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Part One 

The gardens were in full bloom at the party. Everything 
was bright and radiant, so much so that he wanted to 
capture the moment somehow. Everyone laughing, the 
sun shining, everything going perfectly. He couldn't begin 
to imagine how it could get any better. 
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He side stepped past a few friends, tipped the rim of his 
hat towards the ladies, then turned and walked straight 
into someone. He turned to apologize, then blinked as 
the person continued on, mumbling a quick, “So sorry,” 
before doing so. 
 
The most beautiful blue eyes he'd ever seen. The most 
striking face he'd ever seen. Add to that golden locks that 
practically begged to have fingers run through them, and 
that was the image of the person he'd just bumped into. 
A sweet voice, though all he'd heard was a soft apology. 
He suddenly realized that this party could get better, and 
if he wanted it to, he'd have to find the person again. He 
wanted to talk to the beautiful person very much. 
 
The only thing that stood in his way were six people and 
the fact that the most attractive person he'd ever met 
was a man. His father had been right; something was 
wrong with him. Very, very wrong with him. He was 
attracted to a man. He quickly turned and walked the 
other way, wondering what on earth he'd been drinking 
earlier. 
 
He couldn't resist one final glance back at the young 
man, however, before he continued on. 



 
 

Xander gasped and bolted up in bed. What the hell had 
that been about?! He'd dreamed about being at a party. 
He'd had similar dreams before. He'd definitely had 
dreams about his father reminding him about there 
being something wrong with him. And he could admit to 
himself that he'd had dreams about wanting other guys. 
The first dream had been about Jesse, and he hadn't 
been able to stare his friend in the eye for a week after 
that one. 
 
But there was something new about this dream. Two 
somethings, to be precise, and he wasn't sure which one 
bothered him more. The fact that the man he'd bumped 
into was supposed to be Buffy's new enemy Spike was 
one. 
 
Or maybe it was the fact that the party obviously hadn't 
been held this century. 
 
His party dreams usually consisted of drinking beer from 
plastic cups, eating pizza, and jamming to the stereo. Not 
clinking wine glasses while delicately munching on 
crackers and cheese, with the sounds of a string quartet 



not too far away. 
 
And how the hell did he have the information to give him 
a dream like that?! He wasn't a history buff or anything. 
That was Willow's job. Homework gal and all that. 
 
But the dream had felt so real, like it had really 
happened. Like the dream was only a reminder or a 
memory. He could still feel himself bumping into the 
young man that had looked like Spike. 
 
He shuddered and laid back down, groaning as he 
glanced at his clock. Two hours until he actually had to 
get up for school. Joy. He closed his eyes, still wondering 
about the dream. 

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
He managed to muddle his way through most of the 
school day without event, until he walked into the 
entrance hall at the other end of the school. He passed it 
to reach history, and kids were always there, chatting or 
snacking down, sometimes even cramming for that quiz 
they knew was going to happen that day. Kids were there 
today as usual, but the school janitor and a few 



volunteers were cleaning up the mess from Parent-
Teacher night. 
 
Xander groaned as memories of that night came back. Of 
being offered to the blonde vampire, only to dream 
about him two nights later. 
 
In history, the teacher decided they would go over 19th 
century customs. Xander groaned again. Yet another 
reminder of his dream. The world was out to get him. 
 
The teacher turned to the board to write dates, and 
Xander felt something sharp poke into his arm. He 
flinched and turned to see Willow frowning at him. 'You 
okay?' she mouthed. 
 
Should he tell her? Knowing Willow, she'd find out 
eventually. Still, he wanted to not tell her (or anyone 
else, for that matter) about this for as long as possible. 
He shook his head and smiled, then brought his hands 
together and laid his head on them to show that he was 
sleepy. Willow smothered her giggles behind her hand, 
before returning her attention to the class. 
 
After what seemed hours later, the bell rang and school 
was officially out. Xander swung his backpack over his 



shoulder and told himself not to worry about the dream 
anymore. It probably wouldn't happen again. And there 
were other things to worry about anyway: the new evil in 
town, homework, his dad...he didn't need to add a 
dream to his list. 
 
But even as he continued home, he couldn't let go of 
how he'd felt when he'd bumped into the young man in 
his dreams. 

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
It wasn't until two weeks later that he got his first 
glimpse of the young man from the party. After having 
paid for his sketchbook, he turned to leave, only to collide 
with someone. “I'm so sorry,” he began, then stopped as 
his brown eyes met with startled blue eyes. Blue eyes he 
hadn't been able to forget about since the party. 
 
The man began to head for the shop clerk. No! He 
couldn't let him just walk away again. “We seem to have 
developed a habit of bumping into each other,” he said, 
trying to control his nervous stammer. The man stopped, 
and he smiled. He wasn't going to leave then. At least, 
not yet. “I should like to at least learn your name, so as I 



can apologize properly the next time I collide with you.” 
 
The man gave a small smile, then adjusted his glasses 
nervously. “William. William Atherton.” 
 
He smiled, extending his hand to William. “Alexander 
Harrington, at your service.” 

 
 

Xander started awake, glaring at the nearest object after 
he'd done so. He hated waking up like that. It gave him 
goosebumps. Not that the dream had helped at all, but 
still... 
 
With a sigh he rolled onto his back, flinging an arm over 
his eyes. Now at least he knew that it really was him in 
the dream. Same first name and everything. 
 
But the man that looked like Spike was called William. 
Like William the Bloody. Xander whimpered. This was not 
good.  

 
 
 



 
 

Part Two 

 

“Are you okay?” 
 
Xander blinked, glancing down at his lunch. “I mean, the 
surprise at lunch is always enough to make anyone try 
and disappear into themselves,” Buffy continued with a 
small smile, “but you’ve been extra disappeary. And 
we’re kind of worried over here.” 
 
Xander turned his attention to Buffy and Willow, who 
were giving him concerned looks. “I’ll be fine,” Xander 
said. “Promise.” 
 
“If there’s something to be fine about, then that means 
something’s wrong in the first place,” Willow surmised, 
biting her lower lip. 
 
“Guys, don’t worry about it! I’ll be okay. I swear. Just 
didn’t get much sleep last night, that’s all,” Xander said, 
forcing a grin on his face. 
 



Buffy and Willow didn’t look convinced, but sensing 
Xander wasn’t going to tell them anything, slid the 
conversation back towards something else. 
 
Xander almost sighed with relief. They were his best 
buds, sure, but this wasn’t something he was going to 
share anytime soon. Especially dreams about...him. 
Those were dreams Xander didn’t want to share with 
himself. 
 
Realizing they were still giving him worried glances every 
now and then, Xander decided it was time to go. “I’ll see 
you two in class,” he mumbled, grabbing his tray and 
standing. 
 
Buffy and Willow stared in shock as he left, before 
turning to one another. “He didn’t even eat anything,” 
Buffy said in a hushed tone. 
 
“Even if he doesn’t like the lunch he’ll still eat it,” Willow 
agreed. “This is bad, Buffy. This is really bad.” 
 
If Xander had heard them, he would’ve heartily agreed. 

 
~*~*~*~*~  



 
Three hours later, after school had finally let out, the 
gang gathered in the library. Xander took his customary 
seat across from the girls, wanting to groan when he felt 
their eyes latch onto him. Those two would not stop 
staring at him, and it was driving him insane. 
 
Giles was about to start talking when the office phone 
rang. With a resigned sigh he headed in to answer. 
Mumbled greetings and responses were given, and soon 
Giles was closing the door for privacy from young ears. 
 
Young ears that wanted to hear something else, 
apparently. The minute Giles left, Buffy and Willow 
exchanged glances, then leaned over the table towards 
Xander. Xander leaned as far back as he could manage. 
 
“You have five seconds to explain what’s going on, 
buster,” Willow hissed. 
 
Xander glared at them. “You two seriously need hobbies. 
Hobbies besides ask Xander really dumb questions.” 
 
“These aren’t dumb questions! We’re worried, Xander. 
You’re not yourself. We want to help,” Buffy insisted, 
giving him a concerned look. 



 
“I’m…” 
 
“If you say you’re fine one more time, Alexander Harris, 
I’m going to reach across this table and slap you. You’ve 
been weird all day today. You’ve got circles under your 
eyes from not sleeping, you didn’t eat a bite at lunch, 
and you keep avoiding me. So no, you are NOT fine, and I 
want to know what the hell is wrong with my best 
friend!” 
 
Xander and Buffy stared at Willow, wide-eyed and open-
mouthed. “I can swear if I want to,” Willow said, pouting 
slightly. 
 
Xander sighed. He hadn’t wanted to tell them, but Buffy 
really was concerned, and Willow had actually sworn 
because she’d been so desperate to know… “It’s just 
these dreams I keep having,” he mumbled. “It’s nothing 
big.” 
 
“No dream is ever ‘not big’. What was it about? Who was 
in it?” 
 
Xander sighed. “The question you should be asking is 
WHEN was it, Buff. And I’m guessing the 19th century.” 



 
Both girls exchanged surprised glances, then turned back 
to Xander. “Anything else?” Willow asked. 
 
Xander sighed again. Of course; they wanted to know 
everything. He launched into the tale of the party, the 
first meeting with the mysterious young man, and then 
the second dream, where he’d found out not only his 
name, but William’s. 
 
The girls sat back after he’d finished. Xander kept his 
fingers crossed under the table. He hadn’t told them 
anything about William being Spike. Surely he’d told 
them enough to just be satisfied and not ask anything 
else of him? 
 
Willow frowned, glancing back up at him. “Okay, I could 
see you being wigged over the sudden obsession with 
the guy. But there’s gotta be more to this then that. 
What else was there?” 
 
Of course they’d ask. Xander scowled at the table top. He 
seriously needed to have a chat with the god that 
granted luck to those with crossed fingers. “William, 
uh…” 
 



“Yeah?” 
 
“HekindalookedlikeSpike,” he blurted out. 
 
It took them three seconds to figure out what he’d said, 
and Xander watched with a grimace as their eyes 
widened. “William looked like…” Buffy started, her voice 
raising. 
 
Xander put a warning finger to his lips, another finger 
pointing towards the still closed door. Buffy took a deep 
breath, then started again in a lower tone. “He look like 
Spike? No wonder you were wigged!” 
 
“No, you think?” Xander said, sarcasm in his tone. 
“Seriously guys, what do I do?” 
 
“Are you sure it was Spike?” Willow asked suddenly. 
 
Xander frowned. “Same blue eyes, same facial structure, 
same…” 
 
“No, I meant…are you sure that it wasn’t just someone 
that looked like Spike that your subconscious had created 
for some odd reason? That it was just an ordinary guy, 
with no association besides the fact that Spike’s image 



was fresh in your mind, so that’s what your mind had to 
work with?” 
 
Xander leaned back, deep in thought. She had a good 
point. Who was to say it was Spike in the first place? It 
could be someone else entirely. Someone that just 
looked like Spike. But wasn’t. For the first time since the 
dreams had started, Xander relaxed. 
 
Giles came back in then, looking more harried then 
before. “Is something wrong?” Willow asked him. 
 
When Giles began digging in his pockets for his 
handkerchief so he could wipe his glasses, they knew it 
wasn’t good. “I’ve just had a call from the Council of 
Watchers,” he told them, pursing his lips. “They wanted 
an update concerning Spike and Drusilla. They have 
information on the two, more then I do. They said they’d 
send it as fast as they were able, but until then, I feel you 
all should know some basic facts about these two.” 
 
Xander gave a small whimper. The universe was out to 
get him. Was there ever going to be a conversation from 
now on that didn’t involve the mention of Spike? 
 
“Drusilla was driven mad by another vampire, or so my 



sources say. She was a seer before she was turned, and 
she still apparently has the gift to see certain futuristic 
events. 
 
“Spike got his name from using railroad spikes on his 
victims. His name before he took the name ‘Spike’ was 
William the Bloody.” 
 
Xander froze. Had he just said… 
 
“William?” Buffy managed to say in a calm tone. 
 
Giles nodded, giving her a puzzled glance. “Yes, William. 
Why?” 
 
Buffy shrugged. “No reason. It just sounds sort of…old 
fashioned.” 
 
“Well, both of these vampires are quite old and, may I 
add, quite powerful. Drusilla was turned well before 
Spike, and it was actually she who turned Spike into a 
vampire. I believe they said the year was 18…” He 
hurried into the office for, presumably, the answer. 
 
Xander whimpered again. 
 



“1880!” was Giles’ reply from the office. He sounded 
triumphant as he said, “Yes, I was right. I knew it was a 
19th century date of some sort.” 
 
Buffy and Willow both glanced over at him uneasily. 
Xander merely let his head fall onto the table.  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Three 

 

Alexander closed the door behind him, a smile on his face. 
“William,” he sighed, letting his smile grow. He knew he 
was acting like a love-sick fool, but the look on William’s 
face…his eyes, so blue… 
 
He headed over to his desk, crumpling up random pieces 
of paper and throwing them towards the corner. He’d 
pick them up later. But he still had the image he wanted 
fresh in his mind now; what better time then the present? 
 
Alexander set the new sketchbook down, reverently 



running his hands over the leather bindings. He undid the 
ties holding it closed, then reached for his pencil. Opening 
the book, he gazed down at the paper for a brief 
moment, then closed his eyes. 
 
A few images of various things and people came to mind, 
and he mentally wiped them away. His mind went blank, 
and he patiently waited for the image he knew would 
come. 
 
Blue eyes appeared first. Warm, yet showing hesitation, 
hidden behind gold spectacles. Golden tresses, wavy and 
full appeared next, followed shortly after by prominent 
cheekbones. Nose, chin, and then his pink lips appeared, 
finishing the picture. 
 
Alexander opened his eyes and smiled. 

 
 

Xander opened his eyes and whimpered. He couldn’t 
keep waking up like this. He wanted a night where his 
dreams were full of hot women with lots of curves, not a 
skinny little guy that resembled a vampiric murderer. Of 
course, the guy wasn’t bad looking, and his tiny smile had 
been kinda cute… 



He threw his arm over his eyes and groaned. He was 
doomed. 

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 

The next two days were similar to the ones before it, 
filled with quizzes and Giles’ lectures and then the 
dreams. Alexander had been called to dinner before he 
could do…well, whatever it was he’d been about to do in 
the dream, and his parents had, for the most part, 
ignored him. That was something Xander and Alexander 
had in common. 
 
After he’d told the girls about that dream, Willow had 
suggested that maybe Alexander really WAS Xander in a 
past life. “It’s possible,” she’d concluded, “that the 
dreams are of you way back when. I mean, we’re on the 
Hellmouth here. Anything can happen.” 
 
“And usually does,” Buffy had muttered. Neither girls’ 
words had been reassuring. 
 
Opening the door for Willow, the two stepped inside to 
see their usually empty table covered in old books. Buffy 



was leaning against one of the library’s staircases, 
scowling at the pile. “What’s all this?” Xander asked, 
gesturing towards the books. 
 
“The Council sent these to Giles. We’re going through 
them all today,” Buffy said, her eyes never lifting from 
the stacks. 
 
Xander slowed to a halt, then let his eyes start counting. 
Ten plus another ten plus three and doubled, no, tripled 
in amount…he groaned. “All today?” he asked. 
 
“There’s more in the back,” Giles said, coming out of his 
office. Even Willow made a face at that. 
 
“What exactly are all of these for?” Xander asked again. 
 
“To hopefully find something, anything, on our two new 
enemies,” Giles told him, nodding towards the chairs. 
“Take a seat, all of you. We’re going to be here awhile.” 
 
Buffy pouted as she pulled out a chair, Willow and 
Xander not far behind her. Each took a book, then sat 
back to peruse the contents. 
 
They were through at least fifteen books when Willow 



said, “Listen to this: according to these scholars, 
Drusilla’s choice weapon is thrall.” She frowned. “There 
really is such a thing as thrall?” 
 
