere now cleaned, but not
bandaged, so blood still leaked out) and disappedoen the hallway and into the
guest bedroom.

Willow fell back onto her heals. She and Gilesedaat each other for a long time.
Shortly, Oz joined them and held onto Willow as alept.
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The moment Xander stepped into the room, the mgidé of him shifted and he

felt the overwhelming pull of needing both Angetigpike. He had no idea how
this was going to work. It had been months sineg tiad had a threesome, but that
thought seemed rather pointless now. Could he ee mmotely satisfied with just
one of them?™Vell, let’s find out.



He moved to the side of the bed and into the glbth® bedside lamp. Spike was
sitting propped up on the headboard, one hanchgesh the bed sheets, the other
on his own stomach, rubbing gently. His face flakit® ridges as his glowing eyes
ran up and down Xander’'s body, landing on hisdeft. “You're bleeding,” he said
softly while licking his lips.

Xander grinned. “Don’t sountbo sympathetic, Spike. Oz here will think you've
lost your edge.”

Both men turned toward the quiet figure in thedamer of the room holding the
crossbow.

“Get out,” came from Xander, trying not to sound &ggressive, but not
succeeding. Oz gave a simple nod and gracefupipeatl out of room, closing the
door behind him. Xander felt a newfound respechtisrfriend’s boyfriend. He
wished he would have found the time to get to kihaw.

Spike carefully shifted over on the bed, and Xarasbeepted the invitation to sit
next to him. He stretched out his legs, carefultadbuch Spike’s healing knee.
They turned toward each other and Spike placedd hianly on Xander’s hip.
Xander lifted his right hand in front of his vamgipalm up and blood dripping
from the tips. Spike groaned and snatched ontbainel, bringing the first two
fingers into his mouth and sucking hard.

They melted into the ecstasy. Xander needing thehtoSpike needing the blood.
With his other hand, Xander ran his fingers undaek&s shirt and up his chest.
Spike eased Xander’s fingers out of his mouth wherblood was gone, and pulled
them together for a long deep kiss.

When they broke, Xander pressed his forehead adamise’s bumpy one. “Make
it stop, Spike. Please.”

Spike let a growl escape his throat. “Forever?”

Xander kissed him again, then traced a finger adiws vampire’s lips and over a



sharp fang, causing a prick and a few drops ofdtodlow.

“For now,” Xander answered. Spike tried to hidedigsappointment as he nodded,
but Xander saw it anyway.

They stripped each other with precision, both ednedt to disrupt their healing
wounds. Gripping each other’s aching cocks, thek tbeir time to appreciate the
passion in their touch.

Xander wondered briefly if this would be the lasté he would touch Spike.
Spike's brain didn't stop to worry about such élities. Their strokes were harder
than they had been the day before in the tunneldXiafelt a pang of
disappointment that he wasn’'t healed quite enoaditatve Spike inside of him. The
longing in his vampire’s gold eyes reflected thaga.

The eye contact only broke when Spike leaned irg@dar and broke the skin as
they came. He didn’t take much blood, as he knawXander had very little to
spare. He closed the bite quickly, slipped outaohg-face and attached himself to
Xander’s lips.

Xander thought of nothing but the kiss. And forlaile; just a little while, the burn
was gone. But of course, the moment that Xanddrimeself believe that it was
over, his Angel-scar made its presence known agdinseveral lightening bolt
shots of pain, then the familiar continuous throigltihat immediately burned
throughout his body.

Xander heard a whimper, but wasn't shocked it rmdecfrom himself. The
fucking uncontrollable tears fell and mingled witte saliva on their lips. Xander
pulled away when he felt a third kind of wetnesee that tasted of blood and salt.
He knew instantly that the wetness on Spike’s cheeks the vampire’s own tears.

Then Spike said something that he had never s&ldoand would never say
again. “I'm sorry.”

It was so soft, and Spike choked on it before hadctnish both words, but Xander
heard him anyway. Instead of responding, Xandeuniec himself with trying to
find something to clean themselves off with.



Spike wasn’t angry when Xander didn’t acknowledgedpology. In fact, he
appreciated it. The sorry was just something agqfanm needed to say, and if
confronted with it, Spike would have denied it leagr escaped his lips. Xander
seemed to know this, and that action alone pusivagt any doubt in Spike’s mind
that Xander was more extraordinary than any credtarhad ever met.

This wasn’t supposed to have happened. Spike Ipdmhaonce. Didn’t he? When
had he fallen for this little human boy? And whyswamutual?

