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Spike jack-knifed to a seated position; his hangpgd the back of the couch to steady himself.
The sheet that had been drawn up about his shauieleaway to reveal a bare chest littered
with the results from the previous night’s fightchAill ran down his spine as the recurring
nightmare settled back into his subconscious. Hatie breathing slowed until it stopped
completely.

And he sat there, face twisted in agony.

Though he’d not witnessed firsthand the decimadibtne newly-formed Watcher’'s Council —
and those working within — Spike was still tormehbg images of murder and destruction. The
loss of the Slayer and her friends was Angel’stfauld not for the first time, he cursed the
vampire that had caused their deaths. Rage transtbhis features, and anyone that might have
encountered the vampire in that moment would havely seen their own death, and a painful
one at that, staring them in the face.

“Again?” The feminine voice wasn’t without sympatland Spike looked up to see Cordelia
standing close to the couch, a mug of blood helteinoutstretched hand. “I'm supposed to be
the seer here.”

Spike nodded his thanks; his anger slid away lepthe pain in its wake. Shaking hands closed
gratefully around the mug as he grunted an unigiielé response to Cordelia’s comment. The
heated life-giving sustenance was perfect for fatho seconds. Then the image of a broken and
bloodied Dawn appeared behind closed lids and lteaihe’d just swallowed nearly came back
the way it had gone. Only Cordelia’s “you spew, wtean,” kept him from doing just that. His
eyes narrowed to mere slits and he gave her hik ‘6éf” look.

To which she just snorted and rolled her eyes, lesegl to his ways by now. She left him alone
to finish his meal, retreating to the small kitcbt#a to see to something for herself. Instinctively
sensing his need for privacy while he regroupedrabdilt against the chinks in his armor.



Spike respected that about her. How she didn’tspn@s to share his feelings, giving him the
space he needed to work through things on his own.

A half hour later, he had showered and dresseth&evening and joined Cordelia in the living
room — or what passed for their living room in #imsall one-bedroom basement-level apartment
they shared.

The place wasn’t much, but surprisingly, Cordeba lapplied her hand and given it a homey
feel. They'd had separate apartments in the bemgnoi their partnership, but after the third time
Spike had come to the girl’s rescue — barely innick of time that last time — he’d put his foot
down and stated in no uncertain terms that he wasgng in. Cordelia had handed him a pillow
and a blanket, pointed at the couch, and that ked that.

Two years later and they’'d yet to get on the otheerves.

“What's doin’ for tonight, love?” Spike asked asjbaed Cordelia.

“No vision, which... whole lot of ‘yay’ here. But, still getting reports about a vigilante
working our turf.”

“Slayer?”

“I don’t think so. From what I've been able to detm the locals, it's a guy. Then there’s the
fact that we chose Phoenix because of its wiaaleof slayer population.”

“Never mind the bloody Hellmouth we’'re sittin’ onSpike grumbled under his breath.
“There’s that too...”

She flashed him a wide smile and Spike couldn’p meturning it. After a minute, they got back
to business.

“So... vigilante, huh? Got a description?”
“No. Nothing substantial anyway. I've gotten codfilng reports, and those I've had to pull teeth
to get. Some say human, some say unmerciful prifedk, even the non-violents are getting

scared.”

“Well, I'll take a look-see about town, see if Ickack down this mystery whatever it is... tell it
to push off.”

“Just be careful.”

“Aren’t | always?”



One delicate brow arched and Cordelia stared &eSpthest, now covered by a dark t-shirt and
the healing wounds it hid, as if to say, “Yeah,yka

“Lock up behind me. I'll be back before dawn.”

Cordelia tried to wait up for Spike, but being ulpday wasn’t conducive to pulling an all-
nighter, no matter how much she worried.

She’d been asleep for about an hour when she wasthia vision. She rode it out like the good
half-demon PTB lackey she was, thankful that hadhehes were a thing of the past.

Now, if only the visions would come on a more reguchedule... say, when she was awake.

Clutching her hands in the sheets, Cordelia foaghinst the dizziness threatening to
overwhelm her as images raced at warp speed ihsiderain. She tried to pick out key
elements, things that would prove useful upon lex@mination by both herself and Spike. A
clearing. Two adversaries squaring off. Overly-ldmgnette hair, desperately in need of a cut. A
patch that cut a swath across the left side ohthman’s face.

“Xander!” she gasped.

And promptly passed out, her energy tapped out thetvthe vision was complete.
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Spike stalked through the deserted streets ofdbdier side of Phoenix. Apparently, word had
gotten out of the newcomer to the city, and it segike the demon population was home and
tucked in bed for the night. It was enough to miaike start a fight to make whatever it was that
had come to his town show itsdlfe was the Big Bad around here. Demons trembledandé
him, not some upstart bent on horning in on his tnyit

Another hour and still nothing tickled his pretetural senses.

He finally gave up an hour before dawn, letting @aurse before turning on his heels and
heading home, taking the long way, just in caseefie was halfway there, the hairs on the
back of his neck stood up. Something — or someaefallowing him. Whatever it was, it was
smart, taking care to stay downwind of him. Bug lhéightened sense of smell wasn’t the only
thing going for Spike; he was also blessed withre#igot hearing.

The crunch of a heel against a small twig couldehasen a canon firing in the otherwise silent
night.

His stalker felt the same way, it seemed, becdusened and made a run for it, the element of
surprise now gone.



Spike was after him like a shot, quickly closing thistance — though he noted the other’s
nonhuman speed. He had the advantage there, th@tihe was intimately familiar with the
terrain; his adversary, for all his speed, hadoimgensate as he ran.

Another minute and Spike launched himself at threqre— thing — in front of him, sending both
of them crashing to the ground. If Spike thoughtas going to have an easy time of it, he was
mistaken. His opponent went down fighting, punchicigwing, and biting.

“Ow! Bloody hell! Let go of my arm, you mangy muidn’t anyone ever teach you not to bite
your betters?”

Spike sat straddling his opponent’s hips and ulseditm still being gouged by sharp teeth to
haul his upper body off the ground. Bringing hipesed neck closer to Spike’s fangs.

The first taste of blood and Spike jumped up toestlown at the heavily breathing creature
sprawled face first on the ground.

“Xander?”

The name was barely more than a whisper. An unbegjeone at that. But blood didn't lie, and
he’d have to be dust not to recognize the tasteeoblood still coating his lips. Even if it was
tinged with something else, somethingarimal.

Spike waited, his body practically vibrating witmsion, as Xander shifted from his belly to a
crouch. The patch covering his left eye shiftedtesding two eyes that regarded him warily. The
glowing green that eclipsed the normal brown huewtSpike for a loop.

“Spike?”

The trip back to the apartment Spike shared witfrd€la had been completed in silence. The
two had walked, side by side, close, but not altuatiching, each lost in thought.

Even now, with Xander and Spike sharing oppositisai the couch, Xander had yet to say
anything. Cordelia occupied the lone chair nexhtm; her face was trained on the cup in her
hand, the coffee gone cold with her preoccupation.

“How?” The choked out word startled the other tvesupants and both looked up at Xander,
taking note of his confusion.

“How what?” Spike asked.

“Alive... how... both of you? How are you alive? | thght everyone was dead. Giles said—"
Xander’'s mouth closed with an audible click.



“You knew about our fight with the senior partnérs?
Xander nodded. “It was why we were all there. Imdlon.”
“Thought you were in Africa.” Spike watched thdlstiss settle over Xander at his comment.

“l... came back. They said it was important. And l.wds strong enough at that point to handle
it.”

“Handle what?”
“His hyena,” Cordelia answered, remembering haowis
Spike’s gaze swiveled to Cordelia and he waitech@srto continue.

“He was possessed back in high school. Long stdoyt,.well, | thought that Buffy and Giles...
that they'd gotten rid of it.”

Xander laughed, a short bark filled with pain... aodeptance.

“Apparently, it was only caged. My going to Afriseemed to be what set it free.”

“Couldn’t have been good. Primals are an unpreblietiot.”

“Yeah, they are. But then | remembered Oz. He vides to take control of his demon, so it
seemed that | should be able to do the same. tfawshaman in some place that | couldn’t
pronounce even if | wanted to.”

“And your eye?”

“I woke up one day and it was just there. The shragzad I'd merged and that he could help me
no more. His task was complete. So | went backdrkwtrying to find more slayers in Africa to
send back to Giles. Then Giles called. Said thexg avsituation brewing in L.A. and he needed
me to come home.”

Xander had been staring into space as he retoktdrg, but paused to look over at Spike.

“They never told me you were back, only that Anlgadl picked a fight he couldn’t win and we’d
be left to clean up the mess.”

Spike kept his mouth shut. Telling Xander that h@igrn Andrew to secrecy would only dredge
up old hurt. Though, he was surprised the boy ltagb#ly held his tongue. He had to believe
that, however. The other was too painful — thatywee had known of his return and hadn’t
bothered to call, if only to say welcome back.



“Anyway, everyone got down to logistics. | wantedell them about me, but there was no
opportunity. Buffy had stepped in and taken chdrge.

“And everyone else paled in comparison,” Spike datéh sympathy.

“To them | was just Donut Boy and the all arounddhyaman. | had no special skills that made
me useful. | mean... you’'ve got a room full of slesjea powerful witch, and a super smart
watcher. What's one poor insignificant boy in amofull of super beings?” Xander had meant it
as a joke, a means of poking fun at himself; ircstba bitterness he felt at being relegated to the
fringes of the group leaked into his words.

“Slayer was always oblivious to what was rightrarit of her face,” Spike commented. Though
he’d loved the girl, he’d not been blind to herltau

Cordelia wisely kept her mouth shut.

“Yeah,” Xander agreed. “I've often wondered whyytlualled me back in the first place. It's not
like they needed me there. Not really.”

“You were one of the Scoobies. Slayer was gearmfputhe big one and wanted you by her
side.”

Xander surged to his feet, his eyes gleaming.

“They why was | off fetching dinner when it happdf&he shouted. He could feel the rage
building within him and sensed more than saw baild€lia’s and Spike’s shocked

expression. “Yeah, that's right. The reason I'ime@abnd everyone else is dead is because | was
out of the building playing Donut Boy when it happd.”

“Oh, Xander...” Cordelia jumped to her feet, intenttaking Xander in her arms. A warning
growl from him and Spike’s hand stayed her, however

“Love, why don’t you give us a minute?” he askeid,dyes never leaving Xander.

Cordelia opened her mouth to protest, but hearargb shift as Spike’s demon burst forth, she
nodded and grabbed her purse. “I'll just run ughesgrocery store. Cupboards are kinda bare.”

Neither Spike nor Xander noticed her hasty exit.
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“Kinda rude, growlin’ at the girl like that,” Spikeommented.

Xander didn’t respond, just continued to look matis. Every line of his body screamed fight.



Spike took a quick inventory of the living room. tRimg that couldn’t be replaced. He sighed,
shrugged out of his duster and tossed it aside.

“Well, come on then. Get it out of your system.”

“Get whatout of my system?”

Spike gestured vaguely in Xander’s direction. “thlht piss and vinegar. Come on, Whelp.
You're spoilin’ for a fight, and it’s not like yogan hurt me. Just be mindful of the furniture,
yeah?”

“I’'m not fighting you.”

Xander’s gleaming eyes belied the words he spoke.

“Then | guess you’re gonna wind up a little worsewear.”

Spike charged forward, not surprised in the ledstmiXander met him halfway. They collided
together and crashed to the floor, both tryingamghe upper hand. A lamp met a premature
death when the two rolled into the end table. Tdwech was knocked over minutes later, but
otherwise managed to remain unscathed. The sanhdnttdoe said for the chair Cordelia had
been sitting on earlier.

At one point, Xander had Spike pinned to the fl@ut he was sent flying over the vamp’s head
by a well-placed knee to his ass. Then it was Spiken to get Xander in a vulnerable position,
straddling the boy’s hips and pinning his armsisoside.

“Had enough, Pup?”

Xander snarled and snapped, bucking his hips &iselgeto unseat Spike from his perch, by no
means ready to yield.

Both groaned at the stimulating contact against tkespective groins.

Xander went one step further and leaned up anddi&pike’s neck.

Fighting was forgotten as the two tore at eachrigtshirts until pale skin was exposed. Spike
leaned down and practically purred at the heat ethmanfrom Xander’s chest; it had been far
too long since he’d been with a human. He wantedlt@nd pull the boy on top of him, bask in
his warmth and let it envelop him completely.

But he wasn’t ready to give up the position of pojust yet.

Besides, it wasn't like this meant anything — ottiemn it being another outlet to release their

pent up energies. Fighting always got him hard. ARmolwing the kid like he did, it would only
be a matter of time before he was throwing himaoid crying foul.



Spike wanted one kiss before that happened.
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‘He’s gonna come to his senses any minute now.’

The thought raced through Spike’s head, but ase¢hends ticked past and Xander’s lips
remained locked with his, the boy’s tongue doirigigjob of holding its own as Spike
plundered his mouth, he couldn’t help but marvat thhadn’'t happened yet.

Not one to waste an opportunity, Spike relaxedigtg grip about Xander’s waist and resettled
himself more firmly against the boy’s warm flesldies touching from chest to thigh. Their
cocks aligned, hard bulges straining against tidies of restricting jeans, wringing a growl
from Spike and a whine from Xander.

Spike thrust forward, hard enough to drive Xanderkoa few inches on the carpet. Swallowed
the boy’s moan of pleasure the action engendered.

Xander's legs shifted, gripping Spike’s hips; ragigeils tore down the vampire’s back hard
enough to draw blood.

The barely leashed violence was Spike’s undoinigadt been too long since he’d let the demon
free. Not since Drusilla had it been like this. Goete loss of control. Blood and pain and
mutual need. Hard and fast and so fucking good.

It mattered not that it was Harris beneath him.ridawho seemed more than willing, practically
goading him to take and take, then take some nmbmmindful of the jeans still covering their
legs, Spike continued to dry-hump Xander righteham the living room floor. Hard kisses and
hands that were everywhere at once. Shallow s@atitbm claw-like fingernails promised of
blood soon to be spilled. Then deeper, harder. Bigipery scent flooding the senses, the feel of
it against cool hands. Warm, life-giving blood. Xan's blood.

A tiny hiss of pain and their mouths parted, buiydar a second. Just enough for Xander to
catch his breath and dive back in for more. Higérs found Spike’s hair and dragged him back
down for more mind-numbing kisses. More everythidgin, pleasure — Xander wanted it all.
Needed it all. He’d been numb for far too long.

Spike gave it to him. Mouth open and eager for Xaisadtongue. Wanting the boy to taste him
this time. It took a second for Xander to catctbahwhen he did...

Bloody fucking hell!

They rocked together. Upper torsos slick with sveeat blood, bodies straining to get closer.
Teeth nipped at lips until finally Spike left ofbmpletely to trail kisses along Xander’s jaw.

His attention was soon caught and held by theienpatse beating away in the boy’s neck...



Spike didn’t mean to bite Xander. But the boy wdsnmg and keening and snapping his teeth
at his own tender flesh, calling to his demon quueely basic level, and instinct had taken over.
Thankfully, Xander wasn't the least bit resistah& smell of his cum as his body bucked
beneath his, assuring Spike that he couldn’t haneledtoo much. No matter what objections
he might voice later.

He didn’t take much; his fangs were in Harris’ tironly as long as it took to come himself. It
wasn’t about feeding. Spike couldn’t rightly saiatit was about, and he was too sated to delve
too deeply into his psyche to figure it out justrihHe just barely managed to roll off to the side
and onto his back beside Xander before his stregaik out altogether.

Xander was on his back, panting, trying to conlielracing heart. The sweat clinging to his
body seeped into the shallow cuts marring his gkia;slight pain it caused prolonging the
euphoria he was feeling.

He’d just had sex with Spike. Well, not sex in samse that parts had baesideother parts.

But they’d both gotten off. And beautifully. Eveow, the scent of Spike’s essence was doing
strange things to him. For one thing, he didn’t fee constant struggle he usually had with the
hyena. Like it had curled up into a ball in there@arof his mind and was taking a nice snooze.
Not that he blamed it one bit.

Sex with Spike had been... pretty intense.

And he was back to the whole ‘sex with Spike’ thing

“We just had sex.”

“Bloody good shag.” Spike smiled in memory, eyel$ dbsed. Not even the fact that he’d spent
himself inside his pants was enough to take away the lassitude snaking through his limbs.
All he needed now was a cigarette, but his dustey two far away for him to bother.

“But—"

“Look...” Spike interrupted before Xander could gaydurther. “Can you let me enjoy my
happy for a minute before you have to ruin it witlur overanalyzing? We fought, had a bit of a
snog. Happens all the time.”

“But—"

“Is it because I'm a bloke?”

“Er, no... not really.” Africa had changed him. Xandad found that things like gender and sex
didn’t much matter anymore. As long as the persasa willing, he was happy. Though it had



been the first time that he’d been in such a susirresole. Strangely enough, he’d not minded
in the least.

“Then what? Oh...right... | get it. It's because it/e Because I'm a vampire...” He ticked off a
finger. “Evil.” Another finger. “Soulless.” Anothdmger. “Well, not so much soulless
anymore.” One finger was withdrawn, leaving jus tvo. “Guess I'm just down to being an
evil vampire. But still—"

“You hate me,” Xander couldn’t help but state thwious, completely ignoring Spike’s self-
recrimination. He’d not thought of Spike as a mensgt a long time. Long before the vamp had
offered himself up as the sacrificial lamb to detba First.

“Don’t bloody hate you,” Spike grumbled, hand fagidown to rest on his chest.

“Yes you do. Ours was a hate-hate relationshiph@ted most frequently. You ‘Dead Boy Jr.,’
me ‘Whelp’. Remember?”

Xander had been half-joking, hoping to draw at@maiway from the subject, nowhere near
ready to analyze the situation, contrary to whak&might think. It had worked in the past,
which was why Spike’s sudden outburst took him byplete surprise.