“Shhh!” Buffy shushed, putting a finger to her lips. 
Leaning forward, she whispered, “Don’t ask Giles about 
it, please. We’ll be here all night if you do.” 
 
Willow frowned as Xander’s eyes widened. All night 
research? That SO didn’t sound like fun. “But…” 
 
“No asking! Please, Wills?” 
 
Willow grumbled but nodded. Buffy and Xander breathed 
huge sighs of relief. 
 
Several minutes passed before another piece of 
information was found. “It says that Drusilla was in a 
convent when she died. Apparently, there was a huge 
massacre of brothers and sisters when she arose. Ugh,” 
Buffy said, putting the book down and reaching for 
another. “Aren’t there any happy stories here?” 
 
“I think that kinda went out the window when we were 
told to look up ‘vampires’,” Xander said dryly, glancing 
down at his book once more. He sighed and flipped the 



page, then froze at the words in front of him. 
 
An entire page, devoted to nothing but Spike. 
 
Was first known as William the Bloody. Knew that. Killed 
two Slayers. Knew that. Sired in 1880. Knew that. Was 
sired by Drusilla. Knew that. Sired in England. Didn’t 
know that. Tortured victims with…wait, what? England? 
That would make him British. Just like William had been 
in the dreams. 
 
But that doesn’t make Spike the guy from my dreams, 
Xander argued with himself. 
 
“Did you find anything?” 
 
Xander shook himself to see Giles glancing at him from 
the doorway to his office. The girls had now turned to 
look at him as well. “Uh, no,” Xander said, giving a weak 
laugh. “Sorry. Nothing found.” 
 
“Most of these books are duds,” Buffy said cheerfully, 
placing her book on the table. “Does that mean we can 
go home?” 
 
Giles gave her a look. “Once you’ve gone through them 



all, of course.” 
 
Buffy and Xander groaned in unison. Willow and Giles 
scowled at them in unison. “Why aren’t you glancing 
through these?” Buffy demanded. 
 
Willow turned to glance back at Giles. “I was wondering 
about that. How come no help?” 
 
“I’ve been going through a few of the books in my 
office,” Giles said, taking his glasses off to polish them. 
“It’s mostly about the vampires’ human lives, but there 
may be a few things in those histories that we should 
know.” 
 
Human lives? There was really a history about Spike’s 
human life? Suddenly Xander desperately needed to see 
those books. “Well, can’t we read them?” he asked, 
trying to sound and look casual. “I mean, more people on 
the job, the quicker it gets done.” 
 
“That’s quite all right; I’ll keep looking through those, and 
you three can concentrate on the books you’ve already 
got.” Giles placed his glasses back on and disappeared 
into his office once again. 
 



Immediately both girls turned to Xander. “Why were you 
asking for more books?” Buffy demanded. 
 
“There’s plenty of books out here to go through,” Willow 
said. 
 
“Are you ill, Xander?” 
 
“What’s so important about their human lives?” 
 
Xander glared at them both. “What do you think?” 
 
It took them a few moments to get it. “Oh,” Buffy said. 
 
“I thought you didn’t want to know,” Willow said softly. 
“I thought we were doing the avoid-y thing.” 
 
“We ARE doing the avoid-y thing. But I…I gotta know one 
way or the other, Wills,” Xander admitted. “Otherwise, 
it’ll drive me insane. I have to know if it’s Spike in my 
dreams or not.” 
 
Buffy nodded. “Makes sense to me. But how exactly are 
you gonna get to the books?” 
 
All three teens sat back, thinking the problem over. 



Suddenly Willow began to smile. “Xander, if you don’t 
mind waiting another day, I think I know how you can get 
to those books.”  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Four 

 

“You ready?” 
 
“I’m ready.” 
 
“You’re gonna have to run really fast…” 
 
“I can do this, Buff. I have to. I gotta know if it’s Spike in 
my dreams or not!” 
 
Willow hurried up to the pair, panting. “Sorry I’m late. 
You guys ready?” 
 
“Shhh!” Xander and Buffy chorused, glaring at her. “The 
library’s right down the hall, Wills, and we’re the only 



ones left in the building,” Xander hissed. “If he hears us, 
this is all over!” 
 
Willow rolled her eyes. “Don’t be so dramatic. Besides, if 
this DOES work? You’ll have an hour in there, at least.” 
 
“You’re sure of that though, right?” Xander said, biting 
his lip. “The last thing I need is for Giles to walk in on 
me.” 
 
“I know that! And yes, I’m positive. This is going to work.” 
 
“I hope so,” Xander muttered. It had been two days since 
Willow had cooked up her plan, and Xander’s dreams still 
hadn’t stopped. So far, Alexander hadn’t done anything 
else except go back up to his room after eating and 
‘socializing’ with the family afterwards. Xander’s life in 
the present time hadn’t been anything to write home 
about either. 
 
But today, there’d been a field trip to the beach on the 
other side of town, one that had lasted all day. The other 
kids had returned and had headed home, after picking up 
last minute items from the school. Buffy and Xander, 
however, had scurried into a bathroom and had hidden 
in one of the stalls. Willow had stayed behind at the 



beach, setting the scene just so. 
 
“I even ran through some bushes on my way over,” 
Willow continued in a hushed tone, showing her 
scratched arms and face. 
 
Xander blinked. She’d done the required homework and 
the extra credit yet again. “You didn’t have to do that! 
You could’ve gotten infected or something,” he 
sputtered, glancing down at her arms. They were red and 
very angry looking. 
 
Willow grinned, shaking her head. “I don’t mind. And no, 
they’re not infected. Besides, I’ve got some anti-bacterial 
cream in my pocket, just in case.” 
 
That was his Willow: always prepared. “Should it be me 
in there first?” Buffy asked, peeking around the corner 
towards the library doors. 
 
Willow frowned, before shaking her head. “No, it’s gotta 
be me, or else he’ll know something’s up. You ALWAYS 
try to get me and Xander to safety first.” 
 
“What are you gonna do for battle scars?” Xander asked, 
turning to Buffy. 



 
“Slayers heal fast, he knows that. I’ll be fine. Just get in 
there and use your time wisely, okay?” Buffy said, 
glancing around the corner once more. 
 
Xander’s gaze went from one girl to another. They were 
doing all of this for him. All because of a dream he’d had, 
and it had made him upset. They were willing to ruin 
their afternoon (and their arms) for him. Xander 
swallowed, suddenly feeling teary-eyed. “Guys?” 
 
Willow and Buffy turned to him, frowning slightly at the 
look on his face. “Thank you,” he whispered, giving them 
a watery smile. 
 
Two pairs of arms wrapped around him, and the girls let 
him rest his chin on their heads. “You’re welcome,” Buffy 
said softly. 
 
“Let us know what you find out, okay?” Willow said, 
pulling away to give him a grin. “Especially if there’s 
OTHER things in those books that had nothing to do with 
Spike. The juicy details that Giles always hides from 
‘young eyes’,” she quoted, imitating Giles’ accent. Buffy 
and Xander smothered laughter when she continued to 
pull off imaginary glasses and clean them. 



 
“Nice acting. Keep that straight face; you’re gonna need 
it,” Buffy said. “Ready?” 
 
Willow nodded. “Ready.” 
 
Glancing down the hallway one last time, Buffy nodded 
to Willow. Willow slid into the hallway and began to run 
towards the library doors. Within moments they could 
hear the doors slam open, along with a startled “Good 
lord!” from Giles. Then, still sounding surprised, they 
heard Giles say, “Willow, what on earth is…” 
 
“D-Demon down at…at the beach. Buffy’s still…still down 
there, I-I think.” 
 
“Where’s Xander?” 
 
Xander could practically see Willow’s eyes start watering. 
“H-He got hit on the head. I got him home, and then I 
hurried here. I hope he’s okay, I just…he kept blinking, 
and what if he’s really hurt, Giles? What if he needs to go 
to the hospital, and I just left him there, and…” 
 
“Calm down, Willow. I’m sure Xander will be just fine.” 
 



Xander and Buffy exchanged grins. “Good luck,” he 
whispered. 
 
“You too; you should get some ice on that head of yours. 
Wouldn’t want that ‘hit’ to do real damage,” she teased, 
winking at him. Then her smile disappeared as she ran 
into the hall and down to the library. 
 
The library doors slammed open again, and Xander was 
sure Giles was having a second heart attack. “Are you all 
right?” Giles asked. 
 
“Is Xander home?” Buffy asked Willow, ignoring Giles 
completely. 
 
There was a pause; Xander assumed Willow was 
nodding. “Yeah, but he didn’t look very good. Do you 
think I should go back and check on him?” 
 
“Afterwards. We need to take care of this thing and fast. 
Giles, load up. This thing was seriously bad news. BIG bad 
news.” 
 
“What exactly WAS this thing?” 
 
“Think giant sea serpent. The kind that could eat people. 



I was heading towards the bus when I heard Xander 
scream.” 
 
Xander’s eyes narrowed. He didn’t scream, he yelled, like 
any other man would do. 
 
“We’d almost gotten packed up when the thing came at 
us,” Willow said, sniffling. She’d make a hell of an 
actress, if she could get over her stage fright. “Th-There 
was no one left but us. Buffy came running, but its tail 
was heading towards me, but X-Xander…he jumped in 
and pushed me away from it. Pushed me into some 
bushes, but he took the hit instead of me.” 
 
Wow, he was a battle hero now. Xander grinned. Okay, 
he’d forgive them for the screaming part. 
 
“I’m sure he’ll be fine,” Giles said gently. Then, in a firmer 
voice, “We’ll need something long distance and sharp.” 
 
“Crossbow?” 
 
“And the spear; it’s in the back corner.” 
 
There was bustling around, a few words Xander couldn’t 
figure out, and then the doors opened again. Three pairs 



of feet hurried down the hallway towards the parking lot. 
The opposite way that Xander was. 
 
Xander waited until he couldn’t hear their steps 
anymore, then ran towards the library. In past the 
swinging doors, then hanging a right into the offices. No 
demon books in sight, so Xander headed to the filing 
cabinet. The bottom drawer held what he wanted, and 
Xander quickly pulled the drawer open. 
 
At least, he tried to. His eyes widened as he took in the 
lock. “Please don’t let him have the key in his pocket,” he 
moaned. They hadn’t thought of this. 
 
Quickly he glanced around the office, lifting various 
papers and objects. Reaching up to push a book away 
from a mug, he blinked when he heard a clinking sound. 
Sounds that keys would make. He pushed the book 
again, and the sound was made once more. 
 
He pulled the book down, then opened the cover. Pages 
of assorted words, and then a small panel. Xander flipped 
it open, then smiled as he lifted the two keys from their 
hiding spot. “Nice one Giles,” he murmured. 
 
Setting the book down, he turned once more to the 



drawer. The first key didn’t work, but the second one slid 
home. The lock was undone, and the drawer was opened 
to reveal musty texts. Xander’s smile broadened. Bingo. 
 
He pulled the first one out, quickly flipping through it. 
Nothing much of interest here. Book two it was then. 
 
Book two held an interesting account of Drusilla’s life. No 
mention of Spike, but there WAS another vampire’s 
name he recognized. Xander stared at the word 
‘Angelus’, happy and sad to see it there. Happy because 
Xander had been right: Angel and his past weren't to be 
taken lightly. He’d been the one to sire Drusilla, and had 
also driven her mad beforehand. 
 
But Xander felt awful at the same time. Awful because he 
knew he couldn’t tell Buffy this: it would kill her. He 
wondered briefly if Giles knew about this, and hadn’t told 
Buffy for the same reason. 
 
The third book was boring until the fifth chapter. Simply 
titled ‘William the Bloody’, it held over ten pages of 
information on the character. 
 
Xander closed his eyes. This was it. Everything he needed 
to know was here. The answers to his dreams were in 



this chapter, and the thought made his stomach flutter. 
He wasn’t sure what he wanted for an answer anymore. 
 
Slowly he opened his eyes and began to read.  

Part Five 

The introduction was something Xander would’ve 
expected from one of his text books: dry, boring, very 
wordy but basically saying nothing. 
 
The next two pages were filled with everything Xander 
already knew about Spike. Name, favorite weapon, two 
Slayers under his belt, yadda yadda yadda. All the same 
old stuff, until… 
 
Xander stared at the words in front of him. ‘William the 
Bloody was supposedly quite different from his former 
human self. Born in 1858, his given name was William 
James Atherton.’ 
 
NOW he was getting somewhere. Xander bit his lip. If 
William was born in 1858, and died in 1880…that would 
put him at 22 at his death. Yeah, the William from his 
dreams would definitely fit that age range. 
 
No pictures. Damn. But at least he had a real name to go 



by now. William James Atherton. It definitely sounded 
Victorian. 
 
His parents, apparently, had been sort of well off. That 
would have placed him in the middle class category, like 
Alexander. His father’s profession was quoted as 
‘unknown’, and had died when William had been eight. 
His mother had died the night after William had. 
 
He’d gone to school, and then had gone on to a 
university to become a businessman. William hadn't 
been married, and had had no children to bear his name. 
Maybe because he was looking at the wrong gender for 
that, Xander thought with a grin, then mentally smacked 
himself. He didn’t even know if William had been 
interested in him. Alexander. This time warp stuff was 
making his head hurt. 
 
After William and his mother had suddenly 
vanished/died, the house had been sold, but while 
people had been cleaning it up, they’d found several 
journals full of poetry. Xander’s eyebrows shot up at 
that. Poetry? The Big Bad had written poetry? He 
couldn’t contain the snicker at the thought of Spike 
sitting and writing sonnets of sunlight and daffodils. 
 



Most of the poems, it had seemed, had been titled ‘For 
Her’ or ‘About Her’ or ‘Her Beauty’. One poem finally 
named this mysterious ‘her’ as Cecily, an upper class lady 
whom he was reported to have been in love with. 
 
Xander blinked, sitting back. William had been interested 
in a girl? That hadn’t come up in the dreams yet. Then 
again, not much had. Yet. “That’s good news,” Xander 
told himself. “You don’t want Spike after you, because 
hello? Spike’s a vampire, and yeah, not gay here.” He still 
couldn’t help frowning at the hurt that indescribably 
washed over him. 
 
Continuing on, he found a few descriptions of the place 
where William had lived, before he finally reached the 
best part: the description of the person himself. ‘A 
picture on the mantel of the downstairs fireplace showed 
a photo of a young man with light, wavy tresses and thin 
spectacles. His smile was that of an innocent young man, 
not that of a deranged killer. It is believed that William 
the Bloody’s change to Spike was due in part to Angelus, 
whom Spike traveled all over Europe with.’ 
 
Xander reread the passage several times, before he 
finally admitted to himself that the William from his 
dreams was indeed William the Bloody, Scourge of 



Europe. 
 
He whimpered and banged his head against the desk 
behind him. Great. Just great. 
 
He glanced up at the clock, then realized he had half an 
hour left before they returned. He stood and put the 
book back in the drawer, then stopped. Half an hour? 
That would be enough time to check something out 
online, wouldn’t it? Like, say, the family tree website 
Willow had been telling him about last week? Knowing 
Willow, it was bookmarked and easy to find. So all he had 
to do was head over to the site, punch in William’s name, 
and presto, lineage and quite possibly a photo. 
 
“Are you sure you’re all right, Giles?” 
 
Xander froze. “Dammit,” he muttered, glancing up again 
at the clock. They were twenty minutes early. He shoved 
the drawer shut, then hurried out to the main library. 
 
He could see the three heading down the hall towards 
him, Willow and Buffy on either side of Giles. “I mean, 
you took a lot of sand to the eyes,” Willow continued 
sympathetically. “Maybe we should quickly head over to 
the nurse’s station for something to wipe your eyes 



with? Um, eye drops?” 
 