And why, of all the living breathing happy-meald there in world, did Spike have
to ruin this one?
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The progression was fast. Much faster than anyrpeated. Giles later concluded
that it was Angelus’s death that caused it. If Xarnohd just been abandoned, then
it would have taken much longer.

Xander hadn’t even known he was doing it. But ey/tilme Spike woke up to the
smell of Xander’s blood, again, the boy was alresabking in it.

Buffy came back to the apartment a few hours aféek. She had not contacted
anyone that day, choosing instead to wallow inldss of her love, and work
through her anger with an early patrol that leftesal fledges screaming in pain
from broken bones and missing parts before theg wasted.

She was much calmer as she stood at Giles’ dobthbunoment she entered, she
smelled the blood. It appeared that Giles, Willawg Oz hadn’t noticed. She
wasn't sure if it was her Slayer-senses that brotlghstrong scent to her attention,
or perhaps the other three had unconsciously gated to the smell, so they didn’t
notice when it had become overpowering.

Either way, the gang barely had a chance to acledge her presence before she
flew passed them and into the back bedroom. GildsVdillow were behind her in
an instant, and if Giles had not remained the {aealded Watcher that he was,



Spike would have been dust just seconds after Baaffy them.

The scene played out like this. Buffy saw the blogainder’s left arm was a mess
of flesh and muscle. There was a tear at his rekidoked to any casually-
observing-Slayer to be a messy bite mark gone wrbhg vampire himself was
gripping both of Xander’s hands, enduring the fimgés that were digging into the
backs of his hands. Spike was whispering somethitogXander’s ear as Xander
panted heavily. They were both naked.

The stake was inches from Spike’s chest befores@Gidel a chance to grab her arm.
She fought her Watcher so hard that he had tolukes atrength to throw her
across the room, just to get her attention. WherSthyer’s blood-lust was curbed,
Giles laid a hand on Spike’s shoulder, startling lout of his focus on Xander. The
vampire hadn’t even noticed how close he had beeiust.

“Let us help,” Giles told the obviously distrauglampire. It took a full minute for
Spike to fully comprehend that there were otheppem the room and
acknowledge that they were his boy’s friends. Aacthkeded their help.

“He won't stop scratching,” Spike told Giles, amg tWatcher nodded, plans
already formulating in his head on how to makeeitdr.

Buffy stood up from her confusion on the floor aslerstanding penetrated her
anger. She stepped up to the other side of thaheédlowly extracted one of
Xander’s hands from Spike’s, allowing Xander's fngails to dig into her and
giving one of the vampire’s hands a chance to heal.

Willow stood behind Buffy, trying to get Xander'#ention. But Xander sat, the
perfect model of a catatonic. Eyes open, but vad¢damds twitching lightly in an
attempt to be released from their strong hold.

The next half hour was spent cleaning and bandagamgler. If Spike or Buffy let
go of one of Xander’s hands for even a momentpitld/ immediately go to the
ugly tear at his neck. The Angel-scar wasn't evieible anymore. Xander had
managed to rip the skin completely open before &hikd woken up.

Giles assigned Willow the task of cutting Xander&sls. They were never really



that long to begin with, but clearly it didn’t taleng girl-like fingernails to cause
the type of damage Xander had done to himself. Bvengh Willow had cleaned
Xander’s hands before she began, the skin she fondedr the nails as she was
cutting had twice sent her running to the bathréowomit.

Throughout the entire process, Spike continuedrisper in Xander’'s ear. No one
knew if Xander heard any of it, not even Spike. Axadone knew what it was the
vampire was whispering, except Buffy. Buffy heardll.

So no one knew that it wasn’t Xander’s conditioattivas causing the tears to fall
from Buffy’s eyes. It was simply Spike’s words. Werthat had been spoken to her
as recently as two nights ago from her very ownpiaen

Buffy wept for her loss. She wept over the inevgadieath of her friend. And she
wept for the pain that this evil vampire was goiagndure when the end finally
came.

With blank expression and empty eyes, Xander sat.
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Xander lost track of the world. Some time afterlas encounter with Spike, just
when he thought he had fallen asleep, somethiagkastl his brain. Maybe attacked
wasn'’t the right word. Took over? Was that right®as part dream, part hell.

He lived in a hallway with endless doors. The dawrshe right were locked. He
tried them all. But the ones on the left opened\edsffortlessly. But behind them
all was pain. Each one opened to blood, pouringatd his bare feet and staining
his skin. He tried to stop opening the doors, lmutduldn’t. He couldn’t because he
knew that behind one of those door would be hisvelegince from evil. He just had
to get through all the pain before he found it. phen was his penance.

So he waded through the thick blood in the hallvgegting deeper and deeper with
every door he opened. He couldn’t scream. The feaethrough his body like
razor blades, but he couldn’t scream.