“Oh, for the love of...!” Spike got angrily to hisde “Bloody hell, Harris! Don’t make such a
big deal out of it. We fought, we fucked. It justdpens sometimes, yeah? Don’t mean a
thing. Put it from your mind. It won’t happen agaatright?”

Xander blinked owlishly as Spike storm off to thetHroom and lock himself inside. The sound
of the water being turned on could be heard frohirgzkthe closed door and Xander knew that
he may as well give up. Spike wasn’t coming outtiamg soon.

I'll take “Jumping to Conclusions” for a thousandlex.

Somewhere along the line, Xander had lost confrtd@conversation. Not that he’'d ever really
had control of it to begin with. It wasn't like lteever meant to say the words out loud; he’d just
been reeling from the fact that he’d gotten hisfiren, or sorta freak on, with Spike of all
people.

And it had been good. Fantastic. Just thinking albdnat they'd done was getting him hard
again. Had him seriously contemplating breaking miée door and having things out between
them right thenOkay, and yeah, time to nix that thoughThink Cordelia. Think Cordelia
coming home and... and being pissed about the fuenitu

It was a start. It was bad enough he’d have to rhakevay to the ratty motel room he’d rented
with a huge wet spot on his pants. He didn’t needraw attention to it by having his dick
straining against the material — never mind thditdn't feel all that pleasant.



Spying his shirt laying in a heap not far from hesad, Xander reached out and grabbed it. The
thing fell apart in his hands, good for nothing niowt a dust rag, and he used it to wipe at the
drying blood on his chest and arms. His healingkekkd in, leaving nothing but scratches
where deeper cuts had once been.

He stood and tidied up the mess he and Spike hdé ambest he could. A quick glance in the
mirror to make sure that he wouldn’t frighten tleed citizens of Phoenix, and Xander slipping
out the front door, pausing only long enough torhiea soft click as it closed. He’'d give Spike
some time to cool down, maybe come back later tangge what he and Cordelia had been up
to for the last decade. They still had a lot othatg up to do.

Xander fingered the ragged skin on his neck asdiked down the hall, his feet dragging the
entire time. He really didn’t want to leave, notlwihe way things had ended between them. But,
he was probably correct in assuming that time asidigce were the best thing for now.

The fact that Spike had bitten him hadn’t evensiged on his Freak-o-meter was a thought left
for another day. Say, a century or two from now.
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Cordelia had just stepped inside the apartments éaden with grocery bags when Spike came
out of the bathroom, toweling off his hair.

“Where's Xander?”

Spike’s eyes shot to the righted couch, to the lamgchair pieces stacked neatly in the corner.
His senses telling him that the boy was long gone.

“Son of a—!"

“You let himgo?”

“It's not like | bloody wellknew He left while | was in the bloody shower.”

“What...? No, wait!” Cordelia held up her hand, hezg having followed Spike’s to the
destruction of some of her furniture. “I don’t waatknow. And yousoowe me a new chair.

And a damn lamp too!”

“Didn’t figure him for a runner,” Spike grumbled der his breath and plopped down on the
couch, ignoring Cordelia’s mini-rant.

“Maybe he’ll come back?” she offered after a timen it appeared Spike wasn’t going to say
anything else. Joining him on the couch, she ldeh&ative hand on his knee. “Now that he
knows we’re here, he’ll come back. Right?”



“Yeah... maybe..."More likely, | scared him offl’'m gonna catch a few hours kip. Something
comes up, wake me.”

“Uh... yeah... ok.”

Cordelia stood up and let Spike stretch out orctheeh. She tossed him the blanket that was
hanging over the back. He huddled beneath it witsounuch as a thank you, causing her to
frown.

Something had happened between Spike and Xantlez short time she’d been gone from the
apartment. Something that caused Xander to stes} aithout the vampire noticing, no note or
word left of when — or if — he’d return.

She’d seen the brief glimpse of hurt before angerthken over and wanted to ask Spike about
it. However, she knew there was no talking to hirewhe was like this. He was in what she
liked to call his “prickly” stage.

Better to just let him sleep off his funk, then &sk about it once he woke up.

Resigning herself to a quiet afternoon spent aioeer bedroom, Cordelia walked to the kitchen
and put away the food she’d bought. Food she’d botgnking Xander was still going to be
around.

Cordelia checked on Spike when she was finishegttleng the blanket about the vamp’s
shoulders. He sighed and snuggled deeper intaugtaans, fast asleep.

As she closed the door to her room, she wondereulenkander was, and if he was alright.

Xander let himself into his motel room and secutegdfour locks on the back of his door. His
pants had long since dried from his short run f@@ondelia and Spike’s place to his — which
wasn’t the most pleasant of feelings — and he veané¢hing more than to strip down and
shower. Then sleep for a few hours.

He’'d been up all night and now part of the day.rEwéth the special enhancements he’d been
given thanks to the hyena, he was more than readsoime down time. He just hoped he’d
actually be able to sleep without waking to thergtheiss screams of his friends.

Visions of the burning Council Headquarters wermlfy etched in his mind, and it was times
like now, when he was running on his last reservbsth physically and mentally — that they
manifested themselves as nightmares. He remembeesy smell, every burning piece of wood,
down to the last dying ember, like it had happeyesterday.

The explosion had been written off as a tragicdml. The result of a leaking gas main that had
taken nothing more than an oven’s spark to sdf.ifbe London papers had talked about it for



weeks. The emerging Council had friends in higltggaand heads were supposed to roll. It was
just a matter of figuring out who.

Xander knew differently, however. He’d smelt sonmegh he’d just been unable to pinpoint just
what it was exactly. The scent had lingered, f@sgen his mind. Driving him crazy with his
inability to determine what it was.

He’d stood on the fringes of the gathering crowdluhne fireman had extinguished the blaze,
hackles raised, eyes tinged with an unnatural gneenHe’d waited, hidden in the shadows, for
someone to step forward. Perhaps take credit &r tfandiwork, or to do nothing more than
gloat as the good guys took a hard hit. Only, ne lsexd come, and Xander had been left with no
person or persons to exact his revenge upon. Netdaot his consuming rage.

It had grown and festered, night after night aslls¢bod there hidden in the shadows, staring at
the remains of the building — the final tomb of fiiends. He’d been unable to eat, unable to
sleep. For the first time ever, he’d been thaniduthe hyena spirit dwelling inside his body; it
gave him strength and endurance, kept him goingwine human in him wanted to curl up and
just sleep. It nurtured the anger and pain, ganeagoal.

He'd just needed a starting point.

That had come innocently enough. An elderly womaéo \ived down the street had been out
walking her dog.

“Come away from there, Trixie. That place is touthy evil.”

Xander snapped out of his trance, his gaze zeroirog) the woman and the poodle snooping on
the edge of the Council’s property.

“I'm sorry. What did you say?” He just barely maredjto keep the growl! out of his voice as he
stepped out of the shadows.

“Oh my! You scared me, young man.”
“I'm sorry.”
“Don’t apologize. It was my fault. | was too busyttooking where | was going.”

Xander smiled, hoping to put the lady at ease. éstuged with his head towards the burned
down ruins. “What happened?”

“You’re gonna think I'm an old fool, but | havenitved as long as | have without having noticed
a few things. T" weren’t no accident, let me tellyThat place was touched by the devil
himself.” She nodded sagely. “Take a good whif.étwil | say. Evil did this, not no gas leak.



You mark my words.” She shuffled off with a slimigt of her leash, the poodle yapping
excitedly, eager to be on the move.

Xander stared at the woman'’s retreating back, herds playing over and over in his mind.

‘Touched by the devil himself...’

A plan had been born in the wake of the woman’sadepe. He'd started right there in London,
ridding the city of anything “evil” that had croskhis path, human and demon alike. Night after
night he’'d ventured forth, submersing himself itite bowels of Hell to seek vengeance for his
friends.

After London it had been Berlin. There were Hellrttwuaplenty throughout the world, and it
was those Xander sought out. Knowing that they weesource of the foulest evil. If he
couldn’t find the ones responsible, he’d at leaketout their brethren.

Xander collapsed onto the bed face first, not éa@hering with the covers. The water slowly
evaporating from his skin was a nice contrast ftbenheat of the shower, and that of the room.
Record-breaking temperatures over the past few-daysorm of the Hellmouth — were sorely
taxing the tiny window-mounted air conditioning usiieadily clanking away so that he barely
felt the cool air wafting in his direction.

His hand closed around a pillow and drew it clasewriating in the cool cotton against his face
before the heat of his skin was bound to rub offrenmaterial.

A minute later it didn’t matter as Xander gave hethsip to the oblivion of sleep.

Spike woke an hour before sunset. After fillingampa few mugs of blood, he got dressed and
escaped from the apartment before Cordelia coutteaaut of her room and harangue him some
more. The woman would talk his ear off given hh# thance, and he didn’'t want to
unintentionally vent his anger on the wrong per&@hich was what he’d end up doing if
Cordelia brought up the boy’s name.

Xander was the one that had pissed him off, butdgaad it would be the boy that took it on the
chin. Once he caught up with him, that is.

Outside in the hallway, Spike breathed deeply aad st barely able to make out the scent of
Xander. The trail led to the left and up the staiivo the ground floor and a side exit that syille
out into an alley, and Spike followed until he abgb no further, prevented from exiting the
building by the sun that had yet to fade over thezon.



With nothing left to do but wait, Spike pulled dus cigarettes and lit up. He went through four
in rapid succession, no sooner finishing one tledttlanother.

Finally the sun set enough for him to stick to $hadows, and he stubbed out his cigarette and
threw open the door, determined to find Xander.

Even with as exhausted as he’d been, Xander stijlmanaged to sleep for a little over five
hours. Which was why he was camped out acrosdrinet from Cordelia’s apartment complex,
wolfing down a roast beef sandwich he barely tadt@ting his time until he thought it suitable
enough to return. He didn’t want to wake Spikethp;vamp was already cranky and
interrupting his sleep would only result in a setastrike against him.

He lingered over his chips and soda and stared thye dalconies of their apartment building.
Now there was story just waiting to be told.

The last he’d heard, Cordelia had been in a cormekhto some thing that had taken possession
of her body. And Spike... well, Spike was supposelaee gone out in a blaze of glory back in
Sunnydale.

Yet they were both here, living on a hellmouth, apgarently working for the good guys.

Xander swallowed the last of his soda, declinimgfdl from the passing waitress. He’d held off
as long as he could. If he woke Spike up, so be it.

It wouldn’t be the first time he was on the vamgrst list.
Chuckling to himself, Xander stood up.
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“Xandet What—? Come in, come in!”

Xander smiled to cover his wince at the decibeldéba managed to achieve with her greeting.
He allowed her to pull him inside and usher himdodg the couch.

Spike wasn't there.
“Where’s Spike?”

Damn. He hadn’t meant to say that out loud, anthgebe shrewd look enter Cordelia’s eyes,
he knew the question wouldn’t go without comment.



“What?” he grouched, trying to play it off. “It'som like | care, | just don’t want him coming in
and getting pissy because I’'m lounging on his bresbmething. Or do you two sleep togeth...?”

Xander’s voice trailed off at the expression ondatin’s face; the way she looked down her
nose at him, like he was so much dirt beneathdwetr He completely disregarded the sick
feeling he got imagining the two together. Spikeswanot his he firmly reminded himself. This
morning had been a thing. What had Spike said2tiRgland fucking, it just happens
sometimes? Today had just happened to be one ¢ tiroes.

“... earth to Xander... hello...”

Xander blinked.

“Uh... sorry. Guess | zoned out there for a secyBao,and Spike, huh?”

“No, not me and Spike, you idiot. At least not likat” Cordelia just barely managed to hold
onto her temper. “We work together... thatls | get the visions; he goes out and does the dirty
work. Ours is strictly a platonic partnership. Spéteeps on the couch because it’s just easier...
and quicker.” At Xander’s look, she elaborated. fildms aren’t too keen on having one of the
‘good guys’ running around their neighborhood, nresghings up. Spike gave up his apartment
and moved in with me to keep me safe.”

“Oh...”

“Yes, oh. Now,you can tell me why Spike was all pissed off whenrheaback. And why did
you leave, anyway?”

“Uh...”

Xander wracked his brain, trying to come up withla@usible excuse for Spike’s anger and his
departure. The truth — that he and Spike had gotteiny after wrestling around on the floor —
might not be the best thing to tell his ex-girlfree

“... we never did get along?”

“Are you asking me?”

Xander took a deep breath and let the words tumitie’'Me and Spike had sex on your living
room floor... well, we sorta had sex. Then afterwas#sne things were said, Spike blew
everything out of proportion and stormed off to Haghroom. | left. There. Happy now?”

“O... kay... Ummm... yeah...”

“Yeah...”



Cordelia was at a loss for words. Of all the pdsséixplanations she’d been expecting, Xander
and Spike having sex had been so far down onghadito be nonexistent. Actually, it hadn’t
evenbeenon the list.

“You and Spike?”

“Me and Spike.”

“Oh. Well, all right then.”

“It's no big deal. It happens sometimeBld, that’s not bitterness I'm hearing.

“Sure it does. Only, it doesn’t. Xander, you haxd ee my floor with Spike!”

“Sorry?”

“Yamp’s gonna clean my carpets too,” Cordelia nmetieunder her breath. “So, is this a thing?
You two? | mean—"

“No! A world of no.” Liar. Liar. Pants on fire“For one thing, Spike hates me.” Xander sighed
heavily and leaned back into the couch. “Cordy, warjust drop it? It was a mistake. It won't
happen again. | just came to apologize for leawitgout saying goodbye, and well... talk,
really.”

“Oh... Xander... sure we can.”

Xander sipped at the coffee mug that Cordelia hagst into his hands and listened with interest
to his ex-girlfriend’s story.

“I'm not sure if it was a dream, or if | was actiyahere, but | remember telling Angel about the
Black Thorn. Nothing specific... just images. Spi@kltme later that Angel was the one that
concocted the plan to take out the members afiaglteld that I'd died.”

“‘Revenge?”

‘I don’t know... maybe. | was only trying to set hion the right path. The Powers... they told
me that he was slipping, that he was losing hip@sg, his reason for being. They let me go to
him... I... 1 didn’t know... Didn’t think—"

“Cordy, Angel went into that fight with both eyepem.” Xander laid a reassuring hand on her
arm and gave it a gentle squeeze. “They all did.”

“The Council didn't.”



“What?” Xander's voice dropped to a whisper.

“Spike told me... they... the Senior Partners... theyfre ones that had the building destroyed.
The demons taunted Angel and the others withyingahat none of the slayers were coming to
help. That they were all alone... four against hudgr&pike watched Angel turn to dust right
before his eyes. Angel was fighting a dragon amighjted his head clean off.” She didn’t
mention Spike’s berserker rage against the remgdémons in the alley, something she’d only
learned of through the vampire’s recurring nightesar

“Oh god.” Xander hadn’t cared one whit for Angalt It wasn’t like he’d wanted him dusted
either. And poor Spike having to witness Angel goaut like that. “How... how did Spike
manage to survive?”

“lllyria. She did something. Sucked up herself #meldemons, leaving Spike broken and alone
in the alley. Luckily it rained for a week straigifterwards or he probably would have ended up
dusting himself. | found him huddled in a cornailftout of his mind with hunger.”

“You found him?”

“Yep. With the Senior Partners attention diverted.ondon, the PTBs were able to break their
hold on me. | woke up in the hospital and managestumble out of bed.”

“How did you get out of there?”

“You wouldn’t believe me if | told you.”

“Try me.”

“Angel’'s son.”

Xander blinked. “Come again?”

“Angel’s son, Connor.”

“Wait! What? Some vampire—?”

“No. Connor is human.”

“Ok. You've lost me. Angel has a sonhimanson? What, did he likeadoptor something?”
“No... it's... a long story. Angel and Darla... they hadbaby together. It was part of a
prophecy. A sequence of events that got me imptedrand well... you know hothat went.
ggi){(vgiy, the Powers told him | was still alive anel¢ceme and rescued me. Together, we found

“So where is this Connor now?”



“On the east coast somewhere. We're not sure gxaatid Spike and | don’t want to know
either. Connor’s given up enough of his youth & thuse.”

What she didn’t say was that Connor had grown angtriking young man and was the spitting
image of Angel. Neither she nor Spike could copiawhie constant reminder of what they'd
both lost.

“So, these last ten years, it's just been you grike3”

“Not exactly. Connor stayed with us for a coupleyeérs. Spike was.. Constantly drunk®...
difficult to manage for a long time. But ours islife for a kid. Heck, you should know.”

“Yeah.” In Sunnydale, many a night he went homéwiits and bruises, a reminder that humans
just weren’t cut out to hang with the Slayer. Emenv, he didn’t escape unscathed, though with
the hyena, the results of his night spent out dwdiedidn’t last longer than the next morning.
“So, we sent him east with instructions to finishaol, get a job and be ‘Joe Normal.’ He was
reluctant at first, until Spike took him aside. \Wénger he said did the job. When we woke up the
next day Connor was gone. Haven't seen him sinicat Was six years ago.”

“Then what happened? After Connor was gone.”

“We were living in San Francisco at the time. Spikas getting restless and my visions were
coming less frequently. We’d just decided to mowgplace north when Spike came across a
slayer.”

“A slayer? Did she have a watcher?”

“No, and Spike didn’t talk about it other than &yghat he’'d seen her and that it was time for us
to move on. So, we packed our things and move@#itl8. Lived there for four years before we
came here.”

“Couldn’t get enough of the Hellmouth?”

Cordelia snorted. “Hardly. Seattle was nice, lifitrainy. We’'d go days weekssometimes —
without having to deal with the latest monsteralej But, we go where the visions take us. And
they eventually brought us here. Spike and | haenlhere a little over two years now.”

“But why do you stay here? | mean, it's gottagjet..”