They were trying to give him time. He hurried to the 
back, trying to open the window. It creaked as it slowly 
slid upwards, putting his nerves on edge. 
 
“I assure you Willow, I’m quite fine. The demon is dead 
though, Buffy?” 
 
“Yeah, it’s dead. I basically told it to GET OUT and it 
followed orders. Not. So I had to resort to violence.” 
 
Xander grinned despite the situation. Nice warning, Buff. 
The window creaked open a little further, allowing him to 
get a leg through. 
 
“Yes, well, you did a fine job of it, I’m sure. I heard 
noises, but being temporarily blinded with sand didn’t 
allow me to see anything.” 
 
“I’m really sorry, Giles. But if I hadn’t pushed you out of 
the way, the demon would’ve thumped you!” Willow 
said. 
 
The window slid all the way up. Xander quickly pushed 
himself through, then with a grimace shoved away from 



the ledge, just as the library doors opened. 
 
“I do appreciate you saving my life,” Giles said kindly. 
“Let me get one of my handkerchiefs, and then we 
should be able to go home.” 
 
Xander let out a soft groan. Okay, the next time he 
decided to sneak into the forbidden drawer of books and 
almost get caught, he wasn’t using the window for an 
exit. “You okay down there?” Buffy whispered from 
above him. 
 
Legs not broken, check. Arms not broken, check. Head 
not cracked open, check. Groin undamaged, check. He let 
out a sigh of relief and rose to his feet. “I think I’m good.” 
 
“Good,” Willow said, giving him a smile. “Find anything 
about you-know-who?” 
 
Xander nodded. “Yeah. I’ll give you guys the full scoop 
later.” 
 
“And did you find anything else out about vamps and 
stuff? You know, the good stuff?” Buffy asked hopefully. 
 
Xander shook his head, before he began to grin. 



“Unfortunately not, but I do know how to get into the 
drawers now…”  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Six 

 

Tipping his hat to another lady, Alexander continued to 
make his way down the street. He wanted to reach the 
grocer’s and head home as quickly as possible. There 
were certain people he just didn’t want to meet with, and 
he was most likely to do so on the path he was now on. 
 
Right before he turned the corner, he could hear the 
snickering. He sighed, already knowing what lay in store 
for him. Turning the corner, however, he was greeted 
with a much different sight than the one he expected. 
 
Two ‘gentlemen’ were looming above a hunched over 
figure, his arms crossed around himself as if for 
protection. The two men only attacked verbally, but it 
was enough to make the smaller make cringe and flinch, 



which caused the men to laugh. 
 
Alexander clenched his fists. How many times had he 
himself been the victim of their tormenting? Saying 
things no gentleman should ever say, not even in the 
midst of a battle? He stormed over, ignoring his brain 
when it began yelling at him, asking him what on EARTH 
he was doing? “Ah, I see the ladies from the corner 
turned you down again?” Alexander said casually. 
Apparently, he was going to try and get himself killed. 
 
The two men turned to him, eyes widening in shock, then 
narrowing in rage. “You forget your place, boy,” one of 
them hissed. 
 
“I’m sure it’s still quite a few levels above you. In fact, I’m 
to wonder if there aren’t even more levels between us. I 
wouldn’t doubt it,” Alexander said with a smirk. His brain 
was still pleading with him to keep his mouth shut. 
 
“Big words for such a little boy,” the second one sneered. 
 
“Says the man who’s acting like a bully from the 
schoolyard,” Alexander retorted. 
 
The second one started forward, but his companion 



stopped him. “Later Thomas,” he hissed. Thomas 
continued to glare at Alexander, before turning and 
storming off, his partner right behind him. 
 
Alexander watched them go, and waited until they were 
out of sight before releasing the breath he’d been 
holding. “You are an absolute idiot,” he muttered under 
his breath. 
 
“An idiot I’m very grateful to keep running into,” said a 
quiet voice to his right. Alexander turned in surprise, only 
to find himself gazing into familiar blue eyes. 
 
William looked away first, and it was only then that 
Alexander realized that the smaller man had been 
cradling books to his chest. “I’ve not many friends, as I’m 
sure you’ve noticed,” William mumbled, his cheeks 
turning bright red. 
 
Alexander decided he didn’t like the red on his face. 
“Then that makes two of us,” he said softly, causing 
William to look back at him. He gave him a kind smile, 
then asked suddenly, “Which way were you headed 
before those two clods showed up?” 
 
“Down towards the market, which would then lead to 



home.” 
 
“You’d be traveling the same way as me then; I’m off to 
the grocer’s. Would you care for some company?” 
Alexander almost bit his lip. Was he being too forward? 
 
From the small smile that appeared on William’s face, 
apparently not. “I would, actually,” he said. 
 
Alexander’s returning smile was just as happy as 
William’s, though it was slightly larger, to say the least. 

 
 

Xander slowly opened his eyes and took in the modern 
bedroom. Posters on walls? Check. Clothes thrown 
everywhere? Check. Country CDs on his desk? Check. 
Okay. Back in the future now. 
 
Then why did he still feel like speaking like a Victorian? 
 
“Bah humbag,” he grumbled, pulling the covers over his 
head. He just wanted to wish that none of this had ever 
happened. 
 



But he couldn’t forget about the hesitant smile or the 
mesmerizing blue eyes. 

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
The next day at school didn’t present any opportunity for 
a genealogy check on William, so Xander bit the end of 
his pencil and waited. 
 
During that day and the next, he told the girls about what 
he’d found out, and his latest dream. “Go Xander!” 
Willow had said when he’d told her about the bullies. 
 
The redhead had also promised to help him onto the 
genealogy site. “At least you’ve got a name,” Buffy had 
offered. “That’s a pretty good start, Xan.” 
 
A good start that would get him nowhere unless he 
managed to get on the internet. Unfortunately, Giles 
seemed only happy enough to go on about some sort of 
new demon in town. Ugh. 
 
“What did you say the demon’s name was?” Willow said, 
looking up from her book. 
 



Giles told her, and Xander rolled his eyes. Completely 
unpronounceable, of course. He wouldn’t have expected 
anything else. Willow seemed to recognize it, though. 
 
“Oh, I saw that in the other book, the one with the red 
and black striped binding? It said something about it 
having, um, particular eating habits. Something about 
how it ‘blessed’ the food it ate before it, well, eats it. It 
makes an odd sort of mark on the person, doesn’t it?” 
 
Giles nodded, frowning slightly. Encouraged, Willow 
continued ahead. “A mark that would be really easy to 
find on the deceased? Like, one I could probably find in 
the morgue?” 
 
Giles brightened considerably at that. “Of course, an 
excellent idea Willow. You mentioned something about 
there being access to the coroner’s office from the 
computer?” 
 
Willow nodded and stood to head to the machine, but on 
the way gave Xander a wink. Xander’s eyes widened. She 
was going to get him net access, right under Giles’ nose. 
 
He seriously owed that girl chocolate for everything she 
was doing for him. 



 
Buffy noticed the wink and realized what Willow was 
going to do. “Which book did you say, Wills? I don’t 
remember seeing one like that. Maybe you should show 
me. Xander can look through the site while you’re 
translating the fancy English into good old American for 
me.” 
 
He owed both girls chocolate. And pounds of it. 
 
Giles nodded. “You two might as well continue 
researching. Xander, do you feel comfortable enough 
around that thing to look for the marking?” 
 
Xander nodded and grinned. Giles trusted the computer 
about as far as he could throw it. “Yeah, no big G-Man. I 
can handle it.” He scooted his chair over to the computer 
and stopped, realizing he still had no clue how to get to 
the genealogy site. He glanced up at Willow, who was 
typing furiously. “Um, Wills? What did you say the 
markings looked like?” he asked, his eyes pleading with 
her. 
 
Willow reached out and grabbed his chair, dragging it 
over in front of the computer. She moved the mouse and 
clicked on an open browser for the internet, then clicked 



a few icons in the browser to reach the favorites folder. 
With a single click she had him at the genealogy site. 
“The marks are just like this,” she said, clicking another 
browser up, and showing him the coroner’s site. She 
showed him how to go between the browsers using the 
minimizing button, then with a look that said ‘Find it and 
tell me later’, she stood and headed over to Buffy, who 
was waiting expectantly by the bookshelves. 
 
“Truckloads,” he murmured to himself, smiling. “I owe 
those girls truckloads of chocolate.” 
 
Minimizing the window for the coroner’s site, he headed 
over to the genealogy site and quickly typed in ‘Atherton, 
William’ in the search field. He clicked the search button 
and waited, flicking his gaze over to Giles. The Watcher 
was currently going through several demon books while 
sitting in his office, his face showing his obvious 
frustration. Xander turned back to the computer, then 
blinked. 
 
Two hundred and fifty-two matches. ‘William’ had 
apparently been the family name. Heading back up to the 
search field, he typed in ‘Atherton, William James’ this 
time, hoping that would dwindle down the number. 
 



It brought the count down to four. He clicked on the first 
link, disappointed that there was no picture. He then 
noticed the birthday and quickly went back to his main 
search page. He wanted 1854 as the birth date, not 1654. 
The Athertons were a very old family, then. 
 
The next two showed no pictures either, though neither 
description fit his William. As the words ‘his William’ 
went through his mind, he stubbornly told himself that it 
was only on account of the dreams. That was it. 
 
“Well, you must be the William I know,” Xander said to 
the final link as he clicked on it. “Though I would’ve 
preferred having had a…” 
 
And there William was, just like the book had described 
him. “Picture,” Xander breathed, leaning forward. The 
book had done the picture absolutely no justice. 
 
Wavy hair which was obviously a lighter color, even 
though the picture was black and white. He was dressed 
in a fine suit, and his spectacles were nowhere to be 
seen. 
 
But oh, his smile…it was nothing like it had been in 
Xander’s dreams. There it had been hesitant and shy. 



Here it was broad and beautiful, full of confidence and 
happiness. Xander swallowed at the emotions that one 
smile was giving him. They were ALMOST like the feelings 
Xander had had when he’d caught sight of Buffy for the 
first time. 
 
That was enough to make Xander shove away from the 
computer. He was NOT gay! He did NOT have these 
feelings for guys. No, no, no! 
 
But his smile…his eyes… 
 
Xander groaned and buried his face in his hands. 
 
“Xander? Is everything all right?” 
 
Xander sat up in time to see Giles coming towards him, a 
frown on his face. One glance back at the computer 
showed him that the genealogy site was still up. He 
quickly scooted back to the computer just as Giles 
reached him. “What’s wrong?” Giles asked, glancing at 
the screen. “Wait, what is that?” 
 
Xander squirmed in his seat. “It’s…” 
 
“A very nasty looking mark, yes,” Giles said, giving Xander 



a concerned look. “I had no idea that it was that…horrid 
looking, Xander. Are you quite sure you’re all right?” 
 
Xander managed to nod. “Just a little gruesome, that’s 
all.” 
 
With a sympathetic smile Giles headed back into his 
office. “It is at that. But with that one mark, we know 
that the demon is out in Sunnydale. We should find it at 
once before it does that to more people.” 
 
He continued to nod after Giles until the older man was 
out of sight, then promptly let his head fall onto the keys. 
That had been too close. 
 
“Demon hunting? Now that’s my kind of thing,” Buffy 
said, quickly hopping away from the books. She glanced 
over at Xander, who gave her a quick thumbs up. She 
grinned, turning to give Willow a small nod. 
 
‘Thank you,’ Xander mouthed to both girls. 
 
Their grins told him he was most welcome.  

 
 



 
 
 

Part Seven 

 

“Mother?” 
 
When he received no reply, Alexander quickly set the 
purchased meal down on the wooden table and headed 
up to his room. Hearing voices coming down the hall, he 
ran the last bit into his room and nearly slammed the 
door shut in his hurry. He'd had such a lovely afternoon, 
and he really didn't want to have it spoiled by his parents. 
 
Alexander gave a happy sigh and took a seat at his desk. 
He'd walked with William for an entire five blocks, and it 
hadn't taken long for the shy blonde to open up and talk. 
He had an incredible way with words, and a well-honed 
wit that had kept Alexander in laughter. William himself 
had admitted to not sharing his wit often, and Alexander 
had told him he should. “You really do have a way with 
words,” he'd said. “Why not share it?” 
 
William had merely shrugged. “I've never really had 



anyone to share it with. Acquaintances have been the 
most I've had for 'friends'.” 
 
“Not anymore,” Alexander had said, stopping outside the 
grocer's. William had stopped as well, giving him a 
puzzled look. “You're my friend now. At least, I would like 
to have the honor,” he'd added. 
 
Reaching for a pencil and his notebook, he envisioned the 
look that had come across William's face. Surprise, awe, 
and then the largest smile Alexander had ever seen him 
show. “The honor is all mine,” William had said, before 
he'd offered Alexander his hand. The two had shaken 
hands, then William had gone, leaving Alexander with a 
fantastic feeling. 'He touched my hand,' had been his 
mantra all the way home from the grocer's. 
 
With a smile Alexander sat forward and began to draw. 

 
 

Xander blinked, glancing around the room before 
pondering that last part. He'd been an artist? HE had 
been an ARTIST? No. No way. Xander had taken an art 
class before, and his drawings had been pathetic. There 
was no way he could draw. 



 
But he supposed that if he'd been inspired enough, he 
would've tried to have drawn something. Like William's 
smile. Xander had to agree with his past self: William had 
had a hell of a smile. It had been better than the one in 
the picture online. 
 
Xander's eyes widened. “I'm SO not thinking what I think 
I'm thinking,” he said to no one, before he pulled the 
covers back over his head, as if that would keep the 
thoughts out. 

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Taking his lunch outside was a rare treat; usually they 
were stuck inside the stuffy cafeteria with the creepy 
lunch lady. But today the outdoors had been so nice that 
Snyder had agreed to let the students eat where they 
wanted to. Xander was sure the only reason they'd been 
allowed this rarity was because Snyder wanted to eat in 
his office, without hearing the students walking past his 
room to reach the cafeteria. But Xander wasn't about to 
complain. 
 
He quickly ate his lunch, his mind drifting to more 



important things. Like the dream from the night before. 
He'd gotten a glimpse of the drawing Alexander had been 
busy with, but then the dream had ended. He could still 
feel the pencil in his hand, the light way he'd held it, the 
simple strokes turning into something much more 
beautiful than Xander could've imagined. 
 
So that was why he was now sitting underneath one of 
the trees, away from the girls, away from everyone. He 
wanted to try something, and he had ten minutes to do 
so. Stealing another glance at the girls (who still didn't 
know where Xander had gone) he pulled out his 
notebook and a pencil. He opened to a blank page, then 
sighed. “You really are insane,” he muttered to himself, 
but he closed his eyes anyways. He had to try. 
 
He began to clear his mind, pushing away his usual 
thoughts, such as slaying, homework, and the Twinkie in 
his backpack. Once his mind was as blank as it was going 
to get, he focused on William. Nervous glances from 
behind spectacles. Unruly hair. Big, blue eyes. And then, 
that winner of a smile. 
 
Slowly Xander opened his eyes, glancing at the paper 
before him. He brought his pencil up, remembering to 
keep a light grasp. He started with tiny strokes, going 



back and forth. Sunken cheekbones were the most 
prominent thing Xander could remember, so he lightly 
pressed the lead tip down, sliding it across again and 
again while moving the pencil down. 
 
He began to dip his pencil, going up and down, then 
starting at the beginning point and repeating the actions. 
And then the eyes; there was no way he could capture 
those just right. He decided to try anyways, and made 
light indentations in the paper so they could be easily 
erased if need be. 
 
RIIIING!! 
 
Xander jumped, glancing over at the girls. Buffy and 
Willow were heading back to the school, chatting all the 
while. Lunch was over? But he still had at least ten 
minutes! 
 