And there was whispering coming from the right safléhe hall. Behind the doors
that he couldn’t open. It called to him, tryingtétl him nice and good things, but
the blood was rushing in his ears and he couldsdr lit. It was frustrating. He
stopped trying.

Maybe the next door would be his salvation.

The earth shook. Xander fell into the river of lWand it was deeper than it should
have been. His feet couldn’t find the ground arslit@ad couldn’t find the surface.
He choked as the blood flooded his lungs, thenittee became his sea and he was
breathing it. Was this it? Had he found his homédiek&% he belonged? The pain
was the same here. But it felt...almost...good.

Then all the doors on the right opened, and thedleent flooding out. He turned
and tried to swim away, back toward the left, I current was too strong. One of
the doorways engulfed him and suddenly he was pgmund. He opened his eyes
and found Spike.
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After Xander was bandaged, everyone stopped pugtamnd found seats in the
room. Spike and Buffy were still at Xander’s silelding his hands which
continued to try to pull away and rip open his leges. Giles brought in chairs
from the other room and the other three sat andheatand worried. Spike
continued to whisper in Xander’s ear, and Buffytawned to listen.

Suddenly Xander bucked hard, throwing Spike andyBaif the bed. He began
thrashing uncontrollably, blood pouring from hisutioas he bit his tongue. Then
he was gasping, and everyone reached out to dradio an an effort to try and
control the seizure. But even with super-strengtdmder could not be contained.
His flailing bruised anyone who came neatr.

They were all shouting at each other, attemptingptovey ideas or instruction.
Finally, Spike roared for everyone to step backblaketed himself on top of
Xander and plunged his teeth into his scar on Xasdeght side.



Xander screamed.
Spike took no more blood than the little that lehkeat. Xander stilled, his breath

suddenly easy and even. When he opened his eysayh8pike’s blue eyes staring
back at him. Xander smiled. “Hi, Spike.”

A
The room stayed quiet as Spike rolled off Xandat,Kept him in his arms. Xander
acknowledged everyone else in the room silentlylirsgnhis thanks.

Oz asked the question, “Is that it? Is it over?”

Giles and Willow smiled. Spike and Xander sighedt Bwas Buffy who knew.
“No,” she stated and that earned her glares froanyewne.

But a minute later, Xander knew it was true. Helsdthat Buffy. “Would have been
too easy, huh?”

Buffy nodded, sat back down on the bed and tookarsl again. It was then that
Xander saw the healing fingernail-shaped cuts @h ber and Spike’s hands. He
looked closer at the group and saw the bruisesoh and the tired and terrified
look in their eyes.

Giles sat near the end of the bed and rested adraX@nder’s leg. “I'm sorry to
say this, but | believe we need to put you in eests. Buffy and Spike will soon
tire of holding onto you. No matter what they thinke added that last sentence
quickly as the two in question began to protest.

“No,” Xander argued. “l don’t think I'll be scratatg anymore.”

Willow mirrored Giles’ position on the other sidetbe bed. “But, | thought it
wasn'’t over.”

“The pull’s still here. The burn. But the itch isrge. Don’t know why. And if it



comes back, then yeah, restraints seem to be théovgm. But it’s not the itch
that’s gonna kill me. It's the burn.”

Buffy placed the back of her other hand on Xandiershead. “You're not hot.”
“It's inside me, Buffy. It's mystical. You can’t & it. Just me.”

Oz stood at the end of the bed, hands restingefotitboard. “How will it kill
you?”

“It will melt my insides. All of me, from the insalout. I'll disintegrate.”

The Watcher removed his glasses to clean thenhibdiiandkerchief was missing.
“How do you know?”

“I don’t know. | just do.”
“Are you in pain?” Willow asked, tears starting aga

“A little, but different than before. It's not shalike razors. It's just a dull heat. If |
wait too long, it will scorch me.”

Buffy’s grip on Xander’s hand tightened. “If you W&o long?”

“It won't get that bad. | won't let it. Spike’s gaa kill me.”
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The uproar was to be expected. Giles, Willow, areheDz began to shout out
alternatives, but each seemed to be along the dinegait and see” and “more
research is in order.” Buffy and Spike remainedetjuihey knew.

The argument could have lasted hours, but sinmastthree on three, and only the
opposition side was doing any of the talking, tightfpetered out fairly quickly.

When everyone was finally silent, Xander turneéities. “Would you mind calling



Cordelia? And Ms Calendar.”

Giles nodded, then stopped just before he leftabm and asked, “Should | contact
your parents?”

