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Prologue ~ After the Deluge 

The desert opened its mouth and breathed out heat 
like an invisible dragon breathing clear fire. The 
wave of it rolled with a subliminal roar over earth 
salted with broken glass and the silt of asphalt. 
Heated air soaked miles of unremitting sagebrush, 
stones, and highway debris. Across the desert floor 
what lived moved cautiously under the dragon’s 
breath. In the center of the abyss, a ribbon of cool 
darkness opened over the ground like a gray mouth. 
Appeared to drool forth some small pink spittle, and 
closed.  
 
The naked and bleeding man rose shakily to his 
elbow, gasping air into still burning lungs. Rolling 
onto a bruised side, he shaded his eyes with his 
hand against the searing sun. “What the bloody 
hell?”  
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~*~*~*~*~  

 
Percy Broughton was driving back from his weekly 
grocery trip along the stretch of road that had once 
passed by Sunnydale. He wondered, in a vague and 
confused way, where the town had gotten to. There 
was a gray feathered feeling at the edge of his brain 
where the memory of the town had once rested. 
Even now, he found himself unable to remember 
what he had been wondering about. In the pool of 
light that shimmered over the heated desert floor, 
he blinked at an apparent wave of something. It 
was startling enough to make him stop his truck.  
 
Percy sat for a moment regaining his senses. Out 
there something was moving. Thinking perhaps 
another poor dog had been abandoned to the 
elements, Percy pulled his truck further onto the 
shoulder and stepped down from the cab to check it 
out.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  



 
Xander hadn’t realized how often he thought of her. 
It was like a pattern set up by the synapses of his 
brain. A series of switches, programmed to flip over 
when prompted by any one of an innumerable 
number of stimuli. 
 
He had been sitting in the school bus for over an 
hour, in a daze, as it rushed down the desert road. 
As he came to himself, the first thing that caught his 
attention was the frayed and unused seatbelt 
dangling from the seat across the aisle from him. He 
braced himself for Anya’s predictable dispassionate 
observations about the deaths of school children in 
bus accidents. One of the girls, in a shocky, giggly 
voice, started singing “Magic Bus” and, of course, 
he began formulating explanations for Anya’s 
inevitable questions. He couldn’t stop anticipating 
her. As if the reflexive part of his brain had not yet 
been told. She was dead.  
 
The bus was speeding away from a hole of nothing 
that had been his entire life. Signs flew by 
advertising the new, now extinct, mall. That his 



former employers had built. The synapses in his 
brain began their happy journey to the pride and 
excitement he was accustomed to feel regarding his 
employer. Former employer. They had moved out 
of Sunnydale with the rest of the emigration, of 
course. Outside, sped by billboards and lawn 
posters, urging votes for Mayor of something that 
no longer needed government. All of the waving 
tentacles of the Sunnydale octopus still jerking 
madly in the sea around the missing body. Xander 
felt like one of those tentacles. He fingered the torn 
edge of his jacket, smeared with the ‘blood’ of 
Ubervamps, and thought he should go home and 
change. Then remembered that the home and the 
change of clothes it contained no longer existed. He 
found himself considering mournfully his favorite 
old pair of sneakers, and recalled the time he had 
dug them from the trash, yelling at a confused Anya 
about the sanctity of a man’s shoes. He tried to stop 
the thought of Anya and felt his brain skitter skip 
stop and redirect itself jerkily to a series of new 
switches.  
 
He twitched in his seat, his car keys, which had 
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worn a concave little home in the lining of his 
pocket, swung against his hip and he remembered 
his car. Not much. Just a car. But then, Xander 
didn’t have much. An apartment, some furniture, a 
car, a job. Those meager possessions that gave a 
man a feeling of fitting and self-worth. He began 
patting down his pockets in a sudden moment of 
panic before he found his wallet. Relaxing 
somewhat when he found his ID. At least he could 
still prove who he was. He remembered how 
persistently Anya had yearned for a driver’s license. 
But he had adamantly refused to allow her behind 
the wheel of his car. Xander suddenly bitterly 
regretted refusing to teach Anya to drive. The 
regret reared up like ‘The Blob’ of an old horror 
film, and Xander firmly directed his mind elsewhere. 
His mind fought him, shuddering, as if he were 
trying to shift the gears on an old truck.  
 
Xander knew the shock was wearing off and tried 
unconsciously to curl around himself a bit. On the 
inflexible green vinyl of his bus seat, he felt his 
emerging emotions laid as if on a platter. Too 
exposed.  



 
He lurched out of his seat and walked down the 
aisle to the back of the bus, grabbing seat backs to 
steady himself as the bus leapt erratically from side 
to side.  
 
Buffy was looking out of the window with a 
bemused expression. Her hands lay limp beside her 
on the seat cushion, palms up and open. She looked 
more relaxed than he had ever seen her. Xander 
heaved himself into the seat beside her. He found 
he had nothing to say. The synapses in his brain 
kept trying to follow their old paths, then slamming 
against the facts like a bruising hard wall of wrong. 
Some small stimulus and the process would back up 
and try again. Xander felt great hiccupping sobs 
starting deep in his chest. He fought against them as 
hard as he could. Buffy’s gaze wandered over to him 
and she absently took his hand. She had a clear, 
puzzled look. As if some alien had just dropped her 
into this place and she had no reference point.  
 
“Are you okay, Xander?”  
 



Xander shook his head helplessly and drew his hand 
hard over his eye. The patch caught at his palm and 
he shook it off irritably. The sobs hurt; they 
slammed up from under his ribs , every few 
seconds, with a shock, as that cement mixer hit the 
wall again and again. Buffy stroked his hand. Xander 
leaned towards her, and she wrapped her arm 
around him obediently. He felt Willow sit down 
beside him and fold her arms around him from the 
other side. And for a while they embraced him. But 
their affection couldn’t reach the pain, and Xander 
couldn’t stop the sobs. He rubbed miserably at the 
patch and felt the stinging of the eyeless tearduct. 
Even the blind may cry, apparently. After a time, 
Kennedy came and took Willow away. Buffy slowly 
sank back into her oblivious place and Xander 
pulled back and pressed himself into the tall 
seatback. Clenching his muscles to control the sobs.  
 
He tried to focus on things without thinking of 
anything. Counting heads. Amanda was missing. A 
couple of other girls. Spike. His head swiveled in 
surprise towards Buffy.  
 



“Spike?”  
 
Buffy turned those beautiful expressive eyes on 
him. “He didn’t make it.”  
 
“Oh my god,” breathed Xander, distracted from his 
own grief by his friends’ loss. “What happened?”  
 
“The amulet,” said Buffy, “it burned all the 
Ubervamps. It burned him, too.”  

“Amulet?”  
 
“Angel brought an amulet. I gave it to Spike. 
Somehow it activated and it burned all the 
Ubervamps. That’s what closed the Hellmouth.”  
 
Xander stared at her, stunned. “So Spike killed them 
all?”  
 
“Yes.”  
 
“We didn’t have to be there? Anya…” he choked, 
and couldn’t let the thought go any further.  



 
“We didn’t know, Xander,” said Buffy quickly. 
“Angel said it was dangerous, but…” 
 
“Angel,” interrupted Xander harshly. “And you.” He 
tried to breathe. “Where is he now?” he asked in a 
thick voice.  
 
“Angel? I sent him back to Los Angeles.” Buffy 
watched Xander, puzzled. “Why?”  
 
Xander felt his only eye was bulging from its socket. 
He thought of Andrew and Anya, two humans, 
standing against a swarm of superstrengthed 
demons. He stared disbelievingly at Buffy. “We 
could have used a little help?” he managed to get 
out. “Perhaps?”  
 
“I needed him out of it,” explained Buffy.  
 
Xander grabbed hold of the armrest and pushed 
himself out of the seat. Made his way, lurching and 
grabbing at things to steady himself, to the front of 
the bus. He plunked down into one of the front 



seats, next to a “potential” whose name he had 
never learned.  
 
Giles sat in the driver’s seat, completely involved in 
controlling the enormous, bizarre vehicle.  
 
“We need to stop,” Xander told him.  
 
The Watcher did not even glance at Xander, but 
shook his head violently.  
 
“I am not stopping this bus until I have to, Xander. 
You’ll just have to control the car-sickness. The next 
town is five miles from here.”  
 
Xander felt the hammering pain catching up with 
him. It felt like a cement truck ramming repeatedly 
into a wall. He twitched angrily in his seat, trying to 
divert his thoughts again, but now his muscles were 
remembering. It was so very painful; he wished he 
could cry again just to relieve the stress.  
 
Willow scooched onto the seat next to him, 
wrapping her arm around his waist and laying her 



head on his shoulder. “Are you okay, honey?” she 
crooned. Xander grit his teeth and dug his fingers 
into his thighs. It helped. “Anya.” He managed to 
choke out. That word somehow completely 
inadequate and yet articulating all of his loss.  
 
“I know.” Willow looked up at him with those big 
sympathy eyes of hers. And he knew Willow felt 
badly for him. That she would do anything to make 
him feel better (except restore his eye with magic, 
of course, the angry child in his brain spat out 
furiously) but all he could think was that she did not 
know. Willow still had her life. She had her power, 
her role to play, and she had Kennedy. Kennedy 
who was a Slayer, yet had stayed to protect a 
powerful witch, instead of the simple humans … 
Xander turned his head away from her and leaned 
forward towards Giles again.  
 
“When are you gonna stop this fucking bus?” he 
said through gritted teeth.  
 
Giles sighed wearily. “Look, Xander, we’re almost at 
the city limits,” he nodded ahead of them. A sign 



very much like the Sunnydale welcome sign hung in 
the wavery road heat ahead of them. Xander sat 
back, his hands clenched at his thighs. He stiffly 
ignored Willow.  
 
When Giles pulled into the first gas station, Xander 
leapt down the stairs and out the door. No one 
commented. Xander headed for the men’s room. 
Right up until the last moment, he thought he was 
going to the john. Maybe hit a couple of walls. Have 
a rant in the mirror. But he found himself passing 
the door, walking on around the back of the station 
towards the alley that ran behind it. Xander turned 
randomly right and just kept walking.  
 
He never looked back.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
He was lucky that he had carried his identification 
with him. His atm card was crap, he realized as he 
stood sullenly at the cash machine. He stared at it 
with some perplexity for a while before the 



numbers on it clicked in his brain and he realized it 
was drawing against a non-existent branch. He 
wondered briefly how long it would take for all 
traces of Sunnydale to disappear and felt a moment 
of world tilting panic when he thought that, by 
leaving the bus, he might have become an 
unnecessary Sunnydale fringe. He stood watching 
his shaking hand for a full minute, to see it go slowly 
transparent, like something from a Twilight Zone 
episode. When, after a while, he didn’t evaporate, 
Xander came back to the matter of cash.  
 
He still had a credit card. He drew it from his billfold 
and clearly saw the stack of unpaid bills on his desk. 
It had been almost a month since he had had the 
money to pay any of them. He smiled at the 
thought of the Water and Power guy gaping at the 
empty hole of Sunnydale when he came to turn off 
Xander Harris’ gas. He inserted the card in the slot, 
fully expecting shredded plastic to be spat out at 
him, and instead was able to withdraw the 
remaining credit balance. Feeling definitely evil 
using credit when he had no job, Xander 
nevertheless pocketed the cash with some relief 



and went off to find a hotel.  
 
In the back of his mind, a battered yellow bus sat at 
a gas station waiting patiently for its last passenger 
to re-embark.  
 
He trudged down a street where he saw a large 
quantity of cars with out of state plates parked by 
the curb, and found an overnight motel. He saw the 
guy squint past the bulletproof glass and note the 
lack of bags.  
 
“Cash,” he said flatly.  
 
“Yeah, sure.” Xander peeled off the bills, already 
calculating how many day’s worth of hotel he still 
had before he slept outside. He sized the clerk up 
and down. “Nice town,” he stated.  
 
The kid shrugged, watching the lobby television 
through the bulletproof glass. “Yeah,” he said.  
 
Xander looked around the hotel lobby. Most of the 
objects were bolted to the wall. The magazine rack 



had a torn up ‘People’ and the remains of the daily 
paper. “You guys hiring?” he asked.  
 
The boy gave him a wary look. “Nah,” he said 
definitely.  
 
Thank god, thought Xander. “Know anyone who is?”  
 
The kid appeared to shrug the question off, then 
tossed his arm lazily in a direction down the street. 
“They might be,” he said vaguely. His eyes 
wandered back to the television.  
 
“Thanks.” Xander pocketed the keycard and headed 
in the indicated direction. In the back of his mind, 
Willow peered anxiously out the green tinted bus 
window, as Buffy stepped back on board shaking 
her head.  
 
The ‘Help Wanted’ sign looked like it always did to 
the man of a million odd jobs. Like a bright beacon 
of a better future.  
 
A tired man with a paper hat perched over his 



balding pate and a greasy cooks apron, shoved the 
application across the counter at Xander. He stood 
there wiping his hands on a dishtowel and watching 
him.  
 
Xander gave the guy his cheerful you-wanna-hire-
me smile and slowly filled out the form. He sighed 
as if at a difficult math problem when he came to 
the home address.  
 
“We don’t hire the homeless,” growled the guy 
warningly.  
 
“Sure you don’t,” said Xander nodding. He carefully 
wrote in his Sunnydale address. 
The guy blinked doubtfully.  
 
“Lotta people leaving there,” he observed 
suspiciously. “Most are just passing through.”  
 
“Not me,” said Xander in an upbeat way. “No sir, I 
am here to stay.” He looked around the dark 
restaurant. The only customer, an elderly woman, 
slurped her noodle soup.  



 
In the back of his mind, Buffy pushed a garage 
attendant up against a wall demanding answers, 
while a black eyed Willow marched through the 
town blasting telephone poles in her search.  
 
“Putting down roots,” said Xander. He grinned and 
shoved the application back.  
 
The man held the paper down with one large 
thumb, read it, and sighed. “Alright, you’re hired,” 
he said briefly. “Be here tonight at 4pm.” He looked 
Xander up and down. “Take a shower first.”  
 
Xander trudged back to his hotel room. Any minute 
now, the bus would come round the corner. Giles 
would open the door and wait impatiently for him 
to get in. Willow would … Xander looked down the 
street that was so empty and unmoving, it seemed 
to rise up out of nowhere and pitch off into the 
same nowhere.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  



 
Kennedy was having the post battle hormonal rush 
that usually consumed a Slayer’s body. Unlike Buffy 
in her early years, she had a willing vessel for all her 
sexual energy and was busily mauling Willow at the 
back of the bus. When the bus stopped for gas, 
Willow tried groggily to rise up from the green 
leather seat she had been pressed to. Her cheeks 
were pink and her sweater was rucked up, exposing 
one ruddy nipple.  
 
“Gee,” she pulled at the shirt modestly. Kennedy 
growled and pushed the shirt back up. Using her 
strength to an unfair but hardly unappreciated 
advantage, she pushed Willow back down and 
fastened her mouth again to the same nipple.  
 
“Hmmm,” hummed Willow. And “gah,” petting silky 
hair happily.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Buffy was staring out the window unseeing. The 



enormous sense of weightlessness and freedom so 
foreign it frightened her. The past so weighted with 
responsibility and guilt it overwhelmed her. She 
focused on the battle. Saw again Amanda fall, 
herself too late to save her. Saw Spike’s agony, the 
light burning through him as she ran up the stairs.  
 
Buffy had had the gift of a life unexamined. Her 
calling had given her a role and identity. 
What did it mean, she wondered with a kind of wild 
panic, that she was now free? And if it meant 
nothing, and this was the thought that had her 
staring blindly out the window as the bus pulled 
away from the gas station. If she now meant 
nothing, then why had they had to die?  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Xander stood in the hotel shower and felt the grief 
bearing down on him. It was too much. If he let it 
take over, it would be too much and he wouldn’t 
survive. He turned his face into the shower and 
grabbed the tiny bar of paper wrapped soap, 



scrubbing the Ubervamp Blood and the dust of 
Sunnydale away. 

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Grief’s a funny thing. Xander was a simple guy who 
dealt with things as they fell before him. Thinking 
about Anya, about the circumstances that had led 
to her death. Thinking about his friends, his feelings 
of betrayal and wrong, was too painful, too 
confusing. So he made himself stop. He walked the 
few blocks to his new job and when that bus 
appeared once more in the back of his mind, he 
turned his mind away.  
 
Sometime in the evening the bus in his mind left the 
station. Xander was waiting for an order to appear 
on the warming bar when he realized with utter 
conviction that they had left town without him.  
 
He stood in that foreign place, without a soul who 
knew him near, the orangey-yellow light of the 
warmers hot on his skin, the smell of the ammonia 



they disinfected the chrome with, the ketchup 
bottle sticky in his hand, and knew he was alone.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
The sobs that came later that night would emerge 
again and again, as the weeks passed. Unexpectedly 
they’d wake him, or embarrassingly while wiping 
down the fountain at work or pulling clothes from 
the dryer at the Laundromat. He trained his mind 
away from the associative thoughts, but his body 
remembered.  
 
And the grief, for everything and everyone he had 
lost, infected him. He could not be at peace, could 
not relax. He felt his muscles held a chemical that 
stiffened them until they ached.  
 
Like an animal. His body grieved and craved. And 
Xander could not give his body what it wanted.  
 
But like an animal, Xander survived. He showed up 
at his job. Smiled, gathered his tips, did his best 



with what he had been dealt. One-eyed men don’t 
work in construction; without degrees they don’t do 
much of anything. They wait tables, they laugh at 
the jokes. They make their way home at night, close 
the door with relief on their single flat and look 
forward to the game and a beer maybe. They don’t 
think hard about the future and never let 
themselves think about the past. Sometimes they 
wake in the night filled with rage. But Xander had 
always known he would be here one day. In the tiny 
room, on the lonely mattress, streetlights shining 
though the slits of the blinds.  
 
It made the days pass easier, to think this was 
where he had always belonged. The ache and the 
loneliness swelling to overcome the grief he had 
never really expressed.  
 
Some mornings he still woke in a bliss of 
forgetfulness, but more often than not, he woke 
with the now familiar muscular ache. He became 
familiar with the effort it took to live joylessly. He 
made himself get through it.  



 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
It was several weeks later when Buffy showed up at 
the bar. She was seated at his station as he came up 
with a pad to take her order. He lowered his hands 
and just looked at her. She gazed back at him, and 
gave him a sorry little smile. 
 
None of the speeches Xander had made to Buffy in 
his hotel room came readily to mind. “How’s 
Willow?” he asked automatically, then stopped, 
suddenly almost in tears at the memory of a shy 
little girl sharing sandwiches from a geeky lunchbox.  
 
“She’s great, Xander,” said Buffy calmly. “She and 
Kennedy are doing really well. And she’s not afraid 
of her power anymore.” 
 
Xander blinked. This missive so much unlike what 
he had expected to hear. 
 
Buffy smiled at him compassionately. “You didn’t 



have to leave, Xander,” she said. 
 
He looked at her without comprehension.  
 
“I still need you,” she said in an encouraging voice. 
 
Xander stammered over his words. “Wha .. what d… 
do you mean?” 
 
“You don’t have to feel useless now. Now that 
we’ve beaten the First.” 
 
Xander couldn’t find a reply. 
 
Buffy patted the seat next to her. 
 
“I’m working,” Xander managed, shaking his head. 
 
“But Xander, so much has changed. So much is 
better,” said Buffy enthusiastically. “I’m not the 
only Slayer anymore. I’m free now.” 
 
“That’s nice,” said Xander dully. “Can’t stand 
around,” he said indicating vaguely. “Customers.” 



 
“I can be anything I want. Do anything I want.” 
 
“Wow, that’s great, Buffy.” Xander could feel the 
anger mounting, it bled sarcasm into his voice. 
“Really. Good luck with that.” 
 
Buffy blinked, as if catching a hint of his mood, but 
she went on. “I’m free,” she repeated vaguely. 
 
“Good for you,” said Xander, his voice sharp. “So, 
you gonna go cure cancer now or something? Or go 
shopping? Something important?” 
 
Perfect half moons of silver tears appeared in those 
beautiful green eyes. “Xander?”  
 
Xander wondered how it would be to be able to cry 
at will. To cry without one’s whole rib cage lurching, 
pain trying to break out of one’s chest. “No more, 
Buffy,” he said harshly. “Not my problem.” His 
words appeared to push some button. Buffy got 
that look in her eye. That ‘I’m so gonna tell you how 
it is’ look that always foretold another long speech. 



Xander began to turn away.  
 
“So is this how you handle things now, Xander? Just 
walk away?” Buffy’s words pulled him up short. 
“You walk away from me, like you walked away 
from Anya?”  
 
The injustice of this hurt was so staggering, Xander 
could only gape at her for a minute before 
responding. “You really shouldn’t try to analyze 
people, Buffy,” he said in a voice that was only a 
low approximation of the rage he felt. “You’re a 
little too stupid to do it well.” 
 
Buffy straightened a bit and a steely arrogance 
tilted her chin aggressively. “I’m not stupid, Xander. 
I see what’s going on with you very clearly. You’re 
scared,” she sneered desperately. Xander could see 
the hurt and fear in Buffy’s face, but his anger and 
grief were stronger than his compassion. 
 
“Nah, Buffy,” he said as viciously as he could. “I just 
got tired of you. Everybody leaves you, eventually,” 
he added. “You ever wonder why that is?” He 



turned away before he could see his words lash her 
face. 
 
“Xander!” Buffy gazed at him with amazement. How 
could he not know where he belonged? “I miss 
you!” Buffy said, in that plaintive voice. 
 
Xander gripped his order pad and pencil. “So 
what?” he managed to say. He could feel her eyes 
on his back. He couldn’t turn around.  
 
“Xander.” Buffy’s voice was soft now. She looked at 
the stiff, wounded back sadly. He would come 
around. He would get over this. After all, what could 
be so terrible? “Xander, you don’t belong here.” He 
didn’t move to face her. She saw him carefully 
rearranging the condiments on a table in front of 
him. 
 
“Here’s my new cell number.” She drew something 
from her handbag and put it on the table. Slid out of 
the seat and stood. “Call anytime,” she said gently. 
“When you’re ready to come back.” She walked out. 
 



Xander turned to the next customer. He had 
expected some snap as the last fiber broke between 
them. But he didn’t feel that. Didn’t feel the finality. 
He vaguely finished out his shift. And when he 
cleared the table for the next customer, he 
pocketed Buffy’s card. 

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Xander’s body that evening moved more stiffly than 
usual, like he was injured or old. One of the 
bartenders, a guy named Bill, noticed it when they 
were closing together.  
 
“Rough night?” 
 
“Yeah,” sighed Xander.  
 
“Guessed that.” Bill dragged some boxes back from 
the kitchen. Xander helped him with the door. Bill 
paused and asked carefully, “You been in the war?” 
 
Xander thought, ‘God, you have no idea.’ But he 



didn’t answer. He shrugged.  
 
Bill hesitated again. “So how’d the eye thing 
happen, Persian Gulf or somethin’?” 
 
Xander decided to let Bill think his reticence was 
due to bad memories and not a desire to hide the 
truth. “Something like that,” he finally admitted. 
 
“Tough break,” said the man sympathetically. He 
grabbed the towel from Xander’s hand and tossed it 
into a sink for him. “My old man was in the war,” he 
said, “used to tell me stories. Why don’t you lemme 
make you a drink. Tell me about it?” 
 
“I don’t think so,” said Xander, slowly easing a stiff 
arm into his jacket. 
 
The other man dipped his head in acceptance. 
“Yeah, sure, I get you. Lemme make you a drink 
anyway?” 
 
Xander stopped his movements. He had the great, 
juddering sense of an old motor starting up. Like the 



engine on one of those big old ocean barges. He 
hadn’t hung out with anyone in so long.  
 
“Yeah. Thanks.” 
 
Bill opened the bar again and Xander sat on the side 
set for customers. Bill made the drinks. And Xander 
watched him, allowing himself to think about things 
for the first time in weeks. He thought about how 
he was a guy who needed this. Needed to hang out 
with someone and shoot the shit. 
 
“Got some Glendenning.” Bill offered the quality 
whiskey grinning. 
 
“Whoa. Yeah,” Xander smiled. He was a guy who 
knew his alcohol. 
 
Bill splashed a couple of shots into a highball glass. 
“So you get one of those handicapped stickers for 
your car?” 
 
“Don’t have a car, yet,” admitted Xander grimly. 
And he was a guy who always had a car, he realized. 



He thought about it. “But I’m not handicapped,” he 
said testily. 
 
“Well, sure you aren’t,” Bill placated. “But you 
should get the sticker anyway. Get all the good 
parking spots.” 
 
“Nah. That’d be wrong,” said Xander with certainty. 
He was a guy who did the right thing. 
 
With a glass of good liquor in his hand, and in the 
wake of Buffy’s visit, Xander took a moment and 
studied the wreck that was his life. He reflected 
after a bit, that what was left of him was like the 
cinder block wall that that truck had slammed into 
when the grief was new. He was crumbled and full 
of holes, but still basically the same in structure. He 
was a loyal guy. A guy who believed in things. He 
knew that. Not an overly bright guy, but someone 
who saw the sense of things and called a spade a 
spade. He knew that. But there was a lot he didn’t 
know about himself. A lot that had been given to 
him by his friends without thought or inquiry.  
 



Well, he was inquiring now.  
 
Bill plunked his own highball glass onto the counter. 
“You grow up around here?” 
 
“Sunnydale.” 
 
“Yeah.” Bill tipped back his glass. “Lotta people 
been leaving there.” 
 
“Eh,” said Xander, allowing himself a crooked, 
Harris-patented smile, “it’s just a hole. Nothin’ 
there.” He was a guy with a twisted sense of humor. 
 
“I’ve heard that.” Bill toyed with his glass. “My 
boyfriend was from there.” 
 
There was a pause as Xander absorbed this 
information, then watched it slide past. Apparently 
he was a guy who didn’t feel threatened by another 
guy’s sexuality. Interesting.  
 
“So, what were you in, the army, navy? What was 
your job?” asked Bill. 



 
“I didn’t do anything important,” said Xander. “I was 
just a sidekick.” 
 
 
Over the next few months, Xander carefully began 
reconstructing his wall of self-identity. He felt 
himself tentatively sliding mortar blocks into place. 
Each new bit of information reconstructing, or 
building anew, that which was Xander Harris, after 
the Deluge. 
 
He thought his body missed the sex, and so tried 
prostitutes. It wasn’t something he would have 
experimented with in Sunnydale, but now he had 
the anonymity of being a stranger in town. And the 
assurance that the girl wouldn’t suddenly grow a 
pair of fangs during the act. He was a little surprised 
to find that it didn’t work for him. The warm, soft 
limbs folding around him, the silky hair, only made 
the almost mechanical ejaculation feel lonelier and 
sadder.  
 
Xander was a horny guy, and he wanted sex often. 



But he found himself only resorting to the whores 
when he became desperate and then only for a 
blowjob.  
 
Happily, there was porn. Porn was fantasy pure and 
simple. There were no aching reminders of loss or 
the hollowness of sex without affection. And now, 
Xander could walk into the adult sections of the 
video stores without worrying about Willow seeing 
him. He discovered the abundant variety available 
with a kind of enthusiasm, and soon became an 
expert. Actually purchasing some of the classics for 
his personal ‘library’. 
 
Apparently he was a guy who really, really liked 
porn. 

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Xander was a funny guy. He enjoyed kidding around 
with the customers and they enjoyed his attention. 
In time, he had regulars. One night, a group of guys 
invited him out after his shift.  



 
They were skater boys, sort of like Oz and his buds 
in High School, so Xander wasn’t surprised when the 
pipe began passing around. He was ready with the 
automatic refusal and then paused. How did he 
know he wasn’t a guy who liked drugs? 
 
Of course as soon as he began to hack and choke 
the guys knew he was a novice. 
 
“Sorry,” he spat out amidst the irresistible coughing, 
“such a spaz.” 
 
The guy next to him, Sam(?) who wore sunglasses 
always, no matter what the time of day, whacked 
his back a few times and grinned good-naturedly. 
“No shit, Harris. Here,” he passed him another pipe. 
“Try this, it’ll go down smoother.” 
 
Xander inhaled deeply on the minty pipe tobacco. 
There was a mini rebellion at the base of his lungs, 
but he quickly quelled it. He held the smoke in for 
awhile, as he saw the other guys doing, then 
exhaled through his nose like a pro, very pleased 



with himself. “Yeah,” he said, feeling the little 
sideways shift it usually took several shots of 
Tequila to accomplish, “much better. What is this?” 
 
“Jest a little coke to smooth it out.”  
 
“Ah.” Xander contemplated the pipe for a minute. 
Shrugged. Took another long toke. “’S pretty good,” 
he hissed through his teeth, holding most of the 
smoke in his lungs while he spoke. 
 
Sam grinned, “You learn fast, Harris.” Xander 
handed the pipe back to him, but Sam waved it off. 
“No, that’s yours. You finish it.” 
 
 
An hour later Sam and his buddies were seriously 
regretting their generosity. They left Xander outside 
the restaurant and drove off quickly.  
 
Bill came out to find Xander sitting on the steps, a 
happy grin on his face. He was talking to himself. 
 
“But what is with the must have eight hours? Like 



sleeping is mandatory. Why is that? It’s like a robot 
in one of those old movies ya know ‘must recharge 
battery’…” 
 
“Hey, Xander, are you okay?” 
 
Xander looked up at Bill, his whole face stretched in 
a smile. “Bill! Hey, Bill! You are here! Why are you 
here, Bill? I am here because I can’t sleep. I don’t 
know why I need to sleep, but I do and I can’t so I 
came here.”  
 
He grinned at Bill, who crouched down next to him, 
looking at him carefully with some amusement. 
“What the fuck have you done now, Harris?” 
 
“Nothin’,” Xander said, smirking like a little boy with 
a secret. He even folded his arms in front of him.  
 
Bill laughed. “Shit, Harris, if you could see yourself. 
What did you smoke?” 
 
“Minty fresh,” declared Xander happily. “So so so so 
…” he stopped. “Can’t remember,” he said sadly. He 



smiled again, “Bill!” 
 
“Yeah, it’s me,” sighed Bill, standing. He reached 
down and encouraged Xander to stand also. 
“C’mon, you half-wit, lemme take you home.” 
 
“Home? Home?” Xander shook his head. “Can’t go 
home, it blew up. Drowned or…” he looked vaguely 
off into the spaces beyond the parking lot. “Can’t go 
home.” 
 
Bill saw the mood changing and grabbed Xander’s 
arm, yanking him towards his own car quickly. “Hey, 
Harris. How ‘bout ice cream?” 
 
“Ice cream?” Xander cocked his head like a bird. 
“’Kay.” He was smiling again. “I used to eat a whole 
gallon of ice cream by myself. In the garage,” he 
explained carefully, “usually on Saturday afternoons 
because my mom shopped on Saturday mornings 
and I would sneak in when she ‘lay down’ ya know 
and passed out. So I would always find the ice 
cream and a spoon, but sometimes I’d have Willow 
over and she always had to have a bowl, not much 



into the sharing saliva yet,” he sighed and cocked 
his head again. “Ice cream?” 
 
“Christ, Xander, what’s with you?” Bill shoved the 
babbling man into his car. 
 
“Just really, really, really have a lot to say right 
now.” Xander fiddled with the glove box. He fiddled 
with the stereo dials, he fiddled with the window 
mechanism. Bill shook his head and drove him 
home. 
 
The next morning Xander Harris admitted to himself 
that he was a guy who really, really, really shouldn’t 
do drugs. 

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
On a whim, he signed up at a local Martial Arts 
school and found that, compared to other mortals, 
he kinda kicked ass. The first time his fist connected 
with someone’s mouth, though, and drew blood, he 
felt sick. Apparently he wasn’t into violence. Xander 



was amazed at how much he did not know about 
himself. 

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
He bought an old car. It came with its own set of 
worn tools, and that alone should have been a 
warning to him, but he had some idea that he’d fix 
it up. Xander soon sadly discovered that he was not 
a guy who was into tinkering with cars.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
He found a new place. He was a guy whose home 
environment meant something to him. Bill helped 
him move in. 
 
They had brought the refrigerator in last, plugged it 
in and ceremoniously loaded it with two six packs of 
beer. Xander flopped down onto the sofa and 
groaned with relief. 
 



“Geez, man. Thanks for helping me out,” he said. 
 
Bill shrugged. “Sure.” 
 
Xander wriggled on the couch. He had a beer and a 
TV. One of those boxes held his collection of porn 
videos, but he was too tired to unpack it. 
 
Bill handed him a slightly cooled beer and stood 
there for a minute regarding him. 
 
He nodded at Xander’s perpetual bulge. “You want I 
should take care of that for you, too?” he asked 
lightly. 
 
“What?” Xander almost drew his knee up like a girl. 
 
Bill laughed. “You know, “ he gestured. “I don’t 
mind. Just relieve a little stress.” At Xander’s 
shocked expression. “Oh. Right. Sorry.” 
 
It was funny how much he hadn’t known about 
himself. Xander parted his knees ever so slightly. He 
shifted imperceptibly on the couch. He stared at 



Bill, his eye gone totally black. “Never done that,” 
he whispered hoarsely. Bill gave him a knowing look 
and dropped easily to his knees in front of Xander. 
He touched the inside of his thighs, gently, lightly 
and Xander just let his legs sway open. 
 
Bill looked up at him, a smirk on his lips and he 
reached for Xander’s fly. Xander helped him, his 
mouth slightly open, his gaze fixed on Bill. His 
erection popped out into Bill’s hand, and Xander 
was not surprised at all at how hard he was already. 
He watched, as the man’s mouth slowly took his 
penis in. And felt another block in the wall settle 
and grip the mortar.  
 
Xander leaned his head against the sofa back and 
closed his eye as the warm mouth drew on him 
expertly. It seemed there was an awful lot he still 
didn’t know about himself. 

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
He was coming back together. Xander felt like he 



was sliding back into himself, as he would slide his 
hand into an old glove. There were places that 
rubbed, where knuckles no longer met the groove, 
thumb joints bending differently. But it was starting 
to soften. His life was beginning to wear back into 
itself. 
 
There was shrapnel, though. Xander was a guy who 
stuck with things. There had been so much 
unfinished business in the past. He didn’t think 
about it, much, but it bit at him. He knew, 
somehow, he’d finally have to do something about 
it.  
 
It was the old car that finally did it. He had decided 
to take it out on a short trip. Some shadowy, 
unacknowledged phantom that made him turn left 
on the main highway, back towards the pit that had 
been his home. He was a good half hour along, in 
the California desert at high noon, when the 
radiator gave out.  
 
Xander subsisted on the lower economic level of 
the era he had been born into. Though 



conveniences existed, he couldn’t afford them. He 
didn’t have cable. He didn’t have a cell phone. He 
didn’t have triple AAA. He gazed morosely at the 
belching, hiccupping mess that was his radiator. Left 
the hood up with a note to the state patrolmen and 
a philosophical shrug goodbye to any part there 
that might have market value, and began trudging 
back towards what he hoped might be civilization. 
 
He walked for some time without looking up. The 
sun had lowered until it was pitched at an angle 
that glared nauseatingly into his eye. When it set 
enough for him to see comfortably, he was standing 
in front of a lonely truck stop. It was all but 
deserted except for the cars up on blocks in the side 
yard, grass growing around their wheels. A faded 
blue building next to it was obviously vacant. 
“Laundry” barely discernable in the washed out 
paint. As he approached, he saw the metal and wire 
guts of torn away machines hanging from the walls.  
 
Trash blew against the fence and trucks roared by 
on the distant main highway. 
 



He walked up to the door of the gas station. 
 
On the door, yellowed tape peeled from water-
warped paper. “No Change for Laundry” in a messy 
scrawl. The entire surface of the door was covered 
with old cigarette ads. A sign in the corner near the 
door declared the establishment possibly “Open”. 
Nearby was another sign, “All Deliveries Here,” with 
an arrow pointing downwards. The section of the 
ground it pointed towards sprouted tufts of grass 
and a candy wrapper. 
 
Xander pushed through the door. Its pneumatic 
mechanism was stiff and he caught his bag in it as 
he squeezed through. There was no one present. It 
was one of those tiny, seedy places. Shelves 
dominated by motor oil and porn. Candy bars and a 
well stocked freezer section. Xander walked up to 
the formica counter, hidden behind a rack of ratty 
maps, and pondered an open cash register. He 
looked around again. 
 
“Hello?”  
 



If he had any skin-crawly nerves left, they would 
have been activated by now. He nervously peered 
over the counter to be sure the owner wasn’t lying 
in a pool of blood back there. The cash drawer was 
still full, he noted, so there hadn’t been a robbery. 
 
“Yeah, I’m coming,” called a deep male voice from 
somewhere behind him. Xander jumped and 
whirled.  
 
“Hey, hey sorry,” he backed away from the register. 
“Just looking for a phone. Or a mechanic.” 
 
The man came around the shelves, apparently 
straightening the contents as he passed. “I might be 
able to help you,” he said in a strange British accent, 
then turned. His eyes met Xander’s and widened. 
He took one instinctive step back then froze. 
 
Xander gaped and stared into clear blue eyes in an 
unmistakable face. But it wasn’t possible, was it? 
 
“Spike?” he gasped.  



 
 
 
 
 

1 No Change for Laundry 

There was a long moment while the axis of the 
earth shifted and the story of his life turned a page 
to a wholly unexpected chapter.  
 
“Spike?” 
 
The man before him was frozen, apparently 
considering his options. The absolute fear and panic 
that had immediately appeared on his face 
removed the casual denial option. Xander could 
actually see him consider and discard this. The 
man’s weight shifted back, forward. The flight 
option was considered. Discarded. Then something 
climbed into the familiar face. A kind of shudder as 
the skin drew into a stiff smirk and the blue eyes 
narrowed disdainfully. 
 



“Harris,” sneered Spike.  
 
Xander stepped back involuntarily and came up 
hard against the counter. “S… Spike..” he repeated 
stupidly. “But you’re dead. Or…” An array of images, 
ideas, tumbled before his mind’s eye. For a horrible 
moment, he thought himself in the presence of a 
Master Vampire. He studied the uneasy, cautious 
being before him and relaxed a bit. “Buffy said you 
were dusted.” He said it like an accusation. 
 
Something bent in Spike’s eyes. As if the light inside 
was suddenly caught in a crazy glass and refracted. 
Then the impression was gone. His eyes looked very 
blue and vulnerable. “She okay, then?” whispered 
Spike. 
 
“Yeah. She’s…” This was all too much. Xander shook 
his head and turned away. Looking for somewhere 
to sit. He flailed a bit. Spike stepped forward, 
produced a plastic chair near the front window, 
shoved it forward. Xander sank gratefully into it, 
gripped the sharp seat edge with one hand and 
rubbed at his patch. He tried to sort things in his 



mind. “You didn’t dust.” 
 
A quick inhalation of breath and a hiss. Xander 
looked up, startled. Spike was standing before him, 
gazing out the window. “Yeah,” said the vampire 
slowly. “Yeah, I dusted.” 
 
“Then how?” Xander looked around the shop 
quickly. Something wasn’t right. Something out of 
place. How could he feel that when he had never 
been here before? Spike was still standing in front 
of him. His hand absently curling and uncurling. A 
watch hung loosely on his wrist. Xander thought he 
had never seen the vampire wearing a timepiece 
before. It was an old silver expandoband type. Like 
an old man would wear. The hairs on his arm, 
wheat blond and white, floating above the gold 
skin, caught in its links, lighter colored skin peeking 
around the edge of the band.  
 
“Spike?” whispered Xander slowly. 
 
He looked up slowly as the vampire shifted his gaze 
from that distant point outside, back down to him. 



The light fell over one cheek and lay inside Spike’s 
right eye. A clear pool of blue, like the water on an 
untouched tropical island, sun shifting and dancing 
in its depths. Xander was hypnotized by that light. 
 
“Spike,” he breathed, “you’re not dead.” 
 
The man chuckled awkwardly. “Yeah. We 
established that, Harris. You feelin’ a bit dizzy from 
the heat?” 
 
For some reason, Xander was suddenly enraged. He 
stood violently, throwing the plastic chair 
screeching back against the window frame, almost 
shoving himself up against Spike. “Don’t fuck with 
me, Spike,” he spat furiously into the startled man’s 
face. “What happened? What’s going on? Why are 
you alive?” 
 
Spike took a step back. Moving out of the 
intimidation zone that held Xander’s aggression. “I 
don’t know,” said Spike simply, baldly. “I don’t 
know what happened.” That prism effect seemed to 
ride for a minute in his eyes again, then he blinked 



and shifted his glance away with a jut of the chin. 
“Woke up and I was breathin’.” 
 
“Fuck,” said Xander, completely at a loss. 
 
“Yeah. Definitely.” Spike laughed shortly, his head 
still turned at that angle that made his expression 
inaccessible. He turned, with a little lilt of his 
shoulders, back towards the center of the shop. 
“So. Ya need a phone? We ain’t got one, but I’ll give 
ya some change for the payphone.” 
 
Xander stared. “Wait a minute.” 
 
“Yeah, sure. Take yer time.” 
 
“No. No, I mean.” Xander tried to grasp at some 
meaning here. Some rule. “You can’t just… I mean. 
Is that it?” He shook his head slowly and heavily, 
like a big bear. “Spike, you’re alive!” 
 
The man shoved the cash register drawer closed 
with a bang and plunked a handful of change down 
on the formica counter. He rested his hand lightly 



there and gazed at Xander challengingly. “Phone’s 
out back, Harris,” Spike pronounced carefully. “You 
want a mechanic? I might be able to help you. Rates 
are cheap.” 
 
Xander gaped. “But … but we have to tell 
someone.” He looked around as if someone might 
manifest there on the spot. Maybe a television 
news crew. “We should call Buffy.” 
 
“No!” Spike said violently enough to make Xander 
jump. “No,” he said more gently. “Look.” Spike 
came back around the counter quickly, holding his 
hand out in a placating gesture. His voice pleading. 
“Look, Harris. She’s okay now, yeah? Don’t need ol’ 
Spike around, right?” He bit his lip and the gesture 
made him look suddenly so young that Xander felt 
as if the image shimmered, as if someone else 
peered out at him for a minute. Someone very 
young and fragile.  
 
Xander shook his head confusedly. “You don’t want 
to tell her. But I would have thought…” 
 



“No,” said Spike sincerely. “Please.”  
 
Xander looked at him and felt a glimmer of 
recognition. “No more,” he said. 
 
“Yeah,” said Spike, watching him carefully with eyes 
both innocent and full of a kind of fluttering, like 
startled pigeons. “No more. That’s right.” 
 
“Alright then.” Xander spaced the words out slowly. 
“So. You can recommend a cheap mechanic?” 

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
It was weird. Xander’s vocabulary was completely 
unequal to the task of describing what it was like to 
sit next to Spike, in the lowering dusk, in an old Ford 
pick-up truck. Driving down a two lane country 
road. So that’s the word he thought. This was weird. 
 
Spike. Xander wondered if the vampire had changed 
his name now. Like Angelus had changed his name 
to Angel. But Spike hadn’t changed his name when 



he got the soul, hadn’t made that distinction. Only 
now did Xander realize that and wonder at it. The 
man next to him didn’t look at all like a Spike. The 
hard turtle-shell waxed bleached hair was gone. 
Spike’s wheat colored hair, with the black roots, 
was short and tufted, framing his face in a halo of 
gold and toast. It looked like the kind of haircut 
young boys got at Super Cuts. He was wearing an 
oversized cotton short sleeved shirt. So faded, the 
light blue and white checked pattern was barely 
discernable. There was a lightness about him. As if 
the wind blowing through the open window could 
easily pluck him out and toss him onto the road. His 
name didn’t suit him. 
 
“So what do you call yourself now,” asked Xander 
casually.  
 
Spike’s expression didn’t falter. “Spike.” 
 
“Surprised to hear that. Don’t you guys usually 
change your names?” 
 
Spike didn’t answer. He drove with one hand at the 



top of the steering wheel. His arm muscular but 
graceful in a golden arc of lightly tanned skin, 
bleached hairs blowing slightly, freckles at the bulge 
in the forearm. 
 
“You freckle,” said Xander, almost to himself. 
 
“Yeah,” said Spike absently. “Fair skinned English 
bloke, you know. Burn easily.” The words strummed 
in Xander’s ears. He looked at Spike carefully. The 
former vampire was still gazing steadily at the road 
in front of him. 
 
“That it up ahead?” asked Spike, nodding at the 
windshield.  
 
“Yeah. That’s my baby.” Xander winced. “Oh fuck, I 
can’t look.” 
 
“Well, avert yer eyes then, Harris,” said Spike, 
turning his truck onto the shoulder with an easy 
swing of the wheel. “Looks like the vultures been at 
her.” 
 



They had stolen the wheels, the battery and the 
factory installed radio. Really not that bad, or not as 
bad as Xander had learned to expect from the 
vagaries of fate.  
 
Spike brought two doughnuts out of his truck and 
raised the wheelless end up on the tow. As they 
rolled back to the station, the sun setting behind 
them, he explained that Xander could get the work 
done if the ‘owner’ agreed.  
 
“Who’s the owner?” 
 
“Bloke I work for. Name’s Percy.” 
 
“Oh. You’re not the owner.” 
 
Spike rolled his eyes at him. “Don’t even have an 
identity, Harris. Sure as hell ain’t gonna own a 
business.” 
 
“Well.” Xander thought. “I’m a bit strapped right 
now. Think the credit’s had it. Place I work at might 
give me an advance. D’you think the guy would let 



me come back tomorrow with the cash?” 
 
Spike was quiet for a minute. “I don’t know if that’s 
a good idea, Harris,” he said after a bit. He was 
silent, thinking. “I’ll talk to him,” he said finally. 
“Maybe we can work somethin’ out.” 
 
“Thanks, Spike,” said Xander slowly. The words 
tasting odd in his mouth.  
 
“No problem. What friends are for,” said Spike 
absently. He was focused on the road ahead of him 
and didn’t notice Xander’s quick, startled look.  
 
They drove the rest of the way in silence. 

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Xander called the bar when they got back to the 
station, and made his excuses for the shift he would 
miss. When he came back in, Spike was missing. He 
wandered out into the garage and saw the former 
vampire leaning over his car.  



 
Spike stood without sensing Xander. He had pulled 
off his shirt and climbed into a pair of greasy 
overalls. They were worn, oversized and hung on 
worn straps from his lean frame, cuffs rolled at the 
bottom. They had obviously been originally 
purchased for someone else. Grease up to his 
elbows, Spike rested a rather large sprocket wrench 
against one leg and gazed at Xander’s engine, biting 
his lip.  
 
Xander had always assumed that Spike’s grace and 
strength were part of the whole vampire package. 
But the man adjusted the heavy wrench and 
reached down into the core of the engine with it, 
twisting his body in one fluid motion, as the muscle 
in his arm bulged from wrist to shoulder. He lifted 
his elbow, revealing the dark underarm hair and a 
tight muscle wrapping his ribs and disappearing into 
his waist. Xander ran a hand up through his hair, his 
pinky jutting slightly to check his patch. It was his 
newest nervous habit. He cleared his throat. 
 
Spike looked up, startled, that flock of seagulls in his 



eyes again, and Xander thought it must be weird to 
not have super senses after over a hundred years. 
And even more weird that he, Xander Harris, had 
just frightened Spike.  
 
He nodded apologetically, indicated the car. 
“What’s the verdict?”  
 
Spike chewed at his lip for a minute, unconsciously 
tossing the wrench easily from one hand to the 
other. “Where the hell did you find this piece of 
shit, Harris?” 
 
Xander grinned at himself. “Guy said it belonged to 
a little old lady from Sunnydale.” 
 
“Hell, Harris.” Spike shook his head.  
 
“Is there hope?” 
 
“There’s always hope,” said Spike with a sigh. “But 
it’s gonna cost you.” 
 
“Yeah, well.” Xander crossed his arms and nodded. 



“It always does.” 
 
Spike flicked him a look.  
 
“So, Spike.” Xander sidled up to the man cautiously. 
He felt like he was talking to a stranger. “When did 
you learn to fix cars?” 
 
Spike snorted. “Always knew how. Wanker. What’d 
you think, that old Desoto ran ‘erself?” 
 
“I kinda just figured you intimidated poor garage 
mechanics into fixing it.” 
 
“NEVER fuck with your mechanic, Harris.” Spike 
emphasized his words with a couple of emphatic 
beats of the wrench in the air before him. He 
grinned and looked down, rubbed at his chin with 
the back of a greasy hand, leaving a streak of black. 
He fiddled with the wrench and leaned back into 
the car engine.  
 
Xander didn’t know how to react to this being. He 
leaned awkwardly against the car. His hand rubbing 



back and forth across the cracked vinyl roof. 
 
“Umm, so, Spike.” 
 
Spike turned quickly and began sorting through 
tools in a dolley truck behind him. He made quite a 
bit of noise doing it. Xander almost felt that he was 
being shut out. He pushed away from the car and 
wandered around the periphery of the garage a 
little, as Spike clattered away.  
 
“You want a beer?” Xander had to shout.  
 
Spike continued busily working, he shook his head. 
“Nah. Help yerself though. There’s some in the 
fridge that’s paid for.”  
 
Xander found the indicated mini-fridge and pulled a 
cooled American brew from a full six-pack inside. He 
leaned back and watched Spike work. To Xander’s 
eye, Spike seemed to shape shift. One minute a 
simple young stranger. Helpful, reticent. Grace and 
simplicity of movement of a natural athlete. His tow 
head and able hands would have marked him as 



some Midwestern farmboy. The next moment, 
Spike was still the potentially violent creature of 
Xander’s memory. A quirk of an eyebrow. The flat 
handed way he slammed the hood down on the car. 
A muscle tensing in his jaw, just before he spoke. 
And especially the occasional mild expletive that he 
muttered, all had Xander back to that place where 
Spike was dangerous.  
 
Spike cleaned the grease off the hood carefully. He 
cleaned the tools with equal care and stepped out 
of the coveralls. As he stood at the sink, lathering 
and scrubbing the grease from himself, leaning over 
into the spray, Xander caught his eye traveling to 
the hollow of his back, where it dipped into the 
waisband of the denim jeans. He jerked his gaze 
away. Spike stood and rubbed a towel over his face 
and arms. Xander swallowed beer and studiously 
gazed out the door. 
 
“So where is he?” 
 
Spike turned and looked a question. “He?” he asked 
uneasily. 



 
“The owner,” said Xander. He looked back at Spike, 
taking great care to keep his gaze on his face. The 
man was looking down, however, fingering the 
cotton of his shirt. He pulled it up one arm, turning 
away from Xander.  
 
“Ah. He’ll show up some time,” Spike said vaguely. 
“Maybe tonight.” 

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Spike didn’t appear to have much to do around the 
station. He wandered back and forth, occasionally 
straightening items on shelves. No customers came 
by. The new location of the Interstate having 
removed the station from all but local traffic. But 
Spike could not remain still. 
 
Xander sat in one of the plastic chairs, perusing a 
very old copy of Playboy and surrepticiously 
watched the man prowl up and down. He wondered 
if Spike’s edginess was due in part to the unspoken 



questions that he must be holding in abeyance. 
Xander understood the dread, somewhat. Finally, 
he set down his magazine and sighed loudly. Spike 
looked up at him with those wide, sky blue eyes. 
 
“So how come you aren’t travellin’ with yer crew?” 
 
“Not my crew any longer.” The silence lapped at the 
edge of that statement for a minute. Xander 
watched Spike try out a number of questions. But in 
the end all he got was a grunt and a nod. 
 
“So aren’t you going to ask me about her?” said 
Xander baldly. 
 
Spike leaned on the counter and toyed with a bit of 
torn paper there. “Don’t need to. Know she’s safe. 
The bit’s okay, yeah?” He tilted his head up and 
peered at Xander anxiously.  
 
“Yeah, yeah, Dawn’s fine.” 
 
“Watcher and Red, they made it?” 
 



Xander nodded, he studied his hand. 
 
“Your demon chit doing okay?” 
 
Xander took a deep breath. It was the first time 
anyone had asked him about Anya since her death. 
He opened his mouth to say the words, and found 
them horrible and thick on his tongue. Like old 
hamburger. “Sh .. she’s dead,” he ground out, still 
staring at his hand.  
 
“Shit, I’m sorry, Xander,” said Spike softly. Xander 
miserably felt tears rising to his eyes at the 
unexpected sympathy. He looked down at his beer 
and struggled to keep the muscles of his face still as 
they tried to scrunch up. To his horror, he heard the 
other man coming across the floor to him now. He 
couldn’t think why. 
 
A bottle of beer was thrust at him and he gratefully 
grabbed it. Washed the taste of the words out of his 
mouth and finished shakily, “one of the 
Ubervamps…” 
 



He sat struggling with himself, staring at the bottle 
of beer as he rolled it between his hands. After a 
while he was able to speak. “Good beer,” he said 
finally, squinting sideways at the man standing 
attentively beside him.  
 
“Hide ‘em at the back of the case,” Spike explained 
gruffly without looking at Xander. “Hey, there’s an 
old set in the garage, wanna watch the game?” 
 
Xander gratefully took another slug of the beer and 
rubbed his thumb along the damp, cool glass. 
“What’s playing?” he asked weakly. He jumped out 
of his skin when Spike laid a palm lightly on his 
shoulder. He looked up, startled, into glistening 
blue eyes. Prisms of light broke and regathered 
there. Xander thought for a moment that Spike had 
tears in his eyes for Anya, but shook the impression 
off. 
 
“Fucked if I know, Harris,” said Spike, “sport’s sport. 
Wanna watch?” 



 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
They watched the television. Xander let his mind 
relax a bit in the fluffy bosom of sport, wondering 
only why anyone would name a hockey team after a 
Disney movie. He felt that something stiff and toxic 
had been squeezed from his cells. The taste of grief 
was still there, but for the time being the beer was 
adequate to drown it. Beer and the static of an 
inadequately received television signal on a cheap 
set was all Xander wanted to think about at the 
moment. 
 
Spike was still restless; he wandered around the 
shop, picking up bits of trash and straightening 
tools. 
 
“Only decent American sport is this hockey,” he 
commented finally. 
 
Xander could have this conversation. This 
conversation was not disturbing. “How would you 



know decent sport? You think that a bunch of guys 
standing around in their suit pants wacking at a ball 
with a two by four is sport.” 
 
“Cricket is beyond the meager intelligence of you 
Americans to appreciate.” 
 
Xander made a derisive snort. He felt it adequately 
refuted Spike’s statement.  
 
Spike stopped suddenly and took a deep shaky 
breath. He bent a little at the waist, one hand 
reaching to a work bench for support.  
 
“You okay?” asked Xander, half coming out of his 
seat. 
 
“Yeah. Yeah.” Spike waved him off. He bent over 
the rest of the way, picked up something from the 
floor and tossed it into the wastebasket. 
“Sometimes I forget to breathe.” 
 
Xander sat back into his chair. So much for the non-
disturbing conversation. 



 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
It was well after sunset when a truck pulled into the 
gravelly parking space in front of the garage. The 
lights from the shop fanned a small arc across the 
ground and Xander could see a big, middle aged 
man decending heavily from the driver’s side. He 
glanced at Spike who rose from his chair, his face 
expressionless.  
 
“’S him,” he nodded.  
 
The man opened the shop door and stood in it, 
waiting. Spike switched off the set wordlessly and 
left the garage through the vehicle entrance. 
Xander followed, and Spike pulled the door down 
behind him. As he and Xander filed past Percy into 
the store, Xander suddenly felt like he had stayed 
out past his curfew. Percy glanced at Xander. His 
eyes did a quick sweep head to toe, then he looked 
back at Spike. 
 



“Harris here’s got car troubles,” Spike said gruffly. 
He hooked his thumbs in his jeans pocket, rocked 
forward and back on his feet. Obviously nervous. 
 
Percy looked back at Xander. He had that watery 
eyed and suspiciously resentful look of the eternally 
behind. 
 
Xander pulled out his crooked smile and stepped 
forward with a hand offered. Percy took it, still 
watching him suspiciously. “Thanks,” Xander said, 
smiling as hard as he could into that hostile face. 
“for letting me hang out, for towing me back.” 
 
Percy nodded an acknowledgment and looked back 
at Spike. “It’s not free,” he told them both. Spike 
nodded and looked around, rubbing one hand 
against his hip. He appeared to be at a loss. 
 
“Didn’t you ring it up?” asked Percy, moving 
towards the cash register. He shot a dark look at 
Spike, “write out an estimate?”  
 
Spike folded his arms around himself and shook his 



head. Xander was suddenly excruciatingly 
embarrassed for him.  
 
“You’re so stupid, Spike,” said Percy. He almost 
smiled as he drew a thumbed yellow pad out from 
under the counter. “You can’t remember anything,” 
he declared slapping it down. “Now come over 
here,” he said with an exaggerated sigh, “and let me 
show you how to do it again.” 
 
Spike shuffled over. The muscle worked in his cheek 
and Xander was suddenly reminded of Spike 
throwing him violently up against a tree once in a 
rage. He waited for the outburst. 
 
“Sorry, Percy,” said Spike softly, and took the 
proferred pencil with a careful hand. 
 
He filled the form out slowly, following Percy’s 
instructions. The other man obviously enjoyed the 
process. Speaking to Spike as if he were simple or a 
child. Spike dociley entered the required 
information. He didn’t look at Xander when he was 
finished. 



 
Percy tore off the copies and handed Xander his. 
Xander glanced at the figure and over-reacted on 
purpose. “Whoa, more than she cost to begin with,” 
he joked. Spike looked at Percy and ran his hand 
over his hair hesitantly. “Xander’s an old mate of 
mine, Percy,” he said slowly. “Mebbee we could fix 
it fer him and take his word that he’ll pay?” 
 
Percy made a great show of thinking about this, 
then shook his head. “Nah, as a business man,” he 
said, “I have to consider the precedent.” 
 
“He’s good for it, Percy.” Spike said. “I can vouch for 
him.” 
 
Percy considered Spike. He smiled. “You’ll vouch for 
him?” 
 
“Yeah, Percy,” said Spike eagerly. “I guarantee he’ll 
pay you back.” 
 
“Well, Spike,” said Percy slowly. “If you guarantee 
it.” The expression he showed to Xander shared 



how foolish they should both think Spike to be.  
 
Xander bristled at being supposed to think like this 
man. “I’ll bring the cash in the morning,” he said 
promptly.  
 
Percy looked a little confused and disappointed as 
his game deflated. But then he nodded slowly. “In 
the morning then.” He looked around the shop, 
master of his domain. Looked back at Spike. “In the 
morning,” he said warningly, “I’ll be back.” He 
walked importantly from the shop. 
 
After he left Xander leaned against the counter, 
laughing. “Shit. Terminator much?” His smile faded 
at Spike’s look. “What?” 
 
Spike shrugged and crumpled a register receipt, 
tossed it expertly into a trash container five feet 
away. “Shouldn’t fuck with Percy.” 
 
“He’s an ass, Spike.”  
 
Spike didn’t look at Xander. “He helped me out. 



Gave me a job. Fed me, gave me clothes. I couldn’ a 
made it without him.” 
 
Xander considered the subdued man before him. 
“I’m sorry, Spike,” he said quietly, “I didn’t know. 
None of us knew.” 
 
“Hey,” shrugged Spike, “I didn’t know neither. Or I 
probably wouldn’a done it.” He turned back 
towards the garage. “I got a set of used tires back 
here that should fit your car,” he said walking away, 
“they’re crap so Percy should let you have ‘em 
cheap.” 
 
Xander followed, considering. “Spike?” The former 
vampire ignored him, but Xander was determined 
this time. “Spike, what happened? I mean, all of 
Sunnydale collapsed. How did you make it out?” 
 
Spike heaved a worn tire from a stack in the corner. 
He set it on the ground and rotated it carefully, 
running his hands along the sidewalls, bouncing it a 
bit.  
 



“Spike,” insisted Xander, “how did you end up here? 
Why didn’t you try to call anybody?” 
 
Spike rolled the tire towards Xander’s car. He rested 
it against it, and turned to lift a jack from the rack 
mount on the wall.  
 
“Spike?” Xander was exasperated. 
 
Spike looked at him once. His eyes were bright and 
torn across the middle with the reflection of the 
shop’s fluorescent lights. 
 
“I dug myself out, Harris. Just like the last time I 
died. Only this time when I broke the surface I 
wasn’t a magical being with supernatural strength.” 
He threw the jack apparatus to the ground with a 
heavy clang and dropped to his knees, shoved the 
lug wrench against the rims and began jerking hard 
at the nuts. “This time I was just a naked bloke, 
blisterin’ in the sun,” he gritted out between 
efforts. “This time I was nothin’.” 



 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Xander unhappily drove away from the station 
when Spike had finished putting the temporary tires 
on his car. Spike had banged around the store, 
heated a frozen burrito in the microwave and made 
a meal of it, leaning against the counter, his back to 
Xander. Xander had repeated his promise that he 
would return in the morning with cash in payment, 
but Spike seemed not to care. 
 
Xander had obediently left. Now, speeding through 
the seamless darkness, reflective road dots his only 
distraction, he couldn’t let go of the feeling of 
wrongness. He was an hour away from the gas 
station, when he impulsively pulled onto the 
shoulder and u-turned back the other way. He 
pressed his car to speed, not even sure why, or 
what he would say to Spike when he arrived. 

2 Sometimes I Forget to Breathe 



Percy’s truck was parked in front of the store again. 
As Xander pulled his car onto the gravelly surface, 
he worried briefly about what he would say to the 
garage owner about his return. He had pretty much 
settled on a plausible explanation as he pushed into 
the shop. The front was as empty as it had been the 
last time. Cash register closed however, Xander 
noted, peering around. There was a noise from the 
back and he turned patiently, waiting for Spike to 
emerge.  
 
More noise, but no one came forward. With a weird 
sensation climbing the back of his neck, Xander 
made his way towards what now had become a 
recognizably repetitive sound. Something slamming 
against a wall, accompanied by quite a bit of 
rattling. There was a swinging door in the back, with 
a little round glass window set into it.  
 
Xander was about to look through the window, 
when he heard a man’s voice cry out. He stopped 
dead, feeling a hot rush of nausea all over his body. 
Before his mind could acknowledge what the rest of 
him already knew, he saw his hand flat against the 
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door, shoving it open hard. 
 
Xander’s brain reported the information before his 
eyes in weird little staccato snapshots. As if he 
could not take it in as a whole moment. He saw 
Percy’s face, wet and shaking with effort, his eyes 
clenched shut. His upper torso jerking hard. The 
rhythmic noise was the protest of the shaking metal 
cot below him. His arm was pushed forward holding 
himself up, holding something down. Xander’s mind 
blinked and tried to shutter what Percy held down, 
but he couldn’t stop the image from entering his 
brain. His body fought against it, bringing him into 
the room, reaching for the man, anger and fear and 
panic as his mind registered the fat knuckles 
clenched in the wheat colored curls at the back of 
the slender white neck. 
 
Spike’s face was buried in the mattress, involuntary 
grunts erupting from him. Percy didn’t even see 
Xander before a fist with a mind of its own 
connected with the side of his head. 
 
“Get OFF him!” screamed Xander. 
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Percy was shoved into the wall by the force of 
Xander’s assault, then he fell forward and off the 
side, with a garishly open mouth and staring eyes. 
Xander saw the fat hand open and release the 
golden head. Spike didn’t seem to be reacting. 
Percy howled and Xander felt his body react again, 
kicking violently at the half-fallen torso as it 
struggled from the cot.  
 
“Fucker! You fucker!” screamed Xander, his fists 
and feet connecting randomly with parts of Percy’s 
body. 
 
His mind could not catch up to his body’s action, but 
he saw Spike now struggling up off the cot, 
registered his nakedness, some kind of mark on his 
face, eyes enormous, hand reaching towards 
Xander, shouting something. 
 
“Stop. Xander, stop!” Spike was yelling. He came 
forward and Xander had to stop his assault of Percy 
because Spike was between them, holding his arms, 
his torso blocking Xander’s kicks. Xander found 



himself gasping for air, as he placed his hands 
between them and shoved back. Away from Spike, 
away from the awareness that was leaping at him 
now. A semi-naked man curled on the floor, blood 
poured from his nose, bloody hands protecting his 
head. Hoarse screams coming from his mouth. 
 
Spike’s hands were strong and hard on his biceps. 
Spike’s face was blanched and strained. He yelled in 
Xander’s face again. “What the fuck? What the fuck 
are you doing?”  
 
Xander gestured, “He was…” he struggled to 
breathe, “he was raping you?” he said, almost 
pleading with Spike not to deny it. 
 
Spike shoved him violently back and turned away. 
“Shove off, Harris,” he said, hoarsely. “Go home.” 
 
Percy was struggling off the floor now. He spoke 
through broken lips at both men. “Get out of here,” 
he demanded of Xander, then he rounded on Spike. 
“You too. Get out! You’re fired. Get out!” Spike 
stood unsteadily in the middle of the floor looking 



at him. 
 
“Percy…” 
 
“Get out!” screamed the man, spitting blood. 
 
“C’mon, Spike.” Xander reached for his arm, but 
Spike jerked away. He stood irresolutely gaping at 
Percy, then rounded on Xander.  
 
“Fuck you, Harris,” he said venomously and grabbed 
a pair of jeans from the corner, started jerking them 
on.  
 
“Get out!” shouted Percy again, hysterically, crying 
and wiping bloody snot across his face. “Get out 
before I call the police!”  
 
Xander’s mind was gaining control of his body 
again. He looked around the tiny room. A cot, a 
dresser. A small television propped up on an 
aluminum tray. A lamp. Spike was jerking on the 
cotton shirt. “Those clothes are mine,” said Percy in 
an angry, little boy’s voice. Spike stopped dressing, 



dropped his hands to his sides, staring at Percy 
helplessly. 
 
“Oh, fine,” said Percy, in that same voice, “But leave 
the watch.” 
 
Spike pulled the watch from his wrist with a shaking 
hand. He placed it carefully on the tray next to the 
television. 
 
“Spike,” said Xander hesitantly. 
 
“I’m sorry, Percy,” Spike said. He didn’t 
acknowledge Xander. 
 
Percy shook his head, wiping at his face and 
struggling slowly to sit on the mattress. “Just get 
the fuck out,” he said. 
 
Spike turned and pushed Xander to the side as he 
strode from the room. Xander gathered his wits for 
a moment. Percy cast him one more frightened and 
wall eyed look as Xander backed out the door. He 
spun around in time to see Spike slamming out of 



the shop, heading across the driveway towards the 
road. 
 
“Spike, wait!” Xander ran after him, only just now 
realizing that Spike was angry with him, that 
perhaps he had not wanted Xander to interrupt 
whatever had been happening in that small room. 
“Spike!” He caught up to him and stopped. He 
didn’t feel that he ought to take the man’s arm just 
now. The hostility was popping off him in almost 
visible sparks. 
 
“I’m sorry,” said Xander. 
 
Spike cast him a quick, malevolent look. He turned 
and started walking down the black highway. Facing 
backwards, his thumb extended. “How many times 
do I have to tell you to fuck off, Harris,” Spike asked 
the night in front of him. 
 
“Let me give you a ride, at least,” said Xander, 
following him. “Tell me where you live.” 
 
That stopped Spike for a minute. He gathered 



himself and resumed his hitchhiking, still addressing 
the night instead of Xander. “We just left it. You 
beat up my landlord.” 
 
Xander flashed again on the pantry sized room. The 
few bits of furniture. The tv. He had a sudden image 
of a closet in a long buried apartment. It was too 
wrong. He snarled, “What, were you just now 
paying the month’s rent?” 
 
Spike swung out at him in a quick, vicious white 
rage. His fist caught Xander so hard he was hurled 
backwards in an arc before he hit the ground. 
 
Xander’s head snapped back and he felt his neck 
wrench as his elbow contacted pavement, hard. He 
slid sideways in the gritty dark mud and just lay 
sprawled, staring up at Spike. 
 
“Fuck!’ screamed Spike at the night. He stood there 
breathing loudly while Xander lay on the ground 
before him. 
 
Xander’s jaw throbbed. “Well,” he spoke carefully 



around the ache in his face, “I guess I deserved 
that.” He rolled and pushed himself up from the 
slimy grit, facing Spike. The man’s face was hidden 
in the dark, his body turned half away from Xander, 
but in the dimness, Xander could still see the 
slender figure in the short-sleeved cotton shirt 
shaking as the desert night wind picked up and blew 
across them. 
 
“Spike,” said Xander reasonably. “Let me give you a 
lift. To wherever you want. Look at you, you’re 
freezing.” 
 
Spike looked down at his body as if it were mystery 
he had just discovered. He scanned the flat plain 
around them, nothing but the constant hiss of the 
desert wind and stars pressing down on endless 
blackness. He sighed. “Yeah. Sure, Harris.” He 
turned back towards the parking lot, utterly 
defeated. 
 
They climbed into Xander’s car in silence. Xander 
wisely didn’t ask Spike if he needed to go fetch any 
belongings. As they pulled out onto the main road, 



Xander noticed Spike’s head lift and turn just once 
to look back at the gas station. Just a twitch, and 
then he slumped down into his seat, facing forward. 
 
Xander shifted into gear and drove away. It was 
something he and Spike had always had in common, 
he thought. They were both pragmatists. They both 
just got on with it. 

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Spike was silent through the entire trip. Just once, 
Xander had asked him if there was anywhere in 
particular he wanted to be taken and Spike had 
shrugged and slouched down further in his seat, 
looking out the side window.  
 
Xander took that as a big, “No, you fucker, I have 
nowhere to go,” and finally just drove them both 
back to his own apartment. When he reached up to 
the visor and pressed the garage door mechanism, 
Spike glanced at him briefly and shifted 
uncomfortably in his seat. Xander waited until he 



had parked the car.  
 
He contemplated his keys and offered, “I have a 
decent couch. Bunch of leftover pizza in the fridge, 
probably.” 
 
He felt Spike’s eyes on him. He couldn’t imagine the 
expression that might be on that face, and he didn’t 
want to find out. He climbed out of his car and 
opened the door to the apartment, noting his own 
relief when he heard the passenger side door slam 
shut and Spike come shuffling up behind him. 
 
Xander flicked on the kitchen lights and gestured 
vaguely. It was pretty sparse, he had to admit to 
himself, because he barely made the rent and the 
basics every month, and hadn’t a lot of extra 
scratch for other things. But it was clean. Xander 
was a guy who liked to keep his place clean. And it 
suddenly seemed spacious compared to the back 
room of a gas station.  
 
He had a small pine kitchen table and a couple of 
folding chairs. He walked through to the living room 



and indicated the couch. He had bought it new, and 
now was pleased that he had bothered to purchase 
something relatively comfortable. He stood for a 
moment contemplating the nubbly textured 
upholstery.  
 
“Only have one set of sheets,” he mused. 
 
“Don’t matter.” Spike spoke for the first time in 
over an hour. 
 
“Well, yeah it does.” Xander went off into his 
bedroom and began pulling apart his bedding. He 
stomped back, carrying the top sheet. “Don’t want 
you leaving a bunch of drool marks all over my new 
sofa,” he said, snapping the sheet crisply over the 
couch.  
 
There was a definite shift in the room.  
 
“I don’t drool, Harris,” said Spike with a growl, “I’m 
not a fuckin’ Labrador.” 
 
“Which is why I’m letting you sit on the furniture, 



fangless,” teased Xander lightly. He turned and 
chanced a look at Spike. The man was appraising 
him with raised eyebrows, as if amazed that Xander 
had dared to use the old jibe. Then he grinned.  
 
“See how fangless I am,” he said tauntingly. His 
stance shifted defensively, and he lifted his chin and 
smirked at Xander. Beckoned with his hands. 
“C’mon, Harris, give me your best shot.”  
 
Xander’s face stretched into an evil grin. He took a 
couple of steps towards the other man, imagining 
Spike’s shock when his newly mastered roundhouse 
kick connected with the vampire’s jaw. Former 
vampire. Xander stopped and contemplated the 
smaller, lighter man. He shook his head. “Bet you 
get the snot beat out of you on a regular basis,” he 
said chuckling. 
 
Spike immediately dropped his pose and turned his 
head away. Xander wanted to kick himself as he felt 
the mood slide back into the one he had endured in 
the car.  
 



He turned in defeated discouragement back to the 
kitchen. “Well, I’m starving,” he said morosely, 
trudging out of the room. 
 
He was standing at the fridge, contemplating the 
stacks of triangular aluminum foil there, when Spike 
wandered back in. 
 
“Where’s yer microwave, Harris?” asked Spike dully.  
 
“Don’t have one,” Xander said, “I’m poor, Spike, in 
case I haven’t mentioned it before.” He turned and 
switched the electric oven on. “Takes a little longer, 
but works fine.” He turned back to the fridge. 
“We’ve got pizza and …. pizza.” He sighed.  
 
He heard the cupboard doors banging behind him 
and turned to see Spike pulling cans down and 
reading labels. “What are you doing?” 
 
“You got any pans or stuff?” Spike asked. “Can 
opener?” 
 
Xander pulled out a silverware drawer, kicked at a 



lower cupboard. “Some. Why?” 
 
“Lemmee cook somethin’ decent.” At Xander’s non-
plussed look, said, “Just sit and wait a minute, 
Harris. Get out of my way.” 
 
“You don’t have to…” said Xander, sitting obediently 
nevertheless. 
 
“Yeah I do,” sighed Spike, dumping tunafish into a 
bowl. “Man can’t live on pizza.” 

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
They ate the bizarre tuna casserole Spike scraped 
together, using greenpeppers and tomatoes peeled 
off the pizza, as well as a few other odd looking 
ingredients from cans Xander barely remembered 
purchasing. It made a more satisfying meal than 
Xander imagined the pizza would have. 
 
Spike insisted on doing clean-up as well. Xander had 
a strong intuition that Spike needed to do these 



small, useful tasks as a kind of payment, so didn’t 
argue or try to help. He took a shower instead, 
mentally dividing his towel supply in two.  
 
He wrapped his drying towel around his hips and 
padded back into the living room with the 
remaining clean towels. He placed them at the end 
of the sheet-swathed sofa and turned to face Spike, 
standing in the doorway, staring with a startled look 
on his face.  
 
Xander felt the blue eyes prick up and down his 
torso. Spike took a noticeable step backwards. 
Given the situation they had just driven away from, 
Xander didn’t think it was paranoid or conceited of 
Spike to wonder what motivated Xander to help 
him. Given the sudden weird tingle in his belly at 
the eyescan, Xander wondered himself for a 
minute. 
 
“Just bringing you clean towels.” Xander felt 
belatedly that the explanation somehow made the 
unspoken fear more valid. He stepped back, a small 
gesture of his hands meant to indicate 



harmlessness. Spike nodded, still watching him. 
“There’s an extra set of old sweats hanging on the 
bathroom door,” Xander offered, casually dropping 
his gaze away from those wary eyes. Spike stepped 
up to the sofa, and Xander backed away, then 
slipped around him and down the hall to his 
bedroom. 
 
He shut his door and sat down hard on his bed, 
suddenly overwhelmed by the vertigo.  
Spike was alive, he told himself in amazement. He 
was, at this moment, in Xander’s living room, 
breathing and sweating and very much alive. 
Xander went over to his dresser and sorted through 
the pile of pocket debris he emptied there every 
night. Found Buffy’s card. He tapped it thoughtfully 
for a few minutes, then carefully placed it in the box 
on the dresser where he kept his watch.  
 
Xander could hear Spike in the bathroom. The toilet 
flushed and Xander had to sit down hard again on 
the bed. The entire day suddenly heaved itself up 
into his memory and he followed the recitation of it 
like he was watching a science fiction movie. The 



image of Percy and Spike in the pantry together 
rose up again in his mind’s eye, this time helpfully 
supplying those details his shocked brain had 
protected him from the first time. Xander twitched 
uncomfortably and leapt up, suddenly unable to 
think about any of it any longer. He changed into his 
customary boxers, then feeling unaccountably 
naked, grabbed a seldom used flannel robe from 
the closet.  
 
Spike had showered. He sat in the sweats Xander 
had offered him, his chest bare and still damp in the 
low room light. He had the tv on and was flicking 
through the channels lazily. With his wet hair 
slicked back against his head he looked, for a 
moment, so much like the Spike of old, that Xander 
forgot himself. “Hey, hey, my place my TV,” he 
leaned over and snatched the remote from Spike’s 
hand before the man could react, “my remote.” 
Xander pointed and clicked. 
 
Spike didn’t rise to the bait. “Okay,” he said. He 
hugged his upper torso and just sat there. Xander 
dropped his arm and offered the remote back 



again. 
 
“Just fooling around, fangless,” he said, trying to 
find the levity from before. “Here. Switch it back.” 
 
Spike didn’t take the remote; he leaned sideways 
onto the sofa arm, still hugging his bare torso. “Nah. 
Tired anyway.” He shivered.  
 
Xander jumped. “Oh, fuck. Sorry, Spike.” He went 
down to his bedroom and dug around until he 
found an old blanket, snagged one of the throw 
pillows from his bed. “Hey, here.” He re-entered the 
living room and tossed the items onto Spike’s 
figure. The man vaguely plucked at the blanket, 
pulling it around his own shoulders. He sighed.  
 
Xander tsked and jerked the blanket away from 
Spike. “Like this,” he said and spread it evenly over 
the former vampire’s body. He began tucking the 
blanket in behind him, shoving it carefully under 
Spike’s legs and feet.  
 
A strong hand grabbed his arm and stilled it. 



“Thanks, Harris,” said Spike firmly. “I’m good.” 
 
Xander jerked back. He stood, embarrassed. “Yeah. 
Well. Goodnight.” He turned and practically ran 
from the room. 

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Xander woke to the sound of a high pitched, 
continuous scream. He thought, for a moment, that 
one of the ancient appliances which had come with 
the apartment, had finally broken down. Concerned 
that electrical sparks and fire were imminent, he 
forced himself out of bed, half awake. Clad only in 
boxer shorts, but still bothering to find and drag on 
his eye patch, he followed the sound to its source. 
 
By the light of the hallway, Xander could see Spike 
curled in a corner of his living room. The lamp was 
debris all around him, blood all over his arm and 
smeared across the floor. He had his head shoved 
into the corner, clawing at the wall with the 
unbloodied arm. His legs scrabbling against the 



floor as if he was trying to push himself through. He 
appeared to be still asleep, his eyes squeezed shut, 
his face contorted as he continued to wail. Xander 
leapt forward and dragged the smaller man back 
from the wall. Spike was unbelievably strong in his 
delirium and he fought against Xander. The two 
men tussled and fell back against the sofa, it 
scraped across the floor and Xander could imagine 
the pleasant awakening the other residents of the 
building were having just now.  
 
“Spike!” he said loudly, his mouthed pressed up 
against the other man’s ear. “Wake up, Spike.” He 
wrapped his own arms around Spike’s arms and 
chest and hung on as the former vampire bucked up 
against him. 
 
Spike gasped loudly, shouted, and jerked awake. He 
blinked for a moment into Xander’s face then began 
struggling wildly again. Xander immediately let him 
go, clapping a hand over his patched eye and 
holding the other one out as if to show himself 
harmless. Spike backed into the couch, gaping 
groggily. 



 
“Don’t bleed on the furniture,” said Xander, only 
half joking.  
 
Spike pushed himself away and looked down at 
himself. He was covered with blood. He held out his 
arm, staring at it. Xander’s alarm at the sight of 
Spike’s arm temporarily relieved his own self-
consciousness. There were shards of glass there still 
jutting from the skin, and blood mixed with dirt and 
some debris Xander couldn’t identify.  
 
“We have to wash that out, Spike.”  
 
Once in the bathroom, Xander examined Spike’s 
arm again in the bright light and tisked with 
concern, “This is gonna fucking hurt.” 
 
“Think I can take it, Harris,” Spike said dryly. 
 
Xander glanced at him. The man’s eyes were tired 
and red-rimmed. He urged Spike onto the toilet 
next to the sink, laying his bloodied arm across the 
basin, before running the warm water. He opened 



the medicine cabinet door, searching for tweezers.  
 
“What the fuck was that, Spike?” he asked as he 
opened his medicine supply box. 
 
“Nightmare.” 
 
“I’ve had nightmares. Don’t usually wake up lying in 
a pool of broken glass.” 
 
“This is sort of the Mother of All Nightmares,” said 
Spike raggedly. He drew a deep breath, and rested 
his head against the porcelain. Xander paused. He 
wondered if he’d ever adjust to the sound of Spike 
breathing.  
 
“Did you have nightmares,” he asked, “before? You 
know, before..” 
 
“Yeah, vampires dream,” said Spike in a tense voice. 
“Dream of electric sheep and blood,” he said 
sarcastically. 
 
Xander gave Spike a sharp look. “It’s never wise to 



snark at the man with the tweezers, Spike.” 
 
Spike shook his prone head sorrowfully. “Yeah, 
yeah, sorry,” he said. 
 
Xander brought a stool over and sat at the sink. He 
ran his hands under the faucet, then sprayed anti-
bacterial spray on them for good measure. 
 
“I don’t remember you screaming in your sleep 
before,” he commented, studying the bits of glass. 
Some were slipping out as he gently pressed Spike’s 
arm into the warm spray. Some seemed firmly 
wedged. “Just wondered.” 
 
“Yeah, this one’s new,” admitted Spike, his head 
still down, “new and pretty fucking real.” 
 
Xander held Spike’s wrist lightly and carefully 
fastened the point of the tweezers to a jutting 
shard. “Say shit,” he said. 
 
“Shit,” gasped Spike obediently, as Xander pulled 
the sliver from his arm.  



 
Xander studied the bloodied bit of glass with a 
careful eye. “You know, I can’t be sure I’m pulling 
out the whole thing,” he said worriedly.  
 
“Not going to the doctor, Harris.” 
 
“Oh, you bet. That’s a given. I’m assuming you 
haven’t got insurance, and I sure as hell can’t pay 
for an Emergency Ward visit.”  
 
Spike was silent. He twitched a bit. “Just pull out the 
damn stuff, Harris,” he finally said grimly. “I’ll soak it 
and we’ll just hope fer the best, right?” He looked 
up at Xander’s worried face and his expression 
softened into something else.  
 
“Thanks for this, Harris,” he said tentatively. 
 
Xander felt a warm tingle in his belly. It felt new and 
yet familiar. He grinned. “Oh, it’s my pleasure, 
former deadboy,” he said with exaggerated glee, “I 
just hope I don’t hurt you too much.” He gripped 
the tip of another shard. “Say shit.” 



 
“Shit,” yelped Spike. 

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
It took a couple of hours and they were both 
completely exhausted by the time Spike was back 
on the couch, white gauze wrapping his arm and a 
container of orange juice on the floor beside him. 
For the blood loss.  
 
“Night, then,” said Xander tiredly, he nodded at the 
prone man. “Am I gonna wake up to more 
screaming and smashed stuff? Cuz I’m thinking of 
moving the TV.” 
 
Spike looked worried and Xander wanted to kick 
himself again. “I’ll replace the lamp, Harris,” he said. 
 
“Fuck, Spike, I don’t care. Just … are you gonna 
sleep okay now?” 
 
“Yeah, I think,” said Spike slowly. “Usually don’t 



have it twice in the same night.” 
 
“This a routine then, huh?” 
 
Spike’s worried expression deepened. “Yeah.” He 
looked up at Xander, his eyes troubled.  
 
Xander took a deep breath. There was something in 
Spike’s expression, some vulnerability. “It’ll be 
alright,” he assured him automatically.  
 
A very cynical expression crossed Spike’s face. He 
looked like a little boy who had been assured his 
father wouldn’t hit him again. “Yeah, Harris. 
Thanks.” 
 
Xander felt for the hundredth time that evening 
that he had said the wrong thing. But cynical Spike 
seemed preferable to frightened, weak Spike. 
“Night,” he said dully, turning towards his bedroom. 
 
He sat for a long time in his room, staring at the box 
that held Buffy’s card. 
 



Once, his mother had owned a parrot. One summer 
afternoon, when Xander was still quite young, the 
exotic bird had just flown through the kitchen 
window. His mother had trapped it and lured it into 
an old parakeet cage, where she had attempted, for 
a few devoted days, to care for and feed it. And get 
it to talk. After a while, the novelty wore off for her 
and she merely shoved food and water into the 
cramped cage, barely noting the bird at all. 
 
Xander had been enraptured by it. Its glowing 
colors, weird, round, black encircled eyes, 
occasional bizarre vocalization, had all spoken of a 
world beyond his own. A world of mystery, beauty 
and passion. Things the young boy yearned for 
without even knowing they were possible. He 
watched the beast, hunched over in its inadequate 
housing, picking at food undoubtedly wrong for it 
and knew somehow that they ought not to have it. 
That it was wrong of them to keep it, yet he 
couldn’t bear the thought of losing it. 
 
In time, the bird pined and became obviously ill. His 
mother was irritated by the inconvenience of a sick 



animal and would not discuss a veterinarian. Xander 
wandered once into a pet store, and asked vague 
questions about the feeding of parrots, but was 
intimidated by the shop owner’s specific and 
technical questions and left, feeling stupid. He 
watched helplessly as the bird faded. And woke one 
morning to find its body, a stiff curve of gorgeous 
colors, on the bottom of the cage. When he lifted it, 
tearfully, finally from its prison, one wing spread 
open and for the first time he saw the complex and 
gorgeous patterning that had been hidden by the 
cage’s constraints. 
 
Xander sat on his bed and thought of calling Buffy. 
He knew he couldn’t keep Spike here. He was a 
miracle that had flown through the window and it 
was wrong of him to try. But his heart ached for 
something, and he lay back against his pillow and 
turned out the light. Promising himself that if things 
began to go wrong, he’d call.  

3 Somewhere I Belong 

Xander slept late the next day and woke in a 
cheerful mood. He was lying in his bed shocked and 



pleased by that fact when he heard knocking at the 
front door. He struggled slowly into sweats and a t-
shirt and bothered to adjust his patch before 
shuffling down the hallway to answer it. He had few 
visitors. Those who usually came were accustomed 
to waiting. Xander spent a lot of his alone time 
sleeping.  

Spike was no longer on the sofa. The used sheet 
was folded neatly and stacked under the towels at 
the end of the couch. Xander looked around 
worriedly and pulled open the door.  

“Well, you’re alive,” began Bill, looking Xander up 
and down with amusement.  

Xander smiled and pushed the door wider, gestured 
for the man to enter. He turned and spotted Spike 
coming out of the kitchen. He felt relief and a happy 
flutter simultaneously in his chest. Spike was freshly 
showered, his hair in wet crinkles all over his head. 
He had on only the oversized jeans Percy had given 
him, and was holding a plastic mug with steam 
rising from it.  
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“Yer coffee sucks, Harris,” he said grouchily. His 
eyes took in Bill. “Mornin’.”  

“Hello,” said Bill in a voice that covered an octave of 
notes in one breath. Xander didn’t blame him. Spike 
looked like a porn star. A debauched, under-age 
porn star, he amended to himself, as the young man 
slouched into his living room and flung himself onto 
the couch.  

“Spike, this is Bill. My friend from work,” Xander 
gestured. “Bill, Spike.”  

Bill smiled hugely. “Xander, did your radiator really 
blow up or were you lying to me? Because,” his 
eyes slid to meet Xander’s, full of mischief, “not 
necessary. Really. I understand.”  

“Shut up,” said Xander, in a panic.  

“Harris’s car is a piece of shit,” said Spike without 
turning around. “He’s lucky the whole engine didn’t 
explode.”  

“Spike’s my mechanic,” said Xander At Bill’s raised 
eyebrow he found himself grinning foolishly and 
fiercely studying the floor. “He fixed my engine.”  



“He did?”  

Xander knew if he looked at Bill, he’d start to laugh. 
“Yeah,” he said grinning, “running much better 
now.”  

“Needs more work, though,” Spike opined, oblivious 
to the rampant double entendre taking place 
behind him. “Gonna cost him.”  

Bill opened his mouth delightedly, but Xander 
squelched it fiercely. “We need to eat some 
breakfast,” he said rapidly, staring Bill down. “And 
Spike here is looking for a job. As an auto 
mechanic,” he added, emphasizing the adverb. “So 
we’re kinda busy.” He gave Bill a tiny, pleading look. 
The other man smiled and shook his head.  

“Sure,” he said, heading back towards the open 
door. “See you at work.” He paused in the doorway. 
“Nice meeting you, Spike.”  

Spike didn’t turn around. He sat on the sofa, 
finishing his coffee. His posture and silence spoke of 
some offense, but running through recent events 
Xander couldn’t think what he had done wrong. He 
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came around the sofa so he could see the man’s 
face. Yep. Pinched and closed.  

“You hungry?” he tested warily.  

“Sure,” said Spike slowly, “which is why I’ll be 
leaving soon. Don’t want to impinge on yer 
hospitality any further.”  

“Huh?”  

“I’m not movin’ in with you, Harris.”  

“Oh. Sure. Of course not.” Xander was amazed at 
the huge crushing disappointment he felt. “Well,” 
he rallied, “not permanently of course, but until you 
find something. I feel like I owe it to you,” he 
explained quickly.  

Spike glanced at him. That bent light was back in his 
eyes. “Nobody owes me anythin’,” he said intently.  

Xander found he didn’t agree. “Sure, okay. Do me a 
favor, then.” He thought rapidly. “Just stay till you 
get a job and your own place. And cook dinner for 
me while you’re here?” He shrugged, trying to make 



the Harris goofy grin look as innocuous as possible. 
“Cuz a man can’t live on pizza?”  

Spike studied him. “I could fix yer car for you.”  

“Oh, yeah, that’d be great,” Xander said, now not 
having to pretend gratitude. “I’ve got all the tools 
down there, I think.” He spread his hands helplessly. 
“Just never learned how to use them.”  

“Alright then,” said Spike, some of the tension 
leaving his face. Xander noted the fragile eyes, 
though. He wondered if Spike suffered from 
migraine. “Did you say something about breakfast?”  

“Yeah,” Xander bounced, inexplicably happy, “you 
hungry?”  

“Harris, I am always hungry. I feel like I haven’t 
eaten in a hundred years.”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Xander was doing a quick clean up in the bathroom 
when he looked up from his towel to see Spike 



reflected in the mirror. “Spike,” said Xander in a 
hushed voice, as if the image were a rare butterfly 
he might frighten away. “Look. There you are.” 
Spike glanced where Xander was pointing and then 
imperceptibly jumped, his eyes startled. He looked 
away.  

“That’s not me,” He said with nervous conviction.  

“Well,” Xander chuckled, “yeah, I think it is, man. 
That’s the you I know.”  

Spike’s hard glare pinned him. He spun and walked 
away. “Not me,” he said again. “Can’t see me 
there.”  

Xander padded behind him, trying to think how to 
fix this latest rupture. “Geez, Spike, really not into 
philosophy before breakfast, okay? Grey matter still 
a little grey here.”  

Spike’s short laugh made Xander breath a relieved 
sigh.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  



 
It happened later, when they were standing in front 
of the sink, Xander scrubbing a pan and Spike 
drying. Something Xander called a ‘perfect minute’. 
For one minute Xander had no wants or needs 
unfulfilled. The sun came through the tiny over-the-
sink window and warmed his arm and chest just 
enough to comfort, not enough to sweat. The water 
running, Spike humming, the occasional clink of 
utensils in the tray.  

A warm honey glow of contentment filled Xander. 
He had a day ahead of him that seemed round with 
promise. A job, a friend, a place to feel safe. He 
looked at the lowered, studious face as Spike 
carefully rubbed watermarks from a spoon.  

The problem with a ‘perfect minute’ was Xander 
never wanted it to end. He would try to extend it 
and thereby destroy it. He hummed along with 
Spike’s ditty, looking with a caught big eye when the 
man stopped and cast a grimace at him.  

“At least sing the same song, Harris.”  



“Thought I was,” said Xander apologetically. Spike 
winced, set down the cup and reached for the 
dripping pan in Xander’s hand. His warm palm slid 
over Xander’s knuckles, a little erotic buzz following 
its path and Xander’s surprised fingers suddenly 
forgot to grip the handle. Spike dipped and 
snatched it reflexively, before it could fall.  

“Wow, good reflexes still, Spike,” said Xander trying 
to cover his lapse.  

“Hmm, yeah,” said Spike, applying his towel to the 
pan.  

“So you got to keep some of that supernatural stuff, 
huh?” Xander asked casually, plunging his arm into 
the dishwater, to release the drain. The drying 
towel hit his shoulder and flopped into the sink, as 
Spike stomped from the kitchen.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
He found him in the living room again. He was 
gazing out the window, his arms folded, his jaw set 



in an angry way. Xander noted that Spike had 
stopped just short of the place on the floor where 
the sunlight reached. He wondered if the boundary 
had been observed consciously or not.  

“Uh, hey,” he said as if randomly. “Guess you don’t 
wanna talk about that stuff.”  

Spike kept gazing out the window. “Harris, you 
gonna keep pestering me with these questions? 
‘Cuz I’m thinking I’d be happier sleeping somewhere 
else.”  

Xander felt a flush of anger. “Sure,” he said. “I’ll 
fuck off, if that’s what you want.”  

Spike turned his head slightly to take in Xander’s 
aggrieved expression. “Okay, sorry, guess I’m a bit 
touchy.”  

Xander rubbed his neck in confusion. “Geez, you 
apologize a lot now,” he observed without thinking.  

He saw Spike react to this, and then squelch his 
reaction. “Right,” said the former vampire slowly. “I 
guess I do apologize a lot now.” He looked 
supremely uncomfortable.  



Xander sighed. “Listen, Spike,” he sought the words 
out carefully. “I don’t wanna bug you, and I don’t 
wanna ask things that are none of my business. But 
a guy’s gotta talk to someone sometimes, you 
know?” He saw Spike twitch and shiver a bit still 
glaring out the window, as if he could somehow 
shake off this truth. Xander pushed at his patch and 
scrubbed his hand through his hair. “Okay, so 
maybe I’m not the guy you would normally wanna 
talk to,” he allowed, unaware of the sadness in his 
voice, “But, look at it this way, Spike. There is 
nothing you can say to me that would be worse 
than what I already know.”  

That elicited a small grimace and snort from the 
man at the window. Spike looked up at him with 
bright amused eyes. “Okay, Harris.”  

Xander grinned, relieved, and nodded, as if they had 
settled something. “Good,” he said, “I gotta get to 
work now. You, uh, you wanna hang out or 
whatever it’s fine with me. You wanna change, you 
can wear anything of mine you can find.” He 
thought. “Except my shoes. It really fucks up the 
soles if somebody else wears them.”  



“’Kay, Harris,” said Spike. He was gazing out the 
window again, but the crinkles around his eyes 
were creased with amusement. “I won’t do 
anything to warp your soles.”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Xander endured hours of Bill’s meaningful looks 
until finally his shift ended and they could sit down 
and catch up.  

“So the car really broke down?”  

“Yes, Bill.” Xander put his cup of coffee down and 
shook his head grinning. “I’d never miss a day of 
work,”  

“Told you not to buy that piece of crap.”  

“Yeah, well.” Xander shrugged. “It just called to me, 
Bill. Like it needed me.”  

“You are a sucker for the weak and broken, Xander. 
Some kinda white knight.”  



Xander tipped a look at Bill. “Yeah,” he said 
uncomfortably, “I guess.”  

Bill studied him for a minute. “And that beautiful 
blonde English guy just happened to be the 
mechanic at the garage?” he asked in amazement, 
“and he just happened to need a place to stay?” He 
shook his head, grinning. “Sucks to be you, Harris,” 
he said.  

“Beautiful?” Xander reared back and tried that 
word on William the Bloody. Well, okay, yeah, 
beautiful then. “I am cursed by synchronicity, Bill,” 
he said wryly. “I used to know that guy.”  

“Oh. Right,” said Bill. “You knew that guy and it 
wasn’t until you met me that you discovered your 
emerging sexuality? I’m gonna take that as a 
compliment.”  

Xander blinked at him. “Something’s emerging?” he 
asked weakly.  

Bill smiled and reached for the coffee pot. He 
refilled both their cups.  



Xander studiously poured in cream and stirred. 
“Okay, yeah, I guess there has been a little 
emergence,” he said with a sigh.  

“It’s no big deal, Xander. So you notice goodlooking 
guys sometimes. So what? It’s just now you’re 
noticing that you’re noticing a little more.” Bill 
drank back his coffee and set the cup down in the 
sink. “Anybody would be attracted to your friend.”  

“Attracted? No, I don’t think so,” said Xander 
hurriedly. “I mean, that’s … that’s Spike, Bill, he’s … 
he’s not a guy I would think about that way.”  

Bill raised an eyebrow and shrugged. “Okay, 
Xander.”  

“I mean, I hate the guy. Or I hated him.” Xander 
glared at the countertop. “He was a v… a very 
creepy asshole. And he was practically stalking one 
of my friends. Except I guess not really, ‘cuz it turns 
out she…” Xander rubbed at his patch confusedly. 
“And then she…” he drifted off. “Fuck,” he said 
softly.  



There was a long silence. Bill did what bartenders 
do during long gaps in the conversation, he found a 
glass and began polishing it.  

“Guy’s been through a shitload, Bill.” Said Xander 
finally.  

“So’ve you by the sound of things you’ve told me.”  

“So maybe that’s it,” said Xander slowly to himself. 
“We’re just a coupla guys with a history. Shared bad 
memories.”  

“Maybe that’s what?” Bill put away his towel and 
came around the bar. He took up Xander’s resting 
hand and rubbed one of the fingers in a soothing 
way. Xander glanced up at him, not averse to or 
surprised by the contact.  

“Dunno,” said Xander with a sigh, “just don’t wanna 
leave it at that? You know? Wanna make sure he 
ends up okay.”  

Bill glanced behind himself quickly, then reached up 
and lightly touched a lock of Xander’s hair. The 
other man looked up at him, his expression derisive 



but his pupil wide, he laughed shortly. “Missed 
me?”  

“Oh yeah,” said Bill smiling dreamily. He tugged at 
Xander’s hand lightly. “C’mon, I saved something 
for you. It’s in the car.”  

Xander stood grinning and followed the man out of 
the bar. “Doubt you saved much of anything for 
anybody, you slut.”  

Bill laughed without a hint of rancor. “Oh baby, I 
love it when you talk dirty.”  

They climbed into Bill’s back seat without 
discussion. As he adjusted himself and waited for 
Bill to climb in, Xander found himself suddenly 
enormously hard. He had always associated the 
back seat of cars with fumbling, embarrassment and 
frustration. Now he associated them with amazing 
blow-jobs. It was a nice change.  

Bill was working open Xander’s fly, teasingly 
caressing his erection through the material as he 
did so. He had already slid himself down and was 
rubbing his face against Xander’s trouser leg. This 



was all they had done so far, really. Bill liked to suck 
dick. He jerked himself off while he did so. Xander 
liked having his dick sucked. He also liked, he had 
noticed of late, watching Bill jerk himself off. He 
caressed Bill’s head and wiggled out of his grasp a 
little.  

“Hey, wait a minute,” he said hoarsely.  

Bill looked up at him with an expression that said 
clearly, “Oh daddy, don’t take the lolly from me.”  

Xander laughed. He tugged at Bill a bit. “Uh, c’mere, 
lemmee.” He gestured awkwardly, felt himself 
bizarrely blushing. “I wanna touch…”  

Bill smiled delightedly and eased himself back up 
onto the seat next to Xander; his fly was open, his 
thick cock bobbing happily in its patch of dark curls. 
He smiled when he saw Xander unconsciously lick 
his lips. “Touch me,” he whispered, gently lifting 
Xander’s hand and bringing it into his lap.  

Xander tentatively wrapped his palm around Bill’s 
cock and felt the weight in his hand. Bill inhaled 
sharply. “Yeah,” he gasped.  



Xander tightened his grip a bit and pulled once, his 
thumb rubbing over the head as pre-cum dribbled 
there, He looked down in wonderment.  

“God,” he choked unbelievingly. “This is so …”  

Bill gave him a knowing, lust ridden smile. “Ah, 
yeah, you like that, huh Xander?” He bucked a little 
and gasped again as Xander let his hand wander 
over his balls, then come back to his cock. “Geez, 
that’s good,” Bill whispered huskily.  

Xander tightened his grip and pulled 
experimentally. He felt the heavy shaft swell in his 
hand and heard Bill’s little moan. Xander stared at 
him. Bill’s eyes were almost closed, silvery moons 
floating in their dark depths. “God, you should see 
your face,” Bill gasped out. “You should see how 
you look, Xander, touching a man’s cock for the first 
time.”  

Xander leaned forward until his forehead was 
touching Bill’s. He began pumping the other man’s 
shaft, now, his palm floating on precum, the dark 
red head jerking as his strokes became more sure. 
Bill was making little squeaks and gasps that were 



going straight to Xander’s cock. Xander rapidly 
undid his own fly and felt Bill’s hand there almost 
immediately, squeezing, stroking. Xander groaned 
softly and rubbed his cheek against Bill’s, his lips 
wandering across the warm face.  

As his mouth sought Bill’s, the other man turned his 
face away and drew back. Xander almost 
convulsively gripped at him as the heavy, slick shaft 
was carefully eased from his fingers. He made a 
little whining noise and Bill chuckled.  

“Wanna taste you, Xander,” he explained huskily. 
He edge away from Xander on the seat and worked 
his way back down onto the floor. He lifted Xander’s 
dick, wrapped his hand around the base firmly and 
lowered his mouth completely to the root in one 
movement. Xander’s head went back against the 
seat and he cried out. Bill made a strangled noise 
around Xander’s shaft and his mouth sucked hard, 
his tongue rolling over the vein and across the tip.  

Xander tried to control the movement of his hips. 
He could feel Bill’s lips and tongue sliding around 
the edge of the head, up and down the vein. The 



suction increased and the white fuzz began to pop 
at the top of Xander’s brain as a pool of ecstasy 
gathered in his balls. He grasped desperately at 
Bill’s soft, curly hair. “Wanna see you,” whined 
Xander. He rolled his head sideways to watch Bill 
pulling on himself. He couldn’t see the man’s cock, 
but he saw his arm speed up and his whole back 
stiffen and rise, the palate of his mouth closing 
around Xander’s shaft and vibrating. The sensation 
seemed to pull on Xander’s balls and quite suddenly 
he was arching against the seat, yelling, pushing 
Bill’s willing head down as he pumped into his 
mouth.  

After a minute, Xander felt Bill crawling back up 
next to him on the seat. Both men lay back, sticky, 
gasping and spent. Xander grinned and rolled his 
head sideways to look at Bill. “I love your mouth,” 
he said roughly.  

Bill blinked his eyes hard and gasped for breath. 
“Shit, Xander, don’t ever preface a sentence to me 
with those two words. I’ll have a fucking coronary.” 
He saw the tiny twinge on Xander’s face and 
wiggled closer on the seat, working his arm around 



him and giving him a little squeeze. “Hey, don’t look 
like that. Just a friendly thing, yeah?”  

Xander smiled and dipped his head. “Yeah.”  

“You’re just feeling this out, here. And I’m …” Bill 
paused and looked away for a minute. “I’m not 
ready to feel that about anybody for a while, ya 
know?”  

Bill’s boyfriend had left a year ago. Suddenly and 
without a note or a word of explanation. It had a 
Hellmouthy feel to it. Xander could relate. He sat up 
a bit and nudged the other man as he began sliding 
himself back into his slacks. “Didn’t say I could stand 
the rest of you, you tramp, just like your mouth. 
You’ll have to teach me how to do that someday,” 
he added lightly.  

Bill raised an eyebrow. Then he raised the other 
one. “My. Pleasure.” He grinned. “First lesson 
now?”  

Xander appraised him for a moment, but sighed and 
shook his head, pulling himself together. “Nah, 
gotta get back home.”  



“Ah, yes, the beautiful blond is waiting.” Bill made 
an exaggerated face. “Oh, baby, when are ya gonna 
tell her about us?”  

“Damn, Bill,” Xander grimaced. “If I told Spike about 
any of this I think he’d bolt out the door.”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
When Xander arrived back home that evening, he 
found no blonde whatsoever, beautiful or 
otherwise. It was amazing how empty a place could 
feel when one hadn’t expected it to be. The 
apartment immediately transformed itself into a 
grey, hollow box with streetlight shadows cast 
across the floor. He stood bereft in the doorway for 
a moment, realizing that perhaps Spike had gone 
for good. Another marble dropped from the hole in 
Xander’s bag. He sighed and shut the door.  

Pushing himself forward through this new loss 
methodically. He put his keys away. Hung up his 
jacket. Finally crossed the floor and noticed the new 
lamp Spike had brought in.  



Xander sat down on the floor next to the light, 
switched it on, then leaned against the wall there. 
He suddenly felt so tired.  

A thump in the hallway, a series of confused 
thumps on the door, like someone throwing mud, 
then Spike burst through the door. He stood there 
for a moment, weaving, staring at Xander.  

“Oh,” said Spike thickly. He leaned against the 
doorway and drew his arm across his mouth. “And 
there he is,” he commented in a low voice.  

Xander blinked. “You’re drunk.”  

Spike touched his forefinger to his nose and winked. 
He pointed solemnly at Xander. “Yer right.”  

Xander grit his teeth. “Shut the door.”  

Spike did so. The operation appeared difficult for 
him and took him a minute. He stood there for 
another minute, seemingly held up by the wall, then 
he pushed himself into the room with a slinky move 
and melted onto the sofa, one muscular leg flung 
loosely over the arm. Alcohol seemed to make Spike 
more liquid. He regarded Xander again from this 



new position. The drunken fuzziness in his eyes 
made him look confused. “Xander Bloody Harris,” 
he announced to the world at large. “Who would 
have bloody believed it,” he commented to himself 
sourly.  

Xander couldn’t even think why he bristled at this. 
Perhaps Spike’s tone itself, reminiscent of so many 
hostile conversations in the past. Perhaps his 
pleasure at having the man back, offset by his 
disgust at greeting a drunk at the door, too familiar 
a boyhood phenomena to be amusing. He glared 
back at Spike, who sat with his head pitched back, 
watching Xander, his elevated leg swinging back and 
forth.  

“You’re wearing my sneakers,” observed Xander 
suddenly.  

Spike looked pleased. “Wanted to go out,” he said 
with an insolent smile. “Needed shoes.”  

“Spike,” Now here was something that Xander 
could get a handle on. Something that would focus 
this uncomfortable mix of worry and anger. “Spike, I 
specifically asked you not to wear my shoes.”  



“Did you, pet?” asked Spike lazily. He looked at his 
hand, plucking at the nap of a cushion. “So where 
were you all night?”  

“At work,” said Xander in exasperation. “Where do 
you think?”  

“Till three am?” asked Spike, still picking at the nubs 
of the cushion.  

“Quit picking at the sofa, Spike,” said Xander 
irritably. “You’ll ruin it. And where’d you suddenly 
get drinking money?” he asked, starting to panic 
and check for his billfold.  

“Fellers treated me,” said Spike absently.  

“Fellas …?” Xander found his mind suddenly 
traveling down a road he didn’t want it to go. Damn 
Bill, and his slimy innuendos! “What, did you cheat 
at pool or did you steal it?”  

“Oi! Don’t cheat! ‘ve got skills!” said Spike 
indignantly. His head pitched back hard and he 
stared up at Xander’s ceiling.  



Though Xander didn’t have an answer to his 
questions, he suddenly found that he didn’t want to 
know. He shoved himself up from his corner and 
stomped into the kitchen, snapping behind him, 
“Way to spend your new life, Spike. Becoming a 
drunk.”  

He heard Spike struggling up from the sofa and 
following on uneven feet. “Oooh,” Spike mocked 
behind his back. “You don’t approve, Harris? You 
got a better idea how to spend this life.” He hissed 
the last word with a kind of fury.  

Xander rounded on him angrily. His temper pulled 
up a bit by the still marked confusion on Spike’s 
face. The newly made human leaned weakly in the 
kitchen doorway. His mouth set in a hard sneer, but 
his eyes asking questions.  

“Well,” said Xander slowly, “how about getting a job 
to start?”  

Spike’s laugh was mostly bitterness. “You know 
what you need to get a job in this country, Harris?” 
he pronounced, with the enormous care of the 



inebriated. He wobbled forward and leaned against 
the kitchen counter, blinking at Xander seriously.  

“Able hands and a willingness to work?” inquired 
Xander acidly.  

“Nah, you just need one of those ugly American 
accents and a piece of paper from some bloke as 
says yer mother was unfortunate enough to have 
been born in this bleedin’ place.”  

“Oh.” Xander felt like a shit.  

“Can’t give Percy as a reference neither.”  

“I’m sorry, Spike.”  

“Fuck it, not yer fault. Just,” Spike wandered 
helplessly in his own little two foot circle of space. 
“Just, need somethin’ ta do.”  

Xander gave up his search of the refrigerator for 
food and sat down hard on one of his folding chairs. 
“Yeah, I get you.”  

Spike wobbled a bit, then flowed into the chair 
across from Xander. He lay both his idle hands on 



the table and Xander found himself staring at them. 
The hard knuckles and long, strong fingers. The 
bitten nail tips. Spike’s hands could not lay still. 
They tapped and stroked the soft pine constantly. 
Xander shifted in his chair and cleared his throat.  

“Uh, you could take a look at my car.”  

“Did that,” said Spike shortly. “Fixed it.”  

Xander stared. “Just like that?”  

“Sure,” said Spike absently. “Yer water-pump’s 
busted. There’s a bad leak in yer radiator and the 
fuel injection system’s totally crap, which means 
you need a new computer. Car’s terminal, Harris,” 
he explained. “for the most part. But I can keep it 
running for you, until you buy a new one.”  

Xander was slightly numbed by this information. 
“Thank you.”  

Spike blinked. He looked up at Xander blearily and 
managed a grin. “Sure. No problem. Charge you a 
small retainer, though.”  

“How much?” asked Xander smiling now.  



He couldn’t think why Spike was looking at him so 
oddly all of a sudden. Then the former vampire 
seemed to kind of mentally shake himself. “Bottle 
of beer would do me,” said Spike.  

Xander raised an eyebrow. “Like you need more to 
drink. ‘Sides I gotta eat something before I drink 
anything. Long day, no food…”  

“Left a casserole in the oven,” mentioned Spike with 
a quizzical tilt of his head. “Didn’t ya see it?”  

Xander looked at him, then slowly went to the oven 
and peaked inside. There was indeed a casserole in 
there. He closed the oven door and looked back at 
Spike. The blonde sat studying his hands on the 
table with an air of nonchalance so perfect it had to 
be manufactured.  

“Okay, I’m impressed,” he said.  

Spike smiled at the table. Just the tip of his tongue 
protruded from his mouth and he caught it 
between his teeth. Xander was so struck by this old 
expression, he froze.  



Spike glanced at him, eyes sparkling with 
wickedness. “Don’t forget the oven mitt, pet,” he 
said.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
So Xander found himself, an hour later, well-fed, 
peaceful, happy and nursing his third beer, sitting in 
front of the television set with Spike on the sofa 
beside him.  

Well, not beside him, because Xander sat at one 
end and Spike sat at the other, but it was a whole 
different feeling than sitting at one end with no one 
sitting at the other. Xander was not a guy who liked 
to be alone. He tossed the remote to Spike.  

“What do you wanna watch?”  

Spike smiled and flicked through the channels lazily. 
“There’s no games on tonight,” he said sadly.  

“Holy crap, must be an apocalypse.”  



Spike turned laughing eyes on him and Xander felt 
something in his chest pinch up. “Hey,” he 
volunteered without thinking, “you wanna watch 
porn?”  

Both Spike’s eyebrows went up at first, the standard 
smirk ready, but Xander saw that flash in his eyes 
and the glance away and thought better of it. 
“Maybe not tonight.” He offered the out easily.  

Spike nodded, Xander saw him swallow. He felt 
again that he had ruined some mood. He 
desperately searched his mind for something to 
bring it back, when Spike surprised him.  

“Sure,” said the man roughly, rising and heading for 
the video collection. “Whatchya got?”  

“Oh you know, your standards,” said Xander, his 
casualness not at all reflecting the growing state of 
panic he was feeling. He was suddenly quite sure 
this was a very bad idea, and couldn’t think why he 
had suggested it. “Girls on girls. Girls in chains. Girls 
in leather. Rich girls in big shoes…” he was 
enumerating on his fingers.  



“Stock? What’s this one about, then?”  

“Errm, uh, not that one,” said Xander quickly. “Not 
in the mood.”  

He peeked over at Spike, standing at the shelf 
pulling tapes out and pushing them back in and was 
infinitely relieved to see him place the gay porn 
video back on the shelf without question.  

Hey! Xander was a curious guy.  

“Oh my god!” Spike swore in an American accent. 
He pulled out a video tape and looked up at Xander 
in delight. “I can’t believe you have this.” He 
charged over to the machine and pushed in the 
tape happily. Came back to the sofa and plunked 
down hard.  

“Donny Darko!” he explained happily, “this vid is 
bloody brilliant.”  

“Okay.” Xander felt he had narrowly missed a 
disaster.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  



 
In the middle of the night, as Xander held a wailing 
Spike, urging him once more to wakefulness, he 
began to wish they had watched any other movie. 
Even the gay porn. Spike’s choice had been eerie 
and blue and ended with a fulfilled death wish. The 
newly made human had watched the entire movie 
drawn up in a ball on the sofa, his feet tucked under 
him, his eyes huge.  

Now he was howling on the floor of Xander’s 
apartment, as Xander held him down, catching his 
hands to prevent Spike from tearing at his own hair 
. There was blood once more, this time all over 
Spike’s face, where he had apparently bumped his 
own nose. As he had the night before, Spike came 
to with a sudden jolt. He stared up at Xander during 
that moment of non-recognition and Xander felt a 
gigantic surge in his cock as the lithe body shifted 
under him and the huge blue eyes stared into his 
own. He froze for a shocked second, then shifted 
quickly off of Spike, experiencing several layers of 
confusion at once and hoping to hide his arousal. 
He sat for a breath watching Spike uneasily for signs 



that he had noticed it. Spike looked at Xander with 
caution and fear. Xander felt his heart sink with the 
realization that Spike now believed that Xander 
wanted him and was afraid.  

“I’m sorry, Xander,” said Spike slowly.  

Xander nodded miserably. So embarrassed he had 
to look away. “Hey, you know, it happens,” he said 
as cheerily as he could. “No big deal.”  

Spike stared at him. “It is a big deal,” he said.  

Xander felt despair. “It doesn’t have to be.”  

“I probably woke up the whole neighborhood this 
time, Harris. Yer gonna get a complaint.”  

Xander slowly registered that Spike was not talking 
about his attraction. He felt himself relax. “It’s okay, 
Spike,” he said with infinite relief. “God, don’t worry 
about it.”  

“Don’t want to cause trouble.”  



Xander blinked. “Have you any idea how weird it is,” 
he smiled, “how weird it is to hear you say those 
words.” He laughed and shook his head.  

Spike chuckled also. “Yeah. Feels pretty weird sayin’ 
them too,” he said gruffly. He rubbed at his bloody 
face with a bare wrist. Stared at the blood for a 
moment and then licked it experimentally. An 
expression of deep disappointment crossed his face 
and he set his arm down slowly.  

Xander calmed and studied Spike for a moment. “It 
must be so strange.”  

Spike looked away. He twisted his shoulders quickly 
and jumped from the floor in a graceful spring of leg 
muscle. He held a hand down to Xander and jerked 
him to his feet roughly without looking at him. 
Feeling definitely dismissed, Xander turned to go, 
but then stopped himself. He glanced at Spike and 
took a deep breath.  

“You know, when you keep having the same dream 
over and over, means you’re supposed to talk about 
it, I think,” he said awkwardly. “Means it’s 



something that’s bugging you. Unconsciously,” he 
added. He bit his lip.  

Spike spared him a brief glare. “Don’t need this 
psychoanalyzed, Harris. I know what this is about.”  

Xander cocked an eyebrow and shifted his weight 
into a patient, waiting pose. He crossed his arms 
and looked at Spike expectantly.  

Spike huffed in an annoyed manner. He sat down 
on the sofa and ran his hand through his hair. 
Xander was amused to see that he still 
unconsciously slicked it back, destroying the 
symmetry of the gelled spikes. “Its easy. I’m 
remembering when I d … dusted.” Spike finished 
hoarsely.  

Xander lost his cocky manner immediately. “Oh,” he 
responded softly.  

“Yeah.” Spike looked at the sofa cushion and traced 
a finger over the nubby pattern through the cotton 
sheet. “Yeah, its just b … burning. I d … dream about 
the burning.” He swallowed. “I dream I’m on fire.”  

Xander looked at the floor.  



Spike glanced at him, then eased himself back to a 
prone position. He crossed his forearm over his 
closed eyes and said softly, “It just never stops. 
That’s the problem. The burning never stops.”  

Xander stood helplessly, feeling once again that he 
ought to do something. “It’s gonna be alright, 
Spike,” Xander found himself stupidly repeating the 
phrase.  

Weirdly, the assurance seemed to help Spike. His 
body relaxed and he almost smiled. He shifted his 
arm and with a tired gaze looked Xander up and 
down. “Yer covered with blood, Harris,” he said in a 
weak approximation of the old Spike smirk. “You 
look like bait.”  

Xander stepped back as if he could physically avoid 
the sensation of Spike’s eyes on his body. The effect 
of the lecherousness, however playfully expressed, 
was pooling noticeably in his cock. He had to get 
out of the room, Xander suddenly realized, before 
the thin boxers were no longer able to hide his 
feelings.  

“Night,” he blurted. And ran.  



By the time he made it to his bedroom he was 
completely hard. He shut his door and sat 
uncomfortably on his bed, overwhelmed by 
confusion and panic. What the hell was going on 
with him? It was one thing to accept blow jobs from 
a buddy. It was quite another to get hard as marble 
just from being ogled by a guy he had known for 
over five years.  

Except the tow-headed man who had just run 
intense blue eyes over his still tingling body wasn’t 
the creature Xander had known for the past five 
years. He was a completely new entity. Without 
resources, jumpy and hungry and ready to flee or 
fight. He reminded Xander of the feral cats living 
behind the restaurant that he occasionally tried to 
feed and befriend. They accepted his proffered 
scraps with fear and immediately ran off. There was 
a longing in their eyes, however, Xander thought, 
that spoke of some need they did not even 
recognize. A need to have the back of their necks 
scratched, their tummies rubbed. Xander saw that 
expression in Spike’s face.  



Xander lay back in his bed and switched off the 
light. He spread his legs and massaged his still 
engorged shaft thoughtfully. He found the old t-
shirt he kept in the drawer for this purpose and 
began pumping his cock in earnest. Lately the 
fantasies were of Bill, imagining a dark head pulling 
on his cock, or of any number of harmlessly strange 
women, and sometimes a few strange men. But as 
he leaned back into the pillow, eyes clenched shut, 
one hand massaging his balls , the other jerking 
viciously now at his shaft, he allowed himself for 
just a moment to imagine blue eyes blinking up at 
him in wonder, and he grunted and came into the 
ready t-shirt. He lay back as the buzz and whirl of 
grey noise gave way to sleep and swore to himself 
to make this right. He would not abandon Spike to 
the alley and the cruelty of fate.  

4 Fools Rush In 

So that week Xander asked around. There were 
guys in town who hired guys without greencards 
and visas. They weren’t all the greatest people to 
work for, but he got the word of mouth on a couple 



of them and wrote the names and addresses down 
for Spike.  

Spike was as nervous as a little kid on the first day 
of school, before he went down to the places. He 
quizzed Xander repeatedly on what he should say if 
asked certain questions. Still somewhat shy of the 
mirror, he relied on Xander to tell him how he 
looked, worrying over his clothes. “Should wear a 
tie, Harris, don’t ya think? Isn’t that what you do for 
these things, wear a tie?”  

“You look good, Spike,” Xander assured him, 
amazed to be the experienced one in a scenario 
with Spike. “I’d hire you,” he added.  

“Yeah?” Spike looked at him, unsure. He nodded at 
Xander and rubbed his hand nervously through his 
hair, disturbing the styling again. “Oh fuck.”  

“Here,” Xander stood, quelling his grin at this 
delightful new version of Spike, “let me fix it.” He 
ran his hands expertly through the short, wheat-
colored tufts, pushing them back into place. When 
he noticed that he was reluctant to pull away, he 



immediately dropped his hands and stepped back. 
“There, you’re perfect,” he said briskly.  

Spike gave him that needy, insecure look again, and 
Xander found himself desperately wanting to insure 
Spike’s success somehow. “You’ll be great,” he 
assured him weakly, some part of his mind 
threatening the Universe if it continued to fuck with 
Spike.  