“What else are we gonna do? Forever is a long tons#t around and do nothing. And, Spike’s
kinda grown on me. For all his rough exterior, h&'® giant marshmallow on the inside.”

“A marshmallow?”

“Yeah... you know. A big softie.”



“Spike? Asoftie€? You're kidding me, right?”

“Well, he does have his moments... Okay, a lot ofithactually. But then, so do I.”

“Trust me, Cordy, | knovall aboutyour moments.”

“Hey!”

“What? I'm just saying. You weren’t known as ‘Quegénfor nothing.”

Cordelia’s eyes narrowed and Xander thought forrauta that maybe he’d gone too far. Then
she crossed her arms over her chest and stucleotdrgue. Xander laughed and the noise
sounded odd to his own ears.

The thought was sobering.

He looked at his watch and sighed. “I should prdjpgbt going.”

“Oh? Do you have to? Spike’ll be home later aftefihishes patrolling. We could hang out.
Sorta like old times.”

“How about you run the idea by your roommate filétSpike doesn’t have any objections, I'll
swing by tomorrow night. Maybe we can go out tondin.. catch a movie or something.”

“That'd be great, though | seriously doubt Spikgasng to put up a fuss. He was pretty pissed
that you left without saying goodbye. I'm sure hb# sorry that he missed you.”

“Sorry he couldn’t bash my head in,” Xander mutteuader his breath.
“Xander!” Cordelia smacked him on the arm with Beek of her hand.
“Ow! That hurt!”

“It was supposed to, you ass. Come on, I'll walk yo the door.”

At the door, Xander pulled Cordelia close and gasea hug. Surprisingly, she clung to him just
as tightly as he did to her. He was reluctant tbgway, but forced himself to do so.

It was time to hunt.

He leaned back and stared intently at his ex. &bleeld beautiful as always; her face was as
unlined as his. He frowned as her words came labknt then.

Forever is a long time to sit around and do nothing



He opened his mouth, then changed his mind. Defyn#& thought for another time. Right now,
the hyena was goading him to action.

He needed to leave.

Xander tucked Cordelia’s hair behind her ear amd dewn and brushed his lips across her
cheek.

“I’'m staying at the Meramont Inn. You can leave essage with the front desk and I'll get it.”
“Alright.”
“I'll see you tomorrow night then. Maybe.”

Xander stepped back and turned away; he spun lbackéwhen Cordelia called his name. He
stood there waiting as she bit her lip in indecisio

“What is it, Cordy?”

“It's just... you should know... Spike blamed Angel Buffy’s death and... he hated himself
for it. Still does. He said some things to Angelilethey were fighting in that alley.
Unforgivable things... and then Angel was just gonand Spike... he couldn’t take them
back.”

Xander nodded. Spike’s situation was not unlikeows..

“There’s something else. Spike and Angel, they weg®u know...”

“What?” At her pointed look, he practically shout&dou’re saying Spike and Angel...?”
“Were together? Yes.”

“But...” They hated each other.

Cordelia ignored Xander’s incredulous look. “Thegettled their difference and... well... you
know how vampires are... familial bonding and alltth&he laid a hand on Xander’s arm.
“Just... go easy on him, okay? Spike’'s—"

“It's ok, Cordy. | understand. Believe me.More than you'll ever know.

Another peck to Cordelia’s cheek and Xander tumaradi jogged down the hallway towards the
stairs. He'd swing by his motel room and pick uewa additional weapons first.

Then, maybe if he was lucky, he’d come across Sphkiée he was out.



Spike stood across the street outside the buildimhstared at the entrance. Hoping that if he
glared at the doors long enough, Xander would eeme&gigarette dangled from his hands,
forgotten.

He'd lost track of the time while waiting.

Finally cursing himself for being such a git, heged what remained of his latest cigarette to the
ground to join the pile of others, stomping it asthe stepped off the curb and crossed the street.
He wasn't sure why he was putting it off — goingtapXander’s room — or why he wanted the
confrontation in the first place.

Getting into a fight wasn’t going to resolve anwitpi And it wasn’t like he and the boy ever
indulged in meaningful conversation.

‘You're just takin’ the piss because Harris blewyaff after some halfway decent frottadas
inner voice snarked

‘T'weren’t halfway decent,Spike snapped backVas bloody good. Kid’s got a mouth like a
vacuum.’

‘He’s warm, too. Not like those vamp tramps youke@uced yourself to taking and staking.’

A smile tugged at the corners of Spike’s lips atttmembered feel of Xander beneath him.
How the heat emanating from his body seemed to is¢éejhis cool flesh.

“Bloody hell.”

Spike glanced down, and sure enough, he was harthwkhade him angry. He growled and
nearly yanked the front door of the motel off iisdes as he let himself inside. Not bothering
with the desk clerk, Spike instead strode purpdbetio the staircase. He leapt up the steps,
taking two and three at a time, his nose sniffingtbe boy’s scent. It came as no surprise that
Xander took the stairs rather than the elevatdd Wwant to control his environment as much as
possible, which was hard to do in a rickety boxpsmsled by a mere cable.

As he neared the door that smelled distinctly afidax, he could have let out a roar of
frustration. The boy wasn't in.

Rather than turn around and go back the way he c8pike removed a slim black case and
unzipped it. The lock pick set had been a gift frGordelia.

“Sometimes a situation will call for a little stédal' she’d told him at the time. “I can show you
how to use it.”

“Bloody well know how to use a lock pick. What I'wantin’ to know is how you do, Princess.”



She’d gone quiet then, the whispered words whepndhene driving home how alone in the
world the two were.

“Charles showed me.”

He’'d thanked her rather awkwardly and escaped fremmapartment before they'd both been
reduced to blubbering messes. When he’d showntep-aafter a satisfying patrol — they'd both
acted like nothing had happened, burying the pairebth outwardly smiling faces. If they sat
close to one another on the couch while they walttdkevision, and Spike’s arm casually
slipped around her shoulder in a show of solidaartg comfort, it wasn’t remarked upon.

Spike’s conscience bugged him for all of two seconefore he stuck the tools in the keyhole
and manipulated the lock. The door swung open attXr's scent washed over him. He
slipped inside and shut the door; his eyes scatireetbom taking note of the sparse furnishings.

There were no personal items in sight. He openadets, all of which were empty save for a
bible in the bedside drawer — compliments of theet@robably. Two large duffle bags were
lying against the wall beneath the window on thesfde of the room and upon further
inspection revealed one that contained clothesladther weapons.

He took a quick peek in the bathroom and noticethall leather bag that contained Xander’s
toiletries. Nothing was left lying about.

“Smart boy,” Spike muttered under his breath. Xamdelld be in and out of the room in under a
minute if need be.

As if his words suddenly conjured the boy, Xandasuhere, standing in the open doorway as
Spike came out of the bathroom.

“Spike.”

Xander’s tone was neutral enough, which just setoddn the flames of Spike’s anger,
simmering as it was beneath the surface. His ho#fired, and as they did so, he caught a whiff
of Cordelia’s scent.

All this time he’d spent waiting, Xander had bedihnoaking time with the girl.
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Xander watched Spike stiffen. Heard the growl m $kcond before his demon burst forth. The
vamp was obviously pissed off — the clenched asid flexing jaw were a dead giveaway — and
directing that anger towards him for some reason.

Apparently, Spike was more upset than Cordeliatgbecause he’d left without saying
anything. But, it wasn't like Spike had encourageg more conversation given that he’'d
slammed the bathroom door, practically in Xandé&ate.



And now that he thought of it, what the hell wask8mloing in his room anyway?

Which pissedim off... and made him wonder about that “no invitedude. Guess motel rooms
didn’t apply. Either that, or he’d not made a hamh¢he place.

But, Xander didn’t have time to think about anytltzdt because Spike let out a roar and charged.

If Spike thought he was going to stand there asttpke it... well, he had another think coming.
He wasn't the Zeppo, or the Donut Boy any longexdhit been since Africa. And while he
might not come out on top — Spike had been in #raega lot longer than he had ~vii@sgoing

to make his presence felt.

Xander felt the hyena surge up inside him, rismthe challenge. He stood calmly in the
doorway until the last possible second, then dartside the room and out of Spike’s way. Spike
careened out the door and slammed into the wé#fidrhallway.

The impact didn’t faze him in the least; if anytijnt just made him madder.

It was too bad that Xander didn’t realize the reasehind Spike’s rage. That the cloying scent
of Cordelia had sent the vampire into a jealousffivhich everhewas unaware. That the
thought of the two of them had been together &ltilme while he’d spent it waitingpining —

for the boy to come home.

A red haze of hate and rage blanketed Spike’s dezelemon taking over completely at the
boy’s perceived rejection. His head snapped owveshoulder and pinned Xander in place before
he turned around and walked calmly inside the raachshut the door.

“You shouldn’t have done that,” Spike told him, kigice low and even, as he calmly removed
his duster and tossed it aside.

“Yeah... well, you shouldn’t have broken into my Hotaom. But what'’s a little B & E between
friends?”

“Oh, you have no idea...” his voice trailed off areltbok a menacing step closer.

Xander missed the play on words, but then it waddte. Spike dove forward and tackled him to
the bed.

Even though Xander had a slight advantage in thghvand height department, apparently
Spike hadn’t gotten the memo. His struggles bamayed the vamp straddled across his hips
and he couldn’t get the leverage with his armsréabk Spike’s hold. Disgusted with how easily
he’d been subdued, Xander renewed his attemptt twege— not even Spike’s warning growl
was enough to stop him.



But then, it wasn't like he could actually heagiten all the shouting and cussing he was doing.
He was so distracted by that, and his inabilithreak free, that he didn’t sense Spike closing in
on his neck until his fangs broke the skin.

His yelp could have passed for a whine; it turmed a throaty moan when Spike settled on top
of him and he felt a distinct bulge dig into hisrovapidly filling cock. Spike thrust against him,
still sucking at his throat and it was like lasgimi all over again.

The fight went out of him and he bucked beneath/tirap. Let out a whimper of need as their
cocks brushed together again. Xander spread ssalémyving Spike to settle more firmly
against him and when that wasn’'t enough, wrappexh thround the vamp’s back, pulling him
closer. He renewed his efforts to free his armsraadaged to get one loose.

His hand went to the back of Spike’s head and grdlabfistful of hair, but instead of yanking
Spike away from his neck...

“Harden”
Xander pushed his fangs in deeper.

Spike did for a second, taking and taking. Evengtthe boy wanted to give him. Soon, though,
the taste wasn’t enough. As sweet as Xander’'s biasg] he wanted more. Wanted what had
been denied him before: Xander taking him all exdhand fast, and oh so deep.

He tore his mouth away with a war-like cry; bloatbdled down his chin and splattered on
Xander’s shirt as Spike knelt above him on all four

Xander was mesmerized by the sight of him. His Hdtedl of its own accord to swipe at the
blood — his blood. Spike didn’t move as Xander lgtdthis fingers to his mouth and licked them
clean, just stared at him intently through ambdorenl eyes. He'd tasted his own blood often
enough over the years, but never like this.

A hint of Spike was mixed in — faint, but therenrdahat made it all the more sweeter. He
wanted more, went to lift his hand but found izeel. Growled at being denied for the entire
time it took Spike to resettle his weight atop land attack his mouth.

It was like before, only it wasn’t. There was urggna need to possess and be possessed. To lay
claim.

Somewhere in the back of his mind, Xander wondeseat he was doing, whéteywere doing.
That it was Spike he was doing this with. Buffyisil&. Angel’s Spike.

Never his Spike.

Spike abandoned his mouth suddenly, leaving Xagdsping in some much-needed breath, only
to have it catch as his shirt was ripped away asdgdd aside. Spike attacked his bare chest with



hands and lips, eliciting mewls of pleasure andscfor more. And harder. And please, Spike.
God, yes. Right there. Then, bite me.

Which Spike did. And often. Shallow bites that leatlinis skin red as his mouth trailed lower
and lower.

A pop of a button and a slide of a zipper, andchisk sprang free and into Spike’s waiting
mouth, causing Xander’s hips to buck involuntargnHs fisted in pale blond hair and held
Spike in place as he pumped and fucked and geyénielll to suffocate the vamp with his dick.
And Spike was licking and sucking and swallowingnfdown, not put off in the slightest.

Was in fact pulling Xander’s jeans down his hipsha did so, finally shredding the material like
so much paper when they wouldn’t cooperate. Contlbavrapped around his balls, testing their
weight, kneading them, softly at first, then hardece he realized Xander could take it.

And Xander encouraged it all with dirty little wardnd phrases that would have had him
blushing in the past. Before Africa.

“Christ! Gonna... Spike... I'm... I'm gonna come.”

Then he was, and Spike was drinking him down asi¥aapent himself inside the vampire’s
mouth.

Spike wasn’t done with him however, because Xahddrno sooner come down out of the
rafters than he was bent nearly in half, his lgday®ed wide, as the vamp tugged at the
fastenings of his jeans and freed himself. His eyew wide as Spike positioned his cock at his
virgin hole — and yeah, he’'d had sex with otheresddut he’d always topped before now — and
pushed his way home.

Xander yelped and whined and tried to break fre@ntseat Spike, but it was no use. He felt his
insides tear and forced himself to relax. To tagk&in.

He wassokicking the vamp’s ass when this was over. Halhhd lube in his bag and it
wouldn’t have taken but a second to grab it.

But then Spike hit a spot inside him and he didale what Spike did, as long as he hit that spot
again. And again.

God love him, he did. Over and over, until his ¢i@ccock showed signs of renewed interest.
Xander decided to help it along and went to take fitis hand.

It was batted away with a fierce growl from Spike.

“Minel”



Spike’s cool hand settled around his cock, and ¥amds inclined to agree. So long as he
continued to stroke it like he was doing. The gioglthing he was doing was nice too, vibrating
through his body as it was.

Thick cock in his ass, a hand stripping his owrkdde there was no tomorrow, and Xander
was on sensory overload. He could feel the beggm:ai a second orgasm building. Spike must
have sensed it too, because his pace kicked ufch and he began jerking Xander off even
faster. When the vamp nuzzled the virgin side sfriack, Xander didn’t pause in exposing it.

“Mine,” Spike growled against his throat, and Xandedded his agreemenes, yours...
anything. Just let me come again... Please, Spike. @dmah... right there. Fuck! Coming...

“Spike...”

But that was okay, because Spike was coming tqus thirusting erratically as his cool seed
splashed against Xander’s insides.

This time collapsing on top of him when he was tigto Dead weight, literally, but Xander
didn’t mind.

Hell, if he thought the first time was fantastigistround was off the charts — he was entitled to a
little cuddle time.

Before he shoved Spike off him and demanded to kwbat the fuckhis fuck was all about.
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Xander waited only as long as it took Spike totsbiif him and collapse face first on the
mattress before getting up off the bed. He stoablsped the tattered remains of his jeans on the
floor and wrote them off as a lost cause. Thereneaway he’'d being wearing them again.

‘Should make him buy me a new pair of damn jeans.’

Raiding the pockets of the various humans and derhercame across on a nightly basis kept
him clothed and fed with a roof over his head. Bist barely.

His movements were a bit jerky — a combinationisfrising anger as the seconds ticked past
without one word from Spike and the lingering teméss of his ass — as he crossed the room to
his duffle bag and pulled out a fresh set of clsttadl the while thanking his lucky stars that he
was no longer entirely human. Even now, he coudtllies body begin to repair itself.

He dressed in silence, a small part of him hopivag Spike would open his mouth and ask him
to stay. But he didn’t, and Xander moved to theedauffle and began rifling through it for
weapons. As he did, his anger consumed him.

‘Doesn’t mean a thing...’



Spike’s words from the night before taunted hinmh@agrmed himself to the nines. He had to get
out of there, and fast. Before he did somethingrbeld likely regret.

Better for him to take out his frustration on theties lurking about outside. Leave the one
insidefor another time. Say, when he wasn’t feelingesih homicidal.

He ignored Spike as he crossed the room and héad#de door. And it wasn't like the vamp
was making with the conversation — or the objeditmhim leaving his side — the entire time it
took him to dress and gather weapons, so it camesagorise when he reached the door and
Spike’s voice rang out.

“Just where the bloody hell do you think you'remg? We’re not done yet.”
‘Now? He asks me that now?’
Xander stopped, counting to ten before he trusitedéif to turn around.

Spike was standing now, arms crossed over his.dagss changing from blue to gold and back
again.

Xander allowed himself a brief moment to look hiis Felt his dick twitch in response as he
eyed the vamp from head to toe. Spike looked gbadin good.

“I'm going out,” he snapped. “And if you'remart you won't be here when | get back.”

Spike took a threatening step forward and Xanddotese the dagger that seemed to materialize
in his hand, reacting instinctively to the impligaleat. If it had been a stake, Spike would have
been dust, given where the point imbedded itsetisrskin and the fact he’'d been to slow to
prevent the attack.

Spike stumbled back and landed on the bed, hisshelntthing the hilt.

“I’'m not the Zeppo, Spike,” he warned, voice lowes flashing brilliant green. Ignoring Spike’s
bellow of pain and rage as he ripped the daggerfften his chest. “And I'nmot your damn
fuck toy either!”

Xander turned and strode off without a backwaracgga slamming the door in his wake.
By the time Spike managed to stagger to his feeétr@ht his clothes, Xander was long gone.

~h ok k ko

Spike spent the remainder of the night lookingXander, but had no luck. All he found was a
trail of dead bodies, human and demon alike. Thedrubodies surprised him; the Slayer and
her lot had never gone for that particular branflisfice before. Choosing instead to leave the
humans engaging in criminal activity for the police



But then, Xander wasn’t hanging with the Slayesthdays. Probably had his own moral code
he lived by. Not that Spike cared one whit wholtbg marked for execution. Evil was evil in
his book — it didn’t matter the face it wore.