A quick check to his watch made him realize that no, his 
ten minutes were quite over. “But I didn't even start,” he 
moaned, putting his pencil away. He began to close the 
notebook, but the image underneath stopped him. He 
hadn't really looked at what he'd been drawing: he'd 
been too busy trying to draw at all. 
 



William's face smiled at him, hair just as unruly as Xander 
remembered it being. His eyes had no spectacles to hide 
behind, but it didn't matter. 
 
Xander had drawn the picture Alexander had drawn the 
night before. 
 
“Whoa.” He blinked, staring in shock at the image. He'd 
only been trying to try. He hadn't expected to succeed. 
 
The silence reached Xander's ears, and quickly he jumped 
to his feet, grabbing his things and running to the high 
school. History of the late 19th century awaited him, and 
for once, he didn't want to miss it.  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Eight 

 

“You were outside, right?” 
 
“We couldn't find you!” 



 
“Why were you hiding from us then?” 
 
“You must've heard us...” 
 
“Whoa, whoa, WHOA!” Xander exclaimed, bringing 
Willow to a halt. “Calm down you two. Yes to Buffy's 
question, I was outside. No, I wasn't hiding from you 
guys. I was conducting an experiment.” 
 
Eyebrows raised from both girls. “It couldn't have been a 
scientific one,” Willow teased. “You spend all your 
creative energy avoiding the ones we DO have.” 
 
Xander glared at her. “Ha ha, my sides are splitting. But I 
did conduct an experiment. Of sorts.” 
 
“And the results?” Buffy inquired. 
 
Xander glanced around. Buffy heaved a sigh and grabbed 
his arm. “Fine. The library then.” 
 
“Is Giles there?” he asked. 
 
Buffy stopped at that, giving him an odd look. “Giles lives 
there, Xander. Why?” 



 
Willow's eyes lit up. “This has to do with William, doesn't 
it?” she said, grinning when Buffy caught on. 
 
“Yes it does. Quit smirking,” Xander grumbled, adjusting 
his backpack again. “Do you want to see what happened 
or not?” 
 
Buffy and Willow nodded anxiously. “We'll find an empty 
classroom then,” Willow said, heading down the hallway. 
“We'll keep out of Giles' way then.” 
 
“Or maybe he'll keep out of ours,” Buffy said, nodding 
down the hall. Xander turned to see Giles and Jenny 
talking outside her classroom. From the looks on their 
faces, they wouldn't be going anywhere anytime soon, 
especially since school was done for the day. Exchanging 
knowing grins, the Scoobies changed directions and 
made their way to the library. 
 
Xander hurried through the doors, throwing his backpack 
onto the table. Buffy and Willow kept glancing from him 
to the doorway, as if waiting for Giles to appear. Xander 
continued to dig through his things, pushing various 
papers and textbooks out of the way. He'd put it in 
here... 



 
“Ah HA!” Xander said triumphantly, pulling the drawing 
out. He laid it on the table for the girls to see, and 
frowned when they merely blinked. “Well?” he asked. 
 
“It's William,” Willow said simply. “I'm glad you managed 
to find an image of him, but you didn't need to print it 
out for us.” 
 
Xander's grin returned. “I didn't print it out.” 
 
It took them a few moments to get it, and when they did, 
their eyes widened to the size of saucers. “You drew 
this?!” Buffy squeaked. “At lunch? All of this?!” 
 
Willow merely stared. 
 
“All of that,” Xander confirmed. “It's something 
Alexander did last night, and I...I had to try it. To know if 
Alexander was me, or...you know, not.” 
 
Willow continued to stare. 
 
“Alexander was a hell of an artist, then. And so are you,” 
Buffy added after a moment, giving him a grin. Xander 
blushed but returned the grin. 



 
Willow just stared. 
 
“Well, Wills? What do you think?” Xander asked, turning 
to his friend. Her wide eyes and non-responsiveness 
were starting to concern him. 
 
He needn't have worried. “How did...but it's...you...you 
just...” she sputtered, before taking a deep breath. She 
exhaled, then said calmly, “You did a really good job, 
Xander. I'm just surprised because the last picture you 
drew, it was a stick person making fun of Mrs. Hodgins.” 
 
Xander grinned at that. “With fangs, don't forget.” 
 
“Why draw William?” Buffy asked, frowning. “Why not 
try to draw something you could see now? Like us or 
something?” 
 
Willow turned a questioning gaze on him. “I told you, it's 
what Alexander drew last night,” Xander said. “I just kept 
the image in my head. But this proves it! I'm really 
Alexander. Or, I was.” 
 
But Willow wasn't listening. “Alexander drew William? 
Did he draw anyone else?” 



 
Xander frowned. “Um, no, but what does...” 
 
“Was this how William actually looked in one of your 
dreams?” Buffy asked, glancing down at the picture. 
“Smiling and stuff?” 
 
Xander's frown deepened. He didn't like where this was 
going. “Yes, but again, what...” 
 
“Why would he draw William?” It was Willow's turn to 
look down at the image. 
 
Avert, avert! WAY too close to feelings Xander didn't 
want to look at, and why the hell were they asking in the 
first place? “Uh, Alexander must not have had very many, 
um, friends! And he was probably practicing, and 
William's face was the only thing to remember at the 
time, you know how your mind can just go 'blank' like 
that, right?” 
 
“He's really cute,” Buffy said, smiling down at the picture. 
 
“Yeah, I know,” Xander said without thinking. His eyes 
widened and he slapped a hand over his mouth, as if he 
could stop the words from coming out. 



 
Too late. Both girls' heads whipped around towards him, 
staring at him, shocked. 
 
Whoops.  

Part Nine 

 
“You know?” Buffy said. 
 
Willow had decided to resume her wide-eyed staring 
from before. 
 
Xander shrugged, trying to look casual and failing 
miserably. Floor, you can open up anytime now. Okay, 
not anytime, because NOW would be the best time to 
open up, and please swallow me? Please?! 
 
The floor wasn't listening. “How long have you known?” 
Buffy asked incredulously. 
 
“It's not like it's me,” Xander mumbled. “It's Alexander.” 
 
“Who was just proved to be you! Is THIS the real reason 
why you wanted to know if it was Spike? Because 
you're...” 



 
“It's not like I asked for this!” Xander exploded, causing 
Buffy to stop abruptly. “I-I didn't ask for these dreams. I 
didn't ask for these feelings. And now I've got both and I 
don't know what to do with them! I don't know if they're 
just Alexander's feelings getting transferred over to me, 
or if I'M the one really feeling this way about William. Or 
if it's both of us! All I know is that I know have a new 
drawing skill, weird dreams every night that I've started 
looking forward to, and a complete reversal of gender 
crushing!” He glanced up at Buffy, who had apparently 
decided to join Willow in the wide-eyed stare. “Say 
something?” he asked weakly. 
 
Willow shook herself first, pushing away from the table 
and over to him. “The first and best thing to do is to not 
freak out,” she said softly. 
 
“Think I'm past that point,” Xander muttered. 
 
Willow ignored him. “You're my best friend, Xander. 
Complete reversal of gender crushing isn't going to end 
that,” she said, smiling. “The dreams are weird, but I'm 
the one that asked you to share them, so obviously okay 
with hearing them. And the new drawing skill is pretty 
cool.” 



 
“William IS really cute,” Buffy said. “Pretty easy to see 
how you fell for him.” 
 
Xander gave her a grin. “You should see him when he's 
all shy. Usually he has glasses to hide behind.” 
 
“Uber-cute?” Willow asked. 
 
“Most definitely,” Xander told her. They smiled at him, 
and Xander's heart began to slow down from the rapid 
pace it had recently been keeping. 
 
“Still your best friends here,” Buffy assured him. His relief 
must've been obvious to see. “Not gonna change. And is 
it guys you have a crush on, or is it just William?” 
 
Xander began to reply, then stopped and thought about 
it. He ran through a few actors in his head, and safely 
labeled them non-hotties. Then William and his smile 
came through, and Xander had his answer. “I guess it's 
just William.” 
 
“Then we don't have to worry about you hanging out 
with the football team trying to get some snuggles,” 
Willow teased. She giggled at the glare Xander threw her 



way. 
 
She stopped giggling after a few moments, giving Xander 
a serious look. “We still get updates on the dreams and 
stuff, right?” 
 
“Yes, you'll still hear about it.” The two shared smiles, 
before he pulled her in for a hug. 
 
“Scoot over,” Buffy said, hurrying towards them. Xander 
extended his arms, pulling Buffy in as well. What would 
he do without them both? 
 
The thought of neither one of them there wasn't a 
thought he wanted to entertain. He held onto the girls 
tighter, and felt their arms squeeze in return. 

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
“...in his room right now. He's busy doing something, but 
I wouldn't know what. Step inside, and I'll go get him.” 
 
Alexander stepped out of his room and over to the top of 
the stairs. His mother glanced up from the doorway, then 
back down to the person standing there. “He's here now. 



Do make yourself comfortable,” she told him, before 
turning and heading into the kitchen to see how dinner 
was coming along. 
 
As quickly as was deemed proper, Alexander hurried 
down the stairs, his smile broadening as he headed 
towards his friend. “You don't need to stand there,” he 
told him. “You're welcome here anytime. How many 
times must I repeat it?” He wore a disapproving scowl on 
his face, but the grin underneath refused to stay under. 
 
William chuckled. “At least once more, Alexander. And I 
actually can't stay but a minute. I only wanted to invite 
you to my mother's garden party. She's allowed me to 
invite my friends, and most are acquaintances, and 
they're all ones I wish wouldn't come. But I would be...be 
very pleased if you came, Alexander,” he finished softly, 
peering up at him through his gold-rimmed spectacles. 
 
Alexander's heart leapt in his chest. For the past two 
weeks, the two had become closer friends, with William 
sharing his wit more often, and Alexander being coaxed 
into sharing his drawings and dreams. He hadn't shown 
William the ones of him, but his other drawings had been 
pulled out from his closet and praised by his friend. But 
now, to be invited to a garden party, by William himself 



no less? Much better than the afternoons spent in the 
park. 
 
“I would be honored,” Alexander replied, knowing he 
probably looked a right fool with his huge smile but didn't 
really care. 
 
William's answering smile dwarfed Alexander's. “Six 
o'clock, shall we say?” 
 
“I'll be there.” 

 

Xander kept his eyes closed, even though he knew he 
was awake. His dream self had just been treated to a 
beautiful full smile, complete with visible teeth. 
 
Yeah, he had it bad. He groaned, but still didn't open his 
eyes. If he kept them closed, he could still see William 
beaming at him. 
 
A small smile unknowingly crept onto his face.  

 
 
 



 
 

Part Ten 

 

“Sooo...what happened with last night?” 
 
Xander shrugged but couldn't keep the grin off his face. 
“Something happened last night, that's for sure,” Buffy 
said, amused. 
 
“No keeping secrets!” Willow scolded. “Now give!” 
 
With a sigh Xander pushed open the library doors. 
“William invited me to a garden party.” 
 
Two faces lit up. “How very prestigious,” Buffy said. 
When the others turned their gaze on her, she rolled her 
eyes. “It's my big word for the day. Tiny words from now 
on. See?” 
 
“A garden party?” 
 
Xander let out an undignified squeak as Giles stepped out 
of the office. “Did I hear correctly?” the librarian asked 



with a small smile. 
 
Xander barely nodded his head. This was NOT good. He 
was fine with the girls knowing, but Giles would get all 
research-y on him, and that was the LAST thing that he 
wanted. And that was probably the mildest of things he 
could expect if Giles found out... 
 
“You don't often hear a call for garden parties these 
days,” Giles continued, frowning slightly. Xander's panic 
rose as Giles mused out loud, “That was something done 
more in the Victorian times.” 
 
“It's a re-enactment,” Willow said quickly. 
 
Xander shot his friend a grateful glance. He wasn't going 
anywhere anymore without his trusty Willow by his side. 
Giles' frown deepened. “It's a what?” 
 
“A re-enactment of sorts. William's a friend in the 19th 
Century class, and it was one of the choices for extra 
credit. Xander needs to catch up and the teacher said 
that if he did this with William, he could get the marks 
needed to pass and then, you know, passing of the class 
would occur. So William extended the formal invitation 
last night, and they're going to do the garden party 



tonight, right?” 
 
Xander blinked, then realized that last part had been 
directed at him. “Uh, yeah. Or maybe tomorrow night, 
but tonight works better for, um, both of us.” He was still 
in shock over how fast Willow could lie. She'd have 
absolutely no problems acting on stage, because even if 
she forgot the lines, she could easily improvise. 
 
Giles looked pleased with this, and Xander gave an 
inward sigh of relief. “I'm quite proud of you, Xander. Not 
about the needing to catch up on your class, but that 
you're actually doing so. I suppose you'll be acting the 
part tonight?” 
 
Xander nodded, then stopped. There was an opportunity 
here to be had, and he wasn't missing it. “Yeah, part to 
be played and all, but I need some help with the part. 
Could you give me a few pointers on things?” 
 
Willow and Buffy gave him frowns. No doubt wondering 
what on EARTH Xander was doing. Willow had just 
gotten him out of a mess, and it looked like he wanted to 
get right back into one. 
 
“Of course,” Giles said, stepping forward. “What did you 



want to know?” 
 
“Well, there's going to be others, there. It's not just 
William and me. A few girls were interested in dressing 
up and acting the part and there's someone I kinda like 
there tonight. What would be the proper way to show an 
interest in this person?” 
 
And suddenly Willow and Buffy weren't frowning 
anymore. On the contrary, their grins were about to give 
him away. He shifted back and forth innocently, making 
sure he stepped on their feet. With tiny yelps they got 
the message. 
 
“The proper way?” Giles asked, frowning with thought. 
“Well, you could offer her your hand and lead her into 
the party. You could offer her something to drink, 
introduce her to your friends in a mannerly way, lead her 
around as you do so...it may not show your interest 
exactly, but she might get an inkling if she isn't 
completely blind. Also, there's also that touch-factor that 
we all crave and love so much,” he added with a knowing 
smile. 
 
Xander nodded, grinning. At least now he'd know when 
and if Alexander showed an interest in William. Not that 



it was likely to happen, but at least this way he'd be 
prepared. 
 
Giles cleared his throat, raising a book. “We have a ritual 
to stop in half an hour. You three might want to get 
something that will hit heavy and hard.” 

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Six o'clock, on the dot, and Alexander was knocking on 
William's front door. He'd done his best to dress up 
tonight. It was a party, after all. Of course, the reason 
he'd dressed up wasn't for anyone at the party. Anyone 
except William, that was. 
 
With a small smile William's mother answered the door. 
“Alexander, so glad you could come,” she said, 
brightening as she opened the door further. “Please, do 
come in.” 
 
“Thank you, Mrs. Atherton,” he said, stepping inside. He 
pulled a small bouquet of flowers from behind his back, 
offering them to her. “William told me once that white 
roses were your favorite. I saw these, and I immediately 
thought of you.” 



 
“How lovely!” Mrs. Atherton said, her smile growing as 
she took the flowers. “Yes, they are a favorite. William's 
too; we'll both enjoy the scent. Thank you, Alexander.” 
 
He nodded to her, smiling. He'd known that they were 
William's favorites. He'd merely left that out, along with 
the truth that the first person he'd thought of upon 
seeing them had been her son, not Mrs. Atherton. 
 
“Please, follow me,” she said, leading the way down the 
hall and out to the left, to where a few guests mingled in 
the library. Doors opened up from the library to a patio, 
which then led to the garden. Lanterns hung around the 
yard, illuminating the greens, pinks, and other colors in 
the garden. 
 
He nodded to her and headed out. His eyes scanned the 
area, already looking for William. He was disappointed 
when he couldn't see him, but shook it off. William was 
probably off playing the perfect host his mother had 
asked him to be. 
 