Moments later, as he waved the former vampire 
out the door, he had to remind himself tiredly that 
the Universe apparently considered men like 
himself and Spike to exist expressly for the purpose 
of being fucked with.  

He was as jubilant as Spike, therefore, when a local 
autoshop hired him.  

Spike was so pleased and excited, he came to the 
restaurant to tell Xander the news. Xander stood by 
the register at the front of the place, blinking as the 
sun shifted and glinted through Spike’s golden hair, 
sun-baked crinkles creasing up around bright blue 
eyes as Spike recounted all the details.  



“…and the guy has his own special project. A car he 
wants to take out on a track. He says maybe I can 
help…” Spike paused in his recitation and looked up 
at Xander suddenly with an expression of such 
warmth Xander felt his stomach clench and his 
breath stop.  

“Thanks, Xander,” said Spike fervently.  

Xander forced himself to take in a breath and 
cleared his throat. “Erm, welcome,” he managed. 
He looked away and purposely fiddled with a bowl 
of breath mints.  

“I’ll see you back at home,” Spike called casually as 
he strode out the door.  

And Xander found himself eagerly anticipating going 
‘home’.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Xander had not yet thought of the dwelling in which 
he slept and kept his clothing as ‘home’. He referred 
to it, out loud and in his mind, as ‘the apartment’, 



somehow mentally categorizing it as a kind of hotel 
room. He and his few things resting temporarily on 
the surface. As if any day he might pack his suitcase 
and move on.  

Now he found himself referring to the apartment as 
home. He began looking around the place with an 
eye for decoration. Sometimes sketching plans on 
napkins for furniture to construct as he was able to 
purchase tools. He bought an extra set of sheets. 
That he chose a blue that matched Spike’s eyes was 
only a coincidence. They were on sale.  

And he came home one night to a very cheerful 
blond and a steak dinner.  

“Wow, Spike.” Xander stared at the kitchen table in 
amazement. “Whole lotta dead cow there.”  

“Yeah, well,” Spike had a huge grin on his face, “I 
can afford the treat.”  

“You get paid today?”  

“Yeah. For the whole week, nothin’ taken out. Guy 
pays day labor in cash. God, Xander.” Spike shook 

http://spanderfiles.com/arvs/metaforgirl/payless04.html


his head and sat hard in one of the chairs. “What a 
fucking relief to have some money.”  

“I know.” Xander sat also. He didn’t look at Spike, 
but he nodded reminiscently. A man isn’t a man 
without a few bucks in his billfold. He squinted at 
the table set up. “Steak sauce? That an investment 
in the future there?”  

Spike laughed. He jumped up and fetched the 
vegetables from the stove. Xander watched him, 
happy for no reason.  

“You ever hear of cholesterol, you 19th century 
throwback? Heart disease?”  

“Shut up and eat yer dead cow.”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
When they finished, Spike triumphantly produced a 
bottle of Jack Daniels from the cupboard. He filled 
two plastic cups with ice and splashed a couple of 
shots into each, grimacing.  



“Blasphemy,” he growled, “drinking good whiskey 
outta plastic cups.”  

“Just pretend it’s really, really cool Kool Aid,” 
suggested Xander, “with a kick.”  

“Yeah, okay for now,” said Spike, “but when I get 
my own place I’m gettin’ decent glasses. Even 
before I get furniture.”  

Xander felt something draining from him. “Oh, 
right. Have you been looking around already?” he 
asked casually.  

Spike shook his head. He swirled the ice in his drink. 
“Nah, but this bloke at work knows a place. He says 
mebbee they won’t care too much about credit 
references and such.”  

“Ah, yeah. That’s good,” said Xander. He was 
suddenly very tired. “Good for you, Spike,” he said, 
trying to sound chipper.  

Spike looked at him suspiciously. “You okay, 
Harris?”  



“Yeah.” Xander shook himself. “Oh, I’m great, Spike, 
great. Just haven’t eaten that well in a while.” He 
smiled as hard and convincingly as he could at the 
worried man. “Think my corpuscles are in some 
kinda shock.”  

Spike grinned back. Tipped a little more whiskey 
into Xander’s cup. “This’ll relax ‘em,” he assured 
him happily.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
They drank the whole bottle. Spike had a 
considerably lower tolerance than he had had as 
the undead, but this weakness seemed to cheer 
him. He happily reported himself ‘comfortably 
numb’ and plopped down on the sofa. Spread his 
arms out across the back and heaved a great sigh.  

Xander was, unfortunately, not quite numb. He had, 
in the past couple of weeks, begun to actually enjoy 
his life a bit. It had crept up on him. A subtle 
optimism, a tendency to find the pleasure again in 
small tasks. The little daily personal victories 



suddenly meaningful because they were shared. He 
hadn’t realized how tied to Spike’s presence that 
happiness had been. He was shaken by the 
realization. The emotions jumping around inside of 
him only enhanced by the alcohol.  

He sat down next to Spike on the sofa. A little closer 
than he would have normally. He reached behind 
him to remove the man’s hand from the sofa back, 
and then found himself still holding onto it.  

After a minute Spike twitched his hand a bit, as if to 
pull it away. Xander just kept hold. He 
contemplated Spike’s hand solemnly.  

“Uh, Harris, I need me hand back,” said Spike 
slowly.  

Xander shook his head. He laced his fingers slowly 
through Spike’s and lay their clasped hands 
carefully between them on the couch. Then he 
leaned back, resting his head against the sofa back. 
He closed his eye and clenched his teeth and 
waited.  

But Spike didn’t pull away.  



After a very long time, Xander opened his eye and 
glanced at their clasped hands. He took a deep 
breath and moved himself just a little closer to 
Spike, lifting their hands, so that he had to rest 
them on his thigh. His shoulder bumped Spike’s and 
he stopped moving, eased back into the sofa and 
waited.  

And still Spike didn’t pull away.  

Spike was on his blind side, so Xander had to sit up 
and turn his head to see him. He could hear loud, 
harsh breathing, not his own, and when he finally 
faced Spike the man was watching him. That flight 
of doves in his eyes, his mouth open slightly. He 
looked so confused. Xander felt like a monster.  

“Sorry,” he said hoarsely, and released his hand. 
Spike shook his head. His eyes narrowed and a 
thousand prisms of light sparkled in them as they 
filled with moisture. He sat up a bit and grabbed 
Xander’s arm, drew it back towards him.  

“No. Don’t say sorry,” Spike whispered, and leaned 
forward into Xander’s lips.  



Xander had never kissed a man before. His mouth 
found its way wonderingly around the soft swelling 
of the lower lip, lapped softly at the sandpaper 
stubble on the upper. Spike kissed him back, 
tentative also, leaning into him, his chest muscles 
hard and firm against Xander’s, his arms strong and 
roughly drawing him closer. And it didn’t feel weird 
at all, Xander thought, pushing Spike back onto the 
cushions, it felt just right.  

Spike’s body twisted under him, and his hands 
grasped Xander’s back pulling him down closer to 
him. Xander was amazed to feel Spike’s response, 
eager and aggressive. His tongue pushed against 
Xander’s mouth, his teeth nipped at Xander’s chin. 
Xander shuddered against him and moaned against 
those lips, helplessly, not knowing what to do, 
“God.” His mouth moved over Spike’s face, his 
throat. His hands roamed wildly over the other 
man’s body. He didn’t know where he could touch. 
Spike writhed underneath him, and Xander felt 
Spike’s cock pressing urgently into his thigh. He slid 
his hand towards the bulge and hesitated in an 
agony of unknowing.  



“’S okay,” Spike murmured against his cheek. He 
found Xander’s hand, guided it to his erection, and 
thrust up against his hand. Xander shuddered and 
groaned. He rubbed and kneaded Spike through the 
denim of his jeans and felt the other man’s cock 
harden. “’S good,” assured Spike, his eyes closed, 
his hips rhythmically thrusting against Xander. He 
reached for Xander’s fly and began undoing it.  

“Spike,” groaned Xander painfully, “God, Spike, 
please.”  

“Yeah, it’s okay, Xander,” Spike whispered against 
his ear. His hands reached into Xander’s jeans and 
wrapped firmly around his erection. “I’ve got you, 
mate, I’ve got you.” He drew Xander’s cock from his 
boxers, running his firm grip slowly up and down 
the swollen shaft.  

Xander moaned and pushed against Spike. He 
sought and found Spike’s mouth again, kissing him 
fiercely this time, his tongue forcing its way into the 
other man’s mouth. His fingers wandered over 
Spike’s fly, struggling with the buttons. He wanted 
to feel him in his hand. Beneath him Spike bucked 



again at the contact and groaned. Xander pulled 
away from him a bit, staring into shattered eyes. 
“Bedroom? Please?”  

Spike stared back at him. “Yeah. Sure.” The blue 
seemed to bevel slightly. “Whatever you want, 
Xander,” he breathed.  

They stumbled into the bedroom. Xander jerking off 
his jeans and stripping his shirt off as he walked. He 
climbed onto the bed and turned to see Spike 
standing looking at him. His shirt half off, still 
hanging from one arm. He stared at Xander and bit 
his lip. Then took a big breath and undid his button 
fly. Stepped out of his pants.  

“Okay,” he said hoarsely.  

He climbed up onto the bed with Xander. Stretching 
out next to him on his back, his arms by his side. 
“Okay,” he said. He was shaking all over.  

“Spike?” Xander reached to touch the other man’s 
shoulder hesitantly. He was so overwhelmed. They 
were both naked, in his bed. Spike’s hard shaft 
jutting out from a patch of warm brown curls that 



Xander was surprisingly longing to touch. His own 
erection already leaking precum onto the sheets. 
His whole body desperate to press against the 
slender, shivering frame before him.  

“Spike?” Xander felt a great sorrow pushing up 
inside him suddenly. “What’s wrong?”  

Spike shook his head. He rolled onto his side, facing 
Xander, and raised a hand slowly to stroke the 
brunette’ face. Xander pressed his cheek into 
Spike’s palm, then turned his mouth to kiss at the 
cool calloused hand. He heard Spike gasp and 
murmur something, his fingers curling to cup 
Xander’s face. Xander grasped the hand in his and 
began a series of kisses up Spike’s arm, pulling him 
closer. Wrapping his arm around him, he buried his 
head in Spike’s neck and moaned.  

“Tell me what to do, Spike,” begged Xander 
piteously. “Please, I want to make you feel good.”  

He felt a deep shudder wrack the frame of the man 
he held against him. Spike murmured against his 
neck, his teeth nibbling down to Xander’s shoulder, 
his hands rubbing up and down Xander’s sides, as 



he drew Xander to him, on top of him and Spike 
opened his legs.  

Xander pushed automatically into the v of flesh 
there and felt his own cock pushing into Spike’s. He 
cried out and thrust at him again, feeling the hard 
press as their cocks rubbed together. “God, yeah,” 
he breathed, losing control, “God, yeah.” He began 
thrusting against Spike, his hips writhing and 
grinding. Spike’s head was flung back, his eyes 
squeezed shut, his mouth open.  

Very soon, Xander felt his own balls tightening as 
two weeks of arousal began to find fulfilment. He 
thrust violently against Spike, keening, “Come for 
me, baby. Yeah, that’s it yeah, oh god, oh god. 
Come for me, now. God, Spike. God baby, come, 
ahh,” he jerked violently against the other man and 
came in a huge rush across his chest. Beneath him, 
Spike shuddered and thrust. Xander desperately 
grabbed Spike’s cock and began to pump it, trying 
to help him find release. The other man rolled his 
head back and forth and writhed beneath him, then 
jerked and came silently, his hips thrusting as warm 
cum shot around Xander’s hand.  



“Spike,” whispered Xander in wonderment. His 
hand was covered with cum. His softening dick was 
pressed into another man’s balls. His whole world 
was toppling sideways. “God. Spike,” he whispered, 
a squeak of emotion climbing into his throat.  

Spike’s eyes popped open.  

Xander clambered awkwardly up Spike’s body. He 
nestled into him and kissed his nose, his chin, his 
mouth very tenderly. “Hey,” he said softly. He 
caressed Spike’s shoulder gently.  

Spike looked up into the torn face. Xander smiled a 
trembly smile, and Spike returned it weakly. “Hey,” 
he responded softly.  

“You okay?” whispered Xander happily. He pushed 
himself up so he could caress Spike’s forehead with 
his lips. Ran the back of his hand lovingly over 
Spike’s face. “You feel good?”  

“Yeah, Xander. I’m okay,” answered Spike slowly. 
“You okay?” he whispered helplessly as the warm, 
soft lips pressed into his again.  



Xander kissed him thoroughly. Spike responded. 
Xander pulled back and smiled down at him. He 
raised his hand and pulled nervously at the patch 
again.  

“Can’t believe you’re here,” he said happily.  

Moisture filled Spike’s eyes. “Hey,” Xander petted 
golden hair, concerned, “don’t. What’s wrong, 
Spike? This is good, yeah?”  

Spike struggled against the tears. “Yeah, this is 
good,” he agreed.  

Xander watched him with concern; he stroked his 
hand up and down Spikes arm, noted the coolness 
of the skin. “You’re cold,” he said and pulled the 
comforter up over their bodies. He wrapped himself 
around Spike’s torso, laying his head happily in the 
crook between arm and pectoral muscle. It felt so 
good to feel someone’s arms around him as he 
drifted off to sleep, a gentle hand stroking his head, 
the chest below him rising and falling. Xander 
nuzzled into the skin beneath his face and felt 
tension he hadn’t even noticed falling from him like 



silk scarves sliding to the floor. He sighed happily. It 
felt so good to sleep in someone’s arms.  

Spike lay, petting the dark head, staring up at the 
ceiling for quite some time.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
The nightmare that night was the worst one they 
had ever been through. Xander woke as soon as 
Spike began to thrash beneath him, and 
immediately tried to wake the whimpering man.  

Spike appeared to wake immediately, and Xander 
was relieved, but then the blond shoved back from 
him and began screeching, rubbing at his arms and 
batting his head. He banged himself against the wall 
at the head of the bed and twisted in agony, the 
scream escalating.  

Xander leapt forward, hushing and soothing. He 
thought Spike was still asleep, just with his eyes 
open, but the man’s gaze caught and focused on 
him and Spike cried out quite coherently, “Put it 



out, put it out Xander. Please,” wildly twisting away 
from Xander and falling from the bed, jumping up 
and running down the hallway to the bathroom, 
waving his arms and wailing.  

Xander jumped up and followed, finding a sobbing 
man huddled in the shower, water pouring over him 
as he rubbed his arms and screamed. “Put it out. 
Put it out.”  

“Spike!” Xander leapt into the shower, bent over 
and attempted to lift the smaller man from his 
crouched position. “Spike, there’s nothing there.” 
He noted the man’s frantic movements and made 
the association. “You’re not on fire, Spike,” he 
screamed into his face. “There. Is. No. Burning!” 
Spike thrashed, but his eyes held Xander’s, and the 
screaming stopped. He huddled in the shower, 
resisting Xander’s attempt to remove him, rubbing 
at his limbs frantically until finally, gradually, his 
perception of himself as ablaze diminished and 
ceased. Then he just rocked there, holding himself 
and keening softly.  

“Hurts. Hurts,” cried Spike.  



Xander stood dripping and thinking. He climbed out 
of the tub and found his way, slipping, to the 
medicine cabinet, and drew out his first aid box.  

“I have some First Aid Crème, Spike,” he offered, 
feeling insane, “do you want some?”  

Spike rocked and nodded his head fervently. Xander 
brought the tube back to the tub. Considered for a 
minute, then made a great show of taking off an 
invisible cap and squirting an invisible pile of crème 
into his hand. He softly applied the imaginary balm 
to Spike’s arms and legs. Spike slowly stopped 
rocking and crying and sagged exhaustedly against 
Xander.  

Xander stood and raised a, now, nonresistant man 
to his feet, urging him gently from the shower. 
Peeled off the sodden clothes, wrapped in a towel, 
and walked him back to the bedroom.  

He tucked the damp man under the covers as best 
he could, then headed back to sop up the mess in 
the bathroom. By the time he returned to the 
bedroom, Spike was rational and alert again. He lay 
under the coverlet looking very small, his eyes 



following Xander nervously as he came back into 
the room.  

“Sorry, Xander.”  

“Not your fault,” sighed Xander. “Feel bad for you, 
is all. It must fucking suck.”  

“Never had that before,” said Spike nervously.  

Xander looked at him. “You were awake and seeing 
things, weren’t you?”  

Spike squinted and Xander thought he had that 
sensitivity to the light again. “Your head hurt?” he 
asked kindly. He sat down on the bed and gently lay 
his hand on Spike’s forehead.  

“It was so real,” said Spike softly. He pushed his 
head instinctively up against Xander’s cooler one, 
and Xander felt a surge of protective instinct wash 
through him.  

“I’ll get you an aspirin, and something cold for your 
head,” he said soothingly.  



When he came back in the room, Spike was sitting 
on the side of the bed tying his sneakers.  

Xander fell back against the door jamb “What are 
you doing?” he asked.  

“You don’t need this, Harris,” growled Spike, jerking 
on the laces, “I’m goin’ to a hotel.”  

“You’re leaving?” Xander noticed the desperate 
whine in his own voice.  

“Gonna go soon, anyway, just…” Spike stopped his 
hyper movements and slumped over a bit. Then he 
roused himself and stood. Found his shirt and 
pulled it on. “Just, don’t wanna put you through any 
more of this shit.”  

“It’s okay, Spike,” said Xander hurriedly. “Well, it’s 
not okay, sucks for you, but I don’t want you to go 
off and do this by yourself. I want to help, Spike.”  

“Why?” Spike’s voice was so plaintive, Xander felt it 
asked questions he could not even imagine.  



“Because I …” Xander realized with horror that he 
had been about to say the ‘L’ word. “Because you’re 
my friend,” he said softly.  

Spike regarded him for a moment in silence. Then 
he dropped his shirt, and began toeing off his shoes.  

Xander felt his whole body go limp with relief. He 
shuffled forward, raised a hand slowly to Spike’s 
arm. Touching the still damp skin very lightly, his 
other hand rising to nervously adjust his patch. 
“Stay with me tonight?” he asked, struggling to 
make the words sound like an offer, and not a plea.  

Spike looked at the floor. “Yeah,” he said. “Listen, 
Xander,” he began, looking up at him with a 
determined expression.  

Xander stared at him, exhaustion and strain in his 
face. The elastic band that held his patch in place 
had twisted and his still damp hair stuck up above 
it. “What?”  

“Never mind,” said Spike with a sigh. He plunked 
down on the mattress and climbed under the sheet. 
“Come to bed, Harris.”  



 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Spike had already left the apartment when Xander 
woke the next morning. He wasn’t surprised or 
overly concerned. He worked late, he slept late. And 
Spike seemed to sleep very little. Xander wandered 
around the apartment, mildly euphoric, picking 
things up, making his coffee and cereal, eating and 
mulling over the events of the previous evening, 
wondering what they meant.  

He thought that what had happened between Spike 
and he the night before would have qualified on 
some level, as sex. He was pretty sure they had had 
sex. He was pretty sure that he had enjoyed it. 
Xander mentally looked behind him at the big white 
line over which he had definitely crossed into 
bisexuality, and shrugged.  

Xander was also fairly certain that Spike had 
enjoyed the sex, as well. That was, apparently, one 
of the big plusses to male on male sex. There was 



no doubt whatsoever in Xander’s mind that the 
other party had been satisfied.  

He just wasn’t sure how well. He worried over the 
act. So sure he hadn’t done something correctly. It 
had really been very much like making love to a girl. 
Except without the penetration. At the thought of 
penetration, Xander felt a tingle in his balls. He 
raised an eyebrow at himself. Apparently far, far 
over the line and running gleefully down the 
highway of gay sex.  

Happily for Xander, there was an expert readily on 
call. He could ask Bill about things when he went to 
work. He glanced at the clock and realized both that 
he was almost late for said work, and that Spike had 
not yet returned.  

A little disappointed and a little apprehensive, 
Xander rushed off. He almost left a note on the 
kitchen table, had actually written it out, but when 
he stopped and looked at the behavior, the 
domesticity and assumptions it implied, he thought 
better of it and tossed the note in the trash.  



 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
He caught Bill at the end of the evening and steered 
him back into the restaurant before the man could 
leave, practically giving him no choice.  

“What’s the big deal, Xander?”  

“Spike and I.” Xander just grinned.  

“No shit, you and Spike?” Bill smiled and sat down 
on a barstool. “I thought you were sure he wasn’t 
interested.”  

Xander ignored the worrying thought that that issue 
hadn’t really been resolved. “We… last night we…” 
he stopped and tried to think of a word that could 
properly encompass what had happened. He looked 
up at Bill and suddenly felt all the fear and 
insecurity again.  

“I don’t know what happened,” he confessed.  



The bartender set his jacket over the bar and made 
himself more comfortable on the barstool. “Uh, 
Xander, what do you mean?”  

“I mean, I kind of know. I’ve seen movies, ya know.” 
Xander was looking around the bar nervously.  

Bill looked around the empty restaurant also. “Not 
exactly sure what you’re asking me here, Xander.”  

Xander played with his own fingers a little. “Spike 
kinda knew what to do, I think, but maybe not. I 
don’t want it to be like…” like Percy, he thought to 
himself.  

“Xander, what happened last night?”  

Xander looked at him in surprise, “Well, we, you 
know, we had sex. I think,” he added shrugging 
apologetically. “Not exactly sure. That’s what I 
wanted to talk to you about.”  

Bill laughed out loud, a big grin on his face. “Shit, 
Xander, you don’t know if you had sex? Boy, you 
been smoking that crack again?”  



Xander smiled sheepishly and drew a circle on the 
countertop. “Yeah, well, you know. There was 
stuff…” he felt himself blushing.  

Bill chuckled. “You know, you can tell me all the 
details, I’ll just save it up to think about later,” he 
said roughly.  

Xander flashed him a disgusted look. “Pervert.”  

“Pot. Kettle,” observed Bill dryly. He sobered. 
“Listen Xander. You’re not a little kid, I don’t have 
to tell you about protection or anything?”  

“Nah. I guess it’s not that.” Xander paused; he felt 
his happy high slipping as he tried to grasp what 
was worrying him. “It’s just, well, he wasn’t there 
this morning…”  

Sometimes it just made Bill ache to see Xander 
wearing that big old heart on his sleeve. He cocked 
his head sideways. “Hey, Harris,” he said with 
forced cheer, “just relax, okay? Look at it this way. 
You’ve got some hot blonde English guy, who 
apparently IS into guys, sleeping in your apartment. 



Maybe even sitting there waiting for you right 
now.”  

Xander looked up at him. Bill saw the twinkle bloom 
in his eye and laughed. “Condoms, my dear. Don’t 
forget. Oh, and I highly recommend lubricant … 
need I say more? God, I wish I could be a fly on the 
wall.” He grinned at Xander’s blush.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Xander let himself into the apartment quietly, shyly 
hiding the plastic Sav-On pharmacy bag behind him, 
looking around for Spike.  

“Hey. Not-so-evil, not-so-dead,” he whispered 
playfully. He stopped and looked around the 
darkened apartment. Television and lights switched 
off, no sounds of water running, no smells of 
dinner. He had barely begun to register the sense of 
abandonment, when he noticed a jean clad leg 
thrust out on the floor from behind the couch. It 
was not moving.  



Xander dropped his bag and ran across the room.  

Spike leant against the side of the couch, legs 
spread out to either side of him. His eyes flickered 
briefly when Xander appeared, then moved away to 
stare dully at some point on the wall.  

Xander took a moment to dizzily give thanks that 
Spike was still alive, then he crouched down and 
tried to catch the man’s eye.  

“Hey, Buddy,” he prompted gently. “Whatchya 
doing, Spike?”  

“It was very quiet,” said Spike suddenly in a low 
rough voice. He didn’t look at Xander. He squinted 
at the wall and frowned. “I’d gotten used to hearing 
her, you see. Knew it wasn’t her. Not crazy, not 
really. But it was her voice, you know. And then it 
just stopped.” He looked at Xander then. Tears rose 
in his eyes and spilled down his cheeks. “I miss 
hearing her voice,” he confessed pitifully.  

Xander had a good intuition to whom Spike was 
referring. He nodded dumbly and reached for the 



other man’s shoulder. To comfort himself or Spike, 
he wasn’t certain.  

Spike looked around the room, dazedly. “Now all I 
hear is noise. Like a big washing machine. All the 
time.” He lowered his head to clenched fists and 
made a frustrated sound. “I just wish it would 
bloody stop for a few minutes. It’s driving me mad.”  

Xander didn’t know what to do about this. He sat 
down carefully on the floor in front of Spike and 
watched the man rubbing his forehead with his 
knuckles for a minute. “Maybe we could drown it 
out with the radio?” he suggested, feeling stupid.  

Spike looked up at him with an amazed expression 
on his face. He leaned back his head and just 
started laughing. He laughed with abandonment, 
loudly. Shoulders shaking, mouth open as if he were 
a small bird in the nest. Xander watched helplessly. 
After a while Spike calmed down. He lowered his 
head and gazed at Xander with teary, crinkled eyes 
and a lopsided grin. “Thanks, Harris.”  

Xander couldn’t help but feel that he had just been 
laughed at, but chose to go with the happiness of 



having a coherent Spike once more in the room. He 
grinned back, wishing he could make physical 
contact, but feeling somehow that the presumption 
was mistaken. He rose to his feet instead and 
offered Spike his hand.  

Spike accepted the offer and leapt up. He could 
have taken the opportunity to hug Xander, but 
didn’t, swaying away and striding purposefully 
across the room. “Forgot about yer dinner, Harris,” 
he said over his shoulder. “Come ‘n get it, as yer 
Western cowboys say.”  

Xander followed, hugging forlornly at one arm with 
his other. “Way to mangle the accent, Spike,” he 
called.  

They ate pasta and sauce quickly. There was a salad. 
Xander finished everything. He hadn’t felt this 
healthy since, well, since someone else had cooked 
for him. They washed up in companionable silence. 
No more physical contact than necessary and Spike 
showed no unusual signs of interest in initiating 
anything.  



Xander paused in the doorway finally and nodded at 
Spike sitting on the sofa. “Well,” he said, 
desperately wondering what was going on. “I’m off 
to bed.”  

“Night, Harris,” said Spike cheerfully, not looking at 
him.  

“Night,” said Xander sadly, feeling every ounce of 
life draining from him. He made his way down the 
hall, the swell of sorrow climbing up inside of him.  

He heard a swish behind him and registered 
stocking feet on hard wood floors before he was 
tackled from behind; hard arms wrapped around his 
chest and a hot mouth on the back of his neck. He 
slid and almost fell over, pulled upright again by 
Spike’s amazingly strong arms, his backside pulled 
firmly against a definite erection.  

He could not breathe for a moment and then he 
was washed in euphoria. He spun about awkwardly 
and wrapped his arms around the squirming, 
aroused body. Spike’s mouth attacked his, his 
tongue driving in, sensuously caressing his own. He 
let himself fall into the wonder of it, a moan 



escaped him and his hands slid of their own volition 
down to cup the firm backside.  

Spike growled. He pulled back a bit. “So what’s in 
the bag, Harris?”  

Xander felt more like he was putting together a 
train set than having his first fully sexual experience 
with a man. There was so much arguing and 
discussion. First there were the instructions. Those 
that fell out of the box of lubricant. And those 
issuing from Spike. It was all very daunting.  

Spike lay on the bed fully naked. A distraction in 
itself. His hair was sticking up from Xander’s 
preliminary attack and his mouth was swollen from 
all the kissing. He had beard burn all over his 
cheeks. He looked totally debauched and when he 
spoke, Xander was having trouble attending to the 
words.  

“You just gotta use it right away, Harris,” Spike was 
saying distinctly, he rolled over on his belly and 
pushed his rump into the air a little. “Ready?” he 
said without pre-amble.  



Xander froze. He fumbled at the tube. He could feel 
his arousal and his self-assurance hissing from him 
as if he had a puncture. “Spike, I can’t…” he waved 
vaguely. Spike rolled back over, his erection sprang 
forth again, and Xander’s eye was caught by it. He 
looked up at Spike, and saw him see him looking, 
and blushed.  

“Geez, Xander,” said Spike, his voice softened with a 
kind of fondness. He sat up and took the lubricant 
from him. Opened the top and squeezed some out 
into this hand. “Here,” he said in a throaty whisper 
and he reached into Xander’s lap to gently clasp the 
faltering erection. Xander shivered and arched 
involuntarily into Spike’s hand.  

“God,” he squeaked, feeling himself become fully 
hard again. He closed his eyes. Spike stroked him 
gently and Xander held himself steady. He felt 
suddenly that he was going to come and reached 
down to grab Spike’s wrist and pull him away.  

“Okay?” said Spike, all business. He lay down and 
flipped over again. Xander reached over to shakily 
stroke one round buttock.  



“Oh God,” he whispered, feeling sick. “Spike.”  

The man pushed himself up and looked back at 
Xander. “Listen, Harris,” he said reasonably. “If you 
don’t wanna do this, just say so.”  

Xander took a deep breath. He couldn’t look at 
Spike. Couldn’t tell him how the idea of Percy kept 
popping into his head. “I just was thinking.” He 
couldn’t say it to his face. He lay down instead on 
his stomach, bowed his head to the mattress. “Do 
me instead, Spike,” he whispered.  

There was a steady silence. Xander snuck a peek 
back at Spike. The man was sitting up, gazing at him 
seriously. “You’ve never done this before, Xan,” he 
said carefully. “It’s gonna hurt.”  

Xander turned his face back to the mattress. “Want 
to,” he said in a small voice.  

He heard and then felt Spike come closer to him on 
the mattress. A warm hand softly caressed his back 
and floated down to cup and fondle one ass cheek. 
Xander shivered into the touch, a wave of desire 
coursing through him.  



“You sure, Harris?” asked Spike, lowering his torso 
so that he draped Xander’s body. He kissed the back 
of Xander’s neck, running his hands gently from his 
shoulders, down his sides, his thumbs rippling softly 
over the hard muscle of his rump, then back up 
again. Xander moaned.  

“Yeah?” Spike’s voice held a note of wonder. His 
hands wandered down again, this time one finger 
brushed softly against Xander’s entrance. Xander 
whimpered into the pillow and pressed back.  

Spike groaned. His mouth returned to the back of 
Xander’s neck and nuzzled there, little puffs of air 
lifting the hair at his nape. His hands kept kneading 
Xander’s buttocks, a finger softly brushing over his 
entrance, until Xander was rocking slightly, all his 
attention focusing on that place that Spike kept 
touching. Xander felt Spike draw back a bit and then 
the finger was there again, the cool lubricant sliding 
across that place, a gentle prodding and he felt 
something intrude. It was weird and good at the 
same time. Xander wriggled and pressed back 
instinctively. He felt the intrusion reaching further 
and suddenly wanted more.  



“Spike,” he whimpered. He rocked back a bit. 
“Please.”  

“Yeah,” whispered Spike, entranced. He coated his 
fingers with yet more lube and carefully inserted 
two this time. Xander pushed his face into the 
mattress and inhaled deeply. This intrusion felt 
much more present, yet still not enough. He could 
feel Spike’s fingers working inside him and the 
sensation was so strange and yet wonderful, he 
groaned again.  

“More, please,” he moaned.  

Spike chuckled, gently removing his hand and 
applying more lube. “Sure, Oliver Twisted,” he 
quipped in a rough voice. This time, the fingers felt 
large and pinched. Xander gasped and tensed up. 
“Easy, there, easy.” He heard Spike’s voice 
soothingly behind him. The man’s lips were on his 
back again. Small, soft words whispered against his 
skin. Small, cool kisses, working slowly up his spine. 
Strong fingers twisting and pushing into Xander, the 
heat of the sensation becoming more intense and 
less burning. A firm, callused hand massaged his 



backside, worked down over his thigh, reaching 
slightly up to brush Xander’s balls. He shuddered 
and thrust back again. Spike chuckled and lowered 
his body back again onto Xander’s back.  

“Think you’re ready, luv?” he whispered against 
Xander’s ear. Xander heard the small sounds of a 
condom wrapper, then felt a large, blunt, cold 
something sliding slickly against his entrance. He 
tensed up despite himself and felt the hands once 
again, soothing and steady up and down his sides. 
The warm lips nibbling and kissing the back of his 
neck, his ear. “It’s okay,” whispered Spike, “it’s 
okay, just tell me to stop if it hurts too much, Xan, 
okay?”  

Xander nodded against the mattress. Spike pushed 
forward. Xander gasped.  

“Deep breaths, deep breaths,” said Spike’s calm 
voice at his ear. “Relax luv, relax.” The pain was 
intense and the pressure incessant. Xander willed 
himself to relax. He felt Spike rocking against him, 
the bigness pushing further inside him, the burning 



increasing and increasing, and he whimpered into 
the mattress.  

Spike stopped immediately. “You okay, Xander?” he 
asked sharply. Xander took a deep breath and bore 
down. He felt the man pressed against him shudder 
and the intrusion push much further in, then 
something inside him burst apart.  

“Ohh,” moaned Xander. “Oh, god, yesss.” He rocked 
back. “God. Spike. God.” He was gasping now, not 
with pain, but with the most amazing sensations.  

He heard Spike moan something incoherent, and 
felt him draw back and push forward towards that 
bursting light. Both men groaned simultaneously 
and then Spike seemed to go a little crazy. He 
started pumping into Xander. Short hard strokes, 
his fingers digging into Xander’s hips, his body 
thumping against Xander’s back, his lips all over 
Xander’s neck, his shoulders, licking his ear. Spike 
panting and chanting wildly, “God so tight, god 
Xander you’re so, Geez, beautiful oh.”  

The mounting feeling of light and pressure was 
pushing somehow into Xander’s dick. He pressed 



against the mattress and back against Spike. The 
sense of fullness giving way to an intense need for 
more, he began to writhe and rock and push. Spike 
shoving against something inside him that made his 
cock feel it would burst, then quite suddenly he was 
bursting, lights going off in his head, distantly the 
sensation of semen spreading across his belly as he 
soaked the mattress. The man above him pounding 
now and crying out. Then Spike stiffened and 
Xander felt the thump inside him of his own orgasm 
and Spike’s somehow grasping each other. Xander 
cried into the mattress, rocking in Spike’s strong 
arms. Then slowly, they both stopped rocking and 
lay still, Spike clasped across Xander’s back.  

Xander was gasping for breath. He felt Spike slip out 
of him and turned awkwardly underneath him, 
grabbing and wrapping his arms around the warm 
man. Burying his face in the neck and shoulders. His 
mouth found sweaty skin and skidded across it in 
desperate little kisses. “Spike,” he choked out, his 
brain spinning. “Spike, I love you.”  

He felt the muscles stiffen, but didn’t register the 
warning. He opened his eyes and looked up into a 



face full of sorrow. “Spike,” he whispered again. He 
raised a hand and touched a lock of hair with gentle 
wonder.  

“Oh, Xander,” said Spike sadly.  

Xander pushed himself up and adjusted his patch. “I 
mean, I thought you’d never… and then I wanted … 
and then I had never…” Xander stopped and shook 
his head. “I’m such a jerk,” he smiled. He leaned in 
and kissed Spike’s cheek. “I’m glad it was you,” he 
said simply. His mouth trailed down Spike’s lips, 
tasting him, mouth open sucking against the full 
lower lip. Pulling back fractionally to whisper again, 
“I love you.”  

Spike gently withdrew from the embrace. “Xander, 
we have to talk.”  

Xander literally felt the ice water rush through his 
veins. And he had thought it was only a metaphor. 
He drew back a bit. “Oh,” he said.  

“Xander, you’re my mate, and I owe you a lot and 
…”  



“It’s okay, Spike.” Xander was trying to breathe 
without gasping. He pushed himself back from Spike 
and lay on his back, supported on his elbows. Fuck, 
that ice water was starting to sting a bit. “I’m fine, 
Spike.” He rolled and got off the bed. Found his 
pants and began pulling them on. His ass stung from 
the movement. “Wow, that was great, Spike,” he 
laughed. “I mean…“ he drifted off. He watched the 
man sit up slowly. Xander bent over, picked up 
Spike’s slacks and handed them to him. “You want 
some water?” he asked finally.  

“Yeah, that’d be nice,” said Spike carefully.  

Xander walked out and into the kitchen. His belly 
was crusty with cum, so he washed his hands and 
dabbed at himself with paper towel. He could feel 
liquid leaking from his ass. The sensation made his 
heart twist and burn in his chest. He poured water 
into plastic cups, and trudged slowly back to the 
bedroom, his emotional strength diving with every 
step. He couldn’t go back in there. He set the cups 
of water down.  



He turned and walked down the hallway to the 
phone. Picked it up and dialed a number. By the 
time it was picked up, the tears were rolling down 
his cheeks and his voice was thick and stuffy. “Bill,” 
he whispered into the receiver.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
They were inside Bill’s car. He had come straight 
over and Xander had just pulled on a jacket and 
gone out to meet him. He hadn’t had the nerve to 
tell Spike anything.  

Xander was curled in a ball against the other man. 
He couldn’t articulate the level of hurt he felt and so 
all he did was press his face against Bill and sniffle. 
Bill patted him ineffectually and waited. Contrary to 
popular belief, not all gay men are comfortable with 
hysterics. Bill would have been happier in any other 
situation.  

“So what happened?” he asked patiently.  

Xander shook his head and sniffled. Bill sighed.  



“I take it something happened?”  

Xander nodded his head and sniffled.  

“Did he hurt you, Xander?” Bill asked carefully, all 
his protective instincts prickling.  

Xander shuddered against him. “Didn’t eveno,” he 
sniffled into the man’s arm.  

“Didn’t understand that, Xander,” said Bill patiently, 
patting him uncomfortably.  

Xander drew back a bit. “I didn’t even know how I 
felt,” he explained sadly, “until I said it.”  

“Oh dear,” said Bill, he smiled with relief. Then he 
looked at Xander’s stricken face and frowned.  

Xander blinked wetly at him. “I feel so stupid,” he 
said stuffily.  

“Don’t feel stupid, Xander,” sighed Bill, smiling 
slightly. “Feel lucky you can still feel stupid.”  

“Huh,” said Xander groggily. “Bill. I never did that 
with a guy before.”  



“I know,” sighed the older man.  

“It hurt,” said Xander sadly, “and then, it was kinda 
wonderful.”  

“Yeah,” said Bill.  

“And then it was absolutely horrible.”  

“Sounds about right,” said Bill. He hugged Xander 
against him. “You ready to go back in and talk to 
him?”  

Xander turned and stared out of the car window at 
the apartment building. “Okay,” he said unsteadily. 
He slowly got out of the car.  

“Xander.”  

Xander turned back to Bill. His face was red and 
swollen. He looked so frightened the other man 
wanted to pull him back into the car and just wrap 
him in bubble wrap. “It’ll be fine, Xander,” Bill 
assured him with as much authority as he could 
muster. “And you can always call me.”  



“Thanks,” said Xander weakly and turned back to 
deal with Spike.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
When he came back inside he found Spike on the 
couch, fully dressed and nervously drumming his 
fingers on the arm. As he entered, the man jumped 
a bit then just sat, obviously waiting for Xander to 
speak.  

“Spike,” said Xander slowly, “I’m sorry.”  

“Hey, no problem,” said Spike hurriedly. “I 
understand. Be out in the morning.”  

Xander was devastated. “You’re leaving?”  

Spike swiveled and looked at him, quickly. Looked 
nervously away again. “Well, yeah, you want me to, 
right?”  

“No,” said Xander in his most annoyed voice. “I 
want you to NOT leave, Spike.” He paused and 



thought about it. “But if YOU want to, because, you 
know, I’m such a jerk.”  

“No, you’re not, Xander,” said Spike quickly. “Not.” 
His face twisted a little. The nervous look a little 
more broken. “You’re my mate,” he said unhappily. 
“My friend.”  

“And you owe me a lot,” Xander finished for him in 
a wooden voice.  

Spike didn’t look at him. A muscle in his cheek 
jumped. “Yeah,” he agreed softly. “I do owe you.”  

Xander felt nauseous. His memory supplied the 
aching recall of Spike’s warm lips on his ear, his 
gentle deep voice as he thrust into Xander. What 
Xander had felt as affection and lust, he now heard 
in playback as obedient servitude. He looked at the 
man whom he had used, sitting nervously at the 
end of the sofa, waiting to be ejected again into the 
world. Long black lashes lowered over arching 
cheekbones, skin still bright pink from Xander’s 
beard. Hair tousled and twisted, love bites on his 
neck. Xander took a deep breath as he felt his 
arousal mounting again. God, he disgusted himself.  



“I’m sorry, Spike,” he managed to get out harshly. 
He looked away, suddenly overwhelmed with 
embarrassment. “Uh, about that stuff I said …”  

“Oh, I know Harris. Hormones and stuff. Weird shit 
comes outta your mouth. Done it myself a few 
times,” said Spike quickly.  

Xander took a deep shuddering breath. Something 
small and sad scurried back to its niche inside him.  

Spike peered up at the man in the doorway. In his 
old jeans, with the jacket flung loosely over his 
tanned muscular chest, small scratch marks visible 
just over one pectoral muscle. Spike’s eyes widened 
slightly, his iris swelled and he licked his lips. When 
Xander turned back to look at him, he swiveled his 
head away quickly, staring at his own knees. He 
wriggled slightly on the couch and frowned.  

Xander saw Spike twitching with nerves and 
discomfort and suddenly realized how intimidated 
the helpless man must feel around him. “Are you 
mad at me?” he asked, his voice pathetic.  



Spike’s head dipped and he swallowed hard. 
“N…no. You mad at me?” asked Spike equally 
pathetically.  

“Of course not,” said Xander. He took a big breath. 
“We still friends?”  

“Yeah,” said Spike eagerly. “Fuck, yeah. Friends.”  

“Okay,” said Xander. He re-entered the living room 
and shakily sat on the couch. A good distance from 
Spike. “So I guess we should’na done that, huh?” he 
said without looking at the other man.  

Spike watched Xander sit down. He bit his lip and 
there was a long silence. “Nah, probably not,” he 
said slowly. “Was nice, though?” he asked very, very 
low, staring at his knees.  

Xander still didn’t look at Spike. A small, self-
deprecating grimace touched his mouth. “Yeah, well 
I guess you could tell I liked it.” He straightened and 
pasted the Harris grin back onto his face. “So,” he 
faced Spike smiling, rose from the sofa. “Hell, of a 
night, yeah?”  

Spike watched him, tried out a smile also, “Yeah.”  



“I’m trashed. Goin’ to bed,” said Xander.  

“Okay.” Spike looked down again. His arms slowly 
rose to hug his own torso.  

Xander walked unsteadily. He paused in the 
doorway, struck with one last gasp of courage. “Uh, 
you know you don’t have ta sleep out here,” he said 
quickly.  

Spike didn’t look at him. “Probably oughta,” he said 
roughly.  

Xander nodded, a jerky difficult motion, then forced 
his body to turn down the hallway towards his 
empty bed.  

5 Lake of Fire 

Xander woke the next day to the smell of bacon and 
the sound of a male tenor voice singing raucously in 
his kitchen. He struggled past the fuzziness of it all, 
his palm brushing across sticky sheets as he rolled, 
his bottom twinging, and staggered into the 
bathroom.  



He stood looking into the bathroom mirror. 
Searching for something different, as if he were a 
young girl who had lost her virginity. What he saw 
there was what he always saw, disheartening but 
no different. A grizzled, tired man, with a face that 
looked like it had begun drinking years before its 
current legal age of twenty-one. The patch pushed 
up into his already receding hair. The scar pulling, 
still red and lumpy, across the indentation where he 
had once carried an eye identical to the swollen one 
he blinked now at the mirror. It was a face not even 
a mother had been able to love, and Xander did not 
wonder that the man in the kitchen, belting out Sex 
Pistols lyrics, had not been able to either.  

He sighed and threw water on the only face that he 
owned, plastered the hair down and carefully pulled 
the patch over the scarred eye socket.  

Spike was cooking breakfast in the kitchen. He had 
apparently showered earlier, and slithered back and 
forth in front of the stove in the old sweatpants and 
worn t-shirt, singing enthusiastically as he worked 
at something in a pan with a spatula. He spun 



around still singing and nearly dropped the pan 
when he saw Xander.  

Xander tried to grin nonchalantly. His mouth 
wouldn’t cooperate. He wasn’t going to be able to 
do nonchalant this morning, apparently. “Hey, 
Spike,” he said, looking away, and slumped into a 
chair. His bottom hit the hard wood and he flinched 
involuntarily.  

Spike shuffled over to the table and put the pan 
carefully down.  

“Hey,” said Xander, looking at it without 
enthusiasm. “Nummy eggs.”  

He reached for the handle, and started when Spike 
grabbed his arm. “’S hot,” said the former vampire 
softly. He released Xander’s wrist and proffered an 
oven mitt. Xander took it, dumbly registering the 
tingle still lingering in his arm where he had been 
touched. He squinted up at Spike who still stood by 
the table looking down at him. Xander sighed 
heavily.  

“You gonna eat?” he asked tiredly.  



Spike nodded. Started to fidget. He swayed 
nervously from side to side. “Xander, I…” he began.  

“Just sit and eat your eggs and bacon, Spike,” 
Xander interrupted roughly, glaring down at his 
plate.  

Spike sat obediently, but didn’t begin his breakfast. 
“Xander? You okay?” he finally asked.  

Xander ignored the question, forcing himself to take 
a bite of the eggs. He chewed and swallowed the 
lump, and gave up. “Need a shower,” he grunted to 
himself and shoved away from the table.  

He heard Spike following him down the hallway. He 
ignored him, peeling off his t-shirt, then just stood 
glaring out the bedroom window. He heard Spike 
take a deep breath, the pad of a bare foot and 
suddenly warm arms were wrapped around his 
waste and a cool cheek lay on his back. Xander 
shivered into the touches involuntarily, then 
stiffened.  

“What are you doing?” he asked helplessly, unable 
to break the embrace.  



He felt a soft, wet kiss on his spine and fought the 
melting sweetness of it. He raised his arms to push 
Spike’s hands away, but instead found himself softly 
caressing the downy skin. Warm hands drew in to 
rest against his abdomen and began sliding 
downwards.  

Xander shuddered as the fingers slid into his pubic 
hair. “What?” His mind feebly tried to form an 
adequate question. But then his body took over. He 
spun around and grabbed Spike’s face. Registered 
half-closed, lust filled eyes, before he fastened his 
mouth hungrily to those teasing lips.  

Spike pressed into Xander, a bundle of fresh-
smelling, hard muscled young man with wet hair. 
Xander’s hands became their own creatures and 
avidly pulled it all into himself.  

They rocked drunkenly in the middle of the room, 
and then pitched onto the bed.  

Spike used leverage and pushed Xander over 
quickly, his knee between Xander’s legs, his hands 
diving into the man’s boxers. Xander gasped and 
arched, overwhelmed, as he felt the rough hand 



pulling on his shaft and then, amazingly, a cool, wet 
tongue.  

He looked down at the blond head bent studiously 
over his hard shaft. Another slow, experimental lick 
and Xander’s head fell back against the pillow.  

“Never done this before,” he heard Spike mutter.  

“What? Wait, Spike,” Xander feebly attempted to 
regain control of the situation. But Spike had 
fastened his mouth around the head of his cock and 
was sucking hard, his tongue flicking at the slit and 
Xander’s brains and ability to speak simply fell 
away. He moaned and tried not to thrust into the 
suction. His hand came down to touch the damp 
blond locks, and Spike’s eyes flicked up at him for a 
moment. Xander wanted to ask. Wanted to know 
what was happening. But somehow he knew that if 
he asked, then it would stop. And right now, more 
than anything else, Xander needed it to not stop.  

Vaguely he registered the movement of Spike’s 
arm. A sharp white elbow moving rapidly as the 
man jerked himself off. He heard him gasp 
suddenly. The strong suction let up and Xander 



groaned as he saw the lithe, white body shuddering 
in orgasm. He reached for Spike, but the man bent 
again suddenly and lowered his mouth once more 
onto Xander’s cock, tongue rubbing hard against 
the vein. Xander’s overwhelmed body arched and 
thrust uncontrollably and he felt Spike jerk back, 
gagging. “Sorry,” gasped Xander wildly, rolling his 
head, trying to restrain his desperately thrusting 
hips. Spike made a low sound of disagreement and 
plunged back onto Xander’s cock, his hands sliding 
up under his buttocks and lifting his hips towards 
him like a large slice of melon. Xander felt his shaft 
forced down the resistant, gagging throat, felt the 
warm shuddering mouth around him, the hard 
hands squeezing him and arched once more 
uncontrollably as his orgasm shot from him and 
down Spike’s throat.  

Xander lay for a minute in insensate bliss until he 
registered the sound of retching. Spike was sitting 
up, fighting his body’s desire to hurl, wiping at his 
cum soaked lips with a shaking arm. Xander sat up 
rapidly and tried to gather Spike to him. The man 
lurched slightly away, turning his head.  



“No,” said Xander gently, “C’mere.” He turned 
Spike’s face slowly back and licked across his chin. 
Spike stilled. Xander ran his tongue up around 
Spike’s mouth, carefully cleaning him. Then kissed 
the swollen lips softly. He pulled back and looked 
into those eyes that seemed to carry confusion and 
fear with them as a constant. “Thanks,” he said 
softly. And was rewarded with a small smile.  

“Welcome,” Spike whispered back. Xander placed 
another soft kiss on those receptive lips. Then 
pulled back as the emotions began to flood him. He 
looked again into the vulnerable blue eyes and saw 
caution. He turned away.  

“Okay,” he said, pointedly looking at the clock, 
which told him he had hours before work, hours 
before he had to do anything. Hours during which 
he could curl around the one he cared for and just 
bask. “Okay,” he said determinedly and pushed 
himself off the bed and onto his feet, “time for a 
shower.”  

Xander stood in the shower feeling the bliss run off 
him in little electrical curls along with the hot water. 



He wondered what had just happened. There were 
echoes of something here. The familiar feeling of 
unworthiness, apologetic need. Like Cordy fumbling 
in the closet, then refusing to speak of it. Like Faith, 
eyes shunting away emotions as if they were 
threatening weapons.  

Xander dried himself off and stepped back into the 
kitchen. Not at all surprised that Spike had dressed 
and left.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Xander could feel Spike all evening. It wasn’t just 
the heady memory that his body kept shooting 
through him. A twinge in his ass, going straight 
through his balls into the pleasure center of his 
brain until he was valiantly struggling to do his job 
while disguising the hard on. It was the awareness 
of the man, like an elastic band, stretched and 
anticipatory, until the moment he opened the door 
to the place he now called home, and slipped 
anxiously inside.  



“Hey, honey,” he called, hearing the creak in his 
humor, “I’m home.”  

Spike came round the corner, fresh looking in a t-
shirt Xander had never seen before. For the 
millisecond it took for Xander to hold a breath, he 
didn’t know what he was confronting, then Spike 
shot him a saucy smile, took two quick steps across 
the room, clasped Xander’s surprised chin with one 
hand, and planted a kiss on his mouth.  

“Leftover dead cow on the table,” said Spike, 
smiling. “Come ‘n eat.”  

Xander followed him in a cloud of confused arousal. 
“Where’d you get the shirt, Spike?” he asked 
casually.  

“Fella at work,” said Spike without turning. “Got a 
load a grease on meself today, and fella invited me 
to his place to shower.”  

Xander stopped, felt a huge surge of jealousy. 
Quelled it. His treacherous brain reminded him that 
their apartment wasn’t far from the place Spike 
worked, why couldn’t he have come home for a 



shower, but he angrily shoved away a conversation 
he knew he would be sorry for starting.  

They sat and ate; Spike happily chattering about 
work, Xander following the sound of his voice, more 
than his words. Watching the animated features, 
wondering and awed by so many things. The 
familiar face, once despised, now beloved. The pale 
skin, tanned and crinkled, the hair more Back Street 
boys than Billy Idol. The old persona practically 
disappeared. Then suddenly, an odd glance, the 
eyes caught by something and a hundred years of 
torture and horror would skate between them as if 
on ice, then disappear.  

They finished dinner and Xander headed, as usual, 
for the living room. Spike, however, finished the 
dishes then scooted by in his jacket heading for the 
door. Xander looked up. “Goin’ out for a bit,” 
announced Spike easily. “Fella from work invited me 
for a game a pool.”  

Xander felt himself suddenly very aware of things. 
“What’s this ‘fella’s’ name,” he asked, despising the 
pissy note in his voice.  



Spike blinked at him with a guarded expression. 
“Richard.”  

“Oh.” Xander turned back, fumbled and picked up 
the remote. Forced himself to stare at the 
television, blindly clicking through the stations. 
“Have fun.”  

He heard Spike leave and set the remote down 
slowly. After a few minutes of numbness, he 
realized he was watching the Macneal Lehrer News 
Hour and switched off the set. He got up and went 
to bed.  

Half an hour later, lying absolutely sleepless in his 
bed, wondering what to feel and afraid to feel 
anything, Xander heard the apartment door open. 
He raised himself up on his elbows in surprise, 
wondering if he was being burglarized, when he 
heard Spike’s voice unmistakably speaking to 
someone else. Xander grit his teeth and struggled 
into his robe to march down the hallway. Uninvited 
visitors, especially uninvited visitors who apparently 
had showers available at any given moment, were 



not on the list of behaviors he could tolerate from 
his roommate.  

But Spike was standing in the living room alone. He 
turned and looked at Xander, surprised. “Oh, hey, 
whelp,” he said. “You up?”  

Xander took a moment to assess things. Spike 
looked the same as he had when he left, but 
different.  

“Didn’t you go play pool?” he asked finally.  

“Uh, yeah,” said Spike rubbing at his temple. He was 
looking around the apartment. He was definitely 
disoriented, Xander realized, and remembering the 
incident of the other afternoon he became very 
cautious.  

“What do you want to do now, Spike,” he asked 
carefully.  

Spike gazed at him blankly for a minute. “Need 
some sleep, I think,” he said vaguely. He was 
looking around in confusion. Xander was getting a 
freaky, prickly feeling up his arms. He walked over 
to the folded pile of sheets kept at the end of the 



sofa and began to pull them out. He saw Spike 
register the gesture and its meaning and a look of 
clarity returned to his face.  

“Yeah,” he said, obviously relieved. “Need ta get 
some sleep.”  

Xander helped him make up the sofa and waited 
until the dazed man had lain down, before he went 
back to bed. He lay for a long time in the dark 
wondering what to do.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Xander’s parents had taken him on a road trip once, 
up into the mountains of Colorado. They had driven 
for an entire day on a road spotted with tunnels 
bored through the rock of mountains. The saturated 
light of full day would blink quite suddenly into 
absolute blackness for a moment, and then back 
out into the yellow day. Xander found after awhile 
that he could close his eyes, while in the dark, and 
still see shadows of the sun floating behind his lids. 



And that out in the bright day, the halos of darkness 
still wavered around the objects before his eyes.  

Xander felt that his life with Spike was like going in 
and out of tunnels. Some mornings he would wake 
to a tenor voice belting out Sid Vicious in the 
shower. Wet towels slapping his ass as he ran 
shrieking down the hallway. Only to come home 
that night to find the man sitting calmly on the sofa 
in the dark living room staring at the switched off 
set. Almost absent in his extreme apathy.  

Whole days went by in sunlight. A kind of blissful, 
warm hum of continuity would begin to float 
through Xander. He and Spike sharing domestic 
chores, like the dazzle and blink of light through the 
trees. Sorting socks, making the bed, shopping at 
the grocery store.  

Sitting on the balcony on Xander’s night off. 
Drinking beer and teaching Xander old punk rock 
lyrics. Laughing until they were crying and falling on 
top of each other.  



He’d come into work whistling, earning a wink and a 
grin from Bill. He’d joke with the customers, collect 
his tips, then home again to Spike.  

And at home would be Spike watching TV and 
dinner on the table, or sleeping Spike and dinner in 
the oven. Though sooner or later, no matter how 
quietly Xander moved about, Spike would come 
shuffling into the kitchen. Sitting opposite Xander at 
the little table while he ate, head nodding on a 
sagging forearm as Xander went on about his day.  

Then the car would enter the tunnel. Spike would 
miss work and wander around the apartment in his 
sweats and the old checkered blue shirt. Keeping to 
the shadows, like a vampire fearing the light. His 
gaze vacant, the marked shifting in his eyes at any 
emotion from Xander. And the nightmares would 
be much much worse on those days.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Their sex life followed the shifting light of the tunnel 
as well. Xander never felt sure enough of his 



reception to be the aggressor. He would wait for 
the whims of Spike. Many days would go by without 
sex, then suddenly Spike would pounce.  

“Whoa.” Xander almost dropped the knife he was 
washing. He grabbed hold of the edge of the sink 
and tried not to melt to the floor as warm palms slid 
down the front of his sweat pants and firmly 
wrapped around his cock. The little cartoon lust 
mercury shot straight to the top of his skull.  

“S…Spike,” he gasped. “Almost cut myself.”  

Spike’s body sliding up tightly behind him, his hands 
busily stroking and massaging. Xander felt little arcs 
of electricity shooting up his spine. He sank back 
and dug his fingers into the counter. Spike closed 
tighter on Xander and rocked his hardness against 
the man’s thigh. “You want me, Xander?” Spike 
breathed, his lips on his ear. “You wanna fuck me, 
Xan?” Spike rocked against Xander’s leg, pushing 
him closer to the sink.  

“I want…” Xander fumbled at the counter with 
slippery hands, trying to turn around.  



Spike chuckled in his ear, so tight against him 
Xander couldn’t change his position “No, you have 
to tell me what you want, Xander,” hissed Spike. 
One of his hands softly kneading Xander’s sack as 
the other hand began a rhythm up and down 
Xander’s erection.  

Xander’s knees were quivering. He could feel every 
inch of Spike’s torso pressed against him from 
behind. His mind stuttered over the list of 
acceptable phrases. He knew from experience that 
if he misspoke, Spike was perfectly capable of 
walking away and leaving him to relieve himself 
alone in the bathroom.  

“I want… I want you,” Xander said desperately. He 
pushed into the warm, pumping hand, gripped the 
counter. “I want to t…touch you?” he begged 
helplessly, his toes curling as Spike’s thumb circled 
and circled the head of his dick, his teeth now 
fastened to Xander’s shoulder, his other arm 
coming up to grasp Xander around the chest, 
holding him hard against Spike. The shorter man’s 
mouth was tasting Xander’s neck now, long 
lingering licks that sent tingles down Xander’s spine, 



meeting the jolts and tingles traveling back up from 
his balls. He moaned and fell back against Spike, his 
hips pushing at the warm fist.  

“No touching, pet,” hissed Spike, his voice gone 
gravelly, and he thrust Xander suddenly forward 
into the cabinet and bit down hard on his neck.  

Xander cried out with surprise and not a little pain. 
And Spike immediately completely broke contact. 
Xander had to fall against the counter to avoid 
collapsing to the floor.  

“Whaa..?” said Xander.  

“S…sorry, Xander,” said a desperate voice behind 
him.  

Xander turned to see a shaken Spike supporting 
himself against the table. His face was bright red 
and his eyes were wild. He was panting and Xander 
felt a little concern leaking through his fog of 
arousal. Spike tended to hyperventilate of late.  

“Hey, it’s all good, Spike. I’m fine,” assured Xander, 
stepping very cautiously forward. He ignored the 
loud ache on his neck where Spike had bitten him, 



the cool dribble of blood running over his collar 
bone.  

Spike kept panting; his eyes looked like someone 
had turned a laser on inside his head. He licked at 
blood on his lip and his whole face twisted as if it 
were trying to escape from itself. Then he dove 
forward, on his knees at Xander’s feet before the 
confused man could register the movement. Spike 
reached up, yanked down sweats and boxers with 
them, pressed his face into Xander’s crotch and 
valiantly tried to swallow him whole.  

Xander bent like a man with a cramp and grabbed 
hold of Spike’s head in shock. The sudden suction 
and warm, moving tongue on his already aroused 
member pulled all the blood out of his brain and he 
made a nonsensical noise, gaping like a drowning 
fish, and thrust instinctively. Spike gagged, lurched 
back and up, turning, and bolted out of the kitchen.  

It took Xander a few minutes. Pulling up his pants, 
steadying himself against the ocean’s roar in his 
head, he finally staggered down the hallway 
searching for his assailant/lover.  



“Spike?” He found him in the bedroom. Spike lay on 
his side on Xander’s bed, somehow managing, by 
his very stillness, to emote extreme anger.  

“Fuck off, Wanker,” he snarled without turning.  

Xander recoiled a little. But in the low light he could 
see that Spike was shaking. His arms wrapped 
around himself, his fingers digging into his own 
biceps. Xander climbed slowly up on the bed. “Hey, 
what’s wrong?”  

Spike muttered something to himself. Then, 
“fucking bit you,” he said in a voice infinitesimally 
less hostile.  

Xander tried to chuckle. Couldn’t. He sighed. “Yeah, 
well, guess you forgot who you were for a minute.”  

The effect of this statement was somewhat like the 
first swell of radiation after a nuclear bomb. Xander 
actually saw his words ripple hotly over Spike’s 
entire body. His nervous system knew the danger 
before his brain did, and he was scrambling 
backwards on the bed already when Spike’s attack 
knocked him flat.  



“Have YOU forgotten who I am, Harris?” Spike’s 
face was feral with rage. He reared back, and before 
Xander could rise from where he had been 
flattened, grabbed the waistband of Xander’s pants, 
yanking them off.  

Xander flailed and tried half-heartedly to push Spike 
away, but his heart, or more specifically, his hard 
on, wasn’t in it. Spike heaved Xander’s legs up over 
his shoulders, and tore open the fly of his own 
jeans. He pushed forward.  

“Whoa,” protested Xander belatedly, “wait, Spike, 
condom?”  

“FUCK that,” Spike grunted, shoving in.  

It was only later that Xander would realize how 
turned on Spike must have been. The natural 
lubrication on his cock almost enough to make the 
entry pleasurable. He jerked into Xander’s hole 
viciously, on a thick film of pre-cum. Xander’s own 
intense arousal bridging the final gap between pain 
and pleasure. He yelled, flinging his arms out as if to 
catch himself from the fall, and his eye rolled back.  



Spike leaned forward and pounded into him, his 
breathing harsh and desperate. Xander could not 
believe the experience, yet, of Spike inside of him. It 
was like a smooth, hard piston of raw emotion, 
pumping him full, filling him with a crazy light. 
Xander pushed into the sensation, crying out 
randomly, swelling with it until he was bursting and 
screaming, cum spurting across his chest, and he 
opened his eye and looked up at Spike. The blond’s 
expression had gone from rage to awe. The wonder 
and fear there jittering over another emotion, 
Xander felt tears in his eye and reached for the love 
he believed he saw there. Spike jerked back his 
head and shuddered his orgasm. Then collapsed 
onto Xander’s chest.  

They lay there for a moment.  

“Sorry,” said Spike in the smallest voice.  

“S’okay,” gasped Xander. “Better than okay. Great.” 
He stroked the damp head dreamily. “God, I love 
you, Spike,” the words spun out of his mouth before 
he could think. He felt the stiffening of the entire 



body that lay on top of him and wished the words 
back. But he had broken the unspoken rule.  

Spike sat up perfunctorily. Heaved himself off the 
bed and stomped towards the bathroom.  

“Shower,” he grunted, and slammed the door.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
When Spike was ill, however, it was worse. He was 
so listless, simply falling back and letting Xander 
assault him, that it reliably turned the other man off 
and shut down activities completely.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Xander lived for the days of sunlight. He watched 
for patterns. Events in their daily life that brought 
on the shadows. Behavior on his own part that 
might tip the vehicle into the dark.  



“Spike, were you always bisexual?” Xander was 
thumbing through a pamphlet Bill had given him. He 
looked up startled when Spike slammed to his feet 
and left the room.  

“Spike?” Xander found him in the bedroom, 
furiously tying up his sneakers. “What’s wrong?”  

“Nothin’s wrong, Xander, just goin’ out,” said Spike 
curtly.  

Xander watched him check his pockets, pull on his 
jacket. “I thought we were going to the grocery 
store,” he said, feeling like a little kid.  

“Yeah, sure, Xander. Just goin’ over to Richard’s for 
a bit.” Spike did that little half squint at the mirror 
he managed now and headed for the door.  

Xander could feel himself pouting. He couldn’t help 
it. “Just cuz you’re mad at me,” he said.  

Spike turned back with a look of utter disgust on his 
face. “Oh hell, Xander!”  

And then he was out the door. Gone sometimes for 
hours. Hours during which Xander numbly 



wandered around the apartment trying not to 
imagine Richard and therefore doing nothing but 
imagining the mysterious pool playing, marvelously 
mechanical, undoubtedly two eyed man that had 
the pleasure of Spike’s company whenever Xander 
fucked up.  

He would tell himself not to, but would find himself 
on the couch waiting for Spike to come home. He 
would think about their relationship. In his own 
mind, he called it a relationship, though he was 
fairly certain that was on the list of unacceptable 
terms to be spoken out loud to Spike. Words like 
‘love’ and ‘need’. Xander flipped through the 
channels with the remote, his speed increasing in 
direct proportion to his upset. They had to talk 
about it, he told himself. He couldn’t stand this 
much longer, this not knowing, this undefined 
something that stretched him out like an overused 
piece of frayed elastic.  

The door clicked open and the man who walked 
through it was not the arrogant bastard who had 
left.  



“Hey Xan,” Spike looked worried and vague. He 
stood in the doorway studying Xander confusedly. 
“Why are you home?”  

Xander jumped up to attend to him, and forgot all 
about the necessary discussion.  

It wasn’t perfect, this journey through tunnels, but 
Xander told himself it would get better.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Then the Universe got bored with the status quo 
and decided to kick their favorite scapegoats a little 
harder. Spike came home from work one day, 
before Xander had left. He was dazed and 
frightened. He rushed into the living room and over 
to a dark corner. Xander followed him cautiously.  

“What’s up?”  

“Blokes came down. Government blokes came 
down.” Spike pushed his hair back in the familiar 
habit. “Picked up some guys. Didn’t pay much 



attention to me, guess I’m so white.” He laughed 
nervously. “Still so white,” he said to himself.  

“The INS?” asked Xander, completely amazed at his 
own stupidity. He should have warned Spike, how 
could the man have known about this?  

“Took them to prison, Xander.” Spike stared at him 
and his eyes were terrified.  

“They’ll let them out, Spike,” Xander assured him 
quickly. “It’s not like it used to be. They’ll take them 
back to Mexico, or wherever,” he waved his hand 
vaguely, “and then they’ll get back here somehow.”  

“They’d take me to England?” Spike asked, his voice 
pitching even higher.  

Xander immediately saw his error. He also 
immediately saw the danger. Spike could in no way 
prove his identity on any continent.  

Spike stared at him beseechingly.  

“I’ll think of something,” Xander said immediately, 
having no idea what he could do. “I’ll ask people. I’ll 
find something to …” Spike dove into his arms and 



Xander was overwhelmed. He rubbed his face 
against the spiky hair, clasped the frightened man 
against him. “I won’t let them hurt you,” Xander 
swore, “I won’t.”  

Spike nuzzled into Xander and held on.  

Given that they were reduced to one income again, 
Xander had insisted on going to work. When he 
came home, he found Spike sitting on the floor in 
the corner of the kitchen where they kept the 
broom and the trashbags. Xander sighed to himself 
and resigned his libido to the back shelf for the 
moment. He squatted down in front of the curled-
up man.  

“Hey, Buddy,” he prompted softly.  

Spike looked up and lunged into his arms. Xander 
had barely registered the event, when he was 
shoved hard back against the linoleum, one 
hundred eighty pounds of mouth and hands, it 
seemed, devouring him.  

“Xander,” hissed Spike, pausing as he mouthed the 
other man’s neck. “Want you.” Unable to resist 



those words issuing from that mouth at any time, 
Xander completely forgot their location or the 
probable emotional state of the man squirming all 
over him. He rolled them quickly and clasped 
Spike’s wrists, thrusting against him.  

Spike rippled beneath him and gasped, thrusting up. 
“Oh, Xander, oh wait,” he said breathlessly. 
“Commeer,” he began wriggling out of Xander’s 
arms, trying to stand. “Commeer, I’ve got 
something.” Xander stumbled blindly behind him as 
Spike scooted into the bedroom, beckoning.  

Spike clambered up onto the bed and excitedly 
offered a length of packing twine to Xander. He 
flung himself on his back and raised his hands to the 
headboard, arching enticingly. Xander hesitated 
fractionally. They had never played this game 
before. He and Anya had teased each other 
occasionally with it. Silk scarves and imaginary 
bondage, nothing quite like this.  

His hands were shaking as he lay the thin nylon rope 
against the flawless white wrists. “God, Spike, it’s so 
thin, it might cut you.” His erection was painfully 



hard, the sight of Spike spread before him begging 
almost more than he could bear.  

“Please, Xander.” Spike thrust his hips and whined 
and Xander groaned and looped the sharp twine 
around his lover’s wrists. Spike immediately pulled 
hard, and Xander flinched as he saw the twine bite 
into the skin.  

“No, stop, Spike,” he begged. “You’re hurting 
yourself. Stop.” he reached to undo the twine, but 
Spike’s whole body collapsed as he began to beg 
pitifully.  

“Please, Xander. It doesn’t hurt, please.” He arched 
his hips and spread his legs. His engorged cock 
swayed above his belly, dripping precum. Xander 
groaned helplessly at the sight and desperately 
jerked open the bedside table drawer, one hand 
fumbling for a condom, while the other ripped open 
his own fly. He held Spike’s arms down, hoping to 
keep the other man from pulling too hard against 
the rope, but as he pushed inside Spike, lights going 
off in his head as they always did at this moment, 



his grip loosened and he saw the muscular arms jerk 
hard against the restraints.  

Spike cried out as a small trickle of blood escaped 
down the inside of his arm.  

Xander would have liked, in the room in his head 
where his honor lay, he would have liked to think 
that the sight of his lover bleeding and crying out 
beneath him would turn him off. But it didn’t. It 
made him wild with lust. He thrust harder, out of 
control, driving himself into the injured man, 
screaming out loudly with Spike as they both came.  

They lay there for a minute afterwards. Both 
stunned by the violence and intensity. Xander 
reached up and quickly loosened the ropes. He 
could taste tears in his own throat, their salt hot 
after the screaming. He pulled up from Spike, half 
expecting the injured man to leap from the bed and 
run out.  

Instead Spike curled around him, nuzzling and 
humming against his skin. He looked up at Xander 
with more affection naked in his face than Xander 
had ever seen there. “Thanks Xan,” was whispered 



sincerely against Xander’s lips as he bent helplessly 
to kiss that beautiful face.  

That night Spike slept in Xander’s bed.  

It was like the days of sunlight with the haloes of 
shadows hanging before him. Spike was afraid to go 
back to work, so was always home. Needy and 
physically affectionate, he could not get enough of 
Xander, snuggling up against him every minute, like 
a kitten. Their sex life went through the roof; 
Xander in a constant state of unbelievable arousal.  

But the shadows bit and speckled before them. 
Spike ate less and less, he was losing weight 
noticeably. He prowled the apartment, unable to 
sleep at night, then curled into a dark corner of the 
bedroom all day. He avoided the sunlight and the 
outdoors. His sexual proclivities turned interesting.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
“Xander, please.” Spike on hands and knees before 
him, gripping the headboard. The rope he seemed 



to need every time now had already been looped 
around his wrists. His legs spread, Xander’s leather 
belt lying next to him like a coiled snake. “Please, 
not hard, I just want it.”  

Xander felt a sob trying to escape from his throat as 
he saw his hand obediently lift the belt. “I … I don’t 
think I can,” he whined desperately.  

“God, Xander, please,” Spike moaned and spread 
his legs more. He rocked feverishly, and Xander 
didn’t know what to think of the jolt of arousal this 
caused him. “Just a little, please.”  

Xander folded the belt in two. He was shaking all 
over. He raised it and brought it down lightly on 
Spike’s thigh. The blond jerked and cried out, then 
whimpered.  

“No, Xander,” he pleaded in a joking tone. “C’mon, 
you can do better than that.”  

Xander took a deep breath, bit his lip and whacked 
Spike a little harder. A pink mark sat for a second on 
his skin, then faded. Spike moaned. He rocked 
towards Xander and back, his eyes closed. Xander 



could see his balls tightening, and the vein on his 
cock swelling. He reached to grasp the enticing 
shaft, but Spike cried out and jerked as if Xander 
had burned him.  

“No, don’t touch me,” he squealed. “Do it again, do 
it again, Xan,” he demanded, twitching and 
writhing.  

Xander felt like he was falling from something. He 
raised the belt and brought it down hard against 
Spike’s thigh. The loud smack of leather against skin 
bounced off the wall and made him wince.  

“Yeah,” screamed Spike, “Now, Fuck me, Xander, 
now…” Xander sobbed, scooched forward and 
thrust himself hard into Spike. “Xander!” screamed 
Spike, hips pushing against the intrusion, his cock 
already jerking as he began to come.  

As erotic as these sessions could be, they were 
frequently followed by long, frightening 
conversations.  

“You need to punish me, Xander,” explained Spike 
once, patiently. “I’ve done so many things wrong.”  



“That wasn’t you, Spike,” argued Xander, 
uncomfortable with the entire concept of sex as 
punishment and yet horribly aroused by their 
activities. “I like to sometimes do stuff, but not to 
hurt you, Spike.” I love you, he whispered 
desperately in his mind. Not to hurt you.  

“Was too,” asserted Spike calmly. He grasped 
Xander’s hand and kissed it suddenly and with such 
passion, Xander’s heart turned over. “Need you, 
Xan,” Spike said intently and he stared up at Xander 
with some deep emotion.  

Xander felt himself falling into that emotion. I love 
you, he whispered in his mind. He never dared to 
say it out loud, so tried to put it in his hands, in his 
kiss. Tried to say it as he thrust inside of Spike, as 
the other man writhed on top of him. And 
sometimes he imagined he could feel Spike saying it 
back.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Xander went down to the autoshop one day to get 



Spike’s pay and scope out the INS situation. Spike’s 
boss, Jake, was happy to see him and eager to get 
Spike back in the shop. The other men had not yet 
made their way back, and Spike’s skills with Jake’s 
private vehicle were, apparently, marvelous.  

“Never seen a man pull so much from a used 
carburettor!” he enthused. “When can he get his 
papers?”  

“Mmm,” said Xander vaguely. “Papers.”  

“Got the fining shit kicked out of me that last time,” 
said Jake, shaking his head. “Wanna see paperwork 
from now on.”  

Xander nodded, wondering how the Hell he was 
going to find papers. He squinted around the lot. “Is 
Richard here?” he asked in the non-committal voice 
he had practiced on the way over.  

“Richard,” stated Jake with a blank look on his face.  

“Yeah,” said Xander, “Spike’s friend…” The spinning 
terror in his head telling him already that there was 
no Richard. “Yeah, right,” he diverted quickly. “Guy 
works somewhere else.”  



 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
The shadows darkened and danced. Spike spoke 
more and more of his own need for punishment. It 
would get so bad that Xander would seriously begin 
to worry, then suddenly Spike would be joyous and 
affectionate. And Xander would think things were 
getting better. That Spike would get better.  

Bill came over once when Xander wasn’t home and 
had a conversation of sorts with Spike. He stopped 
Xander at work that evening.  

“Your friend needs help, Xander.”  

Xander stopped, looked at his feet, gripping his fists 
like he could hold onto something just by wanting 
to. “What do you mean?”  

Bill sighed. “He’s depressed. Needs therapy. Maybe 
medication.”  

“He just needs to adjust, Bill. He’s been through so 
much crap.”  



“Wouldn’t hurt for him to talk to someone. Maybe 
the VA can get him something?”  

Bill had the understandable misimpression that 
Spike was suffering from STSD.  

“There’s nothing for him there,” said Xander 
helplessly. “And I can’t afford it.”  

“How about his family? There must be someone.”  

Xander silently cleaned a table and considered that 
question for the hundredth time that week. 
“There’s a guy in LA,” he volunteered finally. “They 
aren’t close. But I think he owes him. Big time.” He 
stopped and looked at Bill. “I couldn’t send him 
alone. The guy’s a giant asshole. I’d have to take the 
time off.”  

Bill looked at him. They both knew Xander really 
couldn’t afford to take time off.  

“I’ll just try harder, Bill,” said Xander finally, 
desperately, “he’ll get better soon.”  

“Depression is dangerous, Xander.”  



Xander nodded his head miserably.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
And the haloes of the shadows followed him home 
every night. There was always that moment before 
he opened the door, not knowing what he would 
find, when the starkest and most horrific images of 
his imagination would hang before him. Spike lying 
in a bathtub full of blood, or suffocated on his own 
vomit on the bed. Spike hanging from the ceiling 
would creak across his mind’s eye so often, he had 
actually tested a light fixture once to be sure it 
wouldn’t hold any weight.  

This evening when he came home to an empty 
apartment, he was only slightly upset. Spike missing 
was one of the least horrific images. Spike missing 
was reversible.  

Xander wandered around the empty apartment 
checking for signs of purposeful abandonment. The 
other man’s things were still there. The few articles 
of clothing he had purchased for himself, the new 



trainers. Xander and Spike wore the same shoe size 
and had fought about Spike’s tendency to wear 
Xander’s favorite sneakers so often, he had gone 
out and bought an identical pair of his own. Xander 
was relieved when he saw the shoes. He was fairly 
certain Spike wouldn’t have left for good without 
the shoes.  

He was calmly taking out the trash, running through 
his head the possible places Spike might 
legitimately be at 2 am, when he came back down 
the hallway and noticed the door to the roof had 
been left open. A cold thick, knowing flooded his 
chest and belly. He dropped the trash container, 
threw the door open, and bolted up the stairs.  

“Hey, love,” Spike said casually from his perch on 
the wall at the edge of the roof. “You should try to 
be quiet. Wake the neighbors again.”  

“Spike.” Xander walked towards him.  

“Stop, Xander,” said Spike, the edge in his voice just 
bordering on hysteria. It stopped Xander dead. 
Spike shifted on the ledge, leaned forward enough 



to halt Xander’s heart. “I want you to stay there, 
pet. Can you do that for me?”  

“Sure, Spike. Just come down from there.” Xander 
had learned, in the past few months, the voice one 
uses with the disturbed.  

“Yeah, sure, in a minute, Xan,” said Spike sweetly, 
“just getting up the nerve.” He shifted his hips 
closer to the edge of the wall, and Xander was 
washed with dizzy fear. “You’d think I’d be getting 
the hang of this by now,” Spike said 
conversationally, almost to himself.  

“What are you getting the hang of, Spike?” asked 
Xander in the same conversational tone, fighting to 
keep the fear from his voice.  

“Ah, death,” said Spike. He looked back at Xander 
and his eyes were a million broken mirrors in the 
lights. “I’m very, very good at death.” He studied 
Xander quizzically. “Not so good at life.” He shifted 
on the ledge again and Xander couldn’t stop the 
piteous cry he made.  



“Spike, no.” He took an involuntary step forward. 
Spike looked directly at him with such fierce intent, 
Xander’s feet were stopped, as if stuck in tar.  

“Don’t come any closer, Xander,” Spike said very 
seriously. He was perched with his back to the 
outside. His bare feet banged on the wall. He 
wriggled his backside a little closer to the edge 
glaring steadily at Xander. “Yer home, early, whelp. 
Meant to be gone when you got here,” he said in a 
very sane voice. “Sorry ‘bout that.”  

Xander was having trouble breathing. “Spike,” he 
tried to laugh, it didn’t work, “Spike, quit fucking 
with me. C’mon down from there and tell me 
what’s pissed you off this time.”  

Spike tilted his head and smiled a weird little smile 
at Xander. “What’s pissed me off? Well, everything, 
Xander,” he said in a hissing whisper. “But that’s 
what it’s meant to do right? This Hell,” he gestured 
to encompass the world around him, “this Hell 
dimension they’ve dropped me into.”  



“Spike.” Xander thought hard, tried to imagine what 
new blow might have precipitated this action. “This 
is just the world, Spike. This isn’t a Hell dimension.”  

“No?” Xander couldn’t tell if the man that tipped a 
quizzical look at him was sane or not anymore. 
“Then what am I doing here? Nobody with nothing. 
Fucking Xander bloody Harris and enjoying it,” he 
spat out disgustedly. “Fucking liking it,” he sneered. 
“What the hell is this if it isn’t some kind of hell. 
Some kind of punishment.”  

Xander was frozen. With pain. With anger. With 
confusion. “I … I’m sorry,” he started out, then 
some tiny self-preservation instinct in him flared. 
“Fuck you, Spike! Fuck, no!” as Spike, laughing, 
leaned back as if to fall. He flared angrily. “What are 
you trying to do? Do you want me to make you fall, 
do you want me to make you,” Xander could feel 
tears on his face now. He waved his arms 
desperately, “do you want me to make you kill 
yourself?” he whimpered.  

Spike was looking into the night sky above Xander’s 
head. “I tried to do it,” he said to the stars. “I 



thought, what is this but more burning? But it never 
stops.” He screamed suddenly “IT NEVER STOPS! 
Why did they do this to me? I was okay with it. 
Ready to go, maybe see her… I was ready.” He drew 
in a deep breath.  

“No. Spike, please.” Xander started to cry.  

Spike looked back at him sadly. “I’m sorry, Xander.” 
He leaned backward and spread his arms. He was 
looking into Xander’s eyes as he slid off the ledge.  

Xander suffered a horrible moment of absolute 
pain. He couldn’t move. Couldn’t inhale. Too much. 
No more. Too much. He walked rigidly towards the 
edge of the roof. Subliminally noticing the flashing 
red and blue lights against the building opposite, 
the drift of voices rising from the street below. 
Because Xander was a guy who couldn’t turn his 
face away from a Hellmouth, he peered over a 
ledge and saw Spike’s unconscious but whole body 
being lifted rapidly off the inflatable fire 
department mattress below. Xander collapsed onto 
the concrete wall, gagging and gasping as the vomit 



tried to rise from his stomach and his heart tried to 
explode.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Xander was standing at the head of Spike’s bed 
when he woke. He had the look of someone who 
had been standing there for a very long time.  

“So,” he said coldly, “ever wonder what your blood 
type is?”  

Spike looked at him sadly.  

“O neg. Of course,” said Xander sarcastically. He 
lifted a leg and gently kicked at the clipboard at the 
end of Spike’s bed. “Your favorite,” he said. Then he 
lifted his leg and kicked the bed, very hard. A good 
hard, turning back kick that slammed the iron 
structure against the wall with a loud screech and 
set all the pumps and tubing swaying. The leg cast 
suspended from a complex dolly mechanism 
swayed hard. And Spike clenched his teeth as it 
jerked his broken leg.  



He paled, gripped at the sheets beneath his hands 
and watched Xander.  

“Bill bailed you out, asshole,” explained Xander in a 
gritty voice. “And they’re letting me take you 
‘home’.” he sneered the word. He nodded at the 
swaying cast. “Figure you can’t do any more 
damage to yourself with that attached.”  

“I’m sorry, Xander,” whispered Spike.  

“Yeah,” said Xander, “you said that already.” He 
turned his back. “Taking you to Angel. Let him 
fucking deal with you now.”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
“Call when you get there,” said Bill for the third 
time at least. He clasped Xander’s hand through the 
open car window. Glanced over at Spike who was 
biting his nails and staring sulkily out the passenger 
side window. “Call anytime, Xander.”  

“Yeah, thanks Bill.” Xander turned the key in the 
ignition. “Thanks for seeing things clear for me.” Bill 



had helped him pay the hospital bills. He had 
identified the raving Spike as a relative and 
somehow talked the hospital staff into releasing 
him without too many questions. He had held 
Xander while the other man sobbed and ranted and 
beat himself up. And then he had offered to loan 
him a month’s worth of bill money so that Xander 
could take Spike to LA. It was a lot of cash for a 
small town bartender. Bill shrugged. “Make me 
proud, son,” he said, grinning.  

“Hey, love you too, dad,” said Xander warmly. He 
rolled up the window and drove off.  

“Don’t need this,” commented Spike as they 
entered the main highway.  

“Yeah, well, I do,” said Xander dryly.  

6 We Built this City 

Driving in LA has a rhythm that is unique to that 
city. Someone with experience driving in New York 
or Boston, might still find themselves desperately 
confused and helplessly miles from their 
destination, forced repeatedly to turn onto the 



wrong freeway, passing by the same billboards 
again and again.  

Ask at the gas stations for directions and they shake 
their heads; they don’t know, they don’t 
understand you. Or, worse, they point wildly, 
jabbering numbers, their hands angling and diving 
in curves in the air before them as they describe the 
secret passage under the freeway that leads to the 
onramp to the other freeway that will take you to 
the only known entrance to La Cienega that finds 
the Hyperion.  

“Like fucking Shangri La, this place.” Spike’s anxiety 
was manifesting in growling and general non-
cooperation with the Thomas Guide, which he had 
decreed ‘a pile of lying shit’ and thrown into the 
back seat.  

Xander was in an even fouler mood than Spike. “We 
are overheating. I am running out of gas. I swear to 
God, if I have to turn onto Pico one more time … 
WOULD YOU TURN DOWN THAT FUCKING MUSIC.”  

Spike jerked the volume control to off and sat back 
hard into his seat. “Look,” he said in a delightedly 



sarcastic voice, “we just drove by some old building 
that calls itself ‘The Hyperion Hotel’.  

“Fuck!” Xander slammed on his brakes and 
performed an LA lane change. Some poor motorist 
beeped.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
They trudged up to the front door. Keeping the 
three feet of hostile air which they had by mutual, 
unspoken consent agreed should remain between 
them. Xander stepped up and pressed the buzzer 
firmly, casting Spike a look that spoke volumes 
about the other man’s obvious inability to properly 
press a doorbell.  

They waited for quite some time. Spike leaned 
uncomfortably on his crutch and started skipping 
around on his good foot. Xander twitched with 
irritation. The little skipping thing was Spike’s way 
of playing the pathetic cripple. His poor widdle weg 
hurt, said Xander’s mind in a mean voice.  



“Why don’t you sit down,” he finally said, irritably.  

“Need my pain medicine,” pouted Spike.  

“’Nother two hours,” said Xander in a bored voice. 
They had this argument approximately two hours 
after every dose. He pressed the bell again with 
growing impatience.  

“You sure it’s only been two hours?” whined Spike.  

Xander growled.  

“Xander,” Spike’s voice pressed the optimum whine 
levels, “can you check?”  

“I don’t have to fucking check. I know what fucking 
time it is!” barked Xander viciously.  

Spike was silent for a second. Then, “shoulda just 
given me the pills,’ he muttered to himself. Xander 
heard it, though.  

“They can’t give you the pills, can they fly boy?” he 
said, advancing on Spike angrily. “You might decide 
to try to kill yourself again!”  



There was a small squeak behind him. Xander 
twirled around. “Hello,” said a tiny woman with 
huge eyes. She glanced nervously at Spike, back 
more apprehensively towards Xander. “Can I help 
you?”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
They lounged on a great overdone red velvet sofa in 
the front lobby waiting for Angel. It had taken a 
little time to explain to the girl, whose name was 
Fred, that they were looking for help from Angel, 
but not from Angel Investigations. Xander had tried 
to explain Spike as a relative, but after Fred’s 
eyebrows hit her hairline and Spike had made his 
third disgusted noise, he gave up and explained 
them as ‘friends of Buffy’.  

“Oh,” said Fred, her voice communicating an entire 
episode of experience with that name. “Buffy.” She 
ushered them in. “I’ll get Angel.”  

She was going up the stairs when Xander called 
after her, “Where’s Cordy?”  



“C .. Cordy?” asked Fred, wide eyed. She hesitated 
fractionally on the stairs.  

“Yeah,” Xander was looking around, as if the 
brunette might suddenly pop out from behind a 
counter. “She used to work here. She finally quit?” 
He looked up at Fred.  

“Di … did you know Cordelia?” asked Fred 
unhappily, her feet continuing to slowly escape the 
room via the stairway.  

“Yeah. Sorta. We dated in high school,” said Xander. 
Spike snorted. Xander cast him a dark look.  

Fred’s wide eyes became impossibly wider. “Oh,” 
she breathed; she skipped up the steps, calling 
behind herself, “I’ll get Angel.”  

Xander slouched back into the sofa. Spike made a 
great show of his difficulty as he lowered himself to 
the lower-than-usual piece of furniture. He made a 
mistake in judgment and his crutch clattered to the 
floor, out of his reach. He looked at it and looked at 
Xander.  



Xander glared back at him meaningfully and didn’t 
move to pick it up.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Angel was sitting in a chair in his bedroom staring 
out the window at nothing when he heard the tiny 
mouse skitter on the door that was Fred’s knock. He 
quickly grabbed a random book from the stack 
beside him and opened it. “Come in,” he called.  

Fred’s face, before she even spoke the words, had 
him standing by his chair and setting down the book 
again. If he had been alive the hair would have risen 
on his arms.  

“Friends of Buffy are here,” she said, “Xander Harris 
and Spike?”  

“No,” said Angel immediately. “Spike’s dead.”  

Fred looked confused. “H…He’s blonde? Amazing 
blue eyes?” she stared at her boss for confirmation.  



“He’s a vampire, Fred,” Angel said as he pushed 
past her and ran for the stairway.  

Fred blinked after him. “No, I don’t think so,” she 
said to herself.  

Angel stood at the top of the stairs staring at the 
creature on his sofa who looked so much like Spike. 
Buffy had called him, in her own sweet time 
growled his injured heart, after Sunnydale had been 
sucked into oblivion and told him of the vampire’s 
final, heroic, act. Buffy had been obviously 
devastated, but Angel had felt guiltily relieved. He 
and Spike’s history was an ugly tangle, so knotted 
he had given up hope of ever finding resolution in it. 
That the Bleached Menace might have become 
some kind of partner to Buffy was just more than he 
could cope with.  

The man on the sofa below had not noticed him, or 
was ignoring him. One never knew with Spike. Angel 
was close enough that the other vampire should 
have felt his presence quite clearly by now. Angel 
could certainly feel Spike. He could feel the musky 
warmth and hear the rapid beat of his heart. Angel 



staggered and grabbed the banister. This must be 
some kind of magic. Some trick.  

“Spike?”  

Xander and Spike both jumped and turned quickly 
to the staircase and the owner of the voice.  

“Angel,” breathed Spike.  

The only actually academic class that Xander had 
enjoyed in High School had been chemistry. Not 
because he had done any better in that class than 
the others. Between his natural difficulties and the 
constant activities helping Buffy, he had had the 
same abysmal grades in that class as the others. But 
he had really enjoyed the principles behind 
chemistry. That given certain circumstances, and 
certain elements, specific and predictable events 
were sure to happen. Like adding chlorine to sulfite. 
One was sure to have an explosion.  

Angel was down the stairs and across the lobby in 
an instant. He had Spike by the collar, and Xander 
was already up off the sofa, ready to rescue the 
blond when Angel assuredly would crack his head 



against a wall. But Angel stuttered to a stop and 
clumsily let Spike slip from his fist.  

“Spike!” said Angel. He took a wobbling step 
backward and stared at the man sprawled 
uncomfortably across his sofa. “But you’re dead!” 
He said. He looked at Xander as if for corroboration. 
“He died,” he said, he cocked his head and raised 
his eyebrows, “right?”  

Xander had leant down and picked up the crutch. 
He strode over to Spike and tossed it in his general 
direction. The man made an “oi,” noise and grabbed 
at it. Xander turned to Angel.  

“What’s going on here?” demanded Angel. He 
stopped and sniffed. Xander saw the growing 
realization on the vampire’s face. He grinned. Oh 
boy, he was going to enjoy this moment. “Spike’s 
human,” said Xander, his voice tripping over itself 
with the delight of a small child telling on his sibling. 
“That amulet thingy you and Buffy cooked up? He 
saved the world and came back human.” He almost 
giggled with glee. Both Spike and Angel looked 



completely miserable. Yes! It was a very, very good 
day for Xander Harris.  

“Oh my God!” said a voice above them. Everyone 
looked at Fred, who was hanging over the banister 
with huge eyes. “Spike got Angel’s shanshu!”  

Angel turned and looked at Spike. Spike looked at 
Angel, and quite suddenly he began backing away, 
struggling to rise, pushing himself away from Angel. 
The terror on his face was genuine and Xander 
found himself involuntarily moving between the 
two men. He looked at Angel and was a little taken 
aback by his expression. The vampire’s eyes were 
dark and opaque. He was staring at Spike with an 
expression of deep puzzlement and, thought Xander 
uneasily, hunger.  

“William?” asked Angel, his eyes focusing with more 
intensity. Xander found himself stepping closer to 
Spike.  

“No. William’s dead,” said Spike in a nervous voice. 
“You killed him,” he reminded Angel softly.  



Angel shook his head in denial. “But you’re alive. I … 
I can smell you,” his voice faded on the last words. 
He stepped towards Spike. Spike pushed himself up 
awkwardly, working the crutch. Xander stepped 
between them.  

“William’s dead, Angel,” Spike insisted again. He 
began working his way backwards, Xander saw him 
glance quickly towards the doorway. “I’m still Spike. 
Just …” he maneuvered carefully around a 
footstool. “Just breathin’ and …”  

Angel stood up straighter; he passed his hand over 
his eyes and seemed to shake himself. “Spike,” he 
said. He sighed. “Of course,” he said, “you’re Spike, 
only…” he raised his eyebrows and fully took it in. 
William the Bloody in a leg cast, backing away from 
Angel. Xander Harris standing defensively in front of 
him. Angel snorted. Then he grinned then he 
snorted again and the snort turned into a laugh.  

“Hey,” said Spike.  

Angel bent over and grabbed the counter as he 
laughed. He slapped his knee. “Only you, Spike,” he 
gasped between guffaws.  



“Shut up, you bleedin’ pillock,” said Spike peevishly, 
but a small smile was jerking at the corner of his 
mouth.  

Xander was getting the annoying feeling he always 
got around Angel that he was being laughed at.  

“Oh my God, Spike.” Angel stood, wiping at his eyes. 
He stepped towards the hobbled man, pushing past 
Xander with barely a glance. Spike stood steady, 
though he still looked apprehensive. Angel put the 
back of his hand gently against Spike’s cheek. The 
blond bore it uncomfortably. “You’re warm,” 
whispered Angel in wonder.  

“Bloody hot, most the time,” said Spike crankily. 
“Sunny California’s fine when you’ve got no body 
temperature. Sweat like a pig, now,” he growled.  

Angel stepped closer. Spike was looking definitely 
uncomfortable. “I can hear your heart beating,” said 
Angel softly.  

“Me, too, and it’s kept me up with it hammerin’. 
Gettin’ used to it now, though,” said Spike, eyeing 
Angel nervously as the vampire placed a wondering 



palm carefully on his chest. Spike glanced at Xander. 
Angel’s hand had moved to his shoulder and was 
rubbing it carefully.  

“You smell like William,” said Angel unsteadily. 
Xander couldn’t see Angel’s face, but he could see 
the expression of compassion and pity on Spike’s as 
he looked up at the vampire.  

“William’s dead,” said Spike very gently. Xander saw 
Angel’s hand stilled, then slowly removed. He 
nodded, turned around and cast a black stare at 
Xander. Looking the young man up and down with 
that unnervingly cold expression of his.  

“How can I help you,” he asked.  

Xander fidgeted. He had the sudden feeling that the 
alliances in the room had shifted. He rubbed his 
neck and became suddenly aware that he was 
wearing a day old Hawaiian shirt slung over a torn 
clashing t-shirt. Baggy shorts and his old trainers. 
Angel stood there obviously accustomed to the 
cashmere slacks and silky sweater that he wore. 
Xander suddenly felt quite like the poor relation 
come calling with hat in hand.  



“Spike needs your help,” he said bluntly. He ignored 
Spike’s flinch and look of embarrassment. “He can’t 
be a human without identification. And a birth 
certificate. Legitimate stuff. And a Visa,” said 
Xander, not looking at Spike. “If he wants to stay in 
this country.”  

“No problem,” said Angel calmly.  

Xander looked up at him, suspiciously. “It’s that 
easy for you, huh? Getting illegal papers and stuff.” 
He looked around the hotel, the lush furnishings, its 
pristine state. He looked Angel’s well-dressed torso 
up and down. The question in his eyes was obvious 
and insulting.  

Angel chose to ignore it. He turned back to Spike. If 
Angel could get past the heady mixture of blood 
warmth and human odors wafting off of Spike, he 
could see the other differences in the man. The ice 
blue eyes seemed to register more emotions, the 
perfect skin goose bumped and flushed at small 
provocations. His breathing sped up under duress. 
He was a sensitive, reactive being. Emotionally, very 
much like Spike, it would seem. But physically. 



Angel’s hibernating libido turned and murmured in 
its cave. Physically, he was very much like William.  

“Do you need some place to stay tonight?” He 
noted Spike’s quick glance towards Xander and 
raised an eyebrow. “I have a suite of rooms made 
up.” He started towards the staircase. “Bring your 
bags.” Xander hesitated. Spike couldn’t bring the 
suitcases in, but he felt weird leaving him alone 
here with Angel.  

“Err,” Spike was wobbling back towards the front 
door before Xander could think of a suitable 
protest. “Left some gear in the boot, wanna dig it 
out,” he said rapidly. “Help me out here, whelp?” 
he growled, poking at the large front door with his 
crutch. Xander jumped to pull the door open.  

Angel watched the team evade him. He wondered 
what was going on. The concept of Spike as human 
was one so bizarre it boggled his mind. His mind 
approached it and fell to its figurative knees.  

But there was something else here. He could smell 
arousal all over both men, and was fairly certain 
that, at least in Xander’s case, it was not for himself. 



He had noticed all the little glances his former 
Childe had cast at the Scooby, even when Xander 
himself hadn’t noticed them. He could feel the 
hyper emotional state both men had themselves in. 
And Xander was obviously feeling protective 
towards this Spike.  

Angel was both a predator and a Private 
Investigator. He noticed things.  

He heard the men’s voices rising in argument as 
they came up in the lift with their bags. Spike was 
pushing out first, viciously stabbing at the carpet as 
he swung himself down the hallway, Xander glaring 
after him. Spike approached Angel, waiting 
patiently to show them their rooms, with flushed 
cheeks and bright eyes.  

“Fucking wanker won’t give me my pills,” he bitched 
to Angel furiously. “Bloody leg is really starting to 
ache.”  

“You’re in pain?” Angel looked at Xander and 
Xander felt the accusation there. As if he had 
somehow been remiss in his caretaker duties 
towards Angel’s childe.  



“He can only have them every four hours,” he said 
defensively. He hunched his shoulders and shot the 
blond a look. Spike was standing on one foot, doing 
his little sore leg dance, hovering close to Angel, as 
if to a parent. Angel took in Xander’s comment, 
then turned to Spike solicitously.  

“I have a room with a waterbed,” he said. He placed 
his arm over Spike’s shoulders and Xander had to 
stop himself from leaping forward. Spike didn’t 
flinch away from the contact. Angel led the way, 
arm carefully guiding Spike, Xander grinding his 
teeth and marching behind them with the suitcases, 
‘like the fucking bell boy’ he groused to himself.  

Angel put them in rooms separated by a long 
stretch of hallway. Xander didn’t see the beseeching 
look Spike cast at him, too busy noticing a light 
glowing from a door directly across from Spike’s. 
“Whose room is that?” he gestured.  

Angel appeared to be surprised to realize, “Oh. 
That’s mine.” Xander glowered, grabbed his bag and 
stomped off. Angel suppressed a smile and swung 
Spike’s door open. The room inside was spacious 



and did indeed have a large waterbed in the middle. 
It was raised, so the access would be easy, and 
when Spike carefully swung himself onto it, the 
gentle give of it made him look up at Angel and 
smile warmly. “Thanks,” he said. Angel stepped 
forward and only stopped at the wariness in Spike’s 
eyes.  

“Just wanted to help you raise your leg,” he 
explained carefully. Spike nodded and watched him 
as he raised the cast and place it on the bed, a 
pillow beneath Spike’s ankle. He stepped back a 
good distance from the bed when he was finished. 
“Do you need anything else?” Angel asked in a 
neutral voice.  

Spike regarded his Sire whom he had known for 
over a century. He didn’t need vampire senses to 
read Angel. He didn’t need anything but memories. 
“Yeah,” he said softly. “I kinda need you to move 
Xander back to this end of the ‘otel.” He smiled at 
Angel’s enigmatic blink. “He’s kinda used to helpin’ 
me get to the loo and such, Angel. Don’t think you 
really want to do that stuff for me, do ya?”  



Angel nodded reluctantly, turned to go. “Alright, 
William,” he said.  

“Spike,” corrected Spike carefully. Angel blinked 
again.  

“Spike,” he agreed slowly. He regarded Spike for a 
moment before he opened the door. He had 
innumerable questions and over a hundred years of 
turmoil surging forward in his mind, all demanding 
supremacy. William, or Spike, or whoever this 
young man now was, lay helplessly before him, 
wary and tense, smelling more delicious than 
anything Angel had encountered in years. And 
glaring at him with the eyes of a lover he had 
brutally murdered. It was somewhat more than he 
could address.  

“Call me if you need anything,” he finally managed, 
letting himself out.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Xander rapped politely at the door that joined his 



and Spike’s attached suites. He heard the man 
shout permission and opened the door slowly.  

“Are you decent?” he asked stiffly. He heard Spike’s 
derisive snort.  

“Unfortunately.”  

Xander pushed his way through the door, the angry 
scowl he habitually showed to Spike firmly in place. 
To his credit, he managed to keep it pretty much in 
line when he saw the predicament Spike had gotten 
himself into.  

While the waterbed was a wonderful comfort to 
someone stiff and sore from hauling a heavy cast 
around, it gave absolutely no leverage to a man 
trying to heave said heavy cast off the pillow on 
which it was elevated, and off the bed.  

Spike had managed to get his slacks half-off, still 
twisted around his ankles, when the huge effort to 
move his cast and pull the shorn side of the pants 
from them had pushed him half off the elevated 
bed. He was sprawled helplessly across the dark 
coverlet. Leg still up on pillow, other leg flung 



towards the floor, waving about. One arm gripping 
the bedpost and thereby keeping him from slipping 
off completely onto the floor.  

“Help,” said Spike, gargling on the blood and spit 
rushing into his nose from hanging upside down for 
so long.  

Xander masked a grin and forcibly pulled his eyes 
from their quick and eager slide down the exposed 
leg and abdomen. He sighed and grabbed Spike’s 
shoulder, jerked him roughly back onto the 
mattress. The blond yelped and bit his lip. Xander 
could see that the pain was not faked and felt a 
twinge of guilt, but he firmly turned himself away.  

“Why didn’t you call Angel to rescue you?” he 
taunted in a nasty voice.  

“Didn’t want tall dark and moody to see me in my 
unmentionables, did I?” Spike snarked back.  

Xander studied a pillow on the chair. “Surprised 
you’re suddenly so modest.”  

Spike was silent. Xander circled the room, picking 
objects up and looking at them, setting them down. 



He was fighting the urge, as he always had to, to 
touch Spike. “Seemed like Angel wouldn’t have 
minded,” he said airily, pulling at the fringe of a 
throw blanket. He ran his finger down the silky edge 
and frowned, his eye crinkled up as if in pain.  

“I’m sorry, Xander,” Spike said for the hundredth 
time that week.  

Xander yanked hard at the fringe. A thread pulled 
free. He wrapped it several times tightly around his 
finger. Head bowed, intently studying what he was 
doing, he said, “Being sorry really isn’t the point, is 
it?”  

“I didn’t mean what I said,” Spike said softly. “I was 
upset.”  

“What you said? Gosh, Spike, what are you talking 
about?” Xander furiously threw the fringe down, 
stood with a clenched fist. “You mean the part 
about being with me is like living in a Hell 
dimension. That part?” He walked towards the 
door. “Shit I’ve already forgotten it, Spike.” He 
paused. “You need your pain pills, now?”  



Spike nodded, unable to speak for the lump in his 
throat.  

“Yeah,” said Xander. “Good, I’ll get them.” He 
stomped out.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Xander locked the bathroom door behind him and 
stood at the basin running the water loudly to 
drown out the sobs. He fought them as hard as he 
could, dousing his face continuously with water as 
he cried, so hopefully his face wouldn’t show the 
traces. Spike could read him like a book. Even the 
damp patch would raise suspicion, so Xander had 
removed it. He leaned over the sink as the fit 
abated, face dripping. He looked up at the swollen 
and ravaged face that glared back at him and 
shuddered. In his mind’s eye he saw once again the 
urbane, perfect face of Angel, gazing darkly at Spike, 
and he was overtaken once more by the sense of 
despair.  



He had a week. Maybe a little longer. Before he lost 
Spike. He would go back to his apartment, to his 
sorry little gray life, and Spike would stay here with 
Angel. With the glamour and dark, amazing mystery 
of Angel and the city of Angels. Where phenomena 
like Spike belonged. Xander rearranged himself and 
tried to make himself less hideous. He blew his nose 
loudly and turned off the sink. Then finding a glass, 
he turned it on again, to fill it with water and take 
Spike his pain pills.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Wesley blinked at the numbers displayed on his 
phone, then at the time displayed on the clock 
beside it. He pulled himself away from the body 
wrapped around him and grabbed the receiver from 
its base.  

“Yes, Angel?” he said in that precise tone he used 
when he was being very patient.  

“Did I wake you, Wesley?”  



Wesley looked again at the clock. He wondered how 
long a nocturnal being could live with non-nocturnal 
beings before he began to get the concept.  

“No, Angel,” he said honestly. “You interrupted 
sex.”  

There was a confused silence at the other end. After 
a minute Wesley took pity. “What is wrong, Angel? 
Do you need me there?”  

“No,” said Angel’s confused voice. “I guess not. It’s 
just…”  

Wesley bore another minute of the silent hesitance 
and then prodded. “Angel, in the next few minutes I 
am either going to get up or I am going to get off. 
Which will it be?”  

“Spike is alive,” blurted the man on the phone.  

Wesley sat up; he pushed questing fingers away 
from certain areas and pressed the phone harder to 
his ear. “Say that again,” he demanded.  



“Spike is here,” said Angel in a breathy voice that 
told Wesley just how flummoxed the vampire was. 
“And he’s human, Wesley. Really alive.”  

“I’ll be there in fifteen minutes,” said Wesley, and 
hung up the phone as he sprung from his bed. Neon 
blue eyes blinked at him from beneath the tumbled 
covers. A sibilant hiss issued from there with a note 
of query in it.  

“Sorry. Can’t,” said Wesley coolly, he slid into his 
clothes quickly. “Have to work.”  

The hiss whined. The tip of a blue tail dripped 
engagingly from the bed and looped itself hopefully 
around Wesley’s arm. He untangled it patiently, 
grabbed a backpack and turned towards the door.  

“Get some sleep,” he suggested. “I won’t be back 
for some time.”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Xander slammed the refrigerator shut in disgust and 
looked around the impossibly clean kitchen. Even by 



his standards the place was just too clean. He 
noticed the brass pans hanging from the rack above 
the grill and shook his head at their immaculate 
bottoms. When had Angel ever used those, he 
wondered. It was all such an affectation. A corpse 
play-acting at being a real human being.  

Except for the refrigerator completely filled with 
blood bags.  

“We have another refrigerator over there,” said a 
small voice from the doorway.  

Xander looked up at Fred and followed her gesture. 
He stomped, with his attitude in place, up to the 
other refrigerator and flung it open. “Huh,” he 
commented.  

Fred came up behind him. “Angel worries that we 
don’t eat well,” she explained as Xander opened 
and closed drawers filled with vegetables and 
cheeses.  

Xander drew some items from the fridge, “Spike 
hasn’t eaten all day,” he explained.  



“Sure,” said Fred. “I’ll get you a plate.” She slid the 
china onto the counter next to Xander’s 
preparations, then stood for a moment in unsure 
silence.  

Xander stuck the sandwich bits together and tried 
to arrange them on the plate in that appetizing way 
Spike always managed. He felt Fred watching him.  

“What?”  

“I’m sorry.” Fred blinked and looked as if she would 
shy away. “I just wondered…”  

Xander set the plate down and leaned against the 
counter. He made his scowl relax a bit and nodded 
encouragingly. After all, they were sleeping in her 
home, eating her food. The least he could do was be 
a little bit polite. “Go ahead,” he said, “ask.”  

“How did it happen?” asked Fred eagerly.  

“I don’t know,” shrugged Xander. “I found him 
later.”  

Fred tipped her head and studied him. Xander 
suddenly got the sense of a massive intelligence 



inside that tiny form. It made him think of Willow. 
He frowned. “Anything else?”  

Fred scooted back a bit and dipped her head. Her 
cheeks turned pink and Xander felt large and 
clumsy. He sighed. “Is there anything else you 
wanted to know,” he said in a gentler voice.  

Fred dipped a little and glanced at him. “Is he 
different now? I mean,” she took a deep breath, “I 
know he’s different, he’s breathing and has blood 
pressure and everythin’, but is he a different 
person, because he seems different, not at all like a 
vampire, more shy and, I don’t know. I didn’t know 
him before, so I was just wondering. If …” she 
stopped and blinked at Xander.  

Xander grinned as the deluge of words receded. 
“You remind me of someone,” he said with a 
mixture of sorrow and affection.  

Fred smiled and dimpled. Xander was completely 
won over. “What did you say Spike got of Angel’s?” 
he asked conversationally. “Before,” he reminded 
her. “You said he took Angel’s shoe?”  



“Shanshu,” corrected Fred. “There was a prophecy 
about the vampire with a soul.” She frowned, 
perplexed. “I’m surprised Cordelia hadn’t told you 
all about it.”  

Xander arched his eyebrows and smiled. “Me too, 
Cordy loves to be the bearer of news.” He laughed. 
“Not that I’d say she’s a gossip. Where is she, by the 
way? I should …” he stopped at Fred’s expression. 
“No,” he said. “Not Cordy.” The desperate, helpless 
sorrow came up from the place inside where it 
seemed to be always residing. Xander set Spike’s 
sandwich down, then sat down himself at the 
kitchen table. He sat for a minute, elbows on the 
table, face in his hands, trying to control the 
trembling in his gut and the nausea. After a minute 
he asked, “How?”  

“It’s a long story,” said Fred reluctantly.  

For an intensely painful second, Xander saw 
Cordelia Chase standing in the hallway at Sunnydale 
High School. Queen of all she surveyed. Haughty, 
arrogant, confident that the world was her oyster. 
Her eyes flickered to him and he saw the fear there, 



the weakness, and then her perfect little face lifted 
haughtily. She was Cordelia Chase, after all, and 
nothing could beat her down.  

Xander rubbed at his eye with the heel of his hand. 
“Better tell it,” he whispered past the clog in his 
throat. “Cordy would want her friends to know 
what happened.”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
An hour later, a drained Xander dragged himself 
back to he and Spike’s rooms. Still carrying the 
sandwich, he knocked perfunctorily at Spike’s door 
and pushed it open without waiting for an answer. 
He stopped when he saw Angel sitting on the bed.  

Spike was, apparently, asleep. His relaxed features 
in the pale face lay picture perfect on the dark silk 
pillow cover. Angel was just sitting there watching 
him. He turned as Xander came in and stared at 
him.  



Angel looked furtive. Of course, in Xander’s mind, 
Angel always looked furtive. Wolf in sheep’s 
clothing furtive. Playing his game, drawing in his 
victims. In the wake of the news about Cordelia he 
looked more devious and sly than Xander had ever 
perceived before.  

“Dead boy,” he hissed. “What are you doing?”  

Angel rose calmly from his place on the bed. “I 
thought he might need something,” he said with a 
cool dignity. He looked over at Spike, Xander saw 
the face soften, register confusion, “and then I just 
couldn’t believe it.”  

Xander tisked. “It’d scare the crap out of him if he 
woke up and saw you there,” he said meanly.  

Angel flinched. “I’ll go,” he said hurriedly. And left.  

Xander stood looking at the angelic peace on 
Spike’s face for another minute. He set the 
sandwich down and noted that his hands were 
shaking. Half of Spike’s face glowed with ghostly 
illumination from the streetlights coming through 
dingy windows. His mouth was partially opened, 



eyelids flinching with a dream. The thick lashes cast 
a spray of shadow over the cheekbones. Xander 
wanted to touch. He clenched his fists and forced 
himself to march into his own room without looking 
at Spike again.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
In the unfamiliar surroundings, the cries of terror 
blended with the sirens and seemed to be more 
distant. Xander was so accustomed to being woken 
by the nightmares, however, he automatically 
lurched from his bed at the sounds. And walked 
right into a piece of furniture.  

“Damn,” he cursed.  

“Off, take it off, no …” he heard the screams from 
Spike’s room. He banged through the door and 
halted, staring at the dark, hulking back of Angel 
bent over Spike. For a confused, heart stopping 
moment, Xander thought Angel was feeding from 
him. But then he saw Spike’s head fling back, the 
slender white neck naked and unmarked. His eyes 



were closed and he was arching into the headboard, 
flailing at Angel with his fists. Angel must have 
heard Xander’s entry because he half turned his 
head and in the dim light Xander thought he saw his 
eyes flash with yellow.  

“What’s wrong with him,” whispered Angel, just as 
Spike caught him on the nose with his fist. “Ahh!” 
The vampire clapped his hand over his face as his 
nose started to gush and lost his grip on Spike who 
arched sideways and almost fell off the bed.  

But Xander was already running to catch him. He 
gathered the struggling man close to him and 
controlled him the only way he knew how, 
spreading his torso over the smaller body, his hands 
clasping Spike’s hands his head buried against his 
neck.  

Spike came to with his customary start and stared 
into Xander’s eyes. He arched instinctively and at 
that moment both men felt and knew the other’s 
arousal. Xander stared into those eyes, those lips 
open and so close to his, that chest heaving against 
his. Contact he had longed for and fought against 



for two weeks, and he felt the shudder ripple 
through both their bodies. He found that he 
couldn’t move.  

“Xander,” moaned Spike, his body melting into a 
sinewy mass of lust.  

Xander made an inarticulate noise and bent to 
touch his lips to that skin.  

There was the sound in the room of someone 
clearing his throat.  

Spike’s half-lidded eyes popped wide open. He 
stiffened completely. “Angel?” he squeaked.  

“Ah, yes, Spike, I’m here,” said the deep voice 
uncomfortably.  

Xander pulled back from Spike. Sleep, fear for Spike, 
lust, like layers of fog they cleared from his mind 
and he realized his position. Slowly he rolled 
sideways and fell into the giving wave of the 
waterbed. Lay there with spread legs next to Spike 
and stared at Angel.  



The vampire was wearing a deep brown velvety 
robe that Xander could swear had some kind of 
family crest on the pocket. He had straightened it 
since his struggle with Spike, and it was neatly 
wrapped and tied around him. He stood leaning 
against the wardrobe, some clothe held to his nose 
and his eyes were black.  

“So,” said Angel. “What was that?”  

Xander wasn’t sure to what Angel was referring, but 
he felt somehow that he had been caught in bed 
with the guy’s daughter.  

“Nightmare,” said Spike briskly. “Over now. All’s 
well, everyone back to bed.” He glanced quickly at 
Xander and looked away.  

“Nightmare,” said Angel. He pushed himself off the 
wardrobe and studied Spike for a minute. His eyes 
wandered over to Xander and dwelt there for a 
second, then slid back to Spike. “What are the 
‘nightmares’ about, Spike?”  

Xander expected Spike to tell Angel to fuck off. It 
was the usual behavior between the two, and he 



knew Spike was uncomfortable discussing the 
dreams. But he saw Spike instead nibbling at his lip 
considering the question. Xander felt once more the 
alliance between the two. He shoved himself 
upright on the bed.  

“Listen, Angel, Spike doesn’t have to tell you 
anything,” he started.  

“It’s okay, Xander,” Spike interrupted gently. He 
peered at the vampire and Xander saw his painful 
squint and grimace.  

“You want a cold cloth?” Xander asked quietly.  

Spike turned that look of gratitude on him that 
jerked Xander’s heart as if by a cord. “Yeah, please 
pet,” he whispered.  

Xander struggled off the bed and down the hallway. 
When he came back with the dampened washcloth, 
he found Angel still standing in his interrogatory 
position, Spike giving him some recitation.  

He stopped when Xander entered the room. Angel 
was deep in thought. “Did you ever think they might 
be visions, Spike?” he asked finally.  



Spike was taking the washcloth from Xander. At 
Angel’s words he stopped, looking stung. “No, you 
wanker. I had happily not thought of that,” he 
grumbled and fell back against the mattress, 
pressing the cloth to his forehead. “Bloody Christ 
will they never let me rest,” he muttered. His lips 
twisted in a bitter little smile that Xander 
despairingly recognized as a fixture of Spike’s 
depression. They hadn’t had an episode in some 
time. Xander felt a little surge of panic.  

“Can’t you talk about this in the morning, Angel?” 
he hissed. “Humans here, need our sleep,” he said 
nastily, reminding him of Spike’s new status. Angel, 
predictably, flinched.  

“Of course,” he said, immediately apologetic. He 
withdrew quickly towards the door.  

It was then that they heard the voices in the 
hallway. Angel reacted and then looked guilty. 
“Except I already called Wesley,” he explained sadly.  

Spike, lying back on the mattress with the cloth over 
his eyes, just heaved a great sigh of forbearance. 



“So, did any of you wankers ever learn to make a 
decent cup of tea?” he asked.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Wesley had journeyed quite some way from the 
path of Watcher for the Council since the last time 
he had seen him, thought Xander. He, Spike and 
Angel had trooped back to the lobby to great the 
rogue Watcher. Wesley’s face, Xander noted, was 
grizzled and lined with bitter, worn creases. Scars 
on his arms and one particularly nasty one across 
his throat. His eyes, no longer eager and earnest, 
flicked up and down Xander with an expression 
both intimate and uncaring. Xander felt he had 
been stripped, assessed and cast aside in one swift 
movement. He prickled automatically.  

Wesley’s attention shifted to Spike. He seemed to 
find more of interest there, because his attention 
lingered.  

Spike returned the gaze steadily. He was as yet 
unsure and unsteady in your standard human 



situation, counting change at the quicky mart or 
using the loo at a public event, but staring down a 
Watcher was something with which he had had 
much practice. “Ain’t ya gonna pull out one a yer 
old books, Watcher?” he said with an air of great 
unconcern. “Find a prophecy or summat?”  

Wesley barely smiled. “There already has been a 
prophecy, Spike,” he said slowly. The former 
vampire’s air of nonchalance was not impressing 
him much. He could see the worry and wonder in 
Spike’s eyes. The newly made human wanted an 
explanation. It was obvious. What bewitched 
Wesley was the touching vulnerability there. Almost 
innocence. It was an expression Wesley had not 
seen much anywhere of late and it was particularly 
fascinating to see it in the face of Spike.  

“We had, of course, thought that the prophecy 
applied to Angel,” he explained, waving a breezy 
hand at the apparently overlooked souled vampire. 
“As a reward for his fight against evil.”  

Spike dared glance uncomfortably at Angel. 
“’Sposed to be a reward?” he said unbelievingly. He 



looked down and shook his head in disgust. “Bloody 
fucking wankers have a hell of a sense of humor,” 
he said darkly. “Trust me, mate,” he addressed 
Angel without looking again into those sad 
bewildered eyes, “it ain’t no trip round the merry go 
round. Kinda sucks,” he added for clarity.  

“You aren’t happy to be human?” Wesley sounded 
more amused than surprised.  

Spike glanced up at that cynical face. “Waddaya 
think?” he said wryly. “At this precise moment, my 
whole fucking body aches because I ain’t slept. My 
leg hurts. My skin itches. I’m starvin’ and I can’t eat. 
Blood …” he sighed tiredly and closed his eyes. “The 
sight of blood disgusts me.” He heard Angel react 
slightly to this and opened his eyes to glare at him. 
“That’s right, Angel,” he sneered, “try ta imagine 
that.”  

He looked down at his fraying cast. “I can feel 
myself dyin’, Watcher. And you’d think I’d be kinda 
relieved ta feel that wouldn’t you?” he tilted a look 
up at this man whom he thought perhaps would 
understand that more than any other in the room. 



“But I don’t. I worry about stupid shit like why I ain’t 
dead, and what I’m supposed ta be doin’. Who I 
am...” He stopped suddenly and looked down, as if 
he had said too much.  