And it wasn’t like he could claim he’d not done tame. There was no small shortage of thugs
in Phoenix to keep him supplied in fresh human #ldbseemed almost nightly he was
interrupting some human at their worst, drainingnthdry as penance for their aborted crimes.
His demon thrilling at the fear pervading his vie$i bodies in their final moments of life.
Surprisingly, his soul offered up no protests eithe

Sometimes he wondered if he eved a soul anymore. Or if he’d lost it long ago inaanr
soaked alley.

Towards dawn, Spike gave up looking for the boy dellated going home and listening to
Cordelia rant versus going back to Xander's maiehr and taking him to task for the hole in his
chest.

No one had ever said he was smatrt...

Smiling with evil intent, he headed back to Xandamotel room.

Spike’s temper, already at the boiling point beeaus'd been unable to find Xander, grew to
epic proportions when he returned and realizedtyewas still gone. He was still out there.
Somewhere. And pointedly avoiding him.

Xander had to know he’d return. That things betwibem were far from settled.

Now, with the sun up, it left him stuck inside tletel room twice in as many days.

It mattered naught that he really had no reasobédorg pissed off — discounting the boy’s fuck
and run, and the dagger to his chest. That if aay@a a right to be bent out of shape, it was
Xander.

But then, Spike had never claimed to be ratiorthkeei

He spent the remainder of the morning pacing thertiotel room, ears attuned to the slightest
noise that would signify Xander’s return. Cursinglar his breath as he chain-smoked his way
through the remaining cigarettes in his pack.

By lunchtime, Spike knew Xander wasn’t coming back.

He gave a brief thought to what Cordelia was géingay — prompting a quick jaunt to the lobby
to make a phone call, only to be told that she haden Xander, not since he'd left sometime



early last evening after the two of them had plag@idh up. He’d hung up before she could
interrogate him further. Or jealousy could reaigy head and he demanded to know hest/
they’d caught up.

If he remembered correctly, the two of them usedéiie.

The climb back to Xander's motel room had beerow sine, and the walls bore a few holes
where his anger had gotten the best of him.

By late afternoon, he’d worn a hole in the carpetrf his continual pacing.

“You want to tell me what's going on?” Cordelia demded in her no-nonsense tone. She’d not
said anything when Xander turned up on her doofjsbefore dawn without so much as a
hello, demanding to be let in. Then she’d gonesiap further and lied to Spike about Xander
being there — which she®was going to deny to her grave.

She’d let him in and pointed towards the couch.

He’d no sooner sat down than he’d fallen asleepvirgy him be, she’'d retreated to her room
until lunchtime — a new record for her. It was oabk/she emerged from her room to see Xander
awake and staring broodingly at the televisionestrthat she’d decided enough was enough.
“NO."

“No? Xander...”

Her hands settled on her hips and she gave hirbdstrtell me now oelsé€ look. Totally lost
on him, given that he’'d yet to look her way.

“l don’t want to talk about it.”

“Don’'t want to talk about what? The fact that yahrere and Spike is there?yiour motel
room.” At his startled look, she laughed. “Oh, glea. like | couldn’t figure out for myself that
that was where Spike was going when he took otadugre last night.”

“It's not— we're not—"

“Uh huh...right,” she interrupted. “So, you two have a lover §if

“Anyone ever tell you you're a bitch, Cordy?” Thevas no malice in his voice, only resigned
acceptance.



“All the time,” she told him happily, and settledxt to him on the couch. “So, spill. | want all
the juicy details. Wait... maybe nall the details. But, if I'm gonna catch shit from ISgithis
needs to be worth it.”

IINO."

“Xander” she whined.

“Give it a rest, Cordy. I'm not talking about medaBpike. Not that theris a ‘me and Spike’.
There’s not. | told you last night, it was justang. Wouldn’t happen again.”

Only it did. Boy, did it ever!

‘Shut up! Not helping here!’

And now Xander knew he was starting to lose hisdnie was arguing with himself.
Cordelia’s quirked brow said it all, but for ondeeskept her mouth shut.

Xander breathed a sigh of relief when she let thdendrop, facial expressions aside. He’'d
forgotten how tenacious she could be. Besides,dseraserving all of his anger for the person
that deserved it.

He wasn’t sure why he hadn't just gone back tontieéel once he’d finished his patrol and
settled things with Spike right then. He knew hastimg remark would ensure Spike’s being
there.

Oh, please, you know why.

Arguing would lead to fucking, rather quickly inshend Spike’s case, it seemed. And he didn’t
want to be just an itch that Spike needed scradchiorgive him if he wanted a little
something.. more

Which just boggled the mind, given that he wasitglabout Spike.

He wanted more from Spike?

‘Ok, it’s official. I've lost my mind.’
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Xander let himself into his motel room, wary of trempire he knew to be lurking inside. The
nose didn't lie, nor did the hairs on the backisfrieck. He was on alert, giving due respect to a
fellow predator. Plus, there was that whole daggéne chest thing he had going for him, not
that he regretted doing it at the time. Or nowk8iad deserved it, and it wasn't like the steel
blade could have killed him. Hurt like a bitch, subut no lasting damage.



No, he’'d been proving a point, nothing more.

He expected to be attacked — not literally, he depas he walked inside, so it was with
something akin to surprise that he managed toistgge without word one from the vampire.

Thinking that he’d caught Spike still sleeping, b&ze went straight to the bed. Only to have his
brows draw together when it revealed no sign of, hita bedcovers untouched. He walked
further into the room and stopped suddenly, swiggound to stare in confusion at the vamp
huddled in the corner, gazing unseeing at the mwdtbnt of him.

“Spike?” Xander called out, saying his name aganenvhe didn’t respond. “Spike?”

The third time he called Spike’s name, Xander weeeking in front of him, hands closing
around the leather covering his shoulders and gsh#dking. Worrying when the action
produced no acknowledgment of his presence.

He was half tempted to smack Spike across thetéaget a reaction — hey, it worked on people
with hysterics, didn't it?

But Spike wasn’t having a hysterical fit. He wastjsitting there, face devoid of all expression,
knees drawn to his chest and held in place witlahiss. If Xander didn’t know any better, he’'d
think the vamp was shivering. Impossible, givenwmle vampire thing and Spike’s lack of
truly needing warmth.

Xander couldn’t have said what made him draw Spit@ his arms, but when he felt the
vampire plaster himself against his body, he knetd done the right thing. He landed on his
butt from the impact, barely managing to remaitingjtupright. Spike’s legs were straddling his
thighs and given how close the vamp was tryingetio-gike he was determined to burrow inside
Xander’s own skin — it was a matter of course thair groins were smashed together. His body
instantly reacted to the nearness, his cock beginta harden within the confines of his jeans.

He gave up the fight with his dick when Spike beganzling his neck where he’d bitten him
earlier — who knew how sensitive that particulaaawould be? — and just barely managed to
refrain from tightening his grip on Spike’s waistogsthrusting his hips upward. Spike wasn’t
behaving in typical fashion and his actions werémétleast bit sexual. Something Xander
confirmed when he laid a hand against Spike’s bratad felt no telltale bulge in his pants.

Down, boy he ordered his own cock. Snorting to himself widatithely went about its own
business. Not that Xander could blame it for haangind of its own. Spike, with his mouth
pressed to his neck, tongue and lips running dvebarely healed marks there, wasn’t helping
in the least.

Figuring the easiest thing to do would be to gdwiite flow and ride out Spike’s weird
behavior, Xander laid back against the worn catp&tng the vamp right along with him. It
hadn’t been the most comfortable position, sittipgght without any means of back support,
150-plus pounds of softly growling vampire plastete his front and nuzzling at his throat.



Arms wrapped loosely around Spike’s back, Xandgthare for the longest time. Long enough
for Spike’s lips to cease their movements, snéfinieck a few minutes longer, then go
completely still atop him.

He'd fallen asleep — at least that's what Xandguried Spike had done.

Well, there was no way he was going to lay on herfwhile Spike slept sprawled on top of
him. Or so he told himself. Ten minutes later arahder still hadn’t moved.

There was something to be said for actually gettichance to hold the prickly vampire without
him being aware.

It was... nice.

“Morning, sunshine,” Xander teased, and got whahbeght was a “sod off” in reply. It was
hard to tell given it was mumbled against his n€xkmore like growled.

Note to self — Spike was not a morning personva&mp.

He felt Spike shift against him, felt him nuzzléaris neck, and groaned to himself as his dick
decided — again — to stand up and take noticedid¢tet bother telling it to behave, especially
when Spike’s own distinct bulge began to press ligagroin. There were just some things he
had no control over. It was a shocker to find thatcluded his body’s physical reaction to the
blond vampire.

However...

I amnot having sex on the floor again, Xander thought, la@either voiced it out loud, or Spike
was now a mind reader, because Spike stilled aedteally levered himself up until he was
straddling his hips.

Spike looked like he was back to being pissed agdéiich all things considered, was better than
the blank nothingness of earlier. Xander went tohas1 about the trance thing but was cut off
by Spike’s abrupt question. Xander’s hand wentmatccally to the patch resting comfortably
over his left eye, was brushed away by cool findpeffere it could encounter the worn satin.

A second later, it was drawn over his head ancetbaside.

Xander was amazed by how vulnerable he now fek. @dtch had been a constant since
England. A reminder. A penance.

It was because he’d still been wearing the patanups arrival in England those many years
ago that his friends had no inkling of what hadgeayped to him. He’'d been relegated to the hired



help, and part of him had been pissed off. Angaf ths friends, higamily, hadn’t noticed any
change in him.

The shame he’d felt, still felt to this day, frohretthings he’d muttered under his breath as he’d
stormed out of the house and away from the group.

Xander shoved Spike off him and scrambled to hes tie retrieve his eye patch. Secured it back
in place just as the other invaded his personalesgde watched, warily, as Spike stopped,
cocked his head to the side, and stared at hine lhéwas looking into Xander’s soul.

“Don’t you think you've beaten yourself up enougreotheir deaths?” Spike asked, one brow
quirked in enquiry.

“Like you've got room to talk,” Xander snorted. ldessed his arms over his chest and glared
back at the vamp. “And what are you, a vamped bi.idw? What'’s it to you what | do?”

“I don’t know,” Spike replied honestly, relaxingshaggressive stance. And he really didn’t
know. Or why he cared. Other than he recognizesisch of himself in Xander.

So much bitterness. Towards himself and the fates.

His hands dug into his pockets, searching for imskes and lighter, but only managed to
produce the second, forgetting that he’d blownulgtohis pack of cigarettes searching, and then
later waiting, for Xander. With a frustrated snae, dropped the lighter back in his pocket and
strode to the bed to sit down.

Spike knew Xander was watching him, waiting for soamswers. He could practically feel the
tension in the boy’s body. Unfortunately, he didmétve any.

Sighing, he bent over and began unlacing his bdtotsasn’t until he’'d taken his duster off and
thrown it into a chair and started on his shirt fkander spoke.

“What are you doing?” Xander’s voice was highemtharmal as Spike’s shirt was removed to
reveal pale skin littered with various cuts andpess, some of them caused by him. He
swallowed hard when Spike started on his jeansinguthem off and kicking the discarded heap
in the same direction as his other clothes; thegiéd half on the seat and hung down to the
floor.

But that wasn’t what held Xander’s attention.

No, it was the sight of Spike, uncaring of his tiydcalmly sliding into his bed.

“Spike...?”

“Still a bit worn out. Don’t mind if | catch a femore hours kip, do you, Xan? You can watch
TV, won'’t bother me none.”



Xander watched, jaw hanging somewhere down aroimkinees, as Spike turned on his side,
grabbed one of his pillows and inhaled. Deeplyféiad himself mimicking the vampire’s deep
breath, smelling... him. Spike was smelling him, amaking a weird rumbling noise — much like
the sound he’d made when nuzzling his neck a lot-ags he snuggled down into the pillow and
stilled.

He wasn't sure if he should be more shocked by trdty the fact that Spike had called him by
name. Wellalmostby name.

Minutes ticked by before Xander managed to teagaie away from the lump on his bed. He
walked over towards the chair and let out a siglkeéSwas just as sloppy now as when he used
to share Xander’s basement with him. He grabbegeties dangling off the edge of the seat and
folded them first before replacing them on the chaid the same for the shirt too.

His stomach growled suddenly, and he realizedribat missed breakfast. With Spike asleep, it
wouldn’t hurt for him to dip down to the convenienstore on the corner and stock up on some
supplies.

He paused at the door, calling over his shouldRrst'gonna grab a quick bite to eat.” Then
shook his head at his foolishness, doubting treavdmpire had heard.

Still, at least Spike couldn’t complain he’d lefitout saying goodbye.

Xander wasn't expecting to wake up in bed with 8kactically plastered against his side, an
arm and leg thrown over his body possessively. Hgain, he’d not planned on eviesingin
bed. But, after the first hour of watching daytitekevision — which was boring and beyond
stupid, to say the least — he determined that ¢éldevimuld be much more comfortable than the
straight-back chair he’d been sitting on. It was.argmally.

He must have fallen asleep sometime during Oprah.

The short nap had him feeling well rested, whicls waurprise in itself. He’d never slept during
the day before and figured the brief respite wdhdde left him more tired than usual.

Maybe Spike’s presence in his bed had somethig twith that.

He lay there for a bit, waiting for the vampireaiwaken, half listening to the news now playing
on the local television station. The female newssasent on, complete with dramatic pauses,
about the city’s latest doom and gloom; the stdoe®ly sparked his interest except to pass the
time.

Until she came to the last one.



Xander sat up in bed abruptly, his eyes gluedécstinteen, displacing the vampire curled up next
to him — who was a little less than pleased atd@hed but went right back to sleep.

The report was innocuous enough, a double twindp@ing — one set of boys, one set of girls.
Both identical. Both pre-pubescent. The raritytedf event was probably the only thing that had
warranted the story even making the evening news.

He’d been right in assuming Zepheus was here. Toaf pvas the missing children. Now he just
had to find the bastard and put an end to him amckfor all.

Xander tried to nudge Spike awake but got only &ledicomplaint about it still being daylight
and he was bloody tired.

“Come on, Spike,” Xander wheedled as he shook émepis shoulder. “Wake up. Or, at least
give me Cordy’s number. It's important.”

“Cell phone... duster pocket...”

Xander rolled his eyes at the sleepy reply andlmdidhout of bed. He found the tiny phone, still
marveling that Spike would even carry one around.

“Gotta be Cordy’s influence,” he mumbled underlinisath as he scanned the list of saved
numbers. There were two: “Home” and “Cordy celldler started with the second.
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“It's about damn time you called me, Blood Brediid you know howvorried I've been?”
Cordelia shouted into the phone before Xander cgetda word in edgewise. “Xander's—"

“On the phone, Cordy,” he interrupted calmly. “Spg&with me.”
But Cordelia was just getting warmed up and apgbréadn’t heard him.
“... When | get my hands on you...”

“Uh... Cordy?” Xander tried again. And again. Finaliking a page from his ex’s book and
shouting like a shrew into the phone. “Cordy, Kander!”

“Xander?”
“Yes. Spike’s with me. But, that's not why | calléd
“What is it?” she asked, her tone going from aggtes to concerned in the blink of an eye.

“Have you had any visions lately?”



“Visions?”

“Yes. Visions. A demon... big, probably six feet, gior take. Dark skin, bald. Tattoos. Looks
human enough except for his eyes. Think ShaquilgalN. only meaner.”

“Sha-who?”

“Basketball player. He— never mind. Just... have lgad any kind of visions involving a
behemoth of a man and two sets of twins?”

“No... why?”

“Damn...” he muttered to himself. “I was hoping fob# of a break. What'’s the point of having
a seer on the ‘good guys’ team if she doesn’t Bee’

“Xander, what is it? What's wrong?” Cordelia coslehse Xander’s impatience, and something
else. Worry, perhaps even fear. Which was why ghered his last remark. “Xander?” she
called again when he didn’'t answer her.

“What? Oh, sorry, Cordy. Look, lemme kick Spiketauted and then we’ll come over. I'll
explain things then. If I'm right, we’'ve a few dayst before the shit hits the fan.”

“Alright. I'll be waiting...”

Xander said goodbye and hung up. He walked batketbed and took perverse pleasure in
yanking the covers off Spike, who vaulted to histfieeady to do battle, cursing a blue streak at
having been woken so abruptly.

“Gonna have to take a rain check,” Xander repliét & chuckle mid-tirade. “Onlthistime it's
gonna be me fucking you.” Which effectively shug trampire up and made his dick start to
swell, Xander couldn’t help but notice when he gkshdown. “Here...” he snapped to cover his
own body’s response, flinging Spike’s jeans towdmds. “... Put these on. We've got a baddie
to track down.”

A few minutes later, the two left to meet up withr@elia.

Surprisingly, Spike had offered no protest to Xatedleomment — whether he’d been kidding or
not, Xander wasn’t quite sure — which gave him pgleéa think on as he as Spike walked quietly
towards the vamp’s home.
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“Well, isn’'t that wonderful! | vote we move back 8eattle. Give up this Hellmouth crap,”
Cordelia grumbled. “I mean if it's not one demadis another. Can’t we just put a sign on the
thing that says ‘Closed for Good’?”



Xander had given them a brief rundown of his lastfiontation with Zepheus. How he’d been
working one of the Hellmouths — in all places, A& and caught wind of the demon'’s plan.
He’d managed to stop the portal from opening, laat had to sacrifice one of the twins to do so.
Greater good, Spike had muttered; Cordelia had eschdéind he’d felt a weight he was carrying
for the last year lift slightly.

He’d gone on to explain how later he’d found owtttaven without taking the boy’s life, the

ritual would not have worked. That only the Phodrellmouth could be opened in such a
manner. He didn’t explain the condemnation in tlaclver’'s eyes — nor did he have to. Spike
had just seemed to know. Cordy, too, for that maBeth had said the same thing however. That
it wasn't his fault. That they’d have done the sdhieg in his place. “Can’t second-guess
yourself, boy, or you'll wind up dead.”