Alexander tipped his hat to a few women he passed as he 
made his way for the small drink table towards the back. 
A few men that he knew were already there, and he 



greeted them, exchanging casual words about the 
weather and the latest news from America. As he 
continued to talk, he glanced around, hoping for a 
glimpse of William. The men were nice company, but not 
so nice as William. 
 
A tap on his shoulder caused him to turn, and his heart 
began to beat faster at the sight of William. “I thought 
you might've skipped out on your own party,” Alexander 
joked. 
 
William gave him a look that made him chuckle. “Me, 
skip out on a party? I never would have heard the end of 
it from my mother.” The men turned and nodded to 
William, and William's look disappeared, to be replaced 
by a nervous smile. 
 
Alexander clenched his fists. Why William didn't open 
himself up more, he didn't know. He let the people 
around him shape him into nothing that resembled the 
true William by the time they were through. 
 
“The suit looks quite fetching on you,” Alexander told him 
when the men had walked away. 
 
William's eyes lit up. “Do you think so? I wanted to pick 



something special for tonight, because...” 
 
Alexander froze. William had looked so incredibly pleased 
when Alexander had said that...he couldn't possibly... 
“Because?” he prompted. 
 
“I wanted to show you something even more special 
tonight,” William said, beaming. 
 
Show him? Something special, just to show him? 
Alexander's heart began to beat double-time in his chest. 
William could possibly feel the same way. Why on earth 
had Alexander worn this suit? The other suit was much 
more handsome on him... 
 
“Would you wait here?” William asked. 
 
Alexander nodded eagerly. William hurried off, and 
Alexander began fussing with his hair as soon as he was 
out of sight. William felt the same way as he did. That 
meant...well, obviously it meant something incredibly 
wrong against society, but love needed no society. They 
would find a way, he was sure of it. 
 
He turned to see William leading a young woman by the 
arm. William glanced up and smiled at him, heading his 



way. Alexander blinked, then smiled back. Apparently, he 
was to meet some of William's family tonight. 
 
William stopped in front of him, extending his hand to 
Alexander. “This is my good friend, Alexander Harrington. 
Alexander, this is Miss Cecily Adams.” 
 
The dark haired beauty glanced at Alexander, before 
nodding curtly. “It's a pleasure to meet you,” Alexander 
said, but his smile faltered. She didn't look anything like 
William, and her last name wasn't the same as his. 
 
“Would you care for something to drink?” William asked 
her. Cecily pondered the thought for a moment, then 
nodded once more, before heading over to join a few 
other ladies. 
 
“Who is she?” Alexander asked as William quickly hurried 
to get a drink. 
 
William paused on his way, glancing back over his 
shoulder. “The inspiration for my poems,” he said softly, 
his smile wide. “Isn't she beautiful?” 
 
He headed off towards the drinks again, leaving 
Alexander standing behind him, his heart breaking in two. 



 
 

“No!” Xander howled, sitting up in bed. “No, no, NO! 
That's not how it's supposed to go! You can't do this to 
me!” 
 
He swallowed, thinking of the way William's face had lit 
up at the mention of Cecily. “You can't make me like him 
and then just take him away,” he mumbled, burying his 
face in his hands.  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Eleven 

 

All through school the next day, the girls tried to get 
Xander's attention, to try and talk to him. And every time 
they tried he ignored them. 
 
The last class finally ended, and Xander gathered his 
things to head home. Thankfully, he didn't share his final 



class with the girls, which made going home that much 
easier. He wasn't looking forward to talking about the 
previous night. 
 
As he stepped outside the classroom, however, two 
determined faces greeted him. Xander sighed. “I'm not in 
the mood, guys.” 
 
“Too bad.” When he glared at her, Buffy merely glared 
back. “I'm not going anywhere until you spill.” 
 
“Me neither,” Willow said, pointing at her face. “See? 
Resolve face firmly in place.” 
 
“Guys...” 
 
“You promised you wouldn't keep secrets,” Willow said. 
 
Another sigh. “Wills, it was..” 
 
“Obviously not good last night, we got that,” Buffy said. 
“But we'd like to know why, because we care about you. 
You're like a walking neon sign that reads 'Hurting'.” 
 
Xander glanced between the two girls, before slumping 
in defeat. Two hands grabbed his wrists and tugged him 



into an empty school room. “What happened, Xander?” 
Buffy asked gently. 
 
“Nothing new in Xander-land,” he said bitterly. 
 
Willow frowned, so he told them. “You know: Xander 
meets person. Xander likes person. Person doesn't like 
Xander. Xander's heart is wrenched from his chest.” 
 
It took them a moment to get it, and when they did, their 
mouths dropped open in horror. “William didn't...?” 
Buffy managed to ask. 
 
“He didn't even look at me. How could he? He had his 
eyes locked on 'Miss Cecily Adams', the frickin' 
inspiration for his poems.” Xander bit his lip hard enough 
to break skin. He was upset enough to scream, and if he 
didn't scream, he was going to cry instead. And neither 
option was a good idea until he was safe in his own 
room. Alone. 
 
The girls took one look at the tenuous grasp he had on 
his emotions and moved forward to pull him into their 
arms. Xander shut his eyes, laying his head on their 
shoulders. In both lifetimes, he got screwed over when it 
came to matters of the heart. It just wasn't fair. 



 
“Xander, are you all right?” 
 
“Not really,” Willow told Giles, who had just appeared in 
the open doorway. “Last night wasn't...well...” 
 
“Wasn't what he'd hoped for,” Buffy finished. 
 
“Oh,” Giles said softly. “I'm so sorry, Xander.” 
 
“Me too,” Xander murmured. And he was so very sorry. 
Sorry that William didn't exist in the present, sorry that 
Cecily had existed at ALL, and sorry he'd been given the 
dreams in the first place. What had been the point? 
 
“If you're all, ah, up to it, I believe patrol is in order.” 
 
When no one moved or said anything, Xander lifted his 
head to see everyone gazing at him. He flushed when he 
realized they were waiting for him. 
 
“We ready?” he asked, pulling away from the girls and 
running a hand through his hair. 
 
Giles nodded, giving him an understanding look before 
leading the way down to the library. 



 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Even dusting vampires for half an hour didn't help 
Xander's mood. He dusted one with an easiness he 
normally would've been bragging about, but he didn't 
even blink. After seeing that little display, Buffy had 
asked him if he wanted to just go home. He stiffly told 
her he was fine. 
 
“Yeah, 'cause you look 'fine',” Buffy said, before sighing. 
“I take it we've moved onto the angry part of the 
rejection?” 
 
“Sounds about right,” Xander said. His hand was tightly 
wrapped around his stake, tight enough to give him 
white knuckles. How could William just forget about him 
like that? And for HER?! 
 
Whoever said he thought about you to start with? his 
mind told him, but Xander didn't want to listen. He'd 
actually believed in him and William to the point of 
calling the two of them a real 'them' in his mind. He felt 
betrayed. Which was again a stupid thing to feel, he 
realized, because they hadn't even been seeing each 



other. But dammit, he'd believed! 
 
“Ah. In that case, I'll leave that next fledgling for you,” 
Buffy said, backing away. Xander mentally counted the 
apologies he would be owing both girls tomorrow for his 
behavior tonight, but he was sure he'd be readily 
forgiven. Especially by Buffy: she understood how one 
sometimes just needed a punching bag to take all one's 
stress out on. 
 
The vampire heading towards him would do nicely. The 
vampire gave him a toothy grin and launched himself at 
Xander. Xander punched out, ignoring the pain in his 
hand when his fist collided with solid bone. The vampire 
was down on the ground now, so Xander leaned down to 
punch him again, to make sure he wouldn't come up 
while he was trying to dust him. His right fist, however, 
seemed to want to hit the vampire again and again, and 
soon his left was asking for a chance as well. 
 
“Xander! Xander! Earth to Xander!” Buffy called out from 
behind him. 
 
“Xander, just stake him!” Willow yelled. 
 
Two more punches, and Xander finally pushed the stake 



into the vampire's heart. The vampire exploded into dust 
beneath him, looking almost grateful as he did so. 
 
A hand fell on his shoulder, and he sighed. “No, I'm not 
going home Giles. I'm fine. Aggressions have been firmly 
blown off. Okay?” 
 
“If you're sure,” Giles said, though he sounded anything 
but convinced. 
 
Xander turned and gave him a small smile. “I'm okay. I'll 
get over it.” 
 
Giles gave him a smile in return, squeezed Xander's 
shoulder once, before letting go and stepping away. 
 
“Feel better?” Buffy asked, grinning. 
 
Xander nodded, standing. “Much. Punching should be 
used as a means of therapy.” 
 
Buffy's grin widened. “It's what I use,” she said as she 
walked away. 
 
Xander headed after her, his heart a little lighter. He still 
hurt over the William thing, and he knew he would for 



awhile. But there was really nothing he could do about it. 
He could only watch the dreams and see what was going 
to happen. Nothing he could do. 
 
Right? 
 
Glancing up, he realized that the others were ahead of 
him, and lagging behind wasn't the safest thing to do in 
Sunnydale. He began to quicken his pace, eyes focused 
on his group. 
 
A little too focused, perhaps. Something bumped into 
him, sending him down to the ground with an “Oomph!”. 
He glared at the grass in front of him, then turned 
around, his glare now aimed at the thing that had 
knocked him over. 
 
Spike. 
 
Xander stared at him, mouth hanging open. Spike 
smirked. “'ello, pet,” he drawled. 
 
A small click was heard from Xander's left. “Not another 
step towards him, Spike,” Buffy warned. 
 
Spike slowly tilted his head around until he was facing 



her. “The Slayer...smaller than the last one I fought. 
'Course, you're a tad more alive than she is. For now,” he 
added. 
 
Xander continued to stare. William and Spike couldn't 
have been more different. Where William was shy and 
kind, Spike was bold and dangerous. Yet both could get 
Xander's heart to thump painfully in his chest. 
 
Buffy kept her aim and gaze on Spike. The vampire 
sighed. “Much as I'd love to have the whelp, I'm actually 
not hungry now. S'pose I'll head off then, eh?” 
 
Xander blinked. “Whelp?” he asked, bewildered. 
 
As he rolled his eyes, Spike said, “Yeah, that'd be you. 
Whoever the hell you might be.” 
 
For a painful, jerking moment Xander couldn't breathe. 
He didn't...he didn't even...? 
 
“You don't recognize him?” Willow asked, having glanced 
at Xander and guessed the cause of his shock. 
 
Spike gave her a bewildered look. “Uh, no. Should I?” 
 



Giles was now giving Willow an odd look as well. “F-From 
the school, with Angel?” Willow stammered, trying to 
cover. 
 
“Oh. That was him? Did a good job of actin' pissed off at 
Angelus. 'Course, wouldn't be surprised if it wasn't an 
act. Always did know the best way to rub someone the 
wrong way.” Spike began to back away, smirking at Buffy 
as he did so. “See you around, Slayer,” he said, turning to 
head off into the night. 
 
Giles shook himself, turning to Xander. “Are you quite all 
right?” When no response came, Giles frowned. 
“Xander?” 
 
“Not really,” Xander managed to get out. His eyes were 
trained on Spike, who was quickly disappearing into the 
night. 
 
“We'll get him home,” Buffy told Giles, offering Xander 
her hand. “Right Xan?” 
 
Slowly Xander glanced up at her, wondering if he looked 
as miserable as he felt. Buffy's concerned gaze told him 
he probably looked even worse. He gave her a weak 
smile, and her concern deepened. 



 
With her help he pulled himself to standing. “I'm sorry,” 
she said softly. 
 
Xander gave a brisk nod, keeping his eyes trained on his 
clothes as he wiped the dirt away. It was a good thing 
Spike hadn't recognized him. He didn't want the demon 
after him. Or the man. It didn't matter. 
 
Now he only had to convince his heart.  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Twelve 

 

Cecily, Cecily, Cecily...It was all William could talk about 
anymore. How her beauty was like none other. How her 
natural grace was poem inspiring. Everything she did 
caused his friend incredible happiness. Which in turn 
cause Alexander incredible heartache. 
 
He'd known that any possibility of him and William 



together was nearly non-existent to start with. But he'd 
foolishly fallen for William, and then had been surprised 
when all chances had disappeared. 
 
Foolishly. That was the perfect word to describe it. 
Because Alexander WAS a fool. A fool for thinking...well, 
any of it. He should just forget about William and find a 
lovely woman to settle down with. 
 
But his heart cried out at him to not forget his true love. 
“True love doesn't exist for anyone, and least for a fool,” 
Alexander muttered angrily. 
 
He couldn't keep doing this, though. It was tearing his 
heart and life in two. There had to be some way to keep 
his feelings locked up, but still not forget them. 
Forgetting them would prove more painful then 
continuing with them like this. 
 
He paused as a thought came to him. That would be the 
most ideal way to accomplish this task. And he had 
William to thank for the idea. 
 
Standing, he walked over to his desk and pulled from a 
drawer a notebook with a metal clasp on the front. He 
pulled the key from his pocket and opened the lock, then 



set the now freed book on the desk. The elaborate 
engravings on the book and clasp had intrigued him one 
day, though he'd never thought of a good reason to have 
a locked book, or even a journal. Well, now he did. 
 
He pulled a pen from the drawer as well and took a seat. 
“True love doesn't exist for anyone, and least for a fool,” 
he murmured again, letting those words be the first he 
inscribed. “There's poetry for you, William.” 

 

“You can turn the bitterness off any day, pal,” Xander 
grumbled, sitting up. He couldn't really blame his past 
self, though. Xander was about ready to put a hole 
through a wall with his emotions. 
 
Yes, he'd said he'd been fine. He could lie. He could lie 
very convincingly. Even to himself. Because he'd wanted 
to be okay with it, he really had. But whenever he tried, 
flashes of William's smile and bright blue eyes would 
enter his thoughts. And Xander would be back at square 
one. Again. 
 
He pushed away the covers, aware that he was getting 
up half an hour earlier then he was supposed to. For 
once, he didn't want to go back to sleep. 



 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
“Xander, wait up!” 
 
Xander sighed but stopped long enough for the girls to 
catch up to him. “How was last night?” Buffy asked, 
before taking a good look at his face. “Oh. Sorry.” 
 
“Don't worry about it. Alexander didn't,” Xander 
muttered. 
 
Willow bit her lip. “He didn't take it very well either, 
huh?” 
 
“He decided that the best way to forget about William 
was to mock him. He also started writing a journal. I 
believe we've officially reached the 'let's ignore the 
feelings and hope they go away' part of the rejection. 
Always a favorite.” 
 
Two arms wrapped around him, causing him to smile 
slightly. “Sorry for being such a downer, guys. I just...” 
 
“Really hoped? There's nothing to be sorry about for that 



or the downy-ness. Still love you, and wish I could've 
punched Spike for you last night,” Buffy said, giving him a 
friendly squeeze. 
 
“I would've too!” Willow piped in, before her face fell. 
“Well, I would've had Buffy knock him out first. THEN I 
would've punched him. But I still would've done it!” 
 
Xander's smile broadened. “It's appreciated, Wills.” He 
cleared his throat as they reached the library. Maybe 
Alexander had the right idea. Just forget about the 
feelings. “So,” he said, holding the door for the girls, 
“what did you two do today?” 
 
Buffy shrugged. “Almost got the glare of death again 
from Snyder. There is something majorly wrong with 
him. In a let's-slay-him sort of way.” 
 
“Is that the Slayer senses talking, or just Buffy?” Willow 
teased. 
 
Buffy smiled sheepishly. “Okay, maybe that's just Buffy. 
But seriously, the guy acts like he's on eternal PMS!” 
 
Xander and Willow snickered. “Death glare from 
principal, got it. What about you, Wills?” 