All this talk of dying was making Xander nervous. 
“Spike’s been diagnosed with clinical depression,” 
he blurted to the assembly, wincing when he 
thought of how that statement would probably 
make Spike feel, but needing to stop a discussion he 
felt was dangerous. He steadfastly did not look at 
his lover and stumbled on, “he’s tried to kill himself 
already.”  

Everyone reacted as this stone hit the surface of the 
pond. Spike cursed Xander quietly and sincerely. 
Wesley tilted his head and stared at Spike, “really?”  

Angel exploded. “Why? Wesley, what is this 
about?”  

Fred piped up for the first time since Wesley had 
arrived. “Maybe it was a mistake?”  

There is an advantage to speaking very little. 
Everyone pays attention when you decide you have 



something to say. “Angel,” explained Fred 
thoughtfully, “Lilah gave YOU the amulet, maybe 
YOU were meant to wear it in the final battle.”  

“I would have,” Angel protested weakly. “Buffy 
wouldn’t let me,” he whined.  

Spike snorted. Angel glared at him. At that precise 
moment, a big black man with a torn t-shirt covered 
with something that looked like snot, barreled 
through the front doors.  

“Plezat demons,” he roared, leaping down the lobby 
stairs three at a time and straight for the weapons 
case. “Sewers are completely infested,” he yelled, 
jerking open the case and heaving an ax to the 
nearest male body unthinkingly. He whirled around 
with a long sword in his hand and stopped at the 
site of Spike and Xander.  

Xander rolled the ax in his hand. He looked up at 
the strange man and grinned. “Cool,” he said.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  



 
Gunn was so excited he was shouting information 
into Wesley’s face. Wesley, with a pained 
expression, was calmly repeating the information 
back for clarification. Angel was choosing a weapon 
carefully while Fred loaded a harness with cross-
bolts and Xander did a little hop-skip in the lobby, 
practicing swinging the ax.  

“No,” said Spike, struggling up from the couch. He 
stomped and shook his cast irritably. “No,” he said 
louder, “you can’t take Xander, he’s not one of you 
anymore.” Fred and Xander were the only people 
who seemed to be taking notice of him and Xander 
was glaring daggers. Spike pleaded with the girl. “He 
can’t even see on his left side, I sneak up on him all 
the time there.”  

“Shut up, Spike,” said Xander. He headed for the 
door before anyone could think to stop him, turned 
when he got there and said clearly to Spike, “I need 
this. I’ve got a lot of anger to work out.”  

Spike scowled at him and pointedly turned his back.  



“Right then,” said Wesley, slinging a large weapon 
over his back and clicking another one into some 
mechanism within his sleeve. He strode out the 
door, followed rapidly by the others. Xander looked 
back for an instant and only saw Spike standing with 
his back to them.  

“Bye,” he said quietly and rushed out the door 
before he could hear the other man’s reply.  

7 This is Not a Love Song 

Xander wasn’t a superhero. He only played one on 
TV, he said to himself grimly as he sat against the 
stinking, dripping wall trying to staunch the blood 
flow with the only piece of clothing he could find 
that did not appear to have demon slime or sewer 
filth on it. He had held his own, survived, and only 
had to be rescued the once. He considered that a 
small victory.  

Fred was crouched beside him, still gasping for 
breath. The last battle had been a complete rout. 
There were simply too many demons for the small 
band. They had run like characters from a Monty 
Python movie, back into the safety of Angel’s 



sealed-off sewer entry. Angel and Gunn quickly 
shoving the metal door closed and bolting it.  

Wesley stared grimly at the door, thinking. The rest 
of the crew collapsed, nursing their various injuries. 
Except Angel. He watched Wesley and brooded. 
Xander noted that tall, dark and debonair had 
barely gotten his hands dirty. His slacks were still 
immaculate. Xander quelled the urge to fling sewer 
mud at him and asked lightly, “So, now what do we 
do?”  

Wesley didn’t look at him, he looked at Angel. “We 
have to do some research, I think.”  

Xander groaned inwardly and rapidly began to run 
excuses for escape through his mind. The fully 
stocked kitchen kind of took out the pizza or 
doughnut delivery option. Clever boss, he realized 
wryly. Provide food for your employees and they 
never need to stop working.  

He stood shakily, awkwardly dipping to fall 
ostensibly against a wall and bring a flailing hand 
up, cupping slime, arching to keep his balance and 
somehow splattering its contents across Angel’s 



perfectly pressed pants. “Aw fuck,” said Xander. 
“Look what I did.”  

They were still scraping the slime off themselves in 
the area, very much like a mud room, Angel had set 
up off the kitchen for that purpose, when Gunn 
came wandering back in, scratching his head, 
puzzled. “Angel, man, where’d ya park your car this 
time?”  

Angel looked up from his meticulous eradication of 
a tiny spot on his sweater. “The Plymouth? It’s out 
front, Gunn. Where I always park it.”  

“No,” said Gunn positively, “it’s not.”  

Angel trotted towards the lobby, concerned, while 
Gunn followed muttering, “They know better, some 
homey’s gonna get his ass kicked.”  

Xander gave his shirt up for lost and tossed it into a 
trash bin. He ran upstairs, looking for Spike all the 
while. When he got to the bedroom and saw the 
crumbled mess of plaster and broken cast all over 
the floor, he registered Angel and Gunn’s 
conversation and got that spinning feeling in his gut.  



“Hey, you guys,” Xander announced from the 
balcony to the two angry men in the lobby. “I think I 
know who has Angel’s car.”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Angel seldom complained, even in the privacy of his 
own mind, about the plagues and apocalyptic 
events thrown at him by The Powers that Be (Inc.). 
He figured they were his due, his penance. And on 
some deep level of childish hope, his payment for 
his reward. He angsted over the suffering of his 
victims, the pain of those who chose to help him, 
those who chose to love him, but he seldom 
brooded over his own sorrows. They were pennies 
in the piggy bank of his redemption. He was glad to 
pay them.  

Spike was another matter entirely.  

A hundred years ago, Angelus had stalked an effete 
young Englishman. Small, blonde and stunning was 
the ravenous vampire’s type, so he enjoyed toying 
with, flirting with, and seducing the youth for quite 



some time. Pleased deep in his demonic heart as he 
twisted the innocence and marred the naiveté of 
the sensitive young man.  

There was no name, in William’s culture, for the 
activities that sometimes took place between 
himself and the large, dark Irishman he felt himself 
so violently drawn towards. A man of assurance, to 
a young man without a father. A man of passion, for 
a young man whose passions were hesitant 
shadows, unformed even in his own imagination.  

He fell under the dark man’s spell, all the while 
pursuing the young woman he was sure he loved.  

Angelus had found himself so taken by the innocent 
that he couldn’t bring himself to end the affair by 
devouring the life. He sat for hours, just talking, 
listening to the earnest, horrible poetry, the eager 
dreams and agonized worries of one still so far from 
fallen. His demon, bent and angry, was feeling the 
warped, possessive obsession that was as close as 
Angelus could get to love.  

Then one night he came across Drusilla attached to 
his young man’s neck. Maybe William had been 



seeking out Angelus for solace, and so found 
himself close to their feeding grounds. Or maybe it 
was the path the Powers already were designing for 
him, but Angelus came upon the man his demon 
lusted after, giving his life’s blood to his deranged 
Childe and he ripped him from her arms, tore into 
his throat and sucked the life out of him in an agony 
of loss and anger.  

Spike woke in his arms, his demon laughing and 
mocking and hateful in those once beautiful eyes, 
and Angelus both adored and despised his new 
creation.  

When he became Angel, he came to see Spike as 
the mirror, in a life that could not be reflected, of all 
the evil his demon had done, wished still to do. A 
thorn in his side, who so enjoyed his role of thorn, 
Angel had felt quite free of any guilt or obligation 
he may have otherwise imagined towards the 
demon who inhabited the body of the young man 
he had murdered.  

But now Spike was human. He blinked at Angel with 
William’s lost eyes. He flushed with the rich, 



remembered blood. He laid his hand, caring and 
gentle, on Angel’s, and the vampire wondered if this 
were yet more punishment. The final mockery, that 
his demon should get the reward denied him, and 
dance it in front of him in the person of someone he 
had once loved.  

It was the last straw that he should also take his car.  

Xander had never seen Angel throw a rant. From 
the expression on Gunn’s face, he thought it was 
probably a rare and seldom witnessed event. The 
enraged vampire picked up the hideous red velvet 
sofa and made sure no one ever had to sit in it 
again, by throwing it so hard against a pillar it broke 
in two. He turned, efficiently leveling one glass 
doored weapons case with his arm as he went, and 
ran back towards the kitchen, roaring something 
about killing and maiming and bloodletting.  

It took a moment for Xander to register what was 
happening. Then he was falling, sliding and jumping 
down the staircase. Heading for the front door and 
his own car. His panicking memory thumbing 
through the short list of what Spike liked, where 



Spike liked to hang out. That Xander could get lost 
in LA easier than he could blink, never occurred to 
him.  

It was a good thing, then, in the long run, that Spike 
was sauntering towards him up the sidewalk. His 
broken leg practically dragging as he limped along, 
only able to progress at all because of the young 
man he leaned upon.  

Xander stood in shock and watched Spike come 
towards him. The blonde was obviously horribly 
drunk or stoned or both. His eyes were squinted 
shut, his mouth hanging open in a crooked leer. His 
hair seemed to have adapted to the styles of the 
past and the present simultaneously. Slicked back 
hard on one side, still sticking up in little tufts on 
the other.  

He wore a pair of Xander’s jeans. They hung so low 
on his narrow hips they were practically obscene. 
And he had borrowed Xander’s favorite trainers. 
The boy who supported him had hair of several 
different colors. And jewelry protruding from 



almost every feature on his face. He blinked and 
Xander saw glitter.  

“Xaaannnderr,” sang Spike while they were still 
some distance from each other. “Why ain’t you 
dead, mate?” He turned his head and very 
purposefully nuzzled the young man’s neck, who 
arched into the caress with apparent enjoyment. 
Spike turned back to stare at Xander, and came to a 
wobbling halt. “Found Jaymie, here,” he explained, 
reaching over and cupping the young man with 
obscene exaggeration. Jaymie laughed. Spike 
grinned.  

Xander could feel the rage burning in his chest, but 
he pushed past it. “Angel’s looking for you, Spike,” 
he warned distinctly. “Don’t think you should be 
going inside the Hotel today.”  

“Wha? Peaches got his monthlies again?” said Spike 
drunkenly. He staggered and winced and leaned on 
Jaymie. The other man was having difficulty, 
apparently, bearing Spike’s full weight and they 
both tipped dangerously. Xander found himself 
coming forward to help despite himself.  



Spike easily flung his other arm around Xander’s 
shoulder, then swung his whole torso around, 
releasing Jaymie, so that he was hanging against 
Xander, breathing into his face a rancid mix of 
illness and alcohol. He blinked and leered crookedly. 
“Hey, baby,” he said, wriggling his hips against 
Xander’s and wincing as his leg was jostled again.  

Xander tried not to inhale and lifted as much of 
Spike as he could, looking for a place to set the 
broken man down. “We have to take you to a 
doctor, now, Spike,” he said through gritted teeth, 
“you have to get your leg re-set, probably.”  

“Nah nah nah,” Spike waved this suggestion off 
easily, falling back on his elbows on the concrete 
steps Xander had lowered him to. He waved Jaymie 
over. “Pain is good for a bloke, helps ‘im focus.”  

Xander reached up and firmly shoved Jaymie back 
as the young man was apparently about to sit 
between he and Spike. He sighed and straightened 
his patch. “Where’s Angel’s car, Spike?” he asked in 
a weary voice. He saw Spike and Jaymie exchange a 
wide-eyed, shit faced look. Oh fuck, thought Xander 



grimly, that queasy feeling in his stomach was 
getting to be a standard feature. “Do you know 
where the …” He had been going to say ‘the 
remains’, he realized. “Do you know where you left 
it?”  

“Oh,” said Spike breezily, “it’s somewhere there 
down the street. Angel or one a his minions’ll find it 
shortly.”  

Jaymie was now sitting next to Xander. He tipped 
against him and wiggled a bit, apparently feeling 
affection for any body at the moment. He reeked 
rather strongly of musk oil, and the studded leather 
band wrapped around his upper arm dug into 
Xander painfully.  

Xander pulled slightly away and buried his 
beleaguered head in his hands. “What are you on, 
Spike?” he asked tiredly.  

“Uhh, hmmm…” Spike jerked himself forward to 
peer at Jaymie then winced and turned really gray. 
He squeezed his eyes shut and Xander thought for a 
moment he was going to pass out. He looped his 
arm around Spike’s back and held him off the 



cement. “We have to get out of here,” Xander said 
to Jaymie. “Where can we go? Someplace in 
daylight,” he added.  

Jaymie gazed bemusedly at the damp ground 
before him. He sucked the little stud protruding 
from his lower lip into his mouth and out again with 
a popping sound. “Our practicing studio is outside. 
You know, because it’s a garage. We could go 
there.”  

“Okay,” Xander began struggling to lift Spike. He 
was heavier and more awkward at the moment 
than a bag of wet cement. “Is it far?”  

Jaymie looked at him with dancing hazel eyes. He 
blinked and the glitter flashed. “Huh?” he said 
eruditely.  

“Great,” said Xander, feeling like the only adult on 
the planet. “Let’s go.”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Jaymie’s band was called A Feral Shout. Xander 



knew this because the handmade posters tacked to 
the back walls of the garage told him so. Jaymie was 
no longer a source of any information, having 
passed out on a musty looking futon the moment 
they arrived.  

Whatever Spike had taken was wearing off and he 
was drunk and in pain, leaning back against the 
passed-out young man whimpering for his pills.  

“I can’t give them to you,” said Xander unhappily, 
“you’re so drunk, and god knows what else.”  

“Xander,” Spike pawed at him weakly, turning up 
his nearly perfected whine and adding a pathetic 
look to the arsenal. “Xander, I don’t fucking care if I 
die. Just give me something for the pain.”  

“Jesus, Spike. What were you thinking?” demanded 
Xander helplessly.  

“Tired of being a stupid, useless, broken-legged 
human,” growled Spike, gritting his teeth as pain 
shot up his leg and seemingly into his brain.  

Xander thought about what might happen if he took 
Spike to an emergency ward. The former vampire 



still had no identification and was obviously high on 
a combination of substances, some of which were 
probably illegal. Xander wondered just how long it 
would take the justice system to encircle them. He 
sighed.  

“Spike, I’m going to have to touch your leg,” he told 
the grimacing man. “I have to see how bad it is.”  

“No, Xander. Do. Not. Touch. It,” Spike said quite 
clearly, as Xander’s hands slowly ran up his leg. 
“Ahhh!” he screamed right on cue as the other man 
found the point of the break.  

He pulled weakly at him, but the pain had disabled 
his muscles and Xander was able to hold him steady 
while he felt up and down the point of the fracture.  

“It’s not bad from out here,” he said with relief. “Of 
course, you could be leaking bone marrow inside 
for all I know.”  

“I know you’re trying to cheer me up, Xan,” said 
Spike, shuddering and turning a funny shade of gray 
again. His voice faded off. “Not working,” he said, 
his eyes going fuzzy.  



“Spike?” Xander suddenly realized the man could be 
going into shock. “Fuck, Spike, I gotta get you to 
somebody.” He had seen a payphone on the corner, 
just one building away from the garage. He jumped 
up and ran for it. As he rounded the corner, he saw 
the homeless man they had spotted coming in. He 
was pressed back into a relatively clear spot of 
cement, near the recycle bins behind the 7-Eleven. 
Xander back-pedaled and looped towards the guy, a 
thought occurring to him.  

“Hey,” he waved, waiting for the rheumy eyes to 
notice him. “Where’s the Free Clinic?”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
An emaciated young man with hair tinted blue and 
a white t-shirt torn to show his pierced nipples to 
their best advantage, sprawled possessively over 
the black Plymouth.  

“Get your nasty ass OFF that car, man,” said Gunn 
calmly.  



“I can’t,” whined the boy. “I’m watching it for my 
boyfriend.”  

Gunn grabbed the boy by a handful of denim and 
tossed him across the sidewalk with barely any 
effort. He regarded the car sadly. “Boss’s gonna be 
one pissed-off demon tonight,” he speculated to 
himself. He leaned in the open window, reeled back 
at the stench of vomit and alcohol and then saw the 
keys lying under the floor mat. “Geez,” he said, 
shaking his head.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
The young man examining Spike looked not much 
older than Xander. He was wearing medical scrubs 
on top and jeans on the bottom. When Spike cried 
out with pain and Xander grabbed his hand and 
soothed him, the doctor didn’t even blink. He spun 
around and studied the x-rays laid out over the light 
table.  

“How long ago was it fractured?” he asked briskly.  



“Uh, three weeks ago, almost,” said Xander, rubbing 
a spot on Spike’s temple and squeezing his hand.  

“Guy’s a fast healer, I think,” said the doctor. He 
peered at Spike as if he were a weird anomaly. “Full 
cast? Overkill, I think. Fracture’s almost healed, 
couldn’t have been that bad.”  

“Underkill actually,” moaned Spike darkly. “Doc, the 
pain is killing me.” The doctor blinked and looked 
again at the x-rays, then back at the greenish 
bruised area on Spike’s shin. Something winked in 
his face and he looked up and directly at Xander. A 
world of cynicism flared suddenly in his eyes.  

“Should get off the meds,” he said flatly. “You want 
a brace, you can get one from the nurse.” He looked 
Xander up and down. “Cost fifteen bucks,” he said 
doubtfully.  

“Okay,” said Xander, unsure. He stood holding 
Spike’s hand as the doctor left the room. Spike 
moaned pitifully and closed his eyes again.  

Xander watched the door as he drew the bottle of 
painkillers from his pocket. “It’s okay, Spike,” he 



said soothingly. He popped the cap off and shook 
one out then quickly slipped the pills back into 
hiding. “Stupid kid,” he said.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
“I could kill him, couldn’t I, Wesley?” Angel was 
pacing back and forth in the former Watcher’s 
study. “I mean, it wouldn’t really count more than 
the first time I did it, would it? I’ve sort of got a free 
pass, now, don’t you think?”  

Two years ago, Angel’s bloodthirsty little diatribe 
would have disturbed Wesley, now he just blithely 
ignored him.  

“I’ve never seen anything like this,” said Wesley, his 
fingers hovering over the thick blood that the writer 
had used as ink on this particular document. “The 
Prophecy seems to have changed since the last time 
I read it.”  

“Maybe you just forgot what it said,” suggested 
Gunn, not meaning offence, but prickling when 



Wesley raised his head and shot him a disgusted 
look.  

“Wesley wouldn’t forget anything that important,” 
said Fred waspishly. Gunn glowered.  

“It’s almost dark,” pined Angel. “Gunn, I need to see 
her.”  

“Angel, man, I’m tellin’ you. You do not wanna see 
that car until it’s been detailed and …” he inhaled 
thoughtfully, “you just don’t wanna. Trust me.”  

“I’m going to kill him,” Angel announced for the 
hundredth time since Gunn had returned from 
finding the car. He smiled and looked up as if 
possessed by a vision. “I know just how I’ll do it …” 
he began blissfully.  

“For Heaven’s sake, Angel, could you stop for a 
moment please? It’s only a car,” said Wesley testily. 
He ignored the expressions on everybody’s faces at 
this blasphemy and went on, “I’m telling you, the 
Prophecy has been re-written! Spike’s shanshu may 
have changed history!”  



“Well, that can’t be good, can it, Wesley?” asked 
Fred slowly.  

“I don’t know,” Wesley admitted. For the first time 
in years he wished he had access to the Council’s 
accumulated wisdom. “There are so many details 
here that I’d swear were not here before. There’s 
even obscure reference to the apparent plague of 
rare demon types we’ve been seeing in the sewers.” 
He thumped the desk thoughtfully with his fingers. 
“It specifically mentions a Wand. A Wand of Magi. It 
apparently can only be wielded by he who was 
dead. A resurrected man!” He looked up at Angel, 
and a little bit of the awe of old sparkled in his eyes. 
“Angel, this all may have happened in order that 
Spike save the world again!”  

Angel stopped his pacing. He frowned. “Does that 
mean I can’t kill him?”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Spike, wan and pale and with hair that looked 
dragged through, rather than combed, sprawled 



back on Jaymie’s futon. “Peaches is always getting 
testy about summat,” he assured Xander, calmly. 
“You can’t pay any attention to it.”  

Xander turned to look at him and Spike’s eyes 
skated away in a panic. There was only so much 
condemnation and disappointment Spike could 
bear to see directed at himself. “We can’t go back 
there until Angel has calmed down,” Xander said 
seriously, “you didn’t see him, Spike.” He raised his 
hand to adjust his patch, and Spike sighed 
unhappily, twitching.  

“Come down with the band tonight and hang out,” 
offered a much more sober Jaymie from across the 
room. He was laying a guitar inside its case, 
wrapping cables around and around before stuffing 
them in the pocket. He nodded at Spike. “Sing a set 
with us,” he added. “They loved you last night.”  

Xander turned and cast another look at Spike. This 
one was more amusement than scowl, and Spike 
dared to return the look with a little grin.  

“Wanna see me ‘perform’ pet?” he asked gamely.  



Xander shook his head and smiled. “You are 
hopeless, Spike,” he said with less disgust than the 
former vampire had heard in his voice in two weeks.  

Xander saw the glimmer of hope in Spike’s eyes and 
suddenly couldn’t remember why he had withheld 
forgiveness for so long. He sighed and carefully, 
slowly, reached up to touch Spike’s filthy hair. “Hey, 
Jaymie,” he breathed, staring into those twin blue 
seas suddenly burning with lust. “You gotta shower 
we could use?”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
They were slipping and laughing and pushing up 
against each other in a lather of hot water and 
orange scented soap and Xander figured he was 
gonna last about two more seconds.  

“Stop, stop,” he spluttered against the mouth that 
relentlessly bit and nibbled and licked. Water 
sprayed between them and he spat and laughed as 
Spike attacked his mouth again. He felt the man’s 



tongue running happily over his teeth and groaned 
when the sensation went straight to his aching cock.  

“God, Spike, stop or I’m gonna come right now,” he 
said and pushed him away. Spike swayed and 
winced and dropped to his knees. Xander bent, 
concerned, but two strong hands against his 
abdomen pushed him upright again as an eager wet 
mouth closed over his cock and sucked like a 
Hoover.  

“Ah, fuck, fuck. God, Spike.” The palate of Spike’s 
mouth convulsing over him, the tongue eagerly 
flicking, Xander screamed and came hard. He felt 
himself pouring down Spike’s throat, the suction 
continuing until he could bear no more and had to 
push his head gently away. Spike came off him with 
a loud slurping noise and a great intake of breath. 
His mouth went to Xander’s thigh; he pressed his 
body against his leg and held on tight, shaking.  

Xander felt the shaking and came out of his buzz 
with concern. He bent down and pulled up the 
blond, dripping head. The water sprayed down 
against Spike’s upturned face; eyes closed tightly, 



lips pressed together and he was shaking all over. 
He jerked his chin out of Xander’s grasp and pressed 
once more into his thigh. Xander reached behind 
himself quickly and turned off the shower. He knelt 
awkwardly and wrapped his arms around the body, 
trying to squeeze away the tremors.  

“Hey,” he whispered against a wet ear. “Hey, 
buddy, you okay?”  

Spike sniffled and drew in a long, loud breath. He 
pushed away slightly, his face turned from Xander’s.  

“I’m sorry, Spike. I forgot about your leg.” Xander 
was struggling out of the shower enclosure now, 
rifling through the pockets of his discarded jeans, 
looking for the pills.  

Spike followed him, crawling, and gradually pulling 
himself up with the help of the basin. He wiped at 
his face with his damp arm and watched Xander.  

“Don’t worry about it,” he said harshly. He passed 
his hand over his mouth and slumped down on the 
toilet seat. “Don’t want ‘em,” he said.  



Xander was sure Spike was still in pain, but 
shrugged doubtfully. “Okay.”  

They dressed slowly and awkwardly in the tiny 
space. The traditional post sex silence fell over them 
and Xander had that familiar feeling of distance that 
made the intimacy of a few moments ago seem 
unreal. Spike was still dressing when he finished. 
The blond head bent, the face hidden, thoughts 
private. Xander paused as he was about to hand 
Spike his shirt, and sniffed the cotton 
experimentally. He winced.  

“Ish, Spike, not so April Fresh,” he said, dropping 
the article to the floor. “I’m getting you something 
from Jaymie.” He wedged the door open and left 
the tiny space. Spike glanced up as he left and 
nodded, blinking against the wetness in his eyes.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
“I’m not going to call him,” said Angel with a pout.  



“Well, I’m not going to call him,” stated Wesley 
firmly.  

They sat on opposite sides of the desk, glaring at 
the heavy black phone that Angel had decided 
typified a detective agency.  

“Angel,” said Wesley in a reasonable voice. “Rupert 
is a Watcher. He has an obligation in these 
circumstances.”  

“Giles hates me,” said Angel petulantly. “I don’t 
blame him,” he added after a moment.  

“Nonsense,” said Wesley. He stared at the black 
phone for a moment. “Let’s get Fred to call him,” he 
suggested cheerfully. “She’ll talk to anybody.”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Rupert Giles unhappily regarded the small object 
that was belting out a digitized beeping rendition of 
Beethoven’s Fifth Symphony on the formica diner 
table. He cast a woeful look at the ladies room door 
where Dawn, Buffy, Willow and Kennedy had 



vanished seemingly hours ago, and reluctantly 
raised the tiny silver object to his ear.  

“Hello?” he said sadly.  

“May I speak to Mr. Giles, please,” asked a chipper, 
female voice with a sweet Texas drawl.  

Giles glared at the glowing oval buttons. “I am not 
interested in purchasing whatever you are selling,” 
he announced in the direction of the little holes that 
were supposed to be a receiver.  

“Mr. Giles?” asked the voice excitedly. “Oh! I’m 
calling for Angel!”  

“Angel?” Giles pressed the digital phone against his 
ear. “What has happened?”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
A few minutes later, when Buffy extracted herself 
from the emotional brawl Willow and Kennedy 
were engaged in in the ladies room, she found Giles 
sitting at the table staring with a rather peculiar 



expression at her digital phone as it lay in front of 
him.  

She did not like that expression. “Giles?” She slid 
into the seat opposite him, feeling all her combat 
nerves clicking into place. “What’s wrong?”  

“Buffy,” said Giles slowly. He looked at the young 
woman opposite him. He had been going to tell her 
to prepare herself for a shock, but looking into that 
prematurely aged and stony face, he realized that 
Buffy had long ago become someone permanently 
prepared for a shock. “Something very interesting 
has occurred,” he said.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
“We came with A Feral Shout,” Xander said to the 
doorman, pushing past the line and flashing the 
pass Jaymie had given them. His relief at having 
gained entry so easily was quickly damped by the 
wall of bodies before them.  



Xander was not a little guy, but he felt short. All 
around him towered sleek, urbane, very slender 
people in black. Xander had the uneasy impression 
that he was the only male in the club wearing a shirt 
with colors in it. He felt like scuffing his feet and 
hiding his grubby trainers beneath the hem of his 
jeans.  

Spike was not at all intimidated. Perhaps having 
spent a century outside and outcast and loving it; 
perhaps aware that in any given situation, in any 
kind of wardrobe, his was a look that would draw 
appreciative stares, he bounced forward. 
Confidently pressing through the bodies with his 
own. Xander trailed in the wake of space left behind 
him.  

Spike was wearing a silky black short-sleeved shirt 
that hugged his shoulders. Jaymie had distastefully 
called it his ‘church shirt’, though Xander couldn’t 
imagine anyone wearing the slinky thing to any 
church he had ever attended. The material hung 
close enough to the body that, when the blond 
turned or raised an arm, it emphasized any curve or 
musculature as the club lights glared off the shiny 



surface. Spike was navigating fairly well with the leg 
brace, though he limped a bit and complained 
bitterly about the missing crutch. Still, as he slid 
past one club patron, allowing his hand to slip over 
a pretty behind in the process, Xander saw that the 
uneven gait and worn jeans in no way stopped the 
gape and drool which followed his progress.  

Xander blundered behind him, head ducked, hand 
repeatedly touching his patch, apologizing 
profusely.  

They had made their way almost to the stage, when 
Spike veered left and disappeared through a door. 
He appeared again quite quickly up on the stage. 
Limping immediately into a pile of cables and lifting 
a black electric guitar from the technician there, 
Xander had to step back in amazement and stare.  

In the spots Spike looked surreal. The blond hair 
had been touched at the tips with a red tint. The 
still-pale skin seemed to glow with an ethereal blue 
from one of the gelled spots, his shirt shimmered 
and brought the absolute whiteness out even more. 
He glanced out at the audience, and his eyes 



flashed like sapphires. He grinned wickedly and 
licked his lips in anticipation.  

He looked like a vampire.  

Jaymie appeared at the other end of the stage. He 
was wearing a glittery mesh tank top that enhanced 
his nakedness instead of covering it. Black pleather 
cargo pants glittering with buckles and chains hung 
from his hips, and despite his smaller stature, he 
strutted with such confidence he seemed tall. He 
stepped up to the mike and without announcement 
or preamble yelled into it.  

“Okay, we’re here. And we’re A Feral Shout.”  

The drummer came down hard on everything at 
once and the band fell into their set. The music 
immediately encased the entire club as if in a gel of 
sound. Xander felt completely isolated from 
everything else as the noise blocked all his senses. 
Jaymie’s band was retro punk, with a little more 
synthesizer than the first wave and nearly as much 
attitude.  



Inside that syrup of percussive music, Spike swayed 
and pulled at his guitar. Xander could barely 
distinguish one instrument from another, so could 
not tell if Spike actually knew how to play the thing, 
but he could see by the way he held and caressed 
the instrument that at any rate, Spike loved trying 
to play it.  

The song ended, apparently, because Xander could 
hear again. Jaymie released the mike from the stand 
and half-turned towards Spike. “Spike,” he stated 
simply and thrust the mike into the man’s hand.  

Spike stood looking down, a huge, wolfish grin on 
his face. He looked up at the audience as he lifted 
the microphone, and his eyes slid over to Xander. 
“This is Not a Love Song,” he said quietly into the 
mike. Behind him the drummer slammed hard and 
the other men sang, “This is not a love song,” Spike 
turned away from Xander and screamed the rest of 
the Sex Pistols Lyrics into the mike. The heads in the 
club rose up and down to the beat and Xander was 
consumed and chewed up by the noise. He fell back 
against an empty expanse of column and let the 



wave wash away everything in his mind except the 
slender, pale man twisting in the lights above him.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
“Angel, you have to promise me something, man. 
Or I’m just not gonna tell you.” Gunn was keeping 
the desk, the chair, and any other large piece of 
furniture between himself and the vampire as he 
spoke.  

“Gunn,” Angel raised his arms in a carefree shrug, 
“what’s the problem?”  

“Just promise me, man, no killing?”  

“Killing?” Angel blinked innocently. “Oh, Gunn, 
you’re hurting my feelings.” He skirted the desk and 
the coffee table in a blur and stood nose to nose 
with Gunn, smiling. “Why would you want to hurt 
my feelings, Gunn?”  

“Angel!” Fred came between the two men and 
hissed at Angel like an angry cat. He backed away.  



“Sorry, Fred,” he said meekly. Gunn smirked and 
Fred whirled around as if she had felt it and hissed 
at him too. Gunn flinched back, wide-eyed.  

“Alright,” said Fred patiently. She planted her feet 
apart and crossed her arms. “We will ALL go to 
wherever Spike is.” She glared. “We will have a 
REASONABLE conversation. Really, Angel,” she 
sighed in exasperation. “We have an entire law firm 
at our disposal. Nobody needs to become violent.”  

Angel’s eyes lit up. “Yeah,” he said. “I’ll sue him!”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Wesley weighed the small velvet pouch in his hand 
for a moment, then placed it carefully back on the 
dark walnut desk. “My thirty pieces?” he asked 
coolly.  

The other man blinked at the comment. “I’m not 
asking for anything, I just hope we have an 
understanding.”  



Wesley perched on the edge of the desk and lifted 
the small sack again, swung it idly. “I understand,” 
he said.  

“There is no question of a conflict of interest here,” 
reminded the graying Law Partner.  

“Of course not.”  

“Some parties just have more of an investment in 
certain cases than other parties.”  

“I see that,” said Wesley calmly. His gazed at the 
man with a bored expression. “Are we done here?”  

“Of course,” said the man. As Wesley deftly 
pocketed the sack, and rose, moving towards the 
door, the older man inquired, “did you enjoy our 
gift last week?”  

“Ah, yes,” Wesley looked down at his arm where 
the slim bruise still indented his skin. “She was 
interesting.”  

“She?” chuckled the man, turning his chair around 
dismissively.  



Wesley flicked a look at the turned back before he 
opened the door. “Or whatever,” he said.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Spike was sweating and bouncing and shoving up 
against Xander and chewing on his ear. He had 
come off the stage in a state of extreme excitement 
and dragged the stunned man into a dark corner, 
shoved him against a wall and started mauling his 
ears, neck and face immediately.  

Xander feebly pushed at the drenched black satin 
chest, registered the hard nubs of aroused nipples 
beneath the slippery cloth, and felt himself 
succumbing to that hungry mouth.  

“Spike,” he attempted, only to find his mouth full of 
hot, horny tongue. A hand firmly molded itself 
around his growing erection and squeezed with the 
expertise of experience. Xander moaned.  

“Spike,” he gasped desperately, “wait. Spike, are 
you high?” He vainly tried to see Jaymie in the 



crowd, suspecting that some substance had been 
exchanged up on the stage.  

“Only high on you, pet,” growled Spike in his ear, 
pushing his entire torso into Xander’s and grinding 
his hips. He fell on Xander’s mouth again, effectively 
ending any further conversation, until there was a 
whistle and feedback, and a voice came over the 
club microphone.  

“It’s Slam Night,” said a woman’s voice. The 
microphone screamed again, and Spike pulled away 
from Xander in irritation.  

“Bloody amateurs,” he growled. He paused in his 
assault to watch the stage. Xander looked around 
nervously. No one seemed to have noticed them.  

A skinny boy with an oversized t-shirt that 
proclaimed “I Heart Monsters!” in big letters, stood 
nervously on the stage staring at the mike. He 
looked offstage and dipped his head, then back at 
the audience. He cleared his throat. The audience 
didn’t seem to notice him.  



“Okay,” said the boy. He looked back off-stage 
again. Turned frontward and blinked into the lights. 
“Okay,” he repeated, back at the mike. “This is for 
Mardi.”  

“You taught my mouth a new shape  
your lips and teeth nibbled out such corners 
made of all my round sound  
a polygon of meaning  
trapezoid expression to describe  
a kiss.  

You taught my tongue a new vowel 
twist and hiss and howl vowel  
a u of feeling to lift skin  
an o of opening to draw in  
against my tongue the taste of a sound.”  

Spike appeared to have completely forgotten about 
Xander. He stood quite still watching the boy on the 
stage as if entranced. “I’ll be damned,” he 
whispered.  

Xander was smiling at Spike, mushing out over a 
love poem, when he saw a familiar gelled head 
moving towards them. “Oh fuck,” he hissed, 



grabbing at Spike’s sleeve and yanking hard. “Oh 
fuck, Spike, we gotta…”  

“Don’t think so,” said Gunn’s voice hard behind his 
right shoulder.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
The unhappy band was trudging back towards the 
parking lot, Xander nervously watching Angel who 
kept smiling at Spike in the creepiest way, when a 
vicious, snarling and definitely human scream came 
up from one of the large drainage holes in the road.  

Gunn, Fred and Angel went into alerted stance and 
only glanced at each other for a second before 
running off towards a large manhole cover down 
the street. Spike took off behind them.  

“Hey,” said Xander, feeling like a girl. Except the 
only girl in the group was already far ahead of him. 
“Wait up for me, guys!”  

By the time he reached the manhole, everyone had 
jumped down inside. He peered into the inky, stinky 



blackness, poking his toe at the emptiness as if it 
were a suspiciously cold swimming pool.  

“Hello?” he yelled tentatively.  

He flinched back when there was a giant glare of 
light, like a flashbulb going off. There was a roar and 
a yell and Fred’s voice crying out. Xander jumped.  

He landed on something soft and hot. It gave too 
much beneath his feet and his unfortunately overly 
informed imagination gave him the picture of his 
feet digging into the body of a corpse before he 
leapt free, rolling, and came up against a dripping 
concrete wall. He crouched and looked around 
quickly.  

He saw Angel sprawled flat on the ground, Spike 
covering him with his body. Fred and Gunn stood in 
battle stance before him. They were all staring at 
the thing Xander had just rolled away from.  

It appeared to be a large, glowing mass of egg yolk, 
now drooping into itself, as if melting and gradually 
turning darker as the yellowy stuff inside drooled 
out from its bottom. As it deflated, the glow 



subsided, the tunnel growing dark as its ball of 
demonic sunlight died. “You killed it,” stated Fred in 
amazement. Xander was watching Spike shield 
Angel’s body from the remaining sunlight.  

“Yeah?” he said, vaguely. Spike hovered over the 
vampire. He was checking him for injury, cradling a 
burnt hand, slowly running fingers up the attached 
arm. Angel sat on the ground, docile under the 
ministrations, gazing at Spike’s head. He had a 
dreamy look on his face and raised his hand slowly 
to cover Spike’s and lift it gently away. Spike looked 
up at him.  

“It’s still all over your shoes,” said Fred. Xander 
jerked his gaze away from the intimate scene and 
looked at his feet.  

“Aw fuck.” His trainers were coated in sticky goo. 
When he lifted his foot it made an awful wet noise. 
“What is that?”  

“Skin,” said Gunn grimly. He had just turned from 
helping the demon’s intended victim up out of the 
sewer. “It’ll burn anything made of living flesh. 
Including leather.” He nodded at his own trashed 



motorcycle boot. “Good thing you were wearing 
sneakers.”  

Xander was lifting his feet distastefully. “Will it 
come off?”  

Gunn cocked his head. “Problem is how do you 
clean it? Can’t touch it.”  

Xander grimaced. Then was struck by a thought. 
“Hey, didn’t I just save you all?” 

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
A pair of thick, pink, rubber dishwashing gloves 
protecting his hands, Xander worked at the goo on 
his sneaker with a butter knife, carefully easing the 
stuff onto a newspaper. He sat on the floor in his 
bedroom, his back to the traveling alarm clock, 
trying to focus on the task and not on how long 
Spike had been downstairs talking to Angel. The 
slender brass colored arm of the clock advanced 
with a loud mechanical click every few seconds. 
Which was why, Xander told himself, he was so 



hyper aware of the length of time it was taking 
Spike to apparently say goodnight to Angel.  

There had been a weird discussion in the lobby of 
the Hyperion, upon the crew’s return. A subdued 
and thoughtful Angel had agreed that Spike should 
fix his car as repayment for the theft and damage. 
Spike had been silent throughout the discussion. 
Merely nodding and agreeing, watching Angel, as 
Xander, Fred and Gunn hammered out the terms of 
peace.  

Heading up the stairs, Xander turned to find Spike 
still leaning against the front counter, studying his 
fingernails. Angel still sat in the overstuffed lobby 
chair, a well-manicured hand studiously smoothing 
a pleat in his pants.  

“Be up in a mo’ pet,” Spike said before Xander could 
ask. He slipped a quiet look at Angel from beneath 
lowered lashes, then went back to the study of his 
nails.  

Xander dug fiercely at a particularly stubborn spot 
of goo. It had been obvious that Spike wanted to 
speak with Angel privately. That Spike and Angel 



had something important to discuss and that he, 
Xander, had become extraneous and a hindrance. 
As surely as Xander could feel it, and as sadly 
familiar as he was with the third-wheel scenario, he 
still had had trouble finally turning his feet around 
and up the stairs. After all, he told himself, this was 
Angel. Who knew which psychotic personality might 
dominate in the next few minutes?  

Xander put as much venom into the glare he shot at 
the vampire as he could. “I’ll have my door open,” 
he addressed Spike. “I’ll hear you if you need help, 
getting up the stairs,” he added with a careful 
pause.  

Spike smiled at Xander and the expression had a 
softness in it that made the brunettes heart do a 
little spin. “Don’t worry about it, pet,” said Spike. 
He pushed away from the counter and drew a stake 
from his rear pocket. He flipped the slender tool 
expertly and laughed at the look Angel gave him. 
“I’ll be up in a minute, Xan,” said Spike, gazing 
steadily at Angel. Xander cast another distrustful 
look at Angel and went up the stairs alone.  



The alarm clock emitted another loud click. Xander 
stabbed at demon goo. The problem, he told 
himself with frustration, was the places where the 
substance had adhered to a worn or damaged 
section of the sole. In order to remove the demonic 
substance, he would have to cut away part of the 
shoe itself. Xander carefully wiped another smear of 
goo onto the newspaper and glanced uncontrollably 
at the heavy oaken door he had left ajar. Despite his 
warning, he could hear absolutely no sounds from 
downstairs. His nerves tightened with impatience. 
What could they be talking about that was taking so 
long?  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
“Was nice of you, to treat the boy,” said Spike, 
slowly. He circled Angel’s chair.  

Angel had been manipulated into treating the 
whole crew to a trip to Disneyland. It was, 
apparently, in the mind of Xander Harris, what 
heroes did when they won. He knew Spike knew he 



had been levered into the offer. He wondered if 
Spike was taunting him with his weakness, or 
allowing him to play generous benefactor.  

“Gunn and Fred have been working too much. They 
deserve a holiday,” he said.  

Spike nodded, glanced towards the stairs. “Xander’s 
needing a break too, I think.”  

“He takes care of you, “ observed Angel.  

Spike bristled a little. “Only needed taking care of 
after the accident,” he said, a tad defensively.  

“Accident,” said Angel darkly.  

Spike didn’t choose to argue the word. “Yeah, well. 
Xander’s a good friend.” He toed a bit of carpet.  

“Friend,” said Angel.  

“R called sentences, Angel. You should try speakin’ 
in them,” snapped Spike testily.  

Angel held his tongue when his Childe spoke back to 
him. Not his Childe, he told himself for the millionth 
time. Not the snarking, yet frightened creature he 



had had to train and protect. Not the young 
vampire eager to impress his Sire. Not the same 
vicious, seductive, passionate Childe.  

“What happened, Spike?” Angel burst out.  

Spike made an exasperated sound. “Been over this 
already, Angel. Agonizing death in fire and ash, long 
period of …”  

“I meant what happened between us?” Angel 
turned and looked straight at Spike.  

Spike froze in the middle of an expostulation. He 
lowered his arms slowly, the initial, bewildered look 
on his face rapidly twisting into a sneer.  

“What? You mean after the murderin’ me and 
turnin’ me inta a demon? Periodically fuckin’ the 
only woman I had ever loved, then turning on us 
and tryin’ to kill us? Shit, I dunno Angel. Were all 
laughing tea cakes after that as I recall.”  

Angel looked stricken. Spike took pity. He shook his 
head, as if to shake off the past. “Look, Angel, that 
ain’t the whole truth, I know that. You didn’t 
murder me. That was William. I ain’t him.”  



Angel felt that he almost had hold of the tail of the 
monster that had stalked him since Spike’s arrival. 
He studied the anomaly before him. In many ways, 
Spike seemed so ancient one could not believe he 
was human. Maybe one of the Old Ones, thought 
Angel, pulling an image from human childhood. An 
elf. There was too much experience of life in those 
brittle eyes. But the blond poreless skin, the limber, 
athletic way of moving. All the youth of a human 
barely in his twenties, the blood warmth, the hot 
musky breath. It was impossible to ignore Spike’s 
humanity for more than a few seconds.  

It occurred to Angel that he was still responding to 
Spike as he always had. With the anger and hatred 
he had felt towards the demon who had killed his 
lover. The man dancing uncomfortably before him 
was a new creation.  

Spike watched in fascination as a variety of 
emotions mounted themselves and warred in that 
usually dispassionate face. “Whatchya thinkin’, 
Angel?” he dared to ask softly.  



“Why did you save my life today, then Spike? If you 
hate me so.”  

Spike pushed his hair back and shifted 
uncomfortably on his good leg. “Jest instinct,” he 
said cautiously. “Don’t hate you , Angel” he added, 
very quickly. He studied the floor.  

“You hated me when we you were a vampire, 
Spike.”  

“Well, yeah eventually, Angel. You did try ta kill me 
a few hundred times. Took Dru from me…” he 
drifted into the memory of that grievance, frowned.  

“You reveled in your own evil, Spike. You were 
dangerous! And then,” Angel looked up and after 
hundreds of years of seeing practically everything, 
he looked amazed, “and then you purposely went 
out and got a soul.”  

Spike barely shrugged. “Yeah. Well. Things change.”  

“Not demons, Spike. We don’t change,” Angel 
quoted back at him.  



Spike raised his head and gazed at Angel with an 
expression that carried several lifetimes of passion, 
betrayal, pain and anger. “We do if we hafta to 
survive.”  

“The chip?” Angel looked as if he were considering 
this major trauma in Spike’s unlife for the first time.  

Spike ground his teeth with aggravation. 
“Whaddaya think, you giant wanker? I was starvin’ 
ta death! I had to make an alliance with the 
humans. Had ta get along with them.” He stopped 
and remembered, the wave of pain that came with 
the memory temporarily blinding him.  

Angel watched the face pale and the eyes dwell on 
some terrible past and remembered himself, 
starvation and rats. Desperate and alone, and 
hopelessly unable to think beyond the hunger and 
the pain.  

“After awhile,” said Spike as from far away, “you 
start ta see them as creatures, ya know. Not just 
food.” His mind riffled through a multitude of 
events. “Their short little lives are so full a hurt and 
misery.” Spike saw again, in his mind’s eye, Buffy 



sitting on a porch overwhelmed by her mother’s 
illness. “It don’t pay ta be good,” he said sadly. “So 
ya start ta wonder, why do they do it?”  

“You were always overly-sensitive for a demon,” 
Angel recalled with fond exasperation. “I tried to 
beat it out of you, but…”  

Angel was too self-possessed to appear startled 
when Spike slammed his fist into the wall.  

“Fuck you, Angel,” spat Spike. “You wanna know 
what happened between us?” He shook his hand. 
“Ow,” he said as an afterthought.  

“You can’t go around breaking things when you’re 
in a temper anymore, Spike,” said Angel with a 
certain peevish pleasure. “You aren’t a demon 
anymore.”  

The look Spike gave him brought to Angel’s mind 
suddenly that stake in Spike’s rear pocket.  

“Yeah,” said Spike carefully, “I’m food, now, ain’t I 
Angel?” He had resumed his circling pattern around 
Angel’s chair. A jumble of emotions jumping all over 
his face, enervating his body. As he drew closer, 



Angel felt and smelled the blood warmth, the 
William smell. Spike paused behind him and Angel 
heard him take a deep breath. “I ain’t forgotten, ya 
know,” said Spike ominously. “I remember what it 
was like. The good and the bad.” He circled Angel as 
he spoke. “I know what yer goin’ through when you 
sit here with us. I remember.” He stepped closer 
and stopped in front of Angel, looking down at the 
dark, handsome vampire, his face a riot of 
confusion. “I remember. You can taste it, can’t ya, 
Angel? Its drivin’ you mad.”  

“But the soul…” began Angel with his accustomed 
air of special exception.  

“I had a soul, too, Angel,” Spike snarled suddenly. 
“Thanks for noticin’ by the way.”  

Angel watched the face struggling with something. 
He could smell arousal now, but wasn’t sure Spike 
was even aware of it. The blond stared down at 
him, nostrils flaring, pupils dilating and contracting 
as emotions surged through him.  

“Soul doesn’t stop the hunger,” said Spike. “Just 
makes ya hate yerself for it.”  



Angel regarded him steadily. “What hunger are you 
feeling now,” he asked with a flash of 
comprehension, “that you hate yourself for so 
much?”  

Spike narrowed his eyes and glared.  

Angel felt his way wonderingly along the path of 
this sudden intuition. “You hated yourself when we 
first met,” he recalled. “It was the hook that 
brought you to me.” He gazed up at Spike, 
remembering.  

Spike was the only creature on the planet who 
could stare back into those unfathomable black 
eyes without feeling the chill awareness of the 
demon inside and shivering. “I ain’t him, Angel,” he 
said steadily. “William’s dead.”  

“That’s right,” said Angel, his brow lowering. “You 
are this new Spike. And now you’re with Xander 
Harris.” Angel spoke the name as if it were 
incomprehensible.  

“None a yer business who I’m with,” Spike growled, 
dropping his gaze away.  



“Buffy said…” Angel began, but Spike’s head came 
up and he took a threatening step forward. The 
haughty, unafraid look Angel met this little 
aggressive gesture with only infuriated the blond 
more, and he whirled awkwardly on his good leg.  

“You call her?” he asked quietly, his back to Angel.  

Angel chose to speak truthfully, to veil a lie. “No.” 
He noted the visible relaxation of Spike’s shoulders. 
“Why haven’t you?”  

“Don’t know,” said Spike slowly. He tried with 
difficulty to find words. “It’s complicated,” he finally 
said with a tired shrug.  

There was a long pause while both man and 
vampire contemplated the complications of a 
certain small, blonde Slayer.  

“It can’t be over, yet,” said Angel gently. “You know 
that, Spike. Just because you’re human now, 
doesn’t mean you can just walk away. You are still 
part of a magical event, something is bound to 
come of all this.”  



His back still to Angel, Spike nodded once, accepting 
this judgment. “Okay, I know it. But…” he sighed 
and cast a look at the stairway. “Jest leave Xander 
Harris out of our shit, Angel, okay? He’s been 
through enough. He don’t deserve none a this.”  

Spike dropped the discussion with finality and made 
his way to the stairs.  

“Have a good time, tomorrow,” called Angel after 
him.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
When he heard the pad of footsteps in the hallway, 
Xander shook himself mentally from the place his 
mind had wandered to and bent industriously to the 
sneaker in his gloved hand. He didn’t look up as 
Spike entered the room, affecting an air of deep 
concentration on his task. But he felt the man’s 
presence, standing in the doorway. Still felt his gaze 
on the back of his neck.  



“Hey, whelp,” said Spike. He continued standing 
there looking until Xander felt he simply had to look 
up.  

Spike looked troubled and confused. His mouth was 
set into that stubborn line that brooked no 
questions, but his eyes begged for something. 
Xander sighed and set down his knife. He peeled off 
the gloves and pushed the whole mess to one side, 
rising stiffly.  

“Your leg hurt?”  

Spike nodded absently; he walked to the bed, now 
limping noticeably. “Yeah, Xan,” he sighed as he sat 
down and rubbed his eyes tiredly with his thumb.  

When Xander came back from the bathroom with 
the cup of water, he found Spike still sitting on the 
bed, his arms on his knees as he contemplated the 
floor.  

“Angel and you okay?” he asked, offering the water 
and capsules.  

Spike snorted. “Never.”  



“Yeah, well,” Xander smiled a little. He sat down on 
the bed. “I didn’t hear crashing furniture, so I 
figured it was okay.” He looked away from Spike, 
suddenly afraid that the things he HAD been 
imagining would show in his face. Xander could feel 
the familiar elastic tension beginning. He didn’t 
really know. Despite the event in the shower earlier 
that day. He didn’t really know what was going on 
between he and Spike.  

His gaze settled on the nightstand. The damned 
alarm clock hand jerked and made another loud 
click in the quiet room.  

“Are we okay?” Xander dared to ask in a small 
whisper.  

He held his breath as he waited for Spike to jump 
away from this breach of the unspoken code. He 
felt, instead, Spike’s hand, warm on his thigh, and 
turned towards him, simply relieved to not have 
been pushed away.  

Spike gripped Xander’s leg with one hand, the other 
still held the cup of water, precariously close to 
spilling. He squinted at Xander’s face as if it were 



covered with incredibly tiny print. “Xander,” he said 
hoarsely. “I’m sorry.”  

“I know,” said Xander, his hand covered Spike’s and 
squeezed. His heart was beginning a heavy slug in 
his chest. The expression in Spike’s eyes, his 
mouth’s droop at one corner, the hand that shook 
as he set the cup carefully down. All the signs of the 
illness were there, and Xander’s body had begun its 
adrenalized fight or flight reaction. Only in their 
case it was fight or sex. Or both. Or neither. He took 
a deep breath and watched Spike for clues.  

Spike raised his hand slowly to Xander’s face, gently 
touched his lips, running two fingers over his mouth 
as if reading Braille. Xander dipped minutely and 
caught the fingers in his mouth. He rolled his 
tongue gently around the tips, his eyelid drooping, 
so that he watched Spike’s reaction from beneath 
lowered lashes.  

Spike gasped. His eyes went so dark they were 
almost black. He reached up with his other hand, 
softly cupped Xander’s cheek, and pulled him 
forward into a sweet soft kiss.  



Xander’s mouth softly returned the gentle pressure. 
He leaned into the kiss, disbelieving his luck. His 
heart was hammering now, not with fear but with 
arousal. A surge of desire rippled through him at the 
same time as he felt Spike shudder, his hands 
suddenly hard on Xander’ biceps, pulling him 
forward. Xander opened his mouth with a helpless 
little moan and Spike fell into him.  

They toppled back onto the mattress, Xander’s 
hands began mindlessly pulling at Spike’s shirt as he 
looked for skin, Spike rolling his body over Xander’s, 
pressing his erection into Xander’s leg. Making a 
deep needy noise in his throat like a cat. He bit a 
hungry line up Xander’s chin, and slid a firm hand 
down to squeeze the growing bulge in Xander’s 
crotch.  

Xander arched back and groaned. “God,” he 
begged, “God, Spike please.”  

Spike’s hips began rhythmically humping Xander’s 
leg, his hand squeezed and caressed his cock. He 
pressed his lips against Xander’s mouth. “Want you, 
Xander,” he moaned in a voice thick with lust.  



The kiss became savage, all teeth tongue and lips. 
Pawing at each other hungrily, ineffectually 
struggling with clothing in their desperation until 
finally Spike wrestled free and jumped up. He 
grasped Xander’s jeans and tore them off, ripping 
off his own clothing as Xander shed his shirt.  

Spike leapt back onto the bed again and urged 
Xander to roll onto his belly. Xander resisted for a 
moment, he wanted to watch the blond’s face, but 
he acquiesced quickly, lust overriding everything. 
The nightstand drawer slammed closed, the sound 
rattled through the room and had barely faded 
before Xander felt Spike’s hands urgently pressing 
lube against his hole.  

“Condom,” begged Xander breathlessly, and heard 
Spike’s shaky laugh behind him.  

“Yeah yeah, brat, having a little trouble here. Fuck.” 
Xander heard the package crinkle, Spike’s muttered 
curse. Spike sounded lucid, realized Xander through 
the fog. Incredibly aroused, but lucid. Then he felt 
the cool slick fingers back at his entrance.  



He gasped and arched back into the touch, suddenly 
wanting as badly as Spike to feel the man inside 
him, to feel that largeness, that unquestionable 
presence. He pushed himself up slightly on his 
knees and pressed back into Spike’s hand, his hips 
unconsciously writhing. “Now,” he panted, needing 
it so much. “Fuck me, now, Spike,” he demanded 
hoarsely.  

Spike made a desperate noise. “Xander,” he 
whimpered, lining up his cock with shaking, slick 
fingers. He pushed forward. His hands fumbled, 
gained purchase on Xander’s hips and he pulled him 
fiercely up, embedding his cock deeper, he growled, 
drew back, and shoved forward hard.  

Xander cried out and ground himself onto Spike’s 
cock. He rose up off the mattress and rocked 
forward, pushed back. “Yeah,” he whined. “Oh 
yeah, Spike, fuck me. Ah. Harder,” he panted, 
shoving himself wildly back onto that hard rod, “god 
yeah, fuck me, Spike.” he chanted as he lost it and 
just started rocking back and forth frenetically, 
fucking himself on Spike.  



He felt sharp nails dig into his skin, and heard Spike 
utter a string of heartfelt expletives, hard hips 
slamming to meet him. Then Spike’s arm came 
down and wrapped firmly around his waist, the 
warmth coating his back as Spike held their bodies 
close. A firm grip on Xander’s cock and Spike was 
riding him, Xander shoving back onto Spike, forward 
into the warm hand, back onto the bursting light. 
He was screaming and coming, barely registering 
the helpless noises coming from Spike, gripping the 
sheets for leverage, his head arching back as he 
came.  

They collapsed on the bed. Cool, wet cum under his 
belly. Warm squeaking Spike squirming on his back. 
Xander, panting hard, turned his head to lay his 
cheek on the mattress.  

“We left the door open,” he observed muzzily.  

“I’ll close it when I get up,” mumbled Spike into the 
warm, sweet flesh at the back of Xander’s neck. He 
wriggled and didn’t withdraw.  

Xander felt, wonderingly, that they were going to 
lay here in post coital happiness, without the 



madness and depression intervening. He dare not 
move, enraptured by the spell of it. Spike’s breath 
in his ear was coming deep and even. Each exhale 
accompanied by a little whistle. Xander felt Spike’s 
softening cock slowly easing out of his hole. As he 
drifted off to sleep, the wobbly full condom rolled 
and leaked against the inside of his thigh, and 
Xander smiled and was in heaven.  

When Angel closed the door for them later, he tried 
not to look at the two men lying on Spike’s bed. But 
Angel was a demon. A repentant, self-controlled 
demon, perhaps, but a demon nevertheless. He 
allowed himself to look for a moment. Spike 
sprawled over Xander, his legs spread to either side, 
his mouth pressed against the man’s back. Xander 
slept with a smile, the patch askew, his hair sticking 
up in sweaty points, the bliss on his face still made 
him look childlike. Spike’s dark, sated flesh resting 
against Xander’s pale bottom too much for Angel to 
see and bear. He swung the door closed and left 
them to sleep.  

8 Xander Harris You Just Saved the World! Now 
What Will You Do?”  



“I can’t believe this,” said Spike sourly. He stood at 
the entrance staring down the main boulevard of 
the Happiest Place on Earth and frowned unhappily.  

“C’mon, Spike,” Xander was standing next to him, 
hands already full of pamphlets, autograph books, 
and park maps. A clear balloon with Mickey 
Mouse’s head bobbing ecstatically inside, tugged 
from the wrist he had tied it to. “You gotta get into 
the spirit of this thing. This is Disneyland! Every kid 
in America wants to come here!”  

An actor dressed as Goofy appeared across the road 
and Xander’s whole face lit up with excitement. 
“Goofy!” he yelped, taking off towards the 
character. “Gotta get your autograph!”  

Spike watched him in amazement. “Whelp musta 
bumped his head in that sewer,” he said to Fred. 
She smiled.  

“I don’t think Xander’s parents ever brought him to 
Disneyland, Spike.”  



“Soddin' smart parents,” said Spike gruffly, but he 
watched Xander with soft eyes. “Can’t believe him 
sometimes.”  

Fred looked at him appraisingly. Gunn strolled up to 
the group with the attitude of organizer and 
chaperone. “Okay, everybody, stay together.” He 
looked around rubbing his hands. “So, where’s this 
Small World ride?”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Xander sat back in his seat and watched Spike 
watching animatronic pirates cavort. The blond had 
acquired a seemingly permanent look of disbelief. 
Although Spike insisted he had been to amusement 
parks before, Xander suspected he had been mainly 
for the food.  

Armed with Angel’s Gold Card, Xander had 
purchased a bright Disneyland t-shirt for every 
member of the crew. Spike’s was blue and white 
stripe and featured a happy Winnie the Pooh 
hanging from a bright red balloon where an Izod 



shirt would have merely sported an alligator. He 
had looked at it, grimaced, looked at Fred, looked 
again at Xander’s big grin, and trudged off to the 
little boy’s room to put it on.  

Fred was happily bouncing along in her green and 
pink Tinkerbelle shirt, while Gunn loped beside her 
in an extra extra large Pluto covered shirt.  

Xander’s shirt proclaimed him a member of The 
Mickey Mouse Club.  

The next purchases were the traditional mouse ears 
with names stitched on. Fred was happily wearing 
hers now; the men kept them tightly folded in their 
plastic bags.  

When Angel offered to treat them to a night out, 
Xander had been the one to beg for Disneyland. But 
Gunn had looked interested in the suggestion, and 
perceiving that perhaps, Fred had eagerly added to 
the clamor.  

So now they were at the amusement park minus 
one light-avoiding vampire. And one otherwise 
occupied ex-Watcher.  



Spike watched water pop up around their ‘boat’ as 
supposed cannonball splashes and glanced at 
Xander with one eyebrow raised askance. Xander 
laughed and reached a hand over to grasp Spike’s 
and squeeze. They were entering the last tunnel 
now and as the Pirates of the Caribbean’s song 
boomed around them, Xander, Fred and Gunn 
throwing back their heads and singing along, Xander 
felt Spike squeeze his hand back.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
“I am not getting on any more kiddy rides, Xander,” 
Spike said again.  

“It’s not a kiddy ride,” said Xander, plucking at 
Spike’s hand like a little kid. “It’s the Matterhorn!”  

Spike watched as a group of people sped by in a 
pseudo sled on steel tracks, screaming. “I’ve seen 
the Matterhorn, pet,” he said carefully. “That ain’t 
it.”  



“Okay, I guess I can go by myself,” Xander said, 
looking disappointed. Spike shook himself and 
sighed and took his place in the line. Above them 
hung a sign which stated ‘Expected Wait Time From 
this Point: 45 minutes.’ Spike looked at the sign, 
looked at Xander.  

“Isn’t this great!” Xander enthused, bouncing.  

Spike sighed again, leaned on his cane, and sipped 
water from his Official Disney Character Sipping 
Container. He could not believe there was no 
alcohol in the place. “Yeah, this is great,” he agreed.  

Forty Six Minutes later Spike was clinging to 
Xander’s shirt with both hands and screaming with 
his eyes closed. Xander tossed his arms in the air as 
they fell down the first long plunge and screamed 
also.  

Fifty Minutes later a staggering, paler than usual 
blond and an exuberant brunet made their way out 
of the turnstile. “Can not believe humans enjoy 
that,” said Spike, forgetting himself. Xander was 
skipping in place.  



“Let’s do it again, Spike!”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
The restaurant had been made to look like a 
cartoon version of a log cabin on the outside, and 
the crew inside were dressed in some weird 
polyester approximation of lumberjack togs. Spike 
carried his laden tray out to the picnic table, his 
shoes squeaking as water dripped from his pants 
and ran into his socks. There was something wrong 
with that ride, he reflected unhappily. At the end, 
everyone on it had got drenched by a misrouted 
water spray.  

Gunn and Fred were eating, but Xander had 
wandered off to the fence surrounding the food 
pavilion. They were at the extreme edge of the park 
and across the way some new high rise was being 
built. As Spike walked up, Xander was watching a 
crane slowly lift a massive girder into place several 
stories off the ground. He sighed.  

“Never got over how cool that is,” he said.  



Spike held his tongue for a minute, but finally burst 
out, “Hell, Xander, why dontya hook up with one of 
those places again?”  

Xander tisked angrily, “I can’t Spike. My eye …”  

“Not all those blokes climb around above the 
ground. I see ‘em indoors with the plans and such.”  

Xander turned his back on the construction site, 
folded his arms and looked at the ground. “Those 
guys went to college, Spike. Or they worked their 
way up from site boss.”  

“You could go to college,” said Spike quickly. “I’ve 
seen ads on the tellie. And they have something 
called a Junior College.”  

Xander squinted over at him. “You’ve been thinking 
about this.”  

Spike shrugged and made a face. “Nah, just 
occurred to me,” he said, not looking at Xander. 
“Hey!” he pointed, “where’s that book a yours? 
There’s one of them dwarfs!”  



 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Xander sat in the teacup, grinning a challenge at 
Gunn who sat across from him. Two pairs of thick 
forearms wrapped over the child-sized silver wheel 
in the center of the cup. He glanced over at Spike, 
who leaned casually against a souvenir hut. He had 
sworn solemnly that if Xander made him ride the 
teacups, he would be splattered with regurgitated 
burrito.  

Spike’s slim, pale body, encased in the tight striped 
shirt Xander hadn’t been able to resist. His eyes 
hidden behind dark sunglasses and shaded by a Star 
Wars themed cap. His arms folded carefully in front 
of him, his head turning slightly as he casually 
followed the progress of people walking by, looked 
just enough like the Spike of old to start Xander’s 
heart beating harder. Just evil enough to be sexy.  

His gaze came back to Gunn’s, and he was surprised 
by the understanding in the man’s eyes. He looked 



wistful, Xander realized. Like he saw something lost 
but remembered.  

“All right, battle of the bilious,” said Xander happily, 
as the ride began to hum to life. “Last man to hurl 
or fall wins!”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
They didn’t make it back to the Hotel until late in 
the evening. Dragging their toys and balloons and 
drink containers in a happy, tired mess up the stairs.  

Spike stopped at the door to Angel’s office. The 
vampire was sitting at his desk with some papers.  

“Hey, Poof,” said Spike softly. Angel looked up, 
affecting surprise, as if he hadn’t been listening for 
their return for hours.  

“Oh, are you back?” he asked casually.  

Spike slipped inside the door and stood looking at 
him. The blue and white t-shirt lifted and fell as he 



took a deep breath. Angel’s eyes were caught by 
the movement. He forced himself to look away.  

“Did you have a good time?” he asked carefully.  

He heard Spike approaching, but pretended 
disinterest until a jeans clad leg slid up on the lip of 
his desk, and a callused hand gently pushed aside 
his papers. “Yeah.” A plastic bag crinkled. “Brought 
you back a prezzie.” Angel looked up and saw the 
felt ears with Angel stitched across the front in pink. 
His lips twitched.  

“Gee, it’s what I’ve always wanted,” he said, gazing 
up at Spike with a tiny smile.  

“No it ain’t,” whispered Spike. A small wrinkle 
appeared between his brows. His expression so 
serious, the vampire felt his smile fading. “I know 
what you’ve always wanted,” said Spike solemnly. 
He grinned. “But those wafflecones don’t last but 
ten minutes in the sun, and the whelp wouldn’t let 
me bring that soggy mess back in the car.”  

Angel smiled, more with relief at subjects 
unbroached than at the joke. “Was it warm?”  



“Oh, yeah,” chuckled Spike. “Only mad dogs, 
Englishmen and tourists run around in that kinda 
sun. Guess I’m pretty much all three of them, so…” 
He held out his arm. Pink skin peeled slightly 
beneath the bleached white hairs. “Look,” he said 
as at a wonderful event. “Sunburn,”.  

Angel looked. “You can touch it,” whispered Spike. 
“It’s hot.”  

Despite himself, Angel raised his hand and lay it on 
Spike’s flushed arm. They held still like that, both 
listening to Spike’s heart beat once. Twice.  

“Will …” said Angel.  

“No.”  

“Spike.” He looked up at him helplessly. Since that 
moment in the sewer, Angel hadn’t known anymore 
who he was, what he was doing. The structure he 
had constructed around himself, the theme of his 
existence, had been underpinned on some deep 
level by a struggle towards humanity. A tangible 
goal. That at some moment the false fabrication in 
which a dead body pretended to be alive, would 



suddenly shimmer and snap into three-dimensional 
truth.  

As long as Spike was William, a taunting memory 
from the past, and not warm living flesh, that 
underpinning had remained stable. But Spike had 
crashed into the present. Warm and breathing, eyes 
filled with compassion and pity. And now Angel 
could not help but feel what he himself really was. 
A cold cage in which a soul and a demon wrestled 
for supremacy. A metaphor and a magic trick. He 
struggled to find some bedrock inside himself and 
what he found there was Spike.  

Spike was watching him with that confusion of 
emotion Angel had seen in his face the previous 
evening. The skin around his eyes was white, where 
the sunglasses had shielded him. Across the bridge 
of his already peeling nose, small brown freckles 
were scattered. His lips were chapped, and a light 
beard darkened the skin of his chin and upper lip.  

Angel’s hand rose of its own volition, to run over 
that rough miraculous surface.  



Spike caught Angel’s arm by the wrist, but did not 
push him away. He rubbed his warm, raspy cheek 
against Angel’s palm and looked into his face.  

“Sire.” he stated, his brow wrinkling.  

Angel felt that dark flag unfurl inside him. His 
thumb slid to brush Spike’s lower lip.  

Spike took in a staggering breath. He smiled slightly 
at the look of wonder that flashed over Angel’s face. 
“Look what you’ve given me, Sire,” breathed Spike. 
“Look what you’ve made me.” He raised his other 
hand and touched Angel’s flawless white cheek.  

“Let me see you, Angel, please.”  

Angel felt Spike’s fingertips remain and ride through 
the shift as he slipped into game face. The 
bedazzled gaze of William looked into his eyes. 
“Angelus,” he sighed. He raised his hand and his 
fingers followed with wonder the ridges and bumps. 
His touch slithered down to Angel’s lips. Hesitantly 
traced them.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  



 
Xander dumped his stuff onto the dresser. He was 
still excited. He bounded next door to Spike’s room 
and when he found him missing, sat down and 
waited. Fifteen minutes later he went looking for 
him.  

He sat at the top of the stairs, with a clear view of 
Angel’s office, hypnotized by the exquisite pain of 
watching the two men explore each other’s faces. 
When Spike bent to kiss Angelus, Xander turned 
and ran up the stairs.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Angel and Spike both heard the thumping feet 
climbing stairs. Angel watched William, saw the 
regret , then the dark lashes swept down and up 
and the decision snapped through Spike’s eyes in an 
instant. Angel watched as Spike released the past 
and let it fall away from him, and felt the wound, 
sharp but mercifully quick, as he jumped up and ran 
for the door.  



When Spike glanced back, running up the stairs, 
Angel was careful that all he saw was a head bowed 
over paperwork, ostensibly studying it again.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Spike came through their adjoining door, with little 
sound, and so was treated to the site of Xander 
jerking his patch off and burying his face once again 
in the pillows. Xander lay with his back to the door, 
hugging himself, one hand draped across his face, 
curled slightly, as if hiding from pain. Spike 
imagined the small boy that Xander had been, 
enduring all the hurts he had hidden so well.  

“Hey, pillock.”  

Xander jerked and clapped his hand over his eye. 
“Go away, Spike,” he hissed in a thick voice.  

Spike approached the bed and sat gingerly on the 
edge of the mattress, close enough to lay a hand on 
Xander’s shoulder. Xander jerked his shoulder away, 
having to roll a little more towards the edge to 



manage it. “I said go away, Spike” his voice was 
muffled by the pillow.  

“Can’t,” said Spike.  

Xander didn’t answer. He didn’t move.  

“Have to stay here with you, Xander,” said Spike 
slowly. He laughed. A little dry, hurting sound. 
“Weird, huh?”  

“You don’t owe me anything, Spike,” Xander said 
into his pillow. He felt the warm hand rise and 
touch his shoulder again. He would have rocked 
away, but was too close to the edge of the bed. “Let 
go of me, Spike,” he demanded, feeling tears in his 
voice and angrily swallowing against them. “I don’t 
need your pity.”  

There was a silence in the room. Xander felt Spike’s 
hand tighten on his shoulder, then, before he could 
react, the other man had pulled him over flat on his 
back and jumped on top of him, holding him down. 
Xander bucked and pushed and was amazingly 
unable to eject the smaller man. He lay helplessly 



back against the pillow gritting his teeth, his eye 
closed, his mangled face exposed.  

“Pity?” he heard Spike spit the word into his face. 
“You think I pity you?” Xander felt Spike’s other 
hand come up to brush through his hair and then 
run back again over his face, his neck, caressing his 
shoulder his arm. “God, Xander, I don’t pity you.” 
He laughed a little wildly and shook Xander by his 
shoulders. “I desire you. I dream about you. I’m 
scared to death when I think I’m losing you.” His 
voice was reaching some weird, hysterical pitch that 
set off warning bells in Xander’s head. He forgot 
about himself and opened his eye to look at Spike.  

Spike was staring at Xander with a look of such utter 
distress, Xander was afraid for him. He reached 
around Spike and hugged him instinctively.  

“It’ll be alright,” Xander managed.  

Spike gaped at him for a moment in wonder and 
then fell on Xander’s mouth with a devouring, 
needy kiss.  



Xander didn’t respond at first. Surprised and still 
hurt, he pushed back at Spike and turned his face 
away as best he could. Spike’s mouth followed him, 
licking, chewing.  

Xander struggled and twisted his face further away 
from a passion he desired at almost any price. 
“Spike, stop,” he gasped. Spike’s mouth slowed, and 
he hesitated. Lips still pressed against Xander’s 
cheek.  

“Want you,” whispered Spike desperately.  

Xander closed his eye and gathered his courage. 
“What’s going on here, Spike?”  

He could feel the other man’s heart slamming 
against his chest. Spike’s breath, moist and hot 
against his cheek . Spike pulled back a fraction and 
Xander heard him lick his lips. “Whaddaya mean, 
Xan?”  

“You used me, Spike. You used me to hurt yourself.”  

Xander felt Spike's warm hand cup his face, a 
callused finger very gently running down Xander's 
cheek, touching just the edge of the scar. The touch 



felt so reverant, Xander had to open his eye and 
watch him.  

“Yeah,” Spike said after a long pause. “I was in a 
really fucked up place, Xander. You gave me what I 
needed.”  

“If you still need that,” Xander got each word out 
slowly. Spike pressing into him, still unconsciously 
rocking against him, taking away almost all the 
pride and determination he had. “If you still need 
that,” he whispered hoarsely, “then you should 
have stayed downstairs with Angel.”  

Spike studied Xander’s face. “Yer eye don’t look so 
bad anymore, Harris,” he said unexpectedly. Xander 
fought the urge to cover his face. He couldn’t help 
the little twitch as he turned his injury away from 
Spike’s view a bit.  

“Changing the subject,” he accused.  

“Worth a shot,” sighed Spike. He looked 
uncomfortable. “Angel’s the one I pity, Xander,” he 
said finally. “I think he see’s what he mighta been, 
what he mighta had…” He shifted a little, finding a 



hollow in Xander’s hip and rocking there gently. His 
eyelids lowered slightly. “Weren’t all bad, was it 
Xan,” he hissed seductively. He lowered his mouth 
to Xander’s ear, rubbing his lips across the hard 
ridge at the top, slipping down to suck on the lobe. 
Xander shuddered underneath him. “You tying me 
down, making me beg for it, making me beg for 
you,” he growled.  

Xander’s let his hands wander up under Spike’s 
shirt. The skin was still warm and damp from his day 
in the sun. The lips at his ear slightly dry, the breath 
raspy. He arched and wriggled and turned his 
mouth back to Spike’s.  

“Changing the subject, again,” he said against 
Spike’s lips.  

Spike chuckled and latched onto him eagerly, his 
tongue inside Xander’s mouth before he had time 
to inhale, and so had to pull back almost 
immediately. Spike glared down at him with 
glittering eyes. “Maybe next time you can be the 
one who begs,” he suggested, laughing when he 
saw the spark in Xander’s face. He snatched 



Xander’s wrists quickly and pinned them against the 
mattress. Bent down and licked the chin, the lips, 
Plunged once more into a kiss. This time he did not 
let up, his tongue thoroughly mapping the inside of 
Xander’s mouth until Xander was arching up against 
him, lust and the need for oxygen both making him 
urgent.  

Spike pulled back and leered down at Xander. “Oh, 
I’ve got you now,” he growled, licking the bristly jaw 
with a wide sloppy tongue. “Little sssnack,” he 
hissed like a snake.  

Xander wriggled under the sinewy body and tried 
not to smile. “Oh, bad evil man,” he whimpered in 
his cartoon victim voice. “Let me go.” They were 
playing, he realized with delight. Like lovers, they 
were playing at sex. He lifted his wrists lightly 
against the restraint of Spike’s hands, enjoying the 
fantasy, letting his body melt into the feeling of 
losing control. “What are you going to do to me, 
you bad man,” he whispered, the cartoon voice 
going husky and dark. “Are you going to ravage 
me?” he whispered grinning.  



Spike writhed on top of him, rubbing his face 
against Xander’s, releasing his wrists to caress his 
arms. Pushing the hairs up with the flat of his palms, 
his thumbs making little circles over wrist bones, 
elbows, down muscled indentations. He wriggled 
and seemed with his own body to find every hollow 
on Xander’s. His toes arched and drew small lines 
down Xander’s calves and across his feet. “Oh, 
Xander,” he breathed.  

Spike’s mouth began making small o’s up Xander’s 
chin, across his face, over his lips, his nose. As if 
stamping a seal on every inch. He kissed across 
Xander’s eyelid, low helpless grunts and little 
exhalations in his throat. He kissed across Xander’s 
scar, little blessings bursting across Xander’s senses, 
like small stars, as Spike touched skin that he even 
he himself avoided.  

Xander’s wrapped his hands in Spike's hair, running 
his fingers through the silk and sticky gell, cupping 
his skull, feeling the move and arch of Spike’s neck, 
as his mouth made love to Xander. Xander’s whole 
face felt light with caresses, his body floating and 
thrumming. "God, Spike," he murmured, hands 



lightly reading the bones of Spike's spine, palms 
splaying out to feel muscles that bunched and 
twisted over his back. "God," Xander turned his face 
helplessly under Spike's assault. Kisses and touches 
raining now all over him. "Love. I love you," gasped 
Xander, rolling helplessly under the deluge.  

Spike sat up abruptly and began pulling at his own 
clothes.“Want you,” he stated simply, “need you to 
fuck me, Xander. Please. Now. Please.” He fumbled 
impatiently at buttons. Rising up, he jerked down 
his own fly. Wriggling from his pants. Flipping over 
onto his back, he clasped Xander’s arm to bring him 
over with him. Xander pulled his own shirt off over 
his head, then reared back and leapt from the bed.  

“Condoms?”  

“Fuck that,” said Spike fiercely.  

“No, Spike,” Xander had to shut his eye so that the 
sight of the writhing, naked man on his bed would 
not overwhelm him.  

“In my suitcase,” moaned Spike. “God, Xander, 
hurry.” Xander ran into the other room, tripped and 



fell across the suitcase. Spike came running to be 
sure he was alright, and fell over Xander and the 
suitcase. They lay in a tangle laughing, pulling at the 
suitcase, Xander’s jeans and the box of condoms in 
a disorganized frenzy. Rolled socks spilled 
everywhere.  

Xander pawed at the debris of crumpled clothes 
and hurled a pair of boxers at Spike’s head. “You 
call this packing?” he chortled, then gasped holding 
the box of rubbers aloft. “100 count? Sheesh, Spike, 
a little optimistic I’m thinking.”  

“Hey, whelp, it’s LA. Over three million people 
here…”  

“Fuck you!” screamed Xander delightedly, as Spike 
pulled him flat on his back, his rump sliding easily 
courtesy of a t-shirt he lay on.  

The wrestled over the box of condoms, laughing. 
After a frustrating time Spike got the upper hand, 
tearing a packet open with his teeth and rolling the 
little doughnut down over Xander’s shaft lovingly. 
He jumped up, pushed Xander arching back against 



the suitcase and lowered himself slowly onto him. 
Both men groaned at the sensation.  

“Oh, Xander,” said Spike breathlessly as he felt the 
pubic hair brushing against his ass. “Oh, I love how 
you feel inside of me.”  

This being the most intimate thing Spike had ever 
said to him, Xander had to hold his breath and think 
of ugly things to keep from coming immediately. 
Spike rose slowly, clenching somehow and Xander 
rolled his head in an agony of pleasure, thinking of 
rabid dogs, warty frogs and his kindergarten teacher 
as hard as he could.  

Spike lowered himself faster this time and cried out 
as Xander involuntarily thrust and grabbed his hips. 
“Xan,” panted Spike, eyes clenched shut, head 
arched back, hands wildly scratching, pinching 
Xander’s chest. Xander wrapped his hand around 
Spike’s cock and pulled on it, feeling the precum as 
it dribbled off the tip, his mouth longing for the 
taste, he raised his hand and licked.  

He looked up an caught Spike’s eye. Slowly, he 
licked his hand again, taking the time to thoroughly 



lathe each finger, then he grasped Spike’s cock 
again and pulled firmly.  

Spike moaned and wriggled. “God, Xander, so 
fucking sexy. You look so…” he arched his head, 
groaning and raised himself as Xander thrust up into 
him and jerked on his cock.  

Xander looked up at the arched expanse of muscled 
chest and was overwhelmed with a terrible need to 
thrust harder. He grabbed Spike, and rolled, flipping 
him hard onto the wood floor with a loud thump, 
and driving hard inside of him. Spike arched and 
gasped and yelled. His legs wrapped around 
Xander’s waist and his feet planted themselves on 
Xander’s backside, pressing down firmly. “Yeah. 
Xander! Harder! Oh god, luv, need you deeper!” 
Spike begged, arching up to meet Xander’s thrusts. 
Xander obediently pumped into the hot, tight 
channel, driving himself as far as he could into 
Spike, the need to be there so overwhelming he 
could barely breath.  



Below him Spike groaned and babbled. “Yeah, love. 
Oh yeah, that’s so good, love to feel you fuck me. 
Feel you own me. God, Xander, love your cock.”  

Xander bent to kiss him rapidly, never ceasing his 
frenzied pounding. “Love you, Spike,” he whispered, 
out of his mind. He froze and jerked as he felt Spike 
clench around him, yelling, his untouched cock 
spurting between them, “Love you, ahh!” screamed 
Xander, as his own balls tightened and released.  

He collapsed across Spike and wrapped his arms 
around him. They lay there panting. After a while, 
Xander felt himself slip out and pulled himself back 
slowly. Rising to his knees, he silently helped Spike 
up to a sitting position. He leaned forward, 
hesitantly wrapped his arms in a simple hug around 
the other man, then sat back shyly, not meeting his 
gaze. “Come to bed with me?” he whispered 
hesitantly.  

“Yeah,” said Spike in a low voice. Xander stood and 
helped him up. Still holding his hand, trudged back 
to the other room. He disposed of the soiled 
condom, pulled back the sheets, brought another 



pillow from Spike’s room and folded their clothes 
onto a chair, while Spike lay back against the pillows 
watching him.  

Finally, he crawled in under the covers and wrapped 
himself around the smooth body. Nestled into the 
space below the shoulder where he loved to be, 
everything he needed for happiness breathing softly 
beneath him. He felt Spike’s hand rise slowly and 
stroke his hair rhythmically behind his ear in that 
manner that put him immediately to sleep.  

It was only when he woke later in the pre-dawn, 4 
am silence that he remembered telling Spike that 
he loved him. And that Spike had not pushed him 
away.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
The Hyperion had been built as a high-class hotel 
during an era when buildings that mattered were 
built well. It had thick walls, heavy wood floors. 
Solid doors. Even so, Angel heard the rhythmic 
thumps, the cries of ecstasy and declarations of 



love. He studied the peculiar feeling in his chest, 
and despite over a century of experience, had no 
idea what it meant.  

9 Late for the Sky 

Wesley had found that he needed very little sleep 
of late. He wandered into the empty lobby of the 
Hyperion just as day was breaking and looked 
around appraisingly. They were gradually moving 
out, into their new Wolfram and Hart apartments. 
And already the lobby had the look of something 
abandoned. A Lost Illusion, he thought to himself.  

He was standing there, hands casually thrust into 
his trouser pockets, eyes squinting into the light, as 
the lobby door swung slowly open and Rupert Giles 
entered.  

The last two surviving members of the Watcher’s 
Council gazed at each other through the dust 
motes.  

“Mr. Giles,” said Wesley after a considerable 
silence. “Would you care for a cup of tea?”  



Rupert Giles hated playing chess. Although a 
predilection for the game might be expected from 
the image he presented. A bookish, thoughtful man, 
given to wearing tweed jackets and Pendleton wool 
sweaters. Immaculate glasses perched at the end of 
a decidedly particular nose. One would imagine him 
smoking a pipe in front of a fireplace, contemplating 
the next move as sent by his chess pen pal. He knew 
it was expected, and so owned a set he never 
touched. The game made him irritable and 
impatient. Too much subterfuge, too much indirect 
motion. Too much self-congratulatory intelligence. 
He suspected Wesley really enjoyed playing chess.  

“How was your trip?” inquired the younger man 
politely.  

“I decidedly recommend against travel by School 
Bus,” said Giles. “But other than that, uneventful.”  

“Not entirely uneventful?”  

“There were the occasional incidents,” said Giles 
evasively. “The little matter of a lost boy,” he said 
smiling wryly. “And a Klespak demon in Ann Arbor 
that insisted on reproducing.”  



“He didn’t call you?”  

Giles didn’t answer. He studied the table on which 
his teacup sat and his mouth twisted unhappily.  

“He and Spike seem to have become close,” 
observed Wesley casually.  

Giles’ eyebrows rose. “Spike? He still calls himself 
Spike?” he forgot his reticence with the rogue 
Watcher and leaned forward eagerly. “Where is he 
now? Have you found out how it happened? When 
may I speak to him?”  

Wesley smiled slightly over his teacup. “I believe he 
sleeps late. He seems to be rather nocturnal.”  

“Giles?” The hoarse voice cracked like a twelve year 
old boy on the word. Rupert Giles looked up at 
Xander standing in pajama bottoms and bare feet in 
the kitchen doorway. The rumpled young man 
rubbed at his good eye with the back of his hand 
and the Peter Pan reference flashed through 
Wesley’s mind. He bit his lip.  

“Mr. Giles just arrived, Xander. I haven’t woken the 
others.”  



Xander was staring at Giles with an unfathomable 
expression in that black eye.  

Before Giles could speak, there was a great clatter 
in the lobby. The sound of an entire herd of teenage 
girls, a sound Xander had hoped to hear again only 
in nightmares, swelled throughout the Hyperion 
Hotel.  

A confusing bouquet of emotions burst open inside 
of Xander. The dominant one was panic. He strode 
through the kitchen, straight past Giles, and into 
Angel’s demon-slayage mudroom.  

“Don’t you walk away from me like that!” 
Kennedy’s wall piercing voice made him jump with 
fear, until he realized she, of course, was speaking 
to someone in the lobby with her. There was the 
sound of tumult and more voices. Curiosity 
overcame his fear, and Xander stepped slowly from 
his cave.  

“… always your solution, why don’t you just …” 
More girls’ voices interrupted a rather angry 
Willow’s. Xander glanced around the now empty 
kitchen and advanced slowly into the lobby.  



He was largely ignored. Giles and Wesley had 
immediately run out to control the stampede, and 
the girls were focused on an apparent disagreement 
between Willow and Kennedy.  

“Oooh, scary. Turn me into a frog, Willow!” 
Kennedy spun around with whipping hair and 
stamped her foot.  

“Oh for Goddess Sake,” Xander could judge the 
level of Willow’s anger by the mask of 
condescending superiority she wore. When Willow 
was really pissed-off, she turned into her mother. 
“Try to be a little more mature…”  

Kennedy advanced on Willow. She got right up in 
her face, and smiling cheekily, gave her a little 
shove. Of course, with a Slayer’s strength, the little 
shove was monumental and Willow flailed back into 
a chair, completely losing her composure. 
Something flashed in her face.  

“Stop it, Kennedy,” she said in a dark, warning tone.  

“Stop it, Kennedy,” mimicked Kennedy childishly.  



“Both of you stop it,” said Buffy’s voice with tired 
authority. She came into the lobby, followed by 
Dawn. She immediately saw Xander. Stopped and 
smiled gently. “Hey, you,” she said softly.  

Xander had begun stepping slowly towards her 
when an irritable voice called down from the top of 
the stairs. “What the bloody hell is all the racket? A 
man needs his …”  

Buffy spun around and looked up at the owner of 
the voice. Spike looked down.  

It was so fucking romantic, thought Xander. In 
Xander’s old sweatpants, his hair ruffled around his 
head where the backlight from the window caught 
it in an aureole of white. Spike stood, dazedly gazing 
down at Buffy. His eyes were very blue and dazzled. 
“Buffy,” he whispered, his head tilting slightly 
sideways.  

Buffy was frozen staring up at him. She dropped the 
handbag she carried with a little soft plop to the 
floor. Then she was across the floor and up the 
stairs and had the spun gold silk of her head 
pressed into his chest and Spike was burying his 



head in her shoulder, his arms clenched tight 
around her and neither one was speaking and it was 
so fucking romantic, thought Xander, the thought 
hysterically repeating itself in his mind.  

Spike inhaled deeply. He could smell vanilla and 
lavender and a host of other girl smells. He could 
smell the lingering odor of diesel from the bus. Time 
was, his nose would have caught the hot tendril of 
power and strength. Time was, he would have 
smelled that sharp spicy flavor of Slayer in Buffy’s 
blood. Now, there was only a small, squirmy girl. 
Spike knew she was stronger than he, though he 
could no longer sense it, and so held him carefully. 
He could feel the pointed nose poking at him like a 
puppy looking for milk. He gently eased her back.  

“Buffy,” he urged, “look at me.” The last face he had 
seen in his unlife looked up at him filled with 
wonder, fear and guilt. Hair had been caught 
against her face, and as Spike plucked it carefully 
away, his hand was shaking.  



One lone tear dribbled down Buffy’s face. It caught 
in the little line next to her nose and ran down it. 
She sniffled. “You feel different,” she said stuffily.  

Spike had a puzzled smile. “Yeah,” he said, “I do.” 
He looked suddenly beyond her to the lobby floor. 
“Where’s Xander?”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Xander was in the enclosed area that bridged the 
space between LA’s main sewers and the Hyperion 
access door. He had pulled on somebody’s thick 
battle fatigue jacket and a pair of beaten sneakers, 
and was hunched in the chill damp trying to get his 
mind clear.  

Right. He had done his job, he told himself. 
Delivered the package safely, if somewhat dented. 
In his mind’s eye, he saw Spike and Buffy together 
on the stairs again and was struck by how romantic 
the image was. Two slim, blonde, beautiful people. 
They looked perfect together.  



“So Fucking Romantic,” he whispered to himself, 
and didn’t have to keep the tears from his voice 
here where no one could hear him. He settled 
himself into the damp of the floor and rubbed at his 
patch. He was, under the best of circumstances, a 
pretty linear guy. One step at a time. This then that. 
It was how you built a building. It was how you got 
things done. It was the way he thought. His mind at 
this moment, however, was floating in a multi-
plane, heaving, liquid morass of emotion from 
which he could find no step number one. Free style, 
randomly, he plucked forth observations. He was 
jealous. Of Buffy. He was also, and his internal head 
cocked sideways and whimpered at the complexity 
of this, jealous of Spike. Of the attention. Of the 
special-ness. And there was also the lingering 
jealousy of years ago, when Spike had been evil, 
and Xander had crushed on Buffy, who had been in 
love with Angel. Towards whom Xander also felt 
envy. Because of Spike.  

Xander pulled up his knees and curled his head 
against them, arms arched over his neck. There was 
no thought process possible here. Even a genius, 



and he was no genius, would never be able to 
unravel this mess. His heart hurt. He could feel tears 
annoyingly trickling past his nose. He didn’t even 
notice the grating sound of stone on stone or the 
soft pad of unnaturally fleshy feet until the heavy 
cold paw came down on his head and the guttural 
voice spat its definitely unfriendly, if 
incomprehensible, words down on him. And then 
Xander knew nothing because he had been knocked 
out.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
“He was here,” said Buffy, coming out of Angel’s 
office. She looked around in puzzlement. “I had just 
seen him when I heard your voice…” she drifted off 
and gazed at Spike again, caught in the bemused 
wonder of this being brought to life.  

Spike was looking thoughtfully back up at the stairs. 
“He’s buggered off somewhere,” he said. “I’m 
gonna go find him.”  



His treck to the stairs was circumvented, however, 
by two smiling, eager watchers. Giles and Wesley 
circled and enclosed the space around Spike rapidly, 
effectively rounding him up back towards Angel’s 
office. He backpedaled and looked from one to the 
other.  

Giles was eyeing him up and down as if he were the 
last edition of a very rare book. Spike could swear 
he saw the man’s fingers twitch. Wesley had a calm, 
but determined look in his eye. Spike felt that the 
man had a list in his head. A list with items on it that 
would definitely raise a few eyebrows around the 
Hyperion Hotel. And at this moment, he could see a 
big red checkmark going up next to the item called, 
‘Interrogate Spike’.  

Spike looked wildly over to Buffy for aid, but she 
also had a gleam in her eye. Spike was not entirely 
unfamiliar with that gleam. It had frequently 
precursed a few interesting fistfights and other 
violent, if less antagonistic, sessions. It made the 
hair curl on the back of his neck.  



“Look,” he said nervously. “Look, I’m sure you all 
have a lot of questions. But the fact is, I don’t 
remember anythin’. It’s all a bloody blur.” He 
caught himself as he backed into a chair. “Nothin’ to 
report.”  

The light flashed off the lens of Giles’ glasses. “What 
is the last thing you remember, Spike?” he asked. 
He took another step towards the cowering blonde, 
effectively forcing him to seat himself suddenly in 
the chair.  

Wesley bent over the back of the chair into which 
Spike had just toppled. “How have you felt since the 
experience?”  

Buffy leaned forward. “Do you still like to fight?”  

“Bloody hell,” whimpered Spike. He looked around 
desperately. “Xander?” he squeaked.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Angel was lying on his stomach in his sensuous, 



deep purple bedding, with a satin cased pillow 
clasped over his head, trying to sleep.  

He had drunk a large quantity of alcohol last night. 
Feeling absolutely no guilt about it, knowing that 
the alternate behavior, storming into Xander’s room 
and tearing William out of his arms, was out of the 
question. He drank himself into as much of a stupor 
as a vampire could get on two bottles of brandy and 
a whiskey chaser.  

Then he had tried to read “Being and Nothingness”. 
He fell asleep dizzy, drunk and almost as insane as 
the book’s author and did not wake again until 
nearly noon. When he did regain consciousness, he 
thought of going downstairs to face Xander and 
Spike and felt so confused and depressed, he tried 
to avoid it by falling back asleep. Which of course 
never works.  

Still he lay there for some time. The feeling of 
someone with power near he attributed to his 
confused sense memory of Spike. At the sound of 
feet and voices, he clasped his pillow more firmly 
over his head; he did not want to have to listen to 



the two men have sex again. His general unease, he 
could have attributed to so many other things. But 
finally the insistent ringing of his cell phone could 
not be ignored, and he grumpily clasped the 
annoying object to his ear and more growled than 
answered, “hello?”  

“Angel, I’m …” Xander’s voice was cut off and a 
weird demonic language intervened. Angel jolted 
awake and sober and rolled quickly out of his bed.  

“Hold on,” he demanded loudly, “I’ll get someone 
who can translate,” and he ran for the door, clawing 
his boxers on as he ran. “Wesley!” he bellowed, 
running and slipping on the smooth, oak floors.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
“How is your leg, Spike?” asked Wesley solicitously.  

“Fine,” said the man, as he watched the Watcher 
from the corner of his eye. The skin over his injured 
limb crawled.  

“How long ago did you say you broke it?”  



Spike raised an eyebrow. He felt a trick question. 
“Three weeks, thereabouts,” he said cautiously.  

There was a great murmur and appraised looking 
and general buzz amongst the three humans that 
made Spike feel terrifically uncomfortable.  

“Gunn has told me that Spike’s fighting abilities are 
markedly superior to a humans,” Wesley reported 
to the others.  

Spike frowned uncomfortably. “Nah, was always a 
bit of a scrapper,” he began.  

“Really.” Giles was interested in this facet. “Do you 
find you have other characteristics from your 
previous human incarnation?”  

Spike slouched down in his chair a bit more. 
“Maybe,” he said, thinking idly of things Williamish 
that these men thankfully did not know. His internal 
discomfort level rose significantly.  

Happily Wesley turned the course of the inquiry. 
“Spike is beset with nightmares, as well,” he told 
Giles.  



“What are the nightmares about?” Giles asked 
Spike.  

Spike twitched in his seat. “Just yer average 
nightmare. Few special effects. Nothin’…”  

“Angel says you dream that you are on fire,” Wesley 
interrupted.  

Spike grimaced at his knees. “Well, yeah.”  

“Oh my god, Spike,” Buffy said painfully, and he saw 
the guilt again there and reached out to clasp her 
hand. A little line had appeared between her brows. 
From its appearance, Spike guessed it had become a 
more or less permanent feature of Buffy’s face in 
the past few months.  

“’S’not so bad, Buffy,” Spike said kindly. “And it’s 
just a dream.”  

“Angel said the nightmares sometimes give you 
massive headaches,” said Wesley, ignoring the glare 
the former vampire shot him. Spike glanced at Buffy 
worriedly. She was looking away from him now, the 
lines appearing around her nose and mouth.  



“Like I said, Watcher,” growled Spike meaningfully. 
“’S not so bad.”  

“Like a vision?” asked Giles with interest.  

“Exactly,” said Wesley triumphantly.  

The two Watchers were exchanging excited looks.  

“Wesley,” bellowed Angel from the top of the stairs 
and Buffy jumped visibly in her chair.  

“Angel?” she said, confusion, happiness and 
unaccountably a deeply tired expression appearing 
on her face. Spike felt a sudden wash of pity and 
squeezed the small fingers compassionately.  

“Poofter’ll be in a right nasty mood this morning, 
Buffy,” he warned her. “Don’t take anythin’ he says 
personally.”  

Buffy looked at him with apprehension.  

“Wesley!” roared Angel, skating wildly on the well-
polished floors with the cell phone clutched to his 
ear. He found the party in his office and pressed the 
phone to Wesley’s face without preamble. Guttural 



accents emerged and the younger Watcher was 
immediately alert. He responded with similar noises 
and waved them all to silence urgently.  

Angel, standing with mussed hair, in boxers, 
suddenly saw Buffy.  

Spike smiled happily. Even in a human body, with a 
spanking new soul, he lived for these moments 
when his old Sire was at a complete loss. But 
Wesley was shouting now into the phone and then 
stopped suddenly. Flipping the tiny receiver closed 
and turning to the assembly with a grim face.  

“It’s the Kesparian demons again,” he announced.  

Angel hissed. “Wesley, I told the Firm they would be 
sorry we let those bastards go.”  

“Yes, well, that’s neither here nor there Angel. It 
would appear they’ve had a change of allegiance.”  

Giles was following this exchange with interest. 
“Kesperian demons? But what are they doing here? 
They generally market goods only amongst their 
own kind.”  



“They’ve found an increasingly profitable market 
here,” said Wesley grimly.  

Angel was looking at Spike. “What are their terms?” 
he asked Wesley uneasily.  

“They want the Wand of Magi,” said Wesley.  

Angel reared back. “But we don’t have the Wand. 
Did you tell them that?”  

“Certainly not, Angel,” snapped Wesley testily. “I 
wasn’t about to tell them that we hadn’t the means 
to pay their price.”  

“Price? For what?” Spike was shaking his head in 
bewilderment. “What is it the wankers are sellin’ 
that’s so valuable?”  

Angel had risen and was sidling carefully towards 
the door. Before Wesley answered, he had 
positioned his body directly between it and Spike.  

“They have Xander,” said Wesley. “They want the 
Wand as ransom.”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  



 
For a mere human, pitted against a centuries old 
master vampire, a Slayer, and two grown men 
trained in the fighting arts, Spike made quite a mess 
of the room before he was finally quelled.  

He lay panting on the floor. Angel sat on his chest, 
with Buffy holding his still arching and kicking legs. 
Wesley and Giles gripped his arms. Spike growled 
and spat.  

“Fucking let me up! Why are we sitting here? 
Bastards! Let me go!”  

“Spike,” said Angel distinctly and slowly. “You can 
not run off and attack these creatures. Besides the 
fact that they are on average over 8 feet tall and 
weigh around 2 hundred pounds, if you attack them 
they will …” he bit his lip, “they will hurt Xander.”  

Spike was staring at him with huge eyes. “You were 
going to say ‘kill’,” he realized with horror, his 
whole face twisted and he struggled again. “Fuck! 
Let me up, Angel!”  



Angel studied him for a minute and then slowly rose 
from his chest. The others released limbs at his cue. 
Spike stood slowly, grabbing hold of the table to 
drag himself up weakly, as if he hadn’t just pulled 
over an oaken bookcase, broken a cast iron candle 
stand and smashed a lamp in under ten minutes. 
Not to mention the eye Giles was gingerly touching.  

“It’s my fault,” said Spike, his voice starting to 
break. “He wouldn’t be here if not for me. It’s my 
fault, Angel,” he gazed with desperate eyes at the 
vampire. Angel wanted to embrace him, suddenly. 
Spike’s face was like that of a child pleading with a 
parent to repair something broken. And like any 
parent who can’t fix the wrong done to their child, 
Angel felt frustrated, angry and like breaking 
something else. He ground his teeth.  

“So,” he said to Wesley, “where do we find this 
Wand of Magi?”  

“It isn’t a simple thing to find, Angel,” said Wesley, 
already shaking his head.  

“The Wand of Magi is a myth,” said Giles, upset 
bleeding into his voice. He tisked and glared at 



Wesley as if he had somehow propagated the 
demons’ belief in said myth.  

Wesley looked, oddly, cowed. “Yes,” he said 
uncomfortably. “It may well be. But the myth says 
the wand can appear in one of several forms. It has 
its own sort of magical camouflage.”  

“Well,” said Buffy, coming up to stand next to Spike 
with that ‘gird your loins’ expression on her face. 
“Where do we start?”  

 

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Xander recognized how he was feeling, in a vague 
sort of way. He had felt something like this with the 
guys from the restaurant that night they had given 
him the pipe full of drugs. Except the fear kept 
interfering with the happy and making it more a 
slippery, nauseated, get me out of here feeling 
which he wished would end, and absolutely nothing 
that he would have called a ‘high’.  



A bulbous head with remarkably small eyes thrust 
itself in his face, and the narcotics they had stuck in 
him inhibited his flinch away so he got a good 
strong whiff of the demon. He smelled like a gym 
locker. The tiny eye blinked or squinted or 
somehow disappeared and came back and then a 
black and very wet thing came out of the lower part 
of its face and ran up one of Xander’s cheeks. If 
Xander hadn’t had a gag in his mouth already, he 
would have gagged. As it was, his throat made an 
involuntary choking motion. The demon drew back 
and its eye disappeared again.  

He said something in his gargly language to the 
other demon, and then they had a mutual demonic 
gargling session. Xander felt the surge of the drugs, 
and vaguely registered the hideous black thing on 
his face again, before the narcotics took his mind 
elsewhere and he was, once more, blissfully 
unconscious.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  



 
They were an odd and uncomfortable assembly, 
crowded into Wesley’s sometime study.  

Most of the new Slayers had been ensconced in an 
as yet unused portion of the Hotel. They had been 
set to work setting up temporary sleeping quarters, 
the girls gleefully trying out their new strength, 
dragging beds and dressers down from an upper 
story storage chamber.  

Buffy and Angel stood awkwardly in opposite 
corners of the room. They had both managed, as 
yet, to avoid actually looking at one another. Buffy 
had one hand twisted firmly into Spike’s sleeve. 
Whether her attachment was for her own 
emotional support, or to keep the agitated blonde 
from another rampage, was not clear. Spike leaned 
against the bookcase, with Slayer attached, his eyes 
squeezed shut. He was concentrating on his 
breathing. A spell of hyperventilation had taken him 
out at one moment there and he had had to endure 
the humiliation of waking up on the floor from a 
faint with Angel patting his cheek.  



Fred, not given normally to any kind of girlish 
cattiness, was nevertheless surreptitiously scanning 
Buffy up and down from her seat next to Gunn on 
the sofa. “Nice boots,” she said in an even voice.  

Buffy noticed the slim girl for the first time. “Oh, 
thanks,” she managed a tiny smile and clung to 
Spike a little tighter. “They’re Kenneth Coles,” she 
said to Fred, who didn’t know designers from holes 
in the wall.  

“Buffy always has nice shoes,” volunteered Angel 
from his corner. He found he couldn’t raise his head 
from his contemplation of the oak flooring of the 
study. The sight of Buffy and Spike/William clinging 
needfully to each other on the other side of the 
room had his emotions in such turmoil he couldn’t 
assume his usual cool, detached persona. He knew 
that if he looked up everyone in the room would 
see it in his face. The jealousy, hurt and anger. 
Towards both of them. Because of both of them.  

Buffy shuffled nervously and dared to glance quickly 
at the bowed dark head across the room from her. 
What had that meant? Was Angel making a crack 



about her little shoe problem? Was he saying she 
was a snob, or spoiled? She felt Spike’s hand 
automatically close around hers in a gesture of 
reassurance and leaned on his arm a little more.  

Gunn sat uncomfortably in the dead middle of All 
My Goth Children , as he was now calling it in his 
mind, and tried to remember all the names he had 
just been told. And which of them had slept with 
the other. It was like trying to remember the 
formula for a quadratic equation.  

Willow sat on the edge of the desk, between 
Wesley and Giles, easily avoiding the dark looks 
being directed at her by Kennedy, who stood 
watchfully in the doorway.  

Dawn hunched down in an oversize armchair 
sharing out her antagonistic, hostile looks between 
Angel and Kennedy.  

The two former Watchers had the heavy vellum of 
the Shanshu Prophecy spread out carefully between 
them. They were gingerly lifting and turning the 
pages with felt-covered tongs, now. The continued 



evolution of the bloody script giving them pause 
about actually touching it.  

“See, Rupert, here’s the new reference,” indicated 
Wesley.  

Giles leaned forward eagerly. “Ggregh 
d’Oobergagh,” he enunciated the words slowly, 
looked up at Wesley, annoyed. “The gender is 
incorrect,” he said prissily, “hadn’t you noticed?”  

“Well, of course,” said Wesley so quickly it was 
obvious that he had not noticed. “But that is hardly 
of any consequence…”  

“Of course it’s of consequence,” hissed Giles angrily. 
He lowered his voice, so pointedly glancing at Spike 
that the blonde’s attention was immediately 
captured. “It could bring the entire document into 
question.”  

“This isn’t a formal problem in logic, Rupert,” said 
Wesley disdainfully. “One error does not preclude a 
falsehood. Perhaps this document is the first 
wherein the Wand is actually referred to by its 
proper gender.”  



Giles tisked and shook his head. “The Wand is 
male,” he insisted. “Obviously.”  

“Why is that?” Wesley asked, genuinely wondering.  

“Well, because.” Giles shrugged at the obvious. 
“Because it’s a wand.”  

There was a burbly giggle and both men turned to 
look at Willow.  

“Not all wands are phallic symbols,” she told them, 
dimpling. “Sometimes a wand is just … just a 
magical tool.” She laughed.  

“Geezus fuckin’ Christ on a Bloody Cross,” Spike 
suddenly yelled so furiously that Buffy jumped and 
let go of him. “What the Hell are you arseholes on 
about? How is all this yammerin’ gonna rescue 
Xander?” he turned beseechingly towards Angel, 
who would still not look at him. “Shouldn’t we be 
followin’ the trail now? Before we lose the 
bastards?”  

“Oh, we already know where they’ve taken him,” 
said Wesley calmly, turning his attention back to the 
scroll.  



Spike whirled around, gaped at him in disbelief. 
“Why aren’t we on our way then?” he took a step 
towards the doorway, as if he would go there now. 
Buffy’s hand came up to grasp his arm again, and he 
turned to her beseechingly. “He won’t understand 
what’s keeping us,” he told her, his voice desperate. 
“He’ll think we aren’t coming.”  

Buffy patted his hand comfortingly. “Xander knows 
we’d never abandon him,” she said without 
thinking. The look in Spike’s eye and her own 
mental replay of the last few months suddenly 
belayed her assurance, and she and Spike gazed at 
each other miserably for a second. She turned to 
Angel, her shyness forgotten. “Why can’t we go 
now?” she asked with some steel in her voice.  

Angel watched the intimate look between Buffy and 
Spike/William and turned his head away. “We need 
to pay their price,” he said gruffly to the 
floorboards. “Wesley,” he sighed. “Wesley has dealt 
with them before. He knows.” He and Wesley 
exchanged a look which Spike perceived held more 
than what Angel had just enunciated.  



“What?” he demanded, feeling his breath coming 
too quickly again. He forced himself to take a deep 
breath and asked again, “What are you wankers not 
tellin’ us?”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Xander had not enjoyed the nausea of the drugs but 
he found that he now wished they had not worn 
off. He was lying in an over-warm room that reeked 
with the poorly ventilated gym locker smell of its 
large, fleshy inhabitants. He had been strapped 
down with makeshift, but entirely adequate, 
restraints made of shoelaces and torn articles of 
clothing. His own, more than likely, as he was totally 
naked.  

He did not like the closeness of the heavy, stinky 
bodies to his own. He did not like the spread eagle 
manner in which he had been laid out, nor the 
excited gargling and slobbery waving of the thick 
black appendages over his navel and chest.  



One of the creatures dragged the slippery thing 
down his chest and curled it loosely around his 
cock. Oh fuck, no, thought Xander desperately, 
flinching despite himself.  

“Hey,” he chuckled weakly, “hey, fella, you don’t 
wanna go there. I’m telling you,” he could feel the 
fear, as if it were an entity, curling up from his spine 
and spreading over his body. He began to shake 
uncontrollably from it and fought this obvious sign, 
trying to hide his vulnerability from these creatures. 
“God knows what diseases I might be …” the black 
thing closed quite quickly and quite tightly around 
the base of Xander’s cock. It was a little beyond 
anything pleasant. He yelped and arched as far as 
his restraints would allow off the surface he was 
tied to.  

This reaction, unfortunately, seemed to cause more 
excitement, more gargling, and much closer 
pressing of the stinking flesh to Xander’s own. The 
other creature’s tongue joined his companions, 
sliding over Xander’s balls, pressing into the flesh of 
his upper thighs. He flipped the appendage 
dexterously and it changed from slippery to 



sandpaper instantly. Xander yelped and jumped 
again, as the long, sharp-surfaced thing dragged 
heavily over tender skin. It was intensely 
uncomfortable and he grit his teeth to keep from 
wailing, feeling little pricks of blood opening over 
the surface of his thigh.  

There was a pause. The black appendages fluttered 
against his skin. Xander, panting, trying to stay in 
control, looked up at the faces. They were watching 
him avidly. Their tiny eyes blinking rapidly. He felt 
the black things pressing against his dick, pressing 
lower. One pointed end experimentally pressed at 
his opening. The slipperiness of the thing on his 
cock flipped over and the tip of the other pushed in, 
all needles and fire.  

“No,” cried Xander. Bracing himself, trying to 
prepare his body, his mind, as he felt the creatures 
tearing him, opening those places never touched 
before by any but his lover’s caring, gentle hands. 
He felt the scream take over his throat, the shaking 
convulsing his body. He looked down, 
uncontrollably, and saw something larger, 
something blood red and glinting, descending from 



the lower half of one creature’s body. The thing 
raised itself onto the platform on which he lay, and 
Xander twitched and screamed and pulled against 
the restraints as he felt the huge, blunt head of the 
thing pressing against his hole.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Spike was desperately trying to focus. He knew, 
because he knew Angel so well, he knew that there 
was much more to what was happening than he 
had been told. Only someone who has been a 
psychotic mass murderer can truly imagine horror. 
Spike was unfortunate in his memories and could 
feel the time dripping by, every second holding 
potentially endless agony for Xander.  

They had finally come up with a game plan which, 
thankfully, demanded some sort of action. Spike 
was so ready for action, he felt like he had drunk 
several pots of Xander’s coffee. The combined team 
of Wesley, Giles and Willow with, not surprisingly, 
some valid comments from Spike, had located a 



source of new power and speculated that the 
timing of its appearance with that of the change in 
the prophecy might not have been entirely 
coincidental.  

In the less trendy loft district, above an abandoned 
restaurant with a worn clapboard sign proclaiming 
it ‘Gorkys’, he was pressed against the metal frame 
of a series of broken cantilevered windows. The 
creaking metal fire escape he balanced on appeared 
to be sturdier than the structure on which it hung.  

Angel and Buffy had done some super-hero stunt 
and were lowering themselves through a skylight. 
Peering anxiously through the dirty grey streaks and 
broken panes of the windows, Spike could see them 
dangling above the floor, swaying back and forth, 
having some discussion.  

“C’mon, children,” he hissed urgently. “No time for 
the big reunion chat.” His head jerked around as he 
saw a door in a distant corner of the room, out of 
Angel or Buffy’s line of sight, swing slowly open.  

“Buggerin’ Fuck,” he declared with religious 
conviction. He reared back, forgetting his new 



status as human-who-watches-and-runs-away, and 
kicked viciously at the frame to the lower panes. His 
blow effectively took out a large enough hole for 
him to leap through, yelling a warning and rolling 
for cover.  

Angel and Buffy swung in a circle, like a 
synchronized circus team, grabbed arms and arched 
towards the intruder. Wesley and Gunn were 
following Spike through the opening he had 
created, both firing metal cross-bolts at the 
shadows now rushing through the door. Spike 
crouched behind a pillar, thrust a leg out and 
tripped something. He grit his teeth with frustration 
at not being able to do more and watched the 
beauty of Buffy and Angel, as they power kicked 
and punched their way through the bad guys.  

More Slayers, like a nest of black widows, came 
suddenly down from the skylight. And it was a 
massacre. There was no evil in LA that could defeat 
Buffy’s small army.  

Sadly, the rout seemed to have also caused the 
camouflaged Wand to disappear. If that had indeed 



been the source of the power. Giles and Willow 
wandered the premises with bags of dust and 
herbs, searching for the now defunct power source, 
while Wesley had an unaccountable rant off in one 
corner at Angel.  

“Complete overkill,” he stated to the quiet vampire 
angrily.  

Angel was watching Buffy as she went to check on 
Spike. “I can’t tell them not to help, Wesley,” he 
said patiently. He looked at the man closely. “You’re 
really worried about this, aren’t you?”  

Wesley appeared surprised by this observation and 
made an effort to draw in his emotions a bit. “You 
know what they’ll do to him.”  

Angel bit his lip. “Maybe not?” he said hopefully. 
“Maybe they won’t want to damage their 
merchandise,” he suggested in a disgusted voice.  

“They are sexual predators, Angel,” hissed Wesley, 
watching the others warily. “They won’t even stop 
to consider the efficacy of their actions.”  



Buffy was crouched on the floor in front of Spike. 
She was carefully checking the leg that he had 
broken for injuries. Angel became distracted from 
Wesley. He rose and crossed the room as casually 
as he could manage. Glanced with studied 
disinterest down at Spike, who was wincing slightly 
under Buffy’s hands, but still managing to gaze at 
her gently.  

“You alright?” he asked Spike gruffly.  

Spike gazed up at him with eyes that could 
sometimes see right through all the walls Angel 
could erect. “Yeah, Angel, I’m fine. You alright?”  

Angel nodded briefly, and looked immediately at 
the floor as Buffy’s attention turned to him and she 
looked up. Nice grain, he thought. Not as deep as in 
his library, but nice.  

“Spike’s leg was broken only three weeks ago, 
Angel,” said Buffy in her clear, businesslike tones. It 
was easier to look at her when she was like this. 
Angel raised his eyes and stared into those green 
depths that amazingly could not see anything 
sometimes. “And he seems to be very strong for a 



human.” Angel was treated suddenly to the painful 
sight of Buffy sending a teasing and semi-flirtatious 
look at Spike. “Even a really buff human.” Her hand 
still rested on Spike’s leg. Angel found himself 
caught by the sight of it lying there. He jerked his 
gaze away. Nice grain. “I think Giles needs to look 
into all of this. I think Spike might be the key to 
finding the Wand. Don’t you?”  

“Yes,” said Angel. He turned, and headed for the 
door muttering. “Yes, I think it all has to do with 
Spike.”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Xander lay in the dark, sobbing weakly. The 
creatures had left him for the time being, but he no 
longer believed that they wouldn’t come back, or 
that anyone would come to rescue him before their 
return.  

Xander had been hurt, emotionally and physically, 
many times. He had been traumatized by the near 
death experience with Faith and was not unfamiliar 



with a few other painful sexual experiences, thanks 
to he and Spike’s recent experiments.  

But it wasn’t about pain with these creatures; it 
quite obviously was about power. He could tell. He 
didn’t know how, but he could tell, that what was 
really getting them off was his helplessness. That he 
did not want them there. That he hated and could 
not bear them to touch and tear at his insides, and 
yet that he had to submit to them. That was the 
thing that caused the climax of gargling and the 
ejection of the noxious fluid all over his body. The 
game could go on forever, he imagined. They would 
just keep forcing more and more upon him against 
his will.  

Entering him, forcing themselves down his gagging 
throat, or forcing his fingers around their hideous 
parts, the game went on and on for hours. The 
creatures only fully satisfied when Xander had 
begun helplessly weeping. He was beginning to hate 
himself for it. He hated his body for its weakness, 
hated the sensations it reported to him. Not 
because of the pain, but because every time they 
did so they tore away another bit of who he was, 



and what he felt about himself. The creatures were 
not raping Xander’s body; they were raping who he 
was.  

He allowed himself, for one brief moment, he 
allowed himself to think of Spike. And the longing 
was so intense and so painful it made him shudder 
and want to vomit, so he stopped. Then he heard 
the sounds outside the door and braced himself. 
Forcing who he was back into the tiny room behind 
the door in his mind. The only place the creatures 
had not yet been able to breach.  

10 Fountain of Sorrow 

Spike was the only animated creature in the lobby 
of the Hyperion. The others had collapsed in various 
poses of exhausted discouragement.  

“Well, come on,” said Spike impatiently, “what’s the 
next plan?”  

“I’m afraid we really don’t have one at the moment, 
Spike,” said Giles wearily. He removed his glasses 
and rubbed his eyes. The smog was making them 
sting. “We might try the process again. Perhaps the 



source of power has moved and will reveal itself 
somewhere else.” He replaced his glasses and 
looked meaningfully at Wesley, who pushed up 
from the chair he had fallen into and followed Giles 
into the library.  

“Willow ...” began Giles. He turned back and saw 
the young witch pressed into the corner of the 
couch by Kennedy, who appeared to have grown an 
extra set of hands. Giles sighed and waved a hand 
dismissively in her direction. “Or not,” he said.  

Buffy approached the couple; the expression of 
bored distaste on her face said that breaking up the 
grope had become one of her duties. She shoved 
lightly at Kennedy, who immediately batted at her 
hand. Buffy caught the aggressive little paw deftly 
and yanked. Kennedy looked up at her with a bit of 
a snarl. Willow, lips swollen, eyes glazed, looked 
dazedly up at Buffy also.  

“Get a room,” said Buffy tiredly, and released 
Kennedy’s arm with another little jerk.  

The Slayer and her witch struggled up from the 
couch and made their way up the stairs, the 



mauling continuing as they went. Buffy turned her 
back to the display, not particularly relishing 
Kennedy’s strip tease of her best friend. She caught 
Spike’s amused eye.  

“They’re hopeless,” she grimaced. “Either fighting 
or …” she waved an arm in the direction of the 
stairs, “or whatever.” She shook her head. “Not 
really a healthy relationship,” she opined in a low 
voice, so Willow wouldn’t hear.  

“It couldn’t be that bad,” said Spike softly, directly 
to her. Buffy looked up, saw the twinge in his eyes.  

“Oh,” she said. “Oh, Spike, I didn’t mean…”  

Spike shrugged and looked away from her. “Don’t 
matter,” he said briskly. “Need ta find the whelp, 
now,” he reminded the room.  

Fred wearily rose from the sofa, tugging at Gunn’s 
hand. “Giles and Wesley might be awhile, and I have 
to have some sleep,” she announced, her drawl 
much more pronounced with tiredness. Gunn 
obediently rose and allowed himself to be dragged 
with her.  



“Our room still have a bed?” he asked Angel from 
the stairs.  

Angel nodded, preoccupied. He was watching Spike.  

Spike twitched impatiently and looked at Buffy. 
“Tired of waitin’ around for Watchers,” he growled. 
“Didn’t they say they knew where Xander’d been 
taken?”  

Angel shook his head firmly. “No, absolutely not, 
Spike. The moment the Kesperian heard us at their 
gates, they’d ki …” He sighed, “We have to give 
them the wand.”  

“Well, let’s give it to them then,” said Spike.  

“We can’t find it, Spike.”  

“So? You say this thing changes shapes. Do they 
know what it looks like? Can’t we give them 
somethin’ else and tell them it’s the wand?”  

Angel blinked at him. “They would see through that 
immediately.”  



“Yeah, but by then a superfast demonic feller I 
know would have gotten Xander out of there.”  

“And a certain petite but surprisingly strong Slayer,” 
suggested Buffy warmly.  

Spike and Buffy exchanged determined looks.  

“I don’t know, Spike.” Angel was trying to look at 
Buffy, but found his eyes could still not make the 
climb that last few inches towards her face. “I don’t 
like to do things without Wesley’s input.”  