And suddenly, the weight was gone. The guilt hesdrbcarrying on his soul absolved by the
two sitting in front of him.

So, Xander had gone on to explain his leaving Afaad returning to the states. How he’d not
bothered to hurry to Phoenix to tip Zepheus’ haeeing as the ritual called for a specific full
moon — the one they were due to have in a few dég’sl wandered the country, like he'd
wanted to do before he got stranded in Oxnard a&amed a lifetime ago, staying in one place
only long enough to soak up a bit of local colod get rid of a few baddies, pocket their stolen
cash, before moving on.

He’d been in Phoenix for two weeks now, carefuteep a low profile so as not to alert Zepheus
to his presence. Not that it would have matterethéodemon either way; he was single-minded
in his attempt to open the Hellmouth and hearinjarider’s presence in the city wouldn’t sway
him either way.

“Funny, pet,” Spike smirked, catching Cordelia’swpaven if she didn't.

“Huh—7?"

“Nothing.”

“I'm just saying...” she griped. “You were evil oneed it wasn't like you made a habit of
trying to bring hell on Earth. What iswtith these demons nowadays?”

“Guess they didn’'t get the memo,” Xander told her.

“Didn’t get much of anything... least of which is bra. | meanhello... Hell equals no people.

No people equals no food. Why is this so hard weustand?” She sat back in her chair in a huff.
“Not that I'm condoning the killing of innocent pgle,” she added as an afterthought, just in
case the two mistook her meaning. “Bad ones, 8da&es our lives a bit easier.”

Xander couldn’t help but laugh.



“That’'s my Cordy. Always looking out for everyondigst interests.”

“And don’t you forget it,” she grinned.

“So, | guess we have to do this the old-fashionag,WXander told them, steering their
conversation back to Zepheus and his attempt to tigeHellmouth. “I should probably head
out. See if | can sniff out the bastard. | founih lance. Shouldn’t be too hard to do it again.”

Spike stood as Xander did.

“Take your cell phone, Spike. If the Powers det¢@become more forthcoming, then I'll give
you a call.”

“Yeah, ok.”

Spike wandered into the kitchen to retrieve hisnghfsom where he’d left it charging on the
counter. He dropped it in one of his pockets antkeehto the door.

“Don’t wait up, love.”

“Uh huh,” Cordelia muttered under her breath. ‘@r®eto be getting a lot of that lately.”
Xander was almost out the door when he remembered.

“I’'m just gonna use the bathroom a minute.”

Spike nodded. “I'll wait for you outside,” he regdl, fingering his cigarettes.

Xander mentally breathed a sigh of relief that re@haged to get Cordelia alone without Spike
getting suspicious. He went through the motiongalking towards the bathroom as Spike
walked out the door and pulled it closed behind. s sensitive hearing — which wasn’t quite
as good as the vamp’s but got the job done — pidketthie sound of the outer door closing and
he turned towards Cordelia.

“Does Spike have spells?” he asked without preamble

“Spells?”

“Spells. Trances. You know? Where he sits in aeoamd stares off into space?” he gesticulated
wildly with his hands.

Cordelia’s expression softened as it dawned omthat Xander was saying. She got up from her
chair and laid a hand on Xander’s arm.

“I told you Spike’s had a rough time of it. He—" &lwvasn’t sure how to proceed. Or what to say
to make him understand. “I guess you could calintiméghtmares. Or daymares. Sometimes



Spike... he gets trapped in the past and he endsliv;mg Angel’s death. Usually when he gets
upset.”Or worried, she didn’t add.

“He...” What, Xander? Plastered himself to you like adligirl? Nuzzled your neck like he was
inhaling his own scent? held him. And he fell asleep.”

“Good. He doesn't sleep enough as it is.”
“Does he... does he remember? You know, after?”

“I don’t know. Maybe. Probably.” Cordelia pulledrthirt aside and showed him her neck.
“Kinda hard to hide these from him.”

Xander stared at the faint marks on her throatjasicbarely managed to contain his growl.
Jealous. He was jealous of Cordy. Jealous thaeSyk bitten her. His nostrils flared and he
leaned in to inhale Spike’s scent. Wanted to eedditt from her skin. And barely caught himself
in time.

“But you said—"

“We're not. We weren't.” Her hands released hertshTrhis was... he needed something to
keep him grounded. Here. A sense of...”

“Belonging,” Xander whispered.

“Yes. Spike was alone in the world. Angel... everyares dead, Xander. And Spike wanted to
be too.”

It pained Xander to think of Spike like that. Thenyp had always been larger than life, even
when he was chipped. He'd seen glimpses of Spaadter side, though. The emotions even his
demon had been unable to suppress. Xander hadudiscbthem at the time; he couldn’t upset
the truths that had been ingrained since meetirityBnd had taken everything she and Giles
had said as gospel.

“I better go. Spike’s probably wondering where 1.4kte turned and walked to the door;
Cordelia’s words stopped him before he could open i

“It wasn't just me, Xander. Connor got his fair gh&éoo. When Spike closes in on himself, his
scent on us would always bring him back. He neeldad Needed us.”

Xander nodded, not turning around. It still didm&lp the jealousy twisting his gut into knots.

He’d gotten his answers. But, all they did was t@aore questions.



The night ended up being a bust. Spike had trigging a few of his contacts for information on
a new demon in town, or whether they knew anytliipgut the twins’ kidnapping. He’'d been
met with shoulder shrugs and negative shakes afshea

Xander wasn’t giving up though. He had the scenhefdemon memorized. He'd find the
bastard and this time he’d kill it.

By mutual agreement, they went back to Xander’ stapnt.
“Gonna take a shower,” Xander mumbled wearily arindged off to the bathroom.

Spike quirked his brow at the boy’s back and debaiming him. Actually took a step in his
direction before stopping. The door closed and &pighed and turned away, shrugged out of
his duster and dropped it haphazardly over the bathke chair. There’d been not one whiff of
pheromones being given off from Xander, his toneate announcing his intent free of any
innuendo.

The water came on and Spike could imagine Xandkisimind, wet hair plastered to his head,
hands braced on the tile as he let the water @indn his body. A body that Spike had become
intimately familiar with, though he’d yet to fullgxplore it at his leisure — something he’d have
to remedy, and soon.

His hard-on was no surprise; he’'d been half hardesengaging in a bit of rough and tumble
with the boy a few nights ago.

The torture lasted for a good ten minutes. Ten tesof Xander’s quiet moans of pleasure
easily discerned by preternatural hearing. Ten tagaf imagining Xander’s hands soaping
every inch of his body, the suds sliding off a kldame to run down the drain. Ten minutes
spent debating joining Xander in the shower andtsedack of formal invite. Wanting...
needingto be the one to produce those breathy little dedhe boy was making.

It was a wonder Spike hadn’t spilled himself inshile jeans.

Xander walked out of the bathroom and was smaakéaei face with Spike’s arousal. His
nostrils flared and he could feel his own dick tstarswell beneath the towel wrapped around his
hips. Though he forced himself to ignore it as hatared, “Shower’s free.”

The tension was palpable as Xander crossed tohehdéemed was his side of the bed and made
to climb beneath the covers. Purposely avoideditgpéat Spike as he did so. He heard Spike
stand, and for a minute, Xander thought he wasggmrapproach. Then he seemed to change
directions.

There was a soft click as the bathroom door shut.



Xander let out a sigh, dropped the towel by the sitthe bed and slid beneath the sheets. He
wasn’t quite sure why he was relieved. Maybe it tiiescertainty he felt that if they’d given in
to the urge, it would be much more of the same.tblsay that the same wasn’t hot, or damn
good. His dick would attest to thatwant more flitted through his mind.

He was too tired to examine that thought, howeVke hot shower had also done much to ease
the ache in his muscles and it wasn't long beferelbsed his eyes and drifted off to sleep.

So he didn’t hear Spike jacking off in the showew he groaned Xander’'s name when he shot
his load on the tile in front of him. He didn’t febe mattress dip as Spike slid into bed beside
him and snuggled up against his side, how his lakewbody did much to relieve the oppressive
heat in the room when it wrapped around him.

nite, Harris,” Spike murmured, then closed higsyand joined the boy in slumber.
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Though still asleep, his body sought more of thressto his back and flank. Large hands
kneaded his flesh, making him purr slightly. Thatigpetting went on for some time, until he
became used to the touch and once more succumttieel pall of sleep.

Then lips and tongue did their best to rouse hiehtHng there, balanced on the edge of
wakefulness and slumber. Muttering nonsensical sasdhis body was licked, kissed, and
nipped with a questing tongue, soft lips, and btaesth. No part of his body was left untouched
or unexplored.

A rumbling growl erupted when he felt his ass clsggdfrted and a moist finger probe his ass.
Circling. Circling. Getting him to relax enough fiotto slip inside. Slow and easy, and again he
became accustomed to the sensation. Body growiangytend sinking deeper into the mattress,
further into sleep.

The second and third finger caused no more rippled sleep pattern than the first. It was only
as something larger pushed against him and intcalmathe stirred a bit. Unconsciously slid his
legs farther apart. More stretching than beforéma good way. He clung to sleep, even as his
body commanded that he wake and appreciate thedimat motion, the constant brushing of his
prostate, the body draped over him. Covering homfhead to toe. Enveloping him.

He felt safe. Love. Protected.

Not since...

Angel.

The name skidded through his subconscious... butyeigaed aloud. Husky with sleep and
need.



He felt the body above him freeze mid-thrust anédnaadl plaintively. Came awake to the scent
and feel of Xander surrounding him. In him, at tqzetially.

He wanted more. Wanted to be filled like he hatie#n in far too long. Wanted the warmth of
Xander’s body pressed against his back. To feehdéa of it sink into him and relieve the cold
that never seemed to dissipate.

“Xander...”

But Xander was moving. Up and off the bed. Intolihéhroom, where it took all he had not to
slam the door. He turned on the water and steppeddth the spray before the heat managed to
kick in. Not that he felt it, or cared one way be tother. His thoughts ringing with earlier taunts.
Buffy’s Spike. Angel’s Spike. Never your SpikeeNgaurs...

Over and over, until he was ready to pound onitég inh agonized frustration.

Damn me for a fool. Told me sometimes a fuck tsgjfisck. Should have listened to him. Stupid
to think that he could really want me.

Xander stayed in the shower long after the hot waite cold, hoping that Spike would have
gone back to sleep by the time he felt calm endagimerge. When his teeth began to chatter,
Xander reluctantly turned the taps off and climbetiof the tub. Wrapped a towel around his
hips and listened.

No sound came from the outer room and Xander bedadhsigh of relief. Then took several
more to gain composure.

Play it off, Xan-man. No need to let the vamp kgowtook a stake to the heart. Just be cool.

He opened the door and nearly jumped out of his akseeing Spike, vamped and looking
decidedly pissed off, standing in the doorway.

Oh yeah... real cool.
Trying to recover as best he could, Xander shoaltiais way past Spike — a very naked and
very hard Spike — and out into the room. The clockhe bedside table said it was past time for

him to eat, and his stomach growled right on cue.

“Gonna grab something to eat,” he told the fumiagpire, capitalizing on the timely noise his
stomach had made. “You want something?”

“You offerin’, pet?”

The husky purr floated across the room and Xanaeirsl screamed a resoundinvgs!



“No! I mean, that is, I'm offering to pick sometlgmup for you. There’s a place down the street
that makes wings... even that onion thing you thoumghtne knew about.”

Spike’s eyes remained narrowed on the boy’'s badto Wanaged to slip into a pair of jeans and
a t-shirt — all without turning around once. Ratpeised him off, though he couldn’t exactly
pinpoint why.

Or why Xander was suddenly ready to beat a hastyate

Things had been progressing quite nicely a bit #dwad been a good long while since he’'d
been woken up so pleasurably. Too long, in fact.

“You wanna tell me what’s going on? Why this suddesire to stuff your gob?”

“I'm hungry.”

Xander nearly cheered when his stomach chose thigtemt to reinforce his announcement. He
sat down in the chair and pulled on socks and shrRefsised to look Spike in the face and have
the vamp see his pain.

“Weren't all that hungry a bit ago,” Spike pointedt.

“Yeah... well... now | am."Smooth, Xan. Real smooth.

Apparently, Spike thought so too. He crossed tleerrand braced his hands on the arm rests,
leaned in close to Xander.

“What say we go back to bed? Finish what we stdvefdre we grab a bite to eat.”

Xander stood, forcing Spike to either back up drda his ass. “Maybe later.” Though that
probably wasn't going to happen; Xander Jr. hacegato hiding now that Spike had made his
true feelings known. Acting as a stand-in wasnitegiving him those warm and fuzzy feelings.

For Xander, tomorrow night couldn’t come fast entongw. He’d kill Zepheus, avert the
apocalypse, then beat a hasty retreat out of Pko@ni back to his solitary existence and forget
about the emotional drama of the last few days.

What Xander hadn’t counted on was Cordelia’s ieterice. Or maybe it was her take-no-shit
attitude. Whatever it was, if he thought that luheld been an ordeal with him and Spike
sequestered inside his motel room, neither of ttaégking or doing much of anything except
randomly peering out the window to see if the sad et yet, then he hadn’t counted on his ex’s
propensity for making a bad situation worse.

Not that it was malicious on her part.



Although, as he glanced up at her from beneatlablees and saw the half smile playing about
her lips, Xander figured he might have been wrdmguathe malicious part.

She looked entirely too pleased with herself.

“Not hungry?” Cordelia asked cheerfully, lookingsfiat him and then Spike, just before biting
into the piece of deep-fried onion she held inlard. “I have it on good authority that these are
your favorite, Spike.”

She got a grunt for her effort. Either by him oik&p Xander wasn’t quite sure. He wasn't in the
mood to talk, and apparently, neither was the vaanpi

“Look. There’s nothing wrong with us taking the Inigff, right?” Cordelia pouted. “I mean, this
Zepho guy can only perform the ritual tomorrowayswe have some fun. Eat, drink, and be
merry.”

Leave it to Cordy to oversimplify things.

“Hardly call sitting in this sodding excuse for @atery, then topping the night off with two
hours of chick flick ‘merry,” Spike grumbled. Hauphed his food around on his plate for a
minute, finally gave up on eating altogether, asathed for his beer. Alcohol was the only way
he’d make it through the night.

“I suppose we can forgo the movie and hit Halolsal& our collective groove thang instead.
We'll just need to swing by the apartment so | change first.”

Spike opened his mouth to argue but at a pointekl fimm Cordelia, wisely refrained from
saying anything. He’d learned long ago not to bowigen it came to mentioning the girl’s attire.

Xander was equally quiet, but for entirely differemasons. If he could have begged off going to
a club, he would have. He wasn’t much in the maosiocialize. But Cordelia had put her foot
down about spending some time together catchingraiphadn’t taken no for an answer — from
either him or Spike. Hence, the three of themrgjttogether at a local eatery, him and Spike
practically ignoring each other, while Cordelia ditithe talking.

Still, a crowded club where he could disappear ayrtbe masses was much better than the
previous alternative. Maybe he could even find sameeto help take his mind off the vampire.
The hyena perked up at the thought of a differemd kf hunt and Xander finished his own beer
and stood abruptly.

“Well, what are we waiting for?” he asked.

An hour later, the three were wending their waptigh the overcrowded nightclub.
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The room was filled with clouds of second-hand seyakveat and sex hung heavy in the air.
The patrons were an equal mix of human and demasirog Xander’s hackles to rise, but a
reassuring hand from Cordelia kept him from actipgn the potential threat. That and Spike
didn’t seem too nonplussed that there were anytbihgr than humans mingling about.

“It's a mixed club,” she whispered near Xander’s. éaon’t worry. The bouncers here are more
than equipped at dealing with any altercations thight arise.”

“You come here often?”

Cordelia shrugged. “The place is a good sourcafofination.”

“That’s not the only thing it's good for,” Xandeommented, spying a petite redhead at the bar
giving him the eye. “I'm gonna get a drink. I'll tcd up with you and Spike in a bit.” He ducked
into the crowd before Cordelia could protest, oik8pwho was in the lead, noticed his

departure.

“Gimme a beer,” Xander told the bartender oncedaehed the counter and got the man’s
attention.

“Bottle or tap?”

“Tap’s fine.”

Xander glanced down at the girl at his side andddmimself not to shudder at her simpering
look. Instead, he gave her an appraising once-avebrought forth a smile. “What are you
drinkin’?” he asked, noticing her half-empty glass.

“Sex on the beach...”

Of course you are.

He barely refrained from rolling his eyes. Althoughwasn't like he’d picked the girl for
anything other than her being the first thing thad grabbed his attention.

His beer arrived and he ordered a refill of henkland dropped a twenty on the bar. The beer
tasted watered down, but he wasn’t about to afgaevasn’t planning on getting drunk anyway.

“Thanks. You didn’'t have to do that. My name’s Gajsby the way.”
llAleX.”
“So, Alex, you wanna dance?”

“Sure.”



The girl turned and headed towards the dance faat,Xander fell into step behind her, one
hand coming to rest on the small of her back.
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Cordelia didn’t know who she was more frustratethwi Xander for schmoozing his way
through a good portion of the women in the clubSpike for drowning his..whateverin drink.

“If it bothers you that much, why dorybugo dance with him,” she finally snapped, havind ha
enough. At Spike’s incredulous look she added, &ase Subtle you are not. If it wasn't so
dark in here, I'd be able to see the green.”

m not jealous.”

“Yeah. Okay. Then | guess that blond guy Xandeow igot his arms wrapped around won’t
bother you, either, huh?”

Cordelia watched as Spike’s head snapped arountiamze zeroed in on Xander. She
suppressed a smile as he abruptly stood and stoaipéelaned back in the booth and sipped at
her wine.