 
Once her giggles had subsided, Willow replied, “This and 
that. Mostly work for a project, but not much else.” 
 
“Boring,” Xander and Buffy chorused. Willow pouted. 
 
“It is not! It's a very intriguing project, I'll have you know. 
You'd like it, Xander.” 
 
“Well, I'm glad for the both of you. Me, I'd rather slay. 
Speaking of which, Giles, what's on the menu tonight?” 
Buffy called out. 
 
There was no response. 
 
Xander frowned and exchanged worried glances with the 
others. “Giles?” Buffy tried again, heading slowly towards 
the offices. She cautiously pushed the door open with 
the tip of her finger, frowning as she glanced inside. 
 
“Something wrong?” Willow asked, biting her lower lip. 
 
Xander watched as Buffy disappeared inside the office, 
only to return with a note in her hand. “Tell me that's not 
a ransom note,” Xander said, swallowing. If Spike had 
taken Giles, all Xander's thoughts on making the feelings 



go away would be squashed. And there was no telling 
what Spike could do with the librarian. 
 
“It's not,” Buffy said, and Xander let out the breath he 
hadn't known he'd been holding. “It's from Giles, and it 
says he's taking Jenny home. Her car broke down, so he's 
being a gentleman, blah, blah, bitty blah, won't be back 
before five.” 
 
All eyes turned to the clock above the library door. 4:27. 
“We've got awhile to wait,” Buffy said with a sigh, 
heading over to take a seat. 
 
“Hold on a second,” Willow told her, hurrying over to the 
computer and starting it up. Xander frowned. Now what? 
 
“Um, Wills?” 
 
“Come take a look at this,” Willow said excitedly, 
pointing at the screen. 
 
Xander headed over to stand behind Willow, eyes 
narrowing as he took in the page. “That's the genealogy 
site,” he said. 
 
Buffy glanced over Willow's other shoulder and frowned. 



“What exactly is so special?” 
 
“This,” Willow said, opening several windows. She pulled 
out a small piece of paper from her jumper pocket and 
set it on the table. Her gaze shifted from the paper to the 
screen as she typed. 
 
The first window to come up was a young man in a black 
and white photo. One Xander recognized. 
 
“That's...oh, I can't remember his name...but I've seen 
him in my dreams! I know him!” 
 
“Charles Sweeton. Born 1855, died 1881. Engaged but 
jilted his betrothed at the altar,” Buffy read, before 
rolling her eyes. “Nice guy.” 
 
“He's a jerk,” Xander said, shaking his head. “I feel sorry 
for his fiancé. He was always so stuck up and made fun of 
William constantly. There were times I just wanted to 
punch...” He stopped when he realized the two girls were 
looking at him as if he'd grown a third head. “What?” he 
asked. 
 
“You're talking like you just saw this person the other 
day. Like you were actually Alexander yesterday. It's 



creepy but cool,” Buffy added. 
 
“And the whole thing about punching his lights out for 
William is sweet, but not if you're trying to forget about 
the person you were going to punch his lights out for,” 
Willow said softly. 
 
“I know. About it being creepy, and about...forgetting. 
I've pretty much accepted me being Alexander. We're 
not doing any weird merging. I'm just...remembering.” 
 
“And I do and I don't want to forget about him. It would 
be a lot simpler if I could, but...” He hung his head, 
sighing. 
 
“Just can't, we know. It's not easy to do that,” Willow 
said. “But I think you'll like this next window.” She clicked 
on the next window, pulling up a page about a girl. 
 
Xander clenched his fists. “Take it I got the right girl?” 
Willow asked him. 
 
Xander nodded. “Yeah. That's Cecily, all right.” 
 
“Why'd you look her up?” Buffy asked, puzzled. 
 



Willow shrugged. “I wanted to see if Spike had eaten 
her.” 
 
Xander stared at her, before immediately reaching down 
to hug his friend. “That's probably one of the sweetest 
things you've ever done for me.” 
 
“Except he didn't,” Willow continued, grimacing. 
 
With a groan Xander let his head drop onto her shoulder. 
“Thanks for getting my hopes up.” 
 
“I do have some news concerning her, though.” All eyes 
turned back to the screen. Willow clicked on the link, and 
more information on Cecily popped up. “Born in 1860, 
vanished in 1881.” 
 
Xander blinked. “Whoa, whoa, back up. Vanished?! As 
in...” 
 
“As in they either couldn't find her body, or...I don't 
know. Something mystical, I suppose. But she's got a 
connection to that Charles guy I showed you.” 
 
Buffy raised her eyebrow. “And that would be?” 
 



From the grin on Willow's face, she wasn't sharing 
anytime soon. Xander glanced at the two people on the 
screen. They'd known each other, sure, but that didn't 
mean...anything... 
 
Xander's eyes widened as he got it. “She's the engaged 
that was left at the altar?” 
 
Willow nodded emphatically. “Yup. And when he died a 
few days after the wedding that wasn't, she mysteriously 
vanished. That's no coincidence, as far as I'm concerned.” 
 
“But this is good! That means that she'll get engaged to 
this Charles guy, and William will be open and free! 
You've still got a chance, Xander.” 
 
Buffy was right: William would be available. Slowly 
Xander began to smile. Maybe everything wasn't lost, 
then. There was still a chance for Alexander and William 
once William found out about the engagement. 
 
That also meant that he'd be hurting. Xander's smile 
faltered. As much as he wanted William to notice him 
and not Cecily, if William found out about them being 
engaged, he'd be just as crushed as Alexander was now. 
And Xander had a feeling that Alexander had more 



emotional strength then William. 
 
“No smiles? It's not a good thing?” 
 
Xander sighed. “It would break his heart, Buff. And part 
of me wants that, because one, that would mean he 
found out about the wedding to be, and two, he'd be 
available, but...I can't do that to him.” 
 
“He's doing it to you,” Buffy argued. 
 
Xander shook his head. “I still can't. It's not right.” 
 
“Oh my gosh,” Willow whispered, staring at him. 
 
“What?” Xander asked, moving his gaze from Buffy to 
Willow. When she merely continued stare at him, Xander 
began to frown. “Willow?” 
 
“You're in love with him,” she said quietly. “You are, 
aren't you?” 
 
Buffy's head whipped from Willow to Xander. “This goes 
beyond a crush?” she asked. 
 
“I guess so,” Xander mumbled. “I mean, I didn't think...I 



just...” 
 
“Xander, you don't want him to be hurt, even though it 
would make you happy. You've got more than a crush if 
you're that concerned about him.” 
 
Silence descended on the trio. “I still think he deserves to 
hurt just a little, but it's only because he hurt YOU,” Buffy 
finally said. “I think the idea of you and him? A very, very 
sweet one. I just wish he could see it like you do.” 
 
“Maybe he will,” Willow said, bringing the windows 
down. “Maybe this engagement thing'll turn out to be 
good news for you two. In the meantime, I'll keep 
researching and digging up more on the project.” 
 
The project? “Wait a minute. This is the project?” Xander 
asked, pointing at the computer. 
 
Willow winked. “I told you you'd like it.”  

Part Thirteen 

Alexander watched as William moved through the crowd 
of people with a smile on his face. It was an absolutely 
beautiful smile, one he used to not show at all. But lately, 
it was all that was there on his face. And it made 



Alexander's heart hurt even more, because he knew it 
wasn't for him. 
 
That smile belonged to Cecily, of course. Alexander 
slouched in his chair, glaring at the woman. EVERYTHING 
William did was for her. Fetch a drink, write a poem, 
smile. All of it for a woman that didn't even notice men, it 
seemed. He didn't see what William saw in her. She never 
smiled. Not like William did. 
 
Suddenly her face lit up with a bright smile. Alexander 
blinked. She did look much better when she smiled. Had 
she seen William? His heart lurched at the thought. 
 
A young man approached her and began to talk to her. 
To Alexander's surprise, she even laughed at what he 
said. 
 
Charles Sweeton. Alexander couldn't stand the man; he 
poked such fun at William's poems, the way he dressed, 
the way his hair fell on his face. But here he was talking 
with Cecily, a grin for the lady stretching his face from ear 
to ear. 
 
William headed towards Alexander then, two wine 
glasses in hand. Alexander sat up and smiled at him. “I 



haven't seen you at the park as of...” He trailed off as 
William passed by, eyes glued to Cecily once more. 
 
“Lately,” Alexander finished miserably. Cecily was still 
smiling, and now William was smiling again as well. He 
barely noticed Charles as he handed the wine glass to 
Cecily. Cecily's smile diminished slightly at the sight of 
him. Charles raised his eyebrows from behind William, 
and her cheeks flushed. 
 
William was blind if he couldn't see that something was 
going on between Charles and Cecily. Alexander stood, 
ready to head over to his friend and tell him what was 
going on. He had the right to know. 
 
Then William's smile broadened, his eyes wide with 
surprise and joy as she turned and said something to him. 
Alexander gazed at the small group, before turning and 
leaving the party. 
 
William would see it soon enough. It wasn't as if he was 
listening to Alexander anymore, anyways. 

 

Xander sighed. Nothing seemed to be going right. 
Alexander had had the chance to tell William about the 



couple-to-be, but hadn't. All because of spite. 
 
“Okay, just because I said I didn't think telling William 
about Cecily and Charles was a good idea, doesn't mean 
that you should've listened to me,” Xander muttered. “I 
mean, what do I know?” 
 
He pushed himself up and reached for his clothes. It 
would be nice if SOMETHING went right for a change. 

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
After school the next day, Xander helped Willow out with 
the 'project'. Slowly the three Scoobies began to build a 
list of people that had been involved with the Victorian 
party Alexander and William had hung out with. They'd 
written down the names (in alphabetical order, Willow's 
request), along with the years of birth and death. 
 
They'd gone very quiet when they'd realized that over 
half the people in the group had died in 1880. “And 
Xander said there's more people in the group he just 
can't remember,” Willow had whispered to Buffy. 
 
Later on, they had gone out to patrol, with Willow and 



Giles heading in one direction, and Buffy and Xander 
teamed up and going the other way. 
 
“So, as Alexander, you're finally starting to see couple-y 
things happening between Cecily and Charles?” 
 
Xander nodded. “Definite couple-age. I just can't believe 
William isn't seeing it. Didn't see it,” he amended at the 
look Buffy gave him. “Sorry; I keep talking in past tense.” 
 
“No, you keep thinking as if you're still in the past,” Buffy 
said, giving him a smile. “As I said before, creepy but 
cool. But back on track: William hasn't noticed 
anything?” 
 
“Nope, not a hint of it. He literally walked into it and 
didn't even stop smiling at her,” Xander grumbled. 
 
Buffy twirled her stake absently. “Has he talked to you 
about his feelings for her?” 
 
It was Xander's turn to give her a look. “Are you crazy? 
He hasn't talked to me at all since Cecily came in! At 
least, not that I know of. I'm only getting bits and pieces 
here, but I'm not getting the GOOD bits and pieces.” 
 



“Oh,” was all Buffy said. She continued to twirl her stake, 
and Xander's gaze dropped to the ground. He hadn't 
even told William about his feelings, and yet it seemed 
he'd lost William as a friend already. 
 
“You're lucky, you know.” 
 
Xander blinked and glanced up. “I'm what?” 
 
Buffy shrugged. “You're lucky.” 
 
“Okay, maybe you don't know the correct definition of 
lucky. Because if you look in the dictionary, they would 
show a great big picture of me, and it would be for the 
antonym of lucky.” 
 
Buffy rolled her eyes. “You really are! I mean, you're 
completely one-hundred percent, head over heels, heart 
stops when he enters the room in love with him. You 
know? There's no real questioning of 'should I be in love', 
because your heart wouldn't let you NOT be in love. Does 
that make sense?” 
 
Stopping in front of a marker that read 'Mrs. Hartwood', 
Xander turned to her and frowned. “It makes sense, but 
I'm not really sure why that makes me lucky. You've got 



that kind of love, too, you know. With Angel. Right?” 
 
Buffy glanced down at her shoes, and Xander's mouth 
dropped open. “You're not?!” 
 
“I am!” she protested, biting her lip. “I am, and I'm not. 
Because HE'S not. At least, I don't think he is.” 
 
“He's not in love with you like that?” 
 
Buffy finally gazed up at Xander and said quietly, “I don't 
think he's in love with me at all.” 
 
Blinking was all Xander could do. She thought...how 
could she... 
 
Buffy gave him a smile that looked more like a grimace. “I 
know. Buffy and Angel, the eternal love. Write it on all 
the notebooks and trees. Kinda weird for them NOT to be 
together, huh?” 
 
“Why don't you think he loves you?” Xander asked. 
 
She sighed and leaned against a Mr. Graint's headstone. 
“Because whenever I suggest doing something, like 
hanging out at the Bronze, seeing a movie, doing 



something together, he won't. And lately, it's not even 
patrol anymore. He's been avoiding me ever since I got 
back from my summer break. And it's not really fair to 
me if he doesn't care about me anymore, because that 
would mean I could go date someone that DOES care, or 
would care, but he won't even do that, so what am I 
supposed to...” 
 
“Whoa, whoa, slow down,” Xander said, putting his hand 
up to halt her. “Okay, never thought I would stick up for 
Deadboy, but here goes. 
 
“Maybe he doesn't love you anymore. Maybe he doesn't 
care. But maybe there's another reason he's pulling 
away. When he pulled you out of the water last spring 
Buff, he...I didn't know vampires could pale, but he did. 
And the look on his face made my chest hurt. Because he 
looked like the guy who had lost the most important 
thing in the world. And for a few minutes there, he really 
did. 
 
“So maybe he's trying to pull away because last spring, 
he was given an update that told him, 'Hi, you're 
immortal, your girlfriend's not, how long until you're 
alone?'. Maybe he's trying to distance himself from going 
through that. It's not the smartest thing to do, but you 



can't blame the guy for loving you so much that he'd give 
you up.” 
 
It was Buffy's turn to have an open mouth. Xander 
shifted uncomfortably. “What?” he asked. 
 
She finally closed her mouth, blinking a few times before 
saying, “You. You're all...wise and stuff.” 
 
“Another creepy but cool thing?” Xander joked. 
 
Buffy grinned. “Yeah. Definitely. And I'm jealous again. 
This time of William, because he had a great guy like you 
hounding after him.” 
 
Xander could feel the blush spreading even to his ears. 
“Patrol?” he asked weakly. 
 
Buffy nodded with a smile, letting him off the hook. He 
shot her a grateful look and resumed his place next to 
her as they continued walking through the cemetery. 
 
“Big picture of you in the dictionary?” 
 
“Of course.” 
 



“How big are we talking?” 
 
“Half a page, maybe a little more. I'm not greedy.”  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Fourteen 

 

'Thursday 

 

'Everything I do, from the moment I awake in the 
morning, to the moment I finally fall asleep, everything 
causes me to think of William. 
 
'This morning, we had strawberries at breakfast. William 
loves strawberries. He wrote a poem about them once. 
Before Cecily. 
 
'Today at the park was beautiful, as always. But it wasn't 
the same, because William wasn't there. He was at a 
function with Cecily and Charles Sweeton. I asked him if 



he would like to go to the park with me instead. He gave 
me such a look, as if my head were on backwards and my 
feet were webbed. Then he hurried off, not wanting to be 
late. Leaving me alone at the park. Again. 
 
'Cecily and Charles...there's something going on between 
them. It was more definite the other day; Charles even 
had the audacity to reach forward and caress her face. 
She turned pink at the touch, but made no effort to pull 
away. 
 
'William still doesn't see it. Or maybe he does, but he 
won't admit it. I won't tell him though: he'll have to open 
his own eyes and see it. 
 
'How can he see such a proud, arrogant young woman, 
yet not see me? A woman who probably wishes he would 
fall off the face of the earth if just to leave her alone. But 
I... 
 