Spike growled and stomped towards the library. 
“WEEESSS!” he bellowed.  

Angel and Buffy were left standing alone in the 
lobby.  

Of all the things Angel wanted to say to Buffy, he 
couldn’t think of one that was appropriate. He 
wanted to tell her he had missed her, but wasn’t 
certain that feeling would be appreciated any 
longer. He wanted to talk about Cordelia, but didn’t 
know where to begin explaining that situation. He 
wanted to ask about her and Spike, but was afraid 
of the answer. And afraid of his own motivations. 



He wanted to talk about the amulet, but was afraid 
that behind that simple word lay a tsunami of failed 
expectations and dreams. He toed the floor with 
one immaculate shoe and thought about what a 
fine job his cleaning service had done on the waxing 
this month. Really, they should get a bonus.  

“How have you been, Angel,” asked Buffy slowly, in 
a strained voice.  

“Fine,” he replied, hating the stony coldness in his 
voice but unable to alter it.  

They stood there for a very long minute. Distantly, 
Angel heard Spike and Wesley’s voices rising, their 
words as yet indistinct. He clearly heard Buffy rub 
her palms on her slacks and allowed his eyes to look 
there. He watched as her fingers curled tightly, 
tension in every muscle. Buffy’s discomfort gave 
Angel greater ease, and he gradually allowed his 
eyes to travel up the smooth, muscled arms, across 
the small shoulders and eventually into the wide, 
exhausted and fightened eyes. Something old, 
painful and compelling fell over him like a net. He 
saw the same thing wash over Buffy’s face, and 



found himself moving towards her as if by remote 
control. Buffy made some inarticulate noise and fell 
into his arms. Their lips came together like magnets. 
Angel dissolved into the cotton and honey place 
that was kissing Buffy. The warm engine of desire 
kicked and started a bit, but mostly it was just that 
dreamy endorphin rush of holding Buffy and kissing 
her.  

But after a minute, he found he didn’t need to 
continue. He released her slowly and looked down 
at the woman in his arms. She was older, he 
realized for the first time. Attractive, but distinct 
lines edged her eyes, and the corners of her mouth. 
A down of dark hair skirted her upper lip. Her body 
was still all silk, but under the surface it was taut, 
more sinew than babyfat. Buffy was looking up at 
him with those beautiful, hazel eyes. The wonder 
and depth were still there, but the innocence had 
long ago fled. She kissed like a woman. She 
appraised him like a woman.  

They stepped back simultaneously, and gazed at 
each other with identical, puzzled expressions.  



“Buffy,” said Angel in petulant surprise, “you grew 
up.”  

Some kind of fire snapped in Buffy’s eyes, and a 
grim line appeared. At that moment, however, the 
voices in the library reached an overwhelming 
decibel and they were both distracted.  

“…will not be lectured to by a .. a civilian.”  

“Oi, Watcher, how am I a civilian and you are not?” 
Spike was trailing Wesley out of the library, his 
voice loud, his face bright red with anger. Wesley 
appeared to be calm, the only sign of his irritation 
the volume of his voice and his continued 
movement away from the source of that irritation. 
A lecturing and agitated Spike. He stopped at the 
front counter and picked up a batch of mail there. 
Appeared to be sorting through it, though Angel 
knew him well enough to see the masked anger in 
his hands’ movements.  

Giles followed the two men into the lobby. He 
looked thoughtful. “It might work,” he addressed 
Wesley.  



Tight lipped and angry, Wesley slapped the mail 
back onto the counter and answered without 
turning. “Completely foolish,” he stated. “I won’t be 
held responsible.”  

Spike stamped his foot. He swung around and 
appealed again to Giles. “You could find somethin’ 
convincin’ Watcher,” he said winningly. He gave 
Giles a convincing look of respect and trust.  

Giles eyes widened and he looked away, pleased by 
and wisely suspicious of the attempted 
manipulation.  

Spike turned those appealing eyes on Angel. In one 
hundred and twenty years, Spike had never, never, 
looked at him with that devoted, helpless belief. 
Not since William had lived, had Angel had that look 
directed at him by that face. He completely 
crumbled.  

“I’ll do it, if you think it’ll work, Rupert,” he said 
without thinking. Wesley snapped around and 
glared. Angel felt the look but did not face him.  



Giles was considering. “There have been several 
theories about the Wand’s inactive appearance,” he 
mulled quietly.  

“Surely not,” expostulated Wesley in disbelief. 
“Rupert, you can’t be thinking of supporting this!”  

“I’ll do it,” chirped up Buffy. She nodded at her 
former Watcher graciously. “If you have a plan, 
Giles.”  

Giles bent a gentle look on Buffy, then turned back 
towards the library thoughtfully. “I saw a text with a 
speculated image just this morning,” he mulled as 
he walked.  

“Fine.” Wesley stomped across the lobby and 
caught his coat up from the chair he had flung it to. 
He threw a sharp and malevolent look at Angel, 
which the vampire felt as if it were a serrated knife, 
and stomped for the door. “I’ll be at home, getting 
some rest. When you decide when and how you are 
going to mount this… this spectacle, call me.” He 
slammed the door behind himself.  



Spike sighed with some relief. The tension pulling 
inside his body like steel wire had not abated, but at 
least he had some direction for that energy. “Right, 
then,” he said, bouncing, “When do we leave?”  

“I don’t think you should go, Spike.” Buffy’s voice 
had all the authority she had mastered in the last 
year. “These demons sound like they’re very strong. 
You couldn’t defend yourself,” she didn’t say the 
word ‘liability’ but Spike, with his newfound 
supersensitivity, heard it.  

“Can take care of myself,” he growled, glaring at her 
with ferocity.  

Buffy stepped back and looked at him oddly. “What 
is going on with you, Spike?” she asked confusedly. 
“You’re all ‘grrr I’m still the Big Bad’ish. What are 
you trying to prove?”  

“Bloody fucking Hell, you know I’m going.” He came 
up into her personal space and glared at her 
fiercely. “I comin’ ta make sure you don’t leave him 
behind this time.”  



Buffy inhaled so sharply at this blow, she squeaked. 
But she glared right back at him. Vampire Spike 
hadn’t fazed her one wit. Human Spike hadn’t a 
chance. “Fuck that shit,” she spat nastily, “you are 
so not.”  

Angel noticeably flinched at Buffy’s curse. He took a 
step back and looked at her nervously. “I think 
everybody is tired,” he suggested, retreating 
towards his office. “Maybe you need a nap?” He 
avoided the look Buffy shot at him.  

She sighed and relented. “Okay, yeah, maybe I’m 
cranky. I’ll lie down.” She turned towards the stairs, 
shooting Spike one more laden glare. “Noone goes 
anywhere without me.” She warned.  

Spike dipped his head and raised his arms in a show 
of acquiescence. “Yeah, yeah, Slayer,” he even 
made his voice hold a hint of humour. Buffy gave 
him a suspicious look. “Wouldn’t dare disobey,” 
Spike assured her meekly, just enough irony 
peeking through to convince her of his sincerity. 
“Knackered myself. Think I’ll have a nap.”  



He made as if to follow her up the stairs, pausing to 
watch Angel retreat into his office. He waited until 
they had both disappeared, paced up and down for 
five minutes, then followed Angel.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
“We haven’t found it yet,” said Wesley in a cold, 
impatient voice which completely belied the 
clammy panic he felt. “I’ve told you it would be 
difficult. You should be more patient.”  

“Our client can’t afford to be patient,” said the 
voice on the phone. Wesley sat down on his bed, 
irritably shoving away the hand that slithered onto 
his thigh. “I’ve told you we need the Wand within 
the next week. Your services are unnecessary if you 
can’t produce it in the required amount of time.”  

Wesley didn’t particularly like his services being 
thought ‘unnecessary’. It had a fatal ring to it. “You 
know the difficulty,” he said testily. Trying to make 
his voice all ice and calm. “You are being 
unreasonable.” A glimmer of something sparked in 



his mind. “Have you been promised an additional 
incentive,” he asked silkily, “for an early delivery?”  

The voice at the other end was also icy calm, but 
the ends of Wesley’s nerves, torn and sensitive to 
every nuance of the game, heard the catch. “Of 
course not. Our client is merely concerned that the 
deadline will not be met. It is my responsibility to 
follow through.”  

“Well, consider your responsibility fulfilled,” said 
Wesley briskly, feeling relief surging right through 
to his balls. “I’m busy. I’ll be in touch.” He flicked 
the receiver closed and leaned back into the 
mattress; pulled back the hand-stitched coverlet 
and gazed into the sweet, brown eyes of the young 
boy there.  

“Where were we?” he asked, his hand wandering 
already.  

“You wanted me to call you ‘Sir’,” the boy gave him 
a saucy look that ruined the innocent grief Wesley 
needed to see there, “and you were going to call 
me ‘Xander’.”  



“Ah, yes, that is correct,” said Wesley primly. He 
raised his hand and slapped the young man hard in 
a very sensitive spot. He smiled when he saw the 
shock and fear in those chocolate colored eyes. He 
outweighed the boy by at least 20 pounds. He had 
skills the child had never acquired. And he knew the 
firm would punish the young man harshly if he 
didn’t comply. “You have been very naughty, 
Xander,” he told his companion with anticipation. 
“and you need to be punished.”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Angel was super self-conscious about the ‘broody’ 
crack that Spike always made. He tried to appear 
upbeat and cheerful. He tried not to stand around 
looking thoughtful. But he didn’t sleep and when he 
did, well, he didn’t sleep. He hadn’t much to do. He 
couldn’t go out and ‘get a life’. What was he 
supposed to do? Join a book of the month club? A 
church group? Really. So he read books. He read 
deep books because the light ones bored him and 
seemed simple next to the complexity that was his 



life. And he spent a lot of time sitting morosely in 
chairs thinking about the contents of those books. 
Thinking about how so much of the meaning of life 
hinged on the imminence and assuredness of death. 
There had been little, well nothing, written about 
the meaning of unlife. He thought sometimes 
perhaps he should write it. But then, who would 
read it? The only other being who might have had 
an interest in it was standing in his door just at this 
moment. His bearing saucy, his eyes critical.  

“Hey, poof,” said Spike derisively. “Whatchya 
broodin’ about now?”  

“I’m not brooding,” said Angel, donning a manner 
very important and mature. He made a show of 
shuffling papers on his desk around a bit. “I’m 
working.”  

“Workin’ on what?” Spike entered the room. If 
Angel had been less concerned about how he 
presented himself, and paying more attention to 
Spike, he would have noted the sashaying step of 
Spike on the prowl. He glared at the papers on his 
desk.  



“What’s up with you and Buffy?” asked Spike 
casually, walking along a bookcase, running a finger 
along the lip of one shelf. He stopped and took 
down a heavy, red volume, lettered in gold. 
“’Spected you ta be all over one another. After the 
last time I saw you two together.”  

Angel looked up sharply. He could hear the nasty 
prance in Spike’s voice. “Jealous, Spike?”  

Spike studied the red book, he ran a finger over one 
of the letters and shrugged. “Jealousy don’t really 
describe it,” he said vaguely.  

Angel gave up all pretense of control over his life 
and flung his hands out on the desk. “I don’t 
understand, Spike! She seems so different!”  

Spike gave him a slightly incredulous look. “She’s 
growin’ up, Angel. All the peeps do it.”  

“She’s changed.”  

“Like I said.” Spike came forward slowly. “C’mon, ya 
gormless goon, you knew this by now, yeah?”  



Angel gazed at him and tensed all his fingers on the 
desk, as if he could grasp this time that took 
everything from him. “You’ll change, too.”  

Something in Spike’s eyes flashed. He looked away 
quickly and jittered about a bit. “Maybe, I guess. 
Gotta figure what I am first, don’t I?”  

He came over to the desk, pulled the papers there 
out from underneath Angel’s hands, studied them 
for a scant second, and disgustedly flung them to 
the floor. “Aanngel,” he sang. “Ain’t ya bored? Tired 
a waitin’ for all them silly bints? Don’t ya want 
somethin’ better ta do?” He slithered closer to 
Angel across the desk and toed at him with a 
stockinged foot. “I’m bored, Angel,” he declared 
sulkily and Angel stared up at him as if he were the 
devil incarnate. Spike leered. “Bored,” he declared.  

“What are you up to, Spike?” asked Angel with the 
quite legitimate suspicion born of a hundred plus 
years of experience.  

Spike wriggled closer to Angel, working his legs to 
either side of the vampire’s in the tiny office chair. 
Before Angel could shove himself back, Spike was 



straddling his lap. He grabbed the arms of the chair 
and bounced his ass slightly on Angel’s legs, bowing 
his head to the vampires, growling softly.  

“Aaanggel…” sang Spike playfully.  

Angel pulled his head back and tried to pull his 
senses back, as well, from the heady sensations of 
William and Spike, together, leaning over him. 
Breathing on him, warm and eager and writhing.  

“Stop it, Spike,” growled Angel.  

“You don’t mean that, Sire,” said Spike softly. He 
leant over and traced Angels ear with his lips. The 
vampire neither resisted nor turned away.  

“Stop it,” breathed Angel weakly. His head turned 
towards Spike’s mouth.  

It was quite violent this time. Angel took what had 
been denied him. By himself. By honor. They 
mashed their mouths together in a frenzy. Angel 
lifted Spike from the chair and threw him on the 
desk, letting his body fall hard on top of him. The 
grunt of air from Spike’s lungs as he landed only 
increased Angel’s desire. He held him down with his 



superior weight and strength, though Spike was 
obviously allowing it. Spike wriggled and thrust up 
frantically, his hands wandering all over Angel’s 
back, pulling him into himself, chanting his name 
and hissing approval as Angel’s mouth traveled over 
the cheeks, chin, neck. Angel maneuvered himself 
between Spike’s legs and firmly pressed in there, his 
hips thrusting in a frenzy of want.  

Spike arched against him. His neck exposed, he 
turned his head and pulled is chin up, giving Angel 
greater access. “Angelus,” hissed Spike, his hips 
pressing up frantically, his hands pulling at Angel, 
sliding up behind his neck, pulling his head 
insistently down. “Angelus, take me,” begged Spike. 
“Make me, Angelus. Make me what you are.”  

And Angel became so confused. In three hundred 
years, time folds and pleats and seems to ruffle. 
Time makes pockets and turns back on itself. Like a 
soft, malleable fabric, time bends.  

“William,” he pleaded into Spike’s neck. He nuzzled 
there and felt the skin he had longed for and 
missed, heard the blood shushing through the 



veins. His fangs itched. “William,” Angel moaned, 
and pressed the hard warm body back against the 
wood of his desk. He didn’t even know he had 
shifted, but dragged his teeth obsessively up and 
down the warm moist skin.  

“Oh, Sire,” moaned Spike, now caught up in the 
fantasy or memory himself. Cold, fierce need, 
darkness and freedom. He needed it, ached for it, 
wanted to be part of it. “Take me, Sire,” pleaded 
Spike in a delirium.  

Angel could feel the fear and arousal flowing off of 
William. He could hear the thick delicious blood 
pumping through the heart. Feel all that sweet heat 
leaping towards him. Hear the begging and desire. 
He allowed the tips of his fangs to just penetrate 
the outer layer of epidermal tissue. Hovering just 
above the wall of the vein, the tickle of blood 
sensed just millimeters away tingling all through his 
body with exquisite anticipation.  

Spike pulled Angel in to his neck, begging him to kill 
him, to make him. Make him strong again. Make 
him evil again. Able to hunt the creatures who had 



taken Xander. Able not to care if they had hurt 
Xander too much. “Angelus,” hissed Spike, his 
fingers dragging at the cold skin, his whole body 
pushing up into the cool one above his. He felt the 
fangs’ gentle prick. The delicious pain, like a hot 
needle, increasing and increasing until suddenly it 
was intense and he arched against the cool, strong 
body pressed on top of him.  

And suddenly he was afraid. “No,” he choked, 
almost gargling as blood and spit rose in his throat, 
his body already rebelling against the taking. He 
struggled against Angel’s bulk. He could feel Angel 
sinking into his neck, his throat moving heavily 
against Spike’s. A huge swallow, then another. 
Angel shuddered all over.  

The fear coursed quite suddenly through Spike’s 
entire body like a bullwhip of fire. “No, no, stop” his 
words were unintelligible, struggling through a 
savaged throat, his inferior strength ineffectual as 
he pathetically pushed and wriggled under Angelus.  

“No, Angel, please,” whimpered Spike, knowing all 
the while how the fear and begging would only 



increase the demon’s pleasure, only incite it to 
further violence. “God,” gargled Spike prayerfully 
for the first time in over a hundred years. “God, I 
don’t want to die.”  

Angel was in a paradise that began and ended in his 
mouth. He drank down paradise; he felt it rolling 
and pumping over and under his tongue, warm and 
alive as it pulsed and burned. Under him 
pheromones and adrenaline, the smell of blood and 
life, oxygen, nitrogen, the chemicals of the sun. The 
voice of the human like an orchestral piece, begging 
pleading, “No!” Angel hurled himself backwards so 
hard he fell into the chair, which banged loudly 
across the room and left him to fall hard to the 
floor. He sprawled there.  

He had barely raised his head to see Spike still 
spread across his desk, when he was laying flat on 
his back again. Overwhelmed by the object that had 
hit his chest and remained straddled there. A stake, 
held in a shaking but unerring point, at his heart.  

“Angel!” said Buffy in a voice shrill with horror and 
rage. “What are you doing?”  



 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
“Well, this is cozy,” said Willow dryly. Her voice 
reverbed a bit off the cement and stone walls of the 
sewer access tunnel in which the team was 
huddled.  

The location of the exchange between Angel’s crew 
and the K… demons, as negotiated by a resentful 
Wesley over the phone, was narrow with high 
ceilings. It accommodated the taller, more powerful 
demons and would make it very difficult to engage 
in anything but one on one conflict. A situation 
which would always be more advantageous to the 
Kesperian.  

It was also at the center of a complex hub of 
tunnels, many of which led to or through offices of 
Angel’s allies in the city. Said allies were stationed 
at various juncture points, waiting the all-clear that 
would be delivered once the exchange had been 
made. There was little chance of escape by the 
Kesperian if they decided to renege on their deal.  



The two abreast width of the tunnels, however, 
necessitated that they all crouch in close proximity 
to each other. This was a position most of the 
beings in Angel’s crew were none too happy with at 
the moment.  

Willow and Kennedy had had another of their post-
nooky spats. As usual, it had resulted from 
Kennedy’s cool, detached attitude directly following 
the sexual act. This cold, dusting-of-the-hands was 
so foreign and hurtful to Willow that she almost 
always tried to force her lover into some kind of 
emotional exchange. Kennedy hated being forced, 
hated being manipulated and would spitefully lash 
out verbally, and often physically. Just now she was 
repeatedly being jostled backwards into Willow, 
who was taking the movements as purposeful, and 
elbowing her viciously back.  

After the third incidence of this Kennedy set her jaw 
grimly and stepped back hard onto Willow’s foot. 
The witch’s startled expletive was quickly shushed 
by Angel.  



Angel stood at the front of the little phalanx. Buffy 
was nestled, quite uncomfortably, up against his 
ribcage. Looking down, he could just see the top of 
her angry scowl. Spike had successfully talked Buffy 
down from her pending stakage of Angel. He had 
taken full blame, explaining his stupidity, his baiting 
of the vampire. Finally dissolving into tears as he 
decried pathetically his own weakness and sense of 
helpless uselessness.  

Buffy had finally allowed Angel up off his back, 
though it seemed only in order to comfort Spike. 
Angel sat there miserably, watching her hug his 
former Childe comfortingly, leading him to a small 
sofa and holding him, rocking, petting him and 
murmuring assurances. It had been worse for Angel 
than if he had had to witness them making love.  

Periodically Buffy would shoot a dark and 
malevolent look at Angel, until finally he rose and 
shuffled from the room in defeat. She had been icily 
cool to him since.  

Spike had been positioned in a third row, beside 
Giles. He was so completely strung out on so many 



emotions that he could barely control the shaking 
of his body. That, coupled with the substantial 
blood loss, had almost compelled Buffy to insist he 
stay back at the hotel with the other Slayers. It was 
only his hysterical pleading that had finally 
convinced her. She was sure that if they didn’t take 
Spike with them willingly, he would find some way 
to follow secretly. Giles grimly held Spike steady 
with one arm, his free hand loosely gripping a small 
mace. It wasn’t the best weapon in the close 
confines of the tunnel, but it was guaranteed to 
open the skull of any Kesperian demon that might 
decide to give chase after the deal had been made.  

Wesley stood about a foot ahead of Angel. He held 
a yard-long, simple black wand in his hand. The end 
of it glowed with an indigo light. Its actual powers, 
to stun aggressive humans, had been masked and 
enhanced slightly by Willow, so that the electrical 
charge in it now buzzed a thrill into his palms more 
like something magical might. He stood, balanced a 
bit on his left leg. Pent, alert energy made his whole 
body, viewed by the crew behind him, a taut, 
curved bow. A short, machete like sword was 



strapped securely to his back, its handle protruding 
in readiness above his left shoulder.  

“KLLLEIFN?” he called lightly down the corridor.  

There was the loud wet slap of some large, fleshy 
thing on the concrete floor. A shuffle, and many 
struggling sounds then more fleshy thuds.  

“Kllleifnar.” Responded a gargly voice, and the 
phalanx of Kesperian demons rounded a dark bend 
in the corridor.  

There was a general gasp from Angel’s crew, a 
marked cry from Spike, as the demons stepped into 
the dim tunnel lights.  

At least eight feet tall, probably over 200 pounds of 
grey and blue flesh, with small red eyes they held 
Xander between them, literally dragging the semi-
conscious human.  

Xander appeared to have been flayed. The demons, 
either not understanding modesty, or more likely 
delighting in the continued humiliation of their 
victim, had not bothered to cover Xander’s nudity. 
He hung between them, his patchless, ravaged eye 



nothing compared to the torn and still bleeding skin 
of his lips and lower face.  

His whole body was savaged, red and oozing. The 
least damaged areas appeared to have been rubbed 
raw and scabbed over with puss and little red 
bumps. The more marked damage bled, bone 
showing through at his collar bone and hip. Skin 
flapped loose from a knee that appeared to have 
been savagely bent sideways. The blue of tendon 
winked as the demons dragged him and jostled the 
appendage thoughtlessly. An exhalation, just a 
weak moan, came out of Xander at that movement, 
and Giles had to grip Spike hard as the man jerked 
forward.  

No one could look at Xander’s pubic area. Blood ran 
down his thighs from the damage there.  

Wesley grimly forced himself not to look at Xander 
and to squarely face the Kesperian demon who had 
spoken the code word. He had had to deal with 
these demons just recently and knew that they 
sought to distract the friends and family of their 



kidnap victims by showing the damaged person to 
them straight off.  

“Plaatlo feeliwar,” he said, lifting the wand 
carefully.  

The red eyes studied him and the proffered stick, 
blinking rapidly. Wesley’s nose twitched as the 
stench of the demon wafted towards him. Nerves, 
sexual arousal, or merely the thrill of barter, all 
made these demons sweat. Wesley hoped it was 
nerves. He allowed one eyebrow to lift disdainfully, 
as he lowered his arm, appearing to withdraw the 
offering.  

“Plaatlo nick?” he asked dispassionately. He gave an 
imperceptible shrug.  

He was gratified to see the red eyes blinking even 
more rapidly. They were focused completely on the 
wand in his hand now. He waved the object back 
and forth casually; a small surge of energy flowed 
from it and the demon reacted. He took a little step 
forward, pulling Xander with him.  



“Bleetzbar,” he said, his gargling more intense. 
Spittle flew from the opening in his face. “Bleetzbar 
extudlet ert!” he demanded suddenly. He and his 
companion jerked Xander forward. The movement 
appeared to jar something again and Xander’s eyes 
rolled upwards as he passed out. His full weight was 
quite suddenly in the hands of the demons and they 
were minutely distracted as he sagged between 
them.  

In that millisecond both Buffy and Angel acted. In 
his previous transaction with the Kesperians, Angel 
had been above board; bartering life for goods 
honestly, if distastefully. So the demons were not 
expecting the blur of speed that knocked one of 
them flat then turned to scoop up their victim 
before the other could react. If it had still been able 
to react. The small human female having just 
destroyed whatever solid mass kept its lower 
appendages in one piece. It fell to the floor, making 
a horrible, high pitched noise as the vampire 
disappeared with their bounty in a blur and she 
spun about, planting one high-heeled boot firmly in 
their colleague’s face and grinding down.  



The remaining troup of Kesperian demons were 
stunned for only a second, then surged forward 
with a roar.  

Buffy paused long enough to be assured that Angel 
had safely bolted with Xander, then she, too, turned 
and ran like hell. The Kesperian demons seemed a 
little miffed, she thought, the wild Slayer adrenaline 
giggling madly in her mind. Up ahead, she saw 
Angel’s crew, seemingly in slow motion, after her 
and Angel’s speedy moves, reacting to what she 
imagined surged behind them. She reached the 
front of the group and spun about beside Wesley, 
who stood in a wide legged stance, the curved 
machete now held carefully in both hands.  

“Alright!” she yelled, grinning like a maniac. “Bring 
it on tall, grey and stinky!” she shouted at the 
Kesperian demons as they charged. Behind her, she 
heard the hard snick of raised weapons and 
murmur of slowly retreating feet.  

“Buffy!” Giles voice was one she could always hear 
in any tumult. “We only need a few minutes!”  



She felt the brush of wool and Willow’s hand briefly 
on her shoulder. The witch’s voice warbled with 
power. “Piece of cake,” Willow declared, raising a 
veiny hand.  

Two of the demons fell on Buffy, one rebuffed 
immediately by a bolt from Willow, the other falling 
rather dramatically when Buffy’s hand mashed in 
the front of his face. Beside her, black goo fell with 
a horrible hiss and stench as Wesley’s machete took 
off a fleshy head. The former watcher leapt back as 
the demon’s companion lurched towards him in the 
narrow passage. Buffy was, unfortunately, blocking 
Willow from aiding the desperate watcher, but 
Kennedy suddenly appeared in a blur, a foot and 
spinning fist, then another fist connecting so rapidly 
with the demons body it staggered backwards.  

The fallen bodies impeded the forward momentum 
of the other demons for only moments. They surged 
forward over their hurt comrades, apparently 
uncaring as their large, heavy feet mashed in chests 
and crushed legs.  



Buffy felt herself, of necessity, stepping back. The 
sheer press of bodies coming towards them was 
quite overwhelming.  

“How many more minutes?” she cried to Willow, 
beside her throwing small blue bolts. She spun and 
felt her knuckles connect with bone, then break 
through it as the witch’s altered voice shouted 
grimly.  

“More than one!”  

On her other side, Wesley quite suddenly cried out 
and fell against Buffy. His machete arm hung limply. 
The demon who had broken it saw his advantage 
and came from the side at Kennedy, who was 
already engaged with another demon. Willow saw 
the exchange, but was still unable to throw magic 
through combined obstacle of Buffy and Wesley’s 
bodies. In a panic, she forcibly shoved Buffy back, 
who staggered less with the force than the surprise 
of it, and threw a bolt of black tinged power that 
blew off the top of the offending demon’s head.  



Not before the demon had somehow damaged 
Kennedy enough that she was now lying pale, and 
hopefully only unconscious, on the ground.  

Willow screamed. The power she barely controlled 
taking over, she threw an arc of fire across the 
room. Like napalm it both took out any demon it 
touched and made further passage for the 
Kesperians impossible. Unfortunately, it also set the 
tunnel ablaze.  

“Run!’ Buffy screamed at the dazed Wesley as he 
staggered next to her holding his arm. He nodded 
and grimly took off down the passage. Buffy 
grabbed the hysterical Willow by the shoulders, 
spun her around and slapped her hard. Willow 
started back, black eyed and furious, but Buffy leant 
over, easily picked-up the still unconscious Kennedy 
and took off behind the retreating Wesley.  

Willow stood for another raging moment, finally felt 
the blazing heat rising around her, snapped a little 
more back to herself and ran after Buffy.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  



 
They met at the ante room to the Hyperion. Buffy 
sailed through with Kennedy, ordering the anxious 
Angel to wait for Willow as she gently deposited the 
fallen Slayer next to Xander on the floor.  

She stood for a moment, brushing hair out of her 
face, the automatic Slayer pilot in her mind slowly 
relinquishing control to the young human girl it 
inhabited. Buffy took a deep breath and steadied 
herself.  

“Giles?” she asked shakily.  

Giles knelt to one side of Xander. He had kindly 
begun his medication and bandaging at the young 
man’s genitals and Xander was covered there with 
the white gauze. A weirdly subdued Spike knelt near 
him, acting as nurse. Xander’s hands were wrapped 
and the watcher was carefully spraying a light mist 
of a magically enhanced anti-bacterial ointment on 
the damaged skin of his lips and face. Xander 
appeared to still be unconscious.  

“I don’t know, Buffy,” sighed Giles. “I think we 
should take him to a hospital as soon as possible.”  



“No, wait.” Wesley, braced against a wall and, 
breathing hard as he controlled the pain in his arm, 
stood a little and came forward. He paused as 
Kennedy moaned and appeared to rouse herself.  

Willow came through the door at that moment and 
hurled herself onto the injured girl. “Sweetie?” She 
petted the rousing Kennedy anxiously. “Sweetie, are 
you okay?”  

Kennedy’s eyes rolled groggily. “Feel vomitous,” she 
said grittily. She blanched and spit something 
yellow. Willow looked up at Giles anxiously.  

Giles jaw set grimly. “Probably internal,” he said. 
“Wesley, we definitely need a hospital.”  

“Wolfram and Hart have their own medical facility,” 
said Wesley. “It would be better to take them 
there.”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Wesley had been right, Spike reflected later. He sat 
in Xander’s room, back in the Hyperion Hotel, 



watching over the sleeping, gauzed young man. The 
doctors at a human hospital would never have been 
able to ignore the injuries Xander sported. The 
police would surely have been called in, and Spike 
had no idea what explanations they could have 
come up with to explain the young mans scored and 
sliced anal tissues or sanded raw tongue.  

He swallowed against the resurgence of nausea at 
the thought of Xander’s injuries. It was weird to him 
that his body automatically reacted to the pain of 
another human being. An instinctive physical 
empathy he had, as a demon, forgotten. It was odd 
how uncomfortable he had felt in the demonic 
hospital. As if he didn’t belong there.  

The admitting physician had barely blinked when he 
saw Spike’s still raw vampire bite. “Undead yet?” 
he’d asked methodically.  

“Not anymore,” responded Spike.  

That had caused a quizzical quirk of the eyebrow, 
but the doctor had shrugged and moved on. “No 
vampires allowed,” he announced, keeping his 
distance from Angel.  



Wesley made a small gesture at the man. “Er, you 
might want to check that paperwork again.”  

The doctor flicked him a look, flipped a few pages, 
paused over one, then looked up again at Angel. “Of 
course,” he said, the flat cool expression not 
changing one wit. He stepped aside, then followed 
the troup down the hall to Xander and Kennedy’s 
room.  

The young Slayer appeared to have already made a 
full recovery, Spike remembered with some 
bitterness. But Xander had lain there, as he did back 
now in his room at the Hyperion, comatose with 
narcotics, covered with gauze, the cool recitation of 
his injuries by the doctor mind boggling.  

The bandaged man on the bed murmured and Spike 
leapt to his side.  

“Hey, whelp,” he whispered softly, petting a bit of 
uninjured shoulder as Xander roused slowly to 
consciousness.  

The young man’s skin seemed to shudder under his 
hand. “No,” whimpered Xander groggily. “No, take 



it off,” he pleaded. Spike withdrew his hand quickly. 
Xander relaxed just a bit. He blinked and his glazed 
eye focused with some clarity on the man beside 
him.  

“Thpike?”  

“Yeah, Xan,” said Spike softly. He reached his hand 
towards Xander again, but saw the wide fear in the 
man’s face and pulled his hand back. “How you 
doing, luv?”  

“Thpike, I…” Xander stopped, tears rising in his eyes. 
“Oh, Thpike, I thought you’d never... I thought I’d 
never…” tears dribbled down his cheek and Spike 
bit his lip and leaned forward to hold him.  

“No!” Xander struggled as the hug closed around 
him. He began shaking violently. “No. Pleathe. No.”  

Spike reared back quickly. “I’m sorry, Xander,” he 
said in a panic. “I’m sorry.” He petted the 
bedspread, his hands shaking. “I just want to…” he 
swallowed, “I just want to help.”  



“I can’t” whispered Xander. He felt trapped behind 
some great numb wall. It pressed on him. He gazed 
at Spike beseechingly.  

Spike reached over and took two unbandaged 
fingers gently into his hand. Xander shuddered all 
over. Spike released the fingers carefully. Xander 
turned his head away. “I’m thorry, Thpike, I juth 
can’t.”  

“It’s okay, Xan,” said Spike, trying to keep his voice 
steady. He smoothed the sheet near Xander’s hand. 
Saw the twitch of discomfort at even that proximity, 
and withdrew himself completely.  

Xander kept his head turned the other way. “I need 
to thleep, Thpike. Can you lock the door behint 
you?”  

“Yeah, sure.” Spike had suffered worse torment. He 
could leave his lover to lay in pain and silence 
without showing his grief. He rose carefully and 
stood at the door. “There’s a pager on the 
nightstand, Xander. You need anything, I’m here,” 
he said evenly. He saw Xander’s head nod slightly, 
accepting that.  



“I’m here, Xan,” whispered Spike. And he slipped 
out the door.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
“Spike,” said Buffy quietly. “Spike, I’ve been thinking 
about you.”  

Spike was standing on the roof of the Hyperion 
Hotel, leaning against the cement wall there, his 
arms resting on the wide casement. It was very 
much like the roof of he and Xander’s apartment.  

If he hadn’t let himself fall from that roof, he 
thought, watching the lights crawl and zip like little 
gold, glowing bugs, on the freeway in the distance, 
if he hadn’t indulged in that little moment of 
despair and hysteria. Xander wouldn’t be where he 
was at this moment.  

Buffy’s voice took him out of that thought and he 
turned to watch her approach him. She had 
changed into a light green dress. Even in the low 
evening light it brought out her eyes, and the desert 



wind, sliding down from the Santa Ana side, lifted 
and pushed the material prettily around the 
sweetest knees Spike had ever seen. He smiled and 
held out his hand, a hundred and twenty year old 
habit of gentlemanly behavior in the presence of a 
lady. She rested her palm in his and looked into his 
face with a kind of painful shyness.  

Spike waited. He had no doubt that Buffy would say 
what she had to say to him. There had always been 
this openness, this honesty between them. The 
trust that the other would communicate, even if 
that communication were difficult. It was something 
Xander had tried to have with him, also. Spike knew 
he had resisted it.  

Great green eyes flickered over his face. Noted the 
five o’clock shadow, the tired ache at the corners of 
eyes that were red, from smog perhaps, she 
thought.  

“You don’t smoke anymore.”  

Spike grinned. “Nah, not PC. Only bad guys smoke. 
‘Sides,” he laughed with some embarrassment, 
“makes me cough.”  



She studied him some more. Ah, here it comes, 
Spike thought wisely. “Spike,” asked Buffy, “are you 
mad at me?” At his raised eyebrow. “I mean, do you 
blame me? For what happened to you,” she waved 
to encompass his tired breathing body, “for your 
death?”  

Spike laughed. It was a tired, achy sound and it 
made Buffy hurt to hear it. “Ya mean, for my life? 
Nah, Buffy,” lied Spike gently. “I don’t blame you. 
You didn’t know. You thought you were doing me a 
favor.” He gently raised and gallantly kissed the top 
of the small feminine hand. “You gave me your 
favoure,” he explained. “And I took it as the great 
compliment you meant it to be.” He looked away 
before she could see all the lies in his eyes.  

Buffy raised her other hand and rested it on Spike’s 
chest. Felt with wonder the breath and warmth 
there, felt his heart, hammering a bit harder than 
usual it must be admitted, for having her so near. 
“Spike?” he turned and she was right there. All 
warm pink lips and soft skin and spicy vanilla. Up on 
tiptoe, her mouth so close to his.  



Spike swooped and caught those lips in a kiss. And if 
he had feared, or hoped, she would pull back, he 
was mistaken. Buffy wrapped her strong silky arms 
around his neck and kissed him back. He held her 
too him. The gauzy dress flapped around them, his 
hands warm and strong against her ribs as he held 
her. Their mouths traveling over the familiar 
territory, dark need, heady excitement, soft and 
hard. Spike pulled back. He studied Buffy with an 
intensity that made her stop and pull back also.  

“Need to breathe,” he said, smiling to make light of 
the thunder in his eyes.  

“Yes, breathing is of the good,” said Buffy 
breathlessly. She leant softly against him. Her arms 
traveled up to encircle his neck again. But Spike 
pulled back.  

“I think I understand,” he said quietly. To himself.  

Buffy pressed forward again. Her lips touched his 
chin lightly, pressed their softness gently against his 
bottom lip, then lifted and ran down his neck to his 
collar bone, where she sucked gently. Spike 



shuddered, and Buffy smiled wisely. This erogenous 
zone always worked.  

“No, Buffy,” said Spike huskily.  

Buffy pressed her advantage. She allowed her 
tongue to flutter lightly over the sensitive spot, 
pressed into Spike’s hips, felt the hardness there, 
felt his involuntary thrust back.  

“No.” Spike struggled with himself, more than the 
small, strong body punching all his buttons. “Buffy, 
stop.”  

Buffy ignored him. This was their way. To let the 
desire drive them, against the rules, against their 
better judgement. It was heady and exciting and 
terribly erotic. This dark, evil, terrible desire. She 
slithered into him and rubbed her whole body 
against him sensuously. “Oh,” she murmured 
huskily, “don’t tell me you don’t want it.”  

“Yeah, I want it,” said Spike in a voice so flat and 
harsh it brought Buffy up. She stopped her 
movements and gazed up at him.  



Spike was looking down at her with eyes that truly 
looked their age. Old and wise and very very weary. 
“Oh, Buffy,” sighed Spike. Stepping back and 
releasing her with the greatest difficulty. But 
releasing her nonetheless. “I want it, but I can’t. I…” 
he looked away.  

“What?” Buffy stepped back. No rejection here. This 
was her confidant, now. Her champion and her 
friend. “What’s wrong, Spike? What’s happened?”  

Spike frowned down at his feet. He looked redfaced 
and sheepish, thought Buffy in amazement. “You…” 
she gasped in astonishment, and some time later 
she would laugh when she realized that there had 
been no jealousy there, only a kind of wonder. 
“You’ve fallen in love with someone else!” she said. 
She punched at his arm. “You bastard!”  

Spike looked up in amazement. “What?”  

“You bastard!” said Buffy, laughing in his face. 
“You’ve fallen for someone else!” She laughed 
delightedly. “How dare you not fall down and 
worship the wonder that is me.” She rose up on 
tiptoe and kissed him solidly on the lips. Soft on 



hard. Wonder and beauty and then she was gone, 
pulling back, smiling into his eyes. “What’s her 
name?”  

Spike studied the ground for a moment. “Huh,” he 
said after that minute’s reflection. Then he smiled 
sadly and rolled his eyes to the sky. “Bloody Hell,” 
he said. “I’m such a wanker.”  

11 Heart Shaped Box 

Xander lay in the dark and wished to be cradled. 
Inside of him, in the place deep inside where he was 
still hiding, he was so frightened and so alone. He 
turned and turned in his little narrow space and 
there was no way out of there anymore. Nothing 
outside but pain anyway, and no hope.  

“Thpike?” whispered Xander painfully around his 
sore tongue. Tears trickled down his cheeks; the salt 
stung the burns, but he couldn’t stop them. He 
didn’t even know anymore what had started them. 
He wanted something. He wanted to sip water. He 
wanted … “Thpike?” His voice was even smaller. It 
was dark in the room; he struggled against the 
tears. When a one eyed man cries, it blinds him. 
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And in the dark corners they blinked again and the 
smell was there. Xander started breathing harder. 
“Thpike?” a little louder, trying to move his arms 
but they were tied down, his legs were bound. A 
scream, made horrible by the mouth that couldn’t 
enunciate, came from his throat.  

Spike burst through the door. “Xander? God, 
Xander, what’s wrong? Do you hurt somewhere? 
Jesus…” Spike patted desperately around the young 
man, mindful of the touching, trying to see what 
was causing the anguished cries and the crying. He 
gently, very, very gently grasped Xander’s head, 
trying to still his thrashing, trying to make him see 
Spike, see that he was safe.  

Xander screamed again at the contact. But it was a 
whispery sound. The sound of dry tissue paper 
tearing, his scream, and Spike hushed him 
frantically. “Xander, luv, please, it’s me here. It’s 
me, Xan. I’m here. I’m here, luv. They can’t get you 
now. I’m here, Xan.”  

Gradually Xander found focus again. Felt hands on 
his face, not tearing him, and saw Spike’s face, wet 



with tears. Desperate lines of pain all around the 
beautiful blue eyes.  

“Thpike,” lisped Xander painfully. “Don’t cry, 
Thpike. Ith gonna be alright.”  

The man above him held his face with soft hands 
and blinked his eyes hard, trying, obediently, not to 
cry. “Xander,” he said, his mouth gummy with tears. 
He petted Xander’s face gently. Xander saw that his 
nose was running and wanted to give him a hanky 
but he couldn’t yet. His hands were tied. “Xander,” 
said Spike. “I love you, Xander. You know that, 
right?”  

The sorrowful eye in the bandaged face stared back 
at him as if he were speaking demonic tongues. “Of 
course you don’t,” said Spike shakily. “I’ve never 
told you. Never told you anything. I didn’t 
understand.” He took a deep breath and swallowed 
against the new wave of tears. “Xander, I didn’t 
know. How I felt. What this was. I thought 
sometimes I was imagining all of it. And the only 
times I felt real were when we...” Spike took a deep, 
shuddering breath. “Oh bugger,” he cursed himself. 



“I can’t explain it. But I understand now, Xan. I get 
it,” he said hopefully. “And the words are 
important, pet, aren’t they? They mean 
everything.”  

He dared raise his hand to the damaged face and, 
when he wasn’t shuddered or flinched away from, 
felt such gratitude at being allowed the contact. 
“Oh, Xander,” whispered Spike fervently. “God, 
Xander, I prayed. When you were missing. I 
prayed.” He let his fingertips follow flesh unmarked 
and gazed into the dark eye. “ I’ll tell you every day, 
love,” Spike swore. “ I’ll tell you every day, Xander. I 
love you, Xan. I love you.”  

Something terrible was happening to Xander. He 
could feel it as from a great distance. Some terrible 
black thing was eating him. “No,” he said. A sob 
took his throat, but he didn’t note it. “NO,” he said 
definitely, gasping.  

Spike recoiled as if slapped, but he recovered 
quickly. “Yeah, I get you,” he chuckled shakily. “I get 
that, Xander, believe me. I’ve been in that place.” 
He shuddered. “But I’m not saying this because I 



feel guilty, or because I think I should. I’m saying it 
because I have to. Because it’s true.”  

Xander just blinked his disbelieving black eye at 
him.  

“It’s okay, Xan,” said Spike carefully. “We don’t have 
to talk about that now.” He shifted back on the bed. 
“Do you want some more water?” he asked. Xander 
nodded slowly. Spike lifted the plastic mug with the 
sealed top and elbow straw carefully to the heavily 
medicated lips.  

Xander slurped slowly, his brow contracting with 
concentration as he tried to swallow the liquid 
without actually letting it touch his tongue.  

Spike withdrew the object slowly from his mouth. 
“I’ll let you sleep now, Xan,” he said, knowing the 
drugs in the water would affect Xander soon. “But 
I’ll stay here on the floor, ‘kay pet? I won’t leave the 
room.” He was rewarded by an intense look of 
gratitude.  

“Okay, Thpike,” said Xander softly.  



 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
“I don’t understand,” said Willow tearfully. “Why 
can’t I see him?”  

She was curled against Kennedy in a corner of the 
sofa. The young Slayer’s arms wrapped comfortingly 
around her, nevertheless one hand kept sliding up 
to caress a breast. Willow impatiently pushed the 
wandering hand down again. She sniffled.  

“Xander is still in shock, Wills,” explained Buffy 
patiently. She pressed her lips together and gazed 
up the empty staircase thoughtfully. She felt a little 
in shock herself. “Spike is the only one that doesn’t 
frighten him right now.”  

“S…Spike?” Willow shook her head confusedly. 
Kennedy dipped forward and nibbled the back of 
her neck. Willow pulled forward irritably and shook 
her head a little. “I don’t understand. Xander hates 
Spike. Spike hates Xander. They have a mutual hate-
hate thing going on.”  



“Maybe not so much,” said Buffy, her brows 
creasing in a confused scowl. “I think,” said the 
seldom-introspective Slayer, “I think they’ve found 
they have more in common than hate.”  

Kennedy had pulled a bejeweled earlobe into her 
mouth and was chewing at it rather harshly. Willow 
jerked her head away and rocked forward, 
attempting to rise from the sofa. Kennedy wouldn’t 
release her. Willow tisked. “Let me up, sweetie,” 
she requested.  

“I don’t think so,” Kennedy growled teasingly.  

“I mean it.” Willow’s voice pitched into the annoyed 
range. “I’m really not in the mood, Ken.”  

Kennedy jerked back and gave Willow an angry little 
shove. “You’re never in the mood.”  

Buffy rolled her eyes.  

Willow recovered her balance from the force of the 
push and stood haughtily. “I guess by ‘never’ you 
mean I’m not on call whenever you’re in the 
mood?”  



Kennedy glared at her.  

“Not that you’re ever not in the mood,” said Willow 
crisply.  

Dawn snickered. Kennedy’s glare switched over to 
her. “Shut up, brat,” she spat.  

“Hey!” Dawn couldn’t help the saucy smile on her 
face. “I didn’t call you a slut.”  

Kennedy leaned quite a bit closer to Dawn’s end of 
the sofa. “I mean it, brat,” she said menacingly. 
“Shut. Up.”  

“Kennedy!” Willow did the hands on hips, I’m so 
disappointed in you, look.  

Buffy stood. Involuntarily on alert whenever a 
threat was directed at Dawn. “Why don’t you girls 
take it upstairs?” she suggested to Willow.  

“Okay,” said Kennedy brightly. She leapt up and 
tugged at Willow’s arm. “Let’s go upstairs, Willow.”  

Willow resisted the tug. “You go, Ken,” she said 
slowly, not looking at her. “I wanted to help Giles…”  



Kennedy stomped her foot. “Why would I want to 
go alone?”  

“You could read a book,” suggested Dawn tartly.  

Kennedy flipped her one.  

“Oh, sorry,” said Dawn, throwing her hair back with 
delight. “Forgot you don’t read.”  

“Dawn…” began Buffy warningly.  

“Don’t, can’t, something like that…” Dawn was cut 
off abruptly by Kennedy’s hard smack. Her head 
flew sideways, and her body also. The force of the 
blow threw her back into the sofa, and she 
recovered shakily in the aftermath holding a 
stunned hand to her bleeding lip.  

But nobody noticed Dawn bleeding because Buffy 
was busy trying to beat the crap out of Kennedy and 
Willow was busy trying to separate them, without 
separating anything essential from either woman.  

Kennedy ducked beneath Buffy’s blow, spun and 
kicked her right knee hard enough to make it 
buckle. Buffy fell into it, somersaulted and came up 



off the floor in a spinning kick that barely missed 
the chin of the younger Slayer. Kennedy leapt aside, 
laughing and waving her arms gleefully. “Bring it, 
bitch!” she yelled.  

Willow desperately muttered something and 
brought her hand down between the two women. A 
wobbling and lightning infested event manifested in 
the air between them. Both Slayers backed away 
from it warily, watching as the manifestation 
widened, and seemed to open.  

“Oh, fuck,” said Willow.  

“Temper Seperatum,” a voice pronounced 
suddenly, the power in it made it sound like it was 
coming through a megaphone. All four women had 
the sudden sensation that the conveyor belt on 
which they stood had halted and backed up for a 
second. Then the manifestation was gone and the 
sensation ceased.  

“Willow!”  

Willow cringed. “I know, Giles, but…”  

Giles came storming across the lobby floor.  



Buffy advanced on Kennedy. “Don’t you ever 
touch…”  

“Spoiled brat deserved it,” snarled Kennedy 
simultaneously. She folded her arms and stood 
angrily, legs spread. “Somebody should spank her.”  

“Oh, you should talk!” Dawn came angrily up off the 
couch. All big eyes and trembling lower lip. She 
turned her wounded puppy face to Buffy. “I’m 
bleeding,” she whimpered. Buffy’s eyes flared.  

“Baby,” sneered Kennedy softly.  

“I’m as old as you,” Dawn rounded on her again. 
“Slu...”  

“Stop it!” Giles drowned them out. He towered over 
them. Six foot two inches of paternal rage. He 
waved an imperious finger towards the library. 
“Willow, in the library, now!”  

“Kennedy!” Kennedy quailed. Giles pointed towards 
the stairway. “Go to your room!”  

Dawn let her tongue poke and her face grimace 
meanly at Kennedy. “Dawn!” said Giles. She turned 



and blinked her injured, innocent eyes up at him. 
Giles’ eyes narrowed and he pointed at the sofa. 
“Sit. You too, Buffy,” he said in a voice he hadn’t 
used towards her in years. Both girls sat without 
question. Giles huffed, sighed, took off his glasses.  

He sat in the chair across from Buffy and Dawn, and 
took a long moment to polish his glasses. When he 
finally put them back on, he could see by Buffy’s 
face that she knew she wasn’t going to like this 
conversation. In the past, he would have seen the 
resistance, that stubborn lift to the chin, and the 
steel in her eyes. It saddened him that she only 
looked very tired. Waiting for the next kick from the 
mule of Life. His mother had looked like that, he 
recalled with a sudden twinge, directly after his 
father had died.  

“Dawn,” he began carefully. “You have been 
behaving like a child.”  

Dawn lifted her chin defiantly. “I am a child.”  

“No,” said Giles very distinctly, “you are sixteen. 
When Buffy was your age, she had saved the world 
already.”  



Dawn rolled her eyes and sulked. “Sure,” she said. 
“Compare me to The Chosen One.”  

“What I meant was,” explained Giles, “she already 
was behaving responsibly.” Buffy sat up straighter. 
She glowed a bit. “You seem to revel in the childish 
role,” Giles said to Dawn. “And you haven’t been 
keeping up with your schoolwork.”  

“I’m on break!” protested Dawn. “Spring break!” 
She looked to Buffy for support.  

Buffy nodded agreement quickly. “That’s right, 
Giles. I told Dawn she could take the next couple of 
weeks off. Like the kids in school do. It’s only fair.”  

Giles looked at Buffy sadly. “It hasn’t been fair at all, 
has it, Buffy?”  

Buffy stilled. She was getting where Giles was going. 
Her lip wobbled a bit. “No,” she whispered. “It 
hasn’t.”  

“But Dawn needs to grow up. She needs maturity.”  

“I’m mature,” said Buffy softly, hopelessly.  



“We’ve talked about that school in Atlanta,” said 
Giles gently.  

Buffy nodded, studying the floor.  

Dawn was looking rapidly from one to the other. 
“School? No! Buffy, I want to stay with you!”  

“Dawnie…” began Buffy with difficulty.  

“Giles?” Willow called softly from the door to the 
library. “Am I supposed to be standing in a corner or 
writing ‘I will not practice magic when emotional’ 
five hundred times?”  

Giles stood and cast Willow a narrow look. Her 
trembling attempt at humor fluttered and died, and 
she shrank back. “I’ll be right there, Willow,” he 
said. He looked again at Buffy. She looked back at 
him with heartbreak in her eyes. 

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Willow was in tears by the time Giles re-entered the 
library. He pulled his chair up next to her and sat for 



a while with an arm draped around her shoulders, 
while she tried to regain her composure.  

“I’m n..never going to b..be able to do this, Giles,” 
Willow got out between sniffles.  

Giles sighed and hugged the miserable witch closer 
to him. Her perfume, a sweet mix of vanilla and 
something musky, combined with the indigo drift of 
power that she wore, slipped around him as it 
always did. Willow turned her pale little face into 
his arm, and Giles steeled himself as the wave of 
feeling swept through him.  

Willow stilled and looked up at him with those ever 
changing hazel eyes. “What’s wrong, Giles?” Her 
brow creased into a dozen jagged lines of grief. “Are 
you really angry with me? Am I hopeless?”  

She’s in my care, Giles told himself desperately, as 
he felt the proverbial carpet pulling out from under 
him. She’s young and vulnerable. And she doesn’t 
care for men.  

“Not hopeless,” he said gently. He carefully eased 
himself away from her. Briefly imagining himself in 



a superhero cape with a giant ‘W’ for Willpower 
emblazoned across it, he pushed his chair back and 
chastely took her hands in his. “Willow, you were 
able to control your power and use it at an amazing 
level when you opened the Slayer source, just six 
months ago.”  

Willow sniffed and looked at him, seeking 
assurance. The color in her eyes spread to gold as 
her pupils dilated. Her lower lip trembled slightly, 
and Giles shut his eyes.  

“What?” said Willow, startled by the grimace. Giles 
shook his head, rubbing her thumbs with his softly.  

“Headache,” he said simply.  

She nodded sympathetically, then tilted her head. 
“Giles,” said Willow slowly. “Can I ask you for some 
advice?”  

Giles relaxed a bit as they entered this familiar 
ground. “Of course.”  

“It’s relationshippy advice,” shrugged Willow 
apologetically. “I would talk to Buffy, but she’s 
kinda mad at Ken right now and …” she stopped at 



Giles’ stricken look. “I’m sorry,” she whispered 
sadly. “Never mind.”  

“No.” Giles patted her hand and donned that 
superhero cape again. “You can talk to me about 
anything, Willow,” he assured her, successfully 
masking his terror.  

Giles was only a man. A man without a relationship, 
surrounded by nubile, hormonally charged teenage 
girls day and night. It was part of his job description, 
and one he had managed successfully for years, to 
control his libido, sublimate it as it were, into a 
passion for his calling.  

But he was only mortal flesh, and the constant sight 
of a beautiful young woman, whom he had grown 
to respect and cherish as a friend and colleague, 
and for whom he was beginning to have even 
deeper feelings, in the arms of another beautiful 
young woman, was a provocation both erotic and 
painful. He didn’t know how rationally he could 
endure discussing Willow’s relationship with her.  

“I’m so confused, Giles,” said Willow unhappily. “I…I 
thought I loved her, you know?” She clutched Giles’ 



hand a little tighter; unaware of the surge of energy 
this caused the hapless Watcher. “Maybe I was just 
so lonely. And now, I feel like I lied or something.” 
She looked off towards the bookcases. “I think I 
should break up with her, until I understand. What 
do you think?”  

Oh. Goddess give me strength, thought Giles 
fervently. His hands and arms were tingling. That 
familiar sweet arousal was rocking him gently in its 
wicked palm and the object of his warped affection 
was asking him if she should free herself from the 
object of his jealousy. “I.” Giles sighed heavily. “I 
can’t advise you in that, Willow,” he made himself 
say. “I don’t know how you feel. I only know,” he 
said from his heart. “That whatever you choose to 
do, I’ll be there to help you.”  

Willow’s expression had such warmth and trust in it, 
Giles was made dizzy. “Thank you. You’re such a 
good friend, Giles,” she said with emotion.  

Maybe it was enough, thought Rupert Giles, to have 
her friendship after all. “Would you like to go down 
to San Clemente on your own, Willow?” he offered 



thoughtfully. “Not to affect any remedy, just to 
make a report? You could do some sightseeing? 
Take a few days off?”  

Willow looked heartened. “I could do that,” she said 
with some enthusiasm.  

Giles smiled, gave her hands a little squeeze, and 
released them. “I’ll make some phone calls, you can 
leave whenever you wish.” 

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Xander knew the silhouette that stood in the 
doorway of his room, like he still knew the shadows 
that had lived on the bedroom walls of his 
childhood. Like the weird, lumpy shapes of the 
model airplane that had hung from his ceiling since 
he was seven. He knew it like the memory of a 
dream, because she had figured in his dreams most 
of his adolescent life. A sister, mother, sexual 
creature. Weird devouring feminine monster. Every 
archetype of love and horror that dwells in the 
subconscious mind of a growing male.  



“Willz,” he whispered. The shadow that was his 
protective gargoyle fell back and allowed Willow 
into the room.  

Willow came forward two steps at a time. “Hey,” 
she said softly, her hand moving in that nervous 
little jerky wave that he recognized from as far back 
as kindergarten. And in the small dark circle in 
which he turned, that little movement brought 
forth too much vivid color, too much emotion. 
Xander felt a solid thickness blocking his throat. He 
struggled against it and the unbidden tears flowed 
down his cheek and into his ear.  

“Xander…” Willow’s face twisted with seeing his 
pain. She seemed to have lost her momentum, and 
stood there in the shadows. The little wrinkle next 
to her nose jerking as she sniffled. She was so still 
and seemed so distant from him, Xander began to 
think that she was only there as a memory again. 
Like all the times he had remembered her, as he 
had lain alone in that dark, empty apartment.  

“Willz,” he whispered to the girl in his head. “I mith 
you.”  



Willow’s face was distorted as she silently cried, and 
now Xander knew she wasn’t real. Because this was 
how it always happened in his head. She would be 
crying and so sorry and she would say,  

“Xander, I’m so sorry,” said Willow through her 
tears.  

He nodded, supremely wise and removed. Willow 
stood there for a while longer. Xander didn’t 
wonder that she came no closer, and he didn’t 
speak because there was no use talking to the 
phantasm. Then she turned and left.  

Spike put a cautious arm around Willow as she 
carefully shut the door. And she turned and pushed 
her face into his shoulder. Strange to have a hug 
from Spike feel so warm, she thought absurdly. And 
pulled back, scrubbing at her face.  

“Buffy said…” She looked up at him with her 
eyebrows crooked at impossible angles. There he 
was, the big, scary monster. All harsh angles and 
glittering, malevolent eyes. Except the glitter in 
Spike’s eyes was from moisture, the angles were 



crisscrossed with lines of tension, and the scariest 
thing was the fear in his face.  

“He’s going to be alright,” he said shakily. As if 
convincing himself.  

Impulsively, Willow wrapped her other arm around 
the flannel-clad torso and hugged hard. She buried 
her face in his chest for a minute and rocked him, 
felt the muscles slowly relax and wrap needfully 
around her. Then she gently pushed him back and 
patted his chest.  

“Listen to me, Spike,” she said carefully. “This is 
something I know.” She closed her eyes and took in 
a big breath, remembering silky blonde hair and 
frightened blue eyes. “Tara,” the memory rose up 
with a force she had forgotten, “when she was ill. 
You have to take care of yourself or you won’t have 
the strength.” She forced herself to smile. “Take a 
shower, mister. And don’t forget to eat.” She 
moved in to hug him again, this time for both of 
them.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  



 
“Hey, Spike,” said Dawn cautiously.  

She had found him in the kitchen, throwing food 
quickly on a plate, hoping to get back upstairs 
before Xander woke and found himself alone. He 
froze at Dawn’s voice and turned slowly to confront 
his former friend as she stood, looking 
uncomfortable and very young, in the doorway.  

“Bit,” he acknowledged carefully.  

“I… uh, I guess we’re leaving now.” She smiled at his 
look. “Buffy’ll come back. It’s just I’m leaving now. 
I’m uh, I’m going to go to some boarding school…”  

Spike had no idea why Dawn would be sent away, 
but assumed that if Buffy were sending her, it was 
probably for the best.  

“Probly fer the best,” he said.  

“Yeah.” Dawn obviously had something else on her 
mind. “Listen, I just wanted to say.” She frowned, 
stymied. “I guess you saved the world, huh?”  



Spike grinned. “Yeah, I guess.” He laughed and 
shook his head. “Who would a bloody thought it, 
huh?”  

Dawn smiled. “Yeah. Uh. I just wanted to say thank 
you for that.”  

Spike stood stunned. “Yer welcome,” he breathed.  

“And uh,” Dawn turned half away, as if to go, 
“sorryaboutthreateningtosetyouonfire,” she spat 
out quickly, watching him for any sign of rejection.  

Spike set down his plate. Lifted his arms 
imperceptibly and just looked at her. Dawn ran into 
the embrace.  

“Oof, Spike,” she said into his shirt. “Stinky much?”  

Spike smiled happily and rubbed his cheek against 
the silky hair. “I’ve missed you, too, l’il bit,” he said.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Gunn looked at his watch and then around the 



disorganized mess in the lobby. “Is anybody ready 
yet?” he asked peevishly.  

“Sure, sure.” Buffy was counting bags. Dawn ran 
down with another, plunked it in the middle of the 
mass, and grinned at the look from her sister. 
“Thank you, Dawn,” said Buffy, a bit of the old 
exasperation seeping into the expression of sorrow 
she wore. She began counting again.  

Willow had only a carry on and one bag. She was 
standing next to her luggage, gazing sadly towards 
the top of the stairs where Kennedy stood, with 
stubbornly folded arms, glaring daggers of hurt and 
betrayal down upon her. Willow had not tried to tell 
Kennedy that she was not purposely leaving 
without her. Because she was purposely leaving 
without her. “I’m ready,” she said unhappily.  

Two of the younger Slayers were taking this 
opportunity to return to their homes and families. 
Evil can be fought from anywhere, but Algebra and 
Trigonometry could apparently only be fought from 
the hallowed halls of High School. It pleased Buffy 
that these choices were now available to the girls. 



She felt that, if anything in her life had been worth 
doing, freeing future Slayers definitely rated.  

Buffy waited until the last possible minute to say 
goodbye to Angel. Standing in the doorway to his 
office, already in her jacket, Gunn waiting behind 
her to drive them to the airport. She nodded at 
Angel, her eyes puzzled.  

They hadn’t spoken since they had taken Xander to 
the hospital, when Angel had attempted to break 
through the silence that had endured since Buffy 
had found him with his fangs sunk in Spike’s throat. 
They had been outside of Xander’s room. Wesley 
had finally agreed to have his arm set, Giles was in 
an uneasy conference with the doctor, Spike was 
glued permanently to the foot of Xander’s bed and 
Buffy and Angel found themselves alone together 
for only the second time since she had arrived.  

“I don’t understand it,” Buffy had said in frustration. 
“Why is Spike so protective of Xander?”  

Angel decided that this was Spike’s tale to tell and 
remained silent. The silence ticked on past the 



comfortable mark. “So,” he said. He leant against 
the door and tried to look business like.  

Buffy shot him a look full of suspicion. “So?”  

Angel’s brow contracted even more than usual. 
“So,” he tried evenly. “What are your plans now?”  

Buffy tisked and shoved herself away from the wall 
on which she had been leaning. “Giles wants to talk 
to Spike. We were on our way to San Clemente. 
There was some demonic occurrence reported by 
surfers, but Giles thinks this thing with Spike is 
important so here we are.” She scowled and folded 
her arms in front of her as she paced. She stopped 
and looked challengingly at Angel, chin tilted, eyes 
narrowed. “I think we should just take them both 
with us and leave.”  

“I never would have hurt him, Buffy,” said Angel 
softly.  

This declaration was met with silence. Buffy just 
looked at him icily for a minute. “Spike is human 
now, Angel,” she finally told him. “He falls under my 



protection.” She spun around and walked off, not 
even waiting for his nod of acceptance.  

Now they looked at each other as over a huge 
chasm. The years had added to all the barriers 
between them. Neither was recognizable to the 
other any longer. And as Buffy nodded her silent 
goodbye, Angel felt the crack as the hinge broke on 
the closed door. He nodded back, his eyes 
unfathomable and black. Buffy turned and left.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Angel heard the cries coming from Xander and 
Spike’s suite that night, simply because he was 
awake. He wasn’t even attempting a semblance of 
sleep this night. He sat in a chair, not reading, not 
even thinking really. His mind stepping warily over 
the events of the past twenty-four hours as if it 
were the survivor of some terrible carnage and all 
around it lay his fallen beliefs and dreams.  

Angel had pined for Buffy for years. It had been 
almost a religion, this longing and sorrow. She had 



become, he saw now, a kind of icon of humanity 
and goodness. Something unattainable. A distant 
goal of forgiveness and innocence.  

It had had nothing to do with the actual girl, he 
realized sadly. She had died so long ago. He was 
trying to understand what this meant to him when 
he heard his Childe screaming.  

At first, hearing the thuds and the husky voice, he 
had thought he was going to have to endure 
another night of hearing Spike having sex. Then his 
brain caught up to his emotions and he realized 
both how doubtful that was, and that the cries 
sounded less like pleasure and more like pain. He 
bolted from his room and into Spike’s. Finding the 
room empty, the bed made, he spun sideways and 
encountered Xander’s locked door. He banged on it 
furiously.  

“Spike! Xander!” Inside he could hear Spike wailing 
and the sound of furniture bumping as something 
connected with it.  

“Angel!” Xander’s voice was muffled. Angel reared 
back and broke the lock as he pushed the door open 



with his shoulder on the first go. He scanned the 
room quickly. Glasses and bottles were strewn 
everywhere. The contents of Xander’s nightstand 
had been swept to the floor. Bed linens were 
tangled around the legs and feet of the bandaged 
young man who batted helplessly at the writhing 
blond in the corner. Bloody gauze hung from his 
face where it had been torn loose, and in the dim 
light Angel could see the grimace of extreme pain as 
Xander attempted to hold Spike with his injured 
hands.  

Xander gratefully fell back as Angel leapt forward 
and threw himself across the twisting, screaming 
torso. He held Spike down by his wrists and body 
weight, as he had seen Xander do, and forcefully 
made himself think pure thoughts as one of the 
most erotic creatures he had ever encountered 
twisted and arched beneath him. When Spike came 
to with his customary start, Angel leapt back 
immediately.  

Spike lay for a second stunned, breathing hard and 
staring at the ceiling. Then he struggled up onto his 
elbow. His sleep shirt had been rucked down to his 



elbows and he tiredly pulled his arms the rest of the 
way out and tossed it to the side. In the grey light 
coming through the smog-encrusted window, the 
dark marks on his throat were black.  

Xander blinked hard but what he was seeing would 
not disappear. “Thpike,” he said, the question 
quavering slightly. “Whath that on your thwoat?” 
He backed away slightly, climbing up onto the 
mattress and away from Spike.  

Spike’s eyes were squinted, even in the low light. 
“Xander?” he asked hoarsely. He slowly registered 
the withdrawal, the focus of Xander’s gaze. He 
reached up automatically to his throat, involuntarily 
glancing guiltily at Angel.  

Xander’s eye slowly followed. The look he gave 
Angel was inexpressibly sorrowful. Then he looked 
back at Spike, no expression in his eye whatsoever. 
Spike had a panicked, grasping feeling in his chest, 
as if he were watching a child disappear under 
water. “Xander?” he reached towards him a bit.  

Xander scrambled back further on the mattress. He 
watched Spike, like a wild animal might watch an 



approaching hunter. Spike struggled slowly to his 
feet, his head pounding. Xander watched him; Spike 
could see the rise and fall of his chest. He was 
panting with fear, he realized.  

“Xander,” he whispered, and felt as if a rib in his 
chest were cracked and poking him there. He stood 
for a minute gathering his wits. “It’s okay, Xander,” 
he said finally, “we’ll leave you alone, okay?” There 
was no answer from the dark eyed man on the bed. 
He watched Spike steadily. “We’ll put one of the 
nice Slayer girls at your door, yeah, pet? Then none 
of those nasties can get you.” Spike felt his throat 
constricting, as he knew that he was one of the 
nasties Xander feared. “Okay, Xander?” he asked, 
backing slowly away.  

Xander nodded slowly, still watching every move 
Spike made. He and Angel backed out of the room, 
Spike waiting in the doorway until one of the 
children came down and sat there on a chair. She 
was a small thing, with yellow pigtails. She smiled 
cheerily at Xander and the dimples showed in her 
cheeks.  



Xander lay down when he saw her. And Spike 
withdrew. He turned to Angel.  

“I need to have a word with you and the Watchers,” 
he whispered seriously. “That last one? That 
weren’t no nightmare.”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Spike was fascinated by Wesley’s arm. They were 
situated in the library, Giles, he and Wesley around 
the big oaken map table, texts spread out between 
them. Angel pacing back and forth in that superhero 
batman way of his in front of the fireplace. Wesley 
pushed back the sleeves of his sweater to reach 
over a curling parchment page and Spike saw them. 
A row of about a dozen evenly placed, perfectly 
round, bright red marks, each about 1/4 inch across. 
His eyebrows went up and his eyes followed the 
little trail to the large bruise peeking out of the cuff 
of Wesley’s sweater. He tipped his chair back, 
dipped his head and from beneath his lowered 



lashes, surreptitiously studied the Watcher’s profile, 
as Wesley earnestly explained something to Giles.  

Spike knew what it was to be strung out. In his 
unlife there had been lust for blood, and love. In 
this life there had been pain, he grinned sadly to 
himself, and of course love. The need for the object 
of obsession, like a trench dug out underneath 
one’s strength, a vulnerability in one’s structure 
that must be hidden. So that every minute of social 
interaction felt like a desperate dog paddle against 
gigantic ocean waves, one’s head held rigidly up, 
nostrils gaping, mouth clenched with the effort.  

Wesley had the straining, struggling, clenched jaw 
look of someone for whom each day was a battle. 
The signs were there for anyone who might be 
looking. His hands didn’t shake, but he moved them 
with such care one thought he didn’t trust them. He 
conversed carefully, as if every word were loaded 
and liable to spring back at him. He watched people 
with caution and what could be read as cynicism, 
but what Spike saw now was fear. The chill blue 
eyes helpfully camouflaged his emotions. Angel 
spoke and he turned his head to attend to him and 



Spike sat bolt upright in his chair so suddenly that 
everyone jerked round to look at him.  

“What?” he said defensively, staring around at 
everyone. “Gotta cramp in me leg.” He shook one of 
his legs out with great exaggeration, groaned and 
stretched. “Probably gettin’ one of them ole man 
types of things,” he groused. “Rheumatics or 
summat.”  

He watched in disbelief as Angel and Wesley both 
smiled and shared a humorous look. “Well, I’ll be 
buggered,” he exclaimed.  

“What, Spike?” said Giles with some impatience, 
looking up irritably from a book with very small and 
rather badly spelled text.  

“Nothin’, Watcher,” said Spike, grinning broadly and 
waving his hand. He shook his head, eyes sparkling 
with some private amusement. “Carry on.”  

Giles sighed and closed the book in disgust. Really, 
demonic possession was, in his opinion, no excuse 
for bad grammar and spelling. “Perhaps, Spike,” he 



suggested, “you wouldn’t mind describing what you 
saw again?”  

“Sure, sure,” said Spike, still smiling to himself 
bemusedly. “Knew it weren’t a nightmare straight-
off because I was awake.”  

“How did you know you were awake?” Wesley 
asked.  

“I could hear Xander,” Spike stopped and took a 
breath. He looked up at Wesley, and suddenly the 
ache there didn’t seem quite so amusing. He smiled 
at him gently.  

The kindness in the abrasive blond’s eyes was so 
unexpected that Wesley blinked in surprise.  

“I could hear him breathin’,” recalled Spike softly, 
“and smell the medicine.” He looked down at his 
hands, forcing his thoughts to return to his vision. 
“And then I saw a table at the other end of the 
room. It had one of them big glowy lights on it, like 
in a cartoon on the tellie, ya know?” He waggled his 
hands over the map table to indicate some 
animated hocus-pocus. “And there was a cat on the 



table and it looked at me all meaninglike and then it 
just opened its mouth and bent down and 
swallowed the table right out from under itself.” 
Spike snapped his fingers. “And then it was on the 
floor. And I’m thinkin’, ‘bugger, what kinda cat is 
that, hope it still ain’t hungry’, and it looks at me 
with that special look again and it opens its mouth 
and just barfs up another table. A different table.” 
Spike emphasized that carefully. “I remember in the 
dream thingy thinkin’ that was significant, ya 
know?” He looked at Wesley and Giles who both 
nodded.  

Spike nodded back, satisfied that the Watchers had 
gotten that bit. He rubbed his hand uneasily over 
his gelled hair. “Then it got pretty bad,” he said. 
“There was some fireplace in the room, I’m 
thinking, because the cat walks over, opens its 
mouth and swallows the fire.” Spike’s eyebrow 
went up in surprise at the recollection. “Pretty 
bloody sturdy cat, I’m thinkin’, and then it turns to 
me. Walks right up to the bed that we’re lyin’ in…” 
Spike’s breath had begun to come in short gasps, 
and Angel came towards him quickly. “And it just 



belches that fire up all over the bed, the coverlet 
goes up right away and I’m pullin’ on Xander, tryin’ 
to wake him, but he’s drugged or summat, he can’t 
wake up…” Spike looked up at Angel, he had gone 
pale again and was panting. Angel rubbed his back 
soothingly.  

“Stop, Spike,” counseled Angel. “Breathe.” He 
continued to rub the man’s warm back. Slow, 
soothing circles. “We’ll wait.”  

Wesley tisked to himself and thumped a pencil 
impatiently on the table, glaring at Angel’s arm as it 
moved with such care over Spike’s back.  

Spike nodded, gulping for air. After a minute, he 
was able to get control again. “Okay,” he said. He 
reached up and carefully, pointedly, removed 
Angel’s hand. “I’m good, now, Angel. Thank you.” 
He sighed. “Okay, well then we were on fire,” he 
said flatly, “and we were burning up and Xander 
wakes up all of a sudden and he looks at me and he 
says,” Spike stopped. He rubbed a hand over his 
face. “The rest is personal,” he said briskly.  



“Spike,” said Giles patiently. “Visions often use 
familiar persons to explain themselves. Whatever 
Xander said could be highly significant.” He 
grimaced. “I don’t think you have to worry about 
disturbing any of us, we are grown men.”  

Spike sighed and shook his head. “Yeah, Watcher, 
right. Right then,” he sighed again, shook himself 
and looked at the floor. “Xander looked at me and 
he said, ‘I want to be inside you, Spike. That’s where 
I belong.’” Spike’s cheeks were flaming.  

Wesley made a disgusted noise. “Wishful thinking,” 
he said. “Probably just a dream after all.”  

“Not necessarily, Wesley,” Giles was ruminating. 
“Many symbols of transmogrification there.”  

“Symbols of oral sex, more than likely,” said Wesley 
in a prissy voice.  

Spike looked up at him with venom in his eyes. “You 
taking some moral high ground all of a sudden, 
Watcher,” he hissed. “Cuz I’m thinkin’, not so 
believable.” He let his gaze wink, just for a moment, 
to Wesley’s bare forearm. The man froze and sat 



back slowly, that pale, struggling, caught look on his 
face. He smiled at Spike icily; unobtrusively sliding 
his sleeves back down.  

“Perhaps not, then,” he allowed coolly. “Have you 
found any references though, Giles?” He turned to 
his colleague with that detached, controlled, 
scholar-to-scholar expression, and Spike had to 
smile in admiration. There were layers to this one, 
he thought. Definitely worthy of Angel. He glanced 
at the apparently oblivious vampire. Stupid poofter. 
Spike shook his head and allowed himself a few evil 
thoughts.  

Well, Spike to the rescue, he told himself with a wry 
internal chuckle. They’d just have to latch that soul 
onto something good and hard and then maybe… 
Spike let his mind wander back to a time when men 
weren’t men and women were bloodthirsty demons 
and pain was pleasure. Maybe manacles, he 
thought. He remembered Angel particularly liking 
manacles.  

Angel’s attention was on the door just seconds 
before the rest of them heard the soft footsteps 



and saw the little Slayer with yellow pigtails 
standing there. Spike rose quickly from his chair, on 
alert, then saw Xander himself behind her.  

He balanced on his good leg, Spike’s leg brace on his 
injured knee. He had managed to put sweatpants 
on over the bandages on his lower body. His upper 
loosely swathed in his old flannel robe. He stood 
shyly, twisting his face a little away from the light, 
motioning vaguely with one wrapped hand.  

“Thpike,” he almost whispered. His eyes flickered to 
the blond, then away again. “Can I tahk to you?”  

Spike was halfway to the door when Wesley’s voice 
whined, “We do have research.”  

“It can wait,” said Spike.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
He followed Xander into Angel’s office. The young 
man seemed almost normal as he looked around 
hesitantly for a moment, then finally chose to lower 
himself carefully into a large chair with sturdy 



wooden arms. He used the arms for support, resting 
his elbows on them as he levered himself carefully 
down. Spike leapt forward to help him, but was 
stopped by the look in Xander’s eye. There was a 
wild creature in there, not his Xander. Some 
desperate need had propelled him down here, but 
he was still in shock. Spike stepped back, waving his 
hand uselessly, then sat down with a thump across 
from him.  

“How’re you feelin’ Xan?” he asked nervously.  

Xander nodded solemnly. He looked up to assure 
himself that the small blonde Slayer was still in the 
doorway then turned back to Spike.  

“Thpike,” his brow contracted with some effort. 
“Are you a fampire?”  

“A vampire?” Xander’s brow crinkled and a throb of 
tremendous sorrow shone in his eye. “No!” Spike 
leaned forward to take Xander’s hand. Got the 
same stare, drew back. “No, no still human, 
Xander.” He looked quickly around the office for 
some way to prove his mortality. Saw the girl’s 
small gold cross. He waved her over and she 



obediently bent to let him take the tiny golden 
charm into his fingers. He fondled it for a minute, 
then showed his unsigned fingers to Xander. “See? 
Still human.”  

Xander relaxed noticeably. He looked at the girl, 
and as if by some previous mutual agreement, she 
nodded and left the room. Xander sunk a bit into 
the chair. The movement made him grimace.  

“How come you hab bitth?” he asked in a low voice, 
his gaze fixed steadily on the spot just above and to 
the right of Spike’s shoulder.  

“I had a crazy hour when you went missing, Xan,” 
laughed Spike nervously. “Just waitin’ around for 
the heroes to go do somethin’ felt so stupid and 
useless…” he trailed off, remembering.  

“Who bith you?” asked Xander slowly. He dared to 
raise his dark gaze to Spike’s. Spike leaned forward 
eagerly.  

“Xan, please.” He stared into the liquid black hurt in 
Xander’s eye. “Please, Xander, believe me.”  

“Who bith you,” demanded Xander.  



“Angel,” said Spike tightly. “Xan…”  

Xander was looking at Spike’s throat again. “Okay,” 
he said slowly. “I’m going to thtake the bathtard.”  

“No, no, Xander, it wasn’t Angel’s fault.” Spike 
shook his head vehemently. “I asked him to.” 
Xander was back to staring at him with an eye that 
held a world of hurt.  

“Xander, please.” Spike suddenly found himself on 
his knees in front of Xander’s chair. He cautiously 
touched just the soft fabric of Xander’s sweat pants, 
looked up at him pathetically. “Please, Xander, I 
can’t stand it. Just…just talk to me. Or…” he 
floundered, hopelessly at a loss. “You’re the one 
who starts these things, Xander,” he said with a 
little petulant frustration in his voice. “I don’t 
bloody know what to say.”  

Xander stared at the man on his knees before him. 
“Thtartth thingth?” he asked wonderingly. “What 
thingth?”  

“You know.” Spike made a wide gesture with one 
hand. He shifted his weight from one knee to 



another, but didn’t move from his penitent posture. 
“You know, these talks we have. Where we talk 
about shit, like how we feel, and, and, oh bollocks, 
Xander!”  

Xander couldn’t smile without a great deal of pain. 
But he would have. “How do we feel, Thpike,” he 
asked gently.  

Spike looked up at him hopefully. He dared rest the 
palm of one hand on Xander’s knee. “Don’t be 
mad,” he said. “Xander. I … I need to hold you.” 
Tears welled in his eyes. “Just for a minute. Just so I 
know you’re…” he shook his head and swiped at his 
dribbling eyes with his arm. “Just need to.”  

“Okay, Thpike,” said Xander softly. He took a deep, 
ragged breath. “Okay, buth…” He could feel his 
whole body stiffening with fear. He looked quickly 
around the brightly lit room, no dark corners, no 
distant shuffling of fleshy feet. “Okay, buth if I 
can’t…” He stared up at Spike with a terrified look 
as the man bent carefully down to enfold him in his 
arms.  



Spike’s arms folded slowly, slowly, around him. 
Definitely not a vampire; Spike was shaking and hot 
and sweaty with emotion. His arms as they closed 
tighter around Xander were trembling and his 
breath came in painful little gasps. Xander kept his 
eyes open, but he could feel something small inside 
of him swelling out. It swelled as if it would burst. 
He reached up suddenly to wrap bandaged hands 
over the shaking hot back and pressed a sore cheek 
into a flannel shirt rank with sleep sweat. He 
inhaled deeply. “Thpike,” he whimpered. And dared 
to close his eyes.  

Spike held Xander as gently as he could. He rocked 
him carefully from side to side. He felt the arms, 
barely there, wrapped around him. Felt the soft hair 
brushing his skin as the head barely nestled up 
against him. Xander let himself relax minutely. 
Spike’s arms held a soft, buzzy bliss that felt better 
than the magically enhanced spray Giles had put on 
him. He floated in it for a long time, Spike humming 
softly some weird song, filling the dark in Xander’s 
head with a lovely color.  



Angel stood in the doorway, watching them. There 
had never been a time when he had been able to 
observe Spike, without the other vampire being 
aware of it and usually reacting to it. Even William, 
after the earlier days of their courtship, had had an 
extreme awareness of the Master Vampire who 
held him in thrall. Now, watching this being whose 
blood still animated his own body, Angel’s tongue 
moved involuntarily to swallow against the scent. 
Spike was oblivious to him and Angel resented it.  

He had tasted him again. The creature that was 
Angel stood in a miasma of what he was and what 
he was allowed. The demon screamed for 
possession. The distant human that Angel had been, 
also cried out that the blond was his. Everything 
about Angel felt and knew that Spike belonged to 
him. But the vampire who had learned to live with 
20th century American humans knew that none of 
these claims would be recognized.  

He tried to clear his throat delicately, but it came 
out in an abrupt harrumph. Both Spike and Xander 
jumped and looked up, startled. Their pupils were 
wide and black and Angel could smell them both. 



He slouched uncomfortably and looked away to 
hide the anger that rushed through him. “Wesley’s 
found something,” he said gruffly. “Wants you to 
come back.”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Xander had been carefully tucked in, this time into 
Spike’s waterbed. The little Slayer had traded 
watches with another, taller, dark eyed girl who 
made Angel nervous with her slow appraising 
glance and elegant long fingers as she smoothly 
flipped a stake over and over.  

When Spike was striding down the hallway in search 
of more pillows, Angel saw her give that tight little 
ass an appreciative, and rather knowledgeable, 
once over. Angel was horrified. “How old is she?” he 
asked Spike in a whisper, as the happily domestic 
blond loaded his arms with bed linens.  

Spike chuckled. “Bet she’s older than the Slayer was 
first time you bedded her.”  



Angel’s expression looked positively prim. “Buffy 
was mature for her age.”  

“Okay,” said Spike, raising a sarcastic eyebrow as he 
opened a drawer and found more tissues. “But 
mature fifteen year olds are still illegal in most 
states.” He grabbed a new role of gauze and added 
it to the pile in Angel’s arms. “Probably a good 
reason for that law,” opined Spike lightly. He 
stopped and looked at Angel.  

“You should be looking for someone more your 
age,” he said with a twinkle in his eye.  

Angel stilled and looked at Spike carefully through 
his lashes. “Are you suggesting that you are 
available?” he said, trying to keep his voice neutral.  

Spike laughed, strode off down the hallway so 
quickly that Angel had to struggle to follow him. 
“Nah, I’m thinkin’ more somebody as twisted and 
fucked up as you are. That kinda age.” He winked at 
the sloe eyed Slayer as he passed her. Then paused 
in the doorway to fully appreciate the vision waiting 
for him there.  



Xander lay half asleep, propped up on pillows at the 
head of the waterbed. The gauze on his face 
drooped and showed dried yellow and red blood, 
his medicated sore lip was purple and still oozed. 
His bandaged hands, already ragged with the wear 
of use, rested on the silken edge of the coverlet. His 
patch slipped down over his cheekbone and 
revealed part of the scar on his eye.  

Angel watched as Spike’s whole face softened in 
adoration. As Angel struggled with the confusion 
this engendered in him, Spike lay his supplies down 
and turned to close the door.  

“I’ll be down in a minute,” he promised softly, so as 
not to rouse Xander. “You should talk to that 
Watcher of yours.” He raised an eyebrow and 
couldn’t help but grin. “Keep him company for a bit, 
yeah? I think you two have a lot in common.”  

“What?” Angel found himself addressing a closed 
door, and stood for a second in befuddlement. He 
glanced at the Slayer, who spun her stake and 
returned his look steadily. Angel shook his head.  

“Getting old,” he said, shuffling off.  



12 Dark End of the Street 

Wesley impatiently awaited their return to the 
library. Giles had gone off to start the first of the 
many pots of tea they would be needing. Angel 
came back, without Spike, but with a weird, 
spooked look on his face.  

Wesley carefully set down the pen he had been 
tapping and assumed an air of amused forbearance. 
“Is there a problem?”  

“No. No.” Angel’s glance was dancing around the 
library. He looked everywhere but directly at 
Wesley. Wesley felt the mild burn of fear, and 
masked it with an air of calm boredom. He pushed 
his sleeves more firmly over his wrists, then leaned 
back in his chair in an exaggerated stretch. He saw 
Angel’s dancing glance skitter briefly across his 
chest, then dart quickly to the bookcases behind 
him.  

“What’s wrong, Angel?” demanded Wesley coldly, 
every nerve on his skin jumping.  

http://spanderfiles.com/arvs/metaforgirl/payless12.html


“Just. Spike said something strange,” admitted 
Angel finally, still not looking at him.  

Wesley schooled his heart not to jump, his 
breathing to not accelerate. “I should think you’d be 
accustomed to that,” he said dryly.  

Angel looked full on at Wesley. The cool blue eyes 
blinked at him calmly. And when had Wesley begun 
wearing contact lenses? The slight grizzle of the chin 
somewhat camouflaged the scars, though the angry 
red one on his neck stood out boldly, as always. 
Angel wondered, sadly, if Wesley ever wondered 
where that scar had come from. What nightmare 
had the PTB invented for him to explain it? Angel 
still felt the sting of betrayal from Wesley’s 
abduction of Connor, but why did Wesley look as if 
he, too, remembered their rift and regretted it? 
Why did his old friend’s mouth still turn down at the 
corners in that pained grimace? Wherefrom all this 
grim angst? For the first time since the moment he 
had wanted to kill him, Angel felt a tiny twinge of 
pity for this human.  
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Wesley looked away from Angel’s intense study. He 
couldn’t gaze into Angel’s eyes for long without that 
unquenchable, unnamable sorrow surging up in 
him. An aching hole sated only by acts he couldn’t 
describe, could only perform in secret. Twisted and 
tangled within the need to hurt and be hurt, his 
faith in and admiration for this creature. His own 
feelings of absolute devotion. And his fear of he 
knew not what.  

“Alright, break it up, kiddies,” said Spike in a cheery 
voice as he burst through the door. He looked from 
Angel to Wesley with an expression of such delight, 
Angel was suddenly vividly reminded of hot pokers 
and scratchy recordings of Bach. He writhed 
internally and checked the room for exits.  

“Ah yes, Spike.” Wesley busily began sorting 
through the pages he had marked. “We have an 
interesting reference here…” Angel watched his 
Watcher with his new sense of pity and thought 
how naïve he looked sitting there unaware that 
William the Bloody was grinning at him like the 
Cheshire Cat on crack.  



Spike bounced over to the chair next to Wesley, 
turned and straddled it. Leaning forward, every inch 
of lean muscle eager to pounce and scratch. “So, 
Watcher, feelin’ like a pint, maybe?”  

“Hardly, Spike.” Wesley segued his dismissal of such 
an idea smoothly into his monologue. “The 
reference in this particular document is to a wand 
that specifically interacts…”  

“Nose to the grindstone, eh?” said Spike chattily. He 
rocked his chair back a bit. “Angel’s like that too, ya 
know. Regular monk, poor pillock. Sometimes the 
only way to see that he has any fun is to, ah, make 
him, if you know what I mean.” He wiggled his 
eyebrows.  

"Yes, er," Wesley blinked as if to clear his head and 
went on, "as I said, there is specific reference too..."  

"Seems a shame really, such a good lookin' bloke, 
too, if you like that sorta overdressed, poofy, hair 
gelled thing..." continued Spike.  

Wesley paused in his recitation and regarded Spike 
with puzzlement. “What are you going on about, 



Spike?” His astonished gaze switched to Angel, 
looking for an explanation. He was even more 
amazed when Angel’s eyes widened, and dropped 
away from his own.  

“What I’m sayin’,” said Spike carefully, “is that I 
think you two wankers ought to go out on a date.”  

Angel made a choking sound and froze with his back 
to them. Wesley stared at Spike as if he had 
suddenly manifested horns. No, even if Spike had 
manifested horns, Wesley would not have looked 
quite so surprised.  

Giles came through the door at just that moment 
with a large tray rattling with tea things. Angel 
jumped to help him and occupied himself carefully 
setting out the cups and accessories. He continued 
to keep his back to Spike and Wesley.  

“Well,” said Giles clapping his hands together. 
“Have we made any progress?”  

Spike kicked his chair back and sulkily placed his 
feet on the table. “Nah, bleeding ‘opeless,” he 
stated in disgust.  



“Well, Spike,” said Giles in surprise. “Weren’t you 
interested in the specific reference Wesley has 
found to you in the prophecy?”  

Spike looked pained. “They have me name in 
there?” He waved his hand at the skin and blood 
encrusted sheets. “That’s just disgustin’.” He 
wrinkled his nose.  

Wesley sighed, and recovered his aplomb a bit. 
“They don’t actually mention you by name, no, but 
they do specifically speak about a man brought back 
to life by the...” He peered at the book, squinting, 
and rubbed his temple. “Well, apparently some kind 
of magical receptacle.” He looked at Spike. “I 
actually think it is the amulet to which they are 
referring.” He looked for the reference again, 
scanning the sheets. Spike rolled his eyes with 
boredom and watched Angel trying to find 
something else to occupy himself. True evil showed 
in Spike's gaze.  

"Oi," he said. "Angel. I think Wesley here needs a 
cuppa." He smiled at the wince he perceived in 
Angel's shoulders.  



Wesley continued, oblivious. “It’s interesting that 
the entity associated with the, err… 
receptacle…would appear not to have manifested 
yet. A genii of sorts, one could say…” he 
commented almost to himself.  

“Hold on there a mo.” All four legs of Spike’s chair 
hit the floor and he twirled around rapidly to give 
Wesley his full attention. “This thingy has a genii?”  

“Well, uh, in a manner of speaking.” Wesley’s finger 
hesitated over a passage and Giles assisted him, 
carefully lifting the sheet with the felt-tipped tongs. 
Both Watchers studied the script for a pace.  

“Yes,” said Giles. He cast a look of approval at 
Wesley, which Wesley blithely pretended meant 
nothing to him. “It would appear there is some kind 
of entity associated with the amulet.”  

Spike was leaning over the vellum with them, now. 
He scanned the demonic tongue as if he might be 
able to read it himself. Tisked with frustration. “So 
what does this genii do? Grant wishes? Do curses?”  



“It isn’t clear what its purpose is,” said Wesley. He 
sighed. “Really, Spike, the pertinent information is 
that the Wand of Magii is mentioned again, in this 
document. They are completely unrelated sources, 
both reputable, and they both report a close 
relationship between the man brought to life and 
the Wand.”  

Spike sat back down in his chair. He rubbed his 
forehead tiredly. “Either one a them ‘sources’ say 
what the thing looks like?” At Wesley’s head shake. 
“Where it might be?” At another negative. “Then 
why am I sittin’ here with you pillocks when I could 
be upstairs with…” he sighed. Pressed his lips 
together. “I could be where I’m needed.” He pushed 
himself up from the table.  

Angel found the fortitude finally to turn around. He 
addressed Wesley without looking at him. “Spike’s 
right, Wesley,” he said. “There’s nothing he can do 
until the Wand is found.”  

After Spike had left, Angel waited until Giles had left 
the room again, then made himself look at Wesley. 
“I’m sorry,” he said unhappily. “About what Spike 



said…” Wesley’s pupils flared with a kind of panic, 
his cheeks flushed red. He nodded.  

“Of course,” he said stiffly. “Ridiculous.”  

Angel nodded again, he smiled shyly and Wesley 
returned his smile with a tight, grim one of his own. 
Then both turned to stare unseeing at the texts that 
lay before them.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
When Spike slipped back into his darkened 
bedroom, Xander was still dozing, propped up at 
the head of the bed. The light through the streaked 
and dirty windows flowed over Xander’s face as if 
through ripple glass. As if he were under a kind of 
enchanted water. All bloodless flesh, black eye and 
hair. He looked like a drowning faerie from a book 
William had owned in his distant human childhood. 
A water demon, a changeling. Something that had 
been returned to him in his Xander’s shape from 
the dark place he had been taken to.  



Due either to the medication Giles kept applying to 
Xander’s wounds, or whatever enhanced medical 
knowledge a facility funded by Wolfram and Hart 
had at their disposal, or both, Xander’s least horrific 
wounds had healed significantly in only the twenty 
four hours since his rescue. His lips were still 
bruised, and a deep sore cut into the top one, but 
dry, flaky, healed skin covered the soft, pink flesh 
below. He smacked those lips uncomfortably and 
roused slightly.  

“Thpike,” he whispered, half awake.  

Spike softly petted the silky, black hair. “Yeah, Pet.”  

Xander’s eye fluttered and opened groggily. Spike 
was petting his head and smiling at him. It was like a 
dream he had had once. He was almost able to 
smile back. “Thpike,” he said raspily. “Can I haf 
thum real water?” He moved his mouth 
uncomfortably. “And thum fatheline?”  

“Some what?” Spike's face, smiling into his, was the 
kindest Xander had ever seen it this close up. He 
noted that the eye crinkles were deepening.  



Xander scrunched up his face and tried really hard 
to enunciate. “Vatheline,” he managed to get out.  

“Oh! Oh sure.” Spike rummaged through the 
supplies he had brought in earlier, and came up 
with the large jar of Vaseline. “Here, Xan, 
lemmee…” He popped off the lid and carefully 
dabbed some onto Xander’s mouth. Xander pushed 
into the soothing touch and Spike rubbed his finger 
back and forth on Xander’s lower lip, carefully over 
his upper, avoiding the unhealed area, back to his 
lower lip. He rubbed his finger back and forth and 
his breathing started coming a little thicker. Xander 
looked at him, and caught the finger carefully 
between his lips.  

They held like that for a second, the only parts of 
their bodies touching, the tip of Spike’s finger and 
the new, tender skin of Xander’s lips.  

Outside a siren briefly beeped, and the sound of an 
angry shout drifted then faded. Music thumped 
from an overloud stereo system. In the room, 
Xander breathed with a little wet sound through his 
nose. He stared, with childlike solemnity, into 



Spike’s eyes. And let the finger slip from his mouth 
with an imperceptible lisp.  

“Xander,” said Spike thickly. He moved carefully 
towards Xander and saw the chest drawing in, the 
small, feeble lift of the bandaged hands, as Xander 
drew back from him. He stilled. "Just wanna hold 
you, Xan. 'Kay pet, just wanna hold you and talk?"  

Another long study by the darkling’s gaze, then 
Xander nodded. Spike edged up to the headboard, 
and gingerly gathering the bandaged, shaking man 
into his arms, he finally rested Xander against his 
chest and kissed the top of the silky head.  

"You always have so many bloody questions, Xan," 
Spike said softly against Xander’s hair. He rested his 
cheek there and sighed. "Do you want to ask ‘em 
now, luv?"  

Once again Spike sensed the solemn decision being 
made. Xander’s dark head moved in a small nod 
against his chest.  

But for a while still they didn't speak. The waterbed 
moved under them to the rhythm of their 



breathing. Muted sounds of the city leaked through 
the muddy glass and Xander felt the slight pressure 
of Spike's lips on his hair. Spike’s hands lightly 
stroking up and down his arms. Spike’s heart 
beating against his back. Xander plucked at the odd 
threads littering his mind.  

"Thpike," he said finally. "I remember Willow, don't 
I?"  

Spike's hand, with its hard callused knuckles and all 
the little cuts that came with autowork, curled a bit 
more around his arm. "Yeah, luv, she was here."  

"And Buffy?"  

"Yeah, Xan." Xander could not tell if his own heart 
was beating harder, or if it was Spike's. Lying close 
together like this, the sensation against his back was 
the same. He took a deep breath and closed his eye. 
"Are you going to leave with her now?" he said 
quite clearly. Xander felt Spike’s body still. “I mean,” 
he whispered, desperate to get this straight. “I 
know you haf to. I don’t ethpect you to wait for me 
to get well…”  



“Shh…shh,” said Spike. “I’m not going anywhere, 
Xander.” Spike’s arms came around him and his lips 
brushed Xander’s hair, the lovely buzz tickled over 
Xander’s scalp but he pulled away from it, needing 
to not need it.  

“Xander,” Spike’s voice, muffled against Xander’s 
hair, sounded funny. “Buffy and I are just friends, 
Xander. It’s the way it was supposed to be.”  

Xander knew this wasn’t true. He had seen Spike 
agonize over Buffy. He had seen what he was willing 
to do for her. He couldn’t imagine any reason Spike 
would stay here when he could go off with Buffy. 
Unless he had something else to keep him here.  

"Thpike," said Xander softly. "Do you want to thtay 
with Angel?" The rumble in Spike’s chest and puff of 
air against the top of Xander’s head was an amused 
chuckle.  

“God, no. Why would I want to do that?”  

“Well,” Xander moved uncomfortably. Emotion 
made his skin ache. He pushed around with his 
shoulders a bit and felt Spike give way behind him, 



as if accommodating him. It made him relax. “Well, 
he bith you…” he said in a small voice. “Dothn’t that 
mean thumthing? To, to…”  

“To vampires? Yeah, I guess.” Spike bit his lip and 
rested his chin on Xander’s head for a minute, 
gathering courage or thoughts. He couldn’t have 
said which. He absently smoothed the ragged edge 
of gauze over Xander’s hand. The dim light swelled, 
and the waterbed on which they sat moved slightly. 
Spike felt Xander press himself against his body. It 
was a kind of comfort.  

“Thanks,” he said, shakily. “Xander, it’s hard to 
explain about Angel, proper like.” Spike’s mind 
skated through long, dark alleys. He played with 
Xander’s sleeve. Took another steadying breath. 
“Xan, there weren’t no bloody homosexuality when 
I was turned,” he blurted out. Just saying the word 
sent the spike of shock once more through his body. 
He laughed. A gruff, uncomfortable sound. 
“Thought it were all part of that prat, William’s, 
problem. Poncy, lack-brained little bender,” he said 
angrily. “I ain’t him. I don’t wanna be him.” He felt 
the warm body nestled against his move a little, and 



interpreted before Xander had to speak. “Yeah, 
guess you went through some a that too, din’t ya? 
Heh.” He hugged Xander a little closer, didn’t feel 
the body stiffen, and sighed as a little more of his 
tension released. “Well, maybe I should tell you 
that Angel and I…” He unconsciously tightened his 
hold on Xander, as he tried, for the first time in his 
existence, to put words to that relationship. “Angel 
and I had a history of sorts. It weren’t like you and 
me,” he said hurriedly. “Nothin’ like it, Xan. I…” He 
stopped breathlessly. “I was not myself,” he 
remembered. “And then Percy.” Xander twisted in 
his arms, something stiffening in him, and Spike 
bent his lips to mouth the silky hair. “Nah, Xan, he 
weren’t so bad. I was lost and…and cold and…” he 
paused, the light going on in his own mind. “like 
with Angelus, I guess. He took care of me. Showed 
me what ta do to survive. And I… I did what I had 
to.” In his mind, he saw the picture he was 
presenting. It made him cringe. He dimly felt the 
reassuring press of Xander’s body against him again, 
and clung to it.  



“I love you, though, Xander Harris. You know that, 
yeah?” It was a little unsettling how still Xander was 
after that declaration. Spike felt the shiver of 
emotional distress seemingly passing back and forth 
between them. “Fucked up good, this time, I guess,” 
he said in a whisper. “It’s okay, Xan. Just let me.” He 
sighed. “Just let me hold you now, tonight? And we 
can talk. And you’ll see, yeah? I’ll show you.”  

Spike cradled his dark faerie child in his arms until 
he felt Xander sink once more into sleep. He eased 
down next to him and carefully picked up the phone 
sitting on the nightstand. He stared into space for a 
minute, reciting something to himself, then rapidly 
pressed in a series of numbers.  

“Yeah, hey there,” he whispered into the phone in a 
low voice. “You remember that big, ugly place I told 
yer I’m at, then? Well, I need you to come cop us 
there tomorrow.” He listened for a minute, then 
grinned. “Yeah, sure, bring ‘em along, make for a 
greater distraction.” He nodded at the phone. 
“Sure, sure, good times, jest I ‘ave ter see a man 
about sommat first.” He grinned at the receiver 



again. “I told you, you bleedin’ poofter, I’m spoken 
for.” He chuckled. “Yeah. Thanks.” And he rang off.  

Xander stirred slightly against his pillows and Spike 
turned to him. “I’ll show you, luv,” he swore to the 
pale face. “You’ll see.”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Joe Hill hunched down in the front seat of the dirty 
green Volvo and dabbed at a burger stain on his 
jacket with the tiny napkin that had come in the bag 
of fast-food. He sighed. Normally not especially 
fastidious, he had nevertheless been in this same 
spot, watching this same bar entrance, for so long 
he was starting to really not enjoy his own 
company. He wrinkled his nose and reached into 
the side pocket, searching for a new tree-shaped air 
freshener. The pine scented one hanging now from 
his rear view mirror had been beaten into 
submission already.  

So he wasn’t looking up when the man appeared, or 
when the door opened for the first time in his two-



week vigil. He jumped and almost banged his elbow 
on the horn when he saw the man standing at the 
door, speaking to whomever made the shadow in 
the crack of light there. He scrabbled across the 
seat for the remote control that would activate the 
small microphone set into the door he watched, 
and switched it to record.  

“…always the same questions,” said the man 
outside tiredly. “You know what I’ve come for.”  

“Price gone up,” said the silhouetted one in a 
weirdly melodic voice.  

“Of course it has,” said the man in the bored, 
cultured tones of a well-bred Britisher. There was a 
paper crinkle and an unidentifiable clink as the two 
figures exchanged a sum Joe couldn’t make out, 
then the door opened wider and the English guy 
walked in. He paused in the doorway and looked 
behind him. His observer slunk down further in his 
seat, just seeing the streetlight shining on the 
angular, scarred face for a second. Long enough, 
though.  



He reached into his pocket and flicked open the tiny 
cell phone, pressed speed dial number one. “Yeah, 
that Price fellah you been waiting for is here,” he 
whispered immediately as it was answered. “Don’t 
know, do I?” he said peevishly. “Didn’t go in there 
with him.” He listened for a moment. “I don’t think 
so, no. Not the sort a place I’m comfortable in, if 
you know what I mean.” He sneered at whatever 
comment this response had evoked. “Yeah, so are 
you,” he said. He flicked the phone closed. 
“Asshole,” he muttered.  

He hunkered down further in his seat, peeling back 
the lid of his take out coffee and sipping it gingerly. 
It would probably be a long watch. The guys that 
frequented this place would sometimes be in there 
for days. Sometimes they never came out at all. Joe 
occasionally thought of going down and checking 
out a few missing persons photos, surreptitiously 
like. Never knew where some money could be 
made, rewards for information regarding the 
disappearance of so and so. He suspected, though, 
that the firm he worked for, and who paid him 
handsomely he had to admit, would punish that 



little bit of moonlighting with somewhat more 
severity than his limited mind wanted to imagine.  

He switched his tiny cell phone to its built in video 
game and began expertly pressing the buttons. 
Served the perves right if they got ‘hurt’, he told 
himself.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Xander woke the next morning covered with ants. 
He twitched and wriggled and moved to brush them 
off with his hands, but the skin of his hands crawled 
with the fast, annoying tickles as well. Coming 
awake gradually, supremely itchy and 
uncomfortable in almost every extremity, including 
the inside of his mouth, Xander finally realized 
through the haze of drugs that his healing skin was 
itching with abominable dryness.  

“Spike,” he said, surprising himself with his clarity. 
He tried it again and winced when the flesh on his 
tongue objected. “Thpike,” he said more carefully. 



And felt the quick, reassuring grip around his chest 
as Spike came to.  

“Xander,” said Spike, rousing confusedly. “Xan, 
mate, you okay?”  

“Itchy, Thpike.” Xander writhed, rubbing at his 
hands then wincing, then rubbing again. “Itchy 
horrible crawly itchy eferywhere,” he whined, 
writhing in Spike’s lap, down onto the bed, around 
on the covers. He rolled, rubbing his itching crotch 
against the sheets, then yelping with the sting of it.  

Spike tumbled off the bed, rummaging so quickly 
for the sorboline he was knocking things off the 
nightstand. He turned to Xander and groaned at the 
sight. The man was on his belly, rubbing himself 
against the sheets and crying out pathetically. Spike 
didn’t know if he should laugh or leap on him.  

“Okay, Xander. Okay, calm down, pet. Here, roll 
over.” Spike crawled onto the bed and gently eased 
Xander onto his back, chuckling. Xander whimpered 
and rubbed at his face with a bandaged hand, 
pushing loose the gauze. It slipped from his face in a 
shower of dead skin. Spike winced and laughed. 



“Gah, fuckin’ horrible pet, you look like a leper,” he 
chuckled, grabbing at Xander’s hands before he did 
more damage to himself. Xander wriggled and 
thrust his hips in an effort to scratch the itch there. 
Spike, hanging over him, wrists firmly held, looked 
down at the writhing, thrusting man and felt his 
cock harden with a sudden thump of blood. He 
made an appreciative sound, grinning. Xander 
looked up into his eyes. And was afraid.  

Spike leapt away. Xander scrabbled back towards 
the headboard, pushing himself with his heels and 
elbows. He was panting. Spike sat back on his 
haunches and held up his hands, palms out, in a 
show of harmlessness.  

“It’s okay, Xander,” he said, making his voice as 
calm as he could. “It’s okay, luv, I won’t touch you if 
you don’t want me to.”  

“Thpike,” whispered Xander. His face started to 
crinkle as he realized what had just happened. 
“Spike,” he enunciated slowly and carefully. “I do 
want you to … to touch,” he squeaked sadly. He 
rubbed at his itchy cheek unconsciously. His eye 



wandered around the room, that vague look coming 
into it again.  

Spike kept his hands visible and slowly picked up 
the sorboline. “I can help you with the bandages, 
Xan,” he said in a clear, steady voice without a 
touch of London street in it. “But I won’t touch you, 
if you don’t want me to.”  

Xander’s breathing calmed, he wriggled 
unconsciously and rubbed at his thigh. “Okay,” he 
said fearfully.  

He placed one hand in Spike’s and watched as the 
blond carefully worked loose the little metal frog 
and unwound the gauze. Another cascade of skin 
followed.  

“Yuck,” said Xander definitely. “That is tho groth.” 
Spike looked up at him, amused, and they shared a 
smile. The tension in both men relaxed a notch.  

Spike carefully dabbed Xander’s hand with the 
sorboline. “Watcher put extra juice into that spray, I 
think,” he said easily, stroking the soothing cream 
into Xander’s skin. “Yer healing almost as fast as a 



vampire, Xan.” He chuckled. “Look at these lobster 
claws of yours.” he reached for Xander’s other 
hand.  

Xander surrendered to the soft ministrations; 
Spike’s voice rocking him gently in its warmth, the 
waterbed giving easily, the fear draining out of him. 
He eased back into the pillows as Spike gently 
removed the gauze from his face, his neck, slid the 
cool slippery lotion over his skin, still talking in that 
deep, soothing, almost hypnotic, voice. The warm 
eyes crinkled with a smile, the hand gently stroking 
and stroking.  

Spike loosened the little metal frog that held the 
gauze across Xander’s crotch and gently lifted the 
dried material away. He kept speaking to Xander in 
the voice he had used as a vampire to hypnotize his 
victims, trying not to cry out with rage and pain at 
the fresh, hairless skin there, the raw, pink penis 
almost translucent. He could see all the veins. 
Speaking slowly and steadily, he talked about the 
medication, Giles’ restrictions on movement, 
anything to lull Xander and keep him calm as Spike 
slowly stroked the sorboline into the flaccid shaft.  



Xander lay back watching him with that great 
darkling eye of his. His hips rolled a little and he 
sighed as Spike felt the tender penis twitch a little 
under his hand. Not knowing if what he was doing 
was right or not, but suddenly unable to stop, Spike 
kept stroking. Xander sighed again and thrust a bit. 
His cock definitely swelled.  

“Thpike,” he whispered. “Pleath keep doing that.”  

“Yeah,” breathed Spike, his own dick hardening 
uncomfortably. He shifted a bit on the bed, and 
dipped his whole hand into the sorboline, so he 
could wrap it around Xander’s shaft. No pulling, 
nothing harsh, just more stroking. He sped up a 
little bit. “Xander,” he said low in his throat. “God, 
Xan…”  

Xander’s balls were tightening. He could feel the 
little stings of electricity spiraling and slipping up his 
spine, vibrating sensations deep in his rectum, the 
pressure as the blood began to thrum, Spike’s hand 
flying up and down now. “Oh,” said Xander 
suddenly. The tightening was squeezing at 
something. He could feel something sharp. “Oh, no, 



stop,” Xander twitched away, Spike immediately 
stopped and let go. Xander doubled over as a sharp 
pain shot up inside of him. “No. Stop. I can’t stand 
it,” Xander’s voice rose shrilly.  

“I stopped, Xander. I’m stopping,” said Spike in a 
panic. He reached for the man, felt him jerk away. 
Xander was crying and whimpering, rolling curled 
around himself as if in great pain. “Xander.” Spike 
was desperate. “What’d I do, Xan? What’s wrong?”  

Xander was sobbing into the mattress now. He 
brought his arm up to cover his face and cried. “I 
can’t,” Spike heard his muffled voice, “I can’t.”  

“Xander?” Afraid to touch, desperate to comfort, 
Spike buried his head in his own hands and berated 
himself with a series of curses. “Bloody stupid, 
selfish pillock,” he finished off vehemently.  

Xander stayed face down on the mattress with his 
arm flung over his head. His balls and cock throbbed 
with want. The salt from his tears stung on his raw 
cheeks. The man he loved and desired almost every 
waking moment sat near him on the mattress 
shifting back and forth in a misery of frustration, 



cursing himself in American, English and something 
probably Demonic. And there was nothing Xander 
could do to make it better.  

“Thorry, Thpike,” Xander said into the mattress. 
“Thorry. I can’t.”  

Spike’s instinct to touch Xander overwhelmed his 
reason and he placed his hand gingerly on a 
shoulder. Xander didn’t flinch and Spike’s mouth 
grimaced into a tiny smile as he acknowledged to 
himself that the touch comforted him probably 
more than Xander. “Don’t be sorry, pet,” he said in 
that voice that calmed Xander. They sat like that for 
a while. Xander finally let his arm fall from his head.  

“Sorry,” he whispered again, enunciating with care 
because it was important to him.  

“Shh shh, don’t,” said Spike soothingly. He let his 
hand move a bit, a small stroke across the muscular 
shoulder. “I’m gonna go get the Watcher, pet. ‘S 
that okay? Mebbee he’ll put some more of that 
medicine on ya.”  

“Okay,” said Xander. “Spike?”  



“Yeah, pet?”  

“Don’t … don’t tell Giles what happened, okay?”  

Spike blinked. “Mebbee something’s wrong, Xan.”  

Xander lifted his head so he could look at Spike. His 
lower lip wobbled a bit and Spike felt his defenses 
blown away. “’Kay, Xan,” he said helplessly. He 
stood and walked out. Stopped at the door. “Need 
help gettin’ decent, luv?” he asked. Xander’s eye 
widened and Spike thought he saw his lover 
instinctively flinch at the prospect of contact. It 
made him feel sick to see it.  

“N…no, thank you, Thpike,” Xander lisped.  

Spike managed to keep the gentle smile on his face 
until he had fully shut the door.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
“Alright,” announced Spike loudly from the balcony 
to the assembled multitude of humans in the lobby. 
“I need to kill something.” About ten faces turned at 



this proclamation. A rainbow of plumage shifting as 
the dyed hair on several heads flopped backwards.  

“Shibby!” said a little, green-haired boy. He hopped 
and mock-punched a big man wearing a black sex-
pistols t-shirt with torn-off sleeves.  

“Fuckin’ A!” agreed the man, wrapping a huge bicep 
around the hapless chartreuse head and rapping on 
it soundly. “Who we gonna off, man?”  

“Hey ya, Spike!” chortled Jaymie, working his way to 
the front of the throng. The oversized painter pants 
hung down low enough to reveal the roll of 
cherubic hips. He flung his arm lazily back towards 
an annoyed Gunn. “Tell yer bodyguard we is okay.”  

The expression on Gunn’s face was almost enough 
to make Spike smile. He rubbed his neck and 
shrugged an apology at the grim-faced man. “Yeah, 
Jaymie’s my mate, man”  

Fred stood next to Gunn studying the variety of 
colors in the dreadlocks of a young man standing 
near her. “Oh!” she said, pointing at his bejeweled 
nipple ring. “Are those handcuffs?” Dreadlocks 



dipped a curtsey at her, the floating slither of it 
courtesy of a controlled substance.  

Fred giggled and looked up at Gunn with a 
speculative expression. Gunn saw it and whipped 
his dark, boiling gaze back to Spike. “Okay, blondie,” 
he said. “What’s going on?”  

“Spike’s going to help us with our performance 
tonight,” Jaymie spat out so smoothly that Gunn 
should have been alerted. If he hadn’t wanted them 
out of the lobby so badly.  

“S right,” Spike concurred, leaping easily down the 
steps and draping his arm across an ambiguously 
gendered person with beads strung through his/her 
hair. “Need ta rehearse.” He looked hard at Jaymie. 
“Right now, no time ta waste.”  

Jaymie’s dazzled glance caught, as if on a hook in 
the air, and focused somewhat on their agenda. 
“Right now,” he repeated happily, to no one in 
particular. His feet did a graceful loop and pointed 
him back at the door. Like the lead bird in a flock of 
geese, Jaymie’s vague movement seemed to shift 



everyone. Spike dove for the door and flung it open 
as the little stream flowed outside.  

Gunn suddenly intuited a fast one and called after 
Spike as he skipped out the door, “Hey! Where are 
you going?”  

Spike paused in the doorway, hand on the knob. 
“The Tar Pits.” He looked up at Gunn and rolled his 
eyes. “Be back in time for curfew, daddy,” he 
simpered.  

Jaymie appeared beside him, his strong fingers 
snaking around Spike’s waist and hugging him close, 
as he nuzzled Spike’s shoulder. “’S this Richard guy 
gonna meet us there, Spike?” he asked, blinking 
coquettishly. Spike looked down at him, laughing 
good-naturedly, and shoved him away. “Sure, sure,” 
he said and pulled the door to as he left.  

Xander wasn’t stupid to begin with, and he was 
certainly not stupid regarding Spike. You don’t 
spend six months watching someone with every 
nerve, hanging fire on their every word, each crinkle 
of emotion marked, without knowing when 
something is wrong. Xander knew Spike was upset, 



knew he blamed himself for Xander’s distress, knew 
how helpless and bitter about that helplessness 
Spike could become.  

He twitched impatiently under Giles’ ministrations. 
“Where did he go after he called you?” he asked 
again.  

Giles sprayed Xander’s hand carefully. “Downstairs I 
suppose,” he said absently. “Xander, I can wrap 
these again if you want, but exposure to the air will 
help the healing. Perhaps if you…”  

“Yeah, Giles.” Xander sat up, plucking carefully at 
his t-shirt with a hand so covered with shiny gel it 
made it look like plastic. “Yeah, thanks, uh, gotta 
get up though, you know? Visit the little boys’ 
room?”  

“Oh, yes of course,” said Giles, allowing Xander to 
slip off the bed and helping him into his robe. “Just, 
er, be careful.”  

“Yeah, careful.” Xander opened the door with his 
elbows deftly before Giles could come to his aid, 
and slipped out.  



He padded downstairs, gathering the flapping robe 
gingerly around himself. Fred and Gunn were in the 
lobby, arguing again from the looks of it. Gunn’s 
face was flushed and he seemed a bit excited.  

“No putting holes in perfectly good body parts! 
None! This is not negotiable!”  

“Hey,” said Xander, cutting off Fred’s reply. 
“Where’s Spike?”  

Gunn rolled his head back and made a noise 
through his nose to express his feelings about that 
question. “Off with his punk friends,” he told 
Xander. He shot Fred another look. “None!” he said, 
as she slid her arm into his and his whole body kind 
of melted sideways.  

“Aw, Charles…” Fred drawled prettily. She smiled 
and dimpled.  

Ooh, very nice, thought Xander. He figured Gunn 
would cave in about two more minutes. “Where did 
they go?” he asked the couple patiently.  

Gunn was gazing with horror at Fred. “None?” he 
begged pathetically. He turned his defeated eyes on 



Xander. “Off to the La Brea Museum, he said.” He 
thought for a minute. “To meet some guy named 
Richard.”  

“Richard?” Xander felt that time slowed to the point 
that he could see and count every dust mote in the 
frozen light beams hanging suspended in the air 
around him. “Are you sure,” he managed to say 
from lungs suddenly squeezed empty of air. “Are 
you sure he said Richard?”  

“Yeah.” Gunn frowned at Xander’s expression. 
“Why, who is the guy?”  

“Nobody,” breathed Xander. “That’s the problem.” 
He looked down at himself. In boxers, a filthy t-shirt 
and a robe. Barefoot. “Fuck. I need your help, man. I 
need to go down there.”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Before the wide, traffic clogged Wilshire Boulevard 
had been laid on its outer edge. Before the city of 
Los Angeles mission, ten miles east, had mortared 



its first stone. Before the Spanish priest had notated 
it in his journal, and even before the Chumash 
Indians, who watched the fires fed by tar and petrol 
and dry sage from their camps on the beach, felt 
the earth tremble, and told tales of Angels Walking. 
Even before that, the pit had existed. The ten foot 
high chain link fence around the tar pit was new in 
comparison, but in human years, it was pretty old. 
Spike yanked at it experimentally, felt the sway. He 
looked up and down the sidewalk that ran from the 
LA County Art Museum steps to the La Brea 
Museum, then back across the small black pool to a 
copse of scrub bushes there. “I know,” he muttered 
irritably. “Can’t just leap walls with a single bound 
anymore, mate.” He sniffed distastefully.  

If the earth were to manifest a pus-oozing sore, it 
would have been the pit. The tar’s surface, covered 
with leaves, caught bugs, and minuscule smears of 
damp, was immobile in its thickness. Ancient and ill. 
It stank, even upwind, its fetid gas breaking from 
oily spheres as they rose from some eons old depth, 
saturating the air around it.  

http://www.rth.org/tarpits/


It fed on the bodies of creatures too old for even 
The Master to have seen. The museum, 20 yards 
behind Spike’s left shoulder, held a smattering of 
recovered remains. Dinosaurs, primitive humans, 
the bones of which were considered suitable for 
display. More contemporary remains, creatures 
caught accidentally or flung on purpose, were on 
record, but that unsavory truth was not thrust at 
the public by the museum. The fence’s purpose was 
to prevent or dissuade future occurrences.  

Spike jerked at the chain link again, searching for a 
foothold or a gap. Children ran by wearing balloon 
hats twisted in the shaped of animals. They waved 
the toys purchased at the museum store, plastic 
representations of dinosaurs. Fiberglass, life-size 
duplicates had been installed by the museum in the 
pit itself. As illustrations of the pit’s history, for 
those with less imagination. A baby mastodon was 
preserved there, bleating in terror, its tiny trunk 
reaching towards its desperate mother, her feet 
stuck in the tar. The fiberglass was dingy and 
encrusted with smog. The maternal representation 
tipped sadly.  



If Los Angeles were to manifest a physical heart, it 
would have been the pit. Spike was focusing on a 
point in the bushes just beyond the adult 
mastodon’s figure. “Why here, ya bloody wanker?” 
he hissed, shaking the fence in frustration, and 
glancing nervously again up and down the sidewalk. 
Policemen strolled by regularly. Their attention 
seemed diverted by Jaymie’s noisome troop, setting 
up their rig on a nearby platform, but Spike was 
hyper aware of his non-status. He still saw in his 
mind’s eye the autoshop employees being trooped 
into the INS van.  