Now with the two of them steered in the right dires, maybe she could make something of the
night, perhaps glean from the patrons the wherdaladuhis Zepheus character.

P S S S
Spike prowled up behind Xander and slid a possessawnd on the boy’s hip and plastered
himself against his backside. He peered over Xamdapoulder and flashed a bit of fang at his

dance partner. The male’s eyes narrowed at havaigiitory horned in on, but thought better
of protesting, much to Spike’s disappointment. Hesw the mood to go a round or two.
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Though not human himself, Jeff didn’t have the velngthal to go up against a vampire. It still
didn’t stop him from leaning in close and whispgrims phone number in Alex’s ear, just to
hedge his bets. He turned and walked away amidttiex dancers. Took maybe three steps
before stopping and throwing a wink over his sheuld

One could hope. And given the annoyed expressiohlexis face at having been interrupted, he
just might get lucky.
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“What are you doing, Spike? | was dancing with tnay.”



“Yeah, well now you're dancing with me. You got @plem with that?” Spike purred in
Xander’s ear.

Xander froze. Uncaring of the dancers crowding adobim, and the bouncers patrolling the
club, he turned around and gripped the lapels &e3pduster, brought him forward until they
were nearly nose to nose. His eyes flashed greba asarled, “I do mind. Leave me the fuck
alone.” Then he shoved Spike away and stormedtaffas time to find Cordy and say
goodnight.

She was waiting for him, her mouth open and readyrgue, but Xander cut her off.

“I'm leaving, Cordy. If | stay here— ” He ran a hdhthrough his hair, careful not to upset his
patch. “Look, I'll swing by your place tomorrow. Wan finish this thing with Zepheus then.”

“Xander—"

“Cordy, don’t. Alright? Just— just don’t. You tolde to cut Spike some slack, and | am. But if |
stay here, all bets’ll be off. We’re gonna end igting.”

“Xander, |—"

“Hey, now, none of that,” Xander told her; seeihgttshe was near tears, he pulled her into a
hug.

“I really thought you two would work things out,he sniffled into his chest.

“Guess we just rub each other the wrong way. Alwege, always will.” He leaned back and
kissed her forehead. “Sorry | ruined your evening. still friends?”

“Of course we are, silly.” She glanced over Xangashoulder and saw Spike headed their way.
“Uh oh. Spike’s coming back to the table. You miglant to go before he gets here.”

“Yeah. You'll be okay?”

“Of course. I'm used to him acting like a woundexhb He’ll get drunk and sleep it off. Be good
as new tomorrow.”

“Alright. See ya.”

Xander smoothed a stray lock of hair behind Coadekar, gave her a half smile of reassurance,
then slipped out a side exit.
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Xander took maybe a handful of steps when he hbardoor open behind him. He froze,
waiting to hear the sound of Spike’s voice — eitheainger, or that cajoling tone of his.



What he got was the slight whine of his previousogspartner, the human-looking demon he’d
picked up in a half-hearted attempt to forget al®pike and how he’d wound up playing second
fiddle to the memory of Angel. The “Hey! Wait up¥as like fingers down a chalkboard, grating
on his nerves.

Guilt made him hesitate, however. Enough so treatigmon closed the distance between them
and settled his hands on Xander’s shoulders.

“Want to get out of here?”
“I'm already out of here,” Xander snapped a bit\pglely. He just wanted to slink off and lick
his wounds, go home, grab a few weapons and takei®frustrations on the evil populace. Not

deal with the mistake that was this Spike lookalik

“| see that,” Jeff whispered near his ear. “Whatdant was, do you want to get out of here with
me? My place isn’t far. Just a few blocks awayfaict. We can be there in no time.”

The hands running up and down Xander’s arms, thasmsubtle nudge at his backside, left no
doubt as to what they'd do once they got there.

“It's not the vampire, is it?” the man asked wheander didn’t answer him right away.

“Spike?” Xander asked, incredulous. “No. Me and-hn

“’Cuz you guys were putting off some pretty serioilges.” His words belied his actions,
however, as the demon slid his hands down alonglé@side and leaned in. “But, if he’s got
no claim on you...?”

“No...” Xander let his body relax against the otheale's, felt a hard cock nudge against his ass.
He turned around and shoved the demon up agamstdh. Their lips smashed together,
Xander quick to take advantage of the other’slsthdasp, thrusting his tongue inside with hard
angry jabs.

Grunts and moans filled the otherwise silent alteyseveral minutes as they groped and kissed,
until Xander tore himself away with an angry curBee guy just wasn’t doing it for him. In his
mind’s eye, all he could see were blue eyes aradtdoric smirk staring him in the face.

“Look, man. Jeff, right?” Xander began, then paused moment to run a hand through his
hair. “I'm sorry. I'm not a cock tease, but—"

“I'm not him.”
“Yes. No...” Xander’s voice trailed off. “I just—"

“Hey. No sweat. Can’t blame a guy for trying.”



The demon looked him up and down, wiggling his Bpand Xander couldn’t help but
laugh. “Yeah. I'll see you around.”

“If I thought you meant that...” Jeff said sincerely.

Xander smiled sadly and walked away.

Jeff stared after the guy’s retreating back anbesigwistfully. He debated all of two seconds
about returning to the club before exiting theyahénself, but in the opposite direction.

An early night was definitely in order, especialyhaving been witness to the vampire’s
possessive anger. If the blond caught him reekigeoboy?

Well, he liked his parts just fine where they wekesolitary night with his hand was a small
price to pay for keeping it that way.

Spike was walking back to Cordelia when he saw Xasdeak out a side exit. He'd just reached
her side when he saw the demon Xander had beemdamith do the same and his eyes
narrowed with some unnamed emotion. His tempezadly at the boiling point, threatened to
explode.

He had every intention of following after the tvamd would have, but then Cordelia grabbed his
arm. She gave him “the look,” and he mentally cdrée fates at their timing even as he caught
her up against his chest. The vision slammed iatdobdy, and Spike felt her jerk once and go
still as she gave herself over to it; after so mgegrs of having them, she’d learned the less she
moved, the easier it was to handle, and the omhgtbhe had to deal with when it was over was
a strong need to sleep.

“All done, pet?” Spike asked when he heard her npaimtively and felt her nod against his
shoulder. “Well, let’s get you out of here andIgetiat home. Got a bit of time yet, yeah?”

“Yeah,” Cordelia wheezed around the pain, sometbhgd not felt in a good long while when
she had a vision, more than grateful when Spik@yeagsung her up into his arms and
shouldered people out of his way to reach the feottance; she didn’t think she could stand,
much less walk, out of the club.

It wasn’t until they were settled in the car antvidig home that Cordelia was able to talk. Spike
listened as she told him about her multiple visions

“I don't like it,” she finally finished.

“Me either. You've never had more than one scenari time before.”



“Maybe the Powers are trying to tell us something.”

“Yeah. Like it's a bloody trap.”

“Or, a diversion.”

“Either way, let’s get you settled in bed, and ¢jtb see what's what.”

Cordelia sighed and closed her eyes, letting tftesmble of the vehicle lull her to sleep.

Ten minutes later, Spike had parked the car andustasring Cordelia into their apartment
building. He tried not to jostle her too much asdescended the stairs to their apartment. She
was probably going to have the mother of all headagiven the multitude of visions, and he
didn’t want to contribute to her pain.

After a bit of fumbling, he got their front door @p and the girl settled in bed. She didn’t move
as he stripped her down as much as he dared lmithireg up the covers. Her pain pills were in
the bedside drawer and he shook two out of theéebatid set them on the counter, filled a glass

of water and set it beside them.

Spike paid Cordelia one last glance, satisfied Wwehdeep, even breathing, before he strode
from the room and let himself out of the apartment.

It was time for him to go play hero.
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While Spike was seeing to the people in Cordel&sgns on one side of the city, Xander was
inadvertently on the other — which put him in jtie right place to catch a glimpse of Zepheus.

“Got you now, asshole,” he smirked from his positio the shadows.
He took a quick inventory of the weapons at hipadsal; of the lot, his short sword and silver-
tipped dagger were probably going to be the masfulisThe stakes and holy water he was

carrying wouldn’t do a thing but piss the giant off

Xander just prayed that he could best Zepheustwélskills he had. He’d hate to have to kill
one of the kids to prevent the demon from openeghellmouth.

But he would.

Four lives were a small price to pay to preventdéstruction of mankind, even if it would
weigh heavily on his conscience.

Zepheus slipped inside an abandoned building amdiéfafollowed behind him after a few
minutes had passed. He paid special attentioretgribund in front of him, careful not to trip



over anything. The demon had ears like a bat aottiqguck up on the slightest noise.
Thankfully, Zepheus’ good hearing wasn’t quite aseptional as a vampire’s, or the battle
would have been over long before it even got ddlagmce the demon would have easily picking
up his rapid-fire heartbeat.

Xander crept closer, and as he did so, he couldthedaint trace of cryinglhe twins he
thought, not unpleased. Their pitiful whining woulelp mask his approach.

He wasn't surprised to find the door Zepheus hadred through locked, though it had still been
worth a shot to check.

“Plan B,” he muttered under his breath, and begafing the building looking for another way
inside.

It took a bit of maneuvering on his part, but Xanfieally managed to get in through an
unlocked window on the second floor. He droppeltligonto his feet and then nearly blew his
stealthy approach when dust flew up into his fawkrmade him sneeze.

He froze and waited, his head cocked slightly togiile as he listened intently. There was no
flurry of pounding footsteps racing up the stams & his direction and Xander breathed a sigh
of relief. He’d not been found out.

Several more minutes passed before he chanced gadwalding his breath as he took that first
tentative step. The floorboards didn’t creak, tHalhk and he gained confidence as he left the
office and made his way out into the hall.

The children’s crying got louder the closer he tgathe stairs; Xander just prayed they kept at it

until he'd slipped down the steps and found anopifece to hide and wait for an opportune
moment to confront Zepheus.

“What?” Spike snapped into the phone. He’'d debatd#danswering the thing when it vibrated in
the pocket of his duster, but figured it had tarbportant for Cordelia to call him post-vision.

“Spike! It's Xander. Zepheus—"

Spike barely deciphered her sleepy pain-filled rmgfs, but got enough to determine that
Xander had found their Big Bad and it wasn't loakgood for the boy.

“Where, Cordy? Where’s Xander?”
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Spike flew across town, angered that Xander haximgited to take on the demon by himself, but
no less scared, worried that he wouldn’t get thetene, and he’d end up burying another of his



friends — acquaintances — whatever the hell it heaseferred to Xander as. They weren'’t
enemiesthat much he knew.

Familiarity with the city made it easy for him tetgo the place Cordelia had indicated fairly
quickly. As he drew close, he could hear the sowfidsfight — groans and shouts of triumph,
the clank of steel. It all collided together wittetsounds of crying and pleas for help.

He broke through the door, game-faced and reagiato Only to freeze at the sight of Xander
suspended from who he could only assume was Zephaod, his other arm drawn back, ready
to plunge his dagger in the boy’s stomach.

“NO!!” he screamed and forced himself to move, totgete in time. Knowing that he wouldn't.

Spike watched helplessly as the breath left Xamdarrush as the blade sunk all the way in to
the hilt, how his eyes rolled up in his head betbey closed. A girl’s scream drowned out
Xander's frantic heartbeat.

Then anger took hold and he heard nothing at a# k& own battle cry as he launched himself
at the dark-skinned giant.

When Spike crashed into Zepheus, Xander was agngldased and hit the ground with a dull
thud. He didn’t look to see if the boy would be pkiae couldn’t look. His sole focus was the
demon before him who’d recovered from his attaakwas now eyeing him with deadly intent.

Spike just smirked in a manner that said, “Bringrit” His yellow eyes were blazing with his
own righteous fury as the two warily circled on@#er, both vying for an opening to land a
blow.

“I'd think you’d be happy, my opening the Hellmouttou're a vampire, a demon like me. We
couldrule this city. We could rule the entire country,” Zepis snarled.

“This is my town.My Hellmouth. And | like things just fine the way thare here.”

With lightning-quick reflexes, Spike sprang forwamad slashed his claws across the demon’s
face, smirking when Zepheus jumped back in surpase hand going up to cover the wound.

“Ow. That hurt!”

“It was supposed to, you git,” he sneered. Anotigiitning-fast move by Spike and Zepheus
had a matching set of marks on the other cheek.

Though his opponent was large, Spike had speedsaide; he’'d use that to his advantage and
stay out of the other’s reach, wear Zepheus dowim kody shots until he tired.



The only drawback to his plan, though, was the fiactor. He needed to end the fight, and
quickly, if he wanted any chance at saving XanHes.gaze darted about the room, trying to find
something to speed things along, and came acresp#il components scattered on a table set
up behind the demon.

He feinted in, ducking under Zepheus’ outstretchieds, and raced to the makeshift altar.
Animal body parts, roots, and other various magi@phernalia went flying as Spike swept his
arm across the table. He ignored the demon’s belfonege as he picked up the spell book and
proceeded to tear the pages to shreds. When héniged, he dropped the hefty volume and
chuckled at the confetti at his feet.

If nothing else, he’d averted Zepheus from perfogrthe spell to open the Hellmouth.
“Guess that takes care of that.”

Spike didn’t have long to wait for Zepheus’ reanti®he demon ran towards him, exhibiting a
fair bit of speed for someone his size. Spike gtdnaround, looking for some type of weapon
and spied a ceremonial spear leaning against thde&l@nd him. He palmed the weapon and
turned back to confront his opponent, just as Zepl@unched himself over the table. Spike was
ready, the spear held aloft with a firm grip. Heigeevaded the demon’s outreached arms and
as Zepheus flew past, drove the spear tip intalest — and hopefully his heart — careful to let
go so he wouldn’t be dragged forward with the desyamomentum. He wasn’t quite sure if he
hit the mark though, he’d never come across a ddik@Zepheus before.

Zepheus crashed to the floor behind him and Spa&®an him like a shot.

“That was for Xander,” he growled as he stood dhlierfallen demon. Then he leaned down and
snapped the spear handle in two. He held the sitak&apon in his hand for a moment before
driving it through the demon’s eye, killing him tastly. “And that’s for me. You picked the
wrong town and the wrong boy to mess with.”

Rather than gloat over his victory, however, Spikeed away and hurried towards the two sets
of twins shackled in the corner. His human mask evae more in place.

“Gimme a minute to check on my friend and I'll s#®ut getting you free,” he told them, and
was thankful to hear an abrupt end to their crgpell.

Though, with the sudden silence, the faint beadingander’s heart was like a death knell.

“Xander!” he shouted and was beside the boy imatant, carefully cradling him against his
chest, mindful of the dagger still embedded ingtesnach. Blood covered the lower half of
Xander’s shirt and was slowly seeping down intofasts, and for the first time in his life, the
smell of it sickened Spike.

He rose awkwardly to his feet, with Xander’s bodgmkd over his arms, and nearly slipped in
the huge puddle of blood on the floor.



“Oh, pet,” he whispered, horrified, and deathlyaadr “Hang on, love. Spike’s gonna get you to
the hospital. They’'ll get you fixed up in no timiist see if they don’t.”

He hurried forward, only to stop at the sight & tour kids still huddled in the corner. He
couldn’t leave them there; they were sitting duitksanything that might get curious about the
overpowering smell of blood and decide to searehbthilding.

Cursing his soul and the Powers for making himafrthe good guys, he backtracked to the
table and gently laid Xander down on top of ittlset about finding a key to the chains. He
started with the demon corpse, and for once itifieisluck was on his side as he found the key
in Zepheus’ pants pocket. Spike palmed it as he@do his feet and rushed to release them.

“Stick close to me, yeah? Gonna take my frienchéohospital and someone there can call your
parents.”

“I want my mommy!” one of the girls whined pitifuyll

Spike struggled not to roll his eyes — or yell -hasknelt down and spoke softly to the girl.

m gonna get your mommy, poppet. But first, | néedake care of my friend. He’s hurt really
bad and needs a doctor to get him all better.”

“We’ll come with you,” one of the boys said as h&hed onto the girl’'s hand. “To the hospital,
and then you'll call our parents, right?”

“First thing. Promise.”

At their tentative nods, Spike stood and headedhi®door. For the first time in his life, he
prayed, hoping that he’d get to the hospital be¥mader bled out.
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Spike kicked the automatic doors when they wouldp#n fast enough, shouting for help and
“bloody now!” Something in either his tone or higpeession seemed to convey the seriousness
of the situation and doctors and nurses came rgrfoimvard. Spike carefully placed Xander on
the gurney that was wheeled forward.

“What happened?”

“What's it bloody well look like?” Spike snappedarely controlling the urge to contain his
demon. “He’s got a goddamn knife in his gut. FimhNow!”

The doctor nodded and began shouting out ordetatbsy meds, and other things that went right
over Spike’s head.



“We’'ll take it from here,” the doctor said to Spikeen turned away and bellowed for four units
of universal donor blood to be brought to Bay 1 iedimately as he supervised the stretcher being
wheeled through a second set of doors.

The waiting room was eerily quiet in the aftermathhe hospital staffs’ departure. Spike
happened to glance down and saw that he was cowebdalod, on either side of him were the
twins, looking much the worse for wear. Those ligg about, their expressions wide-eyed and
speechless, seemed to think the same.

“Come on. Let’s get you settled so | can have soraaall your parents,” Spike told them and
ushered the four to an area clearly designatedhitairen — given the much smaller seats and the
few toys scattered about on the nearby tables.

He didn’t bother to ask their names; all he haddavas mention to someone that he’d found the
missing twins and that they were in the ER waitiogm; the cops and the parents would come
running.

“Are you guys hungry?” Four heads nodded mutehka® I'll see if | can scrounge up some
snacks then. Back in a jiffy. Don’t move. And dotatk to anyoneGot it?” Again four heads
nodded sagely in reply.