Xander took just a moment before he shook his Hédy family’s here.”

So two short hours later, the gang plus two satsemi-circle around Xander’s
deathbed. Willow took Buffy’s place, holding Xanehand. This time it was out
of love and friendship, not protection. Spike refi$is chair, choosing instead to
lay next Xander. The two whispered a conversatiomaich other that Buffy easily
overheard.

Their foreheads pressed together, Xander askefiké SPromise me?”

“Already told you before.”

“Promise me.”

“Couldn’t even if | wanted to. All these people anal.”

“Promise me.”

“...I promise.”

It was sealed with a chaste kiss that Cordeliadirduhelp but grimace at slightly.
No one saw her.

Xander hitched in a sudden breath and everyonedesles’ grip on the boy’s leg
tightened as he asked, “Xander?”

Xander shook off the intensifying heat inside hithaad gave his best ‘all's well’
smile. “Time for the teary goodbyes. Could | gey amore Hollywood
melodrama?”

Giles bowed his head to hide his smile.



Looking passed Giles to his computer sciences &agho was huddled in a
corner, Xander started.

“Ms Calendar, come out of the shadows.” She stgodnd did what she was told.
“It wasn'’t your fault. Buffy and Giles will forgivgou. Just give them time. Okay?”

She nodded automatically, then glanced at herdoehis charge. Neither were
looking at her. Ms. Calendar nodded again, doubiigltime, stepped back into her
corner and sat down.

“Oz, man. You know what I'm gonna say.”

“Take care of your girl?”

“Actually, | was gonna say, ‘Keep practicing,” byggah, that one fits, too.” Xander
winked at his could-have-been-friend and turnediscex.

“Cordy.” Cordelia’s eyes were filled with tears.e&Slwas trying hard not to let them
fall. “I'm sorry | couldn’t love you like you deseed.” That did it. She lost her
battle. “Your life is going to be as beautiful asiyare. Don’t let anyone tell you
that you can’t accomplish anything you want. Yowstenger than any of them.”

She wiped her eyes then looked in horror at thecarassmeared on her hand. She
held it out to show Xander. “Jerk,” she grinnedtigh her tears.

“That’s me,” Xander agreed and turned to Buffy. bimsile faded. “Buffy. 'm so
sorry.”

She was holding onto his other leg, and he wasabreise would form, if it had
the time.

“He did love you,” Xander felt the need to reassbg Buffy waved off the need.
“Of course he did. | know that. You didn’t kill Aeg | did.”

“Buffy, no-"



“Stop. Not for you to worry about and not important

Xander nodded, tilted his head and looked diraatly her heavy green eyes. “For
what its worth...I'm glad that you moved to Sunnydale.

The sobs in the room took over for a moment. Spikeed his face in the sheets so
no one could see him roll his eyes.

“Giles...,” Xander finally choked on his words. “Tha)lGiles. Just...thanks.”
Rupert was shaking. He gave up wiping his eyes, ¥0h...”
Xander couldn’t bare it. He turned to Willow, anid heart broke.

“Wills,” he began, but never finished. Willow dadtéorward and kissed him hard.
Xander unwrapped himself from Spike and fully enacledhhis best friend. Their
lips stayed firm on each other far longer than e@sfortable for anyone else in the
room.

When they pulled apart, Willow still couldn’t speakander said it for her. “I love
you.”

Willow fell back into her chair next to the bed agwjpped his hand again. If not for
her red swollen lips, which now matched her eydspked like the entire event
never took place.

Xander looked around the room. For a moment, heelsed desperately for
someone else to say goodbye to. There was no thindust Spike.

The vampire was entangled with him once again. &giikl to lay on top of his boy.
Xander heard a noise of disgust come from Cordiyhbugnored it. He knew that
this last part would be all about Spike, excepthisrarm and hand which were
stretched out and gripped by Willow. She wouldattdo, and Xander was fine
with that.

Spike kissed Xander again, but this time Spikeadedl a wrong kind of heat
coming from inside his boy’s mouth. Spike pulledagvand wrapped his fingers



through Xander’s hair.

Xander grinned up at him, his eyes tired and pehcéfhate you,” he said calmly
and kissed Spike’s nose.

The demon came forth and licked a drop of blood laa dried at the corner of
Xander’s mouth. “I know,” Spike responded, a sparglee flashing from his
golden eyes.

Moving to Xander’'s neck, Spike’s teeth slipped ihte scar with practiced ease.
The blood was scorching and scalded his throaeasvallowed. Xander tasted of
burnt chocolate, faith and power.

There was precious little blood left to take. Spde the heartbeat slow. The breath
was weak. The vampire accepted the life that wasngio him freely.