Perhaps attracted to a bug trapped there, a bird 
swooped and was caught suddenly in the tar; it 
flopped sideways and began flapping its wings 
desperately. The small crowd of tourists around the 
fence immediately raised an alarm of sympathy and 
Spike watched as a white suited technician carefully 
edged through a far corner of the fencing. The 
crowd called out encouragement as a wide net at 
the end of an aluminum sliding pole was thrust 
carefully towards the struggling bird, and Spike 



slipped smoothly through the gap in the fence and 
behind a scrub oak tree.  

“You are a funny one,” he growled, glancing around 
nervously as he tried to keep himself hidden 
amongst the bushes. A largish crowd had gathered 
to watch the bird’s rescue. Their focus seemed, 
happily, to be on that corner of the fifty-foot square 
enclosure, but Spike felt quite exposed nonetheless. 
“Could have tossed the thing over the fence, I 
think,” commented Spike as he knelt unhappily on 
the stinking damp ground and crawled rapidly 
towards the tree on which he had been focused.  

In the background the crowd cheered approval as 
the bird was lifted to safety. Spike peered up into 
the branches. His eyes widened and seemed to 
bedazzle momentarily with sunlight. “Oh,” he 
breathed, and reached eagerly towards a 
nondescript branch. His hand closed around one 
protruding twig, and his whole body started. He 
stood up suddenly and without thought. Gaping.  

“Hey, look!” yelled a voice from the crowd. 
Someone pointed. A couple dozen heads swiveled 



to see the man standing, as if drugged, amongst the 
trees in the enclosure.  

“Hey, you,” yelled the technician frantically. “Get 
out of here.” He was looking for the police, waving 
his free arm. “You idiot, get out!”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
“Wonder what’s going on over there,” said Gunn, 
looking towards the crowd gathered near the 
museum.  

They were in the parking lot across the common 
lawn from the museums and event pavilions. 
Xander worked his way out of the car, slamming the 
door shut with his hip. The swirling dread in his 
belly informing him long before he turned around 
to see what Gunn indicated. “Spike,” called Xander 
with absolute assurance, heading across the grassy 
lot at a sprint.  

Fear made him faster and more aggressive. From 
the periphery of the crowd, he pushed his way 



forcefully to the front, people turned as he shoved, 
to protest, but were silenced by the torn face, the 
patch, the look of terror. “Spike!” shouted Xander.  

Spike turned from his roost atop the hurricane 
fence. He wobbled and the fence swayed below 
him. “Hey, whelp,” he said in a genial voice. Five of 
LA’s finest stood directly below him. One officer had 
his hands on the fence, as if he were going to climb 
up after him. They were apparently held back by 
their concern that any aggression would pitch Spike 
off the fence directly into the pool of tar. Spike 
looked back down at them quizzically. His eyes 
wandered over again to Xander’s. “Fellers want 
something from me, pet,” he said conversationally. 
He moved a foot and the fence swayed 
dramatically. The crowd gasped, but Spike kept his 
balance easily, his body swaying with the give of the 
fence as if he had spent his life on a tightrope. The 
police turned at Spike’s words, saw Xander pushing 
forward.  

“My friend’s ill,” Xander said as low as he could to 
an officer within earshot. “Spike,” he called in that 



voice he had learned from the bad time. “Whatchya 
doin’ up there?”  

“Um, tryin’ not ta get arrested?” said Spike. Some 
people in the crowd laughed.  

“What did he do?” Xander asked without taking his 
eyes off Spike. The blond took a few mincing steps 
along the fencing, turned and minced back. The 
group of officers below him followed, looking like a 
routine from a keystone cops flick. The crowd 
laughed again, appreciatively. Spike bowed and 
grinned wolfishly.  

“Trespassing mostly,” said an officer. “Is he high? 
Does he carry a weapon?”  

Xander let his eyes slide, for a minute, over the 
uniformed group gathered below Spike’s perch. He 
took in the leather-covered billy clubs, the 
holstered guns. “He’s a pacifist,” he said, steeling 
the muscles of his face and his voice against 
anything remotely sarcastic. “He would never do 
anything violent.”  



“I’m an anarchist,” screamed Spike to the crowd. 
The laughter this time was louder. “I’m the 
antichrist,” he sang. “I’m a fuckin’ animal!” he 
yelled, windmilling his arms. He hopped, 
experimentally, on the fencing, and amazingly did 
not fall.  

The policeman Xander had been speaking to lifted 
the billy club from the hook on his belt.  

“And I’m gonna live forever,” Spike sang out, 
dramatically flinging his arms out to both sides in a 
Christlike posture. It was, unfortunately, the same 
posture he had struck just before he had flung 
himself from the roof and Xander involuntarily leapt 
forward, crying out a warning. Spike’s eyes found 
and pierced him once, then his head dipped, his 
whole body gathered and the blond leapt into 
space.  

Someone screamed. Xander thought it might have 
been him. One of the less stable policemen drew his 
weapon. But before he could make a fatal mistake, 
before Xander’s heart could stop beating, before 
anyone there could understand what was 



happening, Spike had landed thirty feet away, on 
the other side of the crowd, on both feet with 
apparent ease, and sprinted off at an inhuman 
speed.  

There was a silence like the hole in sound that 
follows a sonic boom. Then everyone. The police 
and the crowd at large, turned to stare at Xander.  

“Wow,” said Xander. He whistled with amazement, 
took a step back. “I mean, who was that guy?” He 
scanned the crowd, goofing and trying to buck and 
shuffle his way back into anonymity. The police 
continued to watch him. He rubbed his neck, 
winced as he scraped raw flesh. Turned the wince 
into a half-assed smile. “Hey, guys?” he said weakly. 
He looked around again desperately. “Gunn? Fred?”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
People imagine they want different things in their 
lives. They imagine they want looks, money, 
prestige. The objects that represent those 
attributes. They imagine they want love, adulation, 



respect and the trappings of those. But, ultimately, 
it all comes down to power. The power to take what 
one needs. The power to keep it.  

Spike was bursting, flying and screaming with 
power. The minute he had grasped that insignificant 
sprout of wood and it had come easily into his hand, 
as if merging with him, he had felt it slide, as a blue 
liquid Freon mass through his being. He burned with 
power; he felt his skin was alight and glowing with 
it.  

He ran until he thought he would be exhausted, 
then he ran some more. Here it was, the thing he 
had missed and tried to approximate with drugs 
and drink. His body pulsed with health, the sore leg 
completely free of pain, his heartache seemed as a 
muddy plain below his winged feet.  

He was free of the curse of mortality. Lifted above 
that species once again. He ran down La Brea so 
fast, most of the dozy pedestrians didn’t even note 
him, through the stalls of the Farmer’s Market, 
rifling the wares, then spinning on a dime away 
before he was seen.  



And he could feel them all again. His senses, 
clogged and sluggish with mortality, had cleared 
and he could smell the otherworld. Feel their 
presence, his fellow creatures. He paused to 
breathe it in. And yes, he was standing warm in a 
sun that didn’t burn him to cinder, he still breathed 
and his blood still flooded his veins, but this world 
was the world he knew. He was Spike again, he was 
strong again.  

Too bad this thing was evil. Spike made himself stop 
when he reached the roof of the Wiltern Theater. 
He leaned against the restored green balustrade 
and watched cars moving up and down the flagged 
boulevard. “I can taste it, ya know,” he addressed 
his companion affably, over his shoulder. “There’s 
no use in you telling me it ain’t.”  

He turned around and leant against the thin railing, 
absolutely fearless of the potential fall. Squinted 
into the white and glaring light across the crushed 
stone roof. “Yeah, well, destiny schmestiny,” he 
sneered. “I ain’t doin’ nothin’ till I know who’s 
behind this.” He pushed himself up and strolled 
easily to the roof access door. Turned suddenly on 



his heel and addressed the smog thick glaring air. “I 
think maybe you’re gettin’ a little big on yerself, 
mate,” he sneered. “I’m the one what released you, 
right?” He opened the door. “Comin’?” he asked 
politely. He frowned. “Yeah, exactly what I was 
sayin’, Richard,” he growled. “What choice have you 
got?” He slammed closed the door.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
The first officer stood at the door, his handed rested 
with an unsettling familiarity on his holstered 
weapon. Giles proffered the papers to his partner, a 
small plastic id and a heavy parchment encrusted 
with a giant seal. He wore an air of extreme 
patience in the face of unmitigated gall.  

“As you can see, officer,” he gestured. “He was 
raised in London, but he is definitely a naturalized 
citizen.”  

The policeman handed the paperwork back and 
looked around the lobby with the cool eye of a 
professional. “Didn’t know this place was open 



again,” he mentioned, his gaze taking in the 
weapons’ case for the hundredth time.  

“As a museum, of course,” said Wesley, stepping 
forward to partially block the officer’s view of the 
more unusual pieces. “I’m sorry for the trouble,” he 
said, in a voice so haughty he practically spoke 
through his nose. “I’m sure our friend will be no 
more bother once he resumes his medication.” His 
eyes slid up to meet Xander’s.  

Xander sat on the staircase, exhausted with worry, 
stress, and the remains of physical shock. He had 
sat in a police station for three hours, orating 
paperwork. Then come home in a squad car to 
prove his declarations were true. The shock of Giles 
suddenly producing the proof as if from mid-air had 
actually been more stressful than the rest of the day 
combined.  

It was a little like bluffing your opponent in poker, 
and when called suddenly finding yourself holding 
four aces. Xander was waiting for the proverbial 
other shoe to drop. Or, more precisely, he was 



waiting for it to sail through a window and hit him 
in the head.  

Added to that was his worry over Spike. This worry, 
which existed as a constant low hum of white noise 
always at the back of Xander’s mind, had 
crescendoed into a blare of sound when the man 
had bolted at apparent demonic speed past the Art 
Museum and into thin air. He needed to speak to 
Wesley and Giles. He desperately wanted these 
men to leave. He raised his eyebrows and gave 
Wesley another pleading look.  

Wesley met his look with that startled expression 
he seemed to wear of late whenever Xander 
encountered him. He bit his lip. “Yes, well, 
gentlemen,” he said, wearily rising and walking 
towards the door as if to see them out. “We have 
business and a young man to attend to, in addition 
to a possible missing person to report in,” he looked 
at his watch, “sixteen more hours?”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  



 
Spike leaned against a building across the street 
from the Hyperion, and thought about what he 
would say to Xander when he walked into the hotel. 
He felt, somehow, that Xander was going to 
demand an explanation. He was troubled, not only 
by how Xander might react to his explanation, but 
also by his sudden disinclination to tell his lover the 
truth. “Does this thing taint you after awhile, then?” 
he asked the empty space next to him. He turned 
and regarded the graffitied brick wall. “Course it 
does,” he snorted unhappily. “What was I thinkin’ 
even askin’.” He sighed and gazed once more at the 
small golden rectangle that was the windowed 
entrance to the Hyperion Hotel.  

One of the young men who regularly walked this 
street paused as he passed Spike. He was terribly 
thin, and white patches decorated his sun brown, 
weather exposed arms and neck. His hair was long, 
more from lack of a hair cut than from fashion, and 
the face that turned hesitantly towards Spike 
looked achingly young. “You shouldn’t just stand 
there,” said the young man, rubbing one arm and 



shifting from foot to foot as if he might suddenly 
have to run off. He looked around before adding. “If 
they see ya there, they’ll just bust ya.”  

Spike pursed his lips. “Bust me?”  

“Yeah,” said the boy. He was getting jumpier by the 
second. “You know, they’ll arrest you.”  

“Fer what?” said Spike, in mild indignation. “Just 
standin’ about?”  

“Well,” the boy sighed impatiently, “for trying to get 
a date, man,” he hissed.  

Spike laughed. He saw the whites of the boy’s eyes 
flash at this, and the youth skipped skittishly away. 
He had moved halfway down the block, when Spike 
saw a flash of color come out of an alleyway, and he 
was gone.  

Spike jumped up from where he had been leaning. 
Stood for half a second staring at the place the boy 
had disappeared from, then ran to the rescue.  

He could smell the demon as he rounded the 
corner. It was a fresh, hungry scent, gone slightly 



rancid with desperation. So it was a young one, he 
guessed. The noise of the struggle at the end of the 
alley was definitely the sign of a fledge. Spike had 
the victim free and the hapless fledge up against a 
wall, squealing, so quickly even he was impressed.  

The young prostitute recovered and bolted. Spike 
was left there, the only bit of wood on his person a 
dubiously magical device probably not good for 
staking. He pressed the body harder against the 
wall and looked desperately around for a way to 
dust the little bugger before he became a nuisance.  

“Gah,” choked the vampire. He kicked at Spike’s 
shin, and clawed his arm like a kitten. Filthy, matted 
blond hair topped a pathetically adorable demonic 
visage.  

Spike tipped his head sideways and regarded him 
with an evil affection. “Right pretty little snake, you 
are, pet,” he said comfortably, still searching his 
surroundings for a bit of wood. Damn this town! 
Even the trash was plastic. “Can guess what they 
turned you for, huh? Poor pup,” he said with no 
pity.  



“Spike,” the thing managed to hiss. Spike started. 
The little evil face shook and gold eyes devolved 
into blue. Spike gaped as the human visage was 
revealed to him.  

“Andrew?” he said. “What the buggerin’ fuck 
happened to you?”  
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Spike relaxed his grip on the skinny throat and let 
the tiny demon slip down to find his feet. Andrew 
wobbled unsteadily, and leant weakly against the 
wall. “Not Andrew,” he hissed bravely, flashing 
fang. “Andreus,” he said. He drew a shaky arm 
across his mouth, and then flinched. “Ow,” he said. 
A tiny spot of blood bloomed on his lower lip. He 
licked at it instinctively and the gold flashed in his 
eyes briefly. “Hungry.” His eyes flickered blue to 
gold and he looked at Spike beseechingly.  

Spike regarded the mess before him. “Andreus?” He 
shook his head. The boy smelled terrible. Probably 
living in dumpsters during the day and stalking 
drunks at night. He was emaciated and the blood 
that welled on his lip was sluggish. Obviously 



starving. One of a million little ones sired then 
abandoned, guessed Spike with disgust. By useless 
vampires who didn’t know if they wanted a minion, 
a Childe, or just a midnight snack.  

“C’mere,” said Spike, grasping Andrew by the scruff 
of his neck like a baby cat, and guiding him to an 
overturned milk crate. Andrew collapsed onto the 
makeshift chair willingly, a bundle of misery. Spike 
squatted down before the exhausted demon. “Tell 
me what happened, and then we’ll see about gettin’ 
ya somethin’ ta eat.”  

At the mention of food, Andrew’s eyes went gold 
again. He sat up a bit and sniffed. “You smell good,” 
he suggested hopefully.  

“Heh, in your dreams, bugger,” said Spike. “We’ll 
take ya over to Angel. He’s got a lotta blood.”  

“No,” said Andrew immediately. He made to get up, 
but Spike grabbed a shoulder and easily pulled him 
back down. “No, Spike, there are Slayers over there. 
I…I can smell them.”  



“Can you then?” Spike mused. “Not bad for a 
fledge,” he commented and Andrew glowed briefly 
with the praise.  

“I…I can hear things too,” he said eagerly. He 
paused and cocked his head to one side in a very 
Spike-like head tilt. “I can hear your heart beating,” 
he said huskily. He licked his lips, then flinched. 
“Ow,” he hissed to himself. “I keep doing that.”  

“So you know this is Slayer territory, but you hang 
about. What’re you thinkin’, ya little serpent?” said 
Spike, shaking his head and absently dusting some 
of the worst filth off Andrew’s shirt.  

“Heard you were here,” Andrew said, looking away 
in confusion. “They said you were back, I thought…” 
He stumbled over the words, his demon visage 
flashing on and off as he battled with emotions. 
“Wanted a Sssire…” he said in a small hiss. He 
looked back at Spike miserably. “But there’s 
something wrong with you. I can smell it.”  

“Yeah,” said Spike simply, “I’m human.” At 
Andrew’s look, he pointed a stern finger. “Don’t you 
try anythin’, pup, I can still kick your ass and I will.”  



All signs of demonic possession completely left the 
worn little face. Andrew’s eyes went cornflower 
blue and wet. His lip wobbled. “Then how can you 
train me?” he whined, a tear teetering dangerously 
at the rim of one eye. He sniffled.  

“God, that’s…” Spike grimaced with disgust. “Stop 
that, that’s just terrible! Okay,” he said briskly. 
“First lesson. No crying. Demons don’t cry.” He 
shook his head in dismay. “Who sired you, boy? 
Righteous wanker he was.”  

The lip wobble became more pronounced at this 
question. “He was nice,” said Andrew pitiably. “And 
then a Slayer dusted him,” he spat. “Little bitch,” he 
added with fury.  

Spike nodded approvingly. “There, that’s better 
now. Go with that rage,” he said encouragingly. 
“No, wait.” Spike’s brow furrowed, he frowned. 
“Mebbee that’s not such a good idea,” he added 
thoughtfully. He sat back on his haunches and 
regarded Andrew in silence for a minute. Andrew 
had apparently attempted to remake himself into 
the demon Andreus at some point. His shirtsleeves 



were torn off, revealing the small, rounded 
shoulders. A nasty bit of barbed wire was looped as 
a necklace around his neck. He rubbed unhappily at 
his cheek, where further evidence of his inadequate 
feeding could be seen in a jagged, unhealed wound.  

There but for the grace of the Devil, went Spike.  

“Right then.” Spike jumped up and clapped his 
hands together. “You’re lookin’ for a Sire then, 
boy?” At Andrew’s eager nod, “Okay, then I’ll take 
on the project, but we gotta have some ground 
rules, got that?”  

“Rule number one, no eating people.” He stilled 
Andrew’s outraged protest with a stern finger. 
“Silence, Childe. You’ll do as Sire tells you.”  

A happy smile tipped the corners of the wicked little 
mouth. “Yes, Sire,” breathed Andrew.  

“Rule number two,” said Spike sternly, squelching 
his own grin. “You will bathe and wear clean 
clothes.” Andrew looked down at himself sadly and 
Spike added gently, “It’s alright, Childe, you couldn’t 
help it. We’ll get you something at Angel’s.” Andrew 



glanced up fearfully, but nodded obediently at 
Spike’s look.  

“Yes, Sire,” he said dutifully.  

Bloody Hell, thought Spike in wonder. Who the fuck 
would have thought those two words could make 
him feel so good. He laughed.  

“We’ll make you a proper vampire, young Andreus,” 
he said proudly. He grabbed Andrew by the scruff of 
his neck again and pulled him up easily. “C’mon, 
let’s get ya home then.” He marched off with a 
swinging stride, a small blond mimicry happily 
striding along behind him.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Wesley and Giles were researching furiously in the 
library. Xander had had as much as he could stand 
of their meaningful looks and frowning, muttering, 
private conversations, and had finally stomped out 
into the lobby to plop down in a chair facing the 
door and just wait.  



Angel followed him. “Xander,” he said, “I think I 
should go look for him.”  

“You think so, huh,” said Xander. They had had this 
discussion twice already. His irritation showed in his 
shoulders. He twitched.  

“You admitted it yourself, his behavior was 
impossible for a human.”  

“Spike’s always been different,” Xander muttered, 
sinking deeper into the chair.  

“Xander, what if he’s changed, what if he’s…”  

“Evil,” Xander finished. He gazed at the door. “What 
if he’s evil,” he asked himself quietly.  

“I can go find him, talk to him, find out…”  

“By yourself?” Xander’s mouth made a cynical 
moue. “Just you and Spike out there battling? 
Somehow I don’t think that would go well,” he said 
dryly.  

“Why are you so sure it would be a battle?” asked 
Angel, all aggrieved innocence.  



Xander looked up at him with one arched brow. His 
expression held volumes of cynicism. He opened his 
mouth, but whatever scathing remark he had 
prepared was thankfully aborted by the violent 
slamming open of the front door.  

“Hey chaps,” said Spike casually to the two figures 
starting to their feet and staring at him.  

“Spike!” Xander sprinted the few feet across the 
floor, then remembered, and skidded to a halt just a 
yard shy of his lover. He lifted a hand as if, despite 
his self-control, his body still reached for Spike. 
“Are…are you okay?” he asked carefully.  

“Yeah, Xan, I’m still me.” Spike bridged the few feet 
between them and gathered Xander into his arms.  

Xander came willingly. He clung there for a 
moment. Warm and musky and thrumming with 
life, Spike still felt like Spike. “I was so worried,” 
Xander whispered against Spike’s hair.  

“Yeah, me too, Xan,” said Spike. He nuzzled the skin 
of Xander’s neck very, very gently, enjoying the 
scent there. Xander smelled like cinnamon and 



chocolate. Spike could taste his scent sharp on his 
tongue. He could also taste the evil of the thing he 
carried, feel its malevolence curling around the 
purity in his arms. He gently extricated himself from 
Xander and stepped back. “Everything’s gonna be 
okay now, pet,” he said.  

“Sire?” The small, grungy boy that sidled up to the 
doorway looked, to Xander, remarkably like 
Andrew.  

Xander’s brain did that rapid skipping thing that 
brains do when they are called upon to quickly 
compile and calculate meaning. Like when one is 
falling from a skateboard, or about to be hit by a 
truck. “Sire?” His eyes flicked back and forth 
between Spike and the Andrew clone. “Andrew?” 
His brain spun and a bit of mental vertigo took him. 
“Spike?” he asked.  

“Vampire.” Across the lobby in a flash of 
preternatural speed, Angel would have had the 
fledge up against the wall, and possibly dusted, if a 
blur of motion had not prevented him.  



“He’s mine,” said Spike coolly, standing nose to 
nose with Angel. “I’ve adopted him.”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Every wanker with an ancient book of prophecies 
and a steam press crease in his trousers has a 
theory, thought Spike ruefully. He slouched on the 
sofa in the library, one hand buried in the scruff of 
hair at the back of Andrew’s neck, the other petting 
the sofa seat next to him, where Xander had 
decided not to sit.  

The wand of Magii lay on his thigh. The thing stuck 
like a burr. Spike had attempted repeatedly to place 
it on the table, only to have it cling to his flat palm 
as if by static electricity. Both Angel and Giles had 
tried to remove it from his palm and been 
completely unable. Spike shrugged it off, trying to 
hide the panic he was feeling at possibly having this 
thing attached permanently to him. And the way 
Wesley kept looking at it was beginning to make 
Spike thrice more uncomfortable. He actually 



almost wished the Watcher were ogling the other 
wand that had been prominently living against 
Spike’s other thigh since he had first smelt Xander.  

Andrew twitched and growled in the cutest way 
beside him. They had brought him a mug of 
warmed pig’s blood, which he proved unable to 
drink neatly, and finally resorted to a Sesame Street 
sipper cup, with a supply of straws. Kermit the Frog 
appeared bug eyed in a permanent state of shock as 
Andrew noisily slurped blood.  

Without the compliance brought on by hunger, 
Andrew’s demon was getting antsy. He leered at 
Fred and Gunn indiscriminately, snapped his teeth 
at Giles and glared at Angel resentfully. Spike shook 
him remonstrably by the neck on occasion, but the 
benevolence with which he chastised his new Childe 
belied his words and Andrew was becoming more 
and more rude.  

Happily, the room was engaged so thoroughly in 
their argument about the meaning and use of 
Spike’s new Wand, they hardly noted the fledgling’s 
more odious comments.  



“Watcher’s got a fetish,” crooned Andrew 
malevolently, as Wesley walked by gesturing 
vehemently and both Spike and his Childe saw the 
shirt lift and the huge bruise revealed there. Spike 
shook Andrew’s head fiercely. “Hush,” he hissed, his 
lips twitching in a smile. “’S Angel’s toy, Childe. One 
doesn’t say things about one’s betters,” he 
explained with absolutely no conviction. “Makes the 
big poofter right pissy,” he added to himself, smiling 
reminiscently. “’Sides,” said Spike, glowering at 
Andrew with all the adult authority he could 
muster. “What’s a sprite like you goin’ on about 
fetishes for, anyway? Fat lot you know.”  

“I know,” sulked Andrew, with a vagueness that 
gave lie to his assertion. “I’ve heard things,” he said 
childishly. Spike smiled indulgently. He saw Angel 
looking at them with some interest and furrowed 
his brow, turning the corners of his lips down 
sternly. “Hush, Childe,” he said shaking Andrew’s 
head again, but with extreme gentleness. “Old man 
is watchin’ yer.” He glanced across the room at 
Xander and his frown became sincere.  



Xander felt Spike looking at him, but could not yet 
meet his eye. He had folded himself into a wingback 
chair on the other side of the library, emotionally 
and physically exhausted and unsure how he felt 
about anything. He couldn’t look at Andrew, or, as 
he told himself, the demon that had consumed 
Andrew, without seeing Anya’s face. So this is what 
she had died to protect, his mind spat furiously. He 
wanted to punch something, preferably the demon. 
He couldn’t look at Spike at all. Completely 
misunderstanding any feelings Xander might have 
about Andrew’s turning, Spike’s whole manner was 
like a kid who had brought home a stray puppy. 
Overlooking the metaphorical fleas and mange, he 
eagerly presented Andrew for Xander and Angel’s 
approval.  

How many times now, thought Xander angrily, had 
he seen that demon stare out of a former friend’s 
eyes? He forced himself again to look at the 
vampire, and saw Andrew’s familiar wet, anxious 
look. Then a slight shift of light, a tilt of the chin, 
something too confident for the geeky underage 
boy and Andrew smirked, revealing sharp canines. 



‘Xander,’ he mouthed and made a kiss. Xander felt 
something at the back of his throat rebel, and he 
looked away.  

Spike was still filled with weird energy. Xander had 
felt it when he had first held him. That jittering 
hum, as if his engine were running on a high idle. 
And that was part of the difficulty. The difference in 
Spike’s manner was palpable. He exuded strength, 
confidence, an easy self-possession that he had 
seldom shown since his resurrection. Spike wasn’t 
himself, Xander realized with alarm. And he seemed 
happier for it.  

The truth was that all these months, somewhere in 
the back of his mind, Xander had been separating 
his Spike, the man he had protected, obsessed over, 
and finally loved, from the demon whom he had 
spent his adolescence hating.  

And now he wasn’t sure he should trust Spike. He 
wasn’t sure that he should still care for him. And 
yet, and yet, Xander wanted Spike so badly at just 
that moment he could die. Evil or no, human or no, 



he needed to touch Spike again, to get his boyfriend 
alone, soon, and…do something.  

The problem was, and this was one source of 
Xander’s anxiety and irritability, he wasn’t sure 
what he would do when he did get Spike alone. The 
last incident between them hadn’t resolved well at 
all. Xander was thinking of that incident, actually, 
and becoming somewhat uncomfortable below the 
waist as a result, when Spike turned and finally 
caught his eye. Xander swallowed and held that 
fierce gaze. The fire in Spike’s eyes went straight to 
his groin. ‘Want You’ Spike mouthed silently.  

Xander nodded, transfixed. He looked towards the 
door. Looked back at Spike. Shrugged helplessly.  

“The Wand is not supposed to be fixed wholly to 
the one entity,” Wesley asserted loudly. “There is 
no documentation for that assertion, Rupert.”  

“Documentation is unnecessary in the face of an 
incontrovertible fact, Wesley,” said Giles, gesturing 
towards Spike. “Apparently…”  



“Uh, yeah right, so why don’t you wankers wake me 
when you’ve worked this out,” interrupted Spike 
boldly, leaping quite suddenly from the sofa, pulling 
Andrew with him. Xander stood up quickly as well. 
He yawned and stretched on cue dramatically. Spike 
glanced at him, then gave Andrew another shake. 
“Need ta clean this one and then find a nice soft 
place to tie him up at.” He jerked Andrew 
meaningfully when the little demon started to 
protest. “So, Angel?” Spike looked at him hopefully.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
“You’re spoiling him, Spike,” said Angel sternly.  

They were in the bedroom adjacent to an empty 
bath, having herded Andrew in and locked it from 
the outside. Spike leaned up against the door 
patiently waiting for the escape attempt. Sure 
enough, a few minutes later a hesitant handle 
wiggle and pull at the knob. “I’m still out here, ya 
little snake,” called Spike in a bored voice. “Take yer 
shower, like a good Childe, will ya?”  



“Sire,” sang the voice on the other side. There was a 
scratching at the door and another knob jiggle. “Will 
you come in and scrub my back?” Spike and Angel 
exchanged wide grins. Spike shook his head, then in 
an overly gruff voice barked. “Get in that shower 
right now, Childe.” There was a delighted squeal 
and they heard the squeak of a faucet and hiss of 
water as Andrew turned on the shower.  

Angel bowed his head to hide his smile, then cast 
Spike a serious look. “You can’t possibly do this, 
Spike.”  

“Oh bugger it all, you pillock, all ya ever tell me is 
what’s not possible. Yer mind explainin’ what is, 
now and then?”  

“He’s a demon, Spike. He’s evil. You can’t control 
that.”  

“Controlled me own demon, Angel,” said Spike. 
“Next to that, this ‘ere sprite’s a walk in the park.” 
He studied his hand. “Sides,” he added after a 
moment’s hesitation, “gonna have Red curse ‘im 
first chance I get.”  



“You think it’s that easy?”  

“Sure.” Spike wouldn’t look at him. “Why not?”  

“Lately,” said Angel conversationally. “I’ve had an 
overwhelming urge to throw a certain dark haired 
Scooby over the balcony.” He stepped back at 
Spike’s violent jolt and look of alarm. “Whoa,” said 
Angel, raising his hands as the blond advanced on 
him. “I, of course, won’t do that. The soul tells me it 
would be wrong. But my will keeps me from doing 
it.”  

Spike kept approaching Angel until he stood inches 
from him, breathing hard. “I could kill you now, 
Angel,” he said between hissing breaths, “and it 
wouldn’t bother me. At. All.”  

“Why don’t you then, Spike?” asked Angel calmly. 
“For that matter, why didn’t you before? When you 
had the soul and Buffy; and I came sashaying back 
into Sunnydale like I owned the place. Why didn’t 
you kill me then, Spike? You wanted to, didn’t you?”  

Spike looked down.  



“I wanted to kill you, Spike,” said Angel easily. “We 
controlled ourselves. We still do. Andrew needs 
discipline. He needs to learn to master his demon, 
and to do so he needs to be mastered. You can’t do 
that for him.”  

“What are you suggestin’, Sire?” sneered Spike 
angrily. “Little ‘spare the rod and spoil the Childe’ 
lecture here? Or do you want ta do the honors?” He 
tipped an angry look in Angel’s direction. “Ya 
offerin’ ta beat him for me? Well, how kind a you. 
But I decline,” he ended with a fierce snap. He 
turned his back on Angel, still taking deep breaths 
as he sought control.  

“It’s not only that, and you know it, Spike,” said 
Angel gently to the angry back. “His demon will 
demand the exchange of blood. You know it will, it 
needs that connection. What are you going to do 
about that? What will you do when he demands 
that you claim him?”  

“You didn’t see him out there,” said Spike in a low 
voice. “I remember that, ya know. I remember how 
that felt.”  



“Spike…” Angel was at a loss for words.  

Abruptly the hiss of water in the bathroom stopped. 
They both heard the squeak of the shower door and 
the pad of wet feet across the tiles, then the scratch 
and door jiggle followed by the little whiny voice. 
“Sire,” called Andrew, wheedling, “will you come in 
and dry my back?”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Xander was more nervous than he had been the 
first time he and Spike had had sex. He ran around 
the room arranging everything. Then he ran around 
trying to make everything look like it hadn’t been 
purposefully arranged. He sat on the bed, lounging 
in what he hoped was a confident yet seductive 
pose, then felt stupid and hopped off the bed, 
looking for something to do.  

He carefully folded some clothing, thinking that he 
would be engaged in this simple domestic chore 
when Spike came in. He had folded everything three 



times before he gave up on that and just put the 
clothing away.  

Then he stood in the middle of the room for a while 
fighting the urge to go find Spike. Spike was busy, 
he was taking care of his fledgling, Xander told 
himself as if this were the most reasonable thing in 
the world. When he was done he would come to 
their room. He had been clear about that and if 
Xander went looking for him now, he knew he’d just 
appear as needy and insecure as he secretly 
believed himself to be.  

He sat down in the big chair near the grimy window, 
his head tipped against its thick, plush backrest, 
staring up at a white globe in the sky that could 
have been either the moon or a streetlight. Xander 
watched palm tree shadows dip and drag across 
that light like straw brooms. He thought about 
demons. He thought about Anya. He thought about 
the human life she had learned to respect. He 
thought about Andrew, and his boyfriend who was 
trying to make the little parasitical creature safe. 
The cold desert air that came with nightfall pressed 
against the glass. The desert tried to suck the 



moisture from the life that lived beyond the glass, 
and made a condensation in the process. Xander 
raised his hand idly and rubbed a little at the damp 
windowpane, trying to make it clearer. He drew an 
'X'. 'Xander' he wrote. Then ‘Spike’ he added. His 
finger drew a lopsided heart around the letters, and 
he sighed. “Xander loves Spike,” he told the 
moon/streetlight sadly.  

Xander's lungs felt dense with moisture. He inhaled 
and exhaled heavily and thought of Anya's 
unrecovered body under the rubble of Sunnydale.  

Half an hour later, an exhausted Spike let himself 
quietly into the room and found Xander sleeping in 
the chair. A huge smudged circle on the window 
dripped moisture down to the sill.  

Spike stood over him, his heart swelling for no 
reason. “Sorry, Xan,” he said regretfully. He 
squatted and took one of the relaxed hands 
carefully in his own, turned it to study the healing 
palm. Planted a tiny kiss there and sighed. Never 
ever, alive or undead, would Spike admit that Angel 
was right about anything. But Andrew was going to 



be a handful. It had taken both him and Angel to 
bring the boy out of the bathroom, where he had 
happily evaded them, naked, aroused and dripping, 
for a full twenty minutes. Then there had been the 
struggle to clothe him. Andrew writhing under their 
hands, snapping, wiggling sexily and trying at every 
opportunity to rub inappropriately against either of 
them.  

Finally, they had had to manacle him in a spare 
room. Spike had literally had his hands full of 
squirming demon, but he had noted that the room 
had been dust free. The ‘special’ equipment housed 
in it had had a well-used look.  

Another ten minutes convincing Andrew that 
screeching at the top of his lungs was NOT 
appropriate no matter how much one hated being 
left alone in the dark. And then five more minutes 
privately, outside the door, while Spike convinced 
himself of the same thing.  

Angel had wanted to speak to him afterwards. 
Waiting at the end of the unlit corridor, his brown 
sweater, dark slacks and hair blending into the 



shadows, Spike could still see him as clearly as if he 
stood under a spot. The magics of the Wand were 
becoming palpable. It was no longer the sense of 
having found himself again; Spike tasted the 
difference as it hung at the back of his throat, a post 
nasal drip of something intense. He inhaled and 
could smell Angel’s demon, like the aroma of singed 
meat on the grill.  

“He’ll wake hungry and vicious.”  

“I can handle him.” Spike was impatient to get back 
to Xander. But the space around Angel felt so 
vacant. He felt he could give him a few minutes.  

“It appears that you can. For the moment," Angel 
allowed cautiously. "Spike, what is this?” he 
gestured vaguely at the Wand, which had climbed, 
on its own power, up to his shoulder.  

“Fucked if I know, Angel. But it’s mine, I knew it 
when I saw it.”  

Angel reached towards the Wand. Spike smiled; he 
could almost feel the Wand, like a small animal on 
his shoulder, gathering itself for resistance. Angel 



stroked it with just the tips of his fingers, as if 
petting it. “I can smell the power on you, is it 
good?”  

“Nope.” Spike pulled back from the touch 
instinctively. Realized he had done so. Frowned. 
“Nope, but don’t tell the Watchers yet, yeah 
Angel?” He took a breath and held his hand flat 
against the wall as a surge of something surreal 
pressed at the back of his eyes. For a moment the 
entire hallway was red. Except for the silhouette of 
Angel, which stood out a pitch vacuum of black.  

Angel saw the mask of blindness pass over Spike’s 
face. “What’s it doing to you, Spike?”  

Spike shook his head. The magics ebbed and he 
tried to push them down. “I heard that it might help 
Xander,” he said. He held himself steady as the tide 
surged in him again. Took a deep breath.  

“Heard from whom?”  

“Feller I know,” said Spike evasively. For some 
reason he felt odd about sharing Richard with 



Angel. Of course, he felt odd about everything at 
the moment. And getting odder, too.  

“Spike!” Angel’s voice, coming through that blue, 
crisp crunch of sound that now seemed to live all 
around him, was alarmed. He felt the cool hands 
take his shoulders. Glad of their stability, in an 
environment he was struggling now to perceive 
clearly, Spike leaned into the grip, grasped at Angel 
and latched his gaze onto Angel’s face.  

“Oh,” said Spike, overwhelmed by the depth of 
nothing in those eyes, falling into the living darkness 
there. “Oh, fuck.” He shoved himself away and fell 
against the wall, hard. “Angel, please,” he pressed 
the heel of his hand to his forehead and rubbed 
hard, “I need to …” he shook his head for clarity. 
“Help me to my room, Angel?”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Xander moved slightly in his sleep, and Spike’s 
enhanced senses caught the heady rush of 
pheromone and spicy scent of his boy. He placed 



another tiny kiss in the center of Xander’s palm. 
“Xander,” whispered Spike. The emotion roiling 
inside him now, as the magics curled against the 
hairs on his skin.  

Xander mumbled in his sleep, his hips rolled and a 
definite swell rose beneath the silky boxers. Spike 
was sorely tempted to slip that swelling from its silk 
tent and bring Xander to consciousness with a long, 
slow blowjob. His mouth watered with the wanting 
of it. But he rose instead and gently grasped a 
shoulder, shaking it repeatedly as Xander roused.  

The room smelled like cocoa, Xander thought, 
tumbling into wakefulness with a little start. The 
warm hand on his shoulder in the darkened place 
should have frightened him, but he felt soft and 
warm inside. Almost anticipatory. He inhaled and 
smelt cocoa and pine. He looked up at the man 
softly shaking his shoulder. Spike smelt like 
Christmas in Joyce Summers’ kitchen.  

“Yeah, Xan, sorry I’m late.” Spike kept his hand on 
Xander’s shoulder, squeezed the warm muscle.  



Xander blinked groggily. “Wasn’t waiting up, you 
know, just fell asleep…” He leaned slightly into the 
massage. “Feels good.” He gently lifted Spike’s hand 
from his shoulder, rubbing his finger against the 
skin, as if to assure himself of its solidity. Looked up 
at him. “What’s going on, Spike?”  

Spike squatted down again by the chair. He flexed 
his palm out to cup Xander’s face. If Xander hadn’t 
been feeling so unaccountably peaceful, he would 
have been alarmed at Spike’s expression. He had 
that winged panic in his eyes, brilliant blue startling 
against skin so flushed that in the dim light it 
seemed dark.  

Spike pulled very lightly, and Xander found no 
resistance in himself. He folded forward into Spike, 
his hands burying themselves in the man’s shirt, 
palms seeking. Spike’s hand encircled his neck, the 
fingers weaving through the hairs, pulling him close. 
Their lips touched.  

“Want you,” Spike whispered into Xander’s mouth.  

A prickle passed over Xander’s scalp, as if a breeze 
had blown through the room. Spike felt like syrup. 



Like a liquid he swam in. “What is this, Spike,” 
Xander asked. He forced himself to find some solid 
ground beneath his tumbling senses. “Spike, is this 
magic?”  

Spike only muttered against his neck. The palms of 
his hands under Xander’s t-shirt now and stroking 
the abused skin across his chest. Xander arched 
against the touch, amazed that it didn’t sting. He 
felt… he shivered into the warmth and sickly sweet 
feel of it. He felt cocooned in sweetness. As if 
endorphins were a balm Spike brushed over him. 
Everywhere the man touched, sweetness and the 
absence of pain.  

Xander touched his open mouth to Spike’s ear. 
Breathed lightly. Felt Spike shudder. Pulled back. He 
looked worriedly into Spike’s face. “I want you,” he 
declared, so there would be no mistake. “But 
something is going on, Spike…”  

Spike’s eyes were glittering; he scanned the face 
before him as if searching for something very 
important. “I love you,” he said, fierce and low. 
“You know that, Xan?”  



A little line appeared above Xander’s nose. “It’s 
okay, Spike.”  

“Xander,” said Spike intensely. “Please trust me, 
luv.” He stood and pulled the other man up. Xander 
rose easily; the tug on his hand didn’t hurt, it drew 
him in like a silken rope. He found himself melting 
back into the place that was Spike’s arms. The smell 
of cocoa swirling around him.  

“Truffles,” he murmured, and bent to nuzzle Spike’s 
neck.  

Spike’s fingers had traveled up the front of Xander’s 
t-shirt, and pulled it free over his head. He tossed it 
to the floor. Xander pulled him closer, their bellies 
and chests bumped and the cool, damp skin stuck. 
He felt Spike’s hands on his back, the pads of his 
fingers rubbing up and down in that small place 
above his waist, and then the scratchy callous as the 
tips slid under the elastic and down.  

“Huh,” Xander exhaled involuntarily and arched as 
those fingers found their way to his opening, 
brushed it softly, circling. He dipped his head to 
Spike’s hair and felt the cool air as his boxers fell to 



the floor. There was no pain. None of the clenching 
panic that felt like a knife in his center. Just erotic 
pressure. Circling and circling. He pushed back 
against the pressure, rolled his mouth against the 
soft, wet, sweet smelling skin of Spike’s shoulder, 
and gnawed helplessly.  

Spike pulled back fractionally. “Bed,” he whispered. 
“Oh God, now, Xander.”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Xander had become so habituated to the fear, he 
felt odd without it. But Spike was driving out the 
fear. He seemed to be all over Xander, without 
actually lying on top of him. His tongue drew over 
Xander’s face, his lips, nose, eyes. Xander’s mouth 
felt heavy with anesthesia, only waking when that 
mouth closed over it. His hands slid over skin that 
seemed to bunch and shudder and merge with his 
fingertips. It was like he could feel Spike’s cells.  

Silky smooth fingers rippled over his chest, down his 
belly, drawing as from the air a dusting of euphoria 



over his skin. Spike’s fingers wrapped themselves 
around his cock. He pulled and fireworks followed 
his hand. Xander arched off the bed, thrusting 
towards the sensation, and felt Spike’s head 
nuzzling and traveling downwards.  

And now Spike’s mouth, his tongue were painting 
him with that anesthetic glow, mumbling 
inarticulate nonsense, as he lathed up and down 
Xander’s shaft, mumbling words of love, words like 
‘beautiful’ and ‘mine’. Spike’s mouth encasing him 
in its sweetness, then swallowing hard against the 
head of Xander’s cock so he arched and cried out 
again. Helpless, helpless under the waves, drowning 
in this sea of Spike.  

And then Spike rolled him over and dipped down.  

Xander struggled as he felt the soft hands pushing 
gently at his cheeks. He saw his fear as if it stood 
down a long road far away from him, waving, but 
then he felt Spike’s tongue, all gentle, cool, moist 
balm, lapping at the source of all his pain. He 
protested weakly, a little squeak, and Spike stopped 
immediately, and was at his ear again, his body 



draped over him, touching but not touching. The 
swell of soothing scent and comforting safety 
swirled around Xander, as Spike’s mouth traveled 
down his spine once more.  

“Xander…sweet, my…” Spike scattered words across 
his back like cool beads. “Xander, love … I love you.” 
His hands gently massaged Xander’s upper thighs, 
ran up to firmly grasp his butt cheeks, then down 
again. Xander groaned and found himself thrusting 
into the touch. He felt Spike’s tongue pushing gently 
against the sore tissue and Xander let his fear go. It 
just sailed away, like a helium balloon, as he rose on 
the crest of something, body surfing sensation. 
Spike’s tongue drove unfurling white energy from 
the place it pushed into every corner of his body. 
Xander rocked into the touch, the wave carrying 
him higher and higher on its swell. He was babbling 
now. He heard his voice begging Spike, pleading 
praising, ‘love’ he heard himself say and knew he 
meant it. “Spike,” he pleaded, and felt the man at 
his ear, nuzzling there.  



“Xander,” whispered Spike, pressing into the warm 
compliant body beneath his. “Xander, do you trust 
me, luv?”  

And Xander knew, through the marshmallowy 
sweet haze, he knew this question was important. 
Did he trust Spike? The man? Demon? Anomaly that 
moved over him, dropping prayers and curses over 
his skin, caressing him with hands callused yet 
gentle? And somehow, the answer formed 
magically like a thickening sauce in the pan. Solid, 
recognizable, known.  

“Yes,” whispered Xander. “Yes, Spike, I trust you.”  

“God. Xander,” prayed Spike, and Xander felt the 
thick cockhead pressed to his opening. He tensed.  

“Spike?”  

“Trust me, love,” begged Spike desperately, pushing 
very slowly in. “Xander, I need to…” his breath 
caught and he gasped slightly against Xander’s ear 
as his shaft made the breach. “Please, Xander, you 
have to trust me.”  



And Xander let himself trust. He felt the unsheathed 
thickness slowly stretching him and as it did it was 
as if a gentle hand breached and drew open some 
dark curtain inside himself. He rocked back, bearing 
down and willing himself to open completely, and 
heard Spike make an unintelligible sound, then felt 
him draw back and push forward again, hard. A 
startling white wave flew up and grasped Xander’s 
mind. He pushed back again and again against the 
insistent thrusts, the love and the magic consuming 
him. He heard his own voice crying out but did not 
know the words and then the white wave took him 
and he crashed into oblivion.  

When he came to, he lay in a rocking, damp 
waterbed with a purring, warm man draped over his 
back. Spike hummed against his neck, his fingers 
traveling softly up and down the muscles of one 
arm.  

“Xander,” whispered Spike. “I can see what you’re 
seeing, Xan.” His fingers ran up to Xander’s face, 
lips, the end of his nose, brushed a blessing over the 
scarred eye. I can see what you’re feeling.” His voice 



broke apart on Xander’s neck. He mouthed the skin 
there.  

Xander chuckled. He rolled slowly and gathered 
Spike against him. It was a perfect moment. Xander 
could feel it hanging there like one clear drop in 
time. He brought a hand up to straighten skewed 
blond locks. “Spike,” he mentioned as casually as he 
could.  

“Yeah, pet?”  

“That thing is looking at me.”  

“What?” Spike’s eyes, still hazy with some fire, 
flickered to his shoulder. The Wand seemed 
quiescent, but it throbbed slightly, as if it breathed. 
“Oh. That.” He looked at Xander worriedly. “Does it 
bother you?”  

Xander studied him as seriously as he could. He still 
felt like he had one summer day as a child when 
he’d eaten an entire gallon of Rocky Road ice cream 
too quickly. A kind of hyperactive brain freeze. 
“Maybe,” he said finally. “I want you, Spike. Not 
some magical being. I want you, the man.”  



“Oh,” said Spike with a kind of wonder. “Okay.” He 
licked his lips. “But I can’t put it down, Xan, I’ve 
tried…”  

Xander reached for the Wand, lifted it easily from 
Spike’s shoulder and set it down with a little rattle 
on the nightstand. He raised an eyebrow and 
attempted a cocky, knowing look. He was as 
amazed as Spike appeared to be, but the moment 
was too precious in the Harris book of moments, 
not to play to full advantage. “Like that?”  

Spike stared at the harmless wooden stick lying on 
the nightstand. “Bloody Hell, Xander. Those two gits 
in the library are gonna pop a vein when we tell 
them.”  

“Yeah.” Xander could feel the heady rush pulling 
back. He was warm and sticky and happy, but no 
longer high. “Probably lock us up for hours doing 
research.”  

Spike groaned, “I have to hear about anymore 
prophecies…”  



“Let’s not tell them how it happened,” whispered 
Xander evilly.  

They grinned at each other.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
It was still dark and chill in the room, when an 
equally chill hand on his shoulder roused Spike from 
a sleep so deep it was as if he were dead again.  

“He’s awake, Spike.”  

Angel looked just like any other man, Spike thought 
uneasily. Any other pale, muscular man hanging 
over him in the dark. He instinctively covered 
Xander a bit more with his arm.  

“Okay, okay,” he whispered, easing out of bed. He 
realized his nakedness only at Angel’s look. He 
could neither smell nor sense the demon a scant 
two feet away from him, and his knees almost 
buckled as he stood and felt his own weakness. He 
glanced at the Wand and raised his hand as if to 
take it, then drew his arm carefully back. He looked 



at Xander, nodded. “Okay, Angel. Let me catch my 
breath a mo’.”  

Angel turned his back as Spike climbed into his 
jeans. “Have you called Willow?” he asked in a tight 
voice.  

Spike tisked. “Been otherwise occupied, git.” He 
sighed and strode towards the door. “Call her as 
soon as we’ve done with the boy, yeah?”  

“Spike,” Angel shook his head and followed him 
down the hallway, “I really don’t think you realize 
what you’re in for.”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Some time later Spike threw himself heavily back 
against the wall, cursing like a Klespak demon. “Was 
I like that?” He wiped at the bloody spit Andrew had 
just heaved in his face, and grimaced. “Fuck, Angel, 
how did you manage it?”  



Angel would have smiled if the situation weren’t so 
bad. “I drained you, Spike. And then I raped you. 
And then I fed you my blood.”  

“Oh. Yeah.” Spike leaned against the wall and 
studied his screaming Childe sadly.  

“Fucking want some real blood you fucking queers,” 
screeched Andrew hysterically. He jerked 
impressively at the manacles and threw his feet 
about, trying to find something to kick. He was 
pulling so hard at the restraints that he had opened 
the skin on his wrists and blood dribbled freely 
down both arms. The bags of pig’s blood he had 
flung were lying half empty about the room, the 
blood on the walls, his clothes, and spiking his hair 
out in damp clumps. Spike looked despairingly at 
Angel and saw him surreptitiously licking his lips.  

“You.” Spike took a deep breath, glanced at 
Andrew.  

“Fucking cunt, mother fucking whore!” screamed 
Andrew. He hacked up another wad of spit and 
flung it with preternatural speed and accuracy in 
Spike’s direction. Spike ducked, the bloody spit hit 



the wall. Andrew drew in a deep ragged breath and 
began quite suddenly to sob, his whole body 
collapsed, held up only by his shackled arms. 
“Siiire,” he cried pitifully. “I’m so hunnngry!”  

“You wanna do it for me, Angel?” asked Spike 
helplessly.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
There was a chilly place on Xander’s shoulder where 
there had been warmth and he arched his arm back 
to find the body he wanted there. The sheets and 
pillow he touched were cool and he sat up a bit and 
looked around, rubbing at his face.  

“Spike?” Light barely caught the edges of the old 
glass in the windows, but a long, narrow triangle 
already found its way across the wall. Xander 
arched his back and really enjoyed the feeling of a 
good stretch, before he noticed the skin across his 
chest and abdomen was not protesting with the 
strain. He looked down, ran his hand wonderingly 
over the flawless skin. Then stilled and carefully 



turned his hand over. His palm was completely 
healed.  

“Spike?” Xander kicked excitedly at the covers and 
flung his legs over the side of the bed, stood up. He 
looked down in amazement at his wholly healed 
genitals, lifting and playing gently with the slightly 
hardened erection, like a small boy having 
discovered it for the first time. There was no pain. 
He took a deep breath, and grabbed at discarded 
clothing. Pulling the shirt quickly over his head, 
noting his undamaged mouth, he grinned widely 
with no pain, shook his head and rubbed at his eyes.  

Crumbs of sleep caught in his left eye, and he 
rubbed at it for a full second before he realized.  

“Oh,” said Xander sadly, “just a dream.” He reached 
down and viciously pinched his own thigh. “Ouch,” 
he said. And did it again. “And again with the ouch,” 
said Xander. His other hand was finding its shaking 
way across his face, from his right eye, swollen and 
blinking, his fingers padded carefully across the 
bridge of his nose, over his brow, very gently 
brushed eyelashes. “Shit,” said Xander.  



He stumbled towards the door. In boxers and a t-
shirt, dragging his erstwhile flannel robe on the 
floor behind him. “Spike,” he hollered, bursting into 
the hallway and towards the stairway. “Somebody,” 
he screamed. Now in a panic, Xander ran down the 
stairs. Saw Wesley in the lobby speaking to 
something demonic. Xander didn’t care. “Wesley!” 
he yelled. “LOOK AT ME!”  

Wesley spun around and looked. It took several 
heart thumping seconds for his cool gaze to make it 
from Xander’s muscled thighs, up past the rumpled 
silk boxers and their cargo, finally to the frightened 
boy’s face. He started. “What?”  

“Am I awake?” yelled Xander, coming at him and 
grabbing his shoulders. He barely glanced at the 
greenskinned, horned man who stood grinning 
appreciatively at him. He shook Wesley’s shoulders 
violently, until the Watcher had to pull away from 
him. “Am I?” demanded Xander, panting.  

“Er, yes, it would appear…” Wesley paused, gaping. 
“What happened to your eye, Xander?”  



“I DON’T KNOW!” screamed Xander. “SPIKE!” he 
bellowed.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
“Siire!” yelled Andrew, thrashing in Angel’s grip. 
“No no no,” he sobbed piteously as the sharp fangs 
found his making mark and sank in. He arched 
against the arm Angel held across his chest and 
jerked his arms uselessly. The denials turned 
steadily into a soft keening, then faded for a breath. 
“Oh,” said Andrew softly. He stopped struggling and 
arched his head back. There was a soft sound of 
Angel feeding at his neck. Spike swallowed against 
the nausea and looked away. “Ooohh,” moaned 
Andrew in a completely different tone. Spike looked 
back at him startled and saw his Childe writhing 
now in Angel’s grip. Angel’s head moved sensuously 
in small circles as he fed, his hand clasping and 
arching rhythmically against the boy’s stomach. His 
pelvis was pressed up against Andrew and their hips 
moved in syncopation.  



Angel was moaning now also. The small, young 
demon in his arms rolled his butt in thrusting circles 
against the erection he had been fighting all night. 
Andrew writhed and groaned, his blood hot with 
pheromone and fear. Spike made an involuntary 
gagging noise.  

Angel forced his head away from the delicious white 
throat. He looked up at Spike and saw the revulsion 
there.  

“No, don’t stop,” whispered Andrew writhing. 
“Please please please,” his hips pressed back into 
Angel. “I need,” he sobbed, “I need something,” he 
whimpered.  

“Spike,” said Angel, firmly holding the twisting 
demon. “Spike, he needs you.”  

“Fuck, Angel, I can’t…” Spike was pulling his hand 
across his mouth. The smell of blood, the sight of 
the gore-covered boy made him gag. He met 
Angel’s eyes and forced himself to step forward 
despite his feelings.  



“I’ll hold him,” said Angel. His grip tightened as 
Andrew vamped out. His golden eyes fixed on Spike 
as he approached. He arched again, his noticeable 
erection now obviously uncomfortable.  

“Siire,” he whimpered. Spike tried not to inhale, 
stepped close to the pair. He reached down and 
carefully lowered the zip, stripped down Andrew’s 
jeans. Andrew tossed his demonic visage to and fro, 
hissing, as Spike lifted the swollen erection from 
white fruit of the looms.  

“Fuck,” Spike stopped, overwhelmed. He bowed his 
head. “Angel, I don’t think the boy has ever…”  

“He’s a demon, now,” Angel reminded him coolly. 
“You can’t hurt him.”  

Spike flashed a very bitter look at his old Sire. “’S 
that what you think, then?” he growled, his hand 
softly fondling Andrew’s shaft. “Andreus,” he sang 
softly, “my pretty little snake. What do you want, 
Childe?”  

Andrew’s eyes flashed and he snapped his fangs. His 
legs came up in a blur, wrapped around Spike’s 



waist and jerked him hard against his crotch. “Fuck 
me,” he growled.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
“Please hold still, Xander,” said Giles irritably. He 
was studying Xander’s eye with an optical glass 
strapped across his face. His mouth was about two 
inches from Xander’s, and while Giles was focused 
wholly on the pursuit of science and metaphysics, 
Xander was having uncomfortable thoughts about 
his pseudo father-figure. He twitched his face 
imperceptibly sideways again.  

Giles tisked and leaned back, exhaling with 
frustration. “Oh, well, it seems completely healed at 
any rate.” He turned back to the notepad he had 
been scribbling at. “You said you noticed it this 
morning?”  

Xander nodded. “Where’s Spike?” he asked for the 
fiftieth or so time.  



Wesley leaned in the doorway. He was 
contemplating the lobby or something more 
distant, with a narrow and slightly angry face. He 
shook his head. “Angel isn’t in his room either. 
More than likely they are occupied with that … what 
was his name?”  

“Andrew,” said Xander, not concealing his distaste. 
Wesley glanced at him. Xander got the impression, 
when that calculating gaze measured him, that he 
was not as brusquely found wanting and turned 
aside. Somehow, though, it didn’t feel like any less 
of an insult. He turned back to Giles. “What 
happened to him?”  

Giles sighed and set down his pen. He rubbed his 
eyes. “We lost him in Detroit,” he said. “A nest of 
vampires. It should have been easy, but Andrew 
was out of the area and a rogue vamp caught up 
with him. We dusted the vampire that killed him 
but…” he looked away. “The girls just couldn’t stake 
him.” Giles abruptly stood up, as if he couldn’t tell 
the tale while sitting still. “He followed us, 
apparently somehow he was able to do that. Really 
quite pathetic. He seemed to be afraid of the other 



vampires.” He stopped by a bookcase and touched 
an old leather spine. Sighed. “He would threaten us, 
then beg for help, then run off. Then a few days 
later, we’d spot him again.” He shook his head in 
despair. “Some of the girls were even discussing 
leaving blood out for him like… like some kind of 
lost kitten.” He looked at Wesley. “Where are the 
vampires of my childhood?” Wesley answered only 
with a raised eyebrow and a dismissive look.  

“Where is Angel?” he asked the empty lobby.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
“Jeesus Fuck,” said Spike desperately. Andrew was 
keening and rocking against him as his mouth 
nuzzled and snapped at Spike’s neck. Spike had 
managed to obediently get his jeans down, but little 
Spike wasn’t liking the situation one bit and refused 
to cooperate. “Angel, mate.” He grimaced with 
disgust when Andrew rocked his clammy shaft once 
more against his belly. “God, I can’t do it, Angel. 
Help me out here.”  



“What do you want me to do, Spike.” Angel was so 
hard all he could think about was blood. Small, 
blond, squirmy, muscled demons and blood. He 
groaned involuntarily when Andrew ground once 
more against him.  

“Bloody Hell,” Spike grunted and pulled back as the 
tip of Andrew’s fangs caught skin on his neck. “Do 
him for me, Angel, there’s a good chap. Just, get 
him settled here, ya know.”  

Angel struggled to find reason in the massive surge 
of desire rushing through his brain. “He needs 
blood, Spike.”  

“Yeah, okay, he can have some, just uh, rein him in 
a bit and…” Spike leaned away from Andrew’s 
questing mouth again. He looked up at Angel, and 
was taken aback by the savage lust he saw in those 
black eyes. “Be gentle with him then, mate, yeah? 
Fer me?”  

Angel nodded, unable to speak, then drew back and 
tore open his fly. He settled himself against 
Andrew’s grinding buttocks and groaned as the little 



demon squealed and thrust back at him 
approvingly.  

“Uh, hey, Angel,” panted Spike. The sight of Angel in 
full heat getting past the nausea and disgust, he felt 
his own shaft hardening. “We ain’t about to have a 
visit from Angelus are we, cause I’m not much in the 
mood…”  

“No perfect. Uh. Happiness here. Spike.” Angel 
settled his cockhead at Andrew’s entrance and 
pushed a bit. He bent his head and concentrated on 
controlling the urge to thrust and tear.  

“Oh!” yelped Andrew, and Spike wrapped a 
comforting arm around him in concern. But 
Andrew’s yellow eyes stared into his with a fierce 
joy, and his cries became howls of delight. “Oh, sire, 
oh,” he arched his head back and tried to push 
himself further onto Angel’s shaft. He ground up 
against Spike who nuzzled the arching neck and 
soothed uselessly.  

“It’s okay, little one, it’s okay, all will be well. Sire’s 
here. Ahh!” He froze and grabbed at the narrow 
waist, pushing ineffectually as Andrew latched onto 



his neck and sunk in his fangs. “Angel,” gargled 
Spike faintly.  

Angel’s head was bowed, his brow furrowed in 
concentration. One centimeter at a time he 
penetrated the tight, cool muscle, the little rump 
excitedly twisting and squirming onto his cock. The 
curly blond hair buried in Spike’s shoulder as the 
rich smell of Spike’s blood perfumed the air. He 
vaguely registered Spike’s panicked stares and after 
awhile thought maybe perhaps he should pull 
Andrew back from Spike’s neck. But the tight, 
thrusting backside that rode him was so eager and 
hot and Angel reared back his head as he began to 
thrust, riding the little one right into Spike.  

They humped there for minutes, Spike gradually 
sinking, as the life flowed from his neck for the 
second time that week. The imminence of death 
was hardening his cock, as Andrew’s pelvis shoved 
against him. Suddenly Angel jerked and howled and 
Andrew stiffened. He pulled thankfully off Spike’s 
neck and screamed, his throat gargling around the 
blood in it. Spike felt, through the haze of dizziness, 
Andrew’s release spraying coolly across his chest 



and belly as the heady sight of Angel’s dark face, 
contorted in orgasm, sent him to a release of his 
own.  

They all teetered and collapsed to the floor. Bloody, 
spunk covered, hoarse and exhausted.  

“Oh Sire,” whispered Andrew, resting his bloody, 
still demonic face happily in Spike’s hair. “I love you, 
Sire.”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Xander heard the voices and one of the upstairs 
showers go on and jumped to his feet. He and 
Wesley both ran up the stairs.  

They found Angel in the bathroom, carefully 
cleaning his face with a dark purple towel. He 
reacted calmly when they came in; quickly sliding 
closed the shower door and kicking some clothing 
out of view. He turned his dispassionate eyes on 
them. “What?” Then he saw Xander. “Huh?”  

“Where’s Spike,” asked Xander desperately.  



Angel gaped. He pointed. “Room,” he managed. 
“Xander,” he called to the retreating man, “how?”  

“Spike!” Xander burst into the room. Then stopped 
and stared. Spike’s face was still bloody, he wiped at 
it with a towel, and the entire front of his jeans and 
shirt was wet with a suspicious looking substance. 
He had a ragged, bruised, vampire bite on his neck. 
He stopped, caught in mid swipe and stared back at 
Xander. Then he sort of leapt up and really looked 
at Xander.  

“Xan!”  

“No!” said Xander loudly. He took a step back. This 
wasn’t right. This wasn’t the way it was supposed to 
go. He shook his head again. “No.” He held up a 
hand when Spike came towards him, eyes full of joy 
and wonder.  

“Xander, your eye,” he breathed.  

“Don’t touch me,” Xander said angrily, and took 
another step back. He was breathing hard now, his 
chest rising and falling in angry huffs. He stared at 
the mark on Spike’s neck.  



Spike grinned goofily at the wonder before him, 
then gradually took in Xander’s expression. He 
looked down at himself quickly and shrugged. 
““Xander, it’s nothing it’s… stupid vampire shit, you 
know.”  

“Vampire,” said Xander weakly. As Spike took 
another step towards him he raised his hand again. 
“No.”  

Abruptly he rushed past Spike and into his room. 
Slammed the door. Spike heard the bolt slide home. 
“Xander? “ He stood for a moment trying to take it 
all in.  

“Fuck you, Spike!” screamed Xander from the other 
side of the door.  

Spike stared at the closed door. “Xander?”  

14 Something in the Way 

“Yeah, Red, I get ya.” Spike was hunched over the 
phone, furiously scribbling on a large legal pad. His 
long, elegant, Victorian script had finally devolved 
to a cribbed shorthand as the instructions came too 
rapidly to take down. “Yeah, the Mars transit, wait!” 



He squinted at his writing and bit his lip. “Wait, say 
that last bit again, Red. Yeah, the part after the 
wormwort.” He tapped the pen against the pad for 
a minute and rolled his eyes as Willow apparently 
went into a speech he had heard before. “I know 
that. Yeah, sure then. Rupert’s on the case. Well, I 
know, but…” He listened to a bit more of the 
diatribe. Glanced over at Andrew, tied up and 
apparently peaceful in a dark corner of the lobby. 
The little demon grinned and ran the tip of his small 
pink tongue suggestively over his upper lip. Spike 
grimaced. “but Red…” he said. After a time Willow 
came back to instructions and Spike dutifully began 
scribbling them down again.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
In his room, Xander was taking advantage of the 
Hotel’s multiple phone lines. “Hey, Bill,” he said. 
“How are you?”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  



 
Angel strolled into the library as casually as he 
could. He stopped and watched Wesley, trying to 
think of something to say to him. It occurred to him 
that he rarely spoke to his adopted Watcher about 
anything other than business. Even before the rift, 
their relationship had been mostly professional.  

Now simply asking the man what was troubling him 
seemed like a leap over an impossibly wide chasm.  

Wesley leaned against a bookcase near the window, 
gazing out at the empty street. Angel didn’t 
suppose that Wesley had ever considered how 
achingly beautiful he could be, just standing about, 
hands in trouser pockets, that intense blue gaze and 
wide mouth tight with suppressed feeling. So he 
knew Wesley had not arranged himself purposely 
there, one long leg bent to rest on the window seat, 
loose sweater shoved above the elbows and 
dramatic shadows cutting the corners of his angular 
face. He glanced at Angel with eyes full of their 
habitual self-loathing. Then looked away.  



“Are we going to have to dust that thing?” asked 
Wesley.  

Angel started. “Thing? Andrew? Do you think we 
should?” he asked uncertainly.  

Wesley’s brow furrowed as if the light from the 
window suddenly hurt his eyes. “If I thought so, 
would you do it?”  

Angel thought about this. Wesley looked up and 
saw him considering, and the bitterness in his face 
softened somewhat. “If we can ensoul him, do you 
want him to stay here?”  

Angel looked hopeful for a minute. Then he looked 
doubtful. “How would you feel about it?”  

“I can’t see how that would matter,” said Wesley, 
looking back out the window.  

“Well, it does matter,” said Angel.  

“Why…” Wesley stopped. He shook his head, lips 
pressed together. Angel stepped tentatively 
towards him.  



“Your opinion matters to me,” he said. 
“Your…comfort matters to me.”  

Wesley’s face in the clear light was unreadable. “Do 
what you want.”  

“Wes,” Angel had come up next to him now. He 
very, very carefully laid one hand on the warm grey 
wool of his shoulder. Wesley didn’t appear to react 
to the touch, but Angel heard his heart beat leap 
and accelerate. “Wes, I think we need to talk.”  

Wesley remained quite still, except for the rise and 
fall of his chest, as his lungs attempted to oxygenate 
the blood now pounding through his body. “Angel,” 
he said through clenched teeth. “I am perfectly 
aware that you can hear my increased heart rate 
and blood pressure.” He turned pained blue eyes on 
Angel and held his gaze. “I am aware that you can 
sm…sense my body temperature and probably 
certain hormones.” He looked away and with a 
quick jerk, shook loose Angel’s hand. “I would 
appreciate it if you would at least try to ignore 
those involuntary responses and let me have my 



privacy.” He gazed back out at the street and closed 
his mouth with a little snap.  

Angel stared. “I didn’t mean to…”  

“Quite. I understand. Now, please, let it go.”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
"So, Xander, you wanna talk or do I just get to listen 
to you breathing?" Bill's deep, warm voice was just 
what Xander had needed to hear. He clutched the 
phone against his ear, glad of the pseudo contact.  

"Is there something wrong out there, Xander?"  

Xander gripped the phone. "No," he said thickly. He 
cleared his throat. "No, Bill, everything's great."  

“Well, that's good," said Bill dubiously. "So how is 
Spike?”  

“Well, he's Spike, you know,” said Xander. “The 
roller coaster that is bipolar boy.” He played 
distractedly with the blanket he had pulled over his 
legs.  



“It’s not any better then?” Bill asked worriedly.  

“Sure. It's better, I guess. It's just complicated. 
He’s…” Xander fumbled for an explanation. Damn, 
he wanted a life where he didn’t have to think of 
euphemisms for everything that happened to him! 
“He’s just kind of acting like he used to when he 
was one of these people. Being all Big Bad.”  

“But it's better?”  

“Yeah, maybe a little better,” Xander allowed. He 
closed his eyes and hugged the phone again. 
"Something... bad happened to me and he..."  

"Something bad?"  

Xander was silent. There were no words for what he 
wanted to say. He only wanted Bill's presence.  

"Xander, what happened?" Now Bill sounded angry. 
Almost ... parental. And the part of Xander that 
always longed for that battled with the part that 
didn't know how to accept it and he struggled again 
with the lack of words.  



"No biggie, Bill," he finally said. "Just sorta got 
mugged."  

"Geez, Xander! Just sorta? Fuck! Are you alright?"  

"Yeah." His throat closed, Xander could say no 
more. But, somehow, Bill’s protective concern had 
been what he was craving. He shook his head at the 
phone. "Yeah," he said finally, "I'm better now, all 
better. Great even. And Spike was... really upset. He 
was so different." He looked up at the closed door 
to his room and confided low into the phone. “He 
said he loves me.”  

“Oh.” There was an uncomfortable silence and 
Xander smiled to himself a little. Bill was such a guy. 
Xander just knew this conversation was making him 
twitch.  

He heard Bill clear his throat. “Good, Xander,” Bill 
finally said. “That’s what you wanted, isn’t it?”  

“Yeah,” said Xander. “Except now I don't know. How 
can I trust him, he’s so…” He glanced up at the door 
again. “He’s changing every minute. How do I 
know?”  



“Hell, Xander.” He heard Bill puff out air and sigh. 
“You know what I think of all that. Whole thing's a 
big mistake. Except,” and now Bill sounded wistful, 
“except maybe it might not be so bad. Some guys…”  

Through the leaden fog that encased him, Xander’s 
sensors swiveled and clicked. “Bill? Do I hear the 
telltale signs of faith and hope?”  

Bill made a derisory noise. “Nah, just haven’t gotten 
laid in a while.”  

“You savin’ yourself for l’il ol’ me?” Xander laughed.  

“Well, sure,” said Bill roughly. “Just, well, maybe I’m 
tired of all that tomcattin’ around.”  

“Oh. My. God,” said Xander, in his best 
impersonation of girls-on-the-phone. “Tell me 
everything. What’s he look like? What’s his name? 
And, most importantly, is he rich?”  

“No! God! I mean.” Xander could easily imagine 
Bill's panic. See in his mind’s eye the flustered man 
scrubbing at his curly head. “Well, his name is 
Steve. Just, it’s not like that, Xander. He’s… he’s 
nice.”  



“Oh, Bill.” Xander’s grin was hurting his cheeks.  

“And, well,” Bill’s voice wheedled softly. 
“Sometimes I think maybe it wouldn’t be such a 
stupid thing to trust a guy. A little. Because a guy 
gets tired of always washin’ his own back, ya 
know?”  

“Yeah,” said Xander. “I know.” He looked at the 
door again.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Spike hung up the phone and regarded Andrew.  

"Witch'll be back within the day, if we're lucky," he 
told him. "Get you all fixed up."  

"So stupid," said Andrew. He rocked the chair, to 
which he was tied, back and forth a bit. "Don't want 
a soul, Spike."  

Spike exchanged a worried look with Giles. The 
Watcher gathered the phone and its wire, and 
began going through the list of numbers on the pad 



on his lap. Quite an extensive list, thought Spike, of 
places that stocked Orbs of Thesulah. He was 
surprised more vampires weren't ensouled. Giles' 
theory was that it wasn't as easy as they might 
expect. That perhaps the recipient had to want the 
soul to begin with, at least on some level.  

Andrew rocked in his chair, humming. His eyes 
wandered to the wound on Spike's neck. He smiled 
lecherously and licked his lips. Then flinched. "Ow," 
he said. Blood dripped from his lip. "Oh, that's just 
great," he groused. "I think I have an overbite. 
Spike, I need braces, not a soul."  

"Course you need a soul, snake." Spike stood, 
gathering the writing materials off the table. He 
wobbled a bit while the room pulsed white. The 
blood loss was still telling on him. He continued 
weakly, "Don't want to be all evil, do you? Nasty, 
evil, soulless thing? Disgustin' everybody and no 
idea what yer doin' wrong?" His voice drifted off as 
he looked towards the staircase.  



Andrew pouted. "I was evil before," he said. "I was 
human, I had a soul. And I killed my friend, 
Jonathan." He giggled.  

"Well, see, there ya go," Spike pointed at him. 
"When you have a soul you won't think that’s so 
amusin'."  

Andrew looked at him with some solemnity. "I 
won't?"  

"No, course not," said Spike, nodding. "See, you'll 
feel terrible about it. And any of the other poor 
blokes you killed out there, you'll relive it and ..." He 
looked up at the small, childish face and stopped 
speaking suddenly with his mouth still open. "Oh." 
he said.  

Andrew began battling his bindings violently, his 
chair kicked against the floor. "I don't want it!" he 
cried, banging himself about.  

“Hey, hey, calm down, ya little serpent,” said Spike, 
thinking fast. “Look, Angel didn’t want that soul of 
his, neither, and now look at him he won’t even 
shag for fear a losin’ it.”  



“Don’t wanna be like Angel,” whined Andrew. “He’s 
a dork. I want to be like you, Spike. I want to be a 
kickass, evil, vampire. With cool boots.” He 
stomped his tattered red keds angrily on the floor.  

“Nah nah, snake, tellin’ ya, you’ll see everthing 
differently once we get ya a soul. You’ll be like I 
was. You know, I was all soul-havin’ when you knew 
me before.”  

Andrew ceased his frenzied movements and hung 
against his bindings, looking at Spike. "You were 
really cool," he said ingenuously.  

It was a measure of how low he had dropped, 
thought Spike uncomfortably, that he basked a bit 
in praise from a month old fledge.  

Andrew continued to gaze at Spike speculatively. 
“Don’t you wish you were still a vampire, Spike?”  

Spike didn’t answer. His eyes slid up the stairs 
again. He sighed.  

"Oh, who cares," said Andrew. He pushed his legs 
out straight and bounced against the wall, his head 



bent in an uncharacteristic moment of thought. 
"Spike?"  

Spike turned from his contemplation of the upstairs 
and all things Xander. "Yeah?"  

"If I had a soul, would you love me?" He looked up 
at Spike with eyes warm and throbbing with 
vulnerability. "Will you?"  

Spike took a shaky step back. He stared into the 
eyes of a ghost. "Andrew, I don't..." He felt another 
spell of wooziness and sat down again heavily. " 
Andrew, you don't love me, snake. Yer just 
confused and lookin' fer somethin' to..."  

Tears glistened in the cornflower blue eyes. Andrew 
pulled his lips in, attempting to control their 
tremble, and looked away miserably. "Do too," he 
said.  

"You can't love without a soul." Angel had 
reentered the lobby, a worried frown on his face. 
He leaned on the counter and asserted pedantically, 
"Soulless beings are incapable of love."  



"That's not true," said both Spike and Andrew 
simultaneously.  

Giles rattled the phone rather irritably as he set it 
back in the cradle. “Spike, please, I do not want to 
have to listen to this argument again,” he said.  

“Well, you’re the one what started it,” said Spike.  

“Spike, the whole concept of Romantic Love is really 
a fiction of the last millennium. How does one 
explain that complexity to a fifteen year old girl?”  

“Well, it seems, by lying to her.”  

“It wasn’t a lie, Spike. Demons don’t love, 
romantically. Well, nobody does actually, at least 
not in the sense that that word is understood by an 
adolescent female. Except perhaps in the case of a 
parent towards a child. But it would be unhealthy 
and unnatural for a grown person to have that kind 
of dependant relationship on another grown 
person. And certainly I would have been wrong to 
encourage any belief on Buffy’s part in that sort of 
possibility. She had to exterminate those monsters, 



she couldn’t go around with girlish fantasies about 
them.”  

“Buffy was capable of a lot more than you ever gave 
her credit for, Rupert,” said Spike gruffly.  

Giles blinked at him. “You may have a point there, 
Spike,” he allowed, smiling sadly. “But one does 
one's best.”  

“Wait a minute,” said Angel, slowly catching up. 
“You lied to Buffy about the soul and love?”  

Giles shook his head in disgust. "Despite a lifetime 
of service, I will undoubtedly go down in the 
Watcher's annals as the perpetrator of that 
ridiculous story."  

"But," Angel looked around the room, slightly 
agape. "But we are supposed to be soulmates."  

Two incredulous British faces and a sly little 
American smirk greeted that statement.  

Angel deflated. He leaned against the counter. "Or 
whatever," he said.  



"Listen, snake," said Spike. "I know it’s hard for you 
to understand. I remember how it was. All that 
emptiness and hunger, and then you feel all these 
things. And it’s all you can think about. But all you 
got to guide you is the demon and the blood. When 
you're human, you've got all this other stuff. This 
body,” he frowned at his own wrist lifted it and 
turned it slightly, "this body wants things, needs 
things. And it’s hard. All of it. So you find someone 
who cares to help. That's part of love, ya know? For 
humans?"  

"Love isn't about bodies, Spike," said Angel. "It's 
about souls."  

"You say that 'cause you don't remember, Angel." 
Spike felt slightly dizzy and rubbed his forehead 
tiredly. "I love Xander..." his voice faded. He had 
never said it out loud, in front of other men, before. 
He smiled slightly.  

"Xander," snarled Andrew. His lip curled and 
revealed a touch of fang. "I HATE Xander."  

Spike was across the floor as quickly as any vampire 
could have been. He grabbed Andrew by the throat 



and, despite the little vamps superior strength, 
slammed his head back against the wall with a loud 
thunk.  

"You. Will. NOT. Harm him," he hissed with intense 
rage right into Andrew's face.  

Andrew blinked back. "Yes, Spike," he said meekly. 
He wriggled and simpered a little, obviously pleased 
with the aggression. "I'll leave your pet alone," he 
said in a voice silky with deceit.  

Spike let him go and Andrew's chair fell back to the 
floor loudly. Spike drew a weary forearm across his 
face and leaned against the wall suddenly.  

"Not my pet," he said. "My lover." The word felt 
good in his mouth.  

"You know, if I had any manly self-respect left, I'd 
be offended by that little show of testosterone," 
said Xander from the top of the staircase. He smiled 
down at Spike.  

“Ah,” said Lorne, “the boy who thinks he’s 
dreaming.”  



“Xander,” corrected Giles, casting a little frown at 
Lorne, “how are you feeling now?”  

“Super,” said Xander, still with eyes only for Spike.  

Spike eagerly scanned the healthy young face and 
sparkling dark eyes for any sign of the anger he had 
seen earlier. With relief he saw nothing there 
except lust.  

Spike leaned against the wall and watched Xander 
coming down the stairs. In the old jeans and ratty t-
shirt, Xander still somehow managed to look slinky. 
"I think even I could defend myself against a 
vampire tied to a chair,” he said. He walked up and 
poked Spike hard, once, in the chest. “Survived you, 
didn’t I?” he said in a sultry voice.  

Spike lowered his eyelids and smirked. “Jury’s still 
out, whelp.”  

"I don't think so, fangless. I have you totally pussy-
whipped.”  

Spike’s eyes flashed. “That make you the pussy, 
then, Xan?” he said huskily.  



Andrew giggled. “Yeah, Xander’s a pussy,” he 
chortled. Spike’s hand flashed out and smacked the 
back of the little demon’s head. “Shut up, snake.” 
He stepped closer to Xander. Smirk in place, but his 
eyes studied the other man with hope and fear 
mixed equally in them.  

“I’ll be anything you want me to be,” said Xander in 
a whisper. His mouth hovered over Spike’s now. 
“Get out the nurse's costume, or the pom poms.” 
He slid his arm around Spike’s waist and pulled him 
tightly against him, pressing his hips into Spike’s. 
Spike closed his mouth to avoid moaning in front of 
the others. He didn’t know what was up with 
Xander, or why he was suddenly so friendly when 
he had seemed recently so angry. But the hardness 
rubbing into the crook of his thigh and the brown 
eyes staring with a boiling heat into his own, pretty 
much erased all his hesitation.  

“Mrfltp,” he said against the lips that suddenly 
covered his own.  

"Spike?" Wesley came out of the library "Have 
you..." He took in Spike and Xander in their clinch. 



His tongue made an involuntary dry clicking sound 
against the roof of his mouth. "Have you discovered 
a way to release the Wand?" he asked in a tight 
voice.  

Spike pulled back fractionally to look at Wesley. 
"Oh, yeah," he said casually. His glance slipped 
sideways to meet Xander's amused one. "It, err, 
came loose last night."  

"Where is it now?"  

"Ah, upstairs, why?"  

"My lord, Spike, I can't believe you'd leave 
something like that lying around."  

Spike's eyes narrowed and met Wesley's in a 
penetrating glance. Over a century of knowledge of 
the darkness of men glittered in that look, then 
submerged. "Who would want a stick, Watcher?" 
he said lazily.  

"Well, obviously it's more than a stick, Spike. Surely 
you must realize that that Wand was the cause of 
Xander's miraculous recovery?"  



"Nah, just figured it were my cum,” said Spike 
playfully, his eyes still watchful.  

Giles made a distasteful face. Andrew snickered. 
Wesley glared. He dropped his gaze away from 
Spike’s perceptive eyes.  

Angel came forward helpfully. "You should listen to 
Wesley, Spike," he said. He nodded for emphasis.  

Spike looked from Wesley to Angel. "Yeah, " he said. 
"I guess you’re right, I should." He slithered 
sideways, looping his arm around Xander’s waist 
and pulling him along with him. “C’mon, Xan, let’s 
go make sure the Wand is safe,” he said, proceeding 
towards the staircase.  

Xander allowed himself to be led, folding himself 
against Spike as they walked, and brushing his lips 
quickly against an ear. “Which Wand, Spike?” he 
whispered, loud enough for the vampires in the 
room to hear him.  

Andrew made a face at the couple as they mounted 
the stairs. “Which wand, which wand. Stupid 
Xander,” he hissed to himself.  



 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Xander was purring in his ear, sloppily draping 
himself over Spike, until they were inside the room, 
then he turned. “On the bed,” he said harshly, 
wrestling Spike backwards across the room. He 
grasped Spike by his wrists, twisting them slightly to 
steer him, bumping him with his chest, grinning 
down with a kind of dominant lasciviousness. 
“Strip.”  

Spike adapted happily to the personality switch. 
Xander confident and aggressive, manhandling him, 
thick thumbs pressing into wrists as he pushed 
them back, was even more exciting than Xander 
seductive.  

Spike pulled a hand away to comply, but was 
grabbed again and pushed this time onto the bed. 
He fell back willingly, scrabbling crab like up onto 
the mattress. Xander didn’t follow him. The smile 
had fallen from his face. He stood in a kind of 



aggressive confusion, hands working, breathing 
hard, his eyes dark.  

“Beautiful,” breathed Spike unconsciously. He 
yanked off his shirt, started working off his jeans 
eagerly. “God, Xan, you’re so fucking hot.”  

“Don’t talk,” said Xander dully. His hands worked 
his buckle free, jerked the belt almost angrily loose 
from his slacks. “Hurry up.”  

Spike looked involuntarily from Xander’s face to the 
belt in his hand. He blinked and swallowed. “What? 
Xander, what do you want…”  

Xander’s eyes followed Spike’s to the object he 
held, dropped it immediately. “Just hurry up,” he 
said hoarsely, looking away, and jerking at his shirt 
buttons.  

Spike sat up and swung his legs over the edge of the 
bed. “Xander, mate, what’s wrong?”  

“Nothing, Spike.” Xander tossed his shirt on the 
floor, jerking off his jeans. “Just wanna fuck. Is that 
alright?”  



“Yeah, sure. Always.” Spike hoped it was a grin he 
had on his face. It felt grotesque. This hostile man 
was not Xander. Spike crawled back onto the bed, 
followed by his scowling, naked lover.  

Xander pulled a condom out of the drawer and 
rolled it on, did a perfunctory slather of lube over 
his shaft, all the time not looking directly at Spike. 
He shoved a willing Spike back onto the bed, leaned 
over him with a determined look, grabbed one thigh 
firmly behind the knee, levered it up, aligned his 
cock, and pushed in.  

Spike yelped at the initial intrusion, then relaxed as 
he felt the weight of his lover push up inside him. 
Something within spread and thrummed with 
pleasure. God, he realized, he had missed this so 
much. He arched back making an appreciative 
noise.  

“Shut up,” hissed Xander desperately. He held 
Spike’s wrist with one strong hand, pushing his 
thigh up higher with the other. Face buried in the 
arching neck.  



Spike could feel Xander’s jaw clenching, practically 
hear his teeth grinding, as he pulled back and 
shoved in again harder.  

Spike’s breath caught and he pushed up against 
Xander.  

"No!" Xander's voice against his neck sounded 
almost in pain. "No, don't move, please. Just. Let. 
Me," he inhaled raggedly, his tempo increasing, the 
force of his thrusts increasing, "God, just let me"  

Spike schooled himself to still, to make no noise as 
the assault continued, but couldn’t help the little 
hiccups and squeaks as Xander pumped into him. 
The grip on his wrist was becoming uncomfortable. 
Xander's hand fell from the back of Spike's thigh 
and came up to grip at his hair. He raised up enough 
to look down at Spike.  

His eyes were squeezed to slits and almost grey in 
their coldness. The expression was so alien it was 
chilling. He glared down at Spike as he slammed 
into him, drawing air in in desperate gasps, his lips 
pulled back in a grimace with the effort.  



Spike was no longer aroused. He let Xander finish. 
Saw the orgasm overcome the man grinding above 
him. It didn’t look like it was much of a pleasure. 
Xander stared down at him, with those foreign eyes, 
for a moment more. Scanned the panting torso, saw 
the sagging, unsated erection. His face twisted in an 
expression akin to disgust. Then he pulled away, 
shoulders slumped. He swung himself around 
without a word, stood up from the bed and grab at 
his discarded boxers.  

"Shower," said Xander, head turned away. He 
walked towards the door. When he did look back, 
for just a minute the boy he resembled stared out 
at Spike from the bottom of dark hollow eyes.. 
"Sorry," he said sadly. He closed the door gently.  

Spike lay where he had been left on the mattress. 
He raised his arm and studied the purpling bruise on 
his wrist. 

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Giles found him in the kitchen later.  



Spike was sitting with his head resting on the table. 
Hoping the orange juice and turkey sandwich he 
had just eaten would help abate the blood loss 
dizziness. He heard Giles enter, recognized the 
careful soft step of the Watcher and smiled muzzily 
to himself when he realized how much like a 
predator Giles sounded if one could not see him.  

"Feeling tired, Spike?"  

"Did ya come in here to lecture me again on the 
evils of vampire adoption, Rupert?"  

"No, I just came in for a beer," Giles said, pulling 
one out of the refrigerator. He leaned against a 
counter, twisting off the cap and lobbing it easily 
into a trash bin across the room. "How is Xander?"  

There was that prick in his voice. Spike knew the 
feel of it. Giles had an object in his mind and he 
would stab at it. He sat up unsteadily and gave Giles 
a narrow look. "I take that question to be an inquiry 
after Xander's health," he said in an accent that 
could have marked him as Giles' brother.  



Giles drank his beer and studied him. "Xander Harris 
is like a son to me."  

Spike glared still, but the fight wasn't in him. He 
allowed his head to sink into a hand propped on the 
table and nodded wearily. "Yeah, yeah, I know," he 
sighed. “You don’t have ta protect him from me, 
Rupert. I won’t hurt him.”  

“That’s not the source of my concern, Spike,” said 
Giles.  

“Hey G-man.” Xander entered the kitchen happily, 
glanced at Spike without comment, and walked to 
the fridge. He was barefoot and bare chested, 
wearing only sweatpants which were untied and 
hung loosely just over his hipbones. His wet hair 
was slicked back and hung in a twisted strand down 
the back of his neck. His skin, his eyes, his whole 
demeanor glowed with self-satisfied contentment. 
He reached past Giles for the refrigerator door, and 
the look he gave him was definitely provocative.  

Giles straightened up and stepped away.  



Xander didn’t seem to notice. He popped the top 
off a beer, slammed the refrigerator door shut and 
leaned against it. “Saw Wesley out there,” he rolled 
a shoulder towards the lobby. “He’s all in a huff 
about some demonic gang war.” He grinned lazily 
and tipped his head back against the refrigerator. 
“God, is he hot when he’s pissed off, or what?”  

Spike and Giles blinked in unison at this bizarre 
apparition.  

“We’ll join you out there shortly, Xander,” said Giles 
after a few tries at a sensible response. “I…er…was 
just asking Spike about…lore,” he finished feebly.  

“Hokey dokey, G-man,” said Xander agreeably, 
loping back out of the kitchen. He did not even 
glance at Spike as he left.  

Giles gave Spike a look laden with serious import. 
“Hey,” said Spike immediately, “I didn’t do anythin’, 
I swear, Rupert!”  

“I know, Spike.”  

“I…huh? You believe me?”  



“Xander’s behavior is typical of post traumatic 
stress, Spike.”  

“Oh.” Spike looked away. “I thought mebbee the 
wand healed him of all that.” Giles grimaced 
uncomfortably and rubbed his forhead. “Spike, I’m 
sorry. But Xander can be fully healed of his injuries 
physically, and still not be well.” Giles frowned at 
the man hunched miserably on the chair before 
him. “It could take a very long time for Xander to 
recover from what he endured, Spike. The human 
body and the human mind are a complex team.”  

“Yer sayin’ he's got something wrong in his head?”  

“He should begin therapy immediately,” said Giles.  

Spike glanced up, looked guilty. “Angel set 
somethin’ up fer me but I was…disinclined ta go.” 
He picked at a thread in his jeans. “Didn’t want to 
talk about it, you know?”  

“Yes, that is part of the difficulty,” said Giles, 
thinking of friends and relations and stress 
disorders. “It requires reliving the experience, and 
most patients are disinclined to do that.”  



“Maybe if I told Xan I’ll go if he does?” Spike set his 
lips grimly. “I can do that, if he wants.”  

Giles’ eyebrows rose and he contemplated Spike for 
a moment with the eyes of a Watcher. 
“Extraordinary,” he breathed to himself.  

Spike glanced up, saw the speculative study, 
shrugged it off in irritation. “So, if he gets therapy, 
maybe he’ll be better soon?”  

“Well, it can still take years, Spike,” Giles said sadly.  

“Years?”  

“Of course. One doesn’t just ‘get over’ rape, Spike.”  

Spike sat in a solemn stillness. “I see,” he said 
finally, flatly. He stood abruptly and went to the 
door. “See, I didn’t know that,” he said, grasping the 
doorframe and pausing. “How could I have?” And 
he walked out.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
The first thing Spike noticed, when he entered the 



lobby, was that Angel was brooding again. It was so 
difficult not to notice Angel when he brooded, he 
took up so much space with it. Spike found it just as 
annoying now as he had in his unlife.  

He would have pointed it out in as embarrassing a 
manner as possible, but he was distracted by 
Xander.  

Xander sat comfortably on the arm of the chair in 
which Wesley sat. He leaned against the backrest, a 
lazy smile on his face, looking over Wesley’s 
shoulder at the document the Watcher held, 
occasionally letting his dark glance rove up and 
down the back of Wesley’s neck, head and 
shoulders.  

Wesley seemed oblivious to the attention. “Well, 
Giles, you should see this,” he said, glancing up and 
spying the man who entered behind Spike. He 
jabbed his finger a bit at the paper. “See, here is 
where they actually declare their intentions. This 
word ‘Mtxla’ quite literally means, ‘in perpetuity’. 
They are declaring a Jihad against your race, Angel.”  



Spike snorted. “Not much of a problem there, hey, 
Peaches? No little illegitimate Angelus’ running 
around, are there?”  

The panicked and miserable look Angel gave him 
was disconcerting. “Are there?” Spike asked, 
thinking hard of vampire lore and coming up with 
zilch.  

“I’m sure they won’t mean that literally, in Angel’s 
case, Spike,” Wesley said with weary 
condescension. “Obviously this declaration would 
be directed towards us.”  

Spike made an instinctive move towards Xander, 
who quickly stood and came towards him. Their 
hands slid together automatically. Their eyes met. 
No more flirtatious tease; Xander gripped Spike's 
hand as if the winds of ill fortune would sweep him 
away at any moment. Wesley noted the couple and 
his mouth twitched upwards at one corner just a 
bit.  

“Ah, yes,” he said. He glanced at Angel and let a 
kind of disappointment wash over his features. He 
shook his head worriedly.  



“May I see that?” Giles took the paper that Wesley 
readily handed him. He removed his glasses and 
held the sheaf up to the light, studying it intently. 
“Interesting dialect,” he murmured. Wesley stood.  

“Yes, they’ve been through some, er.. .cultural 
changes since their emigration here,” he 
volunteered from behind Giles.  

“We need to call a meeting,” said Angel, brushing 
aside his angst and putting on his mantle of 
authority. “Kennedy,” he addressed the Slayer who 
leant against the front door jamb, “please call the 
girls down here. And uh, Spike?” He gestured 
vaguely towards Andrew who was dozing against 
the wall, in full game face, a little crooked smile on 
his face. Dreaming vampire dreams, it would 
appear, as he snarled and snapped at something in 
his sleep, like a small puppy. “He seems to cause a 
stir. Please remove him.”  

Spike wandered over and grasped the curly head, 
shook it roughly. “Rise and shine, little serpent. 
Grandpa’s got Slayer’s comin’.”  



Xander tailed Spike closely. “I’ll help,” he said. It 
sounded more like a request. Spike nodded. “Yeah 
sure, Xan, but watch him, he’s a quick un.”  

He expertly unlooped Andrew’s restraints, as the 
little demon became alert. He looked up at Xander, 
with red and gold eyes, and smiled seductively. “Oh, 
you brought me lunch?” he said in his croaky little 
voice that had a touch of hiss in it.  

“Listen, Andrew,” said Xander irritably.  

“Andreus,” corrected Andrew.  

“Nope,” said Xander. “Not falling for that crap 
anymore. I don’t care if you’re possessed by the 
devil himself. I am sick and tired of taking shit from 
guys just because they're dead.”  

“Oh, Sire,” said Andrew appreciatively. “Your pet 
has balls.” He flinched when Spike clipped him 
upside the head and jerked him roughly to his feet.  

“Time to go to your room, Childe,” said Spike, 
serenely unimpressed that he was shoving a 
recalcitrant, growling superstrengthed demon 
before him towards the staircase. “And he’s not my 



pet. He’s a hell of a vampire slayer and has kicked 
my ass in my day. So watch yer mouth.”  

The men remaining watched the trio mounting the 
stairs.  

“Spike seems to be adjusting rather well now,” 
observed Giles, setting aside the paper for the 
moment. “I haven’t seen any sign of the 
depression.”  

Angel shrugged. “He has someone to take care of, 
now. Always makes him happy,” he said. “So, 
Wesley,” he turned back to the subject at hand 
worriedly, “what is our next step?”  

Perhaps Angel had pronounced those words a bit 
louder on purpose. Or maybe Xander had been 
touched with more sensitive hearing as the result of 
his healing. But he paused infinitesimally on the 
steps and glanced back at Angel, then forward again 
at Spike. A ripple of thought floated in that look.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  



 
Andrew was unresisting, thank the gods and devils 
and various other entities that watched over 
humans and their vampires, thought Spike with 
relief. He and Xander were able to latch the 
manacles to his wrists with no fuss and leave him 
dozing off again in the room.  

“Did he mean that,” asked Xander once they were 
in the hallway.  

“Which?” asked Spike.  

“About ‘topping off’. Are you going to be letting 
him,” he nodded with a look of distaste at Spike’s 
neck.  

“Nah, he gets the soul, he’ll be off the real stuff,” 
said Spike confidently.  

“Were you?”  

“Sure,” lied Spike easily. “Makes you sick ta think of 
it afterwards.”  

Xander stopped walking and stood looking at him. 
“It’s so weird still, Spike.”  



Spike forced his manner to be easy. “What’s weird, 
Xan?”  

“Well, you remember everything. It’s like you 
haven’t changed.”  

“I’ve changed,” said Spike brusquely. He turned and 
began walking.  

“Why won’t you ever talk about it?” whined Xander, 
coming up behind him. Spike stopped. He turned 
slowly.  

“Okay,” he said. “I’ll talk about it. If you agree to do 
somethin’ too.”  

Xander looked at him suspiciously. “What?”  

“There’s head doctors around town. Angel says. I’m 
supposed ta go. Want you to come along also.”  

Xander looked at his feet, began to fidget. “Kind of 
moral support, huh?”  

“No, I want you to talk to the man about what 
happened to you, too, Xander,” said Spike seriously.  

Xander looked up as if struck. “No.”  



“Xander, Giles says…”  

“I asked you not to tell him!” Xander said, looming 
over Spike threateningly. Spike clenched his teeth 
and faced him down.  

“I didn’t tell him anythin’, Xan. But he knows you. 
And maybe he saw,” Spike waved his purple and 
blue arm at Xander. “Bloody obvious isn’t it? 
Somethin’s wrong.”  

The rage in Xander’s face suddenly broke apart. 
Tears rose in his eyes. “I’m sorry, Spike.”  

“Hey, no,” Spike looked away in some 
embarrassment as tears flowed down Xander’s 
face. “Hell, I’ve had worse and wanted it, Xan.”  

“I don’t…I don’t know what’s happened to me…”  

“Well, see, apparently it's bound to happen,” 
explained Spike unhappily. He dared to step closer 
to Xander, stroked his arm experimentally.  

“I…I just used you, Spike. How can you stand me…”  



“Hey, there. C’mon now. Not like it hasn’t happened 
to me before,” said Spike in a low voice. He slid his 
hands carefully around Xander’s waist until he was 
standing very close to him, in a loose hug. He put 
his forehead against Xander’s chest and whispered. 
“Please, pet. For me?”  

Xander heaved a great, shuddering sigh. “Okay, I 
guess,” he said. “I can do it for you.”  

Spike eased closer, sliding his hands around the 
warm, naked torso and rubbing his cheek against 
Xander’s shoulder. He felt the smooth hands come 
up to massage his neck, cup his head. Warm breath 
on his ear.  

“Bloody love you, Xander,” Spike whispered.  

The firm kneading of his neck didn’t falter, the 
breath against his neck didn’t halt, but Spike felt the 
stillness. The infinitesimal disbelief and emotional 
withdrawal. Then Xander’s hands slid forward and 
carefully clasped his chin. Spike found his face tilted 
up, gazing into fathom's deep brown eyes. He tried 
not to blink as the study went on. He felt he was 
being read, page-by-page.  



“Love you,” he breathed, trying to show it in his 
eyes.  

“You care for me,” said Xander, his eyes moving as 
if reading the words in print somewhere there back 
in Spike’s skull. “You take care of me.”  

“Love you,” insisted Spike again, very low.  

Xander studied him. “Thank you,” he said solemnly. 
He leaned forward and placed a soft, reverent kiss 
on Spike’s lips. Pulled back. “I appreciate it,” he 
said.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
“Is anyone ever going to introduce me?” 
complained Lorne.  

Spike and Xander were shuffling, hands loosely 
clasped, back into the lobby. They both had that 
schmoopy, my-boyfriend-is-so-cute look on their 
faces. The red eyes took in Xander with 
appreciation and Spike was glad he had gotten the 
boy into a t-shirt. Lorne’s eyes flickered uneasily 



over Spike, “and perhaps explain a few things for 
we latecomers?”  

“Spike got Angel’s shanshu,” said Fred casually. 
“He’s human. Xander was abducted and tortured. 
Now he’s back and magically cured. All the men are 
turning gay.” At Gunn’s look. “Well, everybody but 
Charles.”  

“Sounds…intriguing,” said Lorne. His glance still 
measured Xander and Spike found himself moving 
his body between the horned demon and his 
boyfriend.  

Giles made an uncomfortable noise and shook the 
parchment in his hand a bit. “Erm, yes, now back to 
the matter at hand.” He turned towards Angel who 
had assumed a permanent state of brood near the 
weapons case. “Aside from purposely attacking the 
Kesperian, I don’t really see any action that needs 
to be taken at the moment.”  

“I need to find a way to protect my people, Giles. 
New wards on the hotel and on our new offices. No 
one goes anywhere unchaperoned.”  



“All of this would be easily resolved if we simply 
gave the wand to the Kesperian as we had agreed,” 
said Wesley, and everyone turned to stare at him.  

“The wand can not be removed from Spike,” said 
Giles.  

“He has found a way to release it.”  

“Yes, but it appears to go dormant without his 
presence.”  

“No,” said Angel. “We aren’t negotiating with 
terrorists.”  

“You are the one least at risk, here, Angel,” said 
Wesley. “Don’t you think some of the others should 
be allowed to weigh in ?”  

Angel sunk back into his brood position.  

“Hey, I’m with Angel,” said Gunn immediately. He 
put a hand on Fred’s shoulder. “But I want to look 
into this extra protection stuff, too.”  

Fred nodded. “Of course, I’ll do whatever Angel 
thinks is best.”  



“Hell, I’d love a chance to get back at those 
bastards,” piped up Kennedy from her watch at the 
door.  

“Me, too,” said Xander, gripping Spike’s hand. Spike 
could feel him shaking.  

“Hell, yeah,” he growled. “Let's get the witch ta 
work and then go kill ‘em all.”  

Angel scanned the faces of his friends with an 
expression of touched pride. He stood a little taller 
and Spike smiled to himself to see the broad 
shoulders straighten, the strong chin raise. Angel 
addressed the group. “We are going to take pro-
active measures and watch our backs. Until we 
think of a more aggressive plan.”  

“That brings up something, actually Angel,” said 
Spike hesitantly. He tugged at Xander. “Uh, Xan and 
I have an appointment,” he nodded towards the 
double doors of the lobby, “outside…”  

Angel’s gaze settled on Spike. “You can’t go 
anywhere alone, Spike. And I can’t follow you in the 
daylight.”  



“Can go, just need ta carry my little toy.”  

Angel and Spike exchanged a long look. It made 
Xander uncomfortable to realize how much the two 
men could say between them without a word. So 
much history was there. And perhaps the history in 
the past had held anger but the expression on 
Angel’s face now was worry. He met the glance 
Angel flicked at him stoically and gripped Spike’s 
hand a little tighter.  

“Spike can protect us,” he said, not caring if he 
sounded girly.  

“How long,” Angel addressed Spike without 
acknowledging Xander’s statement, “until that 
thing…turns you?” He couldn’t think of another 
word for it. He let himself feel a little pleasure when 
Xander reacted slightly.  

Spike only shrugged. He stepped closer to Xander. 
“I’m safe enough,” he said, sliding an arm around 
the other man’s waist. “Xander won’t let me go 
bad,” he grinned up at his lover. Xander gazed back 
at him, trouble and fear in his eyes, but he managed 



a crooked smile. "Yeah. Evil guys get no nookie," he 
whispered, his arm tightening around Spike.  

It was distracting to everyone, the almost pretty 
blond man and the tall, dark-eyed, dark haired boy. 
Arms wrapped around each other. So absorbed in 
one another. It was the sort of thing that caught 
your eye and held it with a kind of awe and longing. 
So it was understandable that no one noticed 
Wesley’s reaction.  

Wesley watched Angel. Eyes narrow slits, cheeks 
flushed, mouth drawn into a thin bitter line. He 
looked suffused with hatred.  

15 I Do It For You 

“Spike?” called Giles as Spike was passing through 
the lobby. “Would you come in here for a minute?” 
He gestured towards the library.  

As he stepped through the door and took in the 
formal assembly there; Angel, Giles, Wesley, 
Kennedy, and all of the potentials, Spike swiveled 
his head sideways and rolled his eyes with disgust. 



“Great,” he said. “What the buggerin’ fuck have I 
done now, Angel?”  

Angel sat in the large leather chair behind his desk; 
his formal, meet the clients position, fingers 
steepled before his chin, and allowed himself a 
small smile. Giles, beside him, also had an 
uncharacteristic smile. He gestured to the chair in 
front of the desk.  

“Perhaps you should sit down?”  

“What is it?” Spike affected calm as he glanced 
worriedly around at the faces watching him with 
such pleased expectation. ‘What the fuck?’ He came 
forward, but remained standing stoicly. Shoved his 
hands deep into his jacket pockets and stood with 
spread legs before Angel’s desk. “Whatever it is, 
let's do it fast. Xander’s waitin’ fer me.”  

“Er, no I’m here, too, Spike.” Xander stepped from a 
dark corner and waved. He had that same look of 
bright anticipation.  

Spike felt the wings of heavy panic beating through 
him. He absolutely hated this about being human. 



The lack of air, his heart banging so hard in his chest 
he’d swear it shook his body. He grit his teeth and 
glared at the restrained merriment on Angel’s face. 
Bastard was sure enjoying this, he thought.  

Giles was holding up a small document and a little 
card. He shook it slightly. Spike forced his focus 
through the fear and realized he was expected to 
take the objects.  

Schooling his hands successfully not to shake, he 
carefully removed the heavy paper and small plastic 
card from Giles’ hand. Made his brain stop skating 
around wildly long enough to focus and see what 
they were.  

It was a California driver’s license with his picture 
on it. And a name. Spike’s brain took in the name, 
and he gave his head an involuntary shake as the 
evidence his brain had taken in was a bit too daft. 
He read it again. Felt the thick lip of the chair 
pushed against the backs of his knees and sank 
down gratefully. He moved his eyes to the heavy 
paper document. And saw the name there again.  



He looked up at Angel, oblivious to the rest of the 
room. He looked to his Sire to tell him what this 
was. Was shocked to see moisture glistening in the 
implacable brown eyes. “What?” Spike managed to 
ask.  

“Buffy’s request,” said Angel. He passed a hand over 
his eyes, looked up at Giles.  

“In the event that something…might happen to 
Buffy…” began Giles carefully.  

Spike growled, “Which it had better not.” A couple 
of voices growled in agreement.  

“Well, yes, but you would be legally entitled to act 
as Dawn’s guardian.”  

Spike could not look at anyone. He stared at the 
documents in his hand. “Where’d you get the 
bloody picture?” he finally managed to squeak out. 
He heard the tears in his voice, but gave up trying to 
control them. “I look like some kinda rentboy…” he 
drifted off as he felt Xander next to him, warm 
strong hands on his shoulders. A quick, soft kiss on 
the top of his head.  



“I wanna be the first,” whispered Xander in a happy 
voice. “To say it.” He gently tipped Spike’s wobbling 
chin up so he could look into the stricken face. “I 
love you, William Summers.”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Xander released Spike so the others could crowd 
around him and saw the space between them 
widen as if Spike were pulling away on a camera 
dolly. This was the thing Xander had brought Spike 
here for. The thing Spike had needed. An identity, a 
place. Xander watched the bowed blond head, 
nodding, overcome, smiling weakly at the girls 
gathering around him. Grasping Giles’ hand in a 
surprised handshake.  

He had been so afraid of breaking him. And in the 
end Spike had been stronger than he. Of course, 
how could Xander have forgotten? This was the guy 
who had come to Sunnydale with an insane 
vampiress and stayed to save the world. How could 
a little thing like human life beat him down?  



Spike's head turned, seeking something. His eyes 
caught Xander’s and Xander felt the jab of the hook 
that had been set. He couldn’t help but love him, he 
realized, jumping forward to help Spike. He couldn’t 
help it. It had become part of who he was.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
There was a cake. Spike sat in a dream in the 
kitchen and watched a dozen slayers of demons 
celebrate his life.  

He felt that a mistake had been made. Watching the 
girls as they pulled out silverware and dishes, 
chattering and excited, he had that distorted, 
dreamlike feeling that he often got in the presence 
of magic. As if he stood beside himself, the voices 
coming to him through a bad phone connection.  

Spike glanced down again at the billfold in his hand. 
There had been applause as he slipped the ID into 
the leather case. There he was, a surprised punk 
rocker, staring back at him. His expression said, 
“What the fuck, mate?”  



He saw a large, bony hand in front of him and took 
it, gaping up at Rupert Giles. Rupert Giles shaking 
his hand, his smile huge, his eyes filled with 
approval? A rush of blood, hot flush in his head as 
his heart accellerated and the fast, uncontrollable 
breathing started. He had never wanted this. He 
had wanted… He thought back, desperately trying 
to grasp that moment when he’d lost control of this 
wild journey. When he had fallen out of himself. He 
had wanted Buffy to see him for what he was. More 
than the demon. He had needed to prove 
something to her. And then he had needed to prove 
it to himself. He had wanted more… And now he 
was…this. Not himself.  

Spike looked wildly around the room, saw Xander 
coming forward, that expression of concern on his 
face. And how long, thought Spike, his grip on the 
hard surface of reality slipping even more, how long 
ago had he learned to rely on Xander? It seemed to 
have started somehow before there was a start. As 
if Xander were the constant in some yawning 
wormhole. Spike and Inversion-of-Spike standing at 
either side. He watched Xander come towards him 



and the great, dark eyes seemed grotesquely huge. 
It was all so surreal. He shook his head hard, the 
room rocked sideways. He registered large, warm 
hands, arms, his body pulled close and Xander’s 
voice saying something, as his mind let go and 
allowed the blackness to close over him. 

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
This might be the last time he had him as his own, 
thought Xander. Fixed in the light from the 
bedroom window, like the enchanted hero of a 
myth, Spike lay white and golden. Xander had lifted 
him from his chair in the kitchen as he fell, shooing 
the girls away, and bringing him upstairs by himself. 
Laying him on his bed. It was a feeling he had often 
with Spike. That this time could be the last.  

Xander had a sudden impulse to do something he 
would never dare to do while Spike was awake. He 
imagined those eyes, narrowing, that mouth 
snapping out some sarcastic witticism about ‘white 
knights’. He kneeled at the side of the bed and lifted 



Spike’s hand very gently from the mattress. Pressed 
it softly to his lips.  

When he was fifteen, Xander had given himself over 
to Buffy without thought. And through all the 
subsequent revelations and nasty surprises he had 
stood steady at her side. It was part of who he was. 
Core Xander. Loyal, steadfast, committed without 
compromise.  

The counsellor Xander would eventually speak with, 
would undoubtedly ask probing questions about 
parental alchohol use, possible abuse. Easily noting 
the compensation and characteristics of co-
dependancy. Xander only knew that his strength lay 
in his devotion. Perhaps not super-powered, but 
miraculous in a purely human way. A true heart 
could sometimes save the world. Or destroy it. It 
depended at whose feet he lay it.  

Xander very, very softly touched the half-inch, 
almost-white baby hairs that skirted the barrier 
between Spike’s hairline and his face. They floated 
under his fingers so lightly, it was as if they weren’t 
even there. Spike turned his head fractionally and 



his lips moved. Xander struggled to think clearly, as 
the dart of that metaphorical cherub struck him full 
on in the heart muscle again.  

His eyes followed the play of light on Spike’s face, 
over his neck. The bite, purpled and still dark red at 
the puncture marks, stood out against the white 
skin, and Xander's fingers halted. He swallowed 
hard against the reality that bite presented.  

The once burned, twice shy, everyday hero watched 
his lover breathing gently on the bed before him 
and carefully considered love, committment and 
loyalty.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Spike came to to the feel of cool lips on his forhead. 
He raised a hand and caught the silken hair at the 
back of Xander’s head, guiding lips down to his 
mouth. Mouths opened, tongues touched, and 
Spike smiled at the small moan that whispered out 
of Xander’s throat. He pulled back fractionally.  



“You know, mate, you’re kissin’ Buffy’s brother 
now,” he said.  

He smirked up at the glare of mock fury in those 
black eyes.  

“Bleh, now it feels like incest,” Xander said, bending 
down and drawing his tongue across Spike’s lower 
lip.  

Spike pushed eagerly into the touch and their 
mouths latched furiously. After a time, Xander drew 
back for air.  

“Mmm, incest is hot,” he said, gasping.  

Spike looked around himself dazedly. They were on 
the waterbed in his room. “Did I wreck the party?”  

“Nah. They were done with you,” said Xander. His 
hand came up and traced Spike’s cheekbone lightly. 
“You swooned into my arms. They all thought it was 
very romantic.”  

Spike mustered a glare. “I’m not your damsel, 
Xander.”  



Xander swept forward, brushed his lips with a kiss, 
leaned back smiling. The hand on Spike’s cheek 
began traveling downward, a light lazy path of 
touches. Spike watched Xander’s eyes. Like the Tar 
pits, they roiled and burned and promised hidden 
depths. He felt Xander’s hand sliding over his 
abdomen and arched involuntarily as a strong palm 
cupped his growing hardness. “Nah,” said Xander, a 
flash issuing from those eyes, “you’re no girl, Spike. 
No chance of a mistake there.” His hand kneaded 
firmly.  

Spike's hips pressed of their own volition into the 
pressure, but his hands pushed Xander back. “What 
am I then, Xander,” he asked huskily.  

One of his hands was lifted to a warm, wet mouth, a 
tongue slid across his palm. Something like 
amusement snapped in Xander’s eyes. “You asking 
me what my intentions are, William?” he asked, as 
Spike’s fingers followed the tongue, and traced his 
lips. He leaned forward and placed another kiss on 
Spike’s mouth, lowered himself and placed an 
identical one on his throat, his chest. "My intentions 
are honorable," he heard Xander growl against his 



shirt. Felt him sliding lower, hands deftly unzipping 
and unbuttoning, through a haze Spike heard 
Xander, as his hands drew Spike’s cock from his 
pants. “My intentions are to suck you until you 
explode,” said Xander, and his mouth closed over 
him.  

Spike arched into the warmth, his eyes closed, his 
hands traveling and tangling in the warm, silky hair. 
Xander pulled and licked and worked his cock like 
only a man completely familiar with the body of 
another man can. Spike felt his conciousness carried 
to the edge of a bright cliff and hung there. All 
thought gone, only sensation and a kind of peace. 
He let himself thrust and writhe, not fighting the 
orgasm, not even thinking of it, letting Xander give 
this to him. So the swell of it lifted him gently, 
suspended him momentarily in its clear bright space 
then sent him swooping down into the room again.  

A kind of normality settled around him like dust 
motes as he lay with closed eyes in the afterglow. 
Cool lips kissed his forehead.  



“I didn’t pass out, mate,” said Spike, softly. “Just 
restin’.”  

He heard Xander chuckle. The lips touched his eyes, 
his cheeks. Then he felt Xander pull away and the 
swell of the bed as his weight shifted. Spike cracked 
an eye open and turned his head to see Xander 
sitting up, legs flung over the side of the mattress. 
“Where ya goin’ Xan,” he said, bringing a lazy hand 
up to bat at Xander feebly.  

“We have that appointment at the clinic, Spike,” 
said Xander tiredly.  

“Oh,” said Spike. He sighed. “Bugger all.”  

“Yeah,” said Xander. He turned and looked at Spike 
hopefully. “We don’t have to go?”  

“Nah,” Spike exerted the tremendous effort it took 
for him to sit up. He looked down at himself and 
grinned. There he lay, fully clothed except for an 
exposed and blissfully flaccid penis. Xander had 
licked him completely clean. He wriggled and 
arched and got himself back into his pants. “Nah, 
you promised, Xan.” He worked himself to the edge 



of the bed and leaned against Xander. “Where’s the 
Wand got to now, pet?”  

Xander shrugged and looked around the room, 
frowning. The Wand seemed to transform itself 
continuously when Spike wasn’t in possession of it. 
The last he had seen it had been a sock lying under 
a chair.  

Both he and Spike could sense and recognize the 
Wand now. Though Xander didn’t feel the 
compulsion to hold it that Spike claimed he himself 
fought constantly. He seemed, actually, to have a 
better directional sense of the thing’s whereabouts 
than Spike. A role apparently held in the past by 
Spike’s figment, Richard.  

Richard wasn’t a figment, Spike had explained 
patiently to Xander as he and the former Scooby 
had pored, hopelessly uncomprehendingly, over the 
documents in the library together. Xander knew he 
should be taking all this in stride, it was practically 
nothing compared to what he had encountered in 
his years with Buffy, but that part of him that had 



closed the door on all this just flinched with every 
new piece of information.  

Richard was a genii. He had been communicating 
with Spike since the beginning. He had come from 
the amulet and was trying, for an unknown reason, 
to meld Spike with the Wand. He was ‘bleedin’ 
insistent’ about it. Richard liked Xander, Spike had 
explained eagerly. Richard had been the one to tell 
him that the magics of the Wand could help Spike 
to heal Xander.  

Spike hadn’t told Xander that he was sure the Wand 
was evil, but Xander knew.  

When Spike and Xander found the Wand again, 
which had transformed itself this time into a pocket 
watch, Xander made a point of picking it up and 
attaching it to Spike himself.  

“Hold on a second,” he demanded, holding Spike 
still with a hand on his shoulder. He scanned Spike’s 
face. Carefully, slowly, slipped the Wand into his 
pocket. Watched Spike’s eyes as the magic took 
hold.  



Spike tried to hold steady under Xander’s gaze as 
the surge threw itself against his brain. It tasted 
good, the power. He felt muscles that had been 
tensed unconsciously, relax, as he knew he was 
safe. Invulnerable against mortal injury. But 
watching his transformation in Xander’s eyes, 
caution drawing his lover back behind some dark 
door, he emotionally amended that sensation. 
Invulnerable against physical injury, perhaps, but he 
could still be wounded. He reached towards the 
serious face.  

“Luv?”  

Xander nodded solemnly. “I can see it, now,” he 
said. “The difference. You’re more…yourself, you 
know?”  

Spike dropped his hand and looked away. “The 
Spike you knew,” he stated.  

“Yeah.” Xander studied Spike some more. “Yeah, 
you’re the guy I knew. Kinda…” He laughed shortly. 
“Kinda cocky.”  

“An arsehole,” said Spike flatly.  



“Maybe a little.” Xander’s voice deepened. He 
stepped in closer. “A sexy bastard,” he whispered 
huskily.  

Spike looked up at him sharply. “You always felt this 
way, Harris?”  

Xander blinked and took one step back. “What?”  

Spike’s emotions were driving him. He knew that 
and felt the customary moment of caution before 
he let go the steering wheel and allowed the vehicle 
its head. He grit his teeth, narrowed his eyes, and 
stepped into Xander’s space, glaring up at him. 
“Were you always attracted to me, Harris? Didjya 
always feel this way?”  

“No!” Xander said immediately. “I mean,” he back-
pedaled at the sight of the storm gathering in 
Spike’s face. “I mean.” He paused, thinking of 
Sunnydale, thinking with one brief, flinching, 
brilliant-with-pain second, of the past. “No,” he said 
softly, pushing all that away firmly. “You were a 
vampire, Spike. A demon.” Xander wasn’t aware 
that his nostrils twitched ever so slightly with 



distaste. But Spike, hyper aware with magic and 
love, saw it and looked away.  

“Monster,” he said. “All you can see. Do you even 
like me, Xan?”  

“But you’re not a monster, now,” Xander flailed. He 
had that bad feeling that he had stepped into 
relationship quicksand. His years with Anya had 
attuned his senses to it, but never showed him the 
path to avoid it. “You’re human, now,” he struggled 
on. “I love you, Spike,” he added hopefully.  

“Human? Am I?” Spike stepped again towards 
Xander, both threatening and yearning. “What if I’m 
not?” He watched Xander’s eyes as they slipped, 
infinitesimally, to the left. “You’ve thought about it, 
haven’t ya, Xander?” said Spike the Perceptive. 
“You’ve wondered what you would do.”  

Xander didn’t deny it, there was no point. “I’ve 
wondered what you would do, too,” he said. He felt 
the hurt trying to claw its way to the surface. “I 
never know with you. What you’re going to do.”  



Spike felt the yawning chasm of not-ness looming 
near. One more step sideways and he’d be in that 
surreal dream. He stepped instinctively closer to 
Xander, to the firm reality and stability of Xander, 
and his boyfriend wrapped an arm around him and 
pulled him in. Spike pressed his head into the strong 
shoulder muscle. “I don’t know anythin’, Xan,” Spike 
whispered against his chest. “I don’t get any of 
this.”  

Xander patted Spike on the back and placed a kiss in 
his hair. “That’s okay, Spike,” he said, “nobody ever 
does.”  

“Don’t know what I’m supposed to do, how ta act, 
it's all so bloody…” Spike drifted off.  