Spike stalked off to the registration desk andtgete just as the nurse hung up the phone.
“Look. The kids I got with me? They're the one’aitls missing. Can you, uh, call the cops or
something? ‘m sure their parents will be glad teehthem back. Oh, and they’re hungry. Can
you get ‘em some snacks or something?”

“Sure, Mr. umm...”

“William.”

“Sure, Mr. William.”

“No. Just William.”

“Oh. I'm sorry. William,” she stammered. “How... thigt.. where...?”

“The guy | brought in a minute ago found them,dkan, and got stabbed for his trouble. | found
him on the street a few blocks over. | think he wgimg to get here. The poor sap just couldn’t
make it though. | took it upon myself to bring himand see that the niblets got reunited with
their families.”

“Oh! | say! That’s very brave of you.”

Spike shrugged. “Anybody woulda’ done it. Just lexpga to be at the right place at the right
time. So? You gonna call?” Spike nodded towardgptiane.



“Yes. Yes, of course. And, if you want to take thaldren to the cafeteria, I'll call ahead and tell
them that you're coming. Just have the childrek piat whatever they feel like eating.”

Spike heaved a sigh at having been relegated t@a$keof babysitter, but didn’t argue with the
woman. Truthfully, he didn’t think that the four wid go with anyone else except him. Besides
which, he needed to talk to the kids, tell therspeak as little as possible about who — or what —
had kidnapped them. He turned away as the womaedt@ialing and rejoined the twins waiting
quietly in the corner.

“Come on, kids. Let’'s go get something to eat. Tieegalling the cops and your parents should
be here shortly.”

“So, who saved you?” Spike asked again.

“Xander did,” they all shouted at the same time.

“And who happened along and saved Xander?”

“William did.”

“Good. You all just stick with that story, yeah?”

Four heads nodded obediently, and Spike smotheged.arhey were too cute by half.
“Now, eat up. Your parents are probably on theiyiva

Ten minutes later, there were frantic cries fror sets of parents, and what sounded like a herd
of elephants racing down the hallway.

“Cavalry’s arrived,” he muttered under his bredtist before the door burst open and the place
was flooded with cops and openly weeping humans.

Shouts of “Mommy!” and “Daddy!” mixed with cries 6Oh, thank god!” and Spike stood up
from the table and stepped back out of the waydédweld up in a gesture of surrender as the
group swarmed the table they were sitting at.

“Xander saved us,” one of the girls piped up asweae lifted into her father’'s arms. “And
William saved Xander,” her twin finished, pointiag Spike. “That’'s William.”

The cops stopped giving him the evil eye — whictkk&pad found rather amusing — and relaxed
their stances. One even walked forward and heldhisutand.

“You must be William,” the cop announced somewhatlyg as they shook hands. “Who’s
Xander?”



“Guy that took one in the gut rescuing these kjolsaaently. He’s in the ER right now.”
Which was where Spike wanted to be himself.
“Do you know what happened?”

Spike shook his head. “No. Happened along thesescatfew blocks away from here. The guy
was hurt in a bad way. Lost a lot of blood.”

“I'm sorry to hear that. But, I'm glad you were tkelt's a pretty heroic thing you did.”

“Nah... That boy down the way is the real hero. Sabede kids and gave those parents a happy
ending.”

“Yeah,” the cop commiserated. Normally, the misgdegson’s bodies were found several weeks
later, dumped in a ditch. And he’d have to be the @ inform the families of their loss. “Well,
anyway. We appreciate what you did. I'm sure thetisrand Thompsons do as well.”

The cop turned to watch the family reunion takitacp, and Spike took the opportunity to slip
away and out of the limelight. He needed to gekltac<ander.

As he walked down the hall, he pulled out his palbne and called Cordelia. Their conversation
was short and to the point.

“I'm on my way,” she announced once he finisheddrisef explanation.
Cordelia hung up, amid his protests for her to stdyed and rest.
“Stubborn bint,” he grumbled as he slipped the ghloack in his pocket.

Though, truthfully, he was glad she was comingwdsn’t quite sure what he would do if the
boy didn’t make it. Already he could feel the blgmkof despair looming in the distance,
threatening to engulf him, much like it had whes $ire died.

As soon as Cordelia arrived, she and Spike disapgéa one of the waiting rooms in another
wing of the hospital. Spike had given the impressmthe hospital staff that he was just a
passerby and had lucked upon Xander in the stréetsit around in the ER waiting room for
word of his prognosis would throw that assumptightrout the window, and force him to
answer questions he couldn’t — or wouldn’'t — answer

They spent the next several hours alternately gamirsitting quietly, their hands clasped tightly
together, reluctant to venture forth and ask sormedoout Xander’s condition; they didn't try to
find Xander in one of the hospital rooms eithemwing that his injury was extensive enough to
warrant surgery that in all likelihood could last Eeveral hours.



“You want to talk about it?” Cordelia asked aftgrike sat down from his latest round of pacing.
“No.”

“’cuz you can, you know. Talk to me. If you want.”

“Leave it alone, Cordy.”

“I'm just saying. This is me, doing the supportiviend thing.”
Spike growled.

The room got quiet.

“Is it because he’s a guy?” Cordelia asked ouheflilue several minutes later. “Xander, |
mean.”

“Cordelia...”
“Because there’s nothing wrong with it,” she hastkto add. “Being gay | mean.”
“m. Not Gay.”

Cordelia laughed at Spike’s abrupt manner. “If yelscrewing Xander, avantto screw
Xander, you're gay. You're a guy. He’s a guy. Hergagy.”

“Pet, ‘m a vampire,” he replied, his exasperatigident. “We’ll screw anything on two legs.
Doesn’t make us gay, so much as omnisexual. Besidedon't think in terms like that. Being
gay’s a human distinction.”

“Pfft. Whatever.” She laid her head against hisudther; she was tired and he made a halfway
decent pillow. “So, you and Xander?”

“Thereis no me and Xander.” Spike forced himself not te biis friend’s head off. He loved the
girl like one of his own, but she could be a do¢hvé bloody bone sometimes.

“But therecould be?”

“No.”

“Why?”

“Would you just drop it already?” he sighed.

“Angel’s dead. He would want you to—"



“I said drop it, Cordelia!” Spike snarled; he jumped to his feetplacing Cordelia in the
process, and stormed out of the waiting room.

“He’d want you to get on with your life, Spike,”shvhispered quietly to his retreating back.
“Angel wouldn’t begrudge you your happiness.”

Though she spoke softly, Cordelia was pretty spikeScould still hear her. What mattered
though was whether or not he’d actually listeneg, the vamp wasn’t one to heed her advice.
Time passed — an hour, and then two — withoutm aigpike, and Cordelia sighed and stood,
stretching the kinks out of her weary body.

Her and her big mouth. She really hoped she hatilivéen Spike away from the hospital.

After ten years, she should have known not to brdhe subject of Angel. Nothing sent Spike
flying off the handle quicker than bringing up Bise’s name. But the vibes Spike had been
giving off since Xander’s sudden presence in Phoesire like nothing she’d ever seen before.
He’'d been snarky to the extreme, a complete oneietg the way he normally behaved. Spike
spending the last few days almost exclusively Wigimder was the most telling.

Growing restless, Cordelia left the waiting roond atarted wandering the hospital. It was pure
chance that she happened upon a couple of nusassding Xander several minutes later, and
she loitered in the hallway to glean details ofdoadition.

She got one better — a room number.

She did a quick scan of the hallway and spottedd¥ea room behind her, and she walked
backwards the way she came, so she could keepy&éeoa the nurse’s desk.

Inside the room, Cordelia gasped at Xander's camdifThe patch was gone, which took away
from his rakish air. His hair was combed back ftoasiface, accentuating how pale he really
was. The drab hospital gown he wore did nothinigide the healing bite marks on his neck. She
gasped upon seeing them, knowing what they meant.

Spike had marked Xander as his.

It didn’t make any sense. Why then was Spike pgttip such a stink about being with Xander?
He obviously took some measure of comfort from Xaisdpresence.

Staring down at Xander, she couldn’t help but iprssed by her ex. Xander had been strictly
heterosexual when they’d parted ways not long giteduating from high school. She could see
him getting past the gender thing — all of hisrfde were dead, so he didn’t have to worry about
what anyone might think — but the vampire thing @wasether matter. Xander’s feelings about
vampires were well known among the gang. He'd yealiénated Buffy with his hatred for
Angel.

Yet he’'d allowed Spike to bite him. Repeatedlynirthe looks of things.



Relatively reassured about Xander’s condition astdvanting to get caught in the room,
Cordelia moved forward and gave Xander a quick tagbe forehead.

“I'll be back later,” she told him, though he prdiyadidn’t hear her. At the door, she cast one
last glance over her shoulder and slipped out®ftlom, back to the waiting area.

She had a lot to think about, not the least of Winas that Xander had lied to her — Xander had
done more than just hold Spike when he’d had red.sfit some point, the two had bonded.

It explained a lot, now that she thought abou$jgike was feeling guilty, Xander confused.
However, whereas Xander had seemed willing to dgb thie flow and had actually seemed
solicitous of Spike’s welfare, Spike was doing gteing in his power to deny the connection
they’d made.

But something must have happened recently, becavge<ander was just as adamant in his
refusal to be anywhere near Spike. With the thZegheus posed gone, there was no reason for
him to stick around now either.

No reason at all.

Xander woke with a dull ache in his stomach andgimy beeps ringing in his ear. He sat up
and immediately fell back against the pillows, griog. He must have been hurt more seriously
than he thought for it to take so long for him &ah since merging with his hyena spirit, he’d
found himself recovering much like a slayer wouwlith the pain of an attack all but a distant
memory the next day. He'd never had cause befaestdhe limits of his healing abilities, but
put being run through by a dagger on the list ofgh not to do again in the immediate future.

The aftermath hurt like a bitch.

“Ah... you're awake, Mr. Doe,” a nurse commentediuding on his thoughts. “You gave us all
a bit of a scare with the extent of your injuriBst, just between you and me, that was a really
brave thing you did.”

“Brave?” he croaked out; his throat was dry and ensgakaking difficult.

“Saving those kids.”

“Oh...” Xander was careful to mask his confusion.

“Anyway. You just lie back and rest. Let your bduayal. You've got some IV meds that are
masking the worst of your pain and they tend to engbu a bit groggy.”

“Yeah. Okay.”



Xander closed his eyes and listened as the nusteewaround the room for a bit. Only when it
seemed she was satisfied with whatever she sawheidinally leave. He waited a few minutes
more before attempting to get out of bed. The I\é wee first thing to go — he needed his
heightened awareness at full capacity — and heeghitkrom his arm. He cringed, waiting for an
alarm to sound, but nothing happened; the pumgraged to work, only it spilled the medicine
that should have been going into his arm out dmedlbor.

The hospital staff didn’t know his name and thatil@anake it easier for him to disappear
relatively unnoticed. He wanted to be gone beforaeone came and started a round of twenty
guestions. His type of work, the evil that he cansliy dealt with, couldn’t be brought into the
light of day. Joe Normal wasn't ready to hear thate reallyweremonsters lurking about at
night.

A quick search of his private room revealed histpéoided neatly — if still a bit bloody — and
tucked away in a bag, and he dressed hurriedlyedged his way towards the door.

The pain medication began wearing off as his badgkdy metabolized the foreign fluid in his
blood stream and Xander couldn’t help but draw bresath as the pain of his sustained injuries
started to hit him full force. If he didn’t leavean, he reallyvasgoing to be confined to bed.

‘Suck it up and get the hell outta herk¢ told himself. Taking a calming breath, he pealss to
do just that.

Xander opened the door a crack and peeked outsgderal nurses were clustered at a desk
several feet away chatting amongst themselves fddoekeep one eye on them and another on
his escape route, he eased out of his room andysioade his way in the opposite direction
towards the stairwell. Every step he took hurt,thete was no way in hell he was staying in the
hospital.

With Zepheus also apparently taken care of, at Basording to the good news from the nurse,
and what little he remembered from his — and Sgikeéncounter with the demon, there was no
need for him to stay in Phoenix either. His job wWage and it was time to move @danew Big
Bad to find and send back to heik silently told himself.

He determinedly ignored the voice that called hiooward, as well as some other not-so-nice
names. He preferred to think of it as a strategfieat. Lick his wounds and live to fight another
day and all that.

Hailing a cab wasn’t difficult and he had the drivait while he grabbed his two bags from his
motel room; the weapons he’d had with him last highwrote off as a loss. It took him longer

to cash out with the front desk clerk than it dichather his things. Experience had taught him
how to disappear in a hurry.

“Bus station,” he told the driver after he climhbatb the back seat again and shut the door.

The cabbie nodded and pulled off without a word.



Xander closed his eyes and leaned his head bagksatfze headrest.

His conscience nagged him for leaving without mgjlCordelia goodbye. But he had her address
stored in his head and promised himself that as ssdie got to wherever he was going next,
he’d sit down and write her a nice, long letter.

“Thanks! Keep the change.”

Xander handed the man a twenty when they arrivéigedbus depot. His belongings in hand, he
shuffled forward to the ticket booth and boughha-avay ticket to Boston. The pain medication
was all but gone from his system and every stejpdle caused bursts of agonizing pain to shoot
up his belly and spread outward.

He’'d decided on Boston on the short taxi ride ftbemotel; he’d never been so far north before
and figured the city was as good a place as angltdhome for a month. It also had an
international airport hub that would make it eamytim to get out of the country in a hurry if
needed.

The all aboard sounded and Xander spared onel#astegat the Phoenix Hellmouth before he
climbed the steps of the bus and hobbled downiie all the way to the back row, his bags
slung awkwardly over either shoulder. He put ashrdistance between himself and the
smattering of early morning stragglers making tteesss-country road trip with him. His stomach
really wasn't feeling too hot and he closed hissegied attempted to sleep to escape the
unending throbbing as the other passengers satttbdir own seats.

The engine cranked up, and before long, he felbtiseback out of its parking space and turn
onto the road. It slowly gained in speed as it edaalit of town.

Xander sighed for what might have been.

The steady drone of the diesel engine eventuabixed him into a fitful sleep.

Two months later...

Xander stepped out of his apartment and trudgexighr the snow-covered sidewalk to the
corner store. Being born and raised in Southerifd@aia, snow was something of a novelty for
him, which was why he’d made the impulsive decigmspend the rest of the winter season in
Boston rather than move on after his allotted menliie couldn’t seem to get enough of the
stuff. While the locals were bitching and moanimgler their breath about the latest storm front
headed their way, Xander was eagerly looking fodwarthe dark clouds looming overhead.

The blizzard promised to be a doozy; the weathenvaspredicting nearly two feet of snow, so
Xander was off to stock up on supplies for the esgxdlie-in. It began to flurry on his way to
the store and by the time he’d filled his shoppag and been rung up, the light snowfall had



turned into a steady stream of large flakes thgabéeo stick to the snow already covering the
ground. He smiled as he walked, ended up chucklitigpleasure when the snow hit his face
and melted, leaving tiny wet splotches on his chewld forehead.

To the casual observer, he appeared young andeayrefithout a care in the world.
Nothing could have been further from the truth.

He’d not done much smiling his first month in Bastd had been a rough four weeks and denial
was a place he’d fast become familiar with. Bettet than the long, agonizing nights of solitude
he'd endured, and continued to endure.

It was one of the reasons it had taken him so torwgrite Cordelia. Just the thought that Spike
might be privy to what he might say had made fidift to put pen to paper.

But he’d done it, like he promised himself he wodMth the Christmas holiday only a few
weeks away, Xander figured Cordelia would eithesehgotten the letter this past week or would
be getting it in the next few days or so. He'd bdehberately vague regarding his whereabouts,
telling her only that he’d moved on to the nexsisrion his figurative list, and that he was sorry
for leaving like he had, without so much as a wgoddbye. He’d left no return address on the
envelope, but had promised to write again, and.soon

Xander walked up his steps and shuffled the bagsome hand so he could fish his keys out of
his pocket. As he fitted his key in the slot, hexk began to tingle. He glanced around but saw
nothing out of the ordinary.

Huh... Weird.
Shrugging, he stepped inside and shut the door.

His apartment wasn’t something to write home ablout it was his, at least for the next two
months. He’'d even done the festive thing and boaghtniature Christmas tree that came with
its very own tiny ornaments and set it on the twater table in the kitchen.

After he’d put his groceries away, he grabbed a freen the refrigerator and took his customary
spot on his futon and turned on the television.hWiibthing but time on his hands, he settled in
to watch the Star Trek marathon that was runnintherSciFi channel.

The snowstorm continued, and it wasn’t long befaenoticed a bite in the air and snuggled
beneath the blankets on his makeshift bed. Thebgronly seemed to work half the time, which
was why he’d gotten the place so cheap — it bemmack dab in the heart of the city. He’d not
minded though, just bought a few extra blanketoteer his bed; he’d bunked in far less savory
places that hadn’t actually boasted a roof ovehba&d and intermittent heat.



He was into his third episode in as many hours whemrse knock sounded at his front door. His
senses went on full alert — especially given tleatlidn’t know anyone in Boston. He damn sure
wasn’t expecting anyone either.

Figuring that it was probably some religious zealbie’d been blessed with a few showing up
on his doorstep, it being so close to the holiday)&nder didn’t bother to move from his spot.
The knocking didn’t let up, however. In fact, ifyehing, it became more insistent.

The hair on the back of his neck stood on end Xarder finally rose and walked to the corner
chest that housed his weapons. Whoever was o Wes about to get a rude sendoff.

“Look, I'm not interested—" Xander began before daor was even opened. The words died in
his throat once he caught sight of his visitor.ik&f”

“Invite me in, Harris.”
“What are you doing here? | mean... uh... how did yod me?”
Xander couldn’t believe that Spike was standindiisndoorstep — willingly at that.

“Can we talk inside? I'd rather not carry on a cersation on your front doorstep,” Spike sighed.
“Please?”

It was the please that made Xander cave and ogdmhie — and possibly his heart — to the
vamp getting pelted by snow.