Without taking the time to clean the wound, Spikeesl Xander and pressed his
blood lips to Xander’'s one more time.

The kissed lasted too long. Giles stepped forwadd@aced a hand on Spike’s
back. The vampire broke away without protest. Heugoslowly and sat in a vacant
chair next to the wall.

Giles put two fingers on Xander’s neck, just abbigemangled bandaged Angel-
scar.

Spike slumped down in his chair and waited.

20
Plan B



Most of the tears in the room were shed silentheylwaited.

Cordelia gasped when Giles finally pulled his hamgy from Xander’'s neck. Giles
shook his head. “Still a pulse. He’s not dead.”

Buffy grew angry. She pointed at Spike accusintfypu did it wrong.”

“Oi! Been killing people for more than a hundredsge | know what I'm doing.”
“Then why isn’t he dead?”

“Excuse me,” Ms Calendar piped up from her corffut isn’t this a good thing?”
“Shut up!”

“Buffy,” Giles calmly scolded. He then faced thamyaire sitting behind him.
“Spike...,” he began.

“Don’t look at me, Watcher. | drained him. He shbbke dead by now. No one can
survive with that little blood.” Spike got up angped from the room into the
hallway. He needed the space to pace.

Willow repositioned her hold on Xander’s hand satther fingers found his pulse.
It was weak. Slow, but not getting any slower. &xtér.

Giles ran his hand along Xander’s unconscious fé&eeet boy,” he whispered,
“please don't suffer.”

Everyone waited.
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Xander stood in his hallway. Endless doors to igistrand left, all closed. He
glanced behind him and found more of the same p8tggo his right, he tried a
doorknob. It turned easily. He pushed.



The door fell open. On the other side he saw whitel saw nothing more. And felt
nothing more.

On the other side of the hall, Xander did the semanother door. It was the same.
White. Pure. No pain. No blood.

Another step down the hall and another right-hardtet. The same. On the left.
The same.

He stared up and down the hallway. So many doors.

This was going to take awhile.

*IATEATEATEA AR IR X
The gang took shifts. Giles made a schedule. Witlewained a constant, refusing
to let go of her friend until she couldn’t feel edntbeat.

With Ms Calendar fulfilling her hour one dutiesetrest sat in the living room,
trying to comprehend.

Cordelia turned to Spike, who was sitting on ttarst “Why don’t you just do it
again. Make sure he’s dead this time, before yop.’st

Buffy dropped her head in her hands and Giles toghlp of scotch.

“Because, half-wit, there’s nothing left to take.”

“Then how can his heart still be beating.”

Spike stood up quickly and practically shoutedeat WVell, | don’t know, do I?”
He stalked to the door and grabbed his duster wiachbeen politely hung on the

coat rack. “I'll be off, then.”

Buffy was by his side in a second. Spike held wgphainds.



“Watch it, Slayer. We had a deal.”

‘I know.” Before the final two had arrived, Xandead asked Buffy to promise not
to kill Spike. She refused, and a minor fight hlackatened to start until the vampire
and the Slayer agreed that all Spike needed wasad $tart. Without saying, they
both knew that meant that Spike would leave toWhelever came back, the rule
book was out the window.

Now, standing at the front door, Spike unconscystrtled when Buffy placed a
hand on his arm. He tilted his head at her, comnfuse

“I'm sorry about Drusilla.” She spoke softly, natrithg for Giles to hear.

Spike’s eyes flashed gold, then cooled and he drigatly. Nodding, he reached
across himself and gripped the hand that was hglolitio him. “Angel loved you.
It's wrong that it ended the way it did.”

Buffy took the oddly worded apology for how it wareant. They stepped away
from one another, satisfied that the pleasantre®wver, and then punched each
other in the face.

Blood dripping from both their noses, Buffy retudrie the couch, and Spike left.
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It was hour ten. Willow hadn’t slept. Oz had beercé feeding her and reminding
her to drink water.

Xander’s steady slow pulse had become hypnotiga# constant, and Willow had
the soft percussion pumping through her brain.&wkeconjured songs that
matched its tempo and was resting with her heati@bed, hummin@rash Into
Me, when the song was interrupted by an sudden chanmggthm.

Her first thought was annoyandéhat’s not how that goe3hen she lifted her head
and was met with large brown eyes. “Hi, Wills.”



There was a squeak to Xander’s right. He turnedhé@l and saw Cordelia
standing with her hand over her mouth.

She lowered it slowly and breathed out, “Xander?”

He smiled at her astonishment. “Hey, Cordy. Prastgver.”