'I wish he knew, sometimes. These feelings I have for him. 
Then other times I'm glad he doesn't, because he would 
regard me even more strangely then he did earlier today. 
But I can't help it. I wish I could, but I can't. I'm in love 
with him. 
 



'I told myself no more functions, no more parties where 
Cecily will be, but it's the only place William really is 
anymore. And I...I want to see him. I have to. I 
think...maybe...just once more, and then once I see how 
he is with her, maybe I can condemn these feelings to the 
lowest pit of hell for good. Because I can't do this 
anymore. To love someone, yet know it will never be 
returned. I can't...I just' 
 
Alexander dropped the pen onto the journal, pushing the 
chair away with his feet. His face dropped into his hands, 
and in his room, where no one could see or hear him, 
Alexander let himself cry. 

 

So Alexander hadn't given up just yet. That was good. 
Right? Right. Yeah. 
 
But what about Xander? 
 
Xander pulled the covers over his head, squeezing his 
eyes shut. Please let me get a few minutes of sleep that 
don't have dreams...Please... 

 
~*~*~*~*~  



 
Another day of trudging through school. Another day of 
getting odd glances from the teachers, and sympathetic 
looks from Buffy and Willow. And quite frankly, Xander 
was getting tired of those days. 
 
“Can we just put a drill inside my head and cut out the 
part that makes it dream?” Xander asked, slouching in 
the library chair. 
 
Buffy frowned. “I thought we were going to be optimistic 
about William. And the dreams, in general.” 
 
“Well, I'm not anymore. Okay? I'm sick of feeling this 
way. And that's another point!” Xander exclaimed 
suddenly, leaning forward. “I don't know if it's ME feeling 
this way, or if it's Alexander, who constantly screws 
things up all the time!” 
 
“Xander!” 
 
“Don't Xander me, Willow.” 
 
Willow crossed her arms and narrowed her gaze. “You 
ARE Alexander, or were, and it's not his fault about 
William being a big poopy-head. It's not yours either. But 



don't give up!” 
 
Xander began to lean back again, then stopped, eyes 
darting up to Willow. “You found something else then?” 
he asked hopefully. 
 
Willow's eyes widened, before guiltily looking the other 
way. “Um, no. Nothing else found. I'm sorry, Xander.” 
 
Hope firmly squashed and shoved six feet under in mud, 
Xander fell back into his chair. Couldn't he get a break? 
Just once? Maybe something that said, 'Hey, hang in 
there, it's all for this fantastic prize at the end'? And Buffy 
and Willow could be wearing long, slinky dresses, then 
proudly display the fantastic prize Vanna White style. 
Yeah. 
 
Problem was, he had no clue what the prize could be. 
 
“Oh good, you're all here,” Giles said, stepping out of his 
office. Xander wondered briefly if the man lived in there, 
or had tunnel access straight to his house via the office, 
and almost snickered. He was definitely losing it. 
 
The girls exchanged looks, having apparently seen him 
almost lose his grip on what little sanity he had left. 



“What's up now, G-man?” Xander asked. 
 
Giles flinched. “Do stop calling me that, Xander. Please. 
But as to the reason we needed to gather here, it's more 
serious then you might think.” He took a deep breath, 
then said, “We need to find out what Spike is doing in 
town, and how we're going to dust him.” 
 
“No!” 
 
All eyes turned to him. Giles gave him a look that told 
him he HAD lost his final grip on sanity. “I beg your 
pardon?” he managed to stammer. 
 
Think quick, dummy. Not one of your brighter moves, his 
mind hissed at him. But Xander hadn't even thought 
about it; the terror had been instantaneous, the thought 
of Spike dead and gone forever making his heart stop in 
his chest. 
 
They were still staring at him. Talking would be good 
around now. “I-I just thought, you know, we might w-
want to research some more before we, um, you know, 
attack or something. So we're better prepared and, uh, 
everything.” 
 



The girls shot him a look that clearly told him they 
thought it was lame. Xander couldn't have cared less 
what they thought. The only person whose opinion really 
mattered at the moment was the librarian and Watcher 
who was regarding him now with suspicion. 
 
“It would be a wise idea, and I would've suggested such a 
thing if you hadn't interjected,” Giles finally said. 
“Research would benefit us all.” 
 
Xander nodded and breathed an inward sigh of relief. At 
least something was going right. 
 
Books were hauled out, and they began flipping for dates 
coming up for demon rituals or risings. Anything that 
Spike might be interested in doing. 
 
Xander could only stare at the dusty old page, not even 
reading the words. Something about the colliding of their 
world with another. His mind was on his gut-reaction to 
Giles' words. 
 
Maybe they were his feelings, and Alexander's too. 
Maybe they both wanted to forget about William, Spike, 
whoever he went as. But every single time, they would 
leap to defend the ones they cared about. Though, 



Xander was starting to think about leaping back, because 
really, he had the rest of the world to consider. Especially 
if Spike wanted to send it careening into another one. 
 
And Spike could take care of himself. He didn't need 
Xander. Like William hadn't needed Alexander. 
 
Xander closed the book and stood, grabbing his backpack 
as he headed for the doors. “Where are you going?” 
Willow asked, and he could hear the frown in her voice. 
 
“Home,” was his reply, pushing through the doors. He 
couldn't stay and really help when his mind was 
elsewhere. He really wouldn't be of any help if he was 
thinking about the enemy. The enemy that had gorgeous 
blue eyes you would melt for. The enemy that hated him 
and his friends. 
 
When he reached his house, he headed straight upstairs, 
closing the door behind him. He flung his backpack over 
to the opposite side of the room, then took a seat on his 
bed. 
 
It was all so messed up. Couldn't him or Alexander have a 
break? Just one? A little one, just a tiny one, and he 
wasn't asking for too much, was he? 



 
Found another resemblance between me and Alexander, 
Xander thought, before burying his head in his hands and 
letting the tears fall.  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Fifteen 

 

Actual episode text taken from BuffyWorld.com 
 
His beautiful blue eyes kept darting up and down. 
Alexander stared so long, he could see it happening even 
if he closed his eyes. Up. Down. Up. Down. Scribble a 
little. Back up the eyes would go. Always on the same 
person, never wavering. Always on Cecily. 
 
William was composing a poem about her now. He could 
see him getting frustrated with himself, the right word 
not coming to him when he needed it. Alexander knew he 
would probably start biting the end of the pen soon. It 
was the cutest thing, and he almost smiled at the 
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memory. 
 
The little half smile disappeared as William's eyes darted 
up, a smile playing on his face at the sight of 'her'. 
Alexander took another sip of his bourbon and miserably 
watched William ask a question of a bemused butler. He 
remembered when William used to ask HIM for help with 
a word. But those days were long gone. 
 
William stood, poem in hand, and headed over to Cecily. 
Charles was by her side, as usual, though he was talking 
with a few of his friends now. Alexander couldn't hear 
about what, and really didn't want to. Probably 
something vulgar. 
 
In his attempt to reach Cecily, William stepped inside the 
conversation circle, and Charles asked him something. 
William frowned and made his reply, before his eyes were 
back on Cecily. Charles noticed the glance and glared, 
causing Alexander to instantly sit forward. If that ruffian 
took a step towards William... 
 
Charles didn't, but he surprised both Alexander and 
William when he snatched the piece of paper from 
William's hands. William's eyes immediately widened as 
he tried to take it back. Charles began to read out loud, 



and his volume was such that even Alexander could hear 
it from his seat. 
 
“My heart expands. 'Tis grown a bulge in it, inspired by 
your beauty effulgent.” Charles stared at the paper, 
before glancing up at William, laughing. “'Effulgent'?” 
 
The others began to laugh as well, and the smile fell from 
William's face. Alexander's fists clenched, desperately 
wanting to put one through Charles's skull. He told 
himself he shouldn't care. William would be fine. 
 
But the look on his face... 
 
Cecily had walked away from the group, and William, 
ever the faithful puppy, had followed on her heels after 
retrieving his poem. Alexander snorted and drained the 
rest of his bourbon in one go. 
 
“Have you heard? They call him William the Bloody 
because of his bloody awful poetry!” one of the men said. 
 
Another standing beside Charles laughed. “It suits him. I'd 
rather have a railroad spike through my head than listen 
to that awful stuff!” 
 



Alexander fought the urge to yell that it wasn't awful in 
the slightest. It was emotions and feelings put into words. 
Perhaps William wasn't Shakespeare. But he WAS a poet. 
 
“Leave me alone.” 
 
Alexander turned at the voice to his left. Cecily sat on a 
sofa nearby, and William sat right beside her. William 
glanced over at the still laughing men and glared, before 
turning back to her. “Oh, they're vulgarians. They're not 
like you and I.” 
 
Cecily stared at him, wide-eyed. “You and I? I'm going to 
ask you a very personal question, and I demand an 
honest answer. Do you understand?” 
 
William nodded, sitting forward eagerly. Alexander 
watched and waited, wishing he had more bourbon. 
 
“Your poetry, it's not...they're...” Cecily took a deep 
breath before continuing. “They're not written about me, 
are they?” 
 
“They're about how I feel,” William told her, smiling. 
 
Cecily didn't smile back. “Yes, but are they about me?” 



 
“Every syllable,” William said, his smile broadening. 
 
Her face turned ashen, and she turned away, shutting her 
eyes in a grimace and murmuring something under her 
breath. William sat forward, his hand tentatively 
reaching out to comfort her. “Oh, I know... it's sudden 
and please, if they're no good, they're only words but... 
the feeling behind them... I love you, Cecily.” 
 
Even though he'd known it was true, Alexander could still 
feel his heart stopping at the sound of the words. He 
hadn't wanted to believe it. To know that William had 
feelings that ran so deep for her...but there was no 
denying it now. He loved her. And it made Alexander 
want to heave. 
 
“Please stop,” Cecily begged. 
 
William pulled his hand away and tried again. “I know I'm 
a bad poet, but...I'm a good man. And all I ask is 
that...that you try to see me...” 
 
“I do see you,” Cecily said, cutting him off. “That's the 
problem.” 
 



She rose to standing, then turned to glance down at 
William. William gazed up at her, confused. “You're 
nothing to me, William,” she continued, spitting his name 
out as if it dirtied her. “You're beneath me.” 
 
She walked away, back to Charles, but Alexander didn't 
care. His eyes were locked on William, who finally 
understood what had happened. His lower lip began to 
tremble, and his hand clenched around his poem. He 
stood suddenly, hurrying to the front door, past the 
laughing gentlemen and out into the night. 
 
Alexander had already set his glass down and now ran 
after him, desperate to find his friend. 

 

Xander's eyes shot open. “Don't you DARE stop now,” he 
growled at whoever was giving him the dreams. 
 
Midway through his growling, however, he yawned. His 
eyes drifted shut, and he could feel himself falling back 
into the dream state. 

 

“William! William, wait, please!” 
 



William didn't slow when Alexander called out to him. 
Alexander continued to run, not willing to let William 
leave. “William, please, wait for me!” 
 
“Shove off,” William told him, not stopping. 
 
Alexander ignored him and reached out, grabbing 
William's arm to make him halt. William whipped around 
and pulled away, angry eyes shining with tears. “Don't 
touch me!” he yelled. 
 
Alexander's hand jerked away, and he stared at his 
friend, hurt. “I just wanted...wanted to talk to you,” he 
said. He should go home. Just leave William, since 
William clearly didn't want him around any longer. 
 
“Talk?” William retorted. “About how my 'fantastic' 
poetry was so well loved? Admired? Didn't you see what 
just happened in there?” 
 
“I did, and that's why I wanted to...to...” 
 
William began to chuckle bitterly. “To tell me the poems 
aren't 'bloody awful'? Face it, Alexander, they are. And 
you know it. You've read this...this drivel. So have they. 
Nobody cares if I write trash! It won't be remembered, 



not even by the woman I adore! 
 
“They don't care about me at all!” he continued, working 
himself up. “About whether I exist, write, none of it. I'm 
not important to them, I'm BENEATH them! I'm 
NOTHING!” 
 
“I care,” Alexander said softly. 
 
William gave him a look of disdain. “It's not even caring I 
want, I want...I want love. I want the romantic sort of 
love, the ones real writers and poets tell about.” 
 
“William...” 
 
William ignored him. “The sort of love where one person 
desires another. And the other, despite status and fathers 
and society, loves and desires the first person.” 
 
“William, I...” 
 
“And the two of them tell the world to just...just leave 
them in peace, because they don't need the world! They 
only need each other and the love they have!” 
 
“I kno...” 



 
“THAT'S the caring and love I so desperately crave. The 
love I want. So tell me, Alexander,” William sneered, “will 
you give me THAT kind of caring? Well, will you?!” 
 
“YES!” Alexander shouted. “Yes I would!!” 
 
The moment the words left his mouth, Alexander knew 
whatever friendship they'd had, could still have had, was 
gone. William's face turned white, and no emotion was 
left on his face save for shock. Alexander swallowed and 
stepped towards him. “William, I...” 
 
William rapidly took two steps backwards. “Get away 
from me,” he whispered. 
 
Alexander's heart lurched. “No, William, please, let me...” 
 
“No,” William said, shaking his head. “No. That's...that's 
wrong. And sick. And...and Alexander, how could you? 
That's...” 
 
Tears began to gather in Alexander's eyes. “No, William, 
please, I lo...” 
 
“Don't say it!” William cried, backing away. “Don't. Say. 



It.” He stared at Alexander, disgust and horror in his eyes, 
before turning and running down the street. 
 
“William, no!” Alexander yelled. He could only watch as 
his friend continued to run, even bumping into someone 
in his hurry to get away. From HIM. 
 
Tears streaming down his face, Alexander turned and 
slowly walked towards home. 

 

When Xander opened his eyes, his clock told him it was 
almost time to get ready for school. It wasn't a 
cobblestone street that greeted his vision. 
 
And his face and eyes were dry. Not wet with moisture. 
 
When the clock's alarm went off, Xander didn't move. He 
wasn't sure he could. Why should he? There was nothing 
left. 
 
It was over.  

 
 
 



 
 

Part Sixteen 

 

“What do you mean, stop the project?” 
 
Xander wearily ran his fingers through his hair. “I meant 
what I said I meant. No more project, Wills. There's no 
point. And you know why.” 
 
Buffy scooted her chair forward. “Xander, I know that 
last night was...okay, beyond disappointing. But there...” 
 
“No! There's no chance anymore, Buffy!” Xander 
shouted, his voice echoing in the library. All three 
jumped at the sound. 
 
“How do you know that?” Buffy argued. “It was just a 
dream.” 
 
“Yeah. Of what happened way back in 1880. It's over, you 
guys.” 
 
“But...” 



 
Xander shook his head, cutting Willow off. “Last night, 
Alexander, me, whoever the hell it was, not only blew 
any chance of being all couple-y with William, but 
screwed over the friendship with him. And Alexander 
never had any chance of a relationship with William to 
start with! I mean, we're talking Victorian era, guys. It 
was improper to even reach for a lady's hand without her 
permission! And for two guys to hook up? 
 
“But whatever chance of being a couple Alexander and 
William had, the whole me and Spike thing? Even LESS of 
a chance there. He's a master vampire,” Xander said, 
when Buffy looked ready to interrupt. “What would he 
want with a...a 'whelp' like me? 
 
“No. There's no chance, Buff. The dreams were stupid, 
useless, made me...” Xander trailed off, unable to finish. 
 
So Willow finished for him. “Believe?” she said 
tentatively. When Xander said nothing, she continued, “I 
know you think it was, but the dreams weren't stupid. If 
anything, it showed you that love isn't always found in a 
high school, or even in the opposite gender, you know?” 
 
“And you don't know what tomorrow could bring. 