Neither said a word as Spike stepped over thehlblésand Xander shut the door. Xander
couldn’t help but think that his apartment shramkize with the vampire there; Spike had a way
about him that seemed larger than life.

“Want a beer?” he asked to cover the awkward s#enc

“Real beer, or that watered-down piss you drink?”

“What do you think?”

“Watered-down piss.”

The two shared a smile.

“Yeah... alright. Whatever you have is fine.”



By mutual agreement, they settled on either erttiefuton. The Star Trek marathon was still
playing on the television and Xander stared astiteen, though if asked later, he wouldn’t have
been able to say what the episode was about.

His sole focus was on Spike. How he picked at abell of the domestic beer bottle and dropped
the pieces of paper on the floor. How he shiftedignseat attempting to get comfortable. How
he opened and closed his mouth several timestasjffeak.

“I take it Cordy got my letter,” Xander finally asé when he couldn’t stand the silence anymore.

“She cried,” Spike blurted out. “When she got ibwjust disappeared and she thought... we
thought... you were gone forever.”

“I'm sorry.”

“Yeah, well, you'll have to take it up with her. &was pretty pissed. Still is, if you wanna know
the truth.”

“And you?”

The words were out of his mouth before Xander cstidg them. He could have kicked himself
with how pitiful he sounded.

“Harris, if 1 would have found you that first monthwould have chained you up and shown you
what it means to belong to a vampire.”

Xander’s heart rate kicked up a notch and his thiatched. Thankfully, Spike didn’t call him on
it. Who knew he had a bit of a masochistic streak?

“I don’t belong to you, Spike,” Xander sighed, s8pike’s jaw clench when he happened to
look that way. “You said it yourself, sometimesuaK is just a fuck. We fucked. No strings. End
of story.”

“Do you really believe that, Xander?”

“I wasn’t the one that called out someone elsefa@ahile we were in bed together.”

Damn, | didn’t mean to say that out loud eith€ander thoughtUnfortunately, his mouth
seemed to have a mind of its own.

llWha?”
Unable to sit still any longer, Xander got up aldexd the floor. “Look, what does it matter?”

“Xander—"



“No... really. It's okay. | get it—gotit. We're cool.” He abruptly changed the subjéetiting
Spike in was a bad idea; he’d been so close tangdkat particularly brief chapter of his life.
Now Spike was here and the hurt that had been staxrache was back with a vengeance. He
needed something else to talk about, and Cordetldhar hurt feelings seemed a safe enough
topic. “So— Cordy. How much groveling am | goinghtave to do? Is she still in Phoenix?”

“I didn’t come here to talk about Cordelia,” Spiggewled as he stood as well. “I came here to
resolve this thing between us. | thought—"

“Us? There is no us, Spike. You said it yourself—"

“I know what | bloody well said.”

“Then what are we arguing for?” Xander’s voice rasenatch Spike’s.
“Because you're a pig-headed git.”

Xander chuckled mirthlessly.

“I'm a pig-headed git?m a pig-headed git?”

“Yes.” Spike ran a hand through is hair in frustrat “I lied, okay? It wasn’t just a fuck. Not
sure what it was, but it wasn't just a fuck. | felt Whole, completehe didn’'t say. “But, | could
see you starting to freak out that first night &igdred it would be best all around not to
overanalyze what happened. Blow it off as a oneddfen it happened again, and you gave
yourself to me.”

“NO_H

“You bared your throat to me and my demon took #saacceptance,” Spike talked right over
Xander’s denial. “And you said yes. So | took, god gave, and it was bloody well perfect.
What little there is left of my soul tried to igmeoit after you were gone, figured you were better
off not knowing, and as much as the demon hatédhéd to let you go.” Spike finally sat down,
his shoulders slumped in dejection. “I can’t behwjobu, Xander, knowing you’re gonna die
someday. You're the last bit of my past, and I'thtyou before | lost you. And you’d hate me.
Just as I'd come to hate the thing that | cred##sland Cordy, we’ve got eternity staring at us in
the face. The Powers made sure of that.”

The room was deathly quiet in the aftermath of 8gikonfession. Xander stood there, his jaw
nearly scraping the floor.

Spike was worried about him dying? He couldn’t helpe started laughing.

“Spike, I've got a thousand-year-old hyena spirgide me. | don’t think I'm going to be dying
anytime soon,” he laughed.



“What?”

“The eye, the healing abilities, the enhanced sh$bat was her making herself at home in my
body. I'm probably as immortal as you and Cordale, though | won’t be testing that theory
with any daggers to my gut anytime soon. It seémsbt immune to pain. All the surgeons did
in that hospital was aide my recovery along.”

“Were— were you ever gonna tell us?” Spike demandges gone a flinty yellow.

“I did. | told you that first night that I'd mergealith the hyena. | didn’t think | had to spell wto
for you. You're a vampire for chrissakes! | thougbti'd know.”

“Like I've seen a lot of demon possessions in mMeti’ Spike snorted in rebuttal.

“What does this have to do with anything anyway®@réts still the matter of you calling out
Angel’'s name. I'm not going to be some substitigednse you can’t have who you really want.”

“When did I—? Aahh... sthat’s why you got shirty. That why you left too?”

Xander nodded stiffly and Spike sighed. “Xandewak dreaming. | woke up with a hard-on and
you stomping off to the bathroom. | never once tidwf you as a replacement,” Spike
confessed.

“I'm no Buffy, or Angel. I'm just me. Xander. A guthat wore a patch over a perfectly good eye
because he felt guilty for getting his friendsédll” He awkwardly gestured to the eye no longer
encumbered by the patch. Sometime in the past mbatth quit punishing himself. His friends
would have wanted him to move on with his life,@had. The last tiny piece of the Zeppo he’d
been clinging to was dead and buried.

“Yeah? Well, | doubt I've got the soul | worked lsard to get. | still get my rocks off on the hunt
— whether it's human or demon. | scared away Asgadn by telling him | was going to end up
fucking him if he didn’t leave. And if you thintkat’'s bad, | was ready to tear out Cordelia’s
heart because you spent time with her, rather &

“Really? Wow! That’s just... Uh, Spike, yalo know she’s my ex-girlfriend. Emphasis on the
‘ex’. There was a reason why we broke up. If | rerher right, it was your fault... sorta.”

“I never said it was rational. I'm just... | want yooi know, I’'m not perfect. Never claimed to
be. I'm a product of my past. Just like you. | kngeu’re not Buffy or Angel... or even Drusilla.
You're Xander... you've been a bloody thorn in myduy side for what seems like forever.”

“Just so there’s no misunderstanding.” Xander’s tipitched.
“Pet, | think we’ve had enough of those to lastrle&t hundred years. Now, can we go to bed?

It's past my bedtime and I've barely slept since Yeft. And this heart-to-heart has plum wore
me out.”



Xander watched as Spike began shucking his cloksitis,g them fall where they may. He hid a
smile as he stepped forward and pulled on the tvottiothe futon so that it converted into a bed.

Spike slid beneath the covers and Xander strippédfchis own clothes and climbed in beside
him.

“Any chance | can talk you into coming back to Pig& Boston’s bloody cold this time of
year,” Spike grouched as he cuddled close to Xander

“I thought you didn't feel the cold.”
“Harris, there’s bloody snow on the ground.”
“S0?” Inside, Xander was silently laughing. A wimngiSpike was a funny thing to witness.

“Suppose we could stay here,” Spike mumbled. “dhesins we won't be getting out of bed until
the snow thaws.” He plastered himself to Xandensst and sighed happily. “Damn you're hot.”

“Flattery will get you everywhere.”

“Everywhere?”

“Later,” Xander laughed. “You look like you're abioi keel over from exhaustion.”

Spike grunted. “Your bloody fault.”

“Of course it is.”

“You'll be here when | wake up?”

“Right here, watching Star Trek,” Xander agreedkipig up on the anxiety Spike couldn’t hide.
“Good. Because | was serious about those chains.”

Spike fell asleep moments later, and Xander snatetlie vampire in his arms.

True to his word, Xander was there when Spike wgkea few hours later and went willingly as
the vamp drew him forward for a kiss.

“Taste good,” Spike murmured against his lips.
“Yeah?”
“Yeah. What time is it?”

“About nine o’clock.”



“Prolly should call Cordelia. Though, now that irtk about it, | should make you do it. As a
matter of fact...”

“Oh no!”

“Oh yes. And don’t even try giving me the puppy £ye
“‘But...”

“Suck it up, Harris. It's just Cordelia,” he smiidke
“Easy for you to say.”

“Yeah, it is, isn’t it?” Spike laughed. He contirti® do so as Cordelia reamed Xander a new
one, only stopping once he promised to come honeégnably before Christmas.

“See you in a few days, love,” Spike told Cordehiaying finally taken pity on Xander and pried
the phone away from the boy’s ear. He hung up orobgaged protests.

“That warrants some kind of reward, don’t you tiihk
“What did you have in mind?” Xander asked.
Spike leered and Xander delved beneath the covestsow his appreciation.
“Ahhhh... bloody hell, Harris. That'll do.”

PR R N N N N S S
Epilogue
“I've changed my mind. I'm not going.”
Xander’s mutinous words were what led to their entistalemate. Not that Spike minded much;
he loved a good tussle the same as any vamp. Besiddéad no doubt he would change the
boy’s mind again.
He stared down at Xander’s bare chest paintedoodylalmost hypnotized by the random
pattern it made. The scent was overpowering irsthall apartment and he’d not realized how
close to the surface his demon had been untildkedi his lips in appreciation at the sight and

cut his tongue on a fang.

The body beneath him tensed.



Spike focused on Xander’s face and saw eyes tingadtholy shade of green and staring
transfixed at his mouth. He leaned closer, smirkasghe teased the boy with the blood he could
feel dribbling down his chin.

“Want it, pet?”

The desperate, high-pitched whine, so full of naed want, nearly made Spike come.

“Tell me what | want to hear,” Spike demanded. ldaldn’t resist the slight thrust of his hips as
added incentive. “Tell me...” He cajoled in his moetsistible voice; he had no qualms about
bringing out the big guns if it got him what he wiech He was a bastard that way.

“Spike..”

“Xander” Spike purred back. Thrust himself against Xaralgain.

“Asshole,” Xander snarled, even as his eyes cldsiskexpression a mixture of pain and pleasure
at Spike’s teasing.

Spike grinning, sensing Xander on the verge ofraavA drop of his blood fell on the boy’s lips,
and when he saw the tongue that darted out aneditkup, Spike knew he’d won. His body
relaxed slightly and a moment later, he was orbhadk with Xander looming over him.

“Say it,” Spike demanded one last time.

“Alright. Fine. I'll go. Happy now?”

“Ecstatic!”

“Good,” Xander replied, ignoring Spike’s smirk. “Nashut up. It's my turn on top.”

Spike opened his mouth to object, but found ieéllwith Xander’s tongue as he claimed his lips

in a possessive kiss. By the time Xander’s findeusd their way to his ass, Spike wasn't even
sure what he’d been trying to object to.

When they checked in at the airport, Xander wasurprised to find their flight to Phoenix
delayed by a few hours. It was snowing. Not mucit @mough to have the ground crews
constantly scrambling to clear the various runwsyhat they wouldn’t have to cancel the
remaining flights out that day. So, naturally, Spikkasn’t in the best of moods as they settled
into their chairs at the gate and prepared to wait.

Sighing, Xander leaned his head back against thiebefind him, closed his eyes, and figured
he’d take a nap to pass the time. He would have bbke to, but the vampire sitting next to him



kept fidgeting — little movements that had a bodtedt nudge his ankle, an elbow graze his
ribs.

The thigh pressed into his own was deliberate thoug

He cracked one eye open and saw the smirk on Spikeé. Saw him gesture with his head
towards the bathroom and knew what he was thin&kimjhow he’d like to pass the time.

Xander’s nose crinkled in distaste. Bf®wasn’t doing it in there.

Giving a slight shake of his head, he closed héesagain, only to open both — abruptly this time
— and hiss between his teeth when Spike leanedhiséap on the pretense of reaching for the
newspaper strewn on the opposite seat, boldly grglitis crotch as he did so.

“Spike,” he growled in warning just loud enough the vampire to hear. A furtive glance
around the nearly deserted airport revealed noa@tehing their exchange.

Thank god.

Spike, the bastard, just leaned back with papbamd, deliberately ran his palm along the length
of his erection, then had the nerve to blink at tiithh faux innocence.

His eyes flashed, and his breath caught when Spdkd’a rapid change from blue to yellow and
then back again. Desire slammed into his gut.

“Bathroom. Now.”

Xander was surprised he was able to get the wardsfdiis mouth. He stood and grabbed his
bag and headed in that direction.

~h ik k ko

Spike had no sooner walked through the door thamaseslammed up against the adjacent wall
and his mouth ravaged. Xander was muttering thlikgs'bastard” and “tease” in between each
kiss, and he had the wherewithal enough to turhatiebefore he was manhandled over to the
counter.

He hadn’t exactly planned on things going quite likis, but he wasn’t about to stop it either.
Especially when it looked like he was about totgetride of his life.

Before he knew it the lube he kept in his dustes wat on the counter, said duster was off and
hanging over the hand dryer, and his jeans werkeghdown around his ankles. Surprising,
because he was sure Xander’s hands had neveidédfotty.



The loud crack of a hand meeting bare skin wasdigenshot, echoing around the deserted
bathroom. Spike was so shocked that it took hinoenemt to register first, that Xander had
spanked him, and second, the pain associated hathather hard smack.

“Again,” was out of his mouth before he could sipmot that Xander seemed to have heard or
cared because his palm had landed again, thisotmtiee opposite cheek.

“Got me here in a bathroom. Bathroomof all places,” Xander muttered under his brehi$,
hand never letting up his punishing pace.

Spike took it. Went so far as to watch Xander mithirror, smiling at the concentration on the
boy’s face. Xander was so determined in his disehat Spike couldn’t help but lean into
each hit. His demon went to a happy place, badkitige attention and affection.

Yeah, he was a twisted fuck.
“... good mindnotto fuck you. Manipulating me like this.”

Spike started to rear back at that, really readyrtbest now, but Xander’s forearm to the back of
his neck kept him from doing so.

“Xander? Pet?” Spike tried to get Xander’s attamtiout he was in the moment, eyes locked on
Spike’s ass and what was probably now a lovely sizdded. The boy had a lot of strength
behind each blow.

Thankfully, though, Xander was just talking to hbeamself talk, because he left off punishing
him to reach for the lube. Spike’s eyes wideneathaicursory slick down Xander gave his dick
and just barely managed to bite down on his lip@mtain his yell as the boy lined up and
forced his way in.

The pain was indescribable; tharn stretch teafelt so damn good, Spike could only melt into
the countertop as Xander proceeded to use his lbbgywn cock, crushed against the hard
marble surface, only heightened his pleasure.

He was on a hair trigger, ready to explode at ligatest provocation, which is why it came as a
shock when Xander suddenly stilled above him. Sjitezl his head and saw Xander’s pained
expression in the mirror.

“I hurt you,” Xander said to his unasked questibinere was no mistaking the smell of Spike’s
blood on the air. He made to pull out but Spikeoptml him with a staying hand to his hip.

“Feels good. Don't stop.”

“But_”



Spike used his other hand to grab Xander’s anceptamn his dick, proving to him in the only
way he could. The hardness he could in no way HRlease don’t stop.”

Xander didn’t, but the intensity of the moment wase. The violence of Xander’'s mindless
possession suppressed by his iron will. Spike gbatel made a mental note to have a
discussion with the boy about demons and theirsional need for pain. He said nothing as
Xander fisted his cock in time with his thrustond, deep strokes that had Spike gasping for
breath.

“Flight 209 to Phoenix, Arizona, now boarding ateydl.”

Xander froze at the overhead announcement, ane 8pikld have killed the fates for intruding
on his fun.

“Plenty of time,” Spike muttered. Smiled when Xandedded and got back to the business at
hand.

They both heard the sound at the same time. Sonwasat the door, trying to push it open.

Spike’s cry of completion was muffled by the hahdttsuddenly covered his mouth as he shot
all over the counter and part of the mirror. Thg bad bitten him, hard enough to break the
skin. He felt Xander tense behind him a beat ldteard the guttural moan against his throat as
his own orgasm hit.

For all of two seconds they basked in the afterglow
Spike would have basked longer, but Xander’s eyidsnwed comically as the noise at the door
sounded again, more urgently this time. He pousedander pulled out and started readjusting

his jeans, only to stop and grab frantically fax graper towel dispenser to wipe himself up.

“Hurry up,” Xander hissed when Spike continueday there, staring at him in the mirror.
“We’re gonna miss our flight.”

Spike sighed and reluctantly pushed away from thmter and set himself to rights, much like
Xander had.

“Ready, pet?” he asked when he was finished. Sawdly nod. “Right then. I'll go first. Make
sure the coast is clear and whatnot.”

Spike got another earnest nod and a frantic shdwang gesture for him to go. He couldn’t resist
stealing a kiss, and smiled against Xander’s lipemthe boy melted against him.

Xander came to his senses soon enough, thougishawed him away, pointing with his finger
towards the door as he dipped into one of thesstall

~h ik k ko



Xander’s face was still beet red when the planelex/out.

“| can’t believe you told that guy the door wascétul mean, evehheard the click as the lock
was turned.”

“Yeah, well your hearing’s better than most, intlanker didn’t hear a thing. Besides, he had
to piss too bad to voice any objection.”

“But still...” Xander frowned and latched onto thénet thing that was bothering him. “It was a
public bathroom, Spike.”

“Yeah. So?”

“So, I'd like to keep my exhibitionist tendenciesa minimum, if it's all the same to you. And |
say again. Public. Bathroom. One word. Ewwww.”

“Guess this means our membership into the Mile Kighb is out, huh?”

Spike quirked a brow and waited.