Xander hugged him closer. “It’s okay, Spike. You’re 
adaptable.” He chuckled. “Christ, you’re the most 
adaptable guy I know. You’ll get it and you’ll be 
fine.” And then you’ll leave me, he added to himself, 
the hurt raking at him now. His finger traced lightly 
over the wound on Spike’s neck. The man in his 
arms shuddered in that way Xander had always 
associated with Spike’s arousal. The hurt jabbed 



him quite sharply in the gut and Xander dropped his 
arm from around Spike’s back and stepped away.  

Spike groped for a millisecond for his support, then 
steadied and glanced with a quick fear at Xander. 
“Adaptable,” he repeated, searching the 
conversation for the words that had put that look in 
Xander’s eyes.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
The Gay Community Services Center was an 
unobtrusive, one storey brick building a short walk 
from the Hyperion Hotel. The therapist Angel had 
obtained had made individual appointments for 
both Spike and Xander, but given the immediacy of 
the need, he had recommended the rape survivor’s 
group in advance.  

There were only five other men in the group, not 
including the group leader.  



Spike figured he knew straight off who the 
psychologist who led the group was. He was the 
one who didn’t look unhappy to be there.  

Xander was displaying that inordinate hostility 
again. He rifled impatiently through a stack of 
pamphlets on a table against the wall, and angrily 
swiped the piles askew with a disgusted noise.  

“How to have a happy nervous breakdown,” he said 
to himself in a prancing voice. “How to love your 
ugly self. Oh look, Spike,” he said loudly, holding up 
the self-worth pamphlet. “It’s a masturbation 
guide.”  

“Hey, Xan,” Spike unconsciously shielded Xander’s 
body from the other men’s looks, “why don’t we get 
some, uh, cookies and coffee over here?”  

“Cookies?” Xander sneered, but he looked over at 
the little tray. “Chocolate cookies?”  

“Yeah, I brought those,” volunteered a smallish man 
with wispy hair. He raised his arm and gestured 
shyly. Xander started and glanced at him with the 
quick, frightened look of a spooked horse. His eyes 



darted quickly over to the other men seated there 
then back to Spike.  

“Changed my mind,” he said fast and low to Spike. 
“Let’s go.”  

“Ah, I’m supposed ta do this too, Xan,” said Spike. 
He purposely played his card, feeling only the 
smallest twinge of guilt at manipulating Xander. 
“It’s for the depression and bollocks, Rupert said.” 
He tried to look worried.  

Xander immediately looked guilty. “I’m sorry, 
Spike,” he said.  

He walked over to the circle and managed to seat 
himself on an aluminum chair. Spike sat down next 
to him and fought the urge to reach out and grab 
Xander’s hand.  

He swore he could hear every man in the room 
breathing.  

The moment Spike had picked up the Wand, he had 
felt that freon buzz working its way through his 
blood stream, but with every passing minute it grew 
stronger. The heroin he and Jaymie had shared had 



nothing on the stuff climbing now through his veins, 
seeming to burn his mere corpuscles to ash in its 
wake.  

His body felt like one of the racing cars he had 
worked on at the shop. Meant to drive at high 
speeds, uncomfortable and noisy while idling. Spike 
fought to control his breathing, the banging of his 
heart, the vibration of his muscles that longed to 
stretch and push themselves. He sat in the chair, 
jiggling his leg. He saw Xander’s nervous glance on 
him again and forced a smile. God knew how the 
grimace looked on his face, he thought. He felt 
skeletal and fierce. But Xander gave him a weak, 
trembly smile back, so he figured it wasn’t as 
grotesque as he feared.  

Around the small circle of men he saw every 
expression a man can wear as a mask. The whispy 
haired cookie bringer was smiling nervously, his 
eyes darting around. A largish, balding, heavy man 
next to him stared sullenly into the center of the 
circle. Beside him, an extremely attractive, dark 
haired man in a nice suit sat with that casual cool 
that comes of having conquered the world. He had 



a slight tick in his cheek and kept looking at his 
watch. A very young man, a boy really, wearing a 
bright orange t-shirt, sat gripping the chair sides 
with both hands. Head dipped down, dirty blond 
hair completely hiding his eyes. Flipping the hair 
with a quick head shake occasionally, although it fell 
right back into his face. There was a chair between 
himself and the next member. Spike raised his 
eyebrows. The creature didn’t smell like a demon or 
a half-blood, but he had the strong, muscular 
calves, bony, large hands, and Adam's apple of a 
man. And the soft, rounded breasts of a woman. His 
hair was styled in a bouffant that Spike, with hardly 
any sense of women’s fashions, still suspected was 
a little out of date. He wore pink lipstick, which he 
was methodically chewing off as he stared back at 
Spike and blinked long, mascaraed lashes. Spike 
nodded, and the human that he could have sworn 
was a Vlatsen demon, smiled back shyly and looked 
away.  

The group leader set down a stack of forms and 
folders he had been grappling with, and picked up 
the sign-in board. He looked up at Xander and 



Spike. “New members always introduce 
themselves,” he said. “Your names alone are fine, 
but if you’d like to tell us briefly why you’re here?”  

Spike saw Xander’s face go rigid and leapt in. 
“Spike,” he gestured at himself. “Xander,” flipping 
his palm towards his partner. He glared around the 
room at the other men, sat back and folded his 
arms. “That’s it fer now.”  

“Oh, you’re English,” cooed the Vlatsen demon. 
Spike saw the tendons standing out on Xander’s 
neck with the effort when he turned his head 
towards the other man. “Spike was raised in 
London,” he said in a voice barely above a whisper. 
“He’s American.” Xander cleared his throat and 
spoke up a bit louder. “He’s my boyfriend,” he said 
evenly.  

Spike felt his heart literally swell. He had to take a 
deep breath.  

Xander was obviously fighting some internal battle. 
“I…I was r...raped,” he managed. The look he 
flashed at Spike had a tint of fear in it. Spike forced 
himself to smile and nod encouragingly. Xander 



nodded back. He swallowed. “S...seem to be kinda 
fucked up in the head still.” He managed a small 
smile and, somehow, kept it there.  

“Don’t that bug you?” The big, burly guy let his eyes 
flick up towards Spike, then back towards the 
vacancy before him. “Don’t it bug you that he had 
sex with some guy?”  

Spike was startled. “Wha…?”  

“S like he cheated, ain’t it?” the big guy explained.  

“No,” said Spike a bit loudly. He stared at the guy as 
if he had suddenly turned a bilious shade of green. 
“No, it’s not.”  

“My boyfriend dumped me. He said I deserved it. 
Said I’m such a slut,” said the bouffant haired one.  

Spike stared. “Whut a fucker,” he said unthinkingly.  

The man blinked his mascaraed eyes and smiled 
gratefully. “Yeah?”  

“Fuck,” said Spike. “’S not like you would want that, 
is it? ‘S not like you would enjoy it…” He was 



distracted by Xander’s noticeably increased heart 
rate and breathing. He turned to look at him. 
Xander was glaring down at his knees, lips clenched 
tightly together. Spike realized he had been, in his 
totally self-centered way, dominating the room. He 
shut up, resumed his arms crossed over chest 
position and glared at the big guy who had started 
this. There was a silence.  

“Tom?” said the leader. The boy in the orange shirt 
flipped his hair and moved uneasily on his chair. 
“You were going to begin at the new school this 
week. How’d that go?”  

Tom shrugged and the chair creaked under him. He 
didn’t look up. “Went like shit,” he said in a voice 
that cracked a bit still. He flipped his hair. Spike 
caught a glimpse of a bright red mark across one 
cheekbone. “One a the guys knows someone there, 
they uh…” his voiced pitched into nothing. He 
lowered his head a bit more and shook it.  

The leader stared in consternation. “Tom, I hadn’t 
heard anything.”  



“Didn’t tell anyone,” whispered Tom. “Din't see the 
point,” he added with incredible bitterness.  

“Wut happened?” blurted Spike. Tom just shook his 
head.  

“Queer bashing,” said the man with the bouffant 
hair distastefully. “The closet case homophobes at 
Tom’s school decided to take their frustrations out 
on the boy.”  

Tom flipped his hair back so it stayed completely off 
his face for a moment. He straightened. “Thanks 
Benji,” he said. He managed a smile and suddenly 
looked twelve.  

Spike was indignant. “So why ain't the authorities 
doin’ somethin’ about it? Why ain’t the school?” 
The big guy snorted. Tom looked away.  

The group leader sighed. “They have done 
something. They’ve moved Tom to another school.”  

Spike was trying to sort this in his mind with his 
memories of public schools and the sometime 
relationships he had witnessed there. At that time, 
William had been too naïve to understand, but in 



retrospect it seemed natural that such things 
existed. “What?” He shook his head in 
bewilderment. “Why kick ‘im out? He ain’t done 
nothin’.”  

“They felt he’d be safer.”  

Spike looked at Tom. The instinct to protect surged 
up in him. “I know what would make ‘im safer. 
Fuckin’ break a few bastards' heads, I’m thinkin’.”  

Several of the men laughed unhappily.  

“Well, fortunately, society does seek less violent 
solutions,” said the leader patiently.  

“Society,” spat Spike disgustedly. “Never had a lotta 
use for society,” he said.  

“Spike,” said Xander in a low, warning voice.  

Spike ignored him. “Bunch a nancies prancing about 
tellin’ everybody what’s good for them,” he 
snorted.  

The man in the suit crossed his legs uncomfortably. 
“There is a lot to be said for having a culture, 



belonging to a group,” he said. He had the polite, 
persuasive voice of a man who was accustomed to 
diplomacy. “Some,” his shoulders did an 
uncomfortable movement, “some homosexuals 
would rather get along than fight.”  

Spike glared. “Scared, huh?”  

“Spike!” hissed Xander, low.  

The magics were swirling a mix of colors in Spike’s 
brain now. His desire for Xander, his desire to 
please him, running alongside a good, thick, licorice 
black delight in making mischief. “So you all just 
stand back and let one a your own get…” he swung 
a dramatic arm in Tom’s direction. Shook his head 
in fierce disgust. “Sitting around in a granny circle 
discussin’ it.” He mimicked a fussy woman knitting. 
“Oh, we try to fit in ta society…”  

“Spiiike,” growled Xander with a little more heat.  

“What would you have done?” asked the man in the 
suit. He leaned forward, the intelligent gray eyes 
fixed on Spike. He looked briefly, meaningfully, at 
Xander, and Spike bristled. If he could have 



sprouted spines all over like a hedgehog he would 
have.  

“That ain’t settled yet,” he spat.  

“Oh, Geezus,” muttered Xander.  

Spike swiveled his head and took in the man 
masquerading as a Vespat demon. Something inside 
him quailed and yanked hard on an internal chain at 
the eager friendliness in the man’s eyes, but Spike 
lost control and spoke anyway. “How ‘bout you, 
feller,” he said smiling. “Obvious you ain’t trying to 
fit in.” He heard the creak of Xander’s chair behind 
him, as he saw the flinch in Benji’s eyes.  

Benji dropped his gaze from Spike’s but to his 
credit, lifted his chin and put on a brave smile. “I 
don’t pretend to be anything I’m not,” he said 
proudly. “I don’t think that’s what Michael was 
suggesting.”  

Michael shrugged and shot an uncomfortable 
glance at Benji. Obviously there was some old 
foment between the two men. “Just don’t think 



things always need to be solved with violence,” he 
said.  

“Not Spike,” said Xander suddenly. Spike swiveled 
and stared at the hostility in his voice. “Spike’s first 
and last solution is usually violent.” Xander 
straightened up a bit in his chair. He folded his arms 
across his chest and glared at Spike with eyes like 
black ball bearings. Hard and shiny.  

Spike opened his mouth to retaliate somehow. 
Closed it. Took a deep breath. He could smell 
Xander’s fear. He had thought they were a team 
here. He had thought Xander was afraid of the 
group, not Spike. He felt, for the second time that 
day, the support he had come to rely upon, 
suddenly removed. “Right,” he said quietly, “have at 
me, then.” He looked up at Xander, and nodded. 
“Go fer it, whelp,” he said purposely. “Wuts on yer 
mind?”  

Xander looked as if he would tell Spike exactly what 
was on his mind, then thought better of it. “Nah,” 
he said, “you wouldn’t get it anyway. You just don’t 
get it, Spike.”  



Spike took a deep breath and tried to steady 
himself. He wished he could set aside the magic for 
a moment, if only so Xander’s rage and fear would 
not be so palpably in his nose and crawling over his 
skin. He had his own fear to worry about, fear of 
losing Xander. Fear of the rage he saw in Xander’s 
face taking everything from him. But the only way 
to lose the magic would be to ask Xander to take it 
off of him.  

“What don’t I get, Xan,” he said finally. “Just try to 
explain it to me, why don’t you? I’m a slow fuck, but 
I might get it.”  

Xander frowned. “How did you think I’d feel, about 
Andrew for instance?”  

Spike shook his head. At a loss.  

“See,” said Xander, “you don’t get it.” He looked 
away from Spike. “Anya died protecting that little 
shit and you drag him into your bed first thing you 
can…”  

“Hold on,” said the big guy. “He’s cheatin’ on you?”  



Spike growled. “Kinda obsessed with fidelity, ain’t 
ya mate?” He turned his attention back to Xander. 
“I didn’t, Xan,” he said softly. “Least not what yer 
thinkin’.”  

"Oh for Christ's sake, Spike, I can see it there on 
your neck!"  

"Well, what of it. It's a va... it’s a thing I do." Spike's 
head was lowered petulantly. He slid a couple of 
sideways glances around the room. "I'm... I... 
Xander you knew what I was."  

"What you were, Spike. Past tense. Very, very 
important tense stuff there."  

"Why do you keep wanting me to be someone 
else?"  

"Why do you keep trying to be something you 
aren't?"  

"You hated me!" Spike was half-way out of his chair, 
pointing. "You did!"  

"Well, yeah."  



Spike felt cold. He sat down again and said very 
quietly. "I've not changed that much, Xander."  

Xander glared with those hard, shiny eyes. “And 
Angel?” he asked.  

“Angel takes me as I am,” said Spike roughly, 
knowing the words would sting. He could feel his 
cheeks reddening, as if he’d been facing the wind 
for too long. The magics were swirling with pride 
and arrogance. He grit his teeth, fidgeted and 
looked around, seeking a change of focus. He glared 
with bared teeth at the man who had brought the 
cookies. “Well, ain’t you got anythin’ to add,” he 
asked aggressively.  

The man shook his head rapidly back and forth. 
“N…no.” He looked helplessly to the leader.  

“We don’t expect anyone to speak if they don’t feel 
comfortable,” said the leader meaningfully. His 
glare was specifically directed towards Spike. Spike 
accepted that he was now the pariah. Fine then, he 
told himself spitefully. He was used to that. Spike 
the scapegoat. Everybody hates Spike. The magics 
of the Wand pushed the anger and pride through 



him. He assumed the posture, leaned back in his 
chair, legs sprawled out on either side before him, 
arms folded over his chest. Defensive, derisive 
sneer firmly in place. Fine then, he thought to 
himself, unconscious of his slow shift in attitude. 
Stupid humans.  

Xander slumped a bit more in his chair. He didn’t 
speak for the rest of the session.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
They were half-way back to the Hyperion, walking 
along the stretch of West LA that passed tasteful 
townhouses and tattoo parlors. Young men in Gucci 
carefully not paying attention to the drag queens 
and homeless boys trolling the streets. Spike strode 
purposefully ahead of Xander. Head hunched over, 
hands pushed into pockets, long strides carrying 
him with an attitude that spoke leather, even if he 
no longer wore it. A few appreciative voices 
followed in his wake.  



He listened only to Xander walking behind him. His 
hearing attenuated to an almost painful point of 
awareness, he was gaining control, able to filter out 
the traffic and car alarms, wretched coughing and 
cat calls. Xander was still angry, Spike smelt it and 
felt it. Xander was also terrified about something. 
Something he wasn’t going to share with Spike.  

Through it he suddenly heard something fleshy and 
wrong. Something not human. He spun about. A 
large parking access ramp, with a steep dip and 
heavy gauge steel doors, opened as Xander passed 
it. Before Xander could react, before anyone on the 
street could even know what they were seeing, 
Spike had made it to the opening door, reached for 
the fleshy, odiforous head and snapped the neck 
cleanly in two.  

Xander stopped, stunned. “What?” Then he 
realized. Through his filter, Spike monitored the 
fear, felt it escalating beyond what Xander’s body 
could handle, felt the faint coming on. He spun 
about and deftly caught the younger man as he fell, 
set him gently against the building, a fierce growling 
warning directed at any nearby pedestrians that 



might think to come near. Then Spike sprinted back 
down the short driveway and through the narrow 
opening. He stood face to face with two startled 
and wary Kesperian demons. They stepped back, in 
a weird dance, with every menacing step Spike took 
forward. Spike leapt, grabbed one, and the other 
ran off. He turned to see Spike easily snap the neck 
of his companion, screamed something that 
sounded like “Water!” to Spike, and disappeared 
down a large hole in the ground.  

Spike tisked at his desire to follow and annihilate 
the creature when he needed to be up top tending 
to his boyfriend. The magic was screaming inside 
him gloriously. It urged him to kill and kill and kill. It 
made him want to scream and tear. He pushed it 
down. Jogged back up to Xander.  

Despite his precaution, a young man had 
approached Xander and was carefully stroking the 
dark head. He looked up at Spike’s approach. His 
eyes widened in startlement at what must have 
been a terrifying face. He moved back a bit, but not 
away.  



“So pretty,” he said, watching Spike. His iris’s like 
thin grey tissue in the sunlight.  

Spike looked at him and saw a yawning chasm of 
grief and loss. “Shit,” he said, gently moving the 
young man back. “Don’t touch him.” As if the 
mental sickness could infect Xander. He patted 
Xander gently on the cheek, heard the heartbeat 
speed up and the breathing change even before the 
dark eyes slowly opened.  

“Spike?” Xander looked up at him beseechingly. His 
eyes enormous, his breathing began to accellerate 
again. He looked around wildly and struggled quite 
suddenly to his feet. “Spike?” He was 
hyperventilating and, despite their public exposure, 
Spike dove into him and hung on. Xander wrapped 
himself around the hug for a minute, but then 
shuddered all over and shoved Spike back. “No,” he 
said with conviction. “Leave me alone.” And he 
turned and walked rapidly away.  

Spike ran to keep up. “Xan, they’re gone.”  

“No,” said Xander with anger. His pace picked up.  



“They won’t try to come back, I think,” said Spike 
with some pride, jogging along. “Broke the fuckers’ 
necks, I did.”  

“NO,” said Xander, shaking his head. “Shut the FUCK 
up, Spike. Just…just leave me alone.”  

“’Kay, Xan,” said Spike with a kind of sad confusion. 
He let himself drop back and followed Xander the 
rest of the way to the hotel in silence.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
They had to report the incident, of course. Despite 
Xander’s anger and extreme disinclination to talk to 
Spike, or anyone else, he knew it needed to be 
reported. As soon as they got back to the Hyperion 
they sought out Giles, Wesley and Angel and told 
them briefly what had happened.  

Wesley was obviously trying to quell his delight at 
being proved right. Somewhat frustrated when he 
realized that Xander had fainted almost at the 
beginning, and therefore seen nothing, he forced 



Spike to recount the specific details several times, 
glancing excitedly at Giles and Angel the whole 
while.  

Xander fell back in a chair and watched the 
interrogation. Spike was still high, animated by the 
excitement of the fight and undoubtedly the magics 
of the Wand. Xander watched the demon who had 
been his boyfriend and blamed that Wand. He 
blamed it for Spike’s aggression, his boasting and 
swagger. He knew that the Wand was mostly to 
blame for Spike’s behavior at the therapy group, 
but also knew there was an element of the man 
himself at play in this, and that Spike embraced the 
change. Enjoyed it, really.  

"And the use of the word 'waateir'," Wesley was 
saying excitedly. "Really a mythic being, a ..."  

Xander shifted uncomfortably in his chair and 
blamed the Wand for other things. He had been 
hard since the Kesperian attack and every time he 
glanced at Spike he felt another surge of arousal. He 
told himself he did not like the demonic element in 
his boyfriend, that it did not turn him on; the rage, 



the violence, all that power. Confused emotions 
surged in his own chest. He hated demons, hated 
them, he told himself angrily. He had never liked 
Spike at all before he was human, hadn't felt 
attracted to him at all. He couldn’t think why the 
longing in Spike’s look, every time he glanced up 
from his recitations, should make him feel so 
unaccountably horny. He schooled his face to not 
show the effects, and blamed the Wand.  

“Only through amazing luck that he wasn’t 
harmed...” Wesley was lecturing.  

“Pish,” said Spike happily. “I was all over them 
demons afore they could snurfle, not luck at all.” He 
turned a shy, hungry look on his lover. “Right, Xan?”  

Xander saw the plea there and showed no 
response. He shrugged. “Sure,” he said coolly. 
“Spike’s on the case, Wes. No prob.” Something 
lurched inside him. He heaved himself to his feet 
suddenly. “You done with me?” he addressed the 
room without really looking at anyone. Spike 
jumped up.  



“Wait, Xan?” Spike put himself in the young man’s 
way and dodged his head about until Xander was 
forced to look at him. “Hey,” said Spike. He 
shrugged apologetically. “Just get it off me, now 
Xan, yeah? Its startin’ ta make me head spin a bit…”  

Xander put on a look of weariness. He stepped 
forward, holding Spike’s eye as he shoved his hand 
into the pants pocket that held the Wand. His 
fingers closed around the small, round, metal 
object, then drew caressingly along the long, hard 
cylinder living near it. Xander’s expression didn’t 
waver. He drew his hand out, his steely gaze still 
holding Spike's, stepped back and showed the 
object to Spike on the flat of his palm. As they 
watched, it twisted and turned into a small hazel 
wand, like Willow would have used. Xander 
successfully masked his alarm. “There,” he said 
crisply. “All better.”  

Spike twisted away shakily as the feeling of 
weakness swept through his bowels. He took a 
breath and raised a hand to shade his eyes and hide 
the fear he felt. “Thanks,” he managed. He 
straightened, took another steadying breath. 



Looked at Xander. The coolness was still there. He 
looked away. “Think I’ll go, uh,” he bit his lip and 
shuffled back and forth. “work on the car,” he said 
faintly. Backing from the room and turning towards 
the garage access doors. “Gonna go work on the 
car, then, Xander, yeah?”  

Xander didn’t answer. He waited until Spike left, 
then let the emotion back to the surface of his face. 
He absently tucked the Wand into his front pocket. 
“Need a shower or something,” he announced 
hoarsely to the men still standing behind him.  

“Wait,” said Wesley suddenly.  

Xander turned back to him. The face he showed the 
room was young, but very tired. A deep line drew 
down his brow to the top of his nose. His eyes had 
that shocked look of someone who had been 
repeatedly barraged with sensory information for 
hours on end. The short upper lip, drawn up at one 
corner in a little smirk, looked bitter. “What?” he 
asked. “What do you want now?”  



Wesley’s eyes were fascinated by the contents of 
Xander’s pocket. They kept straying there. “You can 
remove it from him?”  

Xander realized their indiscretion. Shrugged it off. 
What difference could it make? “Yeah. So?”  

“You have some kind of power over it,” said Wesley 
in amazement.  

“That wasn’t mentioned in the prophecies,” said 
Giles with raised eyebrows. He looked, now, also, 
with interest at Xander.  

Xander felt like a platter of salmon on a buffet. 
“Just...” He gazed at Giles, whom he had always 
wished would just notice for a minute and help. He 
never had, but Xander still hoped sometimes. Giles 
looked back at him with a speculative curiousity. 
“Just fuck off,” said Xander roughly. He spun around 
and stepped through the door.  

“Wait, Xander,” said Angel finally. He came up 
behind him and for some reason Xander stood still 
for it, waiting. Maybe he heard the compassion 
there. Maybe he just wanted someone to notice, 



even if it was Angel. Angel came around and leaned 
against the door jamb casually. “Are you hungry?”  

Xander nodded. Angel addressed the Watchers. 
“Let's get something to eat. We can talk later.” He 
made as if to take Xander’s arm, but at his surprised 
look thought better of it. He headed the troupe as 
they made their way to the kitchen.  

“How’d the therapy go,” asked Angel 
conversationally, pulling a pan from the cupboard. 
He opened the refrigerator and studied its contents 
with a look of bewilderment. Wesley stepped up 
and Angel relinquished quickly. He came over and 
sat at the table with Xander.  

“It was interesting,” said Xander in a strained voice. 
“A frolic, even.”  

Angel noted the young man's pallor and exhaustion. 
The grim set to his jaw. Spike, he guessed, from a 
wealth of experience.  

“Did Spike start a fight?” asked Angel in a low voice.  

Xander raised his head and stared at Angel. “How?”  



Angel shook his head. “That’s Spike. Has to speak 
when silence would do. Has to act when patience 
would be best…”  

“Yeah,” said Xander. “That’s Spike, alright.” He let 
the moment roll around in his head for a minute. 
Sharing with Angel. This was a first. At the fridge, 
Wesley fussed with Gile’s supervision. Xander saw 
some kind of sandwiches being made. “Was he...” 
He thought carefully of his question. “Was he like 
this, before?”  

Angel studied Xander. “Before he was turned?”  

Xander nodded.  

“No,” said Angel definitely. He watched Xander take 
this in, then added. “He wasn’t like this as a 
vampire, either, Xander. I knew him very well.”  

Xander's eyes were fixed on the table top. He stared 
into another place. “You didn’t know him with the 
soul,” he pointed out.  

“No,” said Angel.  



“You should have,” said Xander quietly. He nodded 
at that place in his head. “He was cool.”  

“Yes,” said Angel with some difficulty. “Buffy had 
told me…”  

“I really don’t think Buffy saw it,” interrupted 
Xander, obviously traveling down the road of some 
memory. “I think all she saw was ‘Vampire. Sexy. 
Boyfriend.’ You know? Her formula. Not the guy.” 
He seemed to remember his audience and glanced 
up at Angel. “Sorry,” he said, the apology somewhat 
ruined by the touch of malice in his eyes. “She told 
me, you know? That he had changed. But I didn’t 
listen because I could see that she didn't even really 
believe it. He was still just a thing to her. A weapon. 
A sex toy.” Xander shrugged. “Buffy had to see 
people like that sometimes. As tools. It's her job.” A 
speculative look passed through his eyes as he 
gazed at Angel. “Kinda like you.”  

Angel shook his head, rejecting that idea. “I don’t 
see people as tools, Xander. I see myself as a tool. 
To help people.”  



Xander studied him. “Do you?” He nodded towards 
the Watchers prepping the food. "You and Wes talk 
about Spike like he's a tool."  

"Spike's different," said Angel without thinking. 
"He's not really like the people I protect."  

A sandwich on a plate was slid in front of Xander. A 
glass of milk landed alongside it. Wesley and Giles 
pulled up chairs and deposited their laden platters 
on the table as well. A large mug of warmed blood 
was given to Angel, who stood politely to morph 
and drink it far from the food.  

They ate quickly and silently. Xander thoughtful, 
Wesley still fascinated by the contents of Xander’s 
pocket, nervous and jumpy. Giles contemplative. 
From his vantage point across the kitchen, Angel 
watched the men and wondered again about all of 
them. What it was his humans wanted.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Back in the lobby, cradling beer in their hands, 



Wesley could barely remain polite, he was so eager 
to discuss the Wand again.  

Xander had had over seven years of dealings with 
the darker side. Enough time to have developed 
some precognitive sense of wrong. And if his radar 
wasn't totally skewed simply by living in a vampire’s 
home, he was sure that something was up with 
Wesley. He wondered if something was also a little 
bit up with himself. His protective feelings towards 
the small hazel stick in his pocket seemed a bit 
absurd. But every time Wesley glanced at it, Xander 
felt prickly.  

Giles had unearthed yet more prophetic materials, 
and spread them out on the coffee table. He was 
shaking his head slowly, like a confused old bear, 
and moving the sheets about. He looked at Xander 
and for a minute his lips moved slightly as if 
formulating then rejecting lines of questioning. 
“Does it affect you as well?” he finally asked.  

Xander shook his head. Thought a minute. 
Shrugged. “I don’t think so,” he said.  



Wesley ran a hand through his hair. “Have you 
tried,” his voice was pitched a bit higher than usual. 
Xander glanced up, alert. Wesley steadied himself 
and went on in a normal voice, “have you tried to 
use it for anything?”  

Xander’s eyes narrowed. “Like what?”  

“Wesley thinks the Wand has special powers,” 
explained Angel, stepping behind Wesley and 
leaning on the sofa back so that his fingers wrapped 
the cushion only inches from Wesley’s head. “He 
thinks that’s why the Kesperian demons want it so 
badly.”  

“Only powers I’ve seen are when Spike has it.”  

“The man brought back to life,” quoted Wesley 
through gritted teeth. “See, that’s just the crux of 
the problem there. The amulet was never meant for 
Spike. The shanshu and the Wand should have been 
Angel's. The People’s Champion. It is so wrong that 
that was stolen away by someone like Spike.” He 
was breathing hard and his face had gone white. 
Angel lay a calming hand on his shoulder. Wesley 
stiffened but didn’t pull away.  



“It is perhaps unreasonable,” continued Wesley, in 
a calmer but still very tight voice, “to expect 
someone as self-involved and selfish as Spike to 
understand his obligations.”  

He saw Xander bristle at this and sneered. “But he 
owes something for the gift he’s been given. He 
should at least consider…”  

“Spike didn’t steal Angel’s shanshu,” interrupted 
Xander angrily. “I mean, are you kidding? When 
Angel gets his reward there’ll be angels singing, 
special news bulletins. A light will shine down from 
heaven. It’ll be a big deal.” He teased the wand 
carelessly out of his pocket. Watched Wesley’s 
barely controlled reaction. Let it drop back into his 
pocket again.  

“Spike got a cheap shanshu,” Xander said, “a 
discount brand.” He stood and marched for the 
garage access doors. He was going to get them both 
out of there before things became even more 
insane. “He doesn’t owe anyone,” he announced to 
the assembly. “Spike is paid in full.”  



 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Spike rested a hand on the dented hood of the 
Plymouth and was taken by the reflection there. A 
wobbly, dirty blond in ragged coveralls dimly moved 
across the rippled black surface. After over a 
hundred years of unreflected existence, 
metaphorical and real, Spike was still shaken by the 
frequency of these self-encounters. He wondered 
that humans didn't go half starkers from it. He put 
his hand over the reflection, unlatched the hood 
and pushed it up easily.  

For most men, Spike’s musculature and strength 
would have been something to take pride in. But 
vampire Spike, or even Spike of the Wand, would 
have lifted that metal hood with no notice 
whatsoever of its weight. That he felt the need to 
push, the mass of it straining against his arm, just 
made Spike feel weak again.  

He turned to the tool chest, pulled out a drawer, 
and smiled. Spike had a knack with cars. He hadn’t 



known it before, but it was a talent that bridged the 
gap between the self he had been and the one he 
tried to live with now. The sureness with which he 
knew how an engine should sound, which tool to 
pick up, its metal weight balanced in his hand 
nicely. It gave him a feeling of acuity. He knew 
where he was at with cars.  

He twisted a nut hard and let it fall, spinning, into 
his palm. He contemplated the slightly stripped 
edges and let his mind slip sideways to Xander. He 
had no idea where he was at with love. As the 
undead, Spike had occasionally cast back to his 
William memories to try to understand the 
behaviors of his human companions. Somehow he 
had believed that if he were human, it would all 
make more sense to him. As he had believed that 
the soul would help him to understand what others 
found so wrong in him. So far, he was only more 
confused.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  



 
Xander had seen those billboards, on Sunset 
boulevard, that were made of revolving strips of 
image. There would be a picture of a woman, 
provocatively dipping over the passing cars, then 
the slats would revolve and there would be a 
humorously compromised man holding a bottle of 
wine and roses. Then the slats would revolve, and 
the brand name and some witty saying would be 
displayed in ten foot high letters. Then the slats 
would revolve, and the woman’s breasts would 
reappear. Xander could never get over the feeling 
that he was being subliminally tricked by it.  

Xander slipped quietly into Angel’s car garage. He 
stood there between the diagnostic computer and 
stacks of tires and watched Spike’s slats revolve.  

Spike moved with the easy rhythm of a man 
comfortable in his environment, between the 
beaten hood of Angel’s Plymouth, and the roll-
around full drawer tool cabinet. He wore an old pair 
of mechanics coveralls, very much like the ones he 
had had at Percy’s. The frayed straps hung from 
now developed shoulder muscles. Xander's eye 



followed the familiar line from waist to dark armpit 
hair and he was no longer surprised at the surge of 
desire the sight engendered in him. Sweaty and 
dirty and half-naked, but smaller than him with an 
easy grace and those light eyes. Spike was Xander’s 
type in ways he had only recently discovered. He 
liked them small, fair and with the bodies of 
athletes, he realized with chagrin. And male. As he 
watched, Spike turned to the cabinet, pulling out a 
drawer with a look of pleasure. He extracted a 
wrench, weighed it in his hand. A smile curved the 
corner of the full lower lip.  

There was something in the expression. The slats 
revolved. William the Bloody stood with a heavy, 
silver metal object in his hand, a look of pleasure on 
his face, his head turned towards his victim. One 
palm floated, caressed even, the skin and he 
reached deep into the bowels of the creature…  

“Bugger,” said Spike. His voice, surrounded by 
metallic echo, had a warmth of regret. “Well, that'll 
be hell to replace.” Slightly at a loss, Spike stood 
upright again, absently pushing back his gelled hair. 
Grease smeared there. The slats revolved. A lost 



and forgotten man stood contemplating a hopeless 
case. Spike sighed and bit his lip.  

Xander cleared his throat.  

Spike’s head came up, and the scene was so much 
like the one in that garage all those months ago, 
Xander half expected to see the old beat of fear in 
Spike’s eyes. Spike gazed at him as over a great 
distance. He looked tired and wary.  

"Hey," said Xander.  

Spike nodded. Set down his wrench. "Hey, Xander." 
He said the name in that slow thrumming voice of 
his that reminded Xander of their first days at the 
apartment. Skittish Spike, ready to run, 
uncomfortably wiped blackened hands across his 
coveralls.  

Xander took a breath. "I'm..." he sighed. "Spike, I'm 
sorry, I’ve been a dick..." The hope bloomed. Clear 
blue eyes, like twin bowls of clean water, sparkled 
and Spike smiled happily. He lifted his hands a bit 
and Xander found himself just walking into Spike’s 
arms. Sliding into the grimy embrace like coming 



home. His mouth touched the warm forhead, his 
cheek rubbed against the mussed hair. Xander 
sighed with relief. “Sorry,” he whispered. He looked 
down at Spike and smiled. Spike grinned hungrily 
back.  

The slats revolved. Xander stilled. The face leering 
up at him had sported fangs. He had seen that 
turned up lip stained with blood. “Want somethin’, 
pet?” Spike said huskily, and he licked his lips.  

Voices in another language, that look, that leering 
suggestive, knowledgable look. The horrid eyes 
flickering over his swollen shaft, aroused despite 
himself. More horrible than the pain even. Xander 
pushed himself away and leaned against the car. He 
looked around the garage desperately. Bright lights. 
Heavy equipment. Safe. “I was talking to Wesley,” 
he said vaguely.  

Spike edged towards him now. Stealthy, predatory. 
“Yeah?”  

Xander edged away. “He’s… he’s got some crazy 
ideas about the Wand, Spike.” The vampire slid 
closer to him, and Xander watched him nervously.  



Xander was so beautiful when his eyes went all dark 
like that, thought Spike. "What's crazy up to, then, 
Xander," asked Spike, sidling up next to him.  

"He thinks you have some obligation, that you owe 
something..." said Xander, sliding even further 
away.  

"Yeah?" Spike looked thoughtful. "Maybe I do." He 
picked at his nails and frowned a bit. Lush black 
lashes, curled just at the tips, swept a shadow over 
the sharp cheekbones. The slats revolved. Shy, 
insecure, Spike seemed to shrink up against Xander 
needfully. "What does Angel think?" asked Spike 
worriedly.  

Xander tisked. "Angel's jealous of you, Spike. Can't 
you see that?"  

Spike’s smile was gentle. "Well, no, I don't think so."  

Xander felt a surge of purely masculine lust. He 
swung Spike around and pressed up against him. 
Pushing him back against the car. He bent to Spike's 
ear. Felt him shiver. "He wants you," he said low, "I 
can see it."  



Spike leaned back in Xander’s arms. Gave his hips a 
suggestive little rotation , wriggling the overall 
straps off his shoulders. “Must be the grease,” said 
Spike, wiping it across his chest suggestively. He 
looked up at Xander, his eyes bright blue. The slats 
revolved. The demon grinned suggestively, his hips 
urged with a little shove.that Xander felt tighten his 
entire groin. He groaned involuntarily. “Christ, 
Spike,” he said, grabbing the man’s hips and pulled 
him closer. “Christ, I want…” The demon grinned.  

“Yeah?” said Spike. He smirked and the tip of his 
tongue appeared between his teeth.  

“Spike!” said Xander, in recognition. He pushed 
away from the vampire. Rubbed the palm of his 
hand across his mouth. He couldn’t deny his 
arousal, it pressed painfully against his jeans, but 
this was wrong, this was …  

"No," said Xander. "This is all going crazy. That 
Wand is doing this … its… its affecting me, you, 
everybody. We've gotta get out of here, Spike."  

Spike straightened, trying to follow his quicksilver 
lover. "I'll talk to Angel."  



"No," said Xander, suddenly quite sure. "We should 
just get out of here. We have what we came for, 
let’s just..."  

"I promised ta fix the car, Xan."  

"Fuck the car."  

Spike looked sadly at the engine. He frowned. "Have 
to get Andrew set up."  

"Fuck him too. Stake the little bastard and have 
done with it."  

Spike looked up at him, the shock in his eyes 
darkening swiftly. "Right. Just a demon."  

"Damn right," said Xander nervously. He took 
Spike’s upper arms firmly, pulling him towards 
himself. Wanting to hold, protect, shake some 
sense into him.  

Spike made to pull away. "You go," he said clearly. 
"I'll stay here."  



Xander's heart froze into a solid lump in his chest. 
Flash froze. Just like that. "No," he said. He held on 
tighter.  

Spike tried to remove his arms from the grip. 
Xander held on. “Let me go, Xan,” said Spike.  

“No. It’s not safe. You have to…”  

“Don’t have to do anything,” said Spike warningly, 
as he jerked his arms in Xander’s grasp. 
Uncomfortably aware of the other’s superior 
weight, height, his thighs pressing him back against 
the car, his fingers digging in. “Fucking let me go, 
Xan.”  

“You can’t stay here with a couple of vampires.”  

“Why not?”  

“You’re human, Spike!”  

Spike writhed and twisted and pushed Xander hard 
in the chest. He was losing control of his breathing 
again. Pinned here by, by Xander Harris of all 
people, unable to … Spike twisted hard, applied his 
shoulder and the point of his elbow to Xander’s 



ribcage, heaved. Xander stumbled back with a 
surprised yelp.  

The thunk of a body against the car, like a hit and 
run. Spike crying out belatedly, not getting the 
sudden change in the game at all. The overalls fell 
down easily, and Xander shoved up against Spike 
again, hard. Battering against this body, trying to 
break through something. He spun Spike around. 
Grabbed at Spike’s wrists and felt the muscles pull 
like taffy as he bent them back, pushing them up 
and forcing Spike’s chest down onto the hood of the 
car.  

It hurt. Spike twisted and cried out as Xander forced 
his arms and realized through a kind of stunned 
white place that Xander wanted to hurt him, was 
trying to… He began struggling. “Xander?” knowing 
something was wrong. A hard hand shoved his face 
down to the hood of the car and he turned his head 
aside just in time to protect his nose from the 
impact. Another loud thunk. He heard Xander’s 
heavy breathing. Struggled against the hold.  



“You’re coming with me,” said Xander desperately, 
pushing Spike down. “You can’t even…you can’t…”  

Spike struggled again, hopelessly, his weakness 
enraging and frightening him at the same time. His 
head was twisted painfully to the side, his arms 
aching. He thought Xander might dislocate his 
shoulder. He felt the press of Xander’s erection 
against his ass, the strong thighs thrusting 
rhythmically into him. A kind of feral rage possessed 
him and he began to buck and struggle, growling 
and spitting.  

“Fucker,” he spat against the metal to which he was 
pressed. Lights shot across his vision as Xander 
shoved his arms up higher.  

“Shut up,” said Xander fiercely, holding Spike’s arms 
up high against this shoulder blades, pressing down, 
pressing in. He was panting and confused. He didn’t 
understand what he was doing, what he hoped to 
accomplish. He wanted Spike. Like this. He wanted 
to show this monster… but no, this was Spike. He 
loved Spike, needed to protect him.  



As Xander wavered, Spike found his leverage and 
twisted free again, he raised a leg, planted one foot 
squarely in Xander’s solar plexus and shoved. 
Xander flew back into another car, flailing. There 
was a great deal of crashing as racks and tool boxes 
careened, as Spike spun and kicked at something 
randomly. Xander stared at the monster consuming 
his lover and struggled to find his feet.  

“Bastard!” yelled Spike, his eyes almost yellow with 
rage. He circled madly, trying to find a focus for his 
anger. “Fucking bastard, how dare …” he roared.  

Xander gained a little aplomb. He stood shakily, his 
wrist ached where he thought he might have 
sprained it in the fall, but he was too wired and 
frightened and confused and aroused to feel pain. 
Through it all the truth was beginning to seep, 
heavy and deeply hurtful. “You…want to stay here.”  

“Don’t want to go anywhere with YOU,” spat Spike, 
still circling in his fury. He clenched his fallen 
overalls to his chest, like an exposed woman and 
pointed an accusing finger at Xander. “YOU’RE the 
fucking monster, Harris.”  



Xander was filled with ice. “Fine then,” he said 
coldly. “Fuck you, Spike. Go fuck your vampire 
buddies. Become a vampire, for all I care. Fuck off.” 
He turned as if he would go.  

Through his rage, Spike felt Xander pulling away, 
felt the support on which he relied, the man he had 
come to trust, walking away. “Wait!” he stomped 
his foot.  

Xander turned with a sneer. In his heart, though, a 
tiny flame of hope ignited. “What?” he snapped.  

Spike held his hand out, palm up. “Give it to me.”  

Xander looked at Spike’s open hand. Felt the little 
flame cruelly snuffed. Looked up again at Spike. 
“No,” he said quietly.  

Spike’s eyes blazed with fury. “Bastard,” he yelled, 
enunciating the word until it was three dimensional 
and hurled like a rock in Xander’s face. “You 
fucker!” He came at Xander suddenly, with absolute 
frenzied hysteria, tearing at his shirt. “Where is it?” 
he screamed in Xander’s face. He found the pocket, 
pulled the wand free.  



It was like watching a heroin addict take the hit. The 
power of the thing filled Spike’s whole body. He lit 
up. Xander felt the sudden incredible strength of 
the fist that still clutched his shirt and knew for a 
second with absolute assurance that Spike was now 
going to kill him.  

But the blue eyes burned a beat of power and 
intense agony into his own, then Spike shoved him 
back, whirled around and ran from the garage.  

Xander, panting, lay back against the car he had 
fallen into. He stared at the vacancy where Spike 
had been, then slowly melted into a crouch there 
on the floor.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
“Oh God, Cia, just tell him that you love him!” 
Andrew shouted at the computer monitor. He 
clicked a few times and settled grumpily in his chair, 
pouting. “Sandra, you big tease,” he said. He clicked 
a few more times, and the left side of his lip curled 
slightly, revealing one pointed tooth. “Tybalt?” he 



squeaked. “Oooh, she updated her gallery.” He 
clicked a few more times. The chains that tethered 
him to the wall, swung and chinked solidly as he 
adjusted himself uncomfortably with one hand. 
“Natural red-head,” he said wistfully. “Beautiful and 
evil.” He sighed.  

He jumped when the door to his room slammed 
open. Then affected a bored pout. Demons ought 
not to be startled by loud noises. His Sire, ablaze 
with fury and a kind of demonic joy, strode up and 
ripped his shackles from the wall, then spun and put 
a fist through a heavy oak support structure.  

Andrew leapt to his feet. He could smell a party, 
alright. “Spike, what’s up?”  

Spike grabbed his wrists and roughly turned the 
locks, releasing him, hurling the steel loudly to the 
floor. He grasped Andrew’s shoulder and dragged 
him towards the door, “Boys’ night out, Andreus 
pup. Gonna get us some.”  

“Yeah? Oh yeah!” chortled Andrew gleefully. He 
spun, badly, and kicked a pathetic divot out of some 
loose molding. “Kick ass?”  



“And then some,” promised Spike.  

16 Malum Eligere 

The lawyer seated behind the oaken desk appeared 
to be in the exact same position he had been in 
when Wesley had last left him. He swiveled in his 
seat as Wesley entered.  

There must be a kind of peace, Wesley reflected, in 
having completely accepted evil. The man who sat 
before him seemed a healthy forty year old male, 
one who took care to eat right and exercise. A man 
successful publicly and privately and satisfied with 
his life. There were no lines to indicate worry. No 
sagging skin betraying long nights without rest. His 
eyes were clear, his manner alert and pleasant.  

The sleep of the damned must be better than his 
own, thought Wesley. Damned though he felt 
himself most assuredly to be.  

“You haven’t brought it with you,” stated the 
Partner, with a shade of annoyance.  

“Surely you’ve been told that it can’t be removed or 
found by any but the former…”  
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“And his consort.”  

“Consort?” Wesley wasn’t surprised at the Partner’s 
information, only at his terminology. His jaw 
tightened with irritation. “It would be very helpful if 
I had ALL the information.”  

“You have what you need.”  

Wesley felt quite suddenly the balance of power tilt. 
As if another player had joined the table. He rifled 
through his store of probable interested parties, in 
a panic. He had the impression he had missed out 
on a round of bidding.  

The hairs stood up on his arms, he felt them prickle 
and was glad of the long sleeved sweater. All his 
nerves alerted, aware of every detail in the room. 
“There is still a good chance,” he said with an 
assurance completely faked, “that the power may 
be transferred to Angel…”  

“Doubtful,” said the man, bored.  

Wesley hid the blow. He leapt to another position 
quickly and with the blind courage of the desperate. 
“The boy is the most vulnerable,” he offered.  



The partner’s calm, green eyes flickered, or perhaps 
it was only the fluorescents, and something seemed 
to blink within them, like a snake’s eyelid. “Yes,” he 
said speculatively, and Wesley felt the knife at his 
throat withdrawn somewhat. “Yes, and you have 
proved yourself somewhat skilled with vulnerable 
boys,” he said.  

Wesley almost sneered at this pathetic thrust. “This 
is a completely different situation from the one with 
which we began,” he said, his relief dancing behind 
a wall of arrogance. “We will have to discuss terms 
again.”  

“Yes.” The Partner paused to study him. He reached 
for a buzzer at the corner of his desk and smiled at 
how well Wesley masked his alarm. A door at the 
back opened and a well-built, dark haired, fully 
naked man was trouped in by two of the firm’s 
security personnel. He was bound in leather straps 
from head to toe, with a silver collar arching a 
strange light around his neck. He looked up at the 
room, snarled, and his features transformed to 
those of a vampire.  



Wesley flinched back and spun furiously on the man 
behind the desk. “What, do you think you can just,” 
he waved an indignant arm at the snarling demon. 
“You can’t kill me or turn me…”  

“Our gift to you,” said the Partner, eyes glinting. He 
held up a small box, pushed a button, the demon 
screamed and fell to the floor.  

There was a moment of stillness. Wesley could hear 
his own breathing. The vampire remained huddled 
on the floor, and he stepped towards him, 
entranced. “I’ve heard of a chip,” he began in an 
enthralled voice..  

“No, no chip. We have access to that technology, 
but found it … inhibited … our specimens more than 
we would have wished.” The Partner proffered the 
small box in his hand. “It’s simple,” he said, “like a 
remote control.”  

The demon was whimpering quietly. It raised its 
head slowly, shaking back into human visage, and 
peered through dark, pain wracked eyes, into 
Wesley’s face. Wesley found his mouth suddenly 
dry. He swallowed. “What, what kind of fool do you 



think I am?” He watched as the vampire attempted 
to rise, was held down again by the security guards. 
The Partner waved a finger lightly, and the guards 
drew back. The vampire rose shakily to his feet, 
trembling hands wiped at spittle that lay on his 
mouth. He was breathing, the leather across his 
chest squeaking with the strain. Wesley’s eyes 
traveled down the well-built torso. “It would be so 
easy to drop that control,” he continued, keeping 
his voice miraculously steady. “So easy to lose it,” 
he said, his eyes caught in the light dust of dark hair 
on muscled thighs.  

“Of course, there are programmed safety 
precautions. Complete instructions.”  

Wesley waited until he felt in control again, then 
swung his chill gaze back to the man behind the 
desk. “Our former agreements are not null and 
void, of course?” He waited for the man’s nod. 
“Angel will be,” he inhaled, “handled by me. We are 
agreed?” He waited again. Received the affirmation. 
“And what can I provide you?” he asked, stepping 
forward and removing the remote control from the 
Partner’s outstretched palm. He slipped it into his 



pocket coolly, without glancing at his new 
possession.  

“The interested parties will establish a delivery 
location,” said the Partner crisply. He turned 
dismissively and Wesley heard the pneumatic hiss 
as the door through which the security guards had 
entered, closed again. He turned and regarded his 
new toy.  

“Does it have a name,” he asked.  

The Partner turned dismissively from the 
conversation. “He’s yours, you name him,” he said, 
obviously already mentally attending his next 
meeting.  

Wesley and the vampire faced each other. Wesley 
reached into his pocket for the remote, and saw the 
brown eyes flinch in fear. He smiled. “Let’s just call 
him, Demon, shall we?” he said to the face that 
looked so much like Angel’s. He saw the flare of 
rebellion, the anger and then … the fear… the proud 
head dipped in acquiescence. Wesley became 
suddenly, impossibly, hard. He grinned and spun 
about. “Come with me, Demon,” he called 



nonchalantly over his shoulder, and left the 
Partner’s office, followed by his prize.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
“The key to being a demon,” said Spike in a 
pendantic tone he imagined held authority, “is 
control.” He turned gracefully, leapt into the air and 
landed lightly on the roof next door. He looked up 
and saw Andrew’s pensive face peering over the lip 
of the wall above. “You have the power, Childe,” 
called Spike persuasively. “You just need the 
confidence to control it.”  

Andrew drew himself up, spun inelegantly on his 
sneakered feet, made an awkward lunge for the 
edge of the building, flailed and then somehow still 
managed to land on the other side. He careened, 
arms windmilling, fell in a heap, and looked up at 
Spike, eagerly. “I did it, Sire,” he exclaimed, terribly 
impressed with himself. He stood and brushed at 
the tear he had just opened in the knee of his jeans.  



Spike ran a hand through his hair and frowned hard 
to avoid smiling. “Very good, Childe,” he said 
gruffly. “Jest need to brush up your, er, technique,” 
he added. He patted Andrew roughly on the 
shoulder.  

Andrew pushed into the touch, like a kitten seeking 
a pet. He moved in closer to Spike, Raising a shy 
hand as if to touch him.  

Then he dropped to his knees quite suddenly at 
Spike’s feet, looked up at him through thick blond 
lashes, and carefully licked his lip without fanging 
himself. “Teach me, Sire,” he said huskily. Spike 
would have stepped back, but Andrew grabbed his 
thighs. Buried his face in Spike’s crotch and 
growled.  

“Andrew,” gasped Spike, folding over.  

Andrew nuzzled against the hardness rising below 
the denim. “Teach me, Sire, want to please you, 
want to taste you,” he begged desperately, 
mouthing the material.  



Spike gasped for breath as a wave of lust coursed 
through him, and pushed weakly at Andrew’s head. 
“C’mon now, Andreus,” he said shakily, “we’ve got 
better things to do than hanging about like a bunch 
of girls. Need ta… uh… terrorize… and…” He 
watched transfixed as the agile hands undid his 
button and worked his zipper down. His shaft 
seemed to leap out on its own, and Andrew clung 
and nuzzled Spike’s crotch.  

“Want you, Sire,” he whispered, his lips floating 
over the head of Spike’s cock.  

“Ermeep?” said Spike. He grabbed the curly head. 
To avoid falling, he told himself, as a cool tongue 
lapped at his shaft with eager little licks. Working its 
way to the head, swirling there. Andrew was 
humming with pleasure.  

He looked up, pre-cum glistening on his lips, eyes 
shining with wickedness, and Spike moaned and 
almost came from the sight.  

“Ch…Childe.” He tried desperately to stop this. 
“Andreus, mate, you have to sto…” He moaned and 
folded around the incredible suction, as the young 



fledgling seemed to suddenly discover the 
enormous sucking power of his demonic mouth. 
“Fuck…” begged Spike. Andrew pulled off with a 
loud pop.  

“Yeah, let’s,” he said merrily.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Xander felt, as he pulled himself up the stairs from 
the garage, that he was dragging himself up from 
some deep pit into which he had fallen. Every step 
was harder. Hand over hand, he dragged his mind 
and body up from the place where he had attacked 
Spike, tried to… He shook his head hard, and had to 
stop on a step, panting for breath.  

He wasn’t capable of this, he realized dully. Wasn’t 
made of the sort of stuff that heroes were. He had 
finally cracked under the pressure. And standing on 
the dimly lit landing of one of Angel’s subterranean 
rooms, Xander Harris realized that he had always 
known he would finally break. Sooner or later he 



would be the one, weak and unable, to pitch into 
the Crack of Doom.  

He sat down hard on the available step. Weakened 
now beyond bearing, by this sudden new self-
knowledge. Unable, incapable. All he had ever 
wanted, cried a young Xander piteously in his head, 
was some peace, a little love. A warm, safe place 
and someone to share it with. What a mess he had 
made of everything, he berated himself harshly, by 
reaching for more than he ought.  

He couldn’t have had Buffy in a million years, or 
Anya. Who was he, but the Zeppo, the ‘nice guy’ at 
the Home Depot who could help you find the right 
wrench? What was he thinking, even hoping to 
keep Spike? And now he’d broken something 
unbelievable. Broken it finally. He looked up at the 
hand-railing, such a long way off, and forced his arm 
to lift his hand to grasp it again and drag himself up. 
Well, he had music to face. Bastard, dumbshit, 
Zeppo, he may be, but Xander Harris never turned 
away from the music facing. He dragged himself up 
the steps.  



 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
“Hello?” Willow dropped her carryall to the floor of 
the lobby and stood with arms akimbo surveying 
the empty offices and balcony. “Hellooo?” she 
yelled, slightly annoyed. Bad enough they had 
forgotten to come fetch her from the airport, 
despite repeated messages she had left on the 
answering machine confirming her arrival time. Bad 
enough that the cab driver had spent an extra half 
hour and approximate $30 worth of fare time NOT 
finding the nebulous location of the Hyperion Hotel, 
but Willow was hungry and horny and there was NO 
ONE here to take care of her. She did a tiny little 
foot stomp, then smiled at herself and shook her 
head. “Bitch,” she said. “Get over yourself, Willow.” 
She leaned over and picked up her bag again, then 
headed for the kitchen.  

She had promised Spike she’d be here much sooner 
than she had finally managed. Knowing the former 
vampire, he had become impatient with the waiting 
and gone off to try some other solution. Willow 



opened the ‘people food’ refrigerator and peered 
in. The remains of something that resembled a 
birthday cake occupied one shelf. The smeared blue 
icing said ‘tions, illiam’ and she realized that they 
must have had a party for Spike. Weird. She 
imagined the befuddled look on Spike’s face, 
imagined him eating a child’s sheet birthday cake 
and laughed.  

“I never knew you found refrigerators amusing, 
Willow,” said Giles, stepping into the kitchen on 
those quiet feet of his. He stopped at the doorway 
and smiled at her happily.  

Willow closed the refrigerator and put on her 
wicked face. “There’s a lot you don’t know about 
me, Giles,” she said, tilting her chin up with a saucy 
smile. He raised his arms and she came into the hug 
easily.  

Giles sighed unconsciously. As always, relieved to 
see her safe and sound. He allowed the hug for a 
moment, then pushed her gently back. Willow, 
however, still clung. Giles’ hands hovered. He was 
unsure what to do. “Willow?”  



She nuzzled at his chest. He thought he heard a 
giggle. Alarm spiked his pulse and he held her 
tighter, instinctively protective. “Willow, are you all 
right?”  

Willow turned her mirth filled face up to his. “I’m a 
dork, Giles,” she said in a cheery voice.  

Giles smiled down at her tentatively, puzzled. “Yes, 
of course.” He was becoming concerned for himself 
now, as well. The heady scent of Willow, her body 
nestled against his, wriggling, sweet, that sparkling 
smile. He could feel sharp sparks of arousal in his 
groin and feared any moment now she would 
realize… he struggled back.  

“No,” said Willow, hugging him closer. Giles 
squeaked pathetically and she smiled that ancient, 
wise woman’s smile. “No.” She stood on tiptoe and 
pressed her mouth gently to Giles’.  

The rotation of the earth must have stopped for a 
second, thought Giles madly, because gravity fell 
away in that moment. Softer than he had let himself 
think, firmer than he should have dreamed, 
Willow’s mouth opened slightly against his, 



questioning, questing. He opened his mouth into 
the kiss, tasting her. Then suddenly jerked his 
mouth away. “Willow!” clear headed, struggling 
anew to extract himself from Heaven, “There must 
be a spell, somebody has …”  

Willow didn’t loosen her hold. “No, no spell, no 
magic. I had a long think. I sat on the rocks and 
listened to the ocean…” She rose on her tiptoes and 
placed a kiss on Giles’ chin.  

Giles held onto the girl that kept him from floating 
away. “The sea,” he said dizzily. “Can be very 
restful.” His lips touched her hair, his arms 
tightening across her back. “Oh, Willow,” he 
whispered, “what is…”  

“No, not the sea,” said Willow, “the ocean, the big, 
bad, lusty ocean. And I thought about stuff, about 
me, about stuff, about you…” she drifted, the flicker 
of amusement in her eyes settling into a glowing 
warmth.  

She rose on her tiptoes again and this time Giles’ 
mouth met her half-way.  



“Oh geezus, oh god,” Xander’s cracking, pain-filled 
voice from the doorway, and Giles and Willow fell 
back from each other, breathing hard.  

“Xander!” Willow ran to her friend, then pulled up 
short, skidding comically. “Xander, your…your,” she 
pointed. She whirled on Giles. “Why didn’t anyone 
tell me?”  

Giles stood with his fingers wonderingly hovering 
over his lips. “What? Why? Oh. Oh, well…”  

“God,” Xander stood with his palms buried in that 
miraculously restored face. “Some kinda 
nightmare,” he exclaimed. He looked up again, saw 
his best friend and Giles, their pupils dilated, their 
lips swollen. His mind kept replaying the sight of the 
kiss. Surrounding it with cartoon exclamation 
marks. “Gah, no, this is…” Xander spun around and 
sat down with a thump on the top stair.  

“Xander?” Willow slipped down onto the step next 
to him, wrapped an arm around his shoulder. “Xan? 
What’s happened?” She looked down the stairs, up 
at Giles. “Where’s Spike?”  



“Spike…” Xander’s voice broke and he shook his 
head. “Oh geezus,” he said again. “Everything is so 
completely fucked.”  

Willow looked up at Giles, her eyebrows pitched 
into a beseeching plea. He smiled at her and 
nodded and left the kitchen.  

“Okay, mister,” said Willow, wiggling closer on the 
step and snuggling against Xander like a warm 
teddy bear. “Starting from the beginning, leaving 
nothing out. I want every detail.” She waggled a 
finger at him. “And I’m not afraid to use chocolate, 
Xander, so you’d better come clean.”  

Xander folded into her. “Oh, Wills.” He wrapped his 
arms around her and clung. He suddenly wished 
with all his being for that time when those words 
and this warm, fuzzy girl could have made it all 
better. “It’s so far beyond any of that, Wills.”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
“My butt hurts,” whined Andrew petulantly. He 



wiggled said ass in front of the dressing room mirror 
and frowned at his not-image there. Spiiike,” he 
called, “I need you to come in here and tell me how 
these look.”  

“You decent this time, ya little asp?” growled Spike 
from the other side of the curtain. “Cuz I ain’t in any 
mood to come in there and see you shakin’ yer willy 
at me again.”  

“I’m a demon now, Spike, I’m never decent,” called 
Andrew, in a lilting voice.  

Spike chuckled appreciatively. “Good on you, snake. 
Er, no, not good. Put on some clothes,” he amended 
sternly. “ Now.”  

“Oh, I’m dressed, you spoil sport,” pouted Andrew. 
He flung open the curtain, spun about in front of 
Spike and shook his ass happily. “Ow,” he said, 
stilling, and pulling at the inseam of one leg. “Too 
tight.”  

“Gotta think pure thoughts, sprite,” grinned Spike. 
“To wear leather takes a lot of self-control.” He 
looked Andrew up and down, with a kind of pride. 



The lad had cleaned up nicely. In the tight grey satin 
shirt, his hair trimmed up and gelled and wearing 
the tightest pair of black leather pants they had 
been able to find at Wilson’s House of Suede and 
Leather. Andrew struck a pose, morphed and 
snapped fangs at Spike. Spike laughed. He was a 
sight to make any Sire proud.  

“Wouldn’t need so much self control if you’d just 
fuck me already,” grumbled Andrew unhappily. He 
reached down and shifted his inseam around a bit 
more. “Know you want to,” he said to the floor 
mostly, his voice lowered.  

Spike cast a stern glance at him and didn’t answer. 
“We’ve got errands ta do tonight, snake, but if you 
want I can take you on a little pleasure cruise down 
that street we passed, the one with the bars.”  

Andrew looked up eagerly. He licked his lip and gold 
flashed in his eyes. “There were pretty humans 
outside, Spike. Can I have one?”  

“These ain't for eatin’ just for playin’,” said Spike. 
He flipped back the tails of the long, black leather 
duster he had lifted, stepping over the smashed 



security system and through the broken door. 
Andrew sprinting behind him. “I have some special 
ones in mind fer the eatin’,” he added as they 
strode off.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
“And I don’t know when it happened, but one day I 
was just sitting there looking at him. I guess we 
were out on the balcony. He’d sit in the shade,” 
Xander chuckled and Willow gently finger combed 
his hair. He had his head in her lap, rocking it under 
her hand. “He was so worried about freckling. And I 
looked at him sitting there, so… so amazing and so 
unaware of it. Just this wonderful being there. Like 
a unicorn in the clearing, remember? In those books 
you used to have?” He looked up at her, and Willow 
nodded, dreamily carding and grooming the silky 
black hair.  

“I remember,” she said encouragingly.  



“And I thought, God, I really love him, you know?” 
Xander dug his fingers into the knees of his jeans. “I 
can’t believe I’ve fucked it up so badly, Willow.”  

“Shhh, shhh, nothing is irreparable, Xander. You 
two need to talk.” She sighed in wonder. “I mean, 
look at everything that’s happened. Spike is back. 
You two are together. The Wand. Your eye.” Her 
fingers came down and traced the youthful face. 
“Not just your eye, Xander. You look … Goddess, 
you look seventeen again.”  

“Right,” said Xander. “Who knows how long that 
will last. Or anything else. That thing is just wrong, 
Willow. I can tell by the way Spike talks about it, by 
the way he acts when he’s got it.”  

“It cured you,” said Willow.  

“I don’t WANT to be cured by something evil, 
Willow,” said Xander firmly. “I don’t WANT to have 
amazing events and impossible, unpronounceable 
creatures interrupting my dinner and making me 
oversleep for work.” He curled himself up smaller, 
as if he could somehow make his large body tiny 
enough to fit on her lap. “I just wanted this amazing 



guy, that I love so much. Maybe a few years of 
blissful domesticity. A few lover’s spats.”  

“You can still have that,” said Willow doubtfully. She 
carded Xander’s hair, smoothed it repeatedly 
behind his ear. He sighed.  

“If I agree with you, will you promise me 
something?”  

“Yeah, sweetie?”  

“Promise me I’ll never, ever, ever, EVER have to see 
you and Giles kissing again.” Xander shuddered. 
“Except in the inevitable nightmares.”  

Willow yanked hard at a strand of hair. Xander 
yelped. “Bastard,” she said. “Remember in those 
books of mine, the witches in there? Who used to 
turn men into toads?”  

“Yes?” whimpered Xander.  

“That could still happen,” said Willow.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  



 
Wesley folded the thick sheets back together along 
their original creases, and carefully inserted them 
into their envelope. He placed the sealed document 
into a metal casket and locked it. The key, and the 
attached control he held loosely in his hand.  

Across the room, in the corner to which he had 
been shackled, the demon crouched. Wesley 
approached him slowly, loosening his tie and letting 
it drop to the floor. “You may speak,” he said.  

“Human,” said the vampire, hissing. “Do you know 
what I would like to do to you?”  

“Oh,” said Wesley with delight, “please do tell me.” 
He worked open the top button of his shirt.  

“I would drain you slowly, let you feel your life 
pulled away from you, drop by drop.” The demon’s 
eyes flashed yellow, the visage shifted from bony 
brow and back again. “But first…”  

“Yes?” said Wesley, pulling the rest of his buttons 
free.  



“First I’d tear off your organ, let you see the blood 
pump from you there…”  

A delighted laugh escaped Wesley’s throat. He let 
his shirt fall to the floor and began working at his 
belt buckle. He stopped in front of the demon, who 
made as if to rise and back away. “Oh. No, stay 
where you are,” said Wesley, his voice steely with 
command. The demon froze. “Kneel,” said Wesley 
silkily, undoing his pants.  

He stepped forward and buried his hand in the 
acquiescing vampire’s hair. God, they’d even got 
the texture right, he thought, heady with 
excitement. He drew out his leaking cock and 
pushed it up into the hard, demonic brow. The 
demon hissed and Wesley smiled. “Now tell me 
again,” he said, stroking himself slowly. “Tell me 
what you’d do to me if you could, you bastard.”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
It was amazing how little grace a vampire could 
have, thought Spike sadly. He nursed his beer, 



leaning on one of the tall tables, and watched 
Andrew on the dance floor attempting to… Spike 
tipped his head sideways and squinted 
speculatively. Apparently attempting to dance.  

It didn’t matter though, he reflected, tipping back 
his bottle and smiling slightly around the lip. The 
little strumpet had torn off his shirt first thing. That 
smooth, white, flawless skin, glowing with an 
ethereal youth, drew every male in the place like 
moths to the flame. They bobbed and wove around 
him. Andrew wriggled and jabbed out of rhythm in 
the air, twisting excitedly, trying to make his choice.  

“Ah, youth,” said a deep voice near his ear. Spike 
half turned, looked the man up and down. Saw no 
threat, turned away. The owner of the voice set his 
drink down on Spike’s table and rested his elbows 
there as well. He stood so close, Spike could feel his 
heat.  

“Sorry, mate, I ain’t lookin’,” growled Spike. He 
tipped back his beer without glancing again at the 
stranger.  



“Of course not,” said the man calmly. He didn’t 
move away. “Seems like your friend might be, 
though.”  

“He ain’t my ‘friend’,” said Spike, a trite waspishly. 
“My… my ‘friend’ is at home.” That piquant longing, 
that pulled like a lone distant violin string through 
him, even when the Wand had him completely in 
his grip, tugged rather hard and he set down his 
beer. Leaned his elbows on the table as well.  

“Ah,” said the stranger wisely, “one of those 
trusting relationships.” Spike saw brown fingers 
close around a drink, raise it, set it down. “You’re 
lucky,” said the man.  

“’S right,” said Spike sadly. “I am lucky.” He thought 
about his luck for a while.  

“I had something like that once,” said the man. And 
there was something in his voice. Or maybe the 
magic made him feel it. Spike couldn’t have said, 
but he looked up at the tall, handsome man with 
the eloquent black eyes and he knew he should be 
listening very closely.  



“It’s so easy to let go,” said the man. A smile 
attempted to curve up one side of his mouth. It 
failed. “Nothing really to keep you there, you know? 
Nothing legal, no paperwork, no children, just you 
and him and some stupid beef you’ve worked up 
between you.” He shrugged. Raised a loosely fisted 
hand, then opened his fingers, splayed. Looked 
down to the floor. “Just poof, and it’s gone.”  

Those eyes came up and stared into Spike’s. “Can I 
buy you a drink, mate?” asked Spike after a minute.  

This time a smile made it to the stranger’s lips. 
“Sure,” he said, “you could. But I think your NOT 
friend might be wanting you,” he dipped his head 
towards the dance floor.  

Spike swung his head and jumped a bit. Andrew was 
on the far side of the room, his arms around two 
other men. They were headed for a doorway 
leading god-knew-where. Spike took off after him, 
waved towards the man. “Thanks, mate, see ya 
around.”  

“Sure,” said the guy. He sipped his drunk. “Sure you 
will.”  



 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
“Hey, Spike.” Andrew leaned back against his two 
friends. He smiled lazily, his canines flashing. 
“Wanna share?”  

Spike nodded at the drunk men who held onto 
Andrew. “Where’s the party at, boys?” he said, 
looking around the dimly lit hallway. The shorter 
man, with longish, curly red hair and a small goatee 
that made him look like the devil himself, pointed 
with his elbow at a door nearby. He gripped Andrew 
tighter around the waist and buried his face in the 
white neck. Andrew arch his head back and 
moaned.  

Spike rolled his eyes, and pushed open the door. 
“Right then,” he said impatiently, looking up and 
down the hallway and urging the red head and the 
other man, a thin brunet with enormous eyes, into 
the room.  

The three bodies seemed to merge; turning Andrew 
between them as if he were dough, they made it 



through the doorway, Spike slipping in behind 
them, with a last check up and down the hallway. 
He turned into the room, and stopped.  

Spike had been just about everywhere in his unlife. 
The backrooms of bars were nothing to him. But 
those experiences had happened to a different 
body. One which lived for the scent of blood and 
lust. One which would not have been much moved 
by low blue lights, blurring and smoothing out the 
features of men, blue-black gashes of gaping 
mouths, thick blurred features, hands rubbing and 
pulling. Round blue bottoms rhythmically thrusting. 
The smell of funk and disinfectant, alcohol and 
sweat. The sounds of suction and flesh, moans and 
occasional sharp cries. The music from the front 
rooms was dimmed here, but Spike still heard a 
rhythm, a low sonic underwater sound. He 
stumbled a bit on the tile floor, trying to control the 
reaction of his magically enhanced senses.  

Hands came around his hips from nowhere and he 
twisted involuntarily into the sensation as they ran 
over his crotch. A strong torso, larger than his, 
pressed against his back, arms lifting his duster but, 



“No,” he said, gripping those hands and pushing 
them away from him. He looked around the room 
for Andrew. “No,” said Spike to the faceless owner 
of the hands, “Not interested.” He pulled away to 
follow Andrew and his friends, who seemed to have 
found their own corner.  

The writhed around each other like snakes, 
Andrew's hair pulled back by one freckled large 
hand, the brunet's head nuzzling at his neck, his 
eyes rolled back, flickering golden and he growled 
as the man found his mark. Literally growled.  

The brunet man reared back a bit. “the fuck?” he 
said drunkenly. Spike came around and grabbed 
Andrew, kissed the demonic visage hard, twisting it 
away from the human’s view. “Control yourself,” he 
hissed, releasing the surprised young vampire, 
gasping. Andrew wrapped his arms around Spike’s 
shoulders and tried to kiss him again. “Spike?” he 
said plaintively.  

Red head came up behind him, freckled hands 
clasped the small waist and traveled down over the 
front of the leather pants. Andrew groaned and 



twisted. The redhead chuckled, and unzipped him. 
Spike backed off. Wiped his mouth, breathing hard. 
Something in him, he knew it wasn’t ‘himself’ but 
something in him wanted this more than the little 
demon squirming now between the two men. Shirts 
were flying to the floor, pants were stripped, three 
lithe naked torsos writhed together, and Spike 
turned away trying to find the ‘himself’ inside that 
kept the magics from getting out of line.  

Andrew made a noise like a cat in heat and one of 
the men cried out. Spike whirled around, fully 
prepared to pull a gamefaced vampire off the neck 
of a human, and saw only his Childe, draped over 
the brunet who knelt on the floor, fingers splayed 
over the damp blue tile, his head bent, his legs 
spread. Andrew was pressing his cock into the 
man's exposed hole, his head bent in concentration, 
his tight white backside clenching.  

Andrew made the weird animalistic noise again, and 
the redheaded man laughed a little wildly and 
stepped over his companion, and up to Andrew's 
face. He ran his hands all over Andrew’s rocking 
head, then guided his shaft carefully into the gaping 



red mouth. Andrew latched on, sucked hard. The 
man doubled over, crying out, and Spike leaned 
against a wall, overcome. He unzipped his fly. Drew 
himself out.  

“God,” cried the brunet suddenly, rocking 
frantically. “Yeah. God. Harder. Ah” he yelled again. 
The red head wailed. The suction on his shaft so 
intense he was pitching over onto Andrew’s head, 
despite his locked knees. Andrew’s cheeks were 
drawn in, his eyes squeezed shut, his cheeks pink, 
his Adam's apple bobbing as he swallowed.  

Spike breathed hard, his hand flying up and down 
his shaft. His fingernails clawing at the wall. A silky 
dark head seemed to rise up from nowhere, a hand 
joining Spike's and a warm mouth closing over his 
cock. Spike's eyes rolled back, and his other hand 
flailed, grasping at the wall. He rolled his head 
sideways and tried to think of Xander, but all he 
could hear were bodies slapping against each other, 
wet sucking, suction and the cries and moans of 
men in orgasm. He felt his balls drawing up and 
looked back again in time to see Andrew, hips 
jerking, claws gripping white hips, the redhead 



falling over on him, screaming. Spike's thrust 
uncontrollably into the willing hot mouth, grit his 
teeth, closed his eyes and felt the white sheet of 
orgasm fly up into his vision.  

He sank to the ground, panting, eyes still closed. 
After a time he heard Andrew slide down the wall 
beside him. “Good,” said Andrew finally. “Feel much 
better now, Sire.” Spike looked sideways at him 
groggily. Andrew was still pink cheeked and his eyes 
snapped blue fire. “Hungry, now,” he declared. 
“Want something to eat.”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
“Say it,” said Wesley. He held the box close to the 
vampire’s eyes, lest the demon forget who held the 
power. “Say it again, like you mean it.”  

“I love you,” said the bleeding demon, his eyes 
rolling gold to brown. “I love you, Wesley.”  

Wesley sobbed and bent to lick a bony ridge. “Say it 
again,” he begged. He grasped the demon’s hair and 



held the remote aloft again, shook it. “Say it,” he 
demanded loudly.  

White fear showed at the edges of the dark eyes. “I 
love you,” repeated the demon mechanically. “I 
love you. I love you.” He broke off as Wesley’s 
mouth closed over his. After a second Wesley pulled 
back, raging. “Kiss me back, damn you,” he said, his 
voice hysterical. “Kiss me back, you bastard.”  

“I love you, Wesley,” said the demon, with great 
fear, and he leaned forward and kissed Wesley 
back.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
"Spike," said Andrew in the most mature voice he 
could muster. "Spike, I think we need to talk."  

Spike slammed the file cabinet drawer shut and 
scanned the tiny, scruffy office. There had to be a 
computer here somewhere with the relevant 
information, right? He had found Buffy that way 
once. Perhaps the Gay Community Services Center 



hadn't the resources of a State University, but even 
the pathetically downtrodden had computers, 
right? "Talk away, snake," he responded, as a dingy, 
beige plastic case practically buried under folders 
caught his eye and he shoved aside the debris to 
uncover it.  

"Something's between us," said Andrew softly. "I...I 
know you feel something, Spike."  

One of the folders blocking the keyboard had a 
familiar name on it. Spike stared at the manilla 
sleeve in his hand, then turned back to the 
discarded pile and began rifling through it gleefully. 
"Found it!" he announced, holding one aloft. 'Tom 
McHugh' read the sleeve. Spike opened it. Found 
the police report easily by virtue of its quality of 
paper. "Gotchya, you fuckers," he murmured to 
himself. He looked up at Andrew. "Still hungry, 
snake?"  

Andrew shifted his weight to one foot and moved a 
shoulder in a kind of pathetic frustration. "Did you 
even hear me, Spike?"  



Spike stared and blinked. Did a quick mental 
rewind. The Wand, like white fury, screamed 
through his brain. Andrew seemed pathetically slow 
and intractable at the moment. "Sure, sure," said 
Spike impatiently. "Later, sprite. We gotta thing to 
take care of." He kicked aside some of the mess he 
had created in his search and made for the broken 
door.  

"Spike." Andrew heard his own voice crack, and bit 
his lip in annoyance with himself. He drew blood. 
"Dammit," he whispered. "Spike, wait,” he called 
after the rapidly retreating man. “We need to talk,” 
he added sadly.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
“We need to talk, Giles,” said Willow when she 
found him again.  

Giles was, of course, in the library. Libraries were 
his hidey-hole and Giles was feeling in need of that 
smell of binding glue and leather, old wood and 
cool, dry air.  



The last woman Giles had loved had had her neck 
viciously snapped by Angel. He sat in Angel’s library 
and purposely filled his nostrils with old vellum, and 
dust. He tried not to be afraid.  

“Xander said Spike ran off,” said Willow. She stood 
in the doorway, hands on hips, lips pursed in that 
little puckered frown that was Willow troubled. “He 
took me up to the room where they had been 
keeping Andrew, and he’s missing too.”  

She walked over to where Giles sat. He reached up, 
and it seemed natural for her to let him take her 
hands in his, to sink down next to him on the little 
sofa, lean against him as he carefully wrapped his 
arm around her shoulder.  

“Had he any idea why Spike should ‘run off’,” he 
asked, hypnotized by the shape of her upper lip as 
she frowned. He wondered if he could kiss her 
again. Willow looked up at him, troubled.  

“They had a pretty rotten fight, I guess. A big row.” 
Giles watched her lips move and limply his brain 
followed the words they were forming.  



“Giles?” said Willow. Her eyes were so liquid, Giles 
thought fondly, they showed every thought, every 
emotion. Right now they showed … annoyance? He 
frowned and tried to think what expression would 
be appropriate. He went for attentive interest. 
Willow smiled. A merry twinkle dancing in her eyes. 
“Giles,” she said softly, leaning closer, those lips just 
inches from his own.  

“Yes,” he breathed, in general agreement to 
anything those lips might suggest.  

“I think we had better go out and look for them,” 
said Willow, smiling up at him. “And then I think we 
REALLY need to talk.”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
There was blood everywhere. It ran down the wall, 
where the demon’s hands were shackled; smeared 
here and there, where something had been dragged 
across it. Wesley’s feet sliding in it on the wood 
floors, his own hands covered with the gore, his 
fingernails brown, the lines of his knuckles 



vermillion; little hairs stood up across his hands, 
white, as he grabbed the sticky brown hair with 
both hands. He held the vampire’s head back 
grotesquely, the man-made puncture wounds all 
across the strong throat pumped sluggishly.  

“Tell me you want it.”  

“I want it, Wesley,” said the demon hoarsely.  

“Tell me,” said Wesley, resting his head against the 
gore covered face. His foot slipped in the puddles of 
blood, and he lilted sideways with exhaustion, 
caught himself against the vampire’s body. Let 
himself slide down. Lay there, panting. He looked 
down his naked torso to where the demon’s shaft 
rose, bloody, thick and throbbing from a patch of 
dark brown curls. The heavy leather laces around it 
bit into the skin.  

“I want it, Wesley,” repeated the demon. His 
eyelids, heavy with the pain, were splattered with 
blood. The eyelashes clumped with it. Wesley 
slumped into the cool red and white body, sliding 
on blood, and lathed at the bloody eyes with his 
tongue.  



“You want me to fuck you?” he whispered through 
cracked lips.  

“I want it, Wesley,” said the demon.  

Wesley lifted his hands to the demon’s shackled 
wrists. His own arms ran rivulets from the knife cuts 
there. The tight leather cuffs above his elbows 
making the veins swell.  

He scrabbled for purchase with his feet, and lifted 
his body to release the vampire. The animal fell to 
the floor, and Wesley swayed, toeing the muscular, 
gory body roughly in the ribs.  

“Roll over.” His voice almost gone from hours of 
screaming. “I want to see your face when I fuck you, 
Angel.”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Angel, thought Xander hotly, was really starting to 
piss him off. He stood in Andrew’s room, surveying 
the damage there with a certain savor. Seeming to 
delay any action, he held the cuffs and his eyes 



seemed to tally each broken object, each scrap of 
wood. He turned to Giles with what Xander could 
have only described as a satisfied smirk.  

“I knew it was a bad idea.”  

Xander wondered just which ‘it’ Angel referred to 
now. Andrew? Or Spike in general?  

“Yes, well.” Xander thought that Rupert Giles must 
dislike Angel almost as much as he did. He had that 
note of distaste in his voice, as if the necessity of 
conversing with this vampire made him supremely 
unhappy. Xander recognized the attitude. It was the 
one Giles had always assumed with Spike. “We 
really haven’t the time to argue the merits of any 
past behavior at the moment.” He looked at Willow, 
their eyes communicated for a minute and Xander 
realized he was probably going to have to get over 
his Giles/Willow squickiness. If he wanted to keep 
either friend. “Can we perform the ceremony, er, 
freestyle as it were, Willow?”  

“On the fly?” Willow winced and looked worried. “I 
don’t know, Giles, I’d rather feel that my circle was 
secure.”  



“What are the odds at a distance?”  

“You know the odds, Giles.” Willow smiled at Giles. 
“You taught me this.”  

“But you have so exceeded my teachings,” said 
Giles warmly, proudly.  

Angel made an unhappy noise and dropped the cuff 
with a loud clink. Xander grit his teeth. Everyone 
must pay attention to Deadboy, he said meanly in 
his own mind. “I’ll cover Willow,” he addressed 
Giles. “You and,” he shrugged a gesture at Angel, 
“cover Andrew.”  

“Who knows how far Spike has gone with this,” said 
Angel.  

Xander spun on him. “He always controls it.”  

Angel’s eyes bored into Xander’s with a kind of 
superiority. “I’ve seen him evil,” he said.  

“So have I,” said Xander. He took a deep breath. “I 
can handle Spike.”  



“You haven’t seen William the Bloody, Xander,” 
Angel said pompously.  

“Shit,” said Xander angrily. “This is a human man 
we’re talking about here, Angel!”  

“Is it?”  

“Angel could be right, Xander,” said Willow. She 
stepped forward and tried feebly to take her 
friend’s arms in hers. Xander, shaking and white 
with upset and fury, shrugged her off.  

“I’ll talk to him,” he insisted. “This is my fault. Let 
me fix it.”  

“Spike chose this, Xander,” said Angel.  

“He hasn’t chosen anything, yet.”  

Angel gave him that enigmatic look that implied 
centuries of untold wisdom. It was one of those 
looks that was always guaranteed to piss Xander 
off.  

“You don’t know him.” Xander spun to face his 
friends and insisted, “None of you know him.”  



Giles sighed and made a gathering motion with his 
hands. His Scooby children automatically followed 
him out of the room. Giles looked back at Angel. 
“Coming?”  

“I wish I could reach Wesley,” said Angel. “He would 
know what to do.”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Andrew giggled then slapped his hand over his 
mouth to hide the sound from Spike. “Spike,” he 
whispered, sliding closer to his Sire as they pressed 
up against the wood siding of the house. “I’m really 
nervous.”  

Spike spared him a glance. His teeth flashed white 
in a quick smile. “Yer great, snake. A real master in 
the makin’. Don’t worry,” he whispered, his focus 
turning once more to the huge picture window 
looking out on the porch. “It’ll all come ta you 
instinctive like when the time comes.”  



“That’s what they said about girls and sex,” moaned 
Andrew to himself unhappily. “And look how well 
that turned out.”  

Spike grinned privately and squinted to see past the 
living room light. A middle aged woman was 
standing before his target, he could see their half-
silhouettes in the doorway. She adjusted the collar 
of the boy’s jacket and turned back to the room 
with a smile, speaking.  

“Right proud of yer little monster, ain’t ya,” Spike 
addressed her in a tight whisper. “Well, wait till he 
meets mine.”  

The front door opened and Spike slunk back into 
the shadows, pressing Andrew with him.  

The boy was noisy on the wooden porch, pounding 
down the steps two at a time, a little leap at the 
bottom as he used the railing to lift himself, arching 
right off the path and propelling himself straight 
towards the corner of the house where Spike and 
Andrew waited.  



Through his jumpy nerves, Andrew caught the smell 
of hot, testosterone rich, blood. His demon visage 
rippled below the surface and a tight rolling growl 
mewled deliciously from his throat.  

Spike grinned, and removed his restraining arm 
from his Childe. “Remember, snake,” he hissed. 
“Quick, silent an’ deadly. But don’t kill ‘im yet.”  

The boy came rapidly around the corner, and there 
was a blur of motion. A beige jacket and a truncated 
shout were all that a passerby would have really 
remarked. Andrew’s demon was quite potent, after 
all. He tossed the larger boy to the ground with a 
earthen thump, shoving his hand inelegantly, but 
quite effectively into his mouth, sprawled across 
the stunned torso and bit down hard into the boy’s 
throat.  

Trainers and jeans clad legs flailed ineffectually for a 
scant two minutes, then the boy’s lids fluttered and 
closed. Andrew kept feeding, his one hand still 
grinding into the mouth, his other gripping the hair, 
his hips thrusting rhythmically into the body below 
him.  



“Hold on there, now, ya little asp,” said Spike, 
barely able to speak. It was perfectly natural, he 
told himself, to be so aroused by the sight of 
Andrew feeding and humping the helpless human. 
He was his Childe and it was perfectly natural for 
Spike to want to… to want. Spike hauled Andrew up 
and fastened his mouth to the surprised demon’s 
bloody lips. Andrew’s shock quickly disappeared 
and he wrapped his arms around Spike, one leg 
came up and arched over Spike’s hip. Andrew 
growled and moaned, his mouth moving against 
Spike’s, humping his leg rhythmically. His eyes 
squeezed shut with pleasure; he arched his head 
back as Spike lathed his lips with his tongue avidly, 
hungrily. Andrew moaned deep in his throat and 
writhed against Spike. The noise seemed to 
penetrate some layer of Spike’s brain; he quite 
suddenly pulled away, and Andrew whined and 
gripped him tighter.  

“Siiiire,” he wailed, loudly.  

“Hush,” panted Spike, his mind a wild spin of lust 
and blood and something resembling his own 
conciousness. He unsteadily extracted himself from 



Andrew. He was so hard, it was difficult to stand up 
straight. He wiped his mouth and held the small, 
horny demon at bay with one hand placed flat on 
his chest.  

He looked at the limp body on the ground. In the 
dim moonlight, the boy's skin had a bluish tint. It 
should have worried him that the sight made him 
feel another rush of something heady and horny. He 
could feel himself tearing away, like a thin cloth 
held aloft in a high wind. Only threads remained.  

“We gotta take him someplace else,” Spike 
managed to say. He should have been worried, but 
he found wasn’t. He was high and mighty and the 
dispenser of justice. Superior to every concern but 
his own. He leaned over and heaved the boy's body 
over his shoulder like a sack of grain. Scooped 
Andrew against his side and bent his head back with 
another open mouthed, deep tonguing kiss.  

“C’mon, Childe,” said Spike, breaking away from a 
stunned Andrew. “Dinner ta go, at my place. Bring 
yer pretty little arse along quick now.”  



 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Wesley lay on his belly on the sofa and watched 
through a haze as the numb faced cleaning woman 
from Wolfram and Hart scrubbed the blood off his 
floor.  

The closed bathroom door muffled the sounds of 
the shower left running. He wondered for a fleeting 
second if he should warn the old woman about the 
demon shackled in the tub, but he hadn’t the 
energy to think about it and turned his head to face 
the sofa back.  

His body occasionally shivered all over with shock. 
His hands ached to the bone as overtaxed nerves 
fired randomly down his arms and across his palms. 
His eyes were filled with a dry irritating salt, 
dehydrated tears most likely. He had showered the 
majority of the blood away before he had called the 
cleaning crew in. But when he mustered the 
strength to turn his head and look down, he saw 



blood still oozing, gummy in texture and a deep 
maroon, from the purpling bite wound on his thigh.  

That had been the height and the end of their play. 
The pain the demon had been forced to endure, in 
order to bite Wesley, had been so intense he had 
passed out.  

Wesley felt flaccid. Like a thin wet noodle floating in 
a tepid soup. None of the painful thoughts that had 
been tormenting him could reach the stratosphere 
in which his mind now hung and he thought, 
perhaps, he might even be able to sleep. He was 
slipping into that slippery grey pool of forgetfullness 
when his cell phone began to ring.  

It had been ringing all night, recalled his peaceful 
brain. Wesley stretched an aching arm, scrabbled at 
the table next to the sofa and brought the little box 
to his ear. “Yes,” he said hoarsely.  

“Wesley?” Angel’s voice sounded almost childish in 
its relief. “We’ve got a situation here.”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  



 
The air didn’t ever move here, thought Xander. It 
hung, a still beige curtain. Perhaps seeped, 
eventually, into the ground, he thought. That would 
explain the slick brown residue on the cement and 
asphalt. But no breeze, no rain, moved air 
molecules about.  

He could hear the Wand with his skin. Like the 
prickles of a faery flute from one of those old 
children’s stories, he felt its tune trail over him, 
dragging him along to the cave where the rat-man 
would trap him.  

He looked up at the abandoned brick building. Its 
only decoration a sagging broken fire escape ladder. 
Windows punched out like broken teeth. That 
unerring, unquestionable sense of the Wand tugged 
at him impatiently, drawing him towards the metal 
doors with their steel reinforced windows and 
safety bolts.  

He heard Angel snap shut his cell phone and come 
up to stand next to him and Giles. He felt anything 
closer than a few feet from Angel was just too close, 



and stepped irritably further away. When the 
adrenaline and fear had left Xander’s body, he 
would perhaps be ashamed of the screaming fit he 
had pitched in the lobby of the Hyperion. Absolutely 
refusing to lead anyone anywhere if the resident 
Slayers were also coming along. The idea of an army 
of superheros hunting Spike terrified him beyond 
belief. He had not wanted even Angel to accompany 
him and Giles. But as Giles and Willow had patiently 
brought him to see, Angel could be essential in 
some situations. Breaking those deadbolts for 
instance.  

Xander nodded at the door and addressed Angel 
without turning. “In there.”  

“I assumed that,” said Angel. He stared at the 
building they had stormed recently in their search 
for the Wand. Giles and he had briefly discussed the 
meaning of this. Giles thought the Wand perhaps 
had its own intra dimensional travel points. He was 
still waxing on about it, albeit to himself at this 
point.  



“We’ll wait for Wesley,” announced Angel. “He said 
he’d be here in a few minutes.”  

A nauseating chill rippled all over Xander’s body. It 
was the worst wiggins he had ever felt, and it had 
been generated by the thought of Wesley anywhere 
near Spike and the Wand. “I don’t think so,” he 
muttered and sprinted so suddenly for the fire 
escape ladder, Angel was unprepared.  

“Xander, wait!” He ran after him.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
The boy was beginning to regain consciousness. 
Spike checked the gag and stepped back, satisfied. 
He would have liked to hear the kid screaming, but 
wasn’t familiar enough with the neighborhood to be 
sure it would go unnoticed.  

Shame really. Boy looked like he’d squeal nice and 
loud. Spike backed up against a wall, squatted down 
and watched his Childe with a kind of malevolent 
lust. Andrew hovered over his victim, stripped to 



the waist and in full gameface. He had tied the 
boy’s feet to separate pillars, his hands bound and 
tied to a noose around his neck. Andrew straddled 
his torso, and his clawed hands gently stroked the 
skin of the boy’s face.  

“His beard is so new,” he hissed happily back to 
Spike. “His face is like a girl’s,” he chortled gleefully, 
petting and letting one claw draw lightly along the 
jaw. A tiny well of blood followed the stroke and the 
boy’s eyelids fluttered and lifted.  

It was really a shame about the gag, thought Spike 
again. The boy saw what hovered over him, reacted 
by jerking his bound legs, his arms, which choked 
him, which made him scream against the gag yet 
more. Andrew giggled and wriggled his hips and 
settled himself down against the boy's body, 
holding him firmly to the floor. His claw raked 
across the thrashing, terrified face again, another 
well of blood following. He rocked happily. 
“Suurpriiiise,” he sang. And snapped his teeth.  

For some annoying reason Spike got a Ferris Wheel 
dip in his stomach and suddenly saw the boy 



standing in the doorway of his home. His mother’s 
hand smoothing his collar. He frowned and blinked 
hard to clear away the disturbing sensation. 
“Introduce yerself, pet,” he instructed Andrew.  

“How do you do,” mewled Andrew, rocking his hips 
and slowly raking the boys shirt to strips of cloth. He 
ran a palm over the skin underneath. “Buttery boy,” 
he said, “I’m Andreus and you…” He tilted his head 
sideways and smiled. “Are my supper.”  

That tilting feeling dipped in Spike’s gut again. He 
heaved himself up from the wall and shut out the 
sudden thought of Xander. “How’d ya do, kid,” said 
Spike, wandering towards the tableau. “Heard you 
like a bit of rough. Yer in for a treat.”  

Andrew wriggled down the boy’s legs, and began 
slicing open his jeans. Spike watched the boy’s face, 
eyes rolling, sweat joining the rivulets of blood; he 
seemed unable to stop his arms from jerking and 
had tightened the noose around his neck enough 
that he was unable to draw in the air his terror 
demanded. His nostrils were huge with trying to 
breath and he was turning bluish. “He’s gonna die,” 



said Spike suddenly, involuntarily. “Loosen his 
ropes.”  

Andrew looked up a bit startled. He reached up to 
loosen the noose a bit, watching his Sire with 
puzzlement. Spike turned away, and Andrew 
focused once more on his latest object of interest. 
He kneaded at the limp, damp flesh between the 
boy’s legs with one razored talon, and allowed a 
hard knuckle to dip and brush against the boy’s 
opening. “Ssssoo ticklish,” giggled Andrew when the 
boy jolted and jumped and choked himself anew. 
“You’ll get over that soon enough,” he growled, 
tearing away the remains of the boy's jeans. He 
began working down the tight zipper of his leather 
pants.  

Spike felt something trying to crawl from his 
stomach into his throat. He could hear the soft 
thumps of the boy struggling on the floor behind 
him. His own heart beating hard, Andrew’s growls. 
It seemed so old and decayed at this moment. 
Something remembered from a dream. Unbidden 
thoughts of Xander, and a sudden violent longing to 
be just at that moment, wrapped in his arms in a 



safe warm place. “Stop!” said Spike loudly. He 
turned on Andrew, strode over and shoved him so 
hard he was hurled back, skidding across the dusty 
wooden floor.  

Andrew growled. His eyes flickered and he bared his 
teeth at his Sire.  

“This is a bad idea, sprite,” said Spike. He squatted 
down and began untying the boy’s ankles. Andrew 
growled again, worked himself onto his knees, and 
approached his victim slowly.  

“Mine,” he said in a low threatening voice. “You 
promisssed, Ssspike,” said Andrew.  

“Yeah, well, we’ll find you somethin’ else,” said 
Spike. The bile in his throat tasted like some distant 
bad memory. Crypt dust. Rot. He wanted Xander. 
He wanted to be home. He worked at the knots 
around the boy's wrists, heard Andrew’s 
movements but really didn’t expect it when the 
demon jumped him from behind.  

17 Hero Reloaded 



A special thanks to Bronagh Mc Garry who gave me 
the beautiful Irish translations here in. They made 
me cry, darlin’. Thanks. (Touch the Irish to see the 
English)  

Someday Xander would look back on the moment 
when he came through the door of the factory and 
recall it as a series of small angular moves. His 
memory opening it like a cheap Japanese fan. First 
there was the door itself, bent from its hinges, a 
large dent at one edge showing how the lock had 
been broken. Sharp punctuations of sound, as he 
squeezed past that door. Then there was a blur of 
black and red, pale faces snarling, blood and bodies 
hurling up the walls to smash together repeatedly in 
the center of the room. Now there was a naked, 
bleeding teenage boy tied up on the floor. Now 
there was a vampire on his boyfriend’s back, his 
blond head bent to his neck. Now there was Spike, 
spinning, in a fury, blazing white greased back hair, 
leather duster whirling about his legs, as he threw 
the vampire across the room. Andrew falling, a 
starburst of angles, black leather and red silk, feet 
and hands, into piles of shipping crates. Broken 



slatted wood falling onto the still body. The fan 
snapped open with a little pop. In the sudden 
silence, Spike stared at Xander across the space of 
settling air.  

He was breathing hard. Well, of course he was, 
thought Xander. He had just fought off a demon. 
Bright red stood out on both cheeks, his mouth 
partially open, his eyes glittering as if flashlights 
glared across their surface. But other than the rise 
and fall of his chest, what Xander saw was the Spike 
of old. Violent and bloody. Kidnapping teenage boys 
and keeping them prisoner in abandoned factories. 
Fighting with his demonic cohorts. The Big Bad.  

Spike's head and shoulders swiveled to glance 
backwards, and for the first time Xander noticed the 
grimy squares of windows filling the wall behind 
Spike.  

City lights illuminated the dirty sky, only the tops of 
office buildings silhouetted against grey clouds. 
How far up were they, he wondered suddenly, his 
mind desperately calculating stairwells, flights he 
had just run up.  
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“No,” he blurted. Someday Xander would recall how 
his hand lifted towards Spike and think there had 
never been a decision, it had only been instinct. 
Spike looked at that hand, and his head tilted 
slightly. “I…” His Docs slid on the dusty floor, 
moving towards the windows. “I’m sorry, Xander.”  

Xander felt as if the slender ribbon holding a helium 
balloon were slipping through his fingers. “It’s okay, 
Spike.” He took a step towards him.  

Spike took a wary step back.  

“It’s okay,” said Xander, glancing involuntarily at the 
wholly conscious, tethered young boy who was 
going to have them all put in jail.  

Spike followed his look. “No, no it’s not. I fucked up. 
I can’t do this Xander, I can’t …”  

“It’s okay,” said Xander tearfully. “It’s going to be 
alright, Spike.”  

“I…” Spike balanced on the balls of his feet, 
indecisively swaying. He looked towards the 
windows. “I’m not what you want.”  



“Yeah, you are,” said Xander, suddenly, knowing it 
was true. “Spike, you’re it. Everything. All of it. I 
love you.”  

Spike’s body swayed again. The boy on the floor 
moaned, and crates burst from the pile on the floor, 
a bleeding game-faced demon quickly finding his 
feet. He was, as it happened, a scant two yards 
away from Xander.  

“Xander,” snarled Andrew.  

“Shut up, Andrew,” said Xander automatically, still 
watching Spike. A rush of prickles went up one arm, 
but that was all the warning he had.  

"You shut up," Andrew said against his ear, his 
hands on Xander's head, his arms cantilevered in a 
position Xander recognized for a tiny sliver of time 
as the angle required to break his neck. A claw 
closed across his mouth, he heard Spike move. Or 
he heard the reaction of the air to Spike's 
movement.  

And the fan popped closed.  



 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Angel let Xander go. He stood at the broken door, 
listening to the man's ascending footsteps on the 
stairs and told himself he was waiting for Wesley. 
He told himself that, essentially, Spike was still 
Spike and Xander was sure of that fact, wasn't he? 
There was no need to protect the young man, was 
there?  

Angel glanced back at Giles, feeling a little sneaky. 
The Watcher sat on the ground outside, near a 
corner of the building, chanting. A bizarre 
concoction smoked before him as he channeled 
Willow's power, oblivious to his environment.  

Angel folded his arms and shifted his weight about, 
delaying. And if Xander was wrong, he reasoned to 
himself, well, he would have learned his lesson, 
wouldn't he? Angel let his demon smile slightly at 
the idea of Xander learning his lesson. A black limo, 
with blacked out windows, pulled up to the curb 
and Wesley leapt out.  



"Wes," Angel waved from the doorway, "I was 
waiting for you."  

"Angel," Wesley was speaking even as he ran 
towards him, "we have to get that Wand from 
Spike. That reference?" He barely glanced at Giles, 
pushed past Angel and peered up the dark 
staircase. "Is he up there?"  

"They ALL are."  

"Quite," said Wesley. He paused. Looked back at 
Angel. "All?"  

"Spike, the demon, and,” Angel smiled. "Xander."  

"Angel," said Wesley with great urgency. "We have 
to take that Wand from Spike. That Kesperian word, 
'wateer’? I've researched its meaning. Spike has 
gained access, with the Wand, to some other 
dimension. He is not of this plane anymore, Angel. 
He's... well, he's like a god."  

Angel snorted. "Spike?"  

Wesley stared at him. "I'm quite serious, Angel. The 
longer he holds it, the more of his humanity Spike 



loses. If he does not release it, he will become a 
minor god. And not a beneficent deity, you can be 
sure."  

"Spike as a Hell God?" Angel stared up the staircase, 
his imagination slowly turning. "Fuck," he said 
succinctly and began leaping up the steps three at a 
time.  

"Exactly," called Wesley, sprinting as closely as he 
could behind him.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Angel really couldn't be blamed, Spike would 
explain later, for his first reaction as he came 
through the door. It was quite natural for him to 
assume the worst. Two humans lay on the floor at 
his feet, a vampire held in the vise of his arms. It 
would have been difficult for Angel to have seen 
anyone else as the villain in the tableau but Spike.  

And Spike couldn't be blamed. Even if he hadn't 
been in the state he was in. His lover still breathing, 



his heart still beating, but who knew how injured. A 
desperate, frightened boy twitching at his feet, a 
vampire snarling in his arms, all of whom he had 
committed to his protection, and Angelus crashing 
through the door in full game face ready to attack.  

And Spike and Angelus had been enemies for over 
one hundred years.  

Xander felt the place where the nerve in his neck 
had been pinched with a kind of dizzying relief. The 
pain across one shoulder and the aching muscle in 
his neck a blessing of sensation. He wasn't dead. He 
wasn't even paralyzed. He registered the crashing 
around him and thought it was Spike fighting 
Andrew until he looked up and saw the small 
vampire cowering by himself in the corner. He 
clutched at his hair with his hands, staring in horror 
at his own knees. He seemed to be saying 
something but Xander couldn't hear it above the 
crashing.  

So who? Xander slowly, painfully rolled over.  

It was hard to say who was winning. Angel was a 
mass of blood. One side of his face smashed in. 



Circling Spike, keeping his good side to him, the 
hands he held before him gory. He moved with a 
tiny limp and his knee seemed to bend wrongly.  

Spike seemed less injured but his face was twisted 
with some kind of anguish. The features contorted. 
As if the tendons beneath the tissue were being 
pulled by stretchers. He was gasping for breath, and 
backing from Angel.  

As Xander watched, Angel lunged. Spike jumped 
back. Angel spun, put his head down, and charged 
like a bull. Spike seemed to absorb the charge and 
at the last minute flipped backwards, carrying the 
vampire with him, then throwing him against the 
wall. But Angel hit the wall running, came back in a 
loop and crashed down on the smaller body.  

"No!" Xander struggled to get up.  

As he climbed painfully to his knees, Angel rose 
straight up in the air, as if levitated. Spike’s legs 
appeared thrust up beneath him, the apparent 
source of the catapult. Xander saw Spike leap from 
prone to standing in one arcing move. Blood 



streamed from his nose and his face was stark 
white.  

“Spike!” Xander croaked out without thinking and 
saw Spike distracted by him, eyes lighting up, as he 
also saw Angel’s blow to the back of Spike’s head.  

“No,” said Xander, lurching towards the battling 
men. Spike hit the floor rolling, and came up to 
Angel’s side, swung in an arc, duster swirling, one 
booted foot flying up. “Stop,” yelled Xander, flinging 
himself onto Spike to stop the aggression while 
effectively also blocking Angel’s continued attacks.  

Spike struggled against him; Xander flinched as his 
neck was pulled again, and Spike immediately, 
completely stilled. “Pet?” Spike held Xander up by 
the waist, nuzzled him like a small animal. “You 
okay Xander?” Rubbing against him as if he could 
scent the hurt.  

Angel, bleeding and wild, still in game face, 
stopped. Reeling slightly. “Xander?” he said 
hoarsely, wiping blood and dirt from his face with 
his arm.  



Xander attempted to drape himself over Spike. 
“Leave him alone, Angel,” he demanded.  

“Xander you don’t know what …” Angel looked 
around the room wildly. Saw Andrew, looked back 
at Spike and Xander. He looked confused.  

“You don’t know what Spike is,” said Wesley 
dramatically from the doorway.  

“I didn’t. Stop it. Somebody… no… can’t…” They all 
looked at Andrew.  

Spike was stiff in Xander’s arms. Xander clung to 
him more tightly. “So what am I, Watcher?” asked 
Spike. Xander tried to wrap himself around him, but 
Spike wouldn’t allow it. His fingers dug into 
Xander’s ribs, holding him away.  

“The Wand has changed you,” said Wesley. He 
came into the room, slowly. Only watching Spike. “It 
has made you not human.”  

Spike looked wary and alert and frightened all at 
once, thought Xander. The emotions reporting to 
him as if they lay on Spike’s skin and soaked into 



Xander’s own. He tried to get closer. Spike held him 
back.  

“Yeah, then what am I?”  

“Perhaps a minor god.”  

“A god?” Spike’s snort was remarkably like Angel’s 
had been. “Seems a little far fetched, Watcher. I 
know I’m better than most. But a god?”  

“A Hell God.”  

“Oh.” Spike was stiff as petrified rock. “A course it 
would be that…”  

Xander managed to hold him tighter. “I don’t care,” 
he said into Spike’s shirt.  

"No, I didn't that's... so ... not ... I can't make it stop 
please no..." Their attention was taken once again 
by Andrew, rocking and sobbing and digging the 
heels of his hands into his eyes. His talons emerged 
and he began slowly tearing them down his own 
face. "Can't ... take them back... sorry ..." he 
sobbed, rocking and bleeding and pulling now at his 
hair again. "sorry ... sorry…"  



Angel stared. Spike moved towards his Childe 
instinctively.  

"Wait," said Angel. He reached out slowly and 
gently pressed the palm of his hand against Spike's 
chest. "Wait, I'll take care of him."  

Spike stared. "What's happening?"  

"Willow's spell must have worked," said Xander, a 
little awed at seeing this. It was like a conversion, of 
sorts. It was almost religious.  

"Oh." Spike watched Angel, sitting down next to 
Andrew. "His soul."  

"Yeah." Xander's fingers automatically looped 
through Spike’s and squeezed. They stood there for 
a minute, taking in the scene before them, then 
Spike just curled against Xander's chest, tucking his 
head in against his neck, his nose and damp cheeks 
pushing into the warm cotton shirt.  

“I’m sorry,” whispered Spike.  

“It’s okay,” said Xander. His arms wrapped all 
around Spike now. Patting and hugging and rocking.  



"Take it off me, Xander," whimpered Spike. "And 
throw the damn thing out the window."  

Xander looked up and met the eyes of Wesley. "I'm 
not letting it out of my hands, Spike," he said, 
holding Wesley's gaze steadily. "Hey, Wesley," he 
said gruffly. "Why don't you untie the kid?"  

Wesley's eyes narrowed; he turned to see the boy 
tied a few feet from him. His gaze traveled over the 
shaking torso with a cool, unsympathetic look. 
"What will we do about that?" He turned towards 
the two vampires in the corner. "Some kind of 
forgetting spell, maybe? What do you think, Angel?"  

Angel was tentatively patting Andrew on the 
shoulder. "Whatever you think, Wesley," he said 
absently.  

Wesley face was white and tense. "Of course," he 
said.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
It was nearly dawn when they arrived back at the 



hotel, stumbling up the steps. Everyone wrapped in 
their own private Hell.  

Wesley was thin lipped and white faced. He and 
Giles had successfully masked the young boy’s 
memories of his capture with a spell Giles claimed 
to have learned from Willow. They left the only 
slightly marred young man at a bus stop, waiting for 
his distraught parents. Wesley seemed more than a 
little disgusted with the process. He was shaking 
and wobbly. Seeming to favor one leg, a sheen of 
sickly sweat on his cheeks and the back of his neck.  

Giles would have been a little more aware of his 
colleague’s stress if he hadn’t been quite so 
concerned about Willow, back at the hotel, alone 
with Kennedy.  

Xander wouldn’t let go of Spike. He was the static 
man. However Spike moved, wherever he walked 
to, Xander clung. His arm around Spike’s waist, 
shoulder, hands gripping any available surface. It 
was as if he could feel Spike tugging, like that 
helium balloon, towards the empty sky.  



Andrew seemed in an intractable shock now. Only 
moving when urged. Angel had almost had to lift 
him from the car. The small vampire slouched down 
in the seat, watching the lightening horizon with a 
kind of apathy. When Angel tugged hard on his 
sleeve he turned to look at him dazedly.  

“I’m dead,” he told Angel.  

Angel nodded. “I know.”  

Andrew studied him quizzically for a moment, then 
turned back to gaze out the window. He slipped 
further down onto the seat.  

“We have to get inside now,” said Angel, trying to 
be patient. “Dawn is coming.”  

Andrew sighed.  

Spike roused from his own funk. “Andreus, get 
inside now.”  

Andrew roused slightly. “Don’t call me that.”  

Xander, his arm wrapped around his boyfriend, felt 
the man straighten just a bit, as if drawing strength 



from somewhere. “I’ll call you whatever I like, 
Childe. Including righteous fool and pain in my arse, 
if you don’t get your skinny behind into the hotel.”  

This seemed to waken Andrew enough to pull him 
from the vehicle. He made it over the threshold of 
the front door and encountered Willow.  

“Oh my Goddess,” said Willow, fluttering and alight 
and nervous. She wrung her hands and reached 
towards Andrew; he flinched back. “How…” 
Willow’s eyes widened with sympathy. “Oh, 
Andrew, how do you feel?”  

Andrew looked at her as at an apparition. “Like a 
murderer,” he said flatly. “I…I ate…Oh God…” his 
knees began to bend and Angel was behind him 
again, scooping him up easily. Wesley came 
forward. “We can take him into the library,” he 
suggested. “I really don’t advise his room…”  

“You’re right,” said Angel, giving Wesley a grateful 
look. “Wes? Please?” He supported Andrew, urging 
him towards the library, and beseeched Wesley to 
follow them with his eyes.  



Wesley stood, apparently indecisive. His gaze slid up 
to Xander and Spike, a knot of ashen-faced man and 
his permanent attachment. He watched Angel 
walking off with a kind of sharp longing. Looked 
back at Xander and Spike. Xander met his gaze 
cooly. Keeping his arm firmly around Spike, he 
reached up and patted the pocket in which he now 
kept the wand. Wesley grit his teeth and looked 
away, then followed Angel towards the library.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Spike trudged into their room on leaden feet, 
letting the stolen leather coat slide to the floor. He 
sat down on the bed, shoulders stooped, face slack 
with despair. Xander sat down next to him, 
wrapped an arm around his shoulders. Trying to 
press some life into the body he held.  

“You hungry?” he asked automatically.  

Spike shook his head. His gaze seemed to have 
settled on one grimy windowpane.  



“Thirsty?” asked Xander. He lifted one of Spike’s 
hands from where it rested on his leg. The skin felt 
cold. “Spike,” he said, concerned. “I think you 
should drink something warm.”  

A shudder rippled up Spike’s back. “What you have 
in mind, whelp?”  

Whelp, thought Xander. Not Xan, or pet, or luv. 
“Wesley might be wrong, Spike.” He wrapped his 
other arm around Spike, feeling somehow that he 
was slipping away despite Xander’s firm grip on 
him. He held him in the hug for a minute. His head 
buried against Spike’s unresponsive neck.  

“Something is wrong with me, Xander,” whispered 
Spike. “I knew it, I always knew it. Richard said…”  

“No,” said Xander, rocking his head back and forth 
in denial. “Stop it, Spike. Stop listening to some evil 
hallucination and listen to me. I love you. It’s going 
to be alright.”  

“Xander,” Spike’s voice was shaking, “Xander, I was 
gonna kill that boy…”  

“Stop it, Spike.” Xander held on.  



“No,” said Spike, “you have to hear this, Xander. I 
was going to kill him. I was going to hurt him and I 
was going to enjoy it. I’m evil, Xander. I’ve always 
been. Being human doesn't change that. I’m some 
kinda evil aberration that should never have been. 
Wesley’s right, this was meant for Angel…”  

“No!” Xander hugged Spike so hard, he felt the 
shoulder joints fold a bit. But Spike didn’t protest. 
He slumped limply in Xander’s arms, reciting his 
crimes.  

“I…I broke in to…bloody hell. Fingerprints. Fuck, 
Xander… I… geez… the bar, I let Andrew… Xander, I 
cheated on you.”  

Xander rolled his face against Spike’s shoulder, 
whimpering denials, and held on. “No,” he said. “It’s 
the Wand. It was making you do things.”  

“Maybe,” said Spike, steadily. “But I want it now, 
Xander. I’m thinking about it all the time. Like I’m a 
hollow space that needs something and that 
something is the Wand.”  



“No,” said Xander. His face tear stained and 
swollen, he sat up a bit and looked Spike in the 
eyes. “No, you just have an ‘addictive personality’, 
Spike.” He managed a small, cracked smile. “I read 
about it in one of those pamphlets at the Center,” 
he explained, somewhat sheepishly. “First it was 
the Vicodin, then the Wand. Let it be me, Spike. Let 
me be your addiction.”  

“What?” Spike’s mouth turned up at one corner. It 
was the closest to a smile he had managed all night. 
“Idiot,” he said affectionately. “Even I couldn’t 
come up with somethin’ so sappy.”  

Xander leaned in closer. Attempted to press his 
damp mouth against Spike’s. Spike didn’t respond, 
but he didn’t pull away. Xander mouthed 
desperately at the stiff lips and felt a little sigh 
escape. He pulled Spike closer, let one hand wander 
down, cup his waist. “I want you to crave me,” 
Xander said against Spike’s mouth. His tongue 
moved out and tasted a lower lip, skin with a little 
bristle in it. The taste of sweat and somebody’s 
blood.  



Spike’s breath caught. He folded into Xander’s 
embrace, becoming quite malleable and liquid, and 
his mouth opened and captured Xander’s. Their 
tongues touched and they both shuddered.  

Xander pushed Spike back onto the mattress 
urgently. He needed to anchor this somehow, keep 
them glued together. He could feel the surrounding 
cloud and needed to tether himself to Spike. He 
deepened the kiss, his tongue tracing the roof of 
Spike’s mouth, his teeth. He pulled back with a loud, 
wet smack.  

“I think you need a Xander fix,” he said grinning 
down at the serious face. Spike’s eyes crinkled a bit. 
Xander drew one thigh up to rest over Spike and felt 
the man’s cock harden and push up against him.  

“I am hurtin’ a bit, here, pet,” Spike said huskily. His 
arms came up and drew Xander on top of him. He 
began moving languidly under Xander’s body. 
Xander closed his eyes, feeling his entire torso surge 
with arousal as if he were one giant cock. He rocked 
up and down, letting his body fuck the air.  



“God, Spike,” he groaned, leaning down to kiss 
again. Full lips, cool, smooth cheeks, brushing his 
lips across closed fluttering eyelashes.  

Spike’s head arched back, eyes squeezed shut. He 
writhed, his hands reaching under Xander’s shirt, 
palms moving in light circles, fingers pattering over 
his skin.  

Their hands began to wander, drawing a web over 
each other’s bodies. Overlapping touches, complex 
knots of skin on skin, the pull of muscle, drawing 
the net tighter, pulling themselves closer and closer 
to each other.  

Xander had his shirt off before he knew it, rubbing 
his body over Spike’s naked chest, not wondering 
where the fabric had gotten to; his hands were 
magical tools, sliding in and out of the mesh he 
drew around himself and Spike.  

“Want you,” moaned Spike, his hands weaving now 
through Xander’s hair, each finger a braiding tool, a 
rhythm of carding, like playing a harp. Then down 
Xander’s neck, no inch of skin missed, until all of 
Xander’s nerve endings were held in Spike’s hands, 



there at the end of his spine, like reins. Spike 
brushed Xander’s opening and Xander arched and 
cried out.  

“Want you, pet, want you,” moaned Spike, his 
closed eyes tightening as if he were in pain, and 
Xander nuzzled into the arching neck, whispering.  

“Need me? Crave me?”  

“Need you,” agreed Spike wildly. “Please Xander.”  

Xander pulled back and stroked Spike’s face for a 
moment, until the blue eyes opened and were 
gazing, dark and lustful, into his. “I want you to 
always need me, Spike,” said Xander.  

There was an open space in the look Spike gave 
him, Xander felt. A Bad Pause. He snuggled closer, 
instinctively pulling his leg, where it wrapped 
around Spike, tighter, his arm draped over the 
white chest. “Spike?” he said uneasily.  

“I love you, Xander,” said Spike. The Bad Pause still 
stood in his eyes. A big ‘however’.  



“You don’t have to love me,” said Xander, suddenly 
feeling the mesh loosening, like a net cut open, all 
the fish flowing out. “Just stay here, just let me…”  

“I do love you, Xander,” said Spike a little angrily. “I 
can’t let this thing near you. I’m a bad bad man…”  

“I don’t care,” said Xander petulantly, leaning 
forward and taking Spike’s mouth again. Trying to 
seal something. Keep something locked. He rolled 
over onto Spike again, pulling his body up on the 
mattress, rubbing against the swollen hardness 
between his legs, desperate to hold onto 
something. “I love you, bad or not, Spike. I don’t 
care.”  

“You should.” Spike stiffened underneath him. Not 
responding. Melting away right out from under him.  

“Don’t” begged Xander, crawling all over Spike, like 
a little boy clinging to a parent, like a man in love 
clinging to a lover about to leave. “I don’t care if 
you’re bad, Spike. Please, I just need ... You can… “ 
Xander took a deep breath. “You can stay here, 
please, I’ll show you.” And he had Spike’s pants 
down and his still hard cock sliding up and down in 



his hand. He knew this cock. Knew that it needed 
his thumb just there, the knuckles of his fingers 
pressing just here. The rhythm, the pressure. He 
knew what Spike needed, what he himself needed 
and it was this.  

“Xander,” Spike was melting. “I want…I can’t” his 
hands were running over the strong shoulders now, 
sliding into the creases beneath them, sticky arm 
pits and musky man smell, Xander’s mouth, a dark 
hot thing of kisses and bites and knowing traveling 
all over his chest.  

“You need me,” vowed Xander against Spike’s skin. 
Tasting the taut pink nipples, counting the freckles 
with his tongue, little hairs swirling, he felt 
abdominal muscles bunch and arch and moaned 
against the tight belly. “You need me, I love you.” 
He was dragging at his own pants without even 
realizing it. Needing so badly to feel closer, to tie 
this closed again, the treasures flying out of this 
bag.  



He moved back up the twisting, writhing torso, and 
Spike had his legs pulled up and open, so Xander 
just slid in without thought, without caring.  

“Xander,” moaned Spike and “Oh. Oh no. Wait 
Xan,” he is pulled away. “Condoms, Xander.”  

“Don’t care,” moaned Xander. But his cockhead 
slipped out as Spike pulled away, and Xander 
clawed at the smooth hips trying to draw him back.  

“I care,” said Spike, flailing at the nightstand, trying 
to grab at the drawer.  

He pushed a handful of the wrappers into Xander’s 
hand and Xander never rolled a condom on so fast 
before, so sure he that he’s losing this man. Spike 
simply sinking out from under him, slipping like a 
dark dream away if he lets go for a minute. He 
thrust forward again and felt Spike’s body arch up 
to meet him. A perfect moment shimmered there in 
the air. They both gasped and stilled.  

“You need me,” Xander insisted, rising up above the 
pale body, pushing up Spike’s legs, pressing his lips 
to Spike’s calf. He pushed his cock slowly through 



the tight muscle. “You need me, Spike, this is where 
I belong. Here.” He shoved and felt the slight swell 
beneath his cockhead as Spike gasped and arched. 
“This is where. Here inside you.”  

“What?” Spike is gasping and arching, his own cock 
bobbing across his belly, streams of pre-cum 
flowing from it. “What, Xan, oh God, what pet?”  

“I belong inside you,” babbled Xander, thrusting 
over and over and over into hot, tight, clenching 
muscles, “God, there’s nothing like this, God,” he 
sobbed.  