The surprise left her face, she sat on the bedyanded foolishly. “You're back.”
Facing Willow again, Xander scrunched his face., 1Bat was weird.”
“How do you feel?” Willow sounded desperate.

“Dead.”

The qirls gasped.

“Just kidding. | feel...fine.”

Suddenly Cordelia stood up and shouted. “GilesiB@z! Ms Calendar!”
Before she got to Oz, all four were in the room.

Prepared for the worst, the shock of Xander’'s smds met with silence.

Then the commotion was deafening.
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The quiet was deafening. The last time he remenditbis kind of quiet was when
he woke up in the dirt, where Drusilla had burigti.h

Desperate for sound, Spike fished the lighter frosnpocket and flicked the lid
open and closed. He purposely did not spin the hibagnite a flame, though. His
self-punishment was the darkness.



With his back slumped against the headboard, Sgaken his bed in the factory.
This bed had seen so much passion. Dru’s fervonpatment, and love. Xander’s
faith, warmth, and...hope? The bad memories weretedsyget.

Spike thought of his options. Stay or leave. Butbeldn’t choose until he knew
for sure. One way or the other. The wait was t@ng. And necessary.

Something in his chest clenched when he heardgagleat. And smelled his boy.

Spike knew a lot. He knew what had happened lofhgr&¢he Watcher and other
white hats did. From the moment Giles had pronodnnder still alive, Spike
had known.

Xander was cured. The vampire knew that Giles haaay written the reason in
his Watcher Diary. Xander was brought to the bohkeath. Instead of dying, he
woke up cured.

But Spike knew a lot. He knew more than the Watc8erhe sat in fear of what
he'd done. And how he was going to punished.

It had been six days since he had left his boynddaand alive. Now, hearing,
smelling, feeling Xander’s presence, he wonderednalgow it had all gone so
spectacularly wrong.

Spike continued to flick the Zippo lid to hide lsisaking hands. As the footsteps
descended the stairs, he honestly didn’t knowisf was the beginning or the end.

Xander stood at the bottom of the stairs. He thoogthe first time he had entered
this basement. However, now the only similarity Wwass darkness. It no longer
smelled of Drusilla, he wasn‘t horny as hell foilk&p and, now, even without light,
Xander knew his way around the room.

He stepped up to the side of the bed and closefthigisrs around the Zippo in
Spike’s hand, silencing the room. Extracting tighter, Xander walked confidently
around the basement, lighting all the candles.

When he turned back to the vampire, Spike gaspadd&r looked good. Really



good. He wore a dark red mock turtleneck sweatérdack jeans that fit him well
and rested low on his hips. The combat boots logkktle too new, but worked
with the outfit. Spike’s eyes widened in admirateshe looked his boy up and
down, wetting his lips in the process.

Xander grinned and held out his arms. “Like it? fgabok me shopping.”
“Slayer’s got taste.”

“The Donna Karan of the Hellmouth.”

Spiked grinned despite himself and tilted his hatithe boy. Xander stuffed his
hands in his pockets and rocked on his heels bfighte quiet drew out longer
than it should have. Spike made a move to grasjughiter and start flicking again,
but saw that Xander still held it in one of his peted hands. With no pointless
noise to stop the silence, Spike spoke.

“So...how are you?Come on, William...you can do better than that.

“Great. Good. Fine. Ok.Sigh“Things are good. | was only laid up for a couple
days. Apparently, I'm healing pretty quickly. Didreven need a transfusion or
anything. Just a lot of orange juice, apparentlynk I've got orange juice for

blood, now?”

Spike wanted to avoid the subject of blood foraagylas possible. “Where are you
staying, now?”

“Oh, with Giles. That part’s pretty cool. He cortiadt my parents and a lawyer and
there’s paperwork started for legal custody anayliang.”

“The Watcher’'s a good man. It’s the right choice.”
“Yeah.”
“So, are you back in sch-”

“Shut up, Spike.”



The command was such a shock that Spike did whatkdold.

Xander removed his hands from his pockets, straigtdt his back and sauntered
over to Spike with unexpected grace and glide.

He smoothly climbed onto the bed, straddled thetoetthed legs and settled back
to sit on Spike’s thighs. Spike kept his handshmnlied, fearful to touch the
inviting body.

He couldn’t read Xander's expression. A blanknesas im the boy’s eyes that
scared him. In all the time they had known eaclet8pike had never not been
able to see all of Xander’'s thoughts in his eyébat have | done?

Spike opened his mouth to say something (say vialeatjdn’t know), but the effort
was interrupted when Xander’s hand came down aistolteek in a hard, sharp
slap.

Instinctually, Spike brought his hand up to hissfagven though the sting was
minor and gone almost instantly.