The net tightens. Thin golden threads like copper 
wire tightening and tightening. And their bodies 
melt together; they are one animal, rocking here. 
The mesh heaves and gives with them but tightens 
and tightens and Xander feels himself pulled into 
Spike. Skin meshing, breath melding, the net folding 
them together, and they are soldering, his cock is 
the tool, and he is screaming and thrashing against 
the tight creamy ass and Spike is arching back, cum 
shooting in vivid white spurts across his chest, his 
hand flailing and wrapping against the headboard, 



his voice loud the words meaningless and Xander 
felt them becoming one person, he felt it lock.  

“Oh,” he managed breathlessly, after a long time of 
nothingness. His face resting on Spike’s chest, 
cooling stickiness beneath his cheek. He stuck his 
tongue out to taste the saltiness.  

Spike chuckled. “Geez, Harris.” He flopped an arm 
dramatically. “ When you fuck someone, they stay 
fucked.”  

Xander smiled with sleepily closed eyes and didn’t 
move. “Want you to get hooked,” he said. “Need to 
give you the good stuff.”  

“Xander,” said Spike carefully, his fingers twirling 
softly in Xander’s hair. And Xander could still hear it, 
unbelievably, it was still there. The Big Pause.  

He sat up, feeling the drying cum pull against the 
hairs on his cheek; it hurt like his skin was tearing 
and he thought that was how it should feel. He 
thought, there should be blood now. But there was 
just Spike lying below him all creamy white with a 
dust of freckles and the peeling burn across his 



nose. His eyes wet and anxious, but his chin had 
that little bulge at the jaw that showed his 
determination and a kind of defensive anger rose 
up in Xander.  

“Sorry,” he said, pushing back further from Spike. 
Bitterness on his tongue. “That’s all I’ve got. Sorry it 
wasn’t good enough,” he spat, to cover the self-
pity, and heaved himself awkwardly off the bed. 
Stumbled a bit on legs still numb from sex.  

“Xander, I’ve gotta do something about all this…”  

“Fuck you, Spike,” Xander said gruffly, fighting to be 
a man, fighting not to fling himself again on his 
lover, begging.  

“Xan,” Spike pushed himself up on his elbows. Cum 
flaked off his chest, and Xander couldn’t help the 
way his eyes just traveled down that chest, that 
tight six pack, the little trail of brown hair. He 
squeezed his eyes shut. He was going to do this with 
dignity.  

“I love you,” he said very slowly and very distinctly. 
He opened his eyes and looked straight into Spike’s. 



“I. Love. You.” He turned wearily, grabbing his robe 
from its hook and heading for the door. “I’m not 
going anywhere. You can’t scare me off. You need 
me, you want me, you call. I’ll be here.”  

“Xander, I don’t need that, I don’t need you to…” 
said Spike sadly.  

Xander stopped, completely stunned by the sharp 
pain this statement punched through his chest. “I’m 
here anyway,” he said grittily. And managed to get 
through the door to his room before the tears 
started.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Angel gently urged Andrew onto the sofa and stood 
back. He suddenly felt all his oafish peasant frame. 
His hands seemed to hang, big, ineffectual, meaty 
things, at his side, unable to soothe, only able to 
break. He looked to Wesley, helplessly, and was 
gratified when his friend stepped over to Andrew, 
with that kind of brisk, calm quiet that always 
soothed Angel into thinking things were being done 



as they should be. Calls returned, invitations 
answered, cleaning and repair people mollified. 
Small, guilt ridden, newly souled demons properly 
cared for.  

“You’ll want some dinner,” Wesley said in that 
calming cultured voice of his.  

Andrew shivered and made a negative gesture with 
his hand. “Don’t think so,” he growled, head bent 
into his own arm where it lay on the sofa back.  

“We have, err, pigs blood here,” said Wesley 
smoothly. “Angel has found it, hmmm, not 
completely unsatisfying.”  

Andrew raised his face a bit. Reddened, swollen 
eyes looked at Angel briefly, then away. “Why,” 
asked Andrew hoarsely. “why are you being nice to 
me?”  

“You need our help,” said Wesley simply. “It’s what 
we do.”  

It still made Angel swell a bit to hear those words. 
He smiled and felt just a little closer to genteel, a 



little less monster. “I know how you feel,” he 
offered.  

Andrew raised his head and glared. “So what? You 
feel sorry for me? What about those people… those 
people I…” He stared, his eyes out of focus and a 
pale blue with the shock. “I killed a little girl,” he 
said suddenly. “She was really, really…” He put his 
head down on his arm again. “She cried,” he 
whispered.  

Angel cringed, he hugged himself and nodded. 
“Yeah.”  

Andrew was sobbing against his own arm. It was 
that weak, angry sobbing of the helpless, and 
Wesley reached out instinctively to comfort. 
“Don’t,” hissed Andrew, jerking away. “Don’t you 
dare feel sorry for me. I don’t deserve it.”  

“No,” said Angel. “You don’t, but maybe you can 
help.”  

Andrew didn’t answer. The tears rolled down his 
cheeks, his mouth clenched painfully. His eyes shut.  

“Maybe you can make it up to them.”  



“Yeah, right,” said Andrew softly. “They. Are. Dead. 
Fuck off, Angel,” he said as an after thought.  

“But maybe you can make up some of the bad, by 
doing good,” said Angel eagerly. He stepped a bit 
closer to the curled up figure. “Make up for your 
evil.”  

“Is that how it works for you, Angel?” said Andrew. 
Eyes still shut, forehead on arm, hands clenched, 
teeth gritting. “You save a few people and you feel 
like you’re a little better? A better man?” He raised 
his head, his demonic visage shivered into place and 
he snarled viciously. “You are a monster, just like 
me. You are evil. You are not a hero, you are a 
monster, an evil killer and nothing will change that, 
nothing will change you, you can’t be better you are 
evil.” Andrew’s voice was rising, hysterically, his 
eyes flashing. “Evil, thing …”  

Angel stood as a deer in the headlights. 
“Atonement,” he whispered.  

“You are so stupid, Angel,” spat Andrew. “No 
atonement. Just hell.” His head arched towards the 



window, where slivers of light peeked through 
vertical blinds. “Where I belong.”  

“You are tired. And hungry,” said Wesley’s calm 
voice. He rose from the sofa. “And in shock,” he 
added. He turned to leave the library. “We’ll get 
you some blood. You should think about what Angel 
is saying, Andrew. If you want to dust yourself,” he 
waved towards the door, “I certainly won’t stop 
you. I find I’m a bit tired of houseguests these days. 
If you think you might have something to offer… 
well, there are clean sheets in that chest and a 
blanket. Blood in the kitchen if you want to come 
drink it. House rules to be decided if you want to 
stay. It’s up to you.” He turned, looked back at 
Angel. “Shall we?”  

Angel nodded numbly and followed. He paused at 
the door. “Andrew?” The blond head didn’t move. 
“If you need someone to talk to…”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Wesley set his teapot carefully on the trivet and 



sighed. “He is younger, and began with less 
experience, Angel. How much help can he be?” He 
sat down slowly and looked up at Angel, standing at 
the counter with his back to him. Warmth flooded 
Wesley’s eyes. “He isn’t like you, Angel,” he said, 
the fondness bleeding through painfully. “He isn’t 
the heroic kind.”  

“That’s not the point, Wesley,” said Angel, his 
troubled funk making him oblivious to the tone of 
Wesley’s voice. He pushed the buttons on the 
microwave and watched the cup inside circle slowly 
as the machine hummed.  

Wesley pressed his lips together, watching Angel’s 
back. He looked back at his teacup, fingered the 
ceramic handle. “I suppose you would like the… 
companionship,” he said.  

Angel turned around. Wesley sat at the table, sadly 
studying his teacup. He looked bent and small. His 
hair was pushed up in the middle and he had 
factory dirt down one sleeve and all over his jeans. 
His beard was dense from want of shaving, and 



uneven. He was beautiful. “I have plenty of 
companionship, Wesley,” said Angel gently.  

The microwave pinged, and he turned for his cup. 
The pig’s blood smelled heady and rich, he thought, 
mentally shaking his head at himself. He sipped at it 
cautiously and recoiled at the taste. How could it 
smell so delicious and taste so… so much like 
swine? He stared into the offensive liquid that was 
his supper, and sniffed again. He looked up at 
Wesley. Stepped closer to him. Surreptitiously 
sniffed again.  

“Wes, at the factory…” He paused, thinking how to 
phrase the question.  

Wesley looked up at him with those bright, troubled 
eyes. “Yes?”  

“Were you injured?” asked Angel baldly. “I…I wasn’t 
paying attention, I guess,” he shrugged. “I’m sorry. 
Were you injured?”  

Wesley’s eyes widened. “Perhaps I was,” he said 
slowly.  



“Oh,” said Angel. The smell of Wesley’s blood was 
delicious and he felt suddenly embarrassed at the 
way he had been inhaling it and lusting to taste it. If 
he were human he would have blushed. As it was, 
he turned away awkwardly. “Maybe you should, uh, 
clean it up,” he suggested awkwardly.  

Wesley’s nostrils flared and a bright red spot 
appeared on each cheek. “Of course.” He rose 
immediately, stood there rigid. “I’ll go clean up 
now.” His jaw clenched, the muscle jumping in his 
cheek, his chair squawked as he shoved it back 
jerkily and marched for the door.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
“Should I talk to him?” Willow was sitting in a large, 
overstuffed chair in the room that she and Kennedy 
had, until just recently, shared. She held an 
embroidered pillow on her knee, and smoothed it 
nervously. The pillow had a huge, fat, grey cat made 
of fuzzy fake fur appliquéd onto it. And “I heart 
Cats” embroidered beneath it. Tara had made it for 



her. It was Willow’s only Sunnydale memento and 
she carried it with her everywhere. Now she hid 
behind it in the big chair and watched Giles with 
huge eyes.  

Giles felt himself to be all at the same time, a child 
molester, stalker, unwanted suitor and ridiculous 
old man. The order and largeness of each of these 
characteristics changing rapidly minute to minute. 
He stood. Because Willow had the only chair and he 
felt sitting on the bed wholly inappropriate. He 
stood very still because he feared any movement on 
his part would be taken as aggression.  

“To Andrew?” Giles studied his shoes and tried to 
be Willow’s friend and mentor. “No, I think Angel 
would be able to give him better advice at the 
moment. Perhaps later.” He watched Willow as she 
nodded, turning her head to gaze blankly at the 
smog-encrusted window.  

On this side of the Hotel, they had not been 
cleaned, so it was as if someone had taped grey 
paper to the outside of each pane. Willow stared, 



essentially, at nothing. “I talked to Kennedy,” she 
said.  

Giles’ self-conscious self-flagellation halted due to 
concern for Willow. “Are you all right?”  

Willow smiled up at him gratefully. Then her eyes 
winced and filled with tears. “What would I do 
without you, Giles?”  

Giles took a deep breath. Tried to be brave. “I hope 
you never need to find out,” he said warmly. “I will 
always be your friend, Willow.”  

Willow looked down at her pillow and petted it. 
“She was very upset,” she said. “Very.” She sighed.  

Giles, forgetting his manners completely, sat down 
on the bed, and leaned across the small space 
between them. He took her hand. She clutched it.  

“I’ve never done that before,” she said sadly. “Had 
to break up with someone. I’ve always been the 
one…except for…” She took a deep, shaky breath 
and squeezed Giles’ hand. Looked up at him. “I 
don’t trust myself anymore, Giles. With magic, with 
people. I used to think I was just, you know, shy. 



Sort of a geek?” He nodded. “But now I think I’m 
just a mess.”  

He shook his head, smiling.  

Willow’s lip managed a little quirk. “Is that a ‘no, 
Willow, you’re not a mess’ or a ‘my goodness, 
Willow, what a mess you truly are’ kind of 
headshake, Giles?”  

Giles looked down at their clasped hands. 
Swallowed. Looked up at her again. “No, Willow, 
you’re not a mess,” he managed to say. He watched 
her eyes turn colors as she studied him. He cleared 
his throat. “You don’t have to… we don’t have to…” 
He looked at the window behind her shoulder. Felt 
her give his hand another little squeeze. Looked 
back at her.  

“I want to talk about this, Giles.”  

“Please,” said Giles, feeling once again so parental. 
“Please call me Rupert, or …” at the look on her 
face, “or whatever you want. But Giles sounds so, 
so formal.”  



Willow giggled. Her other hand came up to take his 
and Giles felt the intense heat wrapped around his 
fingers. It seemed to flow up his arm. Her scent 
washed towards him in another wave and he 
wondered how he was going to manage this 
conversation, swept away and helpless as he was.  

“Rupert, then,” said Willow. “I thought I would miss 
her when I left. Kennedy. But I missed Tara. 
Because, well, I always will. And,” she sighed. Her 
brows pinched down over her nose and he watched 
the iris of her eye swell and recede. “I missed you 
G… Rupert.”  

He took a deep breath. Ah, this was it. He hadn’t 
dared to hope, but the pitiful pang inside him told 
him that he had hoped nevertheless. “I’m not going 
to leave again, Willow,” he said gently. “No matter 
what happens. You don’t have to…” He found he 
had to look away from her. “You don’t have to be 
concerned about that.”  

He heard her take in a sharp little breath. The pang 
was sharpening, it rose into his throat.  



“You think I…” Willow inhaled again. “You think I 
would do that to keep you here?”  

“Of course not.” Giles shook his head. He raised his 
eyes and saw the outrage. Nodded, accepting her 
anger. He deserved it. “But I’m such a fool. I took 
advantage of your confusion. I…I couldn’t seem to 
stop myself.” His voice trailed off hopelessly. He 
looked away. “So irresponsible. I’m so sorry, Willow. 
I…I just,” he stared at the floor. Oh Bugger, may as 
well, “I love you, Willow. So much. I couldn’t help 
myself. I’m sorry.”  

He could feel the pang pushing at the back of his 
eyes now. Self-pity, loneliness and a tremendous 
disgust and feeling of loss. The tears stung and he 
fought them. Looked up at Willow.  

Willow’s lip was wobbling and he wanted to still it. 
Wanted to touch his finger lightly to it. He slid onto 
his knees, unthinkingly and raised his hand to her 
face. She stared at him, sort of stunned, her eyes 
perfectly round. “Oh,” she said.  

He pulled his hand back as quickly as he could. And 
stuck it in his pocket. Just to be safe. “Sorry,” said 



Giles, looking down, feeling somehow 
simultaneously like a stupid twelve year old and a 
disgusting eighty-three year old. A soft cool hand 
gently touched his cheek and he looked up in fear.  

“Why didn’t you say something?” asked Willow 
simply. She no longer looked angry. There was no 
outrage. Just that quizzical look with which Giles felt 
familiar. It made him feel stronger. More able to 
speak.  

“Not appropriate, of course,” he said. He could feel 
his eyes prickling and he desperately searched for 
something to look at. “I so very much admire you, 
though, Willow,” he whispered, “and you have 
grown to be such a beautiful woman. But I know, 
you don’t, and, well,” he fumbled desperately.  

“Giles,” said Willow. “Rupert,” she said, softer. “I 
care for you. I…I think I feel more, even. But I’m so 
afraid of making a mistake again. I hurt Kennedy, 
and I lost her friendship. I don’t think I could stand it 
if that happened between us.”  

“You know, I will always be here for you,” said Giles 
devoutly. “I swear.”  



Willow laughed softly. “Look at me. A handsome 
man at my feet. Swearing fidelity. I feel like a 
princess.” Her fingers traced his cheekbone softly. “I 
only need a kiss to wake me.”  

Giles gazed back at her, enraptured, trying not to 
move. Her hand still rested on his cheek and little 
shivering rivulets of energy were streaming from it. 
She leaned forward. Her lips touched his. Giles tried 
not to breath. Her mouth opened and her tongue 
drew gently across his lower lip. Giles gasped and 
opened his mouth and fell into her.  

After a very long while, they drew back from each 
other. “Wow,” said Willow. “Jeepers.”  

“Jeepers?” Giles smiled into her eyes. He wondered 
briefly where she had put his glasses when she had 
removed them. His hand seemed unable to stop 
caressing the silk of her hair, his lips seemed unable 
to stray far from hers without swooping back. He 
dipped into her mouth and kissed again.  

Willow slid from the chair and came completely up 
against him. She bent her head back and they fit 
together perfectly this time as they kissed. Her body 



pressed up against him, writhing slightly, 
unashamedly, as she wrapped her legs around his 
and rocked against his thigh. Giles went from 
enthralled to mad with arousal in a few seconds. 
Willow’s hands came down, pulled his hips into her, 
came up again, she rocked and bumped his leg 
again. Giles moaned and pushed her back.  

“Willow.” His hand still caressed her hair; he rested 
his forehead against hers and tried to still the 
reactions of his body. Her hands slid down and 
pulled him towards her. He groaned. “Willow.” He 
reached down and grasped one teasing hand, raised 
it to his lips. “Wait.”  

Willow snuggled against him like a kitten, her 
breasts pushing into his chest, as she nibbled at his 
chin. “Not used to a beard,” she giggled. “Kind of 
scratchy.”  

“Willow,” said Giles. Trying to pull back. He wanted 
to throw her on the floor and just… “Willow, do you 
know what you’re doing?”  

Willow stilled and looked up at him with eyes full of 
both teasing and worry. “Yes? I think?”  



Giles groaned. “I can’t…” He took a deep breath as 
the small, soft body wriggled once more against his. 
“You are driving me mad, my dear. I can’t … I want 
to.”  

Willow stilled again. Her eyes were huge. It was, 
unfortunately, very attractive. “What?” She blinked 
and looked like a child.  

“Just,” Giles sighed and played desperately with the 
captured hand. “I’m just…Willow?” He shook his 
head at his ridiculous foolishness. “Have you ever 
been with a man?”  

“Of course,” Willow smiled. She snuggled up against 
him again. “Oz and I,” she said, then looked worried 
again. “Has something happened since then? I’ve 
been out of the loop. Don’t think I’m on the mailing 
list…” A tiny, evil smile tipped up the corner of one 
lip, her hand slithered down like a single minded 
burrowing creature and wise fingers wriggled 
beneath the edge of his shirt. “Tell me,” whispered 
Willow into Giles’ ear, her tongue sneaking out to 
taste the lobe, then flicking it until he moaned. She 
breathed gently. “Tell me what you want, Rupert.”  



 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Spike lay staring at the ceiling of his room for some 
time after Xander left. He wanted to call him back 
several times, but fought it off. He wanted to follow 
him. Wanted to crawl back inside of all the safety 
and love Xander offered. The warmth. He wanted it 
so badly, he didn’t trust himself to stand up just yet. 
Afraid the minute his feet touched the floor that 
he’d be running to Xander.  

But he couldn’t carry this disease in there with him. 
He had thought the Wand was evil. He had been 
wrong. The evil was in himself. He lay on his back 
and tried to think what cure there was. After a long 
while, Spike sat up and began dressing, he padded 
out into the hallway, closing his door as quietly as 
possibly. Knowing, somehow, that if he heard him, 
Xander would follow.  

Luckily, his goal was nearby. Wesley stood in the 
hallway, outside the bathroom, oddly leaning 
against the door. Spike thought, in the dimly lit hall, 



that he saw the Watcher talking to himself. But 
then, apparently. Wesley saw Spike coming towards 
him. He straightened and turned, his face stiff and 
judgmental. Spike walked up to him and they stood 
there for a minute looking silently at one another.  

“I think we have somethin’ ta discuss Watcher,” 
said Spike finally.  

“Yes, Spike, I believe you are correct.” Wesley 
looked up and down the hallway. “Andrew,” he said 
distastefully, “is in the library.”  

“How ‘bout your room?”  

Wesley tipped his head. “Of course.”  

Spike followed him down the hallway, up the 
backstairs and through the small door without 
further conversation. He looked around himself in 
surprise.  

Wesley’s room was like a monastic cell. No more 
than 10 feet square, it barely held the single bed 
and nightstand. There was one curtainless window. 
Privacy apparently afforded only by its perpetually 
unwashed state. Dim light came through it. Spike 



scanned the room, a growing feeling of oddness in 
him. There were no portraits, no proudly displayed 
certificates or degrees. No odd mementos. He 
imagined the tremendous pride inherent in all 
Watchers. Saw in his mind’s eye Giles’ fussy little 
English gimcraws and nick knacks. Awards. Wesley’s 
room held nothing. The bed was a simple mattress 
on a frame. The military corner sheet and blankets 
almost a hospital white.  

“Not much of a nester, are ya,” Spike observed.  

Wesley sat primly down at one end of the bed. He 
didn’t reply.  

Spike moved uncomfortably across the room. 
Leaned against a bare wall, crossing his arms and 
studying Wesley for a minute.  

“Something tells me you know more about this 
whole thing than you’ve been telling us, Watcher,” 
he said boldly. “I guess it’s time fer you to spill it, 
yeah?” Wesley glared at him. Then shrugged. “What 
do you imagine I know that I haven’t told you, 
Spike?”  



Spike smiled grimly. “Can’t really know that without 
your tellin’ me, can I? But I think there’s more here 
than some tricky magic, yeah? Somethin’ that yer 
evil lawyers cooked up, I’m thinkin’.”  

“Well, yes.” Wesley looked impressed. “I’m 
surprised, Spike. I hadn’t thought you were quite 
that clever.”  

Spike’s eyebrow went up. The feebleness of the 
thrust surprising him more than the jibe. “Why 
don’t you skip the schoolyard stuff, Wesley,” he 
said, drawling the name in an unattractive manner, 
“and just tell me what’s up.”  

Wesley still seemed to hesitate. “Angel doesn’t 
know this,” he mentioned.  

“Don’t need to, does he,” agreed Spike.  

“It does concern him,” Wesley stalled, watching 
Spike coolly. “in a manner of speaking.”  

“Bloody Hell, Watcher, just spill it,” said Spike 
impatiently.  

“Well, it began with the amulet,” said Wesley.  



“Right.”  

“Which, of course, was meant to be carried into 
battle by Angel.”  

“Old Poof should a been the one that burned, not 
me. I got that, already,” said Spike irritably.  

“And then the shanshu…”  

Spike rolled his eyes.  

“Leading, of course, to his elevation to another 
plane of being.”  

“Angel was meant to be a Hell God?” Spike 
whistled, thumped his head, once against the wall. 
“Seems a good thing that didn’t happen then.” He 
grinned to himself. “Poof’d make one hell of a Hell 
God, if Angelus is any indication.”  

“Nonsense, Spike. Angel has been tested and tried 
and refined by the Powers that Be for over a 
hundred years. He has been forged, so to speak, for 
this particular destiny. He would have been a 
Warrior for the Light. A Champion of the human 
species.”  



“Oh,” said Spike. There seemed not much else to 
say.  

“When Buffy made her unfortunate decision,” said 
Wesley, grinding it home, “she thwarted both 
Angel’s destiny and the will of the Powers that Be. 
She placed unbelievable power into the hands of…” 
he shook his head and eyed Spike distastefully, “of… 
of…an…”  

“An unrepentant demon,” finished Spike for him, 
dully.  

Wesley puffed air through his nose. Set his mouth 
grimly. “Exactly,” he said.  

They were silent for a moment. Spike shifted his 
weight a bit on the wall. “Weren’t totally 
unrepentant, ya know…” he said after a while.  

Wesley looked at him coldly. “No?”  

“Just couldn’t stomach all that moanin’ and 
bitchin’,” said Spike to himself almost. “Don’t do 
any good. Just noise. But, you know…” he sighed. 
Looked at Wesley. Lowered his arms, his shoulders 
slumped. Standing in the corner, the very bad boy 



that he knew himself to be. “Guess Angel’s been 
atonin’ and practicin’ and sufferin’ for all this for a 
lot longer than me.”  

“He spent several centuries in Hell.”  

“Yeah, well, he deserved that,” said Spike.  

“As, probably, do you.”  

Spike stared. “Right.” He shook his head as if to 
clear it. “Course, you’re right, Wesley. That’s the 
problem, ain’t it? Ain’t paid for any of it yet, just 
carrying it around all…”  

“It taints you.”  

“Yeah.”  

“You are completely out of balance.”  

Spike nodded.  

“And really, that is what it’s all about,” said Wesley. 
“The battle between good and evil. It’s about 
Justice, the balance of the scales.”  

“Yeah, I see that.”  



“An eye for an eye,” said Wesley intently. “That has 
always been the way. Simple, but the simple things 
are often the most true.”  

“Poetic justice,” said Spike, a light dawning in his 
eye.  

“Exactly.”  

“What do I have ta do, Watcher?” said Spike, 
standing ready.  

Wesley paused, breathing. He couldn’t believe how 
quickly the fish had come to his bait or how eagerly 
he had devoured it. He tested the line, teased it out 
carefully. “It could be very dangerous, Spike.”  

“Sure, yeah, of course.”  

“Perhaps even fatal.”  

Spike looked quite young standing there in the 
shadows, thought Wesley. His eyes serious and 
earnest. Dark blue and eager to make everything 
right again. It reminded him of someone he had 
once known. It made him almost feel sorry. “As long 
as you’re committed,” he said.  



“Just.” Spike hesitated and his focus wandered off 
to some distant point. “Just need ta make sure 
Xander’s gonna be okay…”  

Wesley felt his catch drifting, too much line and 
he’d lose him. “I noticed he seemed to be affected, 
as well,” he observed swiftly.  

Spike blinked, stunned. “That’s right. He said so.”  

“Who knows what the Wand has tainted.”  

Soft, cool hair sliding through his fingers, liquid 
brown eyes staring into his with nothing held back. 
Lips pressed to his neck, arms holding him tightly. 
“Don’t care,” he heard Xander say again. “Don’t 
care if you’re bad, Spike.”  

“I’ll do it,” said Spike.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Xander almost woke when Spike tiptoed into this 
room. His jeans were neatly folded on the chair. His 
shirt, with the wand jutting out of the pocket, now a 



bright pink swizzle stick with a naked girl on top, 
hung over the back. Spike had become familiar 
enough with the old wood floors to avoid the two 
creaking planks, but Xander was sleeping lightly and 
tossed restlessly as Spike stepped across the room.  

“Sp… no,” breathed Xander, making Spike’s heart 
stop and break simultaneously. He glanced at the 
dark, tear stained face. Xander’s head tossed and he 
batted off the unseen monsters feebly. “Stop,” said 
Xander tearfully. He turned completely over, 
keening very lightly against the pillow, his feet 
trying to climb or run, pushed the sheets down and 
off the bed.  

Spike found himself fighting to take every step. He 
captured the wand, felt the rush of power, but still 
could not leave his lover there. Could not just walk 
away from Xander in his nightmare. He stood in the 
door for a very long time, watching over the man 
who had saved him. Waiting for the dream to 
release him and let him sink into the dark place 
where no one could hurt him.  



“See you there,” said Spike in a barely audible 
whisper. “See you, love.” He tiptoed out.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Andrew could smell the blood on Wesley. The 
Watcher had come back into the library and 
Andrew, whose demonic sense of smell was as 
refined and finicky as had been his human, smelled 
the blood and the other vampire quite clearly. He 
hissed, and Wesley paused and turned.  

“Oh, so. You’re awake.”  

Andrew took in the small satchel, the long coat. 
“Where are you going, Watcher? Off to see your 
boyfriend?”  

Wesley visibly started and almost leapt back. 
“What?”  

“I can smell him.” Andrew unfolded his legs and 
rose slowly from the sofa, stalking Wesley 
smoothly.  



“N…nonsense,” said Wesley, stunned that he was 
losing his balance so late now in the game. He got a 
grip on himself. Straightened. “Nonsense, what a 
disgusting idea.”  

“Having a boyfriend?” shrugged Andrew. 
“Everybody else here is doing it, why not you?”  

“No. Vampire,” said Wesley, crisply. He clucked his 
tongue and looked down his nose at Andrew. “Vile, 
evil, dead bodies? I don’t think so.”  

Andrew stopped in his prowl, a little taken aback. 
He looked down at himself, uneasily. “Vile?”  

“Disgusting,” agreed Wesley vehemently. “Who 
would want to have sex with a cold, dead corpse?”  

Andrew’s entire demeanor shrunk down. He 
wrapped his arms around his torso, looking at his 
shoes. “Where’s Spike?” he asked.  

“With Xander,” said Wesley cruelly. Infinitely 
relieved that he had successfully distracted the 
astute little vampire. “Of course.”  

“Xander,” said Andrew unhappily.  



“His boyfriend,” said Wesley cheerily. “The human. 
Whom you tried to kill?”  

Andrew’s mouth worked a little bit. He shifted on 
his feet. “Yeah.”  

Wesley looked around the room, and turned to go. 
“Ta,” he said briskly.  

Andrew didn’t note his departure. He stood as he 
had been left, studying his feet. After a while he 
raised one arm and rubbed at a cheek with his 
sleeve. He turned vaguely and stumbled towards 
the library door. Looked up the staircase for a while, 
then seemed to get some determined idea and ran 
up them quickly. Down the hallway to Spike’s room, 
he paused with his hand on the knob. Thought for a 
pace. Raised his hand and gently knocked.  

There was no answer. Andrew chewed his lip, 
winced as he opened the cut. Put his hand on the 
knob, took it off. Thought for a while longer. Put his 
hand on the knob again, turned it very very slowly 
and eased the door open. Peeked through.  



Spike was not there. Of course he wasn’t. If he 
hadn’t been so terrified at the confrontation and 
possible condemnation, Andrew would have 
noticed the lack of human sound coming from the 
room. He could hear Xander sleeping next door 
now. Alone. Andrew smile, slipped in the door on 
quiet little monster feet. He padded over to the 
bed. He could smell Spike here. And the sex. He 
could smell that too.  

He could see it as well, on the dark blue coverlet, 
flaking remains of cum. It was so erotic he couldn’t 
resist it. Andrew sat on the bed, bouncing as it gave 
under him. He ran his hand silkily over the dried, 
redolent stuff. Inhaling happily. He raised his hand 
and rubbed the smell across his face. Spike. His Sire. 
His smell all over him. As soon as this idea occurred 
to him, Andrew found it irresistible. He pealed off 
the shirt quickly, shucked the leather pants, and 
rolled naked across the spread, wriggling and 
grinding, taking up the stuff and rubbing it all over 
his body.  

He stretched, spread eagled on his back, his 
erection straining upward, his Sire’s cum all over 



him, and moaned happily. Wriggling his backside 
into the mattress he squeezed his eyes shut and 
imagined Spike as he had been that night in the bar. 
Face straining with lust, head tilted back. Andrew 
ran his hand down his body and grasped his cock, 
stroked it firmly. He saw Spike leaning against the 
wall, the thick blue light all over him, his jeans open, 
his cock swaying as he stroked it. Andrew moaned 
and twisted, his hand sped up. He saw Spike, his 
mouth open, his eyes closed, hips jerking as he 
came into the anonymous man. Andrew whimpered 
and his other hand wandered, pulling up his leg. 
Grinding into the mattress, imagining his Sire there. 
His cock pressing into him. “Spiike,” wailed Andrew 
and came in great surging fountains all over his own 
chest and the bed.  

The guilt surged up in him almost immediately. A 
great wash of distaste. But Andrew’s night had been 
too long and hard and he passed out anyway. 
Curled up in a ball in the comforting smell of Sire.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  



 
When Xander woke, he knew. He could not have 
told anyone why, but he just knew. He leapt out of 
bed. That intense, house on fire where are my 
pants, panic flinging him to the floor. He grabbed 
his shirt. No wand. He ran next door. No Spike. 
Instead. Lying on his boyfriend’s bed. Sleek and 
happy and soft as a small blond kitten. Curled a 
totally naked and sleeping Andrew.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
From the west facing side of the Hyperion Hotel 
roof, one could see the sun set beneath an orange 
and hot-pink tufted quilt of sky. Jet streams, like 
twisted silver threads, crisscrossed the velvet fabric, 
while a silky edge of midnight blue absorbed it 
slowly, as a dark pool of water might absorb cotton 
candy.  

If Angel sat in the shade of the roof access shed, he 
could just watch the last rays of sun pull its color 
from the sky. It was a luxury he didn’t often allow 



himself for a number of reasons. He was a busy 
demon, it was a frivolous indulgence, and it 
reminded him of Doyle.  

Tonight, though, he had come here for that 
purpose. He withdrew a small dented flask from 
within his coat, twisted off the top and belted back 
a long shot of good Irish Whiskey. He raised the 
flask to the bleeding sky. "Go maire tu' an la, moi 
cara’." he took another shot. Lowered the flask and 
whispered, “Many Happy Returns, Doyle.”  

He had shared the last sunset of the last day he had 
ever experienced, with the troubled little Brachen 
demon. And then he had smashed the ring of 
Amarra. For several hours afterwards, he and Doyle 
had sat up here in the chill dark, sharing this flask 
back and  

Forth. Talking about atonement and redemption. 
And women. Angel smiled. Both of them so in love 
with an ideal. A shining golden girl. A prize.  

They were demons of the world, Angel and Doyle, 
and neither man denied nor was particularly 
disturbed by the treacly, slowly growing attraction 



each felt for the other. It was a gradual draw. 
Something musky and deep like sap rising from an 
old tree. But they had been satisfied not to pursue 
it. It had been enough, for the time being, to have a 
true friend. It had been enough, those moments of 
dusky comradery. To speak the old tongue, whisper 
a tune from childhood and see it recalled in the glint 
of the other man’s eye.  

"Go maire an solas leat 
Go acuire an dorchadas craort riamh 
‘S cathain a gheobhaidh tu’ ar neamh 
Go dtuga na h-aingil cu’namhdut ."  

A year ago today, he and Cordelia had shared this 
vigil, as they had every year on Doyle’s birthday, 
since their friend’s death. This year, Angel made 
Doyle’s wake alone and realized, as the immortal 
are doomed to do, the deeper misery of a friend 
missed and remembered by no one but himself.  

“Did I ever tell you?” Angel watched the colors fade 
away. "An ndu’irt me’ leat go ngra’im thu’ ?" he 
asked the sky sadly. He took another drink and 
studied the flask. And he suddenly, fervently 



needed to believe that Doyle was not gone 
completely, but existed somewhere at this moment. 
Looking down at him from a child’s vision of 
heaven. Sitting above the cotton batting clouds and 
saying, “Angel, man. Dinna worry ‘bout it. You did 
your best, no one could say you didn’t.”  

"Chaill me’i’, an leanbhin ," he confessed painfully 
to the sky. “I lost them both.” For a moment he saw 
Doyle in his mind’s eye so clearly. His worried, 
disappointed eyes. Hoping for so much, expecting 
nothing.  

"Gabh mo leitchscea'," Angel said tearfully. "Maith 
dom ?" He inhaled deeply and squinted up at the 
sky. “Please forgive me.”  

He heard the steps in the stairway and with a little 
leap of his heart, thought it was Spike. Then he 
recognized Xander’s scent. He turned his wet face 
away from the door and rubbed at it quickly with 
the edge of his shirt.  

Xander stopped in the doorway and fell back 
against the frame there, catching his breath and 
gathering himself.  



“Deadboy,” he said coldly.  

Angel nodded, head still turned away.  

“Good, I was looking for you,” Xander sighed, and 
pushed himself forward so that he could stand 
facing Angel. He stood over him, arms folded and 
Angel made himself look up at the looming man.  

Xander’s face was perfect. He could have been 
seventeen again. But Angel recognized something 
of Wesley in the grimacing lip. Something of himself 
in the cold eyes.  

“It’s about Spike,” said Xander with the soft lisp that 
presented itself of late when he was distressed.  

Angel nodded up at him, all his senses alert. As he 
paced, the last rays of Doyle’s sunset back lit 
Xander’s head and Angel could not see his 
expression. The voice spoke volumes though. 
Dislike, anger, pain.  

“We need to talk …” began Xander and stopped 
with a breathy noise. He turned away, and stood 
there stolidly, addressing the Los Angeles skyline. 
“You should know where I stand. I’ve been watching 



you, and you don’t take care of your people, Angel,” 
Xander said. “Seems like shit is always happening to 
somebody near you. But here you are.” He didn’t 
sound like that fact pleased him much.  

Xander turned slowly around. He waved a hand 
vaguely at Angel. “You survive. They do not.”  

Coming at this exact moment, this statement was 
such a harsh one for Angel to hear, he could only 
nod mute agreement.  

Xander blinked, as if he had expected an argument. 
Then he shrugged. “If anything happens to him, I 
swear Angel, I will stake you myself.” He said in a 
flat chill voice. He took in a deep breath. “I don’t 
give a monkey’s ass if you are in the middle of 
saving the world. I don’t care if thousands of lives 
rest in the balance. He gets hurt, you’re dust.” He 
exhaled. Stood there a minute. “Got it?”  

Angel looked at him miserably. “What are you 
talking about, Xander?”  

Xander ground his teeth and paced back and forth. 
Finally he stopped, his back to the wall Angel sat 



against. He banged it hard with the side of one 
hand. “I won’t fucking let you bastards have him,” 
he said angrily.  

Angel looked up, saw the working jaw and the 
struggle in the stormy face. “Don’t you think Spike 
should have something to say about this, Xander?”  

“He won’t leave,” Xander said unhappily. “He feels 
responsible for,” he shook his head, “for all of it. But 
I won’t leave him here alone with you.”  

Angel looked away. The sky was solid black now. As 
he watched, one small star peeked through. “I really 
believe he loves you, Xander. Perhaps if you asked 
him to leave he would.”  

Xander's face looked like a young man whose 
insides were being torn out. "This has nothing to do 
with love," he said finally.  

Angel heaved himself up. The sun was completely 
gone and he was safe for the most part. He strolled 
over to the cement casement and played idly with 
some rubble there.  



“Do you ever notice how seldom vampires turn 
their victims, Xander?” he asked casually.  

Xander’s eyes flickered and watched the still back. 
“I try not to think about your habits, Angel,” he said 
coldly.  

Angel looked out over the boulevard. The cars were 
backed up for several blocks. Mercedes, BMW’s, the 
newest, coolest Jaguars. Their chrome shone with 
slithering silver lights. Along the streets walked the 
young boys who sold themselves in this district. Red 
and blue neon glowing over their hair, down their 
backs. It was a bloody street. Full of victims, past 
and future.  

Angel turned and regarded Xander. “William was 
unusual,” he explained. “Sensitive, warm. He liked 
to read. He liked to talk. He was a good man. A 
loving man. An innocent. The demon loves to 
destroy the innocent.” Angel gazed down at the 
boulevard where a smoking, oil leaking dream or 
two was pushed one day further by desperate acts. 
“To kill them, to eat them. But not to turn them. 
They make very bad vampires, the good.” He sighed 



and played with the rubble, dislodged a large piece 
and weighed it in his hand. The thing that he was 
saw it fall from this height and strike a passerby. 
Angel dropped the rubble to the tarpaper at his 
feet. “I should never have turned William if it 
weren’t for Drusilla. I knew he would make a 
pathetic vampire.”  

He turned and faced Xander. “I would probably 
have just drained him and left his body where it 
fell.”  

He and Xander stared into each other’s eyes. 
Xander nodded once. “I’ve always fucking hated 
you, you son of a bitch,” he said with no emotion. 
“And it has nothing to do with you being a vampire, 
you know. It’s personal.”  

Angel smiled pleasantly. “Likewise, Xander.” He 
pointedly turned his back on Xander again, as if the 
young man posed no threat. He took a deep breath 
and sighed, leaning on the parapet and gazing up at 
the dimly lit sky. “Without his demon, or some kind 
of magical influence, Spike is more helpless than 



even your average human. How can you expect him 
to live a life like that.”  

“He’s not helpless, you fanged freak. You don’t 
know him.”  

“I’ve known him for over one hundred years, 
Xander.”  

“Not this guy. This guy is different.”  

Angel watched the boulevard. He smiled to himself. 
“Well, I guess we’ll see. If he decides to stay, won’t 
we?”  

Xander drew in a hasty breath to retort, but heard 
the footsteps on the stairs and whirled. The sense 
of danger zipping up his neck in a series of fast 
goose bumps. When he saw Andrew’s mussed head 
emerging from the dark doorway, he only relaxed a 
bit.  

“I thought I told you to stay the fuck away from 
me,” he snarled at Andrew.  

Andrew bared his fangs instinctively, then seemed 
to catch himself. He sighed and sunk back into the 



shadow a bit. Twisted a shoulder uncomfortably 
and shrugged. “Yeah, you did, but…”  

“In addition to staying out of our rooms, and off our 
beds, that includes NOT following either Spike or 
me around the Hotel.”  

Andrew looked up at Xander with a sulky pout. 
“Spike is my Sire…”  

“He is NOT your sire. He is human.” Xander came 
towards Andrew with a slightly menacing step. 
“You’re going to get over this Sire crap. You got 
that?”  

“Spike wouldn’t like it if he heard you talk to me like 
that,” said Andrew childishly. “He’d…he’d be very 
unhappy.”  

“Where is Spike anyway?” asked Angel from behind 
them.  

“Gone out,” said Andrew briefly.  

“What?” Xander whirled on the smaller vampire 
again. “Why didn’t you tell me that?”  



“Well I might have,” said Andrew in a whiny voice. 
“If you hadn’t been going all Darth Maul on me.”  

“You said he was in the shower!”  

“I said he might be,” whined Andrew, backing up 
defensively as Xander bore down on him.  

“Did he say where he was going?” asked Angel.  

Andrew winced and one eye flinched. He looked 
sideways, nervously at Xander, and Angel felt a 
frission of annoyance at the cocky Scooby who dare 
stand alone and chastise two vampires.  

“I didn’t talk to him.”  

“Which is the only reason you aren’t dust right 
now,” said Xander.  

“How do you know he went out,” persisted Angel, 
wondering just how many years of atonement 
would be required if he simply tipped Xander off 
the roof.  



“Heard your Watcher guy talking to someone. 
Didn’t know who it was, but then Spike was missing, 
and I kind of figured…”  

“Wesley?” asked Angel. “Wesley went to bed.”  

Andrew shook his head. “Uh uh, he had an 
appointment.” Andrew licked his lips and grinned, 
and for the first time in hours looked like a real 
demon. “Maybe with his vampire friend.”  

Somewhere in some distant part of his mind, Angel 
heard the sound of dominoes clicking. He came 
towards Andrew slowly. “What did you say?”  

Andrew looked even more nervous. Two large dark 
males hulking over him. One with a stake in his back 
pocket and half a mind to use it. The other capable 
of much worse. “H..his v..vampire. I could SMELL it, 
you guys,” he said, cringing.  

The dominoes clicked louder as the row descended, 
took another row down with them.  

“Bastard wants the Wand,” said Xander.  



Angel looked at him. “What?” Series of dominoes 
engaging others. A cascade falling down.  

“God, you couldn’t see it? He was obsessed,” ranted 
Xander.  

But Wesley was his guide, thought Angel wildly. His 
link to some kind of understanding. His Watcher, his 
friend.  

Xander was leaping down the stairs, dragging 
Andrew behind him. Angel stared with gaping 
mouth. “But…”  

An ocean’s roar of sound, the pattern emerged 
slowly. A black swirl closing over some center. And 
now he's seeing it quite clearly; the bruises, the 
disappearances, all those messengers from the 
Wolfram & Hart offices, the smell of blood...  

Angel followed mindlessly, the handrail holding him 
upright as he stumbled down the stairs. Half 
hearing Xander yelling at Andrew to sense Spike or 
scent out Wesley or hurry the fuck up and give 
them some kinda clue because Wesley has betrayed 
them.  



Wesley has betrayed him.  

18 Bring Me to Life 

The song Spike sings in the following is “Five-O” by 
James, from their album, Laid.  

Nobody was listening to him, again. "Wesley," Angel 
said, lifting his voice above the noise of the engine, 
"will expect ..."  

"Don't talk to me, Angel," shouted Xander from the 
front seat. He jerked the wheel and the car went so 
wide around the corner, it veered into the other 
lane. Xander snarled loudly, "I blame you for this, 
you know. You're supposed to know the guy."  

"I do," said Angel. "I ... I did," he said quietly. "And 
Wesley would..."  

"We're close to him." Andrew sat up suddenly in the 
seat, his head swivelling. He spared a second to look 
somewhat proud of himself. "I can sense Spike!"  

"Big fucking whoop," said Xander. "The Wand may 
as well have a neon sign over it, pointing. I've been 



tracking it for blocks." He jerked the wheel violently 
again and the car squealed around another corner.  

Angel sulked in the back seat of Xander's car, 
hopelessly, giving up. He hung on to a seat belt and 
a door handle, to keep from being thrown back and 
forth across the torn and ancient vinyl. And tried to 
follow the disjointed conversation going on 
between Andrew and Xander in the front.  

"Maybe he's not with the Wand," Andrew was 
arguing.  

"Hello? Have you just entered the room? Of course 
he's with the Wand..." Both heads came up and 
turned to the right. Xander hit the brakes and 
rounded the corner onto a narrow two lane street.  

"The Freeway would be faster..." said Andrew.  

"Not that way, I...I think we should follow this 
road..."  

"But I can sense..."  

"Geez, Andrew, you're probably smelling some guy 
from a bar fight! I'm telling you..."  



"He's my Sire, I can sense…”  

"Major flaw in that argument is," Xander spun a 
white faced, black eyed silhouette towards Andrew, 
"he is NOT YOUR SIRE!"  

"Is too..." muttered Andrew to himself. He sat up 
suddenly, hand plastered to the window. "There!" 
Right about the time Xander slammed on the brakes 
yelling, "There!"  

Angel was thrown into the backs of the front seats. 
The car fishtailed into an angled parking space, 
Andrew leaping out the door before it had stopped. 
Xander yanked a squawking shift into park, jerked 
the keys out of the ignition and ran after him.  

"Wesley," said Angel to the empty seats in front of 
him, "will be expecting you." 

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Spike looked around the dark room uneasily. "You 
sure this is the place, Wes?" He toed a discarded 
greasy rag, scanned the skylights and windows 



arching across the upper lofted area. "Don't see a 
whole lotta sufferin’ innocents or portals ta hell 
hereabouts."  

Wesley tisked. He was fitting an oddly shaped 
lozenge into the hole in a narrow, paint chipped 
door. "You should know that sort of thing is never 
obvious, Spike." An odd electronic sound emanated 
from the door, light quivered across the room. At 
the end of the blue beam a small dark hole 
appeared. Its edges wavered and widened.  

"Now that looks like a portal," said Spike, backing 
away from it.  

Wesley had drawn a small stone bowl and a 
glittering object on a chain from the pack slung over 
his shoulder. He muttered a phrase and slowly 
lowered the object into the bowl. Spike glanced 
sideways, saw what Wesley held and jumped back 
in a defensive posture.  

“Bastard! What the fuck?”  

“Relax, Spike,” said Wesley evenly, arranging the 
amulet carefully in the bottom of the bowl. He 



brought out a small vial of something that 
resembled red sugar.  

Spike kept backing around the periphery of the 
room. Avoiding the glowing blue portal, avoiding 
Wesley, his eyes darting, looking for a way to what 
he now perceived was the only exit. “Fucking Hell, 
Watcher, last time I saw that thing I was on fire. 
Don’t you even think…” He found himself backed 
against a stack of crates as Wesley approached him, 
the bowl held out before him.  

“Spike, this is merely a precaution. A useful tool. A 
little spell. Surely you can’t object.”  

Spike shook his head vehemently. “You ain’t putting 
that on me again.”  

Wesley paused, the amulet hanging now from his 
fingers. The red dust falling off it in little puffs as it 
hung over the bowl. He gave Spike an incredulous 
look, his mouth slightly open. “I can’t believe you’ve 
suddenly become afraid.”  

“There’s a difference between brave and stupid, 
Watcher.”  



Wesley looked slightly panicked. Slightly nervous. 
“Good Heavens, Spike. I thought you were 
committed to this course of action.” He looked 
around the room apprehensively. “We’ve already 
begun the process, who knows what…”  

The blue and black edges of the presence across the 
room seemed to draw in and then explode 
outwards, a dark silhouette appeared and was 
expelled quite suddenly onto the floor in front of 
them. Spike jumped back.  

“Oh dear Lord,” said Wesley, backing away.  

The dark haired dark eyed vampire rose to his feet 
quickly and came menacingly closer.  

“What have you done, Spike?” whispered Wesley in 
terror.  

Spike jumped immediately between Wesley and the 
threatening monster. “No worries, mate. I got this 
one.” He ran forwards, leapt, shot out a leg and 
caught the vampire square in the jaw. The demon 
flailed back towards the portal. Recovered, charged 
forward. Spike delivered a round house kick, flipped 



and delivered two more in quick succession. The 
vampire teetered, but recovered. He shook his 
demonic head and roared.  

“Drive him back!” squealed Wesley desperately 
behind him. “You have to drive him back into the 
portal.”  

The demon charged Spike, screaming. Spike 
positioned himself, and when the vampire made 
contact, he spun him about and tumbled with him, 
back towards the opening. His hand came around 
the short hair and yanked and for a brief moment 
Spike saw a slender silver collar, arching colors, then 
the demon fell out of his grasp.  

Spike followed up on his advantage. As the monster 
tried to rise, he double punched him hard in the 
jaw, planted his foot squarely in the stooped chest 
and shoved. The demon grabbed his leg, pulling 
Spike with him as his feet stumbled over the edge of 
the portal entrance.  

“Ain’t much of a portal guardian, are you?” said 
Spike, methodically pulverizing the vampire with his 
fists. He grabbed the beaten demon and dragged 



him past the portal barrier. His feet still inside the 
blue and black wavering line, he looked up at 
Wesley.  

“This one’s done for, mate. Guess you worried over 
nothin’.” He took a step to cross back into the 
room. His knee slammed against an invisible barrier. 
He looked up at Wesley, and the Watcher met his 
look with a small, wise smile.  

“You are right, Spike. I feel all my worries are over.” 
He made a gesture with a small box and the 
vampire at Spike’s feet scrambled desperately, 
clawing himself over the edge and collapsing on the 
floor on the other side of the portal edge. Spike 
leapt and threw himself towards the vampire, but 
was repelled and bounced back deeper into the 
blue, sucking hole.  

“Fuck, Watcher. I can’t get at him,” he said, 
watching the demon, waiting for him to attack 
Wesley. He backed up and ran forward, slamming 
his shoulder once more into the invisible barrier. 
Looked up again at Wesley. He expected terror, 
maybe that grim-faced warrior mask he had seen on 



the visage of Angel’s people. He didn’t expect the 
casually posed stance, the calm smile.  

The vampire cowered on the ground. Wesley 
walked up to him. Planted a foot on his shoulder. As 
Spike watched, he shoved and the vampire 
sprawled at Wesley’s feet. Cowering in apparent 
abject terror.  

“What the hell…” Spike stared at Wesley as the 
dimmer switch of understanding twisted and the 
house lights rose. The former Watcher approached 
him, smiling. Leaned down and placed the bowl on 
the ground at his feet. Straightened and dropped 
the amulet around his own neck. Reached into his 
pocket. Brought out a lighter. Leaned over the bowl 
and muttering yet more oddly worded phrases, set 
the contents of the bowl on fire.  

Spike cursed as he saw the blue flames leaping from 
the lip of the bowl, the little trail climbing along 
towards the edge of the portal. He backed away 
from the entrance, already beginning to 
hyperventilate.  



“Bastard,” he gasped. The air around him was 
already growing hot. Panic hit him, fast and 
uncontrollable; his heart banging, his head 
screaming. “Bastard,” said Spike to that smiling 
face. “Xander…” A sob erupted from Spike’s throat. 
He looked around his blue prison as the fire arched 
round and encircled him. “Xander’ll kill you, you 
fucker.”  

The vampire slowly rose to a crouching position at 
Wesley’s feet. Wesley reached down and casually 
ruffled the scruffy brown hair. He looked at his 
watch. “Yes,” he said, and looked towards the door. 
“Yes, I expect he will.”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Andrew glared at Xander as the man ran up. “Quiet, 
you doofus,” he hissed. Xander returned his glare, 
but halted, pressed himself against the wall next to 
Andrew and peered down the alley they faced. He 
could see nothing but pitch black. He edged closer 
to Andrew, and bent to speak.  



“Can you see them?” Xander’s mouth was inches 
from Andrew’s ear. The little vampire shuddered all 
over and turned his demonic visage so that he was 
eye to eye with Xander. He snapped his teeth softly 
and Xander involuntarily flinched back.  

“Useless human,” said Andrew very softly. “Stay out 
of my way. And…and try to stop breathing so 
much.” He glanced back down the alley, then 
turned back to Xander. “There’s a door half-way 
down,” he informed him tersely. Golden eyes 
flickered and gazed over Xander’s shoulder. “And a 
monster right behind you.”  

Xander reflexively spun and swung out. His wrist 
was captured in a steel fist. “Boo,” said Angel drily. 
He regarded the two, then scanned the building 
appraisingly. “Stay here,” he said finally. “Let me go 
in and check it out.”  

“No way!” said Andrew.  

“Not gonna happen, bloodbreath,” agreed Xander 
fiercely.  



Angel looked at them again. He sighed. “I suppose 
you just want to bash the door down and run in,” 
he whispered.  

Andrew closed his mouth and blinked. He looked 
sheepish.  

Xander scowled. “I can feel something,” he said. He 
moved irritably and peered once more into the inky 
blackness. “Something is happening, you guys. We 
have to do something now.”  

He looked as if he might run blindly down the alley 
at any moment, and Angel laid a restraining hand 
on his arm. Kept it there even when Xander’s eyes 
would have bored a hole through it. “Wesley will be 
expecting you,” said Angel. “You can’t just run in 
there. He will have anticipated you and set up a 
trap.”  

Andrew was chewing at his lip, heedless of the 
blood dribbling to his chin. He stomped very lightly 
and twisted around helplessly. Exchanged a look 
with Xander. “He needs me,” he hissed. Xander 
nodded. Shook his arm slightly and pulled away 
from Angel.  



“Yeah, we gotta go in.”  

Angel sighed again. “I’m going to find another 
entrance,” he said. “Just…” He shook his head. 
“Shit, just try not to make fools of yourselves.”  

But they were off already. Andrew leading, in a low 
crouch. Xander stumbling behind, struggling to 
remain silent, arm over Andrew’s shoulder, other 
hand extended to feel his way.  

Angel leaned his head back and beseeched the 
heavens for patience, then spun in a whirl of silent 
black, and disappeared around a corner.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
He was suffocating. The first time he had burned, 
Spike had not needed air and so had not felt the 
lack of oxygen as the flames sucked it from the air 
around him. He gasped and struggled to remain 
conscious as the fire ate at the floor and air, closing 
in on him.  



“The Wand,” said Wesley through the wall of blue 
flame wavering before him, “can only be released 
by fire. The blood of The Dead, the amulet, the 
magical fire. When it is released, I will claim it.” 
Spike shook his head violently, gasping for breath, 
hypnotized by a small worm of blue fire that 
crawled across the floor towards his hand.  

Wesley laughed. The sound was distorted to Spike’s 
ears by the oxygen deprived air. He saw the man’s 
hand seemingly reaching through the flames, 
untouched, unaffected.  

“Of course, it’s not really fire,” said Wesley. “Only 
the bearer of the Wand can feel it.”  

Panting, and curled into as small a space as he could 
manage, Spike watched that slender hand 
mockingly twisting unsinged in the wall of scorching 
hot fire before him. The fire slowly encroached on 
him. As the first tendril caught the toe of his shoe, 
Spike bent his head down and tried to take in a 
deep breath, but there was not even enough air for 
him to scream.  



Wesley watched Spike’s consumption calmly. He 
looked at his watch again. Looked back at the door. 
There was a loud crashing noise. The door appeared 
to twist in its frame and Xander and a game-faced 
Andrew came bursting through the opening. “As 
punctual as a train,” said Wesley with satisfaction. 
His vampire rose slowly to its feet, but he lay a 
restraining hand on a muscled bicep. “Not yet,” 
purred Wesley. “We have business first.”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Xander and Andrew paused outside the door and 
exchange wide-eyed looks. “On three?” asked 
Xander.  

Andrew nodded. His bony brow seemed 
unaccountable sweaty.  

“You okay?” whispered Xander.  

Andrew nodded, swallowed. “Just…don’t want to 
screw up,” he admitted in a very low voice.  



Xander looked surprised. He clapped Andrew on the 
shoulder and the little demon jumped. Xander 
grinned. “You’ll do great,” he assured him. “You’re a 
Childe of William the Bloody, remember?”  

Andrew looked up at him and managed a wobbly 
little snarl. “Yeah.” He looked up at the metal door. 
“Okay, human, on three…” 

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
He has always been burning. Somehow those 
respites, those creases in time, grey cool 
forgetfulness, were only shadows across the 
burning. Which was endless and what he was. The 
Burning Man.  

All he knew was agony beyond the concept of 
‘heat’. Flames where he should have fingers, 
devouring fire where he should have skin. He 
waited for the immolation, and when he knew that 
there would be none, that this was him, this endless 
agony. Hanging there in time, burning. When he 
knew that he looked up and saw Xander.  



Spike tried to move but he was no longer master of 
this body, no longer had a body, only a 
consciousness that was burning. Fire surged across 
his arms, billowed from his chest, His eyes were 
melting, but still he could see. He opened his mouth 
to scream. To tell Xander to run away, escape from 
this fate. What Spike had to become. His destiny. 
But he couldn’t speak, he couldn’t breathe.  

But Xander became larger, his features blurred and 
stretched behind the flames. He reached towards 
Spike and Spike knew what he wanted, knew what 
would happen if he took it. He tried to protect his 
evil, the thing he carried. He couldn’t let Xander 
have this burden. This was his fault, his own 
punishment.  

“Spike, Geez, Spike, let go, God!” Xander struggled 
with the supremely strong man who would not let 
go of the Wand. The fire in which he writhed, his 
mouth open in a silent scream, his eyes staring 
horribly, felt only like a cool current of air moving 
over Xander’s skin.  



“Andrew!” called Xander, wrestling Spike across the 
floor, trying to wrest him at least from the portal. 
But the blue agony, the throbbing presence seemed 
to follow Spike wherever he dragged Spike’s body. 
“Andrew, help me get this thing off him,” shouted 
Xander, struggling. He clenched his eyes shut, not 
with effort, but needing to not see Spike’s agony.  

Andrew made a funny noise. There was a crashing 
sound.  

Xander struggled furiously, rolling on the floor with 
Spike. A pair of red keds appeared near his head, 
sliding. He heard Andrew’s cracking tenor shouting 
something.  

“Spike,” said Xander desperately, his fingers clawing 
at the fist that held the wand. “Spike, we need you. 
I need you. Let go.”  

Spike screamed and hung onto the Wand.  

Xander pried at the fingers, felt the tip of the plastic 
on his thumb, used leverage and made full contact. 
The blue fire suddenly had a warmth to it, a 
presence. The air became hot. “Spike,” said Xander, 



“you have to give me this thing. I’m not letting go 
until you give me this thing.” He gasped as the heat 
became definite and ran up his arm. “Fuck, Spike, I’ll 
burn with you, but I won’t let you go,” he cried out 
as the real sense of burning began mounting in his 
skin. He focused everything he had on keeping his 
grip on Spike’s fist and hung on.  

Spike saw the blue fire race up Xander’s arm, saw 
the face twist as the agony started. He let go of the 
Wand.  

Xander sprawled across the concrete floor yelling 
and hurled the tiny swizzle stick far from himself. It 
skittered across the floor with a light plastic sound.  

Xander and Spike lay on the floor, breathing hard. 
Andrew standing defensively over them, staring 
down a demon who outweighed him by at least 50 
pounds. He held his arm to a bleeding mouth, torn 
shirt fluttering loosely from a torso scored with 
talon scratches. He looked to have received the 
worst so far in the battle.  



Across the room, Wesley leaned over, amulet 
swinging from his neck, glowing. He uttered some 
words, and picked up the Wand.  

Spike cried out as if someone had punched him in 
the gut. Xander got that nauseated wiggins and 
rolled onto his belly. Wesley was backing out of the 
room, his retreat protected by the huge vampire. 
“No, don’t Wesley,” yelled Xander. “Something… 
something’s not right.” The wave of vertigo and 
nausea came again.  

Wesley turned his grotesquely smiling face towards 
the vampire. “Kill them,” he said sweetly.  

The creature nodded and blinked, went into a 
wrestling stance and faced off Andrew. He looked 
up towards his Master as Wesley slipped from the 
room and something like real emotion appeared 
briefly in the dark eyes. “I love you, Wesley,” he 
said. And attacked.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  



 
Andrew eeped and scrabbled and was hit square in 
the chest then lifted easily and tossed across the 
room. He jumped up snarling and came back at the 
demon, who was striding towards Xander. Andrew 
leapt on the broad back and dug his extended claws 
into the demon’s face, raked back hard.  

The vampire roared and whirled around, trying to 
extract this painful thing from his back and face. 
Andrew dug his fangs into the thing’s neck and 
screamed as the huge hands tore at his head, trying 
to rip it from his neck.  

Spike rose unsteadily to his elbows. “Andreus,” he 
called in a shaking, ravaged voice. “Kick the bastard 
in the balls.”  

Andrew, screaming and clawing and hanging on 
with his mouth, levered his foot around the thick 
waist and kicked hard with his heel into the 
vampire’s crotch. The demon howled and bent 
over, temporarily relaxing his hold on Andrew’s 
neck.  



“Jump off, daft boy,” yelled Spike, bringing himself 
up to a sitting posture. Xander skitterered across 
the floor to him and scooped him into his arms, 
holding him up. Spike’s breathing was labored and 
squeaking. As if he were recovering fom 
pneumonia. “Jump and roll, Andreus,” shouted 
Spike, hoarsely.  

Andrew jumped, rolled easily and came up in a 
fighting stance. Turned to face a snarling, incensed 
vampire.  

“Well done, Andrew,” yelled Xander, following 
Spike’s lead.  

Andrew blinked and nodded, running rapidly 
backwards in a circling manner “Spike?” he called, 
as the hulking demon approached him. “Now 
what?” his voice squeaked.  

Spike was panting, pain still etched in his features. 
Xander petted his shoulders, ran his hands up and 
down his arms, nuzzled his neck. Spike closed his 
eyes, took another labored breath. “Remember that 
trick in the alley we played with, pet?” he called.  



Andrew, watching the approaching vampire, 
nodded. He darted forwards, then back. The 
vampire lunged at him. Andrew ran forward at 
vampiric speed and literally ran up the demon’s 
body, the red keds flying. The heels of his shoes 
pounded three times into the heavy bone forehead, 
then Andrew flipped and landed five feet away 
again. The vampire swayed.  

“Yeah! Again!” cheered Xander, cradling Spike.  

Andrew nodded once, concentrated, and repeated 
the move.. This time the demon caught hold of his 
leg. Andrew twisted in his grasp, used his body as 
leverage and kicked him so hard in the side of the 
head, Xander and Spike heard the skull crack.  

Spike chuckled raspily. “Didn’t teach him that one,” 
he told Xander.  

The vampire had hurled Andrew head first to the 
floor. But the wiry smaller vampire turned the fall 
into a somersault, jumped to his feet, spun about 
and faced the demon again from a scant three feet 
away. He went into a defensive crouch just as the 
enraged and bleeding vampire began to charge.  



“Andrew!” shouted Xander, tossing his back-pocket 
stake across the room. Andrew glanced up, caught 
the stake easily with one hand, stepped sideways 
and with a slick, easy arc of his arm, planted the 
stake dead into the vampire’s back as he lunged by. 
He jumped back.  

A shower of dust exploded all over him. Andrew just 
stood there for a moment, his back to them, dust 
falling and swirling in the air around him. Then he 
spun on his heel and stared at them open mouthed. 
He looked like a little kid that had just met Santa. “I 
did it!”  

Xander and Spike grinned at him.  

Andrew ran to them, sliding to his knees in front of 
Spike. He reached out and Spike lifted a hand to 
him. Andrew took it, suddenly quite solemn. “Sire?”  

“’M proud of you, Childe,” said Spike.  

Andrew smiled, his eyes shining with moisture. He 
raised Spike’s hand carefully to his lips. Placed one 
soft kiss on it and set the hand gently down. He 



looked at Xander. The tears brimming at the edges 
of his eyes. “Thanks,” he said.  

Andrew got to his feet with a new dignity. Brushing 
the dust from his pants, he turned to the door 
through which Wesley had vanished. “So,” he said, 
tilting his head sideways. “I guess we’ve gotta go 
save the world from that Watcher.”  

“Yeah.” Spike attempted to rise, but found himself 
still too weak. Xander stood and helped him up, 
supporting his weight. Andrew came around the 
other side and allowed some of Spike’s weight to be 
shared across his shoulders. “Hey,” said Spike 
suddenly, looking around. “Where the hell is 
Angel?”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Welsey was making all due haste towards the 
underground exit. A massive feeling of unease and 
an annoying nausea were rising up in him. He 
pushed past the distraction of it, fumbling at the 
handle in the floor.  



Two leather boots thumped the floorboards directly 
in front of him.  

“Hey, Wes,” said Angel. “How’ve you been?”  

Wesley jumped back. His hand went to his pocket, 
where the Wand tingled happily against his palm. 
Surges of dizzy power swept through Wesley’s 
brain. He bounced slightly on his toes, suddenly 
happy at the confrontation.  

“Angel,” he said delightedly. “I should have known 
you had a dramatic entrance planned.”  

Angel’s face was hidden in the shadows as he swept 
around Wesley in a wide, careful circle. “Oh, 
Wesley,” he crooned appreciatively, “you’ve got the 
supervillain witty lines and everything.” He moved 
in a blur of speed to corner Wesley, and was 
surprised when Wes moved faster, skittering past 
him and laying a blow across his back, then spinning 
and coming up again near his trap door. He knelt 
and grasped the handle again. Angel stared.  

“What did you do?”  



“I have assimilated the Wand,” said Wesley happily. 
He turned the heavy, rusted latch easily.  

Angel watched the human display his inhuman 
strength with such ease. “And Spike?”  

Wesley shrugged. “He was busy when I left.” He 
hurled the trapdoor back with a crash and leapt to 
his feet.  

Angel stepped into the dim moonlight so that 
Wesley was finally able to see his face. Tired brown 
eyes, hundreds of years old, and sad with 
knowledge, gazed back at him. “You know I can’t let 
you leave with that,” said Angel.  

Wesley laughed happily. “Oh. That’s rich,” he said. 
“I’m not going anywhere. We have things to settle, 
Angel.” He stood jauntily.  

“Why, Wesley?” Angel held his hands out in a 
hopelessly confused gesture. “Why did you do 
this?”  

Wesley was breathing hard. The dizzying effect of 
the power made the air itself smell like diesel fuel. 
Slightly toxic, slightly disgusting. “They told me,” 



said Wesley his voice strained as if he could barely 
hold the words back, they had been bursting inside 
his head for so long. “You bastard, they told me 
what you erased.”  

“Wes…” Out of the corner of his eye, Angel saw 
chains hanging from the wall. If he could bind 
Wesley, he thought, delay this until the others 
found them, he might not have to kill him.  

“Wes, I don’t know who ‘they’ are, or what ‘they’ 
told you.” Eyes glued to Wesley, Angel moved 
infinitesimally towards the chains. “But it’s always 
best, don’t you think, to talk these things out?”  

Wesley’s laugh had a hysterical note to it. “Oh, that 
is rich,” he said. “This from the man who stole an 
entire year of our lives.” Through his hysteria 
Wesley noted Angel’s movements; his eyes flickered 
to the wall, the chains, and his mouth spread into a 
broad smile.  

“Wasn’t much of a year,” shrugged Angel. He had 
stopped when he saw Wesley realize where he was 
heading. There was another tiny little face off, as 



straw dust settled a bit more in the air and the two 
men watched each other.  

Behind Wesley’s head, partially obscured by the 
intense glare of the naked bulb in the overhead 
light, a butcher’s hook hung from the ceiling. Angel 
wondered if it would hold a man’s weight. He began 
slowly circling in the opposite direction.  

Wesley was shaking his head in amazed fury. “No, 
not much of a year. There was the ascension of a 
devil, the reappearance of Darla, the cause of 
Cordelia’s inexplicable coma,” his eyes crinkled up 
with pain, “Connor.”  

Angel stopped moving. “They told you about …” His 
throat closed on the word.  

Wesley eyes were bright. “I trusted you. I…I 
believed in you.” His face twisted with a 
monumental effort, “I…I lo…” A great shudder 
twisted the skin across his face, his features drew 
back as if pained by a jolt of electricity. “Bastard!” 
He leapt at Angel so quickly, he almost caught him 
unawares.  



“Bastard,” screamed Wesley, and his rage made him 
careless. Angel sidestepped him at the last possible 
second, caught his arm, spun him about and threw 
him to the dust and metal plate floor with a loud 
crash. He landed on top of him, still holding the 
levered arm and heard through his bloodlust and 
fight adrenalin, the snap of a small bone.  

Wesley appeared not to feel the break. “You 
bastard,” he screamed, bucking and struggling and 
almost heaving Angel from his back with his 
increased strength. “You erased my son, you 
bastard. I will never forgive, never…”  

“Your son?” Angel’s surprise was so enormous, he 
lost his firm grip on Wesley’s arm, and the Watcher 
slithered, rolled at an unnatural speed and got away 
from him.  

“What did he look like?” screamed Wesley madly. 
He came forward suddenly, smashed Angel across 
the face. Angel, still shocked, reeled back, arm 
raised defensively.  

“I can’t even remember, you bastard! But you can!” 
Wesley’s next strike was stayed by Angel’s arm. He 



planted his fist in the Watcher’s face, watched him 
stagger back.  

“He looked like me!” yelled Angel. “He looked like 
me, you idiot, because I was his father!”  

Wesley stood stunned, then he started to laugh. 
“Right, Angel.” He shook his head, almost 
incapacitated with laughter. But when Angel came 
at him, he easily batted his arm aside and kicked his 
legs out from under him. Angel crashed to the floor. 
Wesley tottered over him, still laughing angrily. 
“You think I am an idiot, don’t you. How could you 
sire a child?”  

Angel looked up at him, set his jaw. “It was a 
miracle,” he claimed.  

Wesley spluttered again disbelievingly. Slapped his 
thigh once and half turned. He came back around 
suddenly, his leg arching, and cracked Angel across 
the jaw with his foot.  

Angel crashed against the wall, struggled to rise 
again. Wesley had to stop pressing his advantage, 
however. An overwhelming wave of illness 



sweeping through him. He brushed a hand over his 
now sweating brow and choked words out past the 
nausea. “Obviously your memories have been 
tampered with as well, Angel,” he said disgustedly. 
“I can’t believe you wouldn’t question such 
nonsense.” He stood upright again. Grey faced and 
infinitely tired.  

“You fool. You believed their lies and stole my son. 
And I trusted you because…” Wesley stopped. 
Turned his head away. “I’m a fool also.”  

“Wait,” said Angel. He fell back against the wall. 
Shook his head dazedly. “No.”  

“God.” The word came out like a sob. Wesley had 
reached into his pocket now, drawn out a small 
hand-sling like mechanism. The metal glinted in the 
moonlight. Carefully he disengaged a clasp and slid 
a wooden bolt into the slot. Held the weapon out 
and pointed it at Angel.  

“Wait, Wesley,” said Angel. He held up a hand. 
“Hear me out. If it doesn’t make sense then,” he 
nodded at the hand held cross bow, “then dust 
me.”  



Wesley swallowed past the vomit in his throat. His 
head was singing with power. “I’m listening, Angel,” 
he said.  

Angel held up his hand and enumerated points with 
his fingers as he spoke. “Firstly, this is Wolfram and 
Hart we are dealing with here, we can just assume 
anything they tell us is a lie, right? Right. Secondly, 
neither of us remembers the same thing. We could 
both be right. We could both be wrong. So we have 
to go with what we know. The evidence before us.” 
Angel gestured at Wesley. “Do you remember how 
your throat was cut?”  

Wesley winced. “You should recall cutting my 
throat, you bastard.”  

“And you’re alive?” Angel looked amazed. “Wesley, 
when I decide to kill someone, believe me, they stay 
dead.”  

Wesley, for the first time that evening, looked 
confused. He shook his head violently, the magics 
swirled in his brain disturbingly. “No,” said Wesley.  



“If I cut your throat, you’d be dead, Wesley,” 
insisted Angel. “And who is the mother of your 
child? Why hasn’t she appeared?”  

Wesley looked confused. “I…I met her on a case. 
She was the daughter of an evil Wizard…”  

Angel raised his eyebrows. “You had unprotected 
sex with a woman and then just left her? I find that 
almost impossible to believe.”  

“No,” said Wesley. “No, she was here…”  

“And she left you? How did you end up with the 
child?”  

Wesley swayed. He raised his free hand to his 
forehead. “She… she sent him back,” he said 
confusedly, “for protection…”  

“To us?” Angel said in amazement. “To a demon-run 
detective agency?”  

Wesley’s brow wrinkled.  

“Has Gunn asked after her?” asked Angel 
reasonably. “Fred?”  



“No, you wiped their memories also.”  

Angel looked confused as well for a minute. “Right.” 
He rubbed his neck. “Okay, like I said. What do we 
know?”  

They stood like that for a moment. Wesley swayed, 
his arm was shaking.  

“I’ll tell you what I know,” said Angel softly. “I know 
you are my best friend, Wesley. The man I respect, 
rely on, and trust. I know I…” He paused.  

Wesley’s arm faltered and lowered slightly. “Stop 
it,” he said weakly.  

“I love you, Wesley,” said Angel. “And you’re about 
the only one I have left. If this is it, if you’re gonna 
kill me and walk off and betray all the work we’ve 
done together, then go ahead. I can’t stand 
anymore.”  

“You’re trying to get past my resolve,” said Wesley. 
“Trying to manipulate me.”  

Angel laughed. He rested his hands on his knees and 
leaned over and laughed and laughed. After a while 



he wiped at his eyes. “Yeah, I wanna manipulate 
you. God, Wesley, all I wanted with you was 
something honest. Something real. If only 
friendship, then so be it. But something honorable, 
you know? God. This is what the powers wanted, 
aren’t you the one that told me that? Or was it…” 
Angel seemed to wander in his head. He continued 
to himself quietly. “To relate to the living. To…to 
connect. It was so hard. To want and not know 
and…” he sighed. “So I waited for you to come to 
me.”  

“Angel, you must think I’m a total fool,” snapped 
Wesley. His hand was shaking. He lowered it, 
supporting it with his other hand. “You are only 
saying these things to get away.”  

Angel looked up at him with narrowed, golden eyes. 
“Oh, I could get away, Wesley,” he said, and in a 
blur of motion he had the crossbow and it was 
smashed against the wall. Wesley grabbed Angel by 
the hair, his arm clasped across the strong neck. He 
grabbed his neck, levered to twist then 
unaccountably let go. He jumped back.  



Angel leapt back also. They circled each other.  

“I knew it,” said Wesley. “Only a trick, only more 
lies.” He feinted to the left, then came at Angel 
from the right, landed a hard punch where a living 
man would have a kidney. Angel bent over, gasping, 
barely shoving Wesley back.  

“No trick,” he wheezed, still circling. “I love you, 
Wesley.”  

“Stop saying that!’ screamed Wesley, swinging a 
wide, hard punch across Angel’s face. Angel flew 
back against the wall. “Stop it. Stop it,” screamed 
Wesley, coming after him and punching him 
repeatedly.  

Angel’s head snapped back painfully, but he caught 
Wesley’s arm with the next swing, and bent it 
sideways and down, twisting the man and then 
throwing him. Wesley flew in to a wall, but 
immediately leapt to his feet again. He charged 
Angel.  

“Liar!’ he screamed. Angel ducked and Wesley’s fist 
punched a hole through the wall.  



“You love me too, don’t you, Wesley,” said Angel, 
ducking and twirling and evading the fists and feet 
as they came at him. “You want me, I can smell it.” 
He flew back helplessly as one of Wesley’s blows 
connected with his chin. Hit a cement pillar with the 
back of his head and was momentarily stunned.  

Wesley drew a stake from his back pocket and 
lunged. Angel saw him coming, rallied, but not 
quickly enough.  

At the last minute, Wesley hurled the bit of wood 
aside. Angel heard it hit the ground. Wesley 
grabbed Angel’s face and the weary vampire 
grasped the wrists to protect his neck. Then Wesley 
pressed his mouth to Angel’s lips.  

Angel had excellent reflexes. He kissed him back.  

Angel wrapped his arms around Wesley’s body and 
pulled him up against him. Wesley gnawed at him 
hungrily for a breathless second, then planted his 
hands on Angel’s chest and thrust himself back. 
“Bastard!” he yelled, and struck Angel across the 
face again. It was only a slap. A love pat as it were, 



thought Angel, diving forward and capturing the 
hard, eager body once more against his.  

He utilized the force of his momentum and rushed 
them both up against another wall, shoving his 
entire torso into Wesley’s. He could feel the other 
man’s arousal thrusting into his thigh. His own was 
agony and he ground into Wesley, capturing his 
mouth again and kissing ravenously.  

Wesley moaned. He struggled as if to break free, 
fists banging feebly at Angel’s head and shoulders, 
then his arms closed around Angel instead, his 
mouth opened and he kissed back eagerly.  

Angel felt hands tearing at his shirt. He lowered his 
head to Wesley’s throat, felt the pulse hammering 
there and groaned into the hot skin, his hips 
rhythmically thrusting now. Hot, strong hands tore 
at Angel’s jeans, cupped his exposed buttocks.  

Angel broke the kiss long enough to growl 
encouragement. Wesley stared back at him. Angel 
heard the sound of a zipper, felt a hard, wet cock 
pressed against his naked belly. His arms tight 
around Wesley, he dropped to his knees and felt 



Wesley helplessly sinking with him. They rolled, still 
beating at each other weakly and kissing 
desperately, finally coming to a stop up against the 
trap door, Angel straddled by the Watcher. Wesley 
rose above Angel, his head silhouetted in the 
moonlight.  

“Bastard,” he whispered. And lowered himself onto 
Angel.  

Angel threw back his head and howled. Hot, tight, 
and yet wet with something. The awfulness and 
unexpectedness of this thing he nevertheless 
wanted overwhelmed him. He grabbed Wesley’s 
hips. Thrust up hard.  

“Ah! Yes!” Wesley arched and cried out, tearing at 
what remained of Angel’s shirt with his hands, 
writhing and twisting as the cold hard shaft 
penetrated him. He ground himself down against 
Angel. Put both hands on the smooth cool chest and 
using that leverage raised himself and slammed 
himself down again hard.  

Cold, strong fingers closed around his own cock and 
pulled. He screamed.  



 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Xander, Spike and Andrew stopped dead.  

“What was that?” asked Andrew worriedly.  

“It’s coming from wherever the Wand is,” said 
Xander, pulling Spike forward. “C’mon..”  

“Whoa, hold on, wait a minute everybody,” said 
Spike, digging in his heels and looking in the 
direction the noise had come from with a faraway 
expression. “I think we should just wait a few 
minutes.”  

“Wait?”  

“Maybe more than a few,” Spike said thoughtfully. 
“Think it’s been a while.”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
“Oh God, oh God.” Wesley’s head thrashed from 
side to side. He was on his back, his body arched. 



Angel’s hands holding his hips aloft while he 
pumped violently into Wesley’s ass. Wesley drew 
air in in desperate rhythmic gasps, hardly able to 
breathe from the force of the thrusts. His bowels 
shuddering, his balls tightening, his hips aching, as if 
he were being plunged so thoroughly that nothing 
could be left inside him. Nothing but Angel’s thick 
shaft driving deeper and deeper into that dark 
chasm. Filling that always unquenchable emptiness.  

“God, Angel, harder,” screamed Wesley, writhing.  

Angel dug his fingers into the hot flesh, pulling 
himself flush against him. The slickness he rode on, 
the looseness of Wesley’s hole, told him of some 
other creatures recent presence, but he didn’t care. 
The cuts and bites on Wesley’s belly and thighs, 
some still oozing, should have sickened him. Instead 
they drove him wild. It was if the violence, hatred 
and degradation he had always held secretly in his 
heart, he now also held in his hands. And he 
joyously fucked it. He slammed into Wesley’s 
darkness, like coming home. The force of his thrusts 
shook the man below him, his cock bobbing 
violently in front of him, streams of pre-cum 



bubbling and spurting from the tip. He pumped 
himself into the wet heat, crying out and thrusting 
harder and faster into Wesley’s hole. He couldn’t 
stop. Wesley’s screams, the way his insides heaved 
around Angel’s cock, the sight of Wesley’s shaft 
jerking and spraying cum across his chest. Angel 
couldn’t have stopped if his soul depended on it.  

Happily it didn’t.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Spike held Andrew and Xander back outside the 
narrow doorway, listening to the cries and screams 
coming from the other side with his head tilted to 
one side in the manner of a connoisseur. “Nearly 
there,” he said, as one particularly hair raising cry 
snaked down all of their spines. There was a great 
shout and a wail that died gradually. “Ah, yeah,” 
Spike nodded. There was a long silence. He clapped 
his hands together. “Right then,” he said. “We can 
go in now.”  



Andrew raised his hand prudishly to his nose when 
they entered. “Funky,” he whispered in an aside to 
Spike.  

Spike grinned. “Yeah, Angel’s like that.”  

“Bleh,” said Andrew. He purposely did not look at 
the couple curled on the floor before him.  

“Great, a persnickety vampire,” said Xander in a 
friendly manner. He wrapped a companionable arm 
around Andrew’s shoulder. “Maybe you can teach 
Spike some personal hygiene.”  

“Anal Bitch,” said Spike, pleasantly.  

“Rutting Pig,” said Xander, smiling.  

“You guys,” said Angel from the floor. He held 
Wesley in his arms, running a hand over the man’s 
chest. Wesley’s face was turned against his 
stomach. He was moaning. Angel looked up. His 
expression was pathetic. “I think I broke 
something.”  

Xander strode forward and looked over the 
greenish, writhing man cradled in Angel’s arms. 



“No, it wasn’t you,” he said calmly. He bent over 
and snatched the wand from where it seemed to 
cling to Wesley’s thigh. Wesley immediately went 
limp against Angel. He whimpered.  

“It’s this thing,” said Xander. “It’s wrong for him to 
have it.” He allowed himself the pleasure of looking 
Angel and Wesley up and down with exaggerated 
appraisal. “Nice fighting technique,” he said. “Use it 
often?”  

He heard Spike’s chuckle as his boyfriend came up 
behind him. Spike clasped his shoulder, but backed 
away when Xander turned and offered the Wand.  

“Uh uh,” he said. “Been crazy enough lately, Xan. 
Keep that thing.”  

Xander laughed. “I’ll show you crazy, fangless.”  

Wesley was rousing. His hand snaked up Angel’s 
chest and grasped an arm. Angel whispered to him 
soothingly. He looked up at the trio. “You go back,” 
he suggested. “Let me bring Wesley later. We have 
some lawyers to discuss business with,” he said. He 
looked at Spike directly and they passed something 



between them silently for a minute. Finally Spike 
nodded stiffly.  

“Okay, poof. But you call if you need us.”  

“Sure,” said Angel. A big smile lit up his face. He 
looked at Spike meaningfully. “I will.”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
“What did Angel mean by that,” asked Xander as 
they climbed back into his car.  

“Think we just signed on with the white hats again, 
Xander,” said Spike uncomfortably.  

“Oh no, nuh uh.” Xander shook his head hard.  

“Oh,” said Andrew. He looked back at the building 
and frowned. “Sire?” He sidled up to Spike and 
bumped at him shyly. Spike turned, grinning, and 
reached up to ruffle the thick blond hair. “Yeah, 
snake?”  

“Can I work for Angel?”  



Spike laughed.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Xander drove thoughtfully back to the Hotel, 
occasionally glancing at Spike. Something had 
changed between them back there. As if a storm 
had broken and the barometric pressure let up. 
Spike slouched in the seat next to him, relaxed, 
smiling, turning to joke with the now sedate 
Andrew in the back seat. Little shy glances at 
Xander as he turned.  

“Hey, snake.” Spike looked through his lashes at 
Xander as he twisted again in his seat, to address 
Andrew. “You mopin’ again?”  

“No,” said Andrew softly, gazing out the window.  

“Startin’ ta resemble the poof, ya little serpent. 
Snap out of it.”  

“Stop it, Spike,” said Andrew tiredly.  



“You just gotta case of post-fightin’ blues there, 
Andrew.”  

Andrew sulked, his brows drawn together. “What 
would you know about it,” he said finally.  

“Been there, pet,” Spike said crisply. He twisted 
forward once more in his seat, sat there, arms 
folded, watching the street.  

“Yeah, well,” Andrew’s voice rose, “it’s not like you 
care, right?”  

“I care,” said Spike lightly. He toyed with the torn 
vinyl of the handrest. “Got some shops in town can 
replace this, Xan,” he said in a conversational tone.  

Xander glanced at him. “Yeah?” His Spike-mood 
radar blipped softly.  

“Yeah. Mebbee let us trade services for services ya 
know? Do a little engine work fer them? That sorta 
thing?”  

Xander swallowed past the lump that had risen in 
his throat. “Us?”  



Andrew had pulled himself up and leaned against 
the back of Spike’s seat. “Not like you ever cared 
about all those people,” he said angrily.  

“Don’t mope around like a big, self-centered baby, 
no,” Spike snapped back. He brushed at some dirt 
on his jeans. “Course, by ‘us’ I mean me. Don’t 
expect you ta do auto work. But you know, there’s a 
lot of construction goin’ on in this town. I’ve seen 
it.”  

Xander worked on breathing steadily and driving 
sanely. “So you think I should stay here?”  

“Well, yeah, seems we have stuff here, Xan.”  

“We.” Xander slowed and stopped at a light. He 
turned and looked at Spike. “We?”  

Spike looked up at him. His eyes were a very pale 
blue, like the paint on old Dresden china.  

“So, what? You’re suddenly not evil?” Andrew said 
in an accusing voice.  

The dark lashes lowered. Spike grit his teeth. He 
turned back towards Andrew. “I’m still evil, Andrew. 



I know it. We’re all of us evil, sprite. Humans and 
vampires alike. Don’t expect that’ll go away anytime 
soon.”  

He glanced at Xander again as he swiveled forward 
in his seat. “So, what do you think, Xan?” he asked 
lightly.  

The light turned green. Xander shifted and pressed 
down on the accelerator. “I think we need to talk 
about it,” he said.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
They found Giles and Willow in the library. They 
were sitting on the sofa together. Heavy books piled 
up on either side of them. More books and scrolls 
on the table. Willow had a large, heavily bound 
volume spread across her knees. Giles leaning close 
to her ear, pointing out passages with one finger. 
They looked up when the trio came in and Xander 
cringed at the pink-cheeked fuzzy gazes that met 
his.  



He was really going to have to get used to this.  

“Oh!” said Willow. She flushed, a hand raised to 
smooth her hair. “Where have you been?”  

Spike snorted and threw up his arms. “Figures, 
major magical occurrences about and the two 
experts are shaggin’ and readin’ Pagan fairy tales to 
each other.”  

“We weren’t…”  

“Really, Spike,” Giles expostulated, straightening. 
“How dare you imply…”  

“Whoa, whoa, no need to go defendin’ yer lady’s 
honor or nothin’, Rupes.” Spike waved his hands, 
laughing. He bowed. “I apologize, Red.”  

Willow giggled. She leaned into Giles whose arm 
reached across her shoulders automatically and 
hugged her closer. Xander winced and stuck his 
hands in his pockets, looking around the library. 
That getting used to it better happen faster.  



Willow was putting aside the book and 
straightening her very rumpled skirt. “Magical 
occurrences?”  

“Wesley tried to take the Wand,” said Xander, 
studying the ceiling of the library intently. He’d 
never noticed those raised tiles before.  

“Good Heavens, take the Wand?” Giles stood and 
went over to the long worktable where they had 
been occupied with the Wand and related 
Prophecies. “How? And why?”  

“Seems the Watcher had some spell worked out,” 
said Spike. “He had this stone bowl and a vial of red 
powder. The amulet…”  

“Red powder?” Willow came over to the table that 
Giles stood at. “Giles, have you read all the 
Watchers’ annals of William the Bloody?”  

Spike stilled and blinked at them.  

Giles rubbed the back of his neck and looked 
thoughtful. “Yes, but I don’t recall…”  



“The process is a relatively simple one…” Willow 
pursued their coded conversation.  

“So.” Spike hugged his elbows close against his 
torso. “So this all has somethin’ ta do with my bein’ 
a vampire after all?” He glanced over at Xander, 
looked hurriedly away. Xander immediately was at 
his side, arm wrapped around him.  

“Well, the magics require the use of vampire’s 
blood. ‘The Dead’ so to speak,” said Giles. 
“Obviously, it would be best if it were the original 
vampire’s blood.”  

“Oh,” said Spike. He licked his lips. “So it’s not like 
part of some big punishment?”  

“What?” Giles looked at him in puzzlement. 
“Punishment?”  

“Here,” said Willow. She brought forth a thin sheet 
of fragile looking paper. It was covered with a 
spidery script. “Here it is. A possession and 
resurrection symbol.” She and Giles pored over the 
paper and hmmed at each other. “Yes, to control 
The Dead.”  



“The Dead?” Spike pressed Xander carefully away 
from him and moved slowly towards Giles and 
Willow. “Any dead?”  

Giles studied the paper, nodding. “Well, yes of 
course there was some modification of the 
original…”  

“They must have realized it could be transferred…” 
said Willow.  

“So.” Spike edged up to the table. Xander followed 
him, but Spike held up a hand as if to keep him 
back. “So, this thingy wasn’t necessarily meant for 
Angel?”  

“For Angel?” said Giles. “No. No, I don’t believe they 
ever expected Angel to carry the amulet, Spike. It 
would appear that it was your blood that activated 
the power.”  

“How do you know it was from me?”  

“Remember Prague?” said Giles.  

Spike rocked back on one foot. “Take more than 
burnin’ for me ta forget that, Watcher.”  



“You spilt a lot of blood that night.”  

Spike’s jaw clenched. “Yeah,” he said grimly. “I 
remember.”  

“I meant your own,” said Giles. “It was dried and 
preserved.”  

Spike wrinkled his nose. “Saving dried demon 
blood?” He gave Willow and Giles a look of disgust.  

“No one was ever able to bleed Angelus,” said 
Willow excitedly. “Actually no one from the line of 
Aurelius has ever been bled except you.”  

“Yeah,” said Spike wryly. “I was a real 
disappointment ta the family.”  

Willow had pulled up a chair and was busily paging 
through a text. Giles sat next to her.  

“I think we should know more, soon,” said Willow 
happily.  

“But what was Wesley hoping to accomplish?” 
asked Giles of the room.  



“I think Wes is kind of messed up,” said Xander. He 
stepped forward and pulled his boyfriend firmly 
against his side. Bent and pressed his lips into 
Spike’s hair. “He lied to us all.” He squeezed Spike 
around the waist. “He lied to Spike.”  

Spike turned his head and looked into his eyes. 
“Yeah?”  

Xander kissed Spike’s nose. “Yeah.”  

Giles sighed. “Er, I suppose you are tired?” he 
suggested.  

“I’m exhausted,” said Xander. “How about you, 
Spike?”  

“Need bed now,” said Spike dazedly.  

They practically stumbled as they hurried from the 
room.  

Andrew stood in the doorway, studying his feet. He 
flinched a little and glanced over his shoulder at the 
two men as they climbed the stairs, then went back 
to glaring at his scuffed sneaker toe.  



“Andrew,” said Willow gently.  

He looked up, his face a mask of sulky indifference, 
and slouched a bit more against the doorframe. He 
attempted to put his hands in his pants pockets, 
found the tight leather too difficult, so folded his 
arms instead. Frowned and looked towards the 
windows. “I rescued them,” he told nobody.  

“Did you?” asked Willow. Andrew looked at her 
again, and nodded. “Thank you, Andrew,” said 
Willow. Andrew shrugged. “Would you…” Willow 
removed a large book and some papers from the 
chair next to her. Patted the empty wooden seat. 
“You were pretty good at translations, as I 
remember, Andrew. Would you help us?”  

There was a loud door slam from upstairs. Andrew’s 
eyes dropped for a moment. Then he looked up 
again at Willow. He nodded and moved to join 
them.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  



 
“Talk to me, Spike,” said Xander, crawling 
backwards on the bed with his eager and aggressive 
boyfriend crawling happily on top of him.  

“Want you, Xander,” said Spike obediently. He 
straddled Xander’s prone body and began busily 
working at the buttons on his shirt. “Want you 
naked and screaming and…”  

“No, no, no…” said Xander, laughing, and capturing 
Spike’s hands.  

“No?” Spike looked up at him in abject dismay.  

“No. Well, yes,” Xander laughed. “Please. And, you 
know, frequently. But not yet. Talk to me. What’s 
going on?”  

Spike eased back on his haunches, sitting on 
Xander’s hips. He rocked a little and plucked at the 
bottom of Xander’s shirt hopefully. “Whatchya 
mean, pet?”  

Xander closed his eyes and fought the sensation 
that Spike’s rocking was shooting through his groin. 



He grabbed Spike’s hips, stilling him. “We need to 
talk, Spike.”  

“Huh,” said Spike. He traced a button lightly with his 
finger, trailed the finger down. “What about?”  

“What are we doing, Spike? Are we together? And, 
in case there is any question, that is what I want, 
you know.” Xander reached up and grabbed the 
wandering hand. Squeezed it gently. “So how do 
you feel, Spike?”  

“Love you, Xander.” said Spike, not looking at him.  

“And?”  

“What ‘and’?” Spike shrugged. “Why does there 
have to be an ‘and’?”  

“What about Angel? And Andrew? I’m not sensing a 
whole lotta commitment here, buddy. Who else are 
you going to drag home one night?”  

Spike mumbled something.  

“I mean,” said Xander. “I’m not looking forward to 
becoming the ‘adopt a vampire’ foundation, you 



know? Kind of like the idea of normal life for a 
while. My own place…” He tugged at Spike’s hand.. 
“My own guy.”  

Spike snorted. “You proposin’ or somethin’, Xan?”  

“Or something,” said Xander softly.  

Spike looked up at him, solemnly. They held each 
other’s eyes. “I don’t know the words you wanna 
hear, Xander,” said Spike slowly. “But I can’t 
promise I won’t do what I can, if I can help, you 
know? It ain’t my nature to just sit idly by.”  

“I’m not asking that,” said Xander hurriedly. “I just 
want…” he sighed.  

“You want that homeless guy that lived with you 
back there?” Spike gestured with a shoulder 
towards their past. “You want me helpless, 
Xander?”  

“No!” Xander found his hands sliding over and 
under Spike’s wrists, making a pattern. “No, I 
thought so, but I like you …” He smiled, his fingers 
drew up and down the bulge of muscle on Spike’s 
arm. Spike leaned forward, rocking. “I kind of like 



you all strong and growly sometimes, Spike,” 
Xander admitted, feeling heat in his cheeks at the 
admission. He shyly met the burning blue eyes. “It’s 
kinda hot.”  

“Yeah?” Spike’s tongue slipped out between his 
teeth. His eyes narrowed and he rocked forward, 
lay across Xander’s chest. His hands came up again, 
this time the buttons came apart quickly. “Yeah,” 
said Spike leaning down and nuzzling the skin there, 
tonguing the curling hairs. “M’ boy likes the Big Bad, 
does he?”  

Xander wriggled under him, his cock hardening at 
those words. “Yeah,” he said, laughing huskily at 
himself. “I guess I do.”  

Spike growled appreciatively. He pushed the 
material back from Xander’s shoulders and kissed 
the exposed skin an inch at a time. Xander’s hands 
wandered as if they had their own agenda; over the 
hair, around Spike’s ears, finding a little whirling 
pattern that twirled down his neck and over his 
shoulders. He pushed impatiently at the material 



there until Spike sat up and pulled off his shirt, 
hurling it across the room.  

“Messy,” sighed Xander, his palms skimming happily 
across the ivory chest. Capturing nipples, tweaking 
and twisting.  

“Maid’ll get it later,” said Spike, shivering under his 
caresses. Xander laughed and slapped lightly at 
Spike’s chest. “Hey, unpaid maid right here, buster.”  

Spike caught the hand, kissed the palm and looked 
down at Xander with eyes full of mischief. “You 
want payment?” He shimmied down Xander’s legs, 
pulling free buttons as he went. Nuzzling at 
Xander’s crotch, pulling down the zipper.  

“Spike,” gasped Xander, his mind feebly trying to 
find its legs again as the warm, wet mouth gnawed 
and licked and eased his cock into the open air. 
“Spike, I want to… we should… ah.” And Xander 
grabbed the spikey hair as his mind flopped over 
and waved its legs in the air like a dog. “Gahhh…”  

But Spike hadn’t forgotten. “You wanna know how I 
feel, Xander?” he said. He licked the long, wet shaft 



that he held in his hand, like a melty fudgsicle on a 
hot summer’s day. Xander pawed at the air and 
made noises. Spike paused in his ministrations and 
pulled off. “God,” he sighed, “I remember the first 
time I took you in my mouth, Xander.” He rested his 
head on Xander’s thigh and ran his fist up and down 
the cock that bobbed in front of him. “Was thinkin’ 
about it for weeks, you know? How you’d taste, 
what you’d do?” He rolled his head and took 
Xander’s cock in his mouth again, sucked hard and 
pushed his lips far down his shaft.  

Xander felt the palate of Spike’s mouth swallowing 
against him and grabbed at the mattress, trying not 
to thrust. He could feel his balls tightening, Spike’s 
tongue flicking. “Spike,” gasped Xander, “God, Spike 
I’m gonna…” But Spike grasped the base of Xander’s 
shaft in a firm grip, pulled off him again. Nuzzled the 
wet curls of Xander’s groin and murmured into 
them. “Thought I’d lost it completely.” He chuckled 
into the skin there and Xander thrashed and 
groaned. “And then you kissed me…” Spike 
stopped, dipped his head and rested it against 
Xander’s thigh.  



The blow job had apparently stopped and Spike was 
making weird noises down there. Some of what he 
had been saying gelled and formed meaning in 
Xander’s mind. He reached down, found the face, 
felt tears. “Spike,” he whispered. “Hey. Hey, 
commeer, Spike,” he said, pulling and gathering the 
man to him as Spike climbed his body again, folded 
up against Xander, his face in his neck, his back 
shaking. Xander rubbed and soothed. “God, Spike, 
what’s going on?”  

Spike shook his head against Xander’s neck. Xander 
rubbed and rubbed, wriggling under the pressure of 
Spike’s body. His cock and his brain fighting with 
each other for blood. His hands wandered down 
again, found their way under the waistband of 
Spike’s jeans, stroked the skin. Spike rocked against 
him, making noises against Xander’s neck.  

“Oh, Spike,” whispered Xander, finding the rhythm 
and rocking with him. “Oh God, I love you. Oh God.”  

“Love you too,” said Spike wetly, his head coming 
up, swollen, shining blue eyes. He kissed Xander 
with damp lips. “Love…” whispered Spike, kissing 



the corners of Xander’s mouth, his nose, his chin, 
his mouth again. He grasped Xander’s shoulders, 
and got up on his knees. Reached down and pulled 
open his fly, started pushing down his pants. “Want 
you, Xander. Want you. Always have…” A desperate 
sob seemed to come from Spike’s chest. He gasped 
and jumped back, clawing off his jeans.  

He opened the nightstand drawer, grabbing 
handfuls of supplies and leapt back onto the bed, 
wriggling into place over Xander. Their cocks 
nestled up against each other. Spike closed his eyes 
and sighed.  

Xander felt half blind with lust. But the expression 
on Spike’s face was so hypnotic, a million emotions 
seemed to be dancing there. Spike opened his eyes 
and looked down into Xander’s and Xander felt that 
no one had ever been allowed access to the man he 
saw there. No one had ever seen that heart lying 
there, a shell at the bottom of an untouched blue 
lagoon. “Xander,” whispered Spike. “Xan,” his eyes 
filled with tears again, “I can’t find the words.”  



“It’s okay, Spike,” said Xander automatically. He 
arched against Spike and rocked. “I…I need you. I…”  

“Yeah,” said Spike. “Yeah, I can do that, Xander. I 
can.” He pulled back and Xander felt the coated 
fingers pressing into his entrance. It was almost 
more stimulation than he could bear and he arched 
his head back, eyes closed, gasping for breath.  

“That’s my boy,” whispered Spike, his fingers 
pushing rhythmically, finding that spot and stroking 
it. Xander twisted and cried out. “Yeah, that’s my…” 
Spike pulled himself up, withdrew his fingers and 
shushed Xander’s little cry with his mouth. “Here I 
am, Xan,” he said and Xander felt the cool thickness 
pressing against him now. He pushed towards the 
pressure, felt Spike slowly filling him, groaned and 
squirmed and mindlessly grabbed at the body 
above him, trying to draw him closer.  

“My Xander,” said Spike, and he shoved himself all 
the way in. Xander’s mind screamed and the sound 
came out of his mouth. He grabbed at Spike. 
“Yeah?” Spike drew back and shoved in again, hard. 
Both men cried out. “That what you want, Xander?” 



said Spike roughly. He pushed up on his knees, 
wrapping his arms around Xander’s back and pulling 
his hips up so that Xander arched back on the 
mattress, arms spread, knees bent and feet planted 
flat on either side of Spike.  

Then Spike started to fuck him. Xander felt the 
sounds in his head as if they issued straight from his 
ass and his cock. A rhythm of noise, loud and solid 
like a big bass drum. He opened his mouth and 
didn’t know what came out; he only felt that great 
pistoning strength slamming into him, into his cock. 
Spike uttering sounds, his name, love, a curse and a 
vow. Nonsense. Their mouths were talking 
nonsense but Xander looked into Spike’s face above 
him, brows bent seriously, eyes full of meaning his 
words could not find and he saw it there. In the 
stillness of Spike’s eyes as he drew slowly out, in the 
focus and shock of feeling as he drove himself back 
in. Every thrust spoke of it.  

Then Spike’s fist closed around his cock and 
Xander’s whole body arched off the bed as he 
came.  



After a while, Xander opened his eyes. He watched 
the ceiling throbbing above him. White feathered 
edges at the periphery of his vision. Deep breathing. 
His own or someone elses. “Spike,” said Xander 
hoarsely.  

“Mmmmm,” said Spike. Callused fingers played 
across Xander’s chest.  

“Are, are you alright?”  

“Mmmm,” said Spike. He nuzzled Xander’s 
shoulder.  

Xander’s brain attempted to blink away the white 
spots that danced through it. “So, uh, did we decide 
anything?”  

“Mmmm?” said Spike. A leg draped itself heavily 
over Xander’s. Spike scooched closer.  

Xander could feel the sleep coming up over his 
brain now, like the night tide. It was irresistable. 
“We still need to talk,” he said, and yawned.  

Mmfrl,” said Spike. His chest moved against 
Xander’s side in deep, slow breaths. Xander lifted a 



hand and let it play through the small hairs at the 
back of Spike’s neck. It was the last thing he 
remembered as he drifted off.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Wesley was already feeling the pain of his broken 
hand. Angel didn’t mention it, let him suffer with it, 
understanding how sometimes the only thing that 
keeps you going is the pain. They stood watching 
the Wolfram and Hart building, hidden from view in 
a sewer entrance, leaning on each other.  

“If he even begins to suspect the truth, Angel…” 
Wesley wiped at his forehead with the torn sleeve 
of his shirt. He was white and clammy and Angel 
hoped he wouldn’t be overcome by the nausea 
again. They had had to stop twice for Wesley to 
vomit, and after each incident he seemed to 
become weaker.  

Angel wrapped his arm more securely around 
Wesley’s waist, supporting more of his weight. 
“How much does he actually know?” he asked.  



“It’s hard to say. I had thought not much but our 
last meeting was…” Wesley stopped and his mouth 
moved silently, his eyes unfocused.  

“Wes?” Angel bent to him, concerned. Took the 
bruised chin gently in his hand and forced his friend 
to look at him. Wesley’s eyes found focus again. A 
kind of anguish filled them.  

“I’ve been so…so very confused, Angel. I’ve done 
some…terrible things,” he drifted off, his eyes losing 
focus again.  

Angel shook him. “Wesley! Wes, you have to pay 
attention here. I’m counting on you Wesley,” he 
added softly. And the Watcher’s eyes went bright 
and watery.  

“You trusted me, Angel,” he whispered.  

“I still do,” said Angel.  

“You ought not to,” said Wesley, suddenly serious, 
“I don’t think I’m quite sane anymore.”  

Angel chuckled and smoothed Wesley’s disheveled 
hair, then laid a palm carefully on the torn face. 



“You wanna know a secret, Wes?” he said in a 
conspiratorial whisper. “I think I’ve been completely 
mad for over a year now.” He pulled Wesley’s head 
closer, touched foreheads gently. “I made a mistake 
not telling you,” he whispered. “ I see that now. Can 
you forgive me?”  

“Forgive?” Wesley repeated in amazement. “You 
want me to forgive you? After what I…what 
I…Angel, I wanted to kill you.”  

“So? I’ve wanted to kill you,” said Angel in a 
reasonable voice. “Happens all the time when 
people love each other.”  

“I don’t think this is quite the same.”  

“Sure it is,” insisted Angel. “Hell, I’ve set Darla and 
Drusilla on fire. Staked Darla once. Tortured Dru for 
days,” he said dreamily. “Spike has tortured me 
with holy water, hot pokers, hit me with an iron bar, 
drained my blood…” Angel drifted off. Looked 
thoughtful. “I need to have a little talk with Spike,” 
he said. “But anyway,” he came cheerily back to his 
subject. “Plotting to take my will is really nothing…”  



“Well, it wasn’t exactly to take your will, Angel,” 
said Wesley. “It was more to make you the tool of 
Wolfram and Hart.”  

“Tomato, tomahto,” said Angel. He leaned forward 
and kissed Wesley softly, drew back and smiled at 
the look of surprise on the man’s face. “I still love 
you, Wes.”  

Wesley sighed and raised a shaking hand to his face. 
Angel urged him to sit on the curb. “We can argue 
each other’s heinous crimes later, Wesley. For now, 
though, I need to know that you can pull this thing 
off. Maybe we should go back, get Gunn or Giles 
instead.”  

“It has to be me, Angel.”  

“You look like you can barely stand.”  

“All the more convincing, really. He’ll see the 
injuries. Probably sense the sex,” he stopped. 
Cleared his throat. Looked away from Angel. “He’ll 
believe you are in my power. And the illness is 
probably something he expected. If he knows as 
much as I fear he may.”  



“How many others at the firm are involved, 
Wesley?”  

Wesley shook his head, rested his forehead on his 
hand, propped on his knee. He seemed to almost 
doze, until Angel jostled him again.  

“Stay with me, Wes. This is important.”  

“Sorry. God, Angel, so sorry.”  

“Don’t sweat it, Wes.”  

“I should have known. Shouldn’t have believed 
them.”  

Angel kept his arm tightly wrapped around his old 
friend’s shoulders and squeezed. “I almost believed 
it myself,” he said.  

“Angel?” Wes raised his trembling head and waited 
for Angel to look at him. “What is the truth?”  

Angel froze. He brought his other hand up, as if to 
hold Wesley firmly in place, and looked away, up at 
the Law Office building. “Later, Wes.”  

“You’ll tell me?”  



“When you’re better.”  

Wesley nodded and bent his head to his hand again. 
Angel patted him on the back, fighting off his own 
feelings. First they had to get this threat out of the 
picture. If what Wesley had told him was true, the 
shanshu had shocked and frightened certain 
members of Wolfram and Hart. They apparently 
saw it as a sign that the forces of good were 
growing in strength. The disturbance had been 
enough to cause some internal foment. This 
particular Partner apparently at the center of the 
most dangerous circle.  

As the new CEO of Wolfram & Hart, Angel thought it 
wise to urge this particular employee to take an 
early retirement.  

Angel rubbed Wesley’s back in firm, large circles. 
Bringing the man back to himself. Wesley sat up 
straighter. Took deep breaths. Dried his damp brow 
once more with his sleeve. “Right, then,” he 
whispered, and nodded once, sharply, to himself.  

“In answer to your question, Angel. No, I believe he 
has been acting alone.” Wesley rested his elbows 



on his knees and gazed at his hands for a minute. 
“He does have a rather impressive network of 
employees and spies, though, Angel. Within the 
walls of Wolfram and Hart he is practically 
invulnerable.”  

“Then we have to convince him to leave.”  

“I am afraid it is the only way.”  

“Do you trust your contact?” Angel asked.  

“Of course not,” said Wesley, a little of the worldly 
wise man Angel knew and loved rising in his voice. 
“But he will be quite attracted to the profit 
potential in this transaction. Not likely to betray us 
when there is money to be made.”  

“And all I have to do,” Angel drew a leather dog 
collar from his pocket and wrapped it around his 
neck, struggling with the buckle. “is as you 
command me.” He looked up at Wesley from 
beneath his lashes. Eyes shy and hesitant. “Master.”  

Wesley took in a breath.  



Angel gave him a knowing look. Then he stood up. 
“Okay.” He clapped his hands, rocked on the balls of 
his feet. “Showtime.”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Spike and Xander re-appeared in the library some 
hours later, showered and rested, arms draped over 
each other. They found Giles asleep on the couch. 
An excited and effervescent Willow surrounded by 
herbs, dripping candles and a cloud of something 
odiferous. And a withdrawn and shadowy Andrew 
sulking in the corner.  

Willow had found a charm to contain the Wand. She 
held out a box and Xander cautiously dropped the 
Wand’s current manifestation, a smooth, oblong 
stone, into it. It immediately vanished.  

“A Glamour,” said Willow proudly. She slid closed 
the lid with a satisfying click, turned the aromatic 
cedar box carefully sideways, and showed them the 
tiny brass hole. “See, I have a spell on the lock and 
the key,” she explained, holding a small key out on 



her palm. Spike took the key from her hand; a chain 
slithered out from between his fingers.  

“Seems I’m always being expected to put things 
around my neck,” he said. “Whoa, Red, somethin’ 
broken,” as the tiny gold thing seemed to split into 
two swinging gold things.  

“Oh, see,” said Willow excitedly. “I had that idea 
from the bank vaults. It takes two keys.” She 
fingered them. “The two keys pressed together will 
open the box.”  

Spike carefully gathered the shiny charms up into 
his palm. Turned his head and looked at Xander. He 
took a deep breath and held one dangling object 
out hesitantly.  

Xander looked at him. “What?” He didn’t take the 
key. But stepped up and took both Spike’s hands 
into his. Looked steadily into his eyes. “What are 
you saying, Spike?”  

“Stands to reason,” said Spike roughly, looking 
down at their hands. “Yer the only one can touch 
the thing, you should have the other key.”  



“Oh,” said Xander. A muscle jumped in his jaw 
briefly. “Because of the Wand.”  

“Well, yeah.” Spike rubbed his thumbs up and down 
the side of Xander’s hand. “So you can help me 
resist the temptation. I ever have a mind to become 
a powerful Hell God, you can talk me outta it.”  

“Oh, that part wasn’t true,” said Willow.  

Spike was still studying his and Xander’s clasped 
hands. “Yeah?”  

“No, you wouldn’t have become a god. Though the 
power does eventually do something to the 
bearer.”  

“Somethin’ evil.”  

“Maybe,” said Willow cautiously.  

“No maybes, Red, I could feel it.” Spike dared look 
up at Xander. The dark eyes were trying to read him 
again. Spike wished he knew what words Xander 
was trying to find in his face. “I trust you, Xan,” he 
said softly. “Please.”  



“I’ll carry it,” Andrew’s voice rang suddenly behind 
them. “You can trust me, too, Spike.” Spike looked 
over Xander’s shoulder and saw Andrew 
approaching from the shadows.  

“I…I could protect it,” said Andrew. “I’m …stronger 
than Xander.” Shoulders slouched, fingertips shoved 
in pockets, scuffed shoes toeing absently at the 
floor, Andrew’s body language was nonchalant. But 
the eyes he lifted to Spike burned with how much 
such a thing would mean to him.  

Spike was taken back to a dark, musty basement. An 
exhausted, small, blonde girl. A gift of trust and 
faith.  

“God,” said Spike. He felt Xander’s hands abruptly 
drop his, and looked back at him anxiously.  

“Good point,” said Xander, dryly. He loosely draped 
his hands over his own biceps, addressing Andrew, 
but still watching Spike. “Except, of course, if you 
got dusted. Then there would be no key.”  

Andrew’s voice was low and bitter. “Right.” Spike 
glanced back at him. Andrew’s gaze had dropped 



back to the floor, and his mouth made a wry little 
smile. “Not much of a protector, I guess.” He 
shrugged, twisting himself partially back into 
shadow.  

Spike looked back at Xander. No help there. His 
boyfriend had that inscrutable black-eyed look. All 
Spike could see there was his own reflection. He 
stepped towards Xander holding up the chain. And 
lifted the other chain towards Andrew. “I look crap 
in gold,” he said.  

Xander blinked. He reached for the chain as if on 
automatic. Andrew moved forward again shyly. As 
he took the gift, he glanced up at Spike and some of 
his gratitude flared from his eyes. Then both men 
stood studying the tiny keys in their hands.  

“Hey, lemme help you with that,” said Spike, 
stepping behind Xander and drawing the slim 
necklace around his lover’s throat. “These little 
clasps can be a bugger.”  

Andrew, head bent so his expression was hidden, 
allowed Willow to fasten the thing around his neck. 



He tucked it under his t-shirt, his fingers lingering on 
the chain.  

“Okay, Red, you can quit grinnin’ at me like that,” 
said Spike huffily to a pleased looking Willow. He 
shook off the annoying sensation that Willow had 
somehow expected his remedy. Picked up the box 
from the table and turned it in his hands, watching 
his men. Andrew and Xander finally looked at one 
another.  

Andrew dipped in a slinky step towards Xander and 
rolled his eyes in an aggrieved fashion. “Now I’ll 
have to watch over both you humans.”  

Xander’s eyes narrowed. His mouth turned up in a 
thin-lipped smile. “Don’t strain yourself, way-too-
white boy,” he said. He stuck a hand out into the 
air. Andrew’s eyes widened as he grasped it and 
shook.  

Spike exhaled loudly and ran a destructive hand 
through his hair. “I need a drink,” he said. “And 
Jaymie’s gig is sometime tonight. You think you all 
can clean up enough not to embarrass me?”  



Giles chose just that moment to toss on the sofa, 
uttering a rather loud, breathy raspberry. Spike’s 
eyebrows went straight up. Andrew snorted. “I 
think Giles and I might stay in,” said Willow sweetly.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
For the first time in all their dealings, the Partner 
from Wolfram & Hart stood up and came around his 
desk.  

Perhaps Wesley had expected something 
remarkable to be revealed beneath the pin stripe 
and foulard tie. But the man who followed Wesley 
to his private suite was about average. Wesley’s 
height, trim, with well-shined and appropriately 
conservative shoes.  

He trotted ahead of Wesley up the back staircase, 
and waited patiently for the injured man to catch 
up to him. After running up two flights he was not 
even a little short of breath. “So,” he said eagerly. 
“The spell worked? He is completely under 
control?”  



Wesley leaned heavily against the wall, and nodded. 
“Completely,” he said. He raised a shaking hand and 
engaged the electronic lock on the door to his suite. 
The partner walked jauntily in. Stopped. Uttered a 
small, heartfelt exclamation.  

Across the room, Angel was shackled to Wesley’s 
reinforced wall. He was naked, on his knees, 
wearing only the dog collar. His arms held above 
him. His ankles fastened quite close to the wall. The 
bruises from his battle with Wesley had begun to 
heal, but were still apparent.  

The Partner whistled softly. A long, appreciative 
exhalation of breath. He carefully removed his 
jacket, rolled up his shirtsleeves with a kind of 
meticulous precision. And with a look of inhuman 
delight, approached Angel. “Well, well,” breathed 
the Partner. “Our new boss. How do you do, 
Angel?”  

Angel cowered and avoided eye contact.  

The Partner stopped just out of his reach. “Where is 
it?”  



Wesley casually brought forth a number 2 pencil.  

The Partner grinned. “I had heard that, of course.”  

“Of course.”  

He turned back towards Angel. “And as long as you 
hold it, he is completely obedient to you?”  

Wesley gazed at Angel with deadened, bored eyes. 
“Yes.” He sighed. “It’s really not as …stimulating as I 
had expected.”  

The Partner leaned back his head and laughed. 
“Yes,” he said, strolling forward and grabbing the 
hair atop Angel’s bowed head, pulling his face up. 
“One learns, in time, that discrimination leads to a 
greater appreciation…” His hands worked swiftly at 
his belt buckle. “For those things one earns.”  

Behind him, Wesley’s eyes widened, were forced 
back to dullness as the Partner turned to address 
him. “Command him.”  

Wesley shrugged, waved a bored hand. Despite 
himself he felt his breath quickening, a deep nausea 



swirling through his bowels. “Do as he says,” he said 
to Angel.  

The Partner turned back and shook Angel’s head. 
Drew out his cock. It was long and thick and a deep 
red, as if it hadn’t been relieved in a very long time. 
“Open your mouth,” he said.  

Angel obediently opened his mouth.  

The Partner gasped, his hand clenched tightly 
around the base of his cock as it surged and the 
heavy balls drew up.  

Wesley swallowed hard. He wanted to look away, 
but felt somehow that his very culpability forced 
him to see what was happening, to see what he had 
brought Angel to. But the sickness and the revulsion 
and the shock were climbing up from his gut.  

The Partner giggled softly as he painted Angel’s lips 
with his weeping cock.  

Wesley slapped his hand over his mouth and 
stumbled for the bathroom. He didn’t make it. The 
remaining contents of his stomach, yellow spit and 
bile, heaved out onto the floor as he vainly tried not 



to hear the sounds of flesh rapidly slapping flesh. He 
was retching dryly onto the bathroom floor when 
he heard a fly being zipped up again and the 
Partner’s cheery voice. “Of course, I’d never be 
foolish enough to place my dick inside the 
creature’s mouth, however tamed he may be.”  

Wesley, hanging weakly onto the doorframe with 
one hand and frantically wiping the tears off his 
face with the other, heard the expensive shoes 
crossing towards him.  

“Surprised it still bothers you,” said the Partner. 
“Really, you should consider getting rid of that soul, 
Price. It’s nothing but a pesky nuisance at this point, 
don’t you think?”  

Wesley nodded and slumped to the side of the 
doorway as the Partner crossed and walked over to 
the sink.  

“You should consider it soon,” the man said in a 
crisp voice. “While it still has a market value.” He 
busily cleansed his hands. Shook them dry. “So, 
speaking of market value. Have we an 
appointment?”  



“Yes,” said Wesley. He struggled to control the 
heaving of his stomach, the pounding of his heart. 
He could not force himself to turn and look at Angel 
yet. “Yes, the Kesperian with the appropriate 
materials is waiting.”  

“Excellent.” The Partner looked over Wesley’s head 
towards Angel. Licked his lips with such relish it 
made Wesley’s stomach lurch again. “And when we 
return we can finish the process with our friend.” 
He smiled at Angel. “I think we will enjoy working 
together, Angel,” he said. “Please believe me. I 
know you want to.”  

As they left, Wesley was finally able to turn his 
frightened gaze towards Angel. But the vampire’s 
head was bent and turned away.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
By the time they reached the meeting point, Wesley 
felt he had reached a precipice physically, mentally, 
and morally. He felt himself standing on a cliff 
looking over the edge. He and Angel had expected 



some test of the Wands efficacy from the Partner. 
They had worried that he may know more about 
the control it gave its bearer than he had let on. 
They had worried that that might be tested and had 
rigged the room with glamour and magic to attempt 
a subterfuge.  

Wesley had not expected what had actually 
happened. He shouldn’t have allowed it, he should 
have thought of a distraction, he told himself, 
stumbling in shock and pain and a hollow 
exhaustion down the sewer access ramp. He had 
not even considered, only fearfully agreed. And 
Angel, in that position, hadn’t had much choice. 
What must he think of him? How must he feel?  

The taste of vomit in his mouth; his own rancid 
sweat. His body pushed beyond pain and 
humiliation, they reached the meeting point and 
Wesley sat down heavily, his head in his hands.  

“Are you all right?”  

“I’m ill,” said Wesley tiredly. “Very tired and very 
ill.”  



The Partner nodded appreciatively. “You’ll be glad 
to release it, then.”  

“Yes.” Wesley looked up at him.  

The Partner stood in the warm steam of the sewer, 
backlit by dim halogen light, and for a moment he 
seemed covered with an oily prism. Like a piece of 
rancid meat. Wesley’s nerves, screaming beyond 
anything bearable, smelled the cloying sweetness of 
evil.  