Xander’s face remained blank as he said, “You byake promise.”

If Spike’s heart had been beating, it would hawgged. The situation was what he
had feared. Xander knew. His vampire-instinctsvadid him to play it cool, not
reveal his hand.

“Don’'t know what you're talking about, luv.”

“Oh, ok. We’'re playing that game.”

“Honestly, Xander, no game. | really don’t-"

Xander leaned forward quickly, cutting Spike offresbrought their faces close
together. His voice came out in a harsh whisper.

“Did you think | wouldn’t know? Did you think | cddn’t taste it?”



Spike gulped. He hoped the fear couldn’t be seeni®face. Xander continued.

“I had your blood in my mouth just two days beftnat, remember? Remember
how | fucked you and bit you? | know how you tastelt it when you sliced open
your tongue on your own fang. The blood that flowdad me was cool in my
throat. | felt the empty promise in your kiss.”

Xander’s mouth attacked Spike’s, and the vampit@ @dl his control over to his
boy. The kiss was harsh and demanding, full ohtaed bite and tongue. Spike sat
back and took it.

Pulling away again suddenly, Xander slapped Spgetna Spike’s eyes shot open;
he hadn’t realized he had shut them. There wavéhend the brown eyes glaring
at him.

“Stop it!” Xander shouted. Spike raised an eyebabthe anger. “Stop being afraid.
Stop being weak. Be who you are. Be the vampireltfedl in...”

The flame fizzled out of Xander’s eyes and theyengprickly cast down, searching
for words that seemed obvious. Spike tilted hisddheasee the face, and what he
saw was Xander. His Xander. The expression was. @dekdoubt that masked the
confidence. The hatred that masked the love. Swdmgplex boy. Spike loved
every part of him.

The vampire reached up to touch his boy for tret fime, cupping his chin and
bringing their eyes together again. The pretenseonar.

“All your friends said goodbye. How could they d@t? More than anyone, your
little Scooby Gang should know that death doesavehto be the end. | wasn't
ready for it to end. And I'm used to getting whatdnt. | didn’t know who you
would have been as a demon, but you might have ety you, and that was
good enough for me. So | broke my promise.”

Xander brought a hand up to stroke the back of&pikead. “And why are you
scared, now? Why are you afraid of me?”



“Not sure if you can forgive me for wanting to...stioghting. Have you with me
and not fight that eternal battle that you seetitok we're all fighting. But |
failed. Or...l didn’t fail, but the mystical elementsyour blood...it’s all very
complicated and connected to this bleedin’ Hellrholim sure.”

He still couldn’t read Xander’s expression. Why wlas all making him feel much
worse. Wasn'’t confession supposed to be good éosdlil? Oh. Perhaps that was
the problem. Well, no point in stopping now.

“Plus, | don’t know how this might have changed y¥ou were supposed to be a
vampire. You know, evil, and all that. Don’t knoid ended up giving you part of a
demon, or what. But mostly, | don't know...” Spike s4al his eyes for a moment,
then opened them and tried not to look pitifulddn’t know if you like me
anymore.”

Xander leaned back again. Spike saw the Xandertlfeatevas filled with openness
and humor. “Well, 'm not a vampire. So, I'm thimky, big plus there. And
apparently, | heal really quickly,” he rolled usheft sleeve to show his
unbandaged arm and mostly healed scars, “whictbanas in my line of work. So
thanks for that. And, let's see, how else am | geah..? Oh, yeah. I'm cured.”

He climbed off of Spike then, and sat next to hoack against the headboard, right
leg butted up against Spike’s left.

“Giles came to the brilliant conclusion that it vitag draining of my blood that
cured me. Wrote it in his diary and everythingupgose I'll have to tell him at
some point, but...” He shrugged. “And it wasn’t justly blood, right? | mean, if it
was just vampire blood, then | would have beendawieen | bit you that time.
No...it was the turning that did it. You vampires adir wacky rituals.” Xander
shook his head. “Seems someone should have kn@awortle would contradict the
other.”

Spike took one of his boy’s hands. Despite thefrent positions, he realized that
Xander had not verbally reassured him of his feslirSpike felt like a big vampire-
girl, needing to hear him say it. Before he cowy anything, though, Xander
continued.



“Will you try again? To turn me?”

Spike sighed heavily. “Not unless you do somethstugpid and try to die again.”
“Suppose it's pointless to get you to promise odt t

“Suppose you're right.”

Xander climbed on top of Spike again, into the saostion he was before. “What
exactly was the plan, Spike?”

“Which time?” Spike grinned.
“Any time.”