“Yes,” said Wesley, as if a light had dawned. “Yes, 
quite relieved.”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
The smell preceded even the sounds of heavy feet. 
The Kesperian had come alone. He looked like an 
unusual sort for his race. Shorter in stature, wearing 
many more clothes, he dragged yards of heavy 
drapery on the filthy ground behind him, seemingly 
unaware of the sewage and offal his cape had 
picked up. He walked with a heavy bent cane, from 



which hung a variety of small demonic animal 
heads. A huge satchel was slung over one shoulder. 
He paced to the center of the room and dropped 
the satchel. Looked at the two men waiting for him 
there. One of his eyes was red, the other covered 
with a thin bluish film.  

“Vlaztip,” he said to Wesley.  

“Da,” said Wesley tiredly. He felt nothing as the 
monster opened his sack, drew forth a small bag 
and dashed it to the ground, encapsulating the 
Partner in a bubble of orange dust. Of course the 
man was desperately running immediately but it 
was too late. Had been too late for a very long time.  

Wesley rose to his feet. Did not even glance at the 
human he had just sold into sexual slavery. He 
fastidiously dusted his slacks. Paused to address the 
demon.  

“Plethteriz?” (We are even?)  

“Da. Plethterizae” (Yes, we are even) said the 
monster.  

And Wesley turned to make his slow way home.  



 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
There were no signs of distress in the halls of 
Wolfram and Hart when Wesley returned. No 
indication that a partner had been kidnapped or 
heinously betrayed. Not that that would necessarily 
be a cause for alarm in this place.  

The climb up the stairs to his suite seemed steeper 
and harder than Wesley ever remembered it having 
been. He tried not to think of Angel, still shackled 
there, perhaps reliving his humiliation. Perhaps 
seeing Wesley’s face as he had allowed it, as he had 
watched.  

And the worst part was. Wesley leaned against the 
wall next to his door and rested his head against the 
frame, squeezing shut his eyes, his whole body 
shaking with exhaustion and stress and despair. The 
worst part was, some small part of him had found 
the sight erotic.  

He placed his hand on the lock. Heard the door 
open with a snick. “Hey Wes,” said Angel, about a 



foot away from him, fully dressed and smiling. 
“How’d it go?”  

Wesley’s eyes rolled back in his head and he fell in a 
limp mass into Angel’s arms.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
“Sweetheart,” said Lorne, playing with one black 
ringlet of Jaymie’s hair. “Wherever have they been 
hiding you?”  

Jaymie smiled lazily and gave Lorne a little bump 
with his barely clad hip. The chains hanging from his 
belt loop chinked. He slithered a hand up the side of 
Lorne’s head and boldly fondled one horn. “D’these 
get longer, man?” he asked.  

Lorne shivered. “Spike,” he said, never taking his 
eyes off Jaymie. “I owe you.”  

“Yeah, yeah, just don’t call me when you wake up in 
the morning and don’t know which end of yer body 
yer head’s at,” said Spike, busily unwinding wire and 
stringing it along the back of the stage.  



“Can I help?” called Xander, leaning on the stage.  

“Nah, just sit over there and look beautiful,” said 
Spike absently, frowning at a frayed XLR cable.  

“Hey!” Xander clambered up onto the stage 
anyway, and hopped to his feet. “I’m not just some 
sex object.”  

“No?” Spike looked up, laughing.  

“No,” said Xander. He stepped mincingly around the 
whorls of black wire that surrounded Spike, and 
crouched down next to him. Gently pushed a lock of 
tinted hair behind a freckling ear. “I know how to do 
lots of stuff,” he whispered.  

Spike stilled and looked into Xander’s face. He could 
see emotions scudding there like clouds across the 
sky. And underneath that the question Xander 
seemed to be always asking him. The question with 
the secret word answer that Spike could not find.  

So he got up on his knees, wrapped his hands in the 
silky dark hair, pulled Xander forwards and tried to 
make the word with a kiss. His mouth spoke his 
passion to Xander, his tongue mapped out his need 



in Xander’s mouth. He pulled away for air and came 
back again, trying to write his explanation. Xander 
fell heavily to his knees, flinching against Spike as he 
hit a thick cable. Spike groaned and melted against 
him, his hand sliding up the back of Xander’s shirt. 
They rocked there.  

“Hey, hey,” one of Jaymie’s band members tossed 
an empty paper cup and it bounced off Spike’s 
head. They barely broke their clinch.  

“Bugger off,” said Spike, diving back into Xander’s 
lips.  

“No sex on the stage,” said the boy again. “Mr. L. 
says so.” Another paper cup bounced off Xander’s 
head. This time he and Spike actually stopped. They 
turned groggily towards the complainer. Lorne 
appeared, shiny, lime green tuxedo jacket glaring 
under the lights. He stood with arms akimbo and 
snapped.  

“No sex on the stage, you two.” He smiled. Added in 
a low voice, “I have heard a rumor that sex happens 
in my office on occasion.” He cleared his throat, and 



resumed at a normal volume, “ But no sex on the 
stage.” He waggled his finger.  

Spike sadly pushed Xander back. “Gotta finish 
here,” he said.  

Xander found the use of his legs again and made his 
wobbly way off the stage. He sat down with a sigh 
at Lorne’s table.  

Lorne sat down next to him. Leaned back in his chair 
and drummed one bejeweled finger on the table. 
“It’s Xander, isn’t it?” he said.  

Xander turned and smiled. “Nice to meet you,” he 
said. He held out a hand.  

Lorne took it loosely. “Oh, we’ve been introduced, 
honeycakes,” he said. “But I don’t think we’ve ever 
met.” He released Xander’s hand and studied him 
for a minute. Smiled. “Well don’t you just have eyes 
to make a mother weep,” he said.  

Xander blushed and looked away.  

A chair at the table squawked as Andrew jerked it 
out and straddled it, leaning it on its two back legs 



to rock against the table. “They won’t serve me 
beer,” he pouted. “They said I’m too young.”  

Lorne smiled wisely. “How old are you, 
sweetcheeks?”  

“That’s not the point,” groused Andrew. He banged 
his chair against the table, the drinks rattled in a 
satisfying manner and he did it again. “I’m the Evil 
Undead and I can’t get served a beer?”  

Xander laughed. He raised a hand and a 
beribboned, dual-tailed cocktail hostess appeared. 
“This is my step-Childe,” he said. “I’ll vouch for him 
if you’ll serve him a drink.” The demon nodded and 
trotted off.  

Xander turned back to Andrew and grinned at the 
glare waiting for him. “Now I’m corrupting a minor,” 
he said. “Spike will kick my ass if he finds out.”  

Andrew’s eyes widened in outrage. “Hey, I’m 
corrupted just fine already, thank you. Don’t need 
your help.”  

Up on the stage there was a guitar strum and 
feedback. “Okay, this is a test,” said Jaymie. He 



stepped back and played with the knobs on his 
Fender. “Spike, you wanna try it?”  

Spike leapt up from his place by a speaker and 
spoke into the front center mike. “Test. Test,” he 
said.  

“Okay,” said Jaymie. He hit a chord, played a little 
riff. Glittered fingernail polish sparkled as his fingers 
flew down the black struts. “Sing somethin’ man.”  

Spike’s eyes slid over to Xander and Lorne’s table.  

“Are you open to trade,” he sang, “your salvation, 
for some faith…”  

“Good, good,” said Jaymie, adjusting knobs 
furiously. “Stay on that.”  

“I’ve been looking for truth, at the cost of living,” 
sang Spike. The drummer slid into his seat and 
picked up a soft rhythm. “I’ve been afraid, of what’s 
before my eyes. Every answer found, begs another 
question,” Spike sang, watching Xander.  

“You know,” said Lorne conversationally. “I can read 
auras.”  



Xander pulled his attention regretfully from the 
stage, and looked at him with narrowed eyes. “Did 
you just say auras?”  

“Yes, didn’t Angel tell you?”  

The corner of Xander’s mouth turned up in a sure-
buddy-tell-me-another-one smile. “Nope.”  

On the stage, Jaymie had found his melody and was 
running little riffs up and down as he followed 
Spike’s tune.  

“I can feel your faith 
Gonna make it mine 
I can be the man 
I see in your eyes”  

There was a very bad sound of feedback. “Shit,” 
said Jaymie, immediately stooping down to the 
black box at his feet. Spike hopped over, they 
fiddled for a bit.  

“Yes,” said Lorne. He picked up a tall glass of green 
liquid and sipped it. “Of course, the subject has to 
sing for me to read them.”  



Xander turned back to him. He cocked an eyebrow. 
“Okay,” he said gamely. “So, you gonna tell me 
what color Spike’s aura is?”  

“Oh, it’s not like that,” said Lorne.  

Spike had made it back up to the mike. Jaymie hit a 
chord. Modulated it. “Yeah, put a finish on it, man,” 
he said, stepping the volume up.  

“Will we grow together,” sang Spike.  
“Will it be a lie?  
If it lasts forever 
Hope I’m the first to die.” 

The drummer laid into the drums, Jaymie drew his 
note out, found a new melody and they went into 
another set. The cymbals crashed inappropriately, 
then kept crashing as their stand tilted sideways. 
Everyone stopped, laughing.  

“Okay, okay, get me my toolkit,” said Spike, shaking 
his head.  

Xander looked at Lorne, raised his eyebrows 
expectantly.  



Lorne shrugged. “Just a man deeply in love,” he 
said.  

Xander’s brow furrowed and he flushed and looked 
away. “Yeah?”  

“It’s his reward,” said Lorne, looking at the stage, 
the red eyes something more than that, something 
deeper. “Even his destiny.”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Angel kicked open the sewer access door with one 
booted foot and strode into the kitchen calling. 
“Spike, Xander, Willow…anybody?” He shifted 
Wesley’s body carefully in his arms and carried him 
to a sofa in the lobby.  

“We never leave the lights on,” said Wesley 
fearfully.  

“This is a different place, Wesley,” said Angel. He 
gently settled him into the sofa, propped pillows 
behind him. And knelt at his feet, holding his hands.  



“Of course,” said Wesley, rubbing his eyes 
confusedly. “Of course, how silly. I am sorry, Angel.”  

Two of the Slayerettes appeared at the head of the 
stairs. “Is something wrong?” called one.  

“I need Giles or Willow,” said Angel anxiously. One 
of the girls ran off to fetch them.  

“Mr. Giles?” said Wesley. “But, but what has he to 
do with us, Angel? We no longer…I no longer…” he 
looked at his hands, began counting carefully on his 
fingers.  

“It’s okay, Wesley,” said Angel soothingly.  

“I know that, Angel,” said Wesley, irritably. “I’m just 
making sure.”  

Willow came sliding down the stairs, her hair was a 
wild puff climbing up the back of her head and her 
shirt was on inside out. “Oh my Goddess.” She ran 
up to Wesley and Angel. “You’ve been injured. You 
were…” she reached for Wesley’s hand and he 
snatched it back.  



“Witch,” he said. He looked at the hand she had 
tried to touch. Turned it over with an expression of 
puzzlement. “But we washed and washed,” he said 
sadly.  

Willow stared at him. “Angel,” she said. “What 
happened?”  

“I don’t know.” Angel rubbed Wesley’s arm. “Well, a 
lot of things. Did Spike tell you?”  

“Yeeess,” said Willow. “But I think he kind of left 
some things out, maybe?”  

Wesley began sinking down. He turned and pawed 
needfully at Angel. Angel allowed himself to be 
pulled into his arms. “Sorry,” Wesley said tearfully 
against Angel’s shoulder.  

“It’s okay, Wes,” said Angel.  

Wesley calmed and looked up at him. “We never 
had a son,” he said.  

Angel nodded, fighting back tears. He petted 
Wesley’s head frantically.  



“I love you, Angel,” said Wesley. Tears rolled down 
his cheeks. “Does that make me a monster?”  

Willow went into triage mode. “Okay, he’s in shock. 
First, get him warm.” She snapped a finger at the 
remaining Slayerette. “Blankets!” The girl ran off. 
“Pax et quietis,” muttered Willow to herself and 
held her hand flat in the air before her.  

“Stand back, Angel,” she said with authority. Angel 
shot back.  

“Dormio. Somnio. Sano.” Willow closed her eyes 
and chanted in a demonic tongue, “Plissradee unt 
thellinare.” Wesley quite suddenly relaxed. His 
eyelids drooped.  

“Angel?” He reached for the vampire and was 
gathered up again in strong arms. “Oh, God, Angel, 
how did we get here? I remember you were…” He 
buried his head against Angel’s shoulder.  

Willow sighed and relaxed. Giles came down the 
stairs, looking impeccably groomed and fresh as a 
daisy. “What has happened?” he asked calmly.  



“Wesley’s been through a lot,” said Angel, clutching 
his friend to him.  

“I let him do it,” Wesley said into Angel’s sleeve.  

Angel petted and soothed. “Everything’s okay, 
Wes.”  

“No, no, so wrong. I felt so…Angel?”  

“Hmmm?” Angel rubbed against the still feverish 
skin. Cooling. Calming.  

“Angel, if you love me, does that make you a 
monster?”  

Giles watched the pair for a minute. “Hmm, yes. 
Willow? Perhaps we should speak in the library for a 
moment?”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
A Feral Shout had sung themselves hoarse and were 
happily grouped around an equally happy Lorne 
when Angel found his way to their table.  



“Where’s Judas?” asked Spike, shooting him a look.  

“He’s … he’s taking a trip with Willow and Giles,” 
said Angel. He tiredly rested his head in his hands.  

“Ah, the Watcher rehab facility,” said Xander wisely. 
“Yes, I’ve heard stories.”  

Angel stared at him.  

There was a squawk of the mike onstage. “Okay, it’s 
slam night,” said a tall, thin, pinkish feathered 
demon.  

Spike sat up straight. “Oh, that’s mine.”  

Jaymie, comfortably astride Lorne’s lap, leaned 
down and laid a hand on Spike’s arm. “That’s 
poetry, dude. We finished our set.” He sat up again 
and leaned in about an inch from Lorne’s face. “I’ve 
done that before,” he told him, smiling. “Forgot and 
did it again.”  

“Repetition can be fun,” said Lorne, watching 
Jaymie’s lips.  



“Yeah, poetry, that’s me,” said Spike. He jogged 
towards the stage, leapt up on it and grabbed the 
mike. He looked over at Xander. “Okay,” he said, 
“Xander, this is NOT a love poem.”  

I have been ashes  
I have burned away 
Found my way without compass  
and in the absence of light.  
 
I have been where there is nothing,  
but the going out again,  
and I can tell you 
The universe will go on.  
 
I have made a life of death, created it from my own,  
drank at its shrine, lay at its feet,  
made a mouth of blood and slaughter to sing 
my love of it and I can tell you 
the universe will go on.  
 
I have eaten fear.  
 
Stood at the precipice of day and night 



and found there was no choice 
only turning away and falling,  
into a point of light.  
 
But within you my star collides 
Novas unnoted by the telescopes of earth 
a tinder for eternity, a flame 
 
you burn me to a point 
a graphite tool  
you make of me a hard edge 
to scrawl across the sky.  
 
and I can tell you 
the universe will go on 
without you 
but without you 
I can not.  

Spike seated the mike back in its stand, hopped 
down off the stage. A few drunks in the audience 
clapped. Of course they had been clapping all night, 
so it didn’t mean much.  



“Huh,” said Angel. “I think he’s getting worse. At 
least his poetry used to rhyme.”  

But Xander had pushed up from his seat. He met 
Spike halfway across the floor and waylaid the 
suddenly shy blond by grabbing his hands.  

“Hey,” he said, swinging Spike’s arms. “That was 
some hot poem.”  

Spike looked at his feet and muttered.  

“I got it, you know,” said Xander.  

Spike shuffled his feet and frowned. He tilted his 
head sideways and glared at Xander.  

Xander smiled, stepped closer. “It’s me and you, 
huh Spike? Whatever happens? The end of the 
world or the World Series. As long as we’re 
together.” He moved in swiftly and caught Spike 
around the waist, held him close and leant down to 
his ear. He could feel Spike vibrating in his arms.  

“Wow,” he said. “You were really nervous, huh?”  



Spike made a growling noise. Xander laughed softly 
into Spike’s hair and felt the frame beneath his 
hands shiver. His lips traveled over the ear, tasted, 
moved down to Spike’s neck. He pulled him closer. 
Spike shuffled into the hug, his frame fitting 
perfectly into Xander’s. His hands found their way 
beneath the waistband of Xander’s jeans. He looked 
up at Xander, eyes huge, tongue mute. He pulled 
Xander’s hips towards him and rotated his hips, 
pushing against him and Xander felt the hard press 
of Spike’s cock against his leg.  

“Oh,” said Xander breathlessly. “Is that sign 
language for ‘fuck me now’?” Spike growled, his 
hand traveled down Xander’s ass and pulled their 
hips together again, urgently.  

Xander felt his own cock rapidly swelling in 
response. He took a slow step forwards, pushing 
Spike’s leg backwards with him. Another step. It 
was like they were dancing. Except Spike was 
rubbing and wriggling against him, his face 
burrowing into Xander’s neck.  



“Uh.” Xander was aware of the interested faces at 
the tables around him, but his main focus was the 
door to Lorne’s office, across the room. “Uh, maybe 
if we walked faster that a way, Spike.”  

Spike managed to open his eyes a slit. He cocked his 
head and looked in the direction that Xander 
indicated. A pause to inhale. And then they were 
both running across the room.  

Lorne watched the two men, holding hands and 
laughing, pushing through the door of his office. He 
leaned back in the chair, loosening Jaymie’s 
embrace and drew a cell phone from his pocket. 
“Hello,” he said, raising the young man’s questing 
fingers gently to his lips. “Spotfree Cleaning 
Service? Yes, yes, this is Lorne at Caritas? Yes, right, 
the usual. Oh, say tomorrow morning? Yes, the key 
is in its regular place.” He slipped the phone back 
into his pocket and smiled at Jaymie dreamily. “You 
can put your hand back now,” he suggested.  

Andrew drew circles on the table with the moisture 
from his beer bottle. “Uh, Angel?”  



Angel’s eyes moved fractionally to acknowledge 
Andrew. He raised an eyebrow.  

“Er, sorry about your Watcher,” said Andrew.  

“Thank you, Andrew,” said Angel, in a puzzled voice. 
“It wasn’t your fault.”  

“Yeah, I know that,” said Andrew, easily. “The guy 
was completely crazy!” His eyes widened with 
realization and he winced apologetically. “Sorry.”  

Angel waited.  

Andrew plucked at a napkin. “But, uh, I thought 
maybe…” Andrew looked up and searched the 
crowd around them, as if for a clue.  

Angel waited.  

“Maybe you need some help for a while,” Andrew 
managed to splutter the words out. “And since I 
kind of helped last time and it wasn’t, you know, so 
bad…” Andrew frowned and nibbled his lip. “Ow,” 
he said. A little blood dribbled down.  



Angel sighed and rolled his eyes. “Sure, Andrew, 
you can work for me.”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
“Geez, Spike. Fuck, that’s good. Oh, God,” said 
Xander. Or rather his throat said it but since his 
mouth was full of Spike’s cock it mostly came out as 
“eeethk aoo oohhh” with an attendant vibration 
that had Spike clawing desperately at the snakeskin 
of Lorne’s couch.  

Spike arched his head back and would have jumped 
if his whole being weren’t so firmly centered inside 
Xander’s mouth. Lorne’s ceiling was covered with 
mirrors. Spike grinned and watched himself, as if 
from Heaven. Black shirt opened to reveal a 
freckled pale chest, naked legs spread wide, a dark 
silky head bobbing between them.  

“Angel’s weep,” he quoted vaguely. Xander’s mouth 
drew hard and Spike arched and gasped, his eyes 
squeezed shut. The hot wet tongue energetically 



massaging the underside of his cock and he writhed 
against the leather, arms spread.  

Outside the crash of cutlery, the tinkle of glasses 
and rumble of voices, the sound of a bar or an army 
engaged from afar. Spike rolled his head and gazed 
up again at the mirrors. Darkness moved over him. 
Xander groaned around his cock, the warm gentle 
hands pressing his thighs open, lifting him up.  

Lorne’s desk lamp glowed up the wall, its light 
spreading in a golden triangle across the mirror’s 
surface. The disco ball’s light flashed rhythmically 
through the high windows and reflected like 
twinkling colored stars around the room, down the 
walls, over the sofa back, across his chest. Xander 
lifted him, fingers plunging deeply now, pressing 
that center that made him hot and Spike arched 
against the burn, lights dancing on his chest. He 
looked up into the mirrors and saw himself on fire.  

“Spike,” breathed Xander, lubricant on the fingers 
that caressed Spike’s cheeks. His cock, hot and 
heavy and pressing against Spike’s hole. “God, 
Spike, want you.” Hot eyes, liquid and dark and 



throbbing with life, a hot wet mouth on his tasting 
of sex and himself. Xander’s voice in his mouth 
some primal word, and the burn thrust inside, heat 
flying up Spike’s body. He gasped.  

Xander chuckled. “Yeah,” he whispered. He drew 
back slowly, Spike rolled his head, the lights dizzy in 
the mirrors above him, flying across his skin, Xander 
shoved in hard and Spike cried out.  

“Xander! Luv.” He reached for the lights, reached 
for the dark boy thrusting this heat into him, 
reached for that thing that burned and swirled over 
him. “Xander, I’m burning, Xander you…” he 
moaned and Xander drew back slowly, then shoved 
in hard.  

“God, you are so hot, Spike,” growled Xander in a 
musky voice Spike had never heard before. A voice 
from deep within a cave. And his hands began 
moving over Spike’s skin. Molding him like 
something molten and malleable. Thumbs pulled 
across nipples until they lit up. Lips and teeth 
marked points of light across Spike’s neck, his 
collarbone. Heat moving inside of him, drawing out 



slowly, achingly, and Spike whimpered as he felt 
himself cool. Then the heat slammed into him 
again, sparks across his groin, fire down his legs, up 
his chest.  

Spike raised his hand and Xander released one thigh 
and clasped Spike’s hand with his own, their fingers 
intertwined. The lights danced from the air over the 
black hair, falling into the eyes. Soft wet heat sliding 
in and out of him, the dark swollen lips open, 
panting. Then Xander’s head bowed, his rhythm 
picked up, pistoning, building friction, making Spike 
hot inside, fucking him with a rod of fire. “I love 
you, Spike,” Xander panted, hot air against his neck, 
rolling his hips, out of control and out of rhythm 
now. He squeezed the clasped hand almost 
painfully and looked up into Spike’s face and Spike 
could see it was not just him because Xander was 
on fire. Xander was burning too. “I love you,” tears 
in the black eyes now, floating candles there, “I love 
you.”  

And Spike made a noise that meant, “Yes.” The fire 
across his chest and in his eyes, his body burning 
up, the man above him crying out, fingers digging 



into his thighs, arching back, pulling him up, lifting 
him from the ash, throwing him into the sun and 
air, throwing him into the light. And Spike cried 
“Love,” and “Xander,” and arched into the flame 
and let this life take him.  

Epilogue ~ For Sentimental Reasons 

 

May 20, 2013. Hancock Park, Los Angeles, 
California  

The house was one of a small, intimate circle of 
classic bungalows, overhung with oaks and age. It 
sat at the end of a cul de sac, so very little traffic 
passed by. Only those who lived there and their 
occasional visitors. So most of the residents were 
familiar with the visitors, hours and goings on of 
their neighbors.  

The black Plymouth, curving around the corner and 
parking at the curb just after sunset, was not 
familiar. But the red and white Ducati high-speed 
bike, and the tow headed boy who rode it, were. 
And when he had parked his bike up against the tall 



wooden fence, pulled off the matching helmet, and 
jogged over to meet the man who stepped out of 
the car, all but the nosiest Neighborhood Watch 
members drew away from their curtained windows 
and went back to their own business.  

The boy and the man climbed the steps, rang the 
bell and stood looking out past the low overhung 
porch, through boston ferns, spider plants and 
fuchsias gushing in profuse layers from hanging 
planters. They turned when the man opened the 
door. Stood there speaking with him for some time, 
as he leant in the doorway, arms crossed. Seemingly 
pleasant but they were not asked in.  

And then the tall, dark haired man turned, trotted 
down the steps and back to his car. Hopped in and 
drove away.  

Only after the Plymouth had rounded the corner at 
the end of the block and disappeared completely, 
did the man in the doorway step out onto the 
porch. He sat down in a wicker rocker, the boy 
perching nearby on the porch railings, flicking the 
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ashes from a cigarette over the side into the 
rhododendrons. They spoke for some time.  

Finally, as the first evening star poked through the 
smog-coated sky, the man rose and walked back to 
the door. The boy just stood there for a minute. 
Even from across the street, the set of his 
shoulders, his stillness as he watched the man walk 
away, spoke volumes of longing. The man stopped 
in the doorway, leaned a hand on the frame. 
Paused. Then swiveled his body around and raised 
his arms.  

The two blond heads bent together. The boy clung, 
hands clenched in the man’s shirt, the older gently 
stroking the younger’s back. He could have been 
any man comforting his son. Except when they 
parted, he touched his lips lightly to the boy’s 
mouth.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
When he pulled the truck into his driveway, and 
saw Andrew’s motorcycle parked up against the 



fence, Xander felt an enormous surge of relief. 
Because if Andrew was here, then Spike was home. 
Xander hopped from the truck, pulling his briefcase 
from the seat next to him and looked up at the lit 
windows. Spike was home and he was safe.  

He hurried across the lawn and ran up the steps. He 
didn’t glance at the huge oak tree hanging over 
their porch, though he knew the vampire was 
probably standing there. He fumbled his door key 
out as he came to the entrance, pushing it into the 
ajar door and shaking his head at Spike’s 
carelessness. He eagerly entered the living room 
and looked around.  

A few years back, they had finally finished the 
downstairs. Retaining the old roundstone fireplace, 
despite their insurers dire warnings about 
earthquake, and the ancient oak floors, the rest of 
the interior had been opened up. The original 
support beams had been left in place, but their 
walls removed so when Xander stood in the 
doorway he could see all the way to the back porch 
windows. He took the deep breath of coming home. 



There was the smell of cooking coming from the 
kitchen.  

A huge duffel, its contents spilling, in the middle of 
the living room floor. The telltale lucky trainers tied 
to the handle. A trail of soiled clothing led to the 
stairs. Xander carefully placed his briefcase on the 
table by the door. Picked up the mail scattered on 
the floor there and put it back in its little basket. He 
removed his coat and hung it on a wooden hanger 
on one of a series of shaker pegs mounted on the 
wall there. As he stood, straightening the lapels so 
the shoulders wouldn’t lose their shape there was 
the sound of stockinged feet on wooden floors and 
then warm arms wrapped around him, a damp head 
pressed against his back and he twisted around.  

“Spike!” The name was cut off by Spike’s mouth. 
Hot and wet and tasting of tomato sauce and garlic. 
Xander ran his hands hungrily over Spike’s wired, 
eager body. Felt how whole his flesh was, how alive. 
He pulled back so that his eyes could verify what his 
hands reported and laughed when Spike’s head 
followed, burrowing into his neck.  



Xander wrapped an arm around Spike’s shoulders, 
an arm across his back and just held him, eyes 
closed again. Spike was safe. He took another deep 
breath. Felt that little extra tension he had been 
carrying all day let go a bit. “You’re cooking?”  

“Yeah.” Spike pushed lazily away from Xander, 
walking across the floor backwards in nothing but 
his sweats and the white gym socks, pulling lightly 
at Xander’s hand. “It’s almost ready. Come. Sit. Talk 
to me while I’m cookin’.”  

Xander let himself be dragged. Regretfully NOT 
leaning over to pick up debris as he passed it. “You 
got home early?”  

“Just before dusk.” Spike let go Xander’s hand as 
they entered the galley. He walked over to a 
saucepan and lifted the lid. Aroma filled steam 
swirled around his head. He lifted a large wooden 
spoon from its dish on the stove and started stirring 
the sauce.  

Xander sat down at the small kitchen table. They 
had kept it in a fit of nostalgia. He moved a 



saltshaker back and forth nervously on the tabletop 
before saying, “I saw it on the news this afternoon.”  

There was a hitch in Spike’s stirring motion. “Yeah, 
so you saw the accident,” he said lightly. “I’ve told 
you Xander, happens all the time. Nobody was hurt, 
just…”  

Xander was moving the shaker rapidly back and 
forth on the table. “I know. I know. It’s just today. 
And then I saw … Spike that car went right into the 
pit!”  

Spike looked over at his lover. He put the spoon 
down quickly and came over. Took the shaker from 
Xander’s hand and set it down firmly. “Xan, luv.” 
Xander lay his hands helplessly down on his knees. 
Spike manhandled him and shoved him back and 
finally got himself straddled comfortably on 
Xander’s lap.  

Xander wrapped his arms around him and leaned 
his head against Spike’s chest. He could feel Spike’s 
heart beating against his cheek. Spike had a 
heartbeat like a hummingbird’s, and a metabolism 
to match. Still lean and hard, a few more freckles, a 



few gray hairs, but much the same as the man who 
had crawled, exactly one decade ago, from the ruins 
of Sunnydale.  

“Xan.” Spike’s hands ran through his hair. Strong, 
sure, massaging, caressing, he tilted Xander’s head 
up until he was looking into his eyes. “Nothing 
happened to me, Xander. I’m home and I’m safe.” 
Xander nodded. Repeated that mantra in his head. 
Spike was home. And he was safe. Spike’s hands 
were on his shoulders now, kneading, caressing. He 
smiled warmly into Xander’s eyes and leaned down 
into another soft kiss.  

When he broke away, he stood up and went back to 
the stove. “So I survived the dreaded ten year 
anniversary of the destruction of Sunnyhell.” Spike 
leaned over the pan as he tasted his sauce. “Figured 
we should celebrate.”  

Xander’s eyes skittered around the kitchen. 
Flowers, still in their wrappers, waiting to be put in 
a vase. A wine bottle tipping from its ice bucket. He 
chuckled and ran a hand through his hair. “Okay, so 
the anniversary of the des… of that day is added to 



the list of weird traditions in the house of 
Harris/Summers,” he said. “I can deal.”  

Spike dumped noodles into a pan of boiling water. 
“Weird traditions? What weird traditions?”  

“Well,” Xander grinned as he thought about it. 
“There’s the memorial kitten poker game that you 
and Buffy insist on having every year.” He held up 
his hand when Spike opened his mouth. “And I so 
do not want to know why.” He gestured at a 
modestly sized Spanish style wooden cross hanging 
near their fireplace. “There is the traditional holding 
up of cross while obscenely dancing in the sun. That 
ridiculous studio prop coffin in the cellar, and the 
way you keep suggesting we ‘break it in’.” He 
shuddered as Spike laughed. “The Desoto in the 
garage…”  

“Oi, she’s a classic!”  

“…and the apparently necessary excessive drinking 
of tequila that must take place in it.”  

Spike raised an eyebrow and leered suggestively. 
“You weren’t complainin’ as I recall.”  



“Oh, I’m not complaining, Spike,” said Xander 
warmly. “I’ve loved every minute of it.”  

The tone of his voice made Spike look up and flush 
at the heat in Xander’s eyes. He turned back to the 
stove with a private, happy smile. “Dinners ready,” 
he said.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
They ate without speaking for a while. Finally, the 
bottomless pit of his stomach somewhat filled, 
Xander twirled a fork in the pasta. “Nice sauce.”  

“Yeah?” Spike smiled.  

“Maybe could use a little more garlic,” said Xander, 
making a face. Spike’s love of garlic in food was 
legendary. He swore, sometimes, he could smell it 
from blocks away when Spike made chicken moule.  

Spike feigned worry. “You think?” He smiled and 
tipped some more wine into Xander’s glass.  



“I like it,” said Xander. “But what happened to the 
traditional prime rib? You finally worried about my 
heart?”  

“’M always worried about yer heart, Xan,” said 
Spike, deeper meaning thrumming in his voice.  

Xander studied him. “Are your teeth bothering you 
again?”  

“Have an appointment with the dentist,” admitted 
Spike. “Damned English teeth,” he shrugged.  

“What comes of a century of not brushing after 
your meals,” said Xander thoughtlessly and then his 
eyebrows went up and he and Spike stared at each 
other and tried not to laugh at a joke in such poor 
taste. Xander grabbed his wineglass and drank, to 
quell the smile.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
They finished cleaning up the dinner things and 
brought the wine bottle upstairs with them. Spike 
went into the bathroom to start the water and 



Xander peeled off the clothing that was the mark of 
a man with responsibility. The clothing he had 
struggled through night classes and long hours on 
site for the right to wear.  

He brushed the jacket and pants down, hung them 
carefully on their wooden hangers, buffed the 
shoes, put them in their spot in the closet with their 
shoetrees. Slung the tie carefully in with the 
collection of others and flung his shirt into the 
basket earmarked for dry cleaning.  

Spike padded out of the bathroom in his black terry 
robe and looked Xander up and down with the 
pride of ownership. “You’ve been back at the gym,” 
he said, eyeing the ass that moved under Xander’s 
boxers.  

Xander laughed. Still pleased when Spike noticed. 
“Yeah, well, my back wasn’t bugging me so much.”  

“Maybe the Doc was right. Maybe it was the 
stress.”  



“Yeah, maybe.” Spike was carrying an excessive 
amount of stuff into the bathroom and it was 
making Xander nervous. He followed him in.  

The room was filled with candles. The large double 
tub they had indulged themselves by installing, was 
foaming with bubbles. Spike had brought the ice 
bucket up and in addition to their wine, a bottle of 
something with a suspicious twisted wire cork top 
jutted out.  

“Spiiike,” said Xander nervously. He watched the 
man calmly moving around the room, lighting 
candles. “What is this?”  

Spike looked up with an expression of such 
innocence, Xander had to sit down immediately on 
the toilet seat. “What’s happened, Spike?”  

“Xander, don’t get excited over nothin’. You’ll hurt 
your back again.” Spike wandered over to the tap 
and turned it off. He dipped his hand in and 
shivered with pleasure. “Fuckin’ hot, Xan.” He 
dropped his robe to the floor, raised one muscled 
leg and plunged it into the hot water. “Aahh!” he 



exclaimed, every muscle in his back, shoulders and 
ass tightening.  

Xander completely forgot what they had been 
talking about. The little bit of blood his dinner 
digesting stomach had left in his brain rapidly 
gathered below his waistline. He stumbled to his 
feet and followed Spike to the tub.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
They slid into their accustomed positions like two 
pieces in an old puzzle. Spike in the back, legs 
spread one knee raised, and Xander in front of him, 
leaning against his chest. Spike’s hands wrapped 
around the tense torso before him and immediately 
started kneading at the intractable muscles. Xander 
sighed, wriggled his shoulders, plucked one of 
Spike’s hands from its path down his side, reaching 
for the little nailbrush in the wire basket beside the 
tub. He began softly working at the perpetual 
engine grease beneath Spike’s nails. Wiggling 
occasionally as the strong fingers on Spike’s other 



hand worked through the accumulated tension in 
Xander’s back.  

Spike sighed. “Had a coupla messages waitin’ when 
I got in,” he said.  

Xander nodded. This was where they discussed 
their day.  

“Red called, wants to go out huntin’ china 
patterns.” Spike dug a couple of strong fingers into 
the ticklish area of Xander’s waist. “She needs her 
‘maid of honor’.”  

Xander cringed from the tickle and the message. 
“No! God, no! Spike…” He wiggled his ass as 
seductively as he could in the slippery foam. He 
hoped it was enticing. “Why don’t you…”  

“No way, Xan. Not my job.” Spike chuckled. “I’m the 
best man, not the ‘maid’.”  

“Shut up,” groused Xander good-naturedly. Spike’s 
hand was wondering up his ribs. It grabbed hold of 
the large muscle that spasmed across his shoulder 
blades and dug in.  



“Ah. Yeah.” Xander leaned back against Spike and 
moaned with relief.  

Spike chuckled and kissed the top of Xander’s head. 
He slid his other hand out of Xander’s grasp and 
began the treatment to the other side of Xander’s 
body. “Can’t believe ol’ Rupe’s finally talked her into 
it,” he said.  

Xander nodded, in bliss. “Willow’s very stubborn.”  

“Yeah, well, don’t like ta admit it, but when little 
Scarlett came, I was inclined to agree.”  

Xander smiled and wiggled into Spike’s touch. “You 
are such a Victorian.”  

“Nothin’ ta do with it,” said Spike calmly. “Little 
one’ll come into a load a dosh when ol’ Rupert kicks 
it.” If he’d been able, in the tight confines of the 
tub, Spike would have kicked himself the moment 
the words left his mouth. He felt the tension 
radiating all over Xander’s back.  

Xander was silent. “Yeah,” he said finally. “How old 
is Giles?” His voice had the worried sound of 



someone who thinks they might have missed an 
important appointment. His shoulders tensed up.  

Spike sighed and pressed a hard thumb expertly 
into the tensed shoulder muscle. “Giles is gonna get 
as old and ugly as that tree out front, Xander. You’ll 
see.”  

Xander nodded. The tension still lay in his 
shoulders, but as Spike massaged he consciously 
tried to relax.  

“The Center called,” said Spike. “Yer on the phones 
Saturday.”  

Xander rolled his head, the tension bands on the 
side of his neck turning to goo under Spike’s fingers. 
“’kay,” he said.  

“You’re doin’ a lotta good down there, Xan,” said 
Spike. “That boy you brought down to the reading 
Saturday last? Nice kid, really needed ta talk, 
though.”  

“Mark?” Xander leant slightly sideways to kiss 
Spike’s knee, where the slim white scar arched 



across it. “I haven’t heard from him. Hope he’s 
alright.” The muscle in his neck drew taught again.  

“Heard from Bill,” said Spike, seeking a distraction. 
He was rewarded.  

“At the track?” Xander straightened, his shoulders 
went loose.  

“Yeah, him and Steve called to offer their 
congratulations.” Spike nuzzled Xander’s neck, 
massaged a lower back muscle. “They wanna come 
up fer Thanksgivin’ again.”  

“Then you’re cooking,” said Xander, now relaxing 
noticeably under Spike’s hands. “Last time I tried to 
do a turkey…” he drifted off. They both chuckled.  

“Don’t know what yer talkin’ about, Pet. That was a 
work of art.”  

“Yeah, well,” Xander rotated slightly, so Spike could 
have access to the muscle running over his hip. “It 
was hard as marble, that’s for sure.” His mind 
drifted for a second, did a small backstroke. “Wait. 
Congratulations?” Xander felt a new anxiety, the 
anxiety of a man who has forgotten an important 



date. He saw it again in his mind; the flowers, the 
champagne, the victory dinner… “Fuck, Spike.” He 
was the worst boyfriend in the universe. He should 
win an award in the boyfriend hall of shame. His 
whole body tensed and Spike groaned with 
frustration and leant his head against Xander’s 
back.  

“You won, didn’t you?”  

Spike wrapped both his arms around Xander and 
squeezed. Like the man was a big tube of tension 
toothpaste and Spike could just force it out of him. 
“Yeah, Xander.” He sighed. “Thought you watched 
the race?”  

“I…I did, but I saw the accident and I …” Xander 
grasped Spike’s hands, completely miserable with 
himself again. “I’m sorry, Spike…”  

Spike laughed. “Oh hell, Xander, don’t be.” He 
paused and thought. “So did Douglas talk you outta 
it, or did you have to take that Xanex again? Cuz if 
you’ve been drinkin’ on that stuff…”  



“No, no, I’m a good boy, Spike.” Xander played with 
the hand he had captured. His finger ran gently over 
the thin platinum band on Spike’s ring finger. “Yeah, 
I called him right away and he was… he helped. But I 
had to turn off the set and I didn’t see it. Oh, God, 
Spike, I missed it. I’m so sorry,” he said miserably.  

“Never mind,” Spike chuckled against the skin of 
Xander’s back. He kissed a freckle, experimentally. 
“Got it on tape. And digicam.”  

“The whole crew?”  

“Oh yeah, and the victory party after.”  

“So we can watch it later?”  

“It’s sittin’ by the VCR already.”  

“Okay.” Xander slid a little further down into the 
bubbles. Lolled his head back onto Spike’s shoulder. 
“Congratulations, sweetheart. I owe you a present.”  

“Mmmm.” Spike nuzzled the soft fold between 
Xander’s shoulder and his neck. His fingers ran 
down Xander’s abdomen, and one hand slid below 
Xander’s balls, softly cupping them. “Presents,” 



murmured Spike against Xander’s skin. He fondled 
the sack with familiarity and tugged gently, just 
enough. Xander’s hips rolled and his shaft swelled 
slightly, bobbing in the warm water above Spike’s 
hand.  

“Baby,” said Xander, in that rough, dark voice that 
still got Spike hard in record time. “God, I missed 
you…”  

Spike’s other hand slithered down and his fingers 
wrapped around Xander’s half-hard shaft. He 
stroked slowly, easily, his hand knew this skin, this 
vein, the little swelling here below the head. He 
rolled his lips against Xander’s skin, trailing his 
tongue up his neck. “Only been gone a week, Xan,” 
he breathed.  

“Too long.” Xander pushed with his toes against the 
slippery porcelain of the tub and got his whole body 
pressed into Spike’s. “Oh God,” he said. “You’re 
already so hard.”  

And Xander felt that typically male anxiety of 
someone now being called upon to perform.  



But Spike was in the driver’s seat now, and he knew 
this vehicle, knew this engine, had tuned it with his 
own hands. His wise fingers squeezed and caressed, 
rubbed and circled. He mumbled against Xander’s 
neck and moved his head up to capture an ear lobe 
between his teeth. “You make me hard, pet,” he 
said, revving the engine a bit, shifting it into gear.  

Xander’s hips rose and fell in infinitesimal surges as 
the knowing hands pulled the tension from him and 
replaced it with lust, passion, a feeling of… “Oh, 
Spike…” whispered Xander.  

Spike bit a chain down one shoulder, rocking 
against Xander, his eyes closed. His hand rose up 
the memorized torso, passed over a nipple, 
pinched, flicked. He sighed.  

“Water’s gettin’ cold, luv, we should get out.”  

“Mmmmm, yeah,” said Xander, rousing. He rose, 
dripping, foam sliding off him. Now completely 
relaxed and thinking of nothing. Or rather, thinking 
only of one thing. He stepped out of the tub and 
held Spike’s hand with a kind of gentility as the 
other man stepped out.  



Spike’s cock stood proudly swaying against his 
stomach, bits of soap and warm water still sliding 
down into the brown curls. Xander reached without 
thinking. Lay his palm against the hard abdomen. 
Spike’s cock twitched and he shivered. “Towel’s 
behind you, pet,” said Spike. He grinned at what 
Xander imagined must be a helplessly besotted 
look. “Mmm, bit cold here, Xan.”  

“Oh.” Xander turned guiltily and fetched the big 
bathtowels. “Sorry. Here you go.”  

He stepped forward and applied the towel to 
Spike’s wet shoulders, draped the fluffy expanse 
across Spike’s back like a cape, pressing, rubbing, 
drying him. When he was finished, he wrapped the 
towel around Spike’s hips. Then Spike dried him off, 
taking his time running the big towel up and down 
between Xander’s legs, massaging his calves, his 
thighs, passing by Xander’s heavy, erect cock and 
spinning him about to dry his lower back, upper 
shoulders, neck. Placing a soft kiss there as he tied 
the towel around Xander’s hips.  



They had all the time in the world. And they moved 
leisurely into the bedroom, shed the towels, pulled 
on their robes. Spike popped the tape in the VCR 
and lay down on his side, pointing the remote at the 
machine and turning it on as Xander crawled up and 
spooned behind him.  

“See,” said Spike, gesturing leisurely with the 
remote, “there’s Tom passin’ the finish line.”  

Xander raised Spike’s robe, ran his hands up and 
down the downy flanks and rested his chin on 
Spike’s shoulder. “Just before the ‘chute opens, I 
always wonder if it’s going to,” he said uneasily.  

“Hey, little faith in the mechanics here!” said Spike 
in mock outrage. He rocked against Xander’s touch. 
Raised his leg a bit and wriggled against the warm 
fingers questing slowly, surely, against him.  

Xander chuckled, rubbed slow circles down Spike’s 
cleft. “I wanna see where they filmed you. Show me 
your parts.”  



“You got hold a my parts,” murmured Spike smiling, 
but he obediently fast-forwarded the remote. 
“Mmm, luv, your hands are so warm.”  

“It’s the oil,” said Xander, rubbing slowly 
downward. “It has cinnamon in it. Hey, there you 
are,” as the tape slowed and played a party.  

“Yeah, see that’s some exec from STS and our 
sponsor’s man. The fella in the blue shirt.”  

Xander growled and bent forward to that spot just 
behind Spike’s ear. “I don’t like the way he’s looking 
at you, Spike.”  

Spike smiled and rolled his head as Xander’s tongue 
found his hot spot. “Oh, Xander, he’s just lustin’ 
after the hottest engineer on the racin’ circuit,” he 
said, wiggling under Xander’s tongue. “Everybody 
knows I’m a happily married man.”  

“Are you?” Xander’s hands stroked and rubbed. The 
scent of cinnamon growing stronger. “Are you 
happy, Spike?”  



“Ecstatic,” whispered Spike, closing his eyes. He 
dropped the remote and reached down to stroke 
his swaying erection.  

“Nah ah,” said Xander, playfully catching his wrist. 
“Wait up for me, Mr. Over eager.”  

“Not over eager,” mumbled Spike. He reached 
backwards, flailed. “Wanna feel you, Xander,” he 
said, in a suddenly urgent voice.  

“Yeah,” said Xander, pressing the head of his lubed 
cock against Spike’s hole. Spike raised his leg and 
Xander bit his lip just slightly and pushed in all the 
way. His hand slid around to clasp Spike’s cock. And 
for a few minutes they just held like that. Spike 
making little noises against the pillow, Xander 
pressing his lips prayerfully to his shoulder. The VCR 
picture flickering and throbbing its grainy light over 
their bodies.  

Then Xander pulled back a fraction, gently shoved 
forward again, pulled back a bit, shoved forward 
again, building a slow smooth rhythm. Hardly even 
moving, but his body knew the spot inside Spike, 
could find it in the dark, in space, in the middle of 



eternity, Xander’s cock could find the little gland 
that made Spike gasp and exhale quick short sounds 
against his pillow, rolling his head, his hand clawing 
backwards to pull Xander against him.  

“Yeah, Xan,” moaned Spike. “That’s it, luv. Yeah, 
fuck me Xander. Just like that. Ah so…God, Xander, 
God, its so good.”  

Xander’s rhythm increased, the length of his strokes 
growing longer and stronger as his urgency built. His 
hand stayed a loose fist around Spike’s cock, 
mindful of bringing him off too soon.  

Spike’s language became more coarse, more 
desperate. He writhed back and forth, demanding 
more, his words finally dissolving slowly into just 
vowels as Xander felt his own balls finally tightening 
and gradually closed his grip around Spike’s 
dripping cock.  

“Xan,” cried Spike, sudden coherent. “Wait, Xander, 
I want…” his hand came down and stopped 
Xander’s. Xander was so surprised he ceased all 
movement.  



“Spike?” he said, groggily feeling the man over for 
injury. He blinked at the silhouette of Spike’s head 
that stood out in front of the flickering television 
screen. “You okay, sweetheart?”  

“Wanna see your face, Xan,” said Spike, wriggling 
off Xander’s shaft. He rolled over and clasped 
Xander’s face, leaned forward to kiss him deeply. 
Xander felt Spike’s tongue warm and spicy with 
wine, seeking every crevice of his mouth. He 
reached up and buried his hands in the damp hair 
and kissed him back as Spike rolled them over so 
that he sat astride Xander. He pulled back gasping.  

“Too hard for you,” said Xander, trying to push 
Spike over again. “You’ll hurt your knee.”  

“No, no, don’t want you to pull your back, Xander,” 
Spike insisted. He scooched forward and raised 
himself carefully.  

They clasped hands and Xander helped Spike keep 
his balance as he slowly lowered himself onto 
Xander’s cock. Xander closed his eyes and groaned 
at the increased weight and depth of penetration.  



“No, no, look at me, Xander, I want you to see me 
when you fuck me, I want you to watch.” Xander 
opened his eyes, slightly amazed, and saw his lover 
levering himself up and down on his shaft, blue eyes 
blazing and staring into his. “Tell me, Xander,” Spike 
begged softly. “Oh god luv, please tell me…”  

“I love you, Spike,” said Xander, a feeling of unease 
somewhere in his lower back, but the growing 
stimulation, visual and physical, distracted him 
completely. Spike arched and bounced against him, 
his channel clenching and throbbing, his cock 
swaying and pulsing, a steady stream of clear fluid 
flowing down it and spattering across Xander’s 
chest as Spike moved. Spike’s fingers tightened 
around Xander’s and he started crying out, short 
bursts of sound.  

“Ah yes. Ah god, Xander, love,” Spike’s chin 
dropped and he shuddered all over, his eyes intense 
and staring into Xander’s. His balls drew up tight 
and Xander found himself thrusting up hard without 
thought, losing his hold on Spike’s hands and 
grabbing his hips, pumping up into the hot, tight 
channel.  



“Say it,” begged Spike, writhing, his hands caressing 
Xander’s cheeks, his shoulders, running over his 
chest, as he twisted and bounced on Xander’s cock. 
“Say it Say it,” he chanted heatedly.  

“I love you,” said Xander, who infrequently said 
these words out loud. So deeply were they 
ingrained into their everyday life. His every 
decision. His every breath. “I love you, Spike. I love 
you.”  

Spike’s pleas devolved to cries and panting. His 
rhythm completely shattered and he writhed 
helplessly as Xander gripped his hips and pumped 
violently upwards into him. Without even touching 
his own cock, Spike started to cum. He dug his 
fingernails into Xander’s pectorals, his channel 
shuddered around Xander and great spurts of cum 
began flying out of his jerking penis. He screamed 
and finally his eyes closed, and Xander jerked 
violently against the spasming hole and felt his own 
sperm rush up his cock and into Spike in great white 
hot floods, that seemed to exist simultaneously in 
his balls and his brain.  



Spike shuddered one last time and collapsed across 
Xander’s chest, his chest heaving with great panting 
breaths that almost sounded like sobs.  

Xander wrapped his arms around his lover, stroking 
his back slowly, his own ears rushing with pumping 
blood, and wondered what was going on.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
When Xander woke much later, he wasn’t surprised 
to find Spike’s side of the bed empty. The feeling of 
unease that Xander had carried subliminally all day, 
increased to a palpable level, and he swung his legs 
off the bed, found his slippers by feel. Pulled on his 
robe and forced himself to walk slowly down the 
slippery wooden stairs.  

The one light in the living room located Spike for 
him; and the man curled on the sofa with the big 
book spread across his lap, froze his heart.  

“Spike?” Xander stood in the doorway, trying to 
think of a good reason why Spike would be sitting 



alone in the living room at 3 am looking through 
their old photo album and crying.  

Spike carefully closed the album. From across the 
room, Xander could see his hands shaking as his 
fingers traced the embossed cover. Spike put the 
album on the coffee table in front of him and 
looked up at Xander beseechingly.  

Xander had to count the steps, focus on each one, 
to cross the room to Spike. He had to concentrate. 
To sit down without accident. To gather his lover 
against him. He had to focus to keep from 
screaming.  

“What’s wrong, Spike?”  

The blond head burrowed against his shoulder 
merely shook in the negative.  

“Twenty questions, huh?” said Xander. Who had 
spent a decade with incoherent-with-emotion Spike 
and could figure out anything.  

The head nodded helplessly, a sob happened. 
Xander patted.  



“Is it bigger than a bread box?”  

A vigorous nod in the affirmative. Xander took a 
deep breath. “Are you sick?”  

No to that. Xander breathed a sigh of relief. 
“Overdraw the checking account?”  

A chuckle and head shake in the negative.  

Worse than overdrawing the checking account then, 
thought Xander, a horrible cold, clenching feeling 
beginning in his balls. And suddenly he knew that he 
didn’t want to know. That every second of not 
knowing was precious and that he never wanted to 
know. He held Spike against him and was silent.  

Spike finally pulled back a fraction from Xander’s 
arm, however, and spoke. “Angel came by today.”  

The cold, clenching feeling moved through Xander’s 
bowels, grasped at his belly. He took a breath to 
speak and found his ribs too tight. “Did you…”  

“Not invitin’ him in, Xander,” said Spike hurriedly. “I 
promised you that. But we … talked.”  



Xander merely nodded. The tightness in his chest 
precluded anything but breathing.  

“There’s a bit of an emergency.”  

Xander nodded again. Of course there was an 
emergency. There was always some fucking 
emergency. But they had been out of it for so long, 
he had hoped…  

“Not your problem,” he gasped out desperately. 
“That’s Angel’s thing, it’s not your problem, Spike.”  

“Well, see, that’s the thing, Xan,” said Spike slowly, 
his brow furrowed, his eyes downcast so Xander 
couldn’t see his expression. He leant into his lover’s 
shoulder and fondled the tie of Xander’s robe with a 
kind of devotion. “It’s one of those apocalyptic type 
situations and it’s happening in the daylight. Angel 
and the snake, they can’t do it.”  

“Not your problem,” repeated Xander, desperately.  

“They tried, mind you,” said Spike. “Seems the Big 
Bad expected it. Almost dusted Andrew.”  



“Not…” Xander wrapped his arms around Spike and 
pulled him close. “No.”  

Spike was silent. “I told him I’d ask you,” he said 
quietly.  

“Oh,” said Xander. “Well, I say no.”  

“Xander…”  

“No.” Xander clutched Spike and buried his head in 
his boyfriend’s neck. “No, Spike, no. Not yet, it’s too 
soon. I need … I …” He started crying helplessly.  

“Lotsa people are gonna die, Xander,” said Spike in 
a small voice. “I… I told you once. I can’t stand by 
and let that happen. I owe it…”  

Xander shook his head. “You don’t owe…”he said 
through tears.  

“I do, Xander. I hurt a lot of people.”  

“That wasn’t you,” whispered Xander into his neck.  

“Sure it was,” said Spike uncomfortably. “That was 
me, Xan. And… and I’ve had a lot of good stuff come 
to me.” He ran a strand of silky dark hair between 



his fingers, closed his eyes suddenly as a tear 
escaped down his cheek. “I’ve had so much good, 
for having done so much bad,” he whispered. “It’s 
all been…” He held Xander and his eyes traveled 
around their living room. “It’s all been such a gift.”  

He pushed back and took Xander by his shoulders, 
shook him a little to get him to look up at him, to 
see the resolve in his face. “Xander, this is 
something I just hafta do, you know? Or I won’t 
feel… I won’t feel I deserve this, Xan.”  

“You don’t earn love, Spike,” said Xander, 
desperately. “It’s just yours.”  

Spike smiled and his eyes shone. “God, Harris. You 
are such a fucking piece of work, what am I gonna 
do with you?”  

“Stay with me? Tell Angel and Andrew to fuck off?” 
said Xander hopelessly.  

Spike shrugged. “Andrew’s against it, too, ya know. 
Came by with the poof and tried ta give me his half 
of the key today.”  



Xander felt a kind of numbness creeping through 
him. He had dreaded something like this for ten 
years and now that it was here, he could barely take 
it in. “When do you have to tell him by?”  

“They wanna go fer it tomorrow,” said Spike, 
watching Xander for some sign of his lover’s 
emotional state. “I should tell them tonight. Leave 
before morning.”  

Xander felt it all. Rage, denial, desperation, a desire 
to make a deal. He felt all the phases at once. He 
looked up at Spike. “Can I have an hour?”  

Tears surged in the blue eyes and Spike had to look 
away. “Yeah, Xan. Anything.”  

“Okay.” Xander numbly gathered up the tie of his 
robe and rose to his feet, then shuffled towards the 
front door. “I need to talk to him.”  

Spike’s eyebrows went up, but he nodded. “’Kay, 
pet.”  

“But I still have an hour.”  

Spike nodded again. He couldn’t speak.  



 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Andrew was where he always could be found. 
Leaning up against the old oak tree near the porch. 
A circle of cigarette butts, old and new, at his feet. 
When Xander came shuffling out, he looked up at 
first hopefully. His eyes read Xander’s face. He 
looked away.  

“I hoped you’d talk him out of it,” said Andrew. He 
sounded angry.  

Xander sat down carefully on a porch chair. “Come 
up and talk to me,” he suggested.  

Andrew looked surprised at this unusual request, 
but trotted obediently up the porch steps. Sat down 
in the offered chair. “I mean, he’ll do anything you 
ask him, right?” he went on with some bitterness. 
“The big house, the rings the… the…” he drifted off. 
“Why couldn’t you talk him out of it, Xander,” he 
whined.  



“Spike only pretends I influence him,” said Xander 
quietly, studying the hands he clasped in front of 
himself. “He’s always done exactly what he wants.”  

They both sat for a few minutes in silence, 
contemplating the Freewill of Spike.  

“So, how bad is it?” Xander finally said. His voice 
was flat, emotionless. Andrew peered at him 
suspiciously.  

“What are you up to, Harris? Spike said he’d have 
my ass…”  

“’M not up to anything, bloodbreath. I just need to 
know,” said Xander in a heavy voice. He kept his 
eyes on his hands. Thick, strong fingers. The dust of 
dark hair across the knuckles. The slim platinum 
band that matched Spike’s.  

Andrew studied him for a moment. Made a 
decision. “It’s pretty bad,” he said finally. “We…we 
lost a girl this morning.” He looked down and 
Xander glanced over at him. Noticed for the first 
time the burnt hand and arm, the head wound.  

“One of the Slayers?”  



Andrew nodded at the porch floor. “I tried…” he 
said as if her were begging forgiveness of someone 
not there. He rocked in a small painful movement in 
the chair, dipped his head down further. “I couldn’t 
reach her,” he whispered. “Fucking sun,” he spat, 
twisting his hands together.  

“Somebody you knew,” said Xander with a sudden 
intuition. “Some…somebody I know,” the paranoia 
rising again. “Who was it, Andrew?” he demanded.  

Andrew shook his head, still looking at the porch 
floor. Xander was surprised to realize that the 
vampire was crying. “Spike said he’d have my ass,” 
Andrew said, his voice soft and nasal.  

“Fuck that. Tell me.”  

Andrew went still. He thought a minute. Then he 
looked up at Xander. “Faith.”  

Xander froze in shock. “But…but she’s in her 
thirties. Way too old to…” He stared at Andrew in 
horror.  

“Its pretty bad, Xander,” said Andrew.  



Bad enough to enlist the aid of retired Slayers. Bad 
enough to… “Okay, then,” said Xander with 
determination. “I’m coming also.”  

Andrew’s eyes widened, and for the first time they 
held something besides exhaustion and despair. 
“Oh, no. You are not. Spike… oh fuck, Spike is gonna 
stake me,” he said, shaking his head miserably. 
“Fuck, I am so dusted.”  

That Andrew would show more fear at the prospect 
of Spike’s anger than at an apocalypse amused 
Xander almost enough to break through his 
numbness. The tingle of emotion rumbling at the 
back of his mind was terrifying though. He clamped 
down on it.  

“I won’t tell him, Andrew,” he promised solemnly.  

“Doesn’t matter anyway,” sighed Andrew. “Angel 
says no more humans. He can’t take the risk and 
they just make it stronger when they…” he drifted 
off miserably.  

“It…it feeds on humans?” asked Xander.  



Andrew nodded unhappily. He wouldn’t look at 
Xander.  

“Spike’s human,” said Xander, the horror tingling 
away. He felt his mouth opening and closing 
ridiculously, like a fish, while he tried to make the 
outrageous question come out of it. “Angel,” he 
took a deep breath, “wants to use Spike as bait?”  

Andrew unthinkingly ran his hand over his head 
wound, apparently unaware when he opened it up 
again. He rocked in the chair and growled 
miserably. “Why couldn’t you talk him out of it?” he 
asked accusingly. “I tried, he’s so stubborn, but for 
Xander, his precious Xander I thought he would…”  

“No,” said Xander. The shock worse than he 
thought it could become. “No, that bastard, no. 
He’s…he’s always wanted to kill him,” he said wildly. 
“I’ll stake the bastard, I’ll…”  

“He’s right,” said Andrew quietly. “Angel’s right, 
Xander. It’s the only chance we have of stopping it 
before it gets into the civilian population.”  

Xander shook his head. “No.”  



“That’s what I said,” said Andrew fiercely. “Fuck the 
civilian population. What the fuck did they ever do 
to deserve protection? Talk him out of it, Xander. 
No one else can.”  

But Xander felt the terror washing through his brain 
and stared at the ring on his hand and he knew. He 
knew Spike was going to do this thing. Had always 
known. Someday the call would come and Spike 
would go. No commitment ceremony, no joint 
mortgage, no IRA, no planned vacations to the 
Greek islands or heartfelt promises of fidelity would 
stop this inevitable event. He buried his head in his 
hands. “Spike,” he whimpered.  

Andrew saw Xander’s defeat and his whole body 
sagged in despair. Impulsively he reached out and 
grasped one of the human’s hands. “I won’t let 
him…” He took a deep, unnecessary breath and 
gripped Xander’s hand hard. “I’ll bring him back to 
you, Xander,” he swore.  

Xander, surprisingly, did not pull his hand away. He 
looked up at Andrew in misery and shock and 
wonder. “You do care about him,” he said slowly.  



Andrew nodded, forced himself to hold Xander’s 
eyes. “Fucking love him, Harris. Won’t let anything 
happen to him.”  

“You do,” said Xander, studying Andrew. “Even 
though…” Xander’s brow wrinkled and a tiny self-
deprecating smile tried to touch his lips. “I’m…I’m 
selfish,” he admitted roughly. “I need him. I…don’t 
think I could do what you’re doing.”  

“Yeah, I know.” Andrew’s brow furrowed and he 
clenched his teeth. “Spike explained it, sort of, you 
know. You’re…” He chickened out and looked away. 
Found some courage, looked back. “You’re the 
fucking love of his life, Harris,” he growled.  

“He is my life,” said Xander weakly. He kept his grip 
on Andrew’s hand. Looking at him with wide, deep, 
vulnerable eyes and for a second Andrew got what 
Spike saw in this middle-aged, unremarkable 
human. He got what Spike claimed put him ‘down 
on his knees’. “You swear,” said Xander.  

Andrew felt his dead heart pinch up. “Yeah, Harris. I 
swear.”  



Xander nodded. “I believe in you, Andrew,” he said 
solemnly.  

And Andrew couldn’t have felt more awed if the 
Pope himself had waved a blessing over him.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Xander wandered back into the house, feeling every 
moment like he was walking his last mile, and found 
Spike finally in their bed. Naked.  

He shook his head, a grin cracked through his numb 
face. “You slut,” he said roughly. “is that all you 
think about?”  

“Well, yeah, when you’re around,” said Spike, 
raising his arms over his head and arching 
seductively under the thick blue coverlet.  

Xander crawled under the blanket, still in his robe 
and gathered Spike against him, as if he could 
scrunch him up like an old feather pillow and just 
tuck Spike under his ribs. He rubbed his cheek back 



and forth across the top of Spike’s head, and sighed. 
“But I can’t, Spike…”  

“Oh,” said Spike against his chest, in his growly 
voice. Fingers slid down, wandered with delicate 
expertise over dangly bits. “You can…”  

“No,” said Xander, another painful smile breaking 
the surface. “No, Spike, it’s too much, I couldn’t let 
you go…” his voice petered out and he clutched 
Spike again.  

“Hey.” Spike wrapped his arms around the tense 
back and clung, rubbing. “Hey, Xander. Come on. 
Sorry. Look! No hands.” He pushed himself back and 
raised his palms into the air. “I am pure.”  

Xander got a grip on himself. “Yeah. Okay. Mr. 
Clean.” He took a deep breath. “Get dressed, I have 
some stuff I wanna talk about.”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
The bedroom was too intimate. The kitchen held 
too many memories. The living room was so much 



their current life, all the photographs and 
memorabilia. Spike’s trophies, Xander’s certificates. 
The house was littered with painful booby traps, it 
seemed they could find no safely neutral zone.  

So they sat on the bottom step in the hallway, with 
their arms wrapped around each other. Some three 
feet away was the small cedar box Spike had 
brought out from its hiding place. It lay there like a 
loaded gun that Xander could not ignore.  

“I’ve never said goodbye to anyone,” began Xander 
slowly.  

“Xander,” said Spike urgently. “This isn’t goodbye. 
I’ll be back, luv.”  

“Okay, okay,” Xander hushed him, not able to bear 
any more thoughts of odds or chances or how bad 
this thing was. “What I meant was, it seems 
people… go away, and I’ve never had a chance to 
say the things I needed to.”  

“Oh, Xander.” Spike squeezed his boyfriend and 
smiled against his neck. “You’ve said it all to me, 
everything.”  



“We never had that talk,” Xander pointed out.  

Spike squirmed infinitesimally. “Talk?”  

“The commitment talk,” said Xander, a teasing smile 
on his lips.  

“Xan,” whined Spike. “I did the ceremony. I… I 
promised…”  

“But are you in it for the long haul, Spike,” said 
Xander, smiling, running his mouth over the tangled 
hair, his hands over the ribs he knew by heart, the 
muscles whose moves were so familiar they were 
part of his own body. “Is this forever, Spike?”  

“Forever,” Spike said against Xander’s neck and his 
voice was suddenly so intense it vibrated.  

“Forever,” whispered Xander, closing his eyes and 
trying to make forever in a moment of perfection. 
Trying to catch that one sparkling drop in a rush of 
frozen air. Holding this moment still. “I will always 
love you, Spike,” he whispered.  

“Xander,” whispered Spike, tearfully. “Xan, I don’t 
think I can stand this.”  



“Okay,” said Xander kindly. Feeling a kind of peace. 
He adjusted his position, put a little space between 
them. “Well, I have a bunch of questions.”  

“Questions?” said Spike, looking up in horror.  

“Stuff I wish I’d asked people,” said Xander 
solemnly. “I’m going to ask you.”  

Spike blinked.  

“What do you like most about me, Spike?” asked 
Xander staring into his eyes with that ancient sphinx 
look that he could achieve. So young, so old. Spike 
swallowed.  

“You…what do I like most?”  

Xander nodded. “I want to know.”  

Spike laughed. “What do you think, luv. I like your 
cock!”  

“Seriously, Spike,” said Xander, flushing 
nevertheless.  

“I am serious, Xander. You have the most beautiful 
cock I have ever seen. And when it’s inside of me…”  



“Stop, stop.” Xander was cringing and becoming 
aroused and laughing and batting helplessly at 
Spike.  

Spike chuckled happily. “I like how much you love 
me, Xander,” he said suddenly with such simplicity 
it shocked Xander into stillness. “You handed me 
your heart,” said Spike. “No one has ever given me 
such a gift.”  

Xander looped his fingers through Spike’s fingers 
and studied them. “Guess I asked for that,” he said 
after a minute.  

“What do you like most about me, Xander,” asked 
Spike softly.  

Xander looked up at him, as if he were frightened. “I 
can’t separate you into bits, Spike,” he said.  

“Oi, no fair, whelp, you made me do it,” laughed 
Spike, leaning into him.  

“What I mean is,” Xander wrapped an arm around 
his boyfriend, “you are so all encompassing, Spike. 
You’re like a hundred things at once. Like light, you 
know. I know there’s a lot of colors there. I know I 



could separate them all out and name them, but 
what I really like is just to lay down and let the light 
soak into me.”  

“Wish I could,” said Spike after a moment.  

“You have,” said Xander. “Every breath I take. Every 
word I say. Every touch. It’s all got you in it now, 
Spike.”  

And there seemed little else to say. But Xander 
Harris could always babble about something. “You 
know what I’ll always remember?”  

Spike laughed. “I hate to ask.”  

Xander growled and nuzzled that spot behind 
Spike’s ear.. “Tying you to the chair in my 
basement,” he said.  

Spike huffed in outrage. “What? And you never 
said? Oi, no fair holding out on a kink, Xan! And now 
we’ll never…” he stopped, horrified.  

Xander clutched at his shoulder. He squeezed his 
eyes shut and tried to hold forever.  



“I’ve got to go,” said Spike breathlessly. “Xander, I 
can’t do this, it’s…it’s killing me. I’ve got to go.”  

Xander nodded, he clutched Spike’s shoulder.  

“Okay, then,” said Spike. Focusing and wresting 
himself free of Xander, and standing up. Taking a 
step towards the box. Another one. “Time ta…” he 
laughed shortly. “Time ta suit up, I guess.”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
They carried the little box out onto the porch. With 
no ceremony, Andrew and Xander took the chains 
off from around their necks for the first time in ten 
years. Fit them together, placed them in the lock. 
The box opened with a little snick.  

Xander exhaled the breath he had been holding. A 
part of him had hoped that the box would not open.  

He felt the wand, although Willow’s glamour held 
and he could not see it. He reached into the box and 
some part of his mind said hello to the familiar 



sensation, the smooth oblong stone, the little magic 
tingle.  

He lifted it out, looked Spike in the eyes, and 
slipped the wand into his pocket.  

Spike took in a dragging deep breath. A surge of 
dark blue swelled and receded in his iris and he 
took another deep breath. Pink flared in twin spots 
on his cheeks. “Alright then.” His eyes, the energy 
and power overwhelmed momentarily by emotion, 
scanned Xander’s face. Xander felt himself 
memorized, and stood very still. He schooled 
himself against regret. ‘I love you, I believe in you, 
you are mine’ he made his eyes tell Spike.  

“Alright then,” and Spike turned away. A brisk nod 
at Andrew. He reached up to his ear and removed 
the small silver hoop there. Held it out to Xander.  

“What?”  

“No metals, Angel says,” said Spike seriously. He 
slipped off his ring.  

Xander felt quite suddenly that someone had shot 
him through the heart. Spike pressed the band 



against his palm and closed his fingers over it. “Hold 
onto it for me, luv,” he heard Spike say. A dry, soft 
kiss on Xander’s cheek, and Spike turned, hand on 
Andrew’s shoulder, and trotted down the stairs.  

He watched them walk away from him. Across the 
lawn, up on the bike. Spike raising one hand in 
farewell, then turning his head, resting his cheek 
against Andrew’s back. He held the ring, tried to 
hold the feeling of Spike’s kiss on his cheek, even as 
it faded, like dry snow blowing off the pavement.  

They roared away on the bike and Xander sat down 
on the top step of the porch. Unable to re-enter the 
home that was thick with Spike. Unable to do 
anything but sit, clutching the ring, and wait.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Spike had said dawn to dusk. He had estimated that 
time frame. The battle. It would happen in daylight, 
the final strokes falling at dusk when the creatures 
of the night would swarm in.  



Xander sat all day on the porch, putting his will out 
there wherever it was that practical magic was 
supposed to happen. Putting his thoughts and his 
wishes and every mad prayer he could find into 
Spike safe, Spike alive, Spike returning whole. He 
clutched the ring and waited.  

Dusk came and dissolved into twilight. The first 
stars appeared. Xander wondered, if the world 
ended, would the stars really go out, or would they 
be all that remained, lighting endless blackness 
where the memory of a world hung.  

That cool, absolute grey silence now. No thing 
moved in all of the 3 billion residents of Los 
Angeles. The drunks were home. The early morning 
joggers not yet up. It must be about four am ticked 
the compulsive clock in Xander’s brain. And it began 
to rise, the cold assurance that had paced all along 
in his belly like a tiger, that they were not returning.  

Spike had said dusk and it was nearly dawn of the 
next day. Xander wondered if anyone would ever 
come to tell him or if it were so bad this time that 
the world would end completely. He wondered if 



Spike had thought of him, if he had had time to 
remember. He wondered if he had had last words.  

Xander clutched the ring and he thought that 
maybe this time no one would have last words. A 
funeral, a place and time to say goodbye. Maybe 
Armageddon was just around the bend at the end 
of his neighborhood’s corner. Like a monstrous 
black panther, cool, silent paws inexorably 
approaching. And he thought maybe, finally, we all 
make our own eulogies anyway. Hang our own 
memories against that wall of nothing at the end of 
time.  

I remember Spike, Xander whispered in his heart. 
His mind cast back and found itself at that cliffs 
edge and, for Spike, for the memory of Spike, 
Xander grasped hold of that box that was Sunnydale 
past, and lifted the lid.  

After ten years of therapy the Pandora’s box finally 
opened and for a moment the pain blinded his inner 
eye. But, ‘I remember Spike’, thought Xander, 
making a eulogy, stepping through the shards.  



He saw Spike for the first time. Actually, he saw 
Spike sideways because Angel was holding him in 
his large hands. Full game face, dancing on the balls 
of his feet, nostrils flared and in retrospect Xander 
could see quite clearly how little Spike had trusted 
Angel; he wondered that Angel, with all his 
supposed knowledge of Spike, hadn’t seen it.  

‘I remember him pulling me from Angel’s arms and 
throwing me to the ground. Me so scared I 
practically shit myself and I would have killed them 
both if I could.’ And for a long time Xander would 
have, zealously and joyfully, killed Spike if he could.  

The factory where he had kept both he and Willow. 
The throbbing headache, the fear, the lust, the 
subsequent catastrophe, all remembered, but 
achingly also now he saw Spike out of his mind, 
drunk and raging with grief and desperation. ‘ 
Monster’, thought Xander, startled at the thought, 
‘driven half mad with love’.  

He remembered Spike taunting Buffy and her 
friends; now saw clearly the longing twisted into the 
hate and the sneers. He heard himself bating Spike 



back; nemesis, bleached blond menace, deadboy 
junior, fangless, ‘fuck I called him a lot of names’. 
The chip. Such a tenacious pain in the ass punk, 
Xander remembered, almost smiling. With the 
asinine comments and the sexy wiggle and the 
cigarettes and the drinking. But always around, 
always present. What kept a creature so close to 
those who tormented him?  

Buffy. Xander leaned his head against the railing 
and recalled that old ghost of a shadow of jealousy. 
But it no longer had the power to pull him under, 
and he saw also, Spike chiming in at Scooby 
meetings, pointedly commenting how little he cared 
when in fact he must have mustn’t he, or why else 
was he even listening? Blood left splattered in the 
sink, wet towels strewn across the bathroom floor, 
stomping dirty boots across the living room loud 
enough to wake the dead, attention getting, 
childish, immature, alone. Lonely, realized Xander. 
Spike was always so lonely.  

The memories came at him so fast now all he could 
do was lean against the railing, the cool dew damp 
wood rubbing his skin, the cold metal digging into 



his palm, images cascading over him like a 
magician’s deck of flying cards. A murderous 
vampire, a souled hero, a lost boy, his lover, the 
meaning of his life.  

He saw Spike after the change and it was as if a spot 
suddenly shone in the shadows. At some point his 
boyfriend had completely lost his depression. 
Waking every morning with a thump of feet on the 
floor and a great huzzah. Even the worst of disasters 
seemed to only make him laugh. Xander 
remembered Spike at the commitment ceremony. 
His awe, the way he looked at everybody. Xander 
had thought Spike was afraid but now he could see, 
the man simply could not believe he was no longer 
alone.  

“Tell me this isn’t a dream,” Xander had said, as 
they danced and kissed with their friends around 
them.  

“Don’t much care if it is or not,” said Spike, 
snuggling under Xander’s chin and swaying 
blissfully. “if this is only the dreams that come, well 
then Xander, I’m in Heaven.”  



Every day, Xander thought wonderingly, for Spike 
every day had been … “it’s all been such a gift,” he 
recalled Spike saying. While Xander had worried 
and clung and tried to hold his head above water, 
desperately paddling, Spike had lain back and 
floated and enjoyed.  

Xander took in a deep, painful breath and realized 
with the burn in his lungs and the rawness of his 
throat that he had been holding it. As if he could 
stop time. Above him, the last star winked out. Pink 
tinged the underside of one lone cloud.  

He heard the bike first.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
The Ducati’s obnoxious screaming engine, tuned to 
a pitch of offensiveness by Spike, could be heard for 
blocks even during the midst of a heavily trafficked 
Los Angelina day. In the early pre-dawn stillness, it 
screamed like a bomber jet howling down from the 
sky. Xander sat up, not willing yet to hope. And 
looked eagerly down the street.  



There was only one rider. Xander stood up abruptly, 
because he had to escape this. He had to get away 
from this messenger of Spike’s demise. Clutching 
the ring so tightly it bit into his hand, he stumbled 
backwards up the steps, shaking his head.  

The Ducati slid expertly into the driveway. The 
driver, favoring one leg, slipped off. Xander shook 
his head, no, and tried to walk backwards up the 
step, but the driver turned with that oddly familiar 
limp and his heart lurched painfully. Hands reached 
up, yanked free the hood.  

Blond hair, spiked and streaked with blood, the 
most beautiful smile he had ever seen. “Spike.” 
Xander breathed again, his knees gave way, he sat 
down with a thump and tried to find something that 
would assure him that this was real, not another 
fantasy constructed during the night. Spike was 
really there standing across the yard, bent to one 
side and bleeding.  

Xander jumped up and started running. “Spike,” he 
called, “you’re bleeding.”  



“Xander.” Spike shook his head and held up a hand 
in denial, but he sank to the grass anyway. “Christ, 
Xander, yer half naked.”  

“What?” Xander stopped and looked down at 
himself. The robe hung open basically presenting 
himself to the neighborhood. He clenched the front 
flaps together.  

“Fuck.” Spike leaned on the ground and laughed. 
“How long you been sittin’ out here like that, Xan?”  

“Since you left,” said Xander. Spike looked at him 
with enormous sobriety. But Xander ignored that; 
he was on his knees on the wet grass, running his 
hands over bloody limbs and face and hugging Spike 
to him. Then helping Spike struggle to his feet and 
Xander gathered him into his arms. “Thank you,” he 
whispered into the bloody hair.  

A door slammed behind him. Spike looked up over 
his shoulder, alert. “It’s Angel and Andrew,” he 
announced. “Xander, there’s somethin’ I gotta tell 
you…”  



Xander spun around. Angel had hopped out of the 
car and opened the passenger side door, as if for a 
date. He bent in and carefully lifted an unconscious 
mass of blood and blond hair from the front seat.  

Spike’s voice behind him was terse and filled with 
pain. “He saved my life, the idiot. Ran right in front 
of wall of knives comin’ at me. Fuck, Xander…”  

Xander was running across the lawn, forgotten robe 
once more flapping free. He helped Angel lift 
Andrew and he and Spike and Angel carried him to 
the porch. They set him down carefully.  

Spike was still reciting. “Almost bled out right there 
on the field. I had to… Xander, I’m sorry.”  

Xander turned and stared at Spike. “What?”  

“I made him bite me, Xander. I’m sorry, I promised I 
would never but God…”  

Xander looked down at the unbreathing bloody 
corpse on his front porch swing. Andrew’s chest 
was opened in so many places, Xander could 
identify organs. One hand seemed almost severed, 
tied on with the remains of someone’s shirt. The 



muscle in his face was exposed, an ear was missing. 
The lid of one eye torn open to reveal the unseeing, 
staring blue eye.  

“How’d you make him bite?” Xander asked, 
approaching the small vampire slowly.  

“It’s mostly instinctive,” said Spike, watching Xander 
quizzically. He wasn’t sure he was going to be 
forgiven. “You put warm blood near an injured 
vampire and he’ll just chomp down you know… 
Xander! What are you doing?”  

Because Xander had pulled his sleeve up and was 
pressing the pulse point of his wrist into Andrew’s 
mouth. “Fuck!” he yelled when the jaws latched on. 
It was loud enough to wake a neighbor’s dog, who 
began barking. Xander went to his knees with the 
pain, and Spike ran to him, knelt with him held him 
up.  

“That’s… that’s enough now, Xander.” He heard 
Spike’s voice through the intense and 
embarrassingly erotic draw against his wrist. The 
robe was wrapped more firmly around him and 
Spike pulled him up. “Fuck, Xander, lemme tuck you 



into bed. Out here all night in yer skivvies and then 
this…”  

“We should take him inside,” said Xander. “It’s 
almost dawn.”  

Spike stared for a breath. “Uh, yeah. Xander, you’re 
the one what said no vampires in the house.”  

“It’s Andrew, Spike,” said Xander. “Here, I can lift 
his legs, you get his shoulders, invite him in as we 
walk.”  

“Okay,” said Spike to this weird entity that so 
resembled Xander. He glanced at Angel. “Angel 
should get inside soon also, Xander.”  

“Then I guess he’d better drive fast,” said Xander, 
not even glancing at the other vampire on the 
porch.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
About three layers of sheets and a tablecloth 
protected the leather couch. The remaining sheets 



and blankets covered any cracks in the shuttered 
windows where deadly sunlight could sneak 
through. They stood looking down at him.  

“The butcher said they’d deliver the blood this 
afternoon,” said Xander.  

“’S good. He’ll have ta be awake to drink it anyway. 
In the state he is now, his body would just vomit up 
animals blood.”  

Xander shuddered all over. “I so do not want blood 
vomited across my living room.”  

Spike laughed. “God, it’s good to see you back.”  

Xander turned, surprised.  

Spike just caught his hand, his eyes crinkled in that 
happy way and Xander slipped his arm shyly around 
his lover’s waist. He gazed into eyes he had thought 
he might only see again in memory. Delighted in 
their life, their warmth. “I had a great eulogy for 
you, you know,” he told Spike teasingly.  



Spike looked enormously surprised. Xander, who 
was so afraid of disaster, speaking lightly of eulogies 
and death? “You wanna tell it to me?”  

Xander’s other arm came around Spike. He rocked 
him slightly side to side. And laughed shortly. 
“Funny, it’s all kind of a blur. It was sort of ‘hot 
blond, bastard, hero, love of my life’ I guess.”  

Spike wrapped his arms around Xander and 
snuggled his head in under his chin. “Sounds all-
encompassing. Did it rhyme?”  

Xander laughed. “Oh no you don’t. I’m not gonna 
have my heart breaking eulogy spit into a 
microphone at one of your poetry slams.”  

“Hey, I won a prize with that letter you sent me in 
Indianapolis.”  

“I can’t believe you mocked that. That was…God, 
that was my heart’s blood, Spike.” But Xander was 
laughing as Spike smiled into his chest. “But 
something just happened to me, while I was waiting 
for you Spike.”  



“You caught pneumonia, and now are delirious with 
fever, I’m thinkin’.”  

“No, something else, you irreverent bastard.” 
Xander leaned back and tousled Spike’s hair 
hopelessly. “God, you are a mess, let’s go have a 
shower. And then a bath.”  

“Yeah,” said Spike leading Xander across the room 
with him towards the stairs. “Let’s go do that.”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
“Your knee is going to be a problem again, isn’t it?” 
Xander was standing completely naked in the 
steamy shower with a fully clothed and soggy Spike 
hanging onto him.  

They had waited to remove the wand from Spike 
until after he had wobbled up the difficult stairs to 
their room. As Xander lifted it from him, it had 
morphed into a small, medieval looking, iron key. 
They looked at each other, eyebrows raised. “I don’t 
wanna hear yer speculation ‘bout what that’s the 



key to, Xander,” said Spike, sighing. “Least not 
today.”  

Spike’s clothes were so drenched with blood, and 
still sticking to wounds, they decided to soak them 
off. He leaned on Xander, exhaustion, stress and 
pain finally working their way to the fore. His knee, 
as the pants finally came free and fell to reveal it, 
was swollen and red.  

“Damn wand,” Spike said weakly, wincing as he 
tried and failed to flex the injured joint. “If it had 
decided to heal torn ligaments I wouldna said no to 
a little more evil.”  

Xander laughed. He gently peeled t-shirt material 
from Spike’s shoulder. Under the apparent gallons 
of blood, the actual cuts were not deep at all. 
“Don’t think we should complain,” he said.  

Spike leaned into him, pressing his face against 
Xander’s shoulder. And they stood for some time in 
the hot spray, blood running off both their bodies in 
rivulets, wet, ruined clothing a soggy mess around 
their feet.  



Xander reached around Spike finally and turned off 
the shower. “You’re exhausted,” he said. “I’m 
putting you to bed.”  

They crawled into the bed. Spike protested ruining 
the sheets and appeared horrified when Xander 
laughed it off, but he was too tired to question 
anything and within seconds of being swaddled 
inside the big blue coverlet, Spike was asleep, 
mouth open, small nasal sounds issuing, eyelids 
twitching.  

Xander watched over him for as long as he could 
keep his own eyes open. In his head a mantra of 
thanks seemed to be chanting. He thought it might 
never stop. He lay his head down finally on the 
damp pillow, wrapped himself happily around his 
boyfriend and fell asleep.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Andrew was tossing about fitfully, talking to himself 
and making a mess of the sheets, when Xander 
came down late that afternoon. Xander jogged over 



to the injured vampire, yelling for Spike. By the time 
Spike came limping down the stairs, in his black 
robe and slippers, wildly snarled, uncombed hair 
sticking up all over his head, Andrew was conscious 
and sitting up on the sofa staring around the room 
with huge eyes, and an awe struck, open mouthed 
expression on his bloody, torn face.  

“Am I…”  

“You’re alright,” assured Xander. “Hang on, don’t…” 
He grimaced. “Don’t bleed on stuff and please don’t 
vomit.” He gathered up the fallen sheets, spread 
them again over the sofa. “We’ve ordered some 
blood and, ewww…” He shuddered and looked 
away as Andrew rolled towards him, staring, and 
Xander caught an eyeful of the torn away ear.  

“Am I inside your house?” asked Andrew in awe.  

Xander nodded. “Well, yeah, sun was coming up, 
you were all ooey gooey mess on the front lawn… 
Oh God, Spike.” He waved his arms in dismay. 
“Where’s the first aid kit, I mean we need gauze or 
something.” He shuddered.  



Andrew looked down at his torn body. Touched 
himself wonderingly with the palm of one hand and 
stared up at Spike. “You…you let me. And…” His 
head swiveled and his eyes became impossibly 
wider. He pointed a hand, still with flesh hanging 
from the thumb, at Xander. “You let me…” He 
looked down at Xander’s arm, saw the bite wounds 
there and gasped.  

He lay down flat on his back and stared at the 
ceiling. “I’m dead,” he said with assurance. “Or 
more dead. And I’ve gone to some weird vampire 
limbo. Like…like Han Solo when they sealed him in 
the…” He sat up again and stared at Spike. “You’re 
alive!”  

Spike nodded, grinned “Yer right, snake.”  

Andrew’s whole face became even more grotesque 
as it crunched up with emotion.  

“Here.” Xander was unraveling gauze onto the floor 
and urging Andrew to take it. “Oh, now its unsterile, 
oh hell, doesn’t matter.” He looked back at Spike. 
“Little help here!”  



Spike jumped forward and helped Xander wrap 
gauze around Andrew.  

After a while, Xander sat back and gazed at the 
bunchy, white, but no longer drippy and grotesque 
vampire on his sofa. Andrew blinked back at him.  

“You let me into your house.”  

Xander looked uncomfortable. He stood up. “Yeah, 
well, guess you’re family, aren’t you?”  

Spike and Andrew exchanged a look. Spike 
shrugged. “He had an epiphany, he says.”  

Andrew nodded, wonderingly.  

Xander had opened the front door. Bent over and 
picked up a huge package. Spike jumped to his aid. 
“Xan, your back!”  

“Eh, too late,” said Xander with a grimace. “Look, 
we’ve got blood.” He stomped happily off to the 
kitchen.  

Andrew stared, mouth agape. “He bought me 
blood.”  



Spike raised his arms in a helplessly befuddled 
gesture.  

“This is like that Christmas movie,” said Andrew. 
“The one with Jimmy Stewart?”  

“It’s a Wonderful Life,” sang out Xander happily 
from the kitchen. He strode back into the room with 
a mug full of warm blood. “or, in your case, I guess. 
It’s a Wonderful Unlife.” He put the mug on the 
coffee table on a coaster.  

Andrew stared at the mug. “This is the weirdest 
thing that’s ever happened to me,” he said.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
“He was amazing,” said Andrew, shaking his head 
and flexing his newly healed fingers experimentally. 
“Like he just knew where that thing was headed 
and,” he snapped a finger, “there he was, kicking its 
ASS.” Andrew laughed happily.  

Spike grinned and shoved at a burning log in the 
fireplace with a wrought iron poker. He was sitting 



with one leg bent, the other straight in front of him, 
on a raised cushion and with its brace strapped on. 
“Got my ass kicked a bit, too,” he said. He leaned 
back against Xander’s knees, sitting in the big easy 
chair behind him. Xander’s hand went to his 
shoulder and Spike’s hand rose up. Their fingers 
found and intertwined with each other instinctively.  

Andrew watched the habitual intimacy with a calm 
expression. He sipped his blood and looked around 
the room he had only seen before through windows 
or in a slice of doorway. Besides the cross on the 
wall and Spike’s racing trophies spaced across the 
mantel, the only decoration in the room seemed to 
be photographs. The small end tables were literally 
covered with small, framed portraits of the Scooby 
gang and an assortment of young men, some of 
whom Andrew recognized as Xander’s GCSC ‘strays’, 
some he had never met. Behind Xander’s chair, a 
wall covered with photographs. Spike at the beach, 
lean brown torso twisted to glare at the 
photographer, blue sunscreen shielding his nose. 
Spike posing jauntily atop a ski slope, jarringly new 
gear glinting in the sun, paired with a portrait of 



Spike spread eagle and half buried in snow, skis 
pointing at odd angles. A largish portrait of Spike 
and Xander holding up their fish and reels. Spike in 
hideous orange safety vest and Xander wearing a 
truly ugly hat festooned with pins and feathers. 
There was an odd portrait of Xander in a pink wig, 
apparently in a parade or aboard a float. In front of 
him Spike sat grinning at the camera in a t-shirt that 
announced, “Hi dad, I’m gay.” The entire living 
room was a testament to Xander and Spike’s shared 
life. A life lived in the sun. Andrew noticed that his 
blood was getting cold. He put his mug back down 
on the coffee table.  

“Coaster,” said Xander, automatically.  

Spike smirked. He kissed Xander’s fingers and 
looked at Andrew expectantly.  

“Hokay,” muttered Andrew, snatching up the cup 
and placing it on the coaster. “World almost ends 
but don’t want fucking rings on the coffee table, no 
sir.”  

“Hey,” said Xander, sitting up, “you done with that? 
Do you need more?” He stood and picked up the 



mug, headed off towards the kitchen. “You should 
force yourself to eat,” he called. They heard 
movement in the galley, a microwave ping. Xander 
stood in the kitchen doorway again. “Andrew,” he 
said tentatively. “Do you need more human blood?”  

Andrew snorted uncomfortably through his nose 
and looked for a moment as if he had swallowed his 
tongue. “Wha…” he managed to gasp.  

Spike leaned back on his elbows and started 
laughing.  

“Because I know you’d heal better with human 
blood, I, uh, remember that and I bet we could get 
some…” said Xander.  

Andrew thought he might be choking, though he 
didn’t need to breathe. He swallowed hard, several 
times.  

“Yer in fer it now, sprite,” chuckled Spike.  

Andrew stared at him.  

Spike shook his head back and forth, smiling at the 
fire. “Really glad you’re here, snake, give Mother 



Hen over there someone else to fuss over for a 
while…”  

Xander was placing the mug back on the coaster. “I 
like that. Complaining about being fussed over, Mr. 
Spoiled baby.”  

“Oi! Injured hero here, Xan!” Spike looked up at him 
with great, wounded eyes.  

Xander tisked. He dropped to his knees by the sofa 
and began tugging at Andrew’s bandages, 
unwrapping some and checking healing in intimate 
places with all the callous familiarity of a post-op 
nurse. Andrew’s cheeks grew steadily, impossibly, 
pink.  

Spike chuckled.  

“Well, you seem pretty much healed, but your 
clothes are ruined,” said Xander briskly. “I’ve got 
some old stuff you can have. And Spike will let you 
have one of his shirts.” He ignored the protest from 
his boyfriend and went on. “I’ve got an old jacket…” 
Xander stood and walked over to the closet. He 
rummaged, bringing out things. “Always made me 



look fat.” He held aloft the leather bomber jacket. 
Saw Andrew’s eyes light up. “Yeah? Good then. 
Spike, come help me.”  

“In pain here…” Spike whined. Then huffed and 
gave up. Struggled to find his feet. He limped, 
exaggerating a bit for effect perhaps, over to help 
Xander as the man began dragging things from the 
closet. “Old jeans, still good but too short for me,” 
he handed them to Spike. “Andrew, are you boxers 
or briefs?” He stood and looked an inquiry at the 
little vampire who sat frozen on the sofa.  

“Briefs it is,” said Xander. “I bought Spike a new 
package, you can have a pair of his.”  

“Xan, my shirts are one thing, but when you start 
giving away a man’s pants…”  

Xander turned to Spike, smirking, and scooped his 
boyfriend up by the waist, leaning him over and 
nuzzling his neck. Spike grabbed at the shaggy head 
and elicited a very unmanly giggle. Andrew moved 
his gaze from the sight of them to the clothing in his 
hands and fingered it thoughtfully.  



“I… think I need a smoke,” he said finally. He stood 
up with the clothes bunched in his hand, clutching 
the tatters of bandages against him for modesty. 
“Think I’ll change and…” He stopped, watching as 
the two men’s hands slid over one another on 
learned routes of intimacy. Xander seemed to 
realize what he was doing and straightened, 
catching Spike’s hands and giving him a look.  

“You don’t have to go, Andrew,” said Xander, 
glaring sternly at Spike.  

“Uh, right,” said Andrew. “It’s just hot in here 
and…” he gestured vaguely.  

Spike’s hand had come up to Xander’s neck again, 
his fingers curved around and his thumb caressed 
up and down.  

Andrew shrugged a shoulder and sidled towards the 
downstairs bathroom. “I’ll just, uh…”  

“Come in if you get cold,” said Xander. He raised 
Spike’s other hand to his lips, his eyes staring into 
his lover’s.  



“Yeah,” said Andrew, watching the two men 
absorbed so completely in each other. “I…I will.”  

When he came out of the tiny washroom, they were 
already upstairs. Andrew found his things; keys, 
cigarettes and the slim silver lighter Spike had given 
him long ago, tidily deposited in a box on the coffee 
table. Xander had neatly written his name across 
one end. He stashed the stuff in the pockets of his 
new jacket and slipped out the front door.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
“Talk to me, baby.” Xander crawled slowly on all 
fours up the naked, sprawled body of his boyfriend. 
He leaned down and licked the odd inch of skin here 
and there as he went. Spike lay, legs splayed 
outwards, up on his elbows, grinning down at the 
growling, dominant, black eyed beast Xander had 
become as they came through the bedroom door.  

He shivered as Xander’s tongue dragged from the 
inside of his knee up his thigh. The shiver seemed to 
slither up his entire body, making his cock twitch 



and sway and his nipples peak. Little goosebumps 
spread in a wave across his belly and chest and the 
hairs stood up all over his arms. “What…” he gasped 
for breath as Xander began a lick up the inside of 
the other knee, “what do you wanna hear, Xan?”  

“Tell me,” Xander looked up with feral eyes. “what 
was it like?” His hand followed his tongue, and 
Spike’s head fell back helplessly as the large, strong 
palm closed over the tender skin on the inside of his 
injured leg.  

“What was what like?” he asked the ceiling, 
wriggling with energy and immobile with sensation 
as Xander’s other hand gently pushed his thighs 
further apart now and he felt warm breath against 
his balls. “Wha wwah…” said Spike, eyes closing.  

“Being superstrong again, being a demon,” 
breathed Xander, and his tongue, hot and broad 
and wet with saliva drew a long stroke over Spike’s 
balls and around the base of his cock.  

“Be…be…be…” said Spike breathlessly, one hand 
flailing ineffectually at the sparks flying off his body. 
Xander’s warm, wet, toothy mouth suddenly 



encased one of his balls and Spike’s butt rose off 
the mattress as his hands flew out to catch at 
sheets and he cried, “Xan, gonna cum, Xan…” but 
muscular fingers gripped the base of his cock and he 
squealed and writhed instead.  

“Nope,” said Xander in his dark voice. “First we’re 
going to talk.” Spike felt something prickly and hairy 
sliding up his leg and torso; he opened his eyes a 
crack and saw Xander’s face, wickedly smiling, a 
length of rope in his hand. “I want to talk about 
power, Spike,” said Xander.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Giles ran his tongue slowly up the inside of one soft 
fold, loving the way the skin curved and flowed back 
down, his mouth sought again and found the small 
nub. His tongue circled it at first slowly then faster, 
never quite engaging the tip.  

“Oh, baby,” Willow’s thighs clenched around his 
ears so that he could barely hear her, but he knew 
what this would do. He ran his tongue again, down 



the soft folds, around the damp musky entrance 
where juices spilled, his fingers climbing up and 
playing, his tongue plunging in.  

Willow arched and her soft belly protruded slightly, 
obscuring her face, but Giles didn’t need to see to 
know where he was, his wet fingers finding their 
trail up the smooth skin, capturing a nipple and 
squeezing it with learned pressure. His tongue 
moved up and down, found its little button, circled, 
circled.  

“Oh, Oh.” Willow’s thighs tightened, the muscles 
vibrating. She arched and moaned, her hands 
convulsively dug into his hair. And Giles lapped at 
her as at a fountain, drinking her down his mouth 
devoured her, his fingers plunged into her deeper. 
Feeling her walls clench and shiver he moaned 
against her heated quivering skin, his tongue 
vibrating now against the center of her clitoris, 
demanding, his hand pushing up inside her, fingers 
spreading and twisting.  

Willow screamed, arching and he felt her muscles 
clench around him, her hands tear at his hair. 



Somewhere, vaguely, he felt his own release 
grinding desperately into the sheets, but he kept 
licking at the juices that poured from her now, 
playing the fluttering walls with his fingers, 
caressing the protruding nipple, until she shrunk 
away from him giggling madly.  

Giles sat up groggily, his face damp, lips swollen. He 
crawled up and gathered his giggly wiggly little girl 
against him, dragging the flannel blanket up behind 
him. They kissed deeply, languidly.  

Willow pulled away, eyes half lidded, smile huge. 
“You taste like pussy.”  

Giles smiled knowingly and bent down to kiss her 
again. “I thought you liked that taste,” he said.  

Willow giggled again. Her hand wandered over his 
chest, began traveling downwards, but he caught it 
and pressed it to his mouth, kissing each finger. 
“What about you, sweetie?” asked Willow.  

“I took pleasure in your pleasure,” said Giles. He 
bent down and kissed her temple.  

“Yeah?”  



“Yes.”  

“Cool,” sighed Willow in contentment, her fingers 
hypnotically weaving their way through the beloved 
small hairs across his chest. “You know, honey, the 
doctor said we can have penetration again. It’s been 
over six weeks since the baby, no infections, no 
scarring…”  

Giles bent, kissed her hair. “But I like licking you 
until you come,” he said into her ear.  

Willow shivered all over and snuggled closer. She 
wriggled against him with a little heat. “I swear, 
Rupert,” she whispered happily, “you are just a 
lesbian trapped inside a man’s body.”  

Giles chuckled. “There are worse things to be,” he 
said.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
“Xaaan…” Spike tugged at the ropes that bound his 
wrists and legs, his body arching and wriggling, 



trying to find friction somehow in sheer air for his 
needy dribbling cock.  

Xander’s chuckle sent a thrill up Spike’s spine. A 
finger softly brushing that spot between his balls 
and his hole; Spike wriggled trying to get some kind 
of contact and the finger was withdrawn. “Nah 
ahh,” said Xander.  

He crawled up so that he was on all fours, his hands 
and knees around Spike’s torso, his heavy, engorged 
cock hanging down. He swung his hips barely, 
grinning malevolently, and bumped cocks with 
Spike. Spike cried out and arched.  

“Xan, please, god, please, wanna come, Xander…” 
panted Spike, tugging once more at his restraints.  

“Hey hey.” Xander’s game faded as he caught 
Spike’s arm in concern. “Don’t pull so hard, babe, 
you’ll hurt yourself.” He bent over and kissed the 
inside of Spike’s elbow. “Just relax, let me do all the 
work.”  

He reached down, careful not to make contact with 
Spike’s cock, and tugged at the little rubber cock 



ring, loosening it just barely. Spike’s moan was loud 
and long.  

“Xaaan,” he whimpered. Xander laughed quietly 
again and crawled a little further back so that he 
was sitting on Spike’s thighs. He began to stroke 
himself, occasionally batting at Spike’s cock with his 
own.  

“I think you’re going to wait for me,” he said, 
grinning. His hand sped up.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
It was hot up on the roof. The wind was hot and the 
sun-soaked tarpaper was hot. The metal siding 
against which her back was pressed was hot and 
cool strong hands lifted her dress and pressed her 
bottom against the heated metal.  

“Buffy,” growled Spike, his human teeth biting hard 
enough down her throat to leave marks. She threw 
her legs around his hips, felt him lift her onto his 
hard wet cock, pressing into her slowly slowly. She 



dug her fingers into the skin of his neck and 
slammed herself down hard.  

“Ah, fuck,” swore Spike, pressed up against her, 
deep inside her. He pulled back and slammed 
against that spot. “Fuck.” He slammed it again. And 
Buffy arched and pressed her breasts against his 
hungry, seeking mouth. Her nails dug a line down 
the back of his neck. He wailed and clasped a nipple 
between his teeth, she cried out as he chewed at it 
roughly.  

A large, rough palm caressed her cheek and she 
opened her eyes and looked into brown eyes hot 
with desire. Angel leaned forward and they kissed. 
Warmly, lovingly, their mouths opened against each 
other. Spike moving between them moaning. Angel 
drew back from her mouth and leaned sideways to 
capture Spike’s ear between his teeth.  

“Yes,” panted Spike hotly. He leaned up and latched 
onto Buffy’s mouth. Four sets of hands moved over 
her. Lifting her, opening her thighs, her buttocks, 
someone’s thumb rubbed over her hole and Buffy 
felt her insides quivering around the mass thrusting 



there. Then two of the hands were drawn away. 
Spike made an animalistic sound and writhed 
against her wildly. She opened her eyes and saw 
Angel looking down. His face intense in 
concentration. His lower body thrusting, thrusting.  

“Yeah, like that,” cried Spike. His hands came up 
and captured Buffy’s breasts, his thumbs dragged 
harshly over her tender nipples as he slammed 
inside her. He twisted his hips and keened suddenly. 
“Fuck me, Sire.”  

And Buffy gasped, her insides fluttering as some 
kind of white heat began to flare deep within her. 
Angel surged forward suddenly, hard, and Spike 
shouted against her breast and his cock drove deep 
against her spot. She screamed. Spike wailed. Angel 
did it again. And again.  

“Oh,” said Buffy, arching her head up, someone’s 
fingers inside her ass now, the sound of flesh 
slapping against flesh, wet tongue on her throat, 
wet mouth kissing her. “Oh, I’m… I’m…going…”  



“Ahh, ahh.” Spike writhed and arched up inside her 
and Angel pulled back and clenched his teeth shut 
and there was the loud slam of a door.  

“Oh my God!” said Xander Harris.  

And she woke up. “No!” Buffy pounded her pillow 
repeatedly until a small hole expelled feathers. “No, 
I always wake up at the good part!” She twitched 
uncomfortably, sighed and slithered back down 
under her sheets, one hand sliding down into damp 
folds. She closed her eyes. “Mmmm, Spike,” she 
whispered.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Lorne pulled the rich red velvet robe closer around 
himself, sat back in his desk chair and switched off 
the reading lamp. “Sweetie,” he called. “is that 
cocoa ready?”  

“Yeah, yeah, Lorne.” Jaymie came into the room 
carefully balancing two cappuccino sized mugs with 
marshmallows brimming to the edges. He was 



barefoot and bare-chested, in a pair of black boxers 
with a dayglow tongue painted across the crotch. 
Said crotch swayed slightly with the semi erect 
heaviness there.  

Jaymie carefully put the two mugs down on the 
table. “I hope you’re done with your stuff,” he said, 
gesturing distastefully towards the pile of ledgers 
and envelopes that covered Lorne’s desk. “I’m only 
home for a week,” he said, pouting.  

“Your manager is a cruel taskmaster,” pointed out 
Lorne, smiling.  

“Yeah,” said Jaymie, leaning against Lornes shoulder 
and running the palms of his hands hypnotically 
over Lorne’s horns. “You should give the band more 
time off, Mr. Manager,” he said.  

Lorne tugged and Jaymie acquiesced in a liquid 
tumble into Lorne’s lap. “Mmmm,” he said wriggling 
sensuously against the velvet-covered chest and 
arching like a cat as the Pylean’s hand gently 
massaged his crotch. “My big red snuggly guy,” said 
Jaymie. “I love red, you know,” he said, leaning back 
and gazing at Lorne with enlarged pupils.  



“You have mentioned it,” said Lorne dreamily, 
running his hands through the long pink and black 
ringlets. His fingers danced over the man’s glossed 
lips and he licked his own lips in anticipation. “Baby, 
what are you on?”  

“Nothing,” lied Jaymie, his pupils expanding with 
the lie. He blinked and chewed at his lower lip, 
“okay, maybe a little stoned.”  

“Just pot?” asked Lorne carefully. His fingers 
traveled over ears, down the twisting neck, up to 
play at the teasing, rouged lips.  

“Yeah. Don’t need anything else when I’m with 
you,” said Jaymie, rolling his head and his hips 
under Lorne’s hands. Jaymie caught Lorne’s finger 
suddenly between his teeth and burrowed both 
hands beneath the robe. His fingers went places 
few men’s hands had dared to go before.  

“Oh, honey,” moaned Lorne.  

Jaymie wriggled. “Let’s go to bed, Lorne.”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  



 
Jaymie pushed him back against the black satin 
sheets, his hands searching and finding the thick 
throbbing cock and beneath it the soft wet 
entrance. “Wanna fuck you both ways tonight,” he 
said dizzily. He pulled back and pushed his shaft 
slowly between Lorne’s tight hot folds, until he 
pressed up against his balls. He rocked there while 
Lorne arched, red fingernails clawing at the black 
sheets, mouth gaping, chest heaving.  

“Fuck,” said Jaymie. “Lorne?”  

Lorne raised a delirious head. “Yeah, baby?”  

Jaymie thrust once and shuddered so hard his back 
seemed to ripple with it. “Do that thing you do?”  

Lorne smiled wickedly, his tongue sneaking out, his 
hips moved slightly, muscles bunching near his cock 
so that it arched, then a series of rippling muscles 
up and down his abdomen that seemed to indicate 
some massive internal movement because Jaymie 
started gasping and crying out, jerking hard against 
Lorne, grasping his cock in one hand, levering 
himself up with the other.  



They barely moved, Lorne’s abdomen rippling, 
Jaymie’s fist tightening as he twisted like a fish on 
the end of a hook, both their voices climbing the 
scale, two tenors screaming out, finally, their 
release.  

Jaymie sunk back to the soft green chest. Breathing 
hard. “Shit,” he said as if remembering. “I forgot the 
condom again, man.”  

“That reminds me,” said Lorne sleepily, his fingers 
played with a curl, released it. “I’ve got some 
interesting news…”  

A certain sobriety settled in Jaymie’s besotted face. 
“You aren’t sick are you, Lorne?” His mouth twisted 
suddenly and he turned his face to kiss the skin 
beneath his cheek. “shit if I made you sick I’ll…”  

“Told you, I can’t catch those things,” said Lorne 
peacefully. He ran a gentle finger down the bridge 
of his boyfriend’s nose. “You didn’t make me sick, 
babe,” he said.  



Jaymie raised his head and looked, with a dawning 
realization, at his Pylean boyfriend. “No, shit,” he 
said, eyes widening. He grinned.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
“I like this book.” The big man’s hand almost 
obscured the front cover of the book he held. He 
marked the spot, carefully, with a bookmark, and 
lay it on the bedside table.  

“Which one, Mark?” called a man’s voice from the 
bathroom.  

Mark scratched at the thatch of hair that almost 
obscured the Harley Davidson logo tattooed across 
his chest. “This ‘Bi like You’ book,” he called.  

“Oh, yeah, that one.” Percy Broughton came into 
the room, his lower extremities wrapped in a 
generous towel. He sucked in his overhanging belly 
a bit when his companion looked up. “Got that from 
my friend in LA, the big deal racing car guy,” said 
Percy importantly. “He sends me stuff all the time.”  



“Nice friend,” said Mark enviously.  

“Yeah, well, he was my boyfriend, you know,” said 
Percy. He slid under the sheets and ran his hand 
playfully through Mark’s beard. Mark responded 
with a little growl and a snap. “So,” said Percy in a 
husky voice. “Didya see the pictures at the back?”  

Marks eyes widened. So did his smile. “Yeah?”  

Percy wriggled closer. He ran his hands through all 
that hair. “Number fourteen is my favorite,” he said.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
The restraints had been removed but Spike still lay 
spread eagled on the bed. He stared up at the 
ceiling. He didn’t have the energy to raise his head 
but thought that probably, if he looked at them, his 
balls would be as shriveled and empty as hairy 
prunes.  

Next to him, Xander lay propped up on his side, 
licking his hand clean like a big cat. He occasionally 
offered a sticky bit of skin to Spike, who dutifully 



wrapped his mouth and tongue around anything 
presented to them.  

“Fuck, Xander,” sighed Spike, eventually, weakly 
“what the hell got into you?”  

“Didn’t you like it?”  

Spike exerted the tremendous amount of energy it 
took to roll his head sideways and stare at Xander. 
The last of his strength was expended in lifting one 
eyebrow into a ‘duh?’ expression.  

Xander shrugged. “I guess it’s that end of the world 
stuff,” he said. He rolled sideways, turning off the 
bedside lamp. Leaned down and pulled the blanket 
up over Spike’s limp torso. “All of a sudden I just 
want to do everything I’ve ever been afraid to.”  

In the dark, Spike’s smile spread into a happy leer.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Andrew blew a long trail of smoke up towards the 
starlit sky, and flicked ash into the rhododendron 



that grew next to the porch. “You know, Xander still 
keeps a stake in the table by the door,” he said 
casually.  

“Good to know,” said Angel, stepping barely out 
from the shadow of the tree.  

“Think he’s actually carved your name into it,” said 
Andrew, playing with his cigarette. He hopped 
down from the railing and came towards the steps. 
“I thought you went back to the hotel.”  

Angel sunk back into the shadows a bit. His voice 
was neutral. “I thought I’d take my time. No one is 
waiting up for me.”  

“Oh,” said Andrew wisely. He tossed his cigarette to 
the pavement. Hopped down the steps and ground 
it out. “Your Watcher off to the Looney bin again?”  

“Wesley,” said Angel, emphasizing the name. “Is on 
a retreat.”  

Andrew raised his eyebrows in a very Spike-like 
manner. He shoved his hands into the pockets of 
the bomber jacket. “Retreat.”  



“A stress-management seminar,” recited Angel 
carefully.  

Andrew leaned against the porch railing. A dog 
barked.  

“So,” said Angel awkwardly. Andrew looked down 
at his feet and pursed his lips.  

“How are your injuries,” asked Angel.  

Andrew looked up and smiled with a touch of fang 
and tongue. “Everything seems to be working,” he 
said carefully. They studied each other.  

Andrew pushed up and turned, began casually 
sauntering along the bushes toward the tall-gated 
fence at the side of the house. He neither heard nor 
saw the dark shadows move behind him, but he 
knew. “You ever see Spike’s Desoto?”  

Angel made a disgusted sound. “That heap he kept 
in Sunnydale?”  

Andrew kept walking, leaned against the gate gently 
so it swung open with barely a squeak. “No, he has 



a restored classic in the back yard.” He slipped 
through the gate.  

He had his boots and pants off by the time Angel’s 
dark frame appeared in the car door. He scooched 
over so the bigger vampire could slide into the back 
seat with him. Angel offered him a tube of lube and 
Andrew looked at it with a raised eyebrow. “Ooh, 
it’s the hearts and flowers tonight, huh?” he said. 
He took the tube, sat back on the seat, legs 
elevated, feet planted on the backs of the front 
seat, popped the top of the tube, reached down 
and began lubricating his hole.  

“Here,” Angel slid closer, made a vague grasping 
motion in Andrew’s direction. “Let me…do you 
want some help?”  

Andrew stilled and looked at him oddly.  

Angel leant over, untied his shoes, arched off the 
seat to take off his slacks. He tossed both in the 
front seat. Andrew handed the lube back to him and 
Angel generously lubricated his already erect cock. 
Then he moved over Andrew, sliding one arm under 
the blonds back, his hand wandering down to not 



only rub lubricant around Andrew’s pucker but to 
gently massage and stimulate his cock.  

Angel looked down into Andrew’s face and leaned 
in.  

“What?” Andrew got his hands between their 
chests and held Angel at bay. “What are you 
doing?”  

Angel’s great dark eyes studied the little moonlit 
face below him. “I thought I might kiss you,” he 
said.  

“What? Why?” Andrew tried rather vigorously to 
work himself free of Angel. But Angel had that 
bullhead immobile expression on his face. He could 
not be budged and his eyes were fixed on Andrew’s 
lips. He leaned closer.  

Andrew stared with horror as Angel bent down and 
kissed his lips. His unresponsive mouth was still 
partially opened in shock when Angel pulled away 
but his eyes were cloudy.  

Angel smiled down at him wisely and stroked 
Andrew with expertise and increasing pressure. 



Andrew’s palms stopped pressing Angel away and 
started caressing. “Oh,” he said, a little breathlessly. 
He wriggled his hips on the seat and pulled back his 
legs eagerly. “Okay, fuck me now, Angel,” he 
demanded in his cracking voice.  

“In time, little one,” said Angel and he leant in and 
kissed Andrew again. Andrew protested against his 
mouth for a few seconds. But Angel held him down, 
rubbing, stroking, licking; his hands and mouth 
working him and gradually Andrew’s protests 
became moans of appreciation.  

“Are you ready?” whispered Angel, completely 
unnecessarily and Andrew groaned and planted his 
feet on Angel’s bare backside and pressed down, 
wriggling in an encouraging manner. Angel arched 
back, planted the head of his cock precisely at 
Andrew’s perpetually virginal entrance and pushed 
in gently.  

“Uh, harder,” panted Andrew, clawing at Angel, 
trying to pull him in.  

“Don’t want to hurt you,” Angel said, eyes closed in 
concentration.  



“Hurt is good. Please just, God, please,” Andrew 
was arching and writhing. Angel pushed in. “Ahh,” 
cried Andrew clawing at Angel’s head.  

Angel buried his face in Andrew’s neck, nuzzling 
gently. He drew out slowly and then slid back into 
Andrew’s hole with a long, easy motion. Out again, 
until all but the head of his cock was withdrawn 
then back in, a long slide. Andrew moaned.  

“Fuck,” he said, and, “Yeah.”  

The speed and force of Angel’s thrusts increased 
and for a while both vampires breathed. The 
windows of the Desoto began to steam.  

“Ah, yeah, ah,” Andrew cried out rhymically with 
every thrust. His back arched off the seat with a 
little sticking noise as his hips rose against Angel’s. 
His bare toes clenched Angel’s ass, kneading as he 
tore at the silky hair.  

“Ha ah.” Andrew’s mouth opened. A tiny shrill cry 
wailed from his throat as cum began squirting 
between their heaving bodies. Angel’s voice was all 
animal, a roar and growl an intense exhalation into 



Andrew’s shoulder, his hips slamming into the small 
white ass hard enough to make the springs in the 
old seats protest. He came, in three great 
shuddering thrusts, game face rippling over him, 
fangs dragging down the slim white throat.  

They lay still in the moonlit steamy car, and 
gradually stopped breathing. Andrew didn’t open 
his eyes. He rolled his head to the side and one tear 
rolled down his cheekbone to the seat. “Let me up, 
now, please,” he said quietly.  

Angel murmured something against Andrew’s neck. 
The blue eyes popped wide open. “What?”  

“I said,” said Angel, pulling Andrew’s chin around so 
that Andrew was forced to meet his gaze. Forced to 
let Angel see the bereft, naked loneliness there. 
Angel placed another wholly unexpected kiss on 
Andrew’s lips. “Would you like to drink from me?”  

“It would help you heal,” said Angel while he waited 
for Andrew to stop staring at him, tears still hanging 
at the corners of his eyes, brows drawn down in 
confusion. “And it would make us closer.”  



This was too much. Andrew very determinedly 
pushed Angel away. He dug his heels into the seat 
and used the leverage to slip out from under the 
larger man. Leaning against the door, he wrapped 
his arms around himself, drawing up his legs. “What 
are you playing at?” he said. He tisked and quickly 
rubbed away an escaping tear.  

“Don’t you want it?”  

“No, I don’t want to drink a Master’s blood,” said 
Andrew venomously. “Duh.” He kicked at Angel like 
an angry child. “Give me my pants,” he said, his 
voice thick. “Asshole,” he said under his breath.  

Angel didn’t rise to the bait. He honestly looked 
hurt. Andrew kicked at him again, a lame little half-
assed kick. “What?”  

“I wasn’t trying to mock you, Andrew,” said Angel. 
He handed Andrew his pants. “I’m sorry.” He looked 
away. Reached into the front seat for his pants. 
Appeared to be interested in their buttons.  



“Stop that,” said Andrew, watching Angel. “Stop 
doing that … that sulking thing you do. I’ve seen you 
do that at your … pets. It won’t work on me.”  

Angel nodded and slipped a foot into his pants, the 
other one, he lifted his hips and pulled them on. 
“I’m sorry,” he said.  

“Stop that,” said Andrew weakly. He hugged himself 
closely in the now chilly car. Clutching his slacks in 
his hands, but making no move to dress himself. 
“It’s not fair. I can’t… I can’t…” Another tear 
dribbled down his face.  

“Hey,” said Angel. He moved over to Andrew’s side 
of the seat and manhandled him, struggling with 
Andrew’s resistant sharp elbows and fists, until he 
had him enclosed in a big hug. “Hey,” said Angel.  

Andrew buried his face in Angel’s shoulder and 
sobbed.  

Angel hugged and rocked him for quite some time. 
The Desoto’s windows steamed.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  



 
Spike woke up thirsty. He reflected that he had 
given up a pint of liquid that evening to Andrew, 
and probably another pint had poured down 
Xander’s throat a few hours ago, so, he grinned and 
hopped off the bed, wincing as his weight hit the 
sore knee. So it followed that he’d be thirsty. He 
dragged on his robe, finding his glasses on the 
nightstand and dropping them in his pocket.  

He found Andrew in the kitchen, sitting at the table 
looking at the mug Xander had painted with a large 
letter ‘A’ in some kind of enamel.  

“He gave me a mug,” said Andrew when Spike 
walked in.  

Spike grunted, shuffling to the refrigerator. “He’s 
adopted you now, sprite,” he said, his voice still 
rough and dry from begging. “Yer done for.” He 
opened the refrigerator.  

Andrew watched him. Blond hair with brown roots, 
random shards of grey, limping, the old knee brace 
squeaking, in worn plaid slippers and the terry robe, 
taking the Brita pitcher from the refrigerator. 



Glasses perched on the end of his nose as he 
studied the dial on top of the pitcher. Andrew 
smiled.  

“You look like hell,” he said.  

Spike peered at him over the top of his reading 
glasses. “Won the Indie and saved the world in less 
than 48 hours, sprite,” he said roughly, slamming 
the refrigerator door. “I can look however I want.”  

Andrew grinned. “Still think you’re hot,” he said.  

Spike just shot him a look and sipped his water. He 
watched Andrew toying with the salt shakers on the 
table and his mind automatically filled in the 
outlines, put Xander there just an evening earlier.  

“What’s up snake,” he said.  

Andrew turned the glass shaker slowly in his hand. 
“I love you, Spike,” he said.  

“Andrew…” began Spike softly, but Andrew held up 
a hand.  



“No…I…I just do. I always will,” he grinned, “even 
when you’re old, bald, and wrinkly,” shooting him 
an evil look from beneath his lashes, “and you can’t 
get it up.” He smiled when Spike cringed. “And.. you 
know how I promised I’d watch over Harris?” he 
nodded to indicate another conversation, “then? 
Well, I’ll still do that. But…”  

Spike set down his water. “Yeah?” he said, a smile 
curved his lips.  

“Well, Angel thinks maybe he could be my Sire,” 
said Andrew all at once, studying the saltshaker. 
“And I think,” he looked up at Spike, eyes huge, 
“maybe I want him to. Is that okay?”  

Spike grinned. “Bloody marvelous, pet,” he said 
warmly.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Xander felt the mattress move as Spike climbed 
back into bed. The spot that was Spike’s was no 
longer empty and Xander’s arm automatically 



curved to encase his lover’s chest as the sharp 
cheekbone found its way back to the little place 
where it belonged against his ribcage.  

“Is everything okay?” Xander whispered, without 
opening his eyes.  

“Everything is perfect,” said Spike.  

 
 

The End 

 