“Had lots of plans. All the time. Big complicatethps that involved ritual and
death and blood and pain and love and sex.” Spilkdis hands up and down
Xander’s arms. “Nothing ever turns out the waypented.” He reached up and
pulled his boy down into a long kiss. When theykarbe confessed, “Doesn’t
mean I'm not happy ‘bout the way things turned’out.

“So what's next? The next big plan?”

Spike held onto Xander tightly and rolled him owato his back, then stretched out
next to him, one leg over one of Xander’'s. He sttbl hand over his boy’s chest.
“I'm done planning. It's exhausting and pointlessl @verything backfires anyway.
You tell me. What's next?”

Xander examined Spike’s face, his brow furrowingpdk at you. You've gotten
thinner. When was the last time you ate?”

Spike shrugged. Quickly, Xander grabbed the vargiread and brought it to his
neck. Without thinking, Spike morphed and bit itite inviting blood. He only had
a moment to notice that his scar was almost comlglgbne. He made a point of
marking a different place on Xander’s neck.

The blood was as sweet as always. Xander blood.Skikk wanted to believe



more than anything that he could taste the truX@inder’s blood. But he realized it
wasn't a taste; it was a feeling. After severalpde®allows, Spike detracted his
fangs and closed the wound. He stayed nuzzled mdets neck, feeling the warm
hands that were stroking his head and back. Héyoap&ced that he had grown
hard.

“Mmmm,” the vampire mumbled against warm skin, fd&ély not orange juice.”

Xander laughed heatrtily, then calmed quickly be&ieging, “Don’t suppose I'll be
able to do that a lot. But you have to eat. Caaitve yourself.”

Spike lifted his head to meet Xander’s eyes. “Natkdng soddin’ pig’s blood.
That'’s rot.”

Xander ghosted a finger over Spike’s rapidly caplips. “Spike. | would never
ask you to be less than who you are.”

“You'll be coming with me, then? When | hunt.”

“No. | can’t do that anymore. It's not who | am...Neho | should be.

“Fuck who you should be. Figure out who you are.”

‘I have, Spike. I'm the fighter. Not like Buffy, afourse, but I'm the guy who

didn’t die. I don’t know if | had any control ovérat. Or, like you said, it was just
the mystical element of my life or my body, butdaéam. Not dead. Not a vampire.
Just me. And me is somebody who's not done fighiting

“So it doesn’t bother you thaimdone?”

Xander pulled the vampire to lay on top of him, &pdke’s erection was renewed
when he felt a matching one beneath the layergwha “Oh, | don’t believéhat,”

Xander reassured, then kissed him, hard and progisi

Pulling apart, Spike needed to know more beforg tdoatinued. “What does that
mean? How is this going to work?”



Xander’s eyes revealed warmth and love. “| havedea. All | know is how | feel
when I'm around you. Happy. Powerful. Horny. Whoteu're a part of me. |

don’t know if it was the stupid pull that did that,the turning, or just the fact that |
love you, but if you were to go away, then | woudldre me. You‘re somehow my
other half.”

“Xander...”

“We'll figure it out, Spike. It won't all be flowex and puppies, but we’ll figure it
out.”

“Xander, | don’'t get how you can love me.”

“Oh, don’t be such a girl.”

“Not a bloody girl. It's just...l broke my promise.”

“You still on that? | imagine it won’t be the lgstomise you'll ever break. You're a
vampire. Evil. | get that. It's a struggle, keepih@t balance between good and evil.
There will never be a clear winner or loser. Noyaur case, or mine. We'll make
wrong choices and deal with the consequences. Bllitve there to figure it out.”
They kissed again. Xander’'s heat overtook Spikd,tha vampire stripped them
both naked, needing the heat to permeate his ditthe. Xander reciprocated in
every way.

The sex wasn't as intimate as it could have beesn\ tender or overly
passionate. But it was hot and hard and needy eatle what they both wanted.
They each came hard, Spike inside Xander with aemby grunt that was neither
intended nor romantic.

When their orgasm-shaded brains refocused, thayepg at each other. Spike
rolled off Xander and pulled him into his arms.

“So,” Spike started, before they could fall aslegg’ll figure it out?”

“Yeah...| promise.”



The End

A/N: Well, there it is. This was as happy an ending as | could gety Qi ending didn't
come about till I was about half-way through the fic. It was originally gargnd with Xander
either turned or dead. "The cure" came to me in a flash one night wioeihdht sleep. When |
finally had a cure, the key elements in the last few chapterkifgs came together.

This has been so much fun to write, and post, and read everyone's reaciianthal way. |
can't thank enough for everyone's kind and encouraging words!