Tomorrow in your dreams, that is,” Buffy said. 
 
Xander glanced over at her miserably. “You think there's 
still hope for a friendship?” 
 
Buffy smiled. “There's always hope.” 
 
“Not in this case,” Xander said. “When William...ran from 
me, he ran into a guy with long, tangled hair, and there 
were two women by his side. I recognized Darla and 
Angelus, so I'm gonna have to say that the other woman 
was Drusilla. Which means that William's dead.” 
 
Silence fell upon the group. Buffy would start to say 
something, then stop, glancing from Xander to the table 
top. Willow's eyes were round and her lower lip was 
firmly pulled down, which signaled that she was either 
being thoughtful, or was going to cry soon. 
 
Xander sank into a chair, staring at the floor. His mind 
drifted back to the look on William's face, and his eyes 
started to water. If only he'd kept his mouth shut, their 
friendship might've been okay. He blinked at a sudden 
realization. William would've been okay if he hadn't said 
anything. “It's my fault he died,” he said softly. “If I 
hadn't told him how I felt, he wouldn't have run. He 



wouldn't have bumped into Angelus. Drusilla wouldn't 
have killed him. And he...he died hating me.” 
 
There were two scraping sounds against the tiles, and 
before Xander could look up, both girls had their arms 
wrapped around him. “You don't know either of those 
things. Alexander, you, it doesn't matter: you couldn't 
have stopped it from happening,” Willow said. 
 
“And from what you told us, it sounds like William was 
already running,” Buffy pointed out. “You stopped him. If 
anything, you gave him a few more extra minutes alive.” 
 
Xander sniffled, before his arms reached up to wrap 
around each girl. Definitely keeping the girls with him 
wherever he went. 
 
Buffy pulled away slightly to look him in the eye. “And 
maybe he didn't like you when he died, or maybe he 
even hated you. I don't know. But at least he knew that 
someone DID love and care about him.” 
 
Willow nodded. “Even if the feelings were 'wrong', you 
let him know that much. So quit picking on my Xander, or 
I'll have to beat you over the head with a shovel.” 
 



Xander gave her a watery smile. “No more picking on 
Xander. Got it.” 
 
The girls leaned their heads back on his, and he gave 
them both a small squeeze of thanks. 

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Two days. Two days since he'd told William how he'd 
truly felt. Two days since William had stared at him with 
a disgust Alexander hadn't thought possible. Two days 
since William had run from him. Two days... 
 
Alexander glanced around his room. Papers were thrown 
everywhere. Torn up ones, crumpled ones, a few with the 
edges burnt from a candle. All were pictures of William. 
 
“Alexander, you have a guest,” his mother called up. 
“William has come to call.” 
 
Alexander said nothing, his eyes still on his scattered 
papers. Knowing William, he would just come up to 
Alexander's room. They were good enough friends for 
that. Well, had been at any rate. 
 



He turned to his desk and picked up the pen that lay on 
top of his open journal. Another thing to write about. 

 

'Monday 

 

'I have done a most abominable thing. I have lost a 
treasured friend because of my idiocy, my foolishness! 
 
'William has now come to call, my mother tells me. It is 
the first time I have heard from him since Saturday night. 
The night I told him...I didn't tell him how I truly felt, 
though. He wouldn't let me finish. 
 
'I do not know why he has come to see me. Perhaps to tell 
me...to stay away from him, to not try and see him 
anymore. To die, perhaps. Something horrid, I'm sure of 
that. And I well deserve it. 
 
'True love doesn't exist for anyone, and least for a fool. I 
was, at least, right about one thing.' 

 

A knock at the door made Alexander pause briefly, then 
set his pen down. He closed the journal and began to lock 



it. 
 
“Alexander.” 
 
Alexander stiffened at the sound of William's voice. He 
pulled his hand away from the unlocked journal. 
 
“Alexander, I know you're here. Your mother told me as 
much, and I know you don't like being outside after dark, 
for which I can't blame you.” 
 
Alexander sat back in his chair, staring at his desk. It was 
a cluttered mess, full of papers, pens, and a letter opener 
that he rarely used. His eyes remained fixed on the 
assorted objects as he waited for the door to open. 

 

Xander's eyes snapped open. “Oh no,” he whispered, 
before shutting his eyes tight and trying to fall back 
asleep. 
 
Nothing happened. “Please no,” he whimpered. He had 
never thought...thought that this would... 
 
He pushed himself up, knowing he'd never fall asleep and 
get his answer. If he wanted to know what happened 



next, he had to find something that could tell him. 
 
And if he hurried, he could get to the school hours before 
the doors officially opened.  

Part Seventeen 

Xander darted across the lawn, backpack firmly over his 
shoulder. It was almost six in the morning, and the sun 
wasn't up just yet. Which meant vamps could still be out 
and about. Though, with the sun almost over the horizon, 
maybe not. But Xander wasn't about to take chances. 
 
There was a side door that the janitor always left open in 
the morning, since he was usually carrying heavy things 
through, and the door sometimes locked behind him. It 
made Xander's job of getting into the school that much 
easier. 
 
Down the hallways, making sure to check for nosy 
janitors and early teachers, then running as fast as he 
could into the library. 
 
He threw his backpack onto the table and revved up the 
computer, anxiously tapping his foot on the tiles as he 
waited. “Come on, come on, come on,” he muttered, 
watching the screen light up with the system. Finally. 



 
He swiveled the chair out and took a seat, then pulled 
himself forward. Connecting to the net was easy at this 
time of day, and soon the browser was up. Into the 
favorites folder, and clicking on the link to the genealogy 
site. The loading time seemed to take forever, and 
Xander glanced around nervously, though he knew no 
one was there. 
 
But someone had been there in his dreams. Someone 
that very well could've... 
 
The site popped up, interrupting Xander's gruesome 
thoughts. He clicked on the search engine, and quickly 
typed in 'Harrington, Alexander'. He paused, his finger 
right above the enter key. Why had they never looked 
Alexander up? 
 
His finger dropped, and the search engine did its job. 
Xander didn't have long to wait, and he gulped when he 
saw three matches. He took a guess and clicked the last 
one. The page loaded slowly, and Xander read the text as 
it appeared. 

 

Name: Harrington, Alexander 



 

“Yeah, I knew that,” Xander grumbled. Another section 
loaded, and Xander jerked forward to read. 

 

Date of Birth: May 18th, 1857 

 

“Yeah, that really helped me. Thank you.” Xander 
slammed his head into the keyboard, growling. “Stupid 
dial-up.” 
 
There was a soft ping, and Xander froze. The page was 
done loading. Which meant any pictures, text, was all on 
there. Right. He could do this. 
 
Slowly he lifted his gaze to the screen. 

 

No pictures available. 

 

Date of Death: 1880 

 



Xander stared at the date, watching the numbers start to 
swirl with his vision. He scrolled down to the biography 
box, looking for clues as to how he'd died. 
 
The only text in the box read, No biography available. 
 
“No,” Xander managed to wheeze out. The white 
background of the page began to hurt his eyes, but it 
didn't matter. He had no answer. 
 
Then he was standing, shouting and cursing at the 
computer. Inside, he was shouting and cursing at himself. 
How could he be so stupid? To think that they would've 
said, 'Was bitten by a vampire'? Or 'Fell on a sharp 
utensil that pierced his neck'? He stopped ranting and 
sighed, letting his head fall. Back at square one again. 
 
“Did you find what you were looking for?” 
 
Xander yelped and jumped up, staring at Giles. “You 
seriously live in the office, don't you?” he said. 
 
Giles rolled his eyes. “I'm usually here in the mornings, 
especially whenever a new threat arrives. Such as Spike.” 
 
Xander winced, and Giles' gaze narrowed. “I'm also 



usually perceptive, though I seem not to have been as of 
lately. Something's going on, and it has to do with Spike, 
that much I'm certain of. Hopefully you can fill in the 
blanks.” 
 
Xander stared at the librarian, before sighing. “It's a long 
story,” he warned. 
 
“Take your time,” Giles replied, leaning against the 
doorway. 
 
Xander sighed again and did just that. 

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Almost half an hour later found the two seated across 
from each other at the table. Xander had finished his 
story, and was now anxiously waiting for Giles' response. 
 
Giles, on his part, was doing his best impression of a fish. 
His eyes were large and round, and his mouth kept 
opening and closing. Xander couldn't think of another 
time of Giles being so flustered. And Xander didn't want 
Giles flustered. He wanted to know what Giles thought of 
it all. 



 
Giles blinked a few times, before clearing his throat. He 
opened his mouth to say something, but Xander cut him 
off. “I just want you to know that I did NO spell to get 
these dreams, and for awhile I didn't want them, and I 
really don't want them NOW, but I've got them, at least, I 
had them, so I don't know what I'm supposed to do, and I 
wanted to know what...” 
 
“Xander!” 
 
“Sorry,” Xander said meekly. 
 
Giles sighed and dug in his pocket for his handkerchief. 
He pulled it out and began to clean his glasses. “I was 
going to say that the situation IS odd. However, I have 
more resources then that...that machine could have,” he 
said, glaring at the computer with distaste. “I'll be more 
than happy to help you try and find something. There has 
to be SOMETHING on Alexander's death.” 
 
Xander slowly began to smile. “You'll help?” 
 
Giles nodded. “I'll help.” 
 
Xander's smile broadened, and he jumped forward and 



onto Giles, wrapping him in a massive hug. After a few 
startled moments, Giles slowly placed his arms around 
Xander. 
 
“Oh, you're here already. We thought we would beat 
you.” 
 
Xander and Giles turned to see Willow and Buffy at the 
doors, looking slightly sheepish. “Good heavens. Since 
when do any of you get out of bed before eight?” Giles 
asked incredulously. 
 
“Hey! Early riser here!” Willow protested. 
 
“He's got a point, though. What are you guys doing 
here?” Xander asked. 
 
Buffy rolled her eyes. “Isn't it obvious? We're here to 
continue the project. We don't listen very well.” 
 
Willow nodded emphatically. “Ears full of cotton and 
stuff.” 
 
Xander gave them a weak smile. “Thanks guys. But, uh, 
project topic's been changed, due to recent events.” 
 



Buffy and Willow exchanged glances. “'Splainy now,” 
Buffy demanded. 

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Voices could be heard outside the library. “I think the 
rest of the school's here,” Buffy said, before going back 
to her book. 
 
“Anything new?” Giles asked, setting a book aside. 
 
Willow shook her head. “Nothing except what we found 
out about an hour ago. You know, that Alexander died 
after William did. It doesn't give specifics.” 
 
Xander slammed the front of his book closed, causing her 
to jump. “Was that necessary?” she asked, glaring at him. 
 
“Yes, it was, because I'm making a statement. And that 
statement is that I'm calling it quits. It's almost time for 
school, and it would be cool to be early for once. I figured 
it would be interesting to see the teacher's head spin.” 
 
Buffy frowned. “But we don't know what happened to 
Alexander yet.” 



 
“Yeah, we do,” Xander said, standing. “William got 
turned, he came after Alexander. Guess he was a tad 
more upset about that whole guy liking guy thing then I 
thought.” 
 
“But you don't know...” 
 
“It has to be, Wills! There's no other option here!” 
 
“Maybe not. Maybe he died of a heart attack,” Buffy 
said. 
 
Giles gave his charge a look, before turning to Xander. 
“It's highly unlikely, but Buffy does have a point. 
Unfortunately, the only person who really knows what 
happened now is Spike.” 
 
“Did you seriously want to go and ask him?” Xander said 
sarcastically. “I can see it now: Hello, I want to know if 
you killed Alexander. Oh yes, drained him well and 
proper, thanks for asking. It was my pleasure to ask, 
Spike. Thanks for telling!” 
 
“I think you're taking the sarcasm too far.” 
 



“I do have a point here, Buffy. Point being seen by 
anyone here?” 
 
“The point has been well made, Xander. We'll just go 
through the books again and see what we can find.” 
 
If any of the Scoobies had stopped to look, they would've 
seen Willow perched on the edge of her seat, a 
thoughtful expression on her face. 

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Willow crept up to the edge of the building, then took a 
deep breath and glanced around it. An abandoned 
warehouse stood in front of her, complete with broken 
windows and boarded doorways. 
 
Carefully she crept forward, inching her way down the 
alley. She had a cross in her pocket, but it was only so she 
could get in and out safely. Xander had told her not to 
worry about patrol, that he was going with Buffy, and 
would handle her part of it as well. Of course, she hadn't 
told him what she'd been planning on doing. She was 
pretty sure he would've tied her up if she had. 
 



A hand grabbed her shoulder and spun her around, 
causing her to gasp. She gasped for an entirely different 
reason as the minion gave her a toothy grin. “Looky what 
I found,” he growled. 
 
“Do you ever brush your teeth?” Willow asked, wishing 
she could hold her nose. 
 
The minion gave her a deeper growl. “Okay, bad question 
to ask,” she agreed, before she was pulled in the 
direction of the warehouse. 
 
He led her inside, and soon four more minions had 
gathered around. “She's a tasty looking morsel,” one 
rasped. 
 
The bad-breath minion growled. Willow wondered briefly 
if he did anything but growl. “Hands off, she's my treat,” 
he said. 
 
“Um, actually, I'm no one's,” she said, wrenching her arm 
from his grasp. Well, tried to, at any rate. “I'm here on a 
truce, and I want to talk to Spike.” 
 
The minions exchanged glances, before laughing. Willow 
narrowed her gaze. “It's not funny!” she insisted. “I 



demand to talk to him!” 
 
“You can talk to him when you're another minion for the 
master,” one of the vampires said, licking his lips. “I'm 
starved.” 
 
Willow's eyes widened as she realized just how much 
trouble she was in. Maybe this hadn't been such a good 
idea. “Spike! Spike, I just want to talk to you!” she 
shouted as loud as she could. “SPIKE!” 
 
“Who's makin' all the bloody noise out here?” 
 
Willow breathed a sigh of relief as Spike stepped out of a 
nearby room. He frowned as he caught sight of her. 
“Slayer's friend,” he said, his frown increasing. “What the 
hell are you doin' here?” 
 
“I'm here on a truce,” she told him. “I just want to ask a 
question. That's all.” 
 
Spike raised his eyebrow at her. “A question?” he said, 
before smirking. “I don't answer questions, ducks. Sorry. 
Try the next master vampire, see if they're more eager to 
answer questions.” 
 



Willow's face dropped. “But it's just...” 
 
“Bored already,” Spike said with a sigh. “Will you lot just 
eat her?” 
 
The minions nodded eagerly and turned back to Willow. 
Willow watched in horror as Spike turned around and 
headed back into his room. The minions closed in on her. 
“Alexander!” she yelled. “It's about Alexander!!” 
 
Spike froze, but the minions hadn't noticed. They 
continued towards her, causing her to shriek. 
 
“No, stop!” Spike ordered. The minions paused and 
turned to him. Spike in turn moved his gaze to Willow, 
who was thanking every lucky star she could think of. 
“What do you know about Alexander?” he asked in a 
wary tone. 
 
Willow finally wrenched her arm from Bad-Breath's 
grasp. “More than you might think,” she said. “I just have 
the one question.” 
 
Spike stared, then said, “Get out.” 
 
“We'll take care of her,” another minion said, moving to 



grab Willow. 
 
“Not the girl, you idiots,” Spike said, rolling his eyes. 
“Everyone out, now.” 
 
The minions grumbled but did as they were told. Willow 
glanced over at Spike, who was regarding her with a 
puzzled and suspicious gaze. 
 
“Just the two of us,” Spike said, stepping forward. “Now, 
what do you know about Alexander?”  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Eighteen 

 

“I know lots about Alexander, but I'm not saying anything 
until you answer my question,” Willow said. 
 
Spike frowned. “I asked mine first!” 
 
“No you didn't,” Willow insisted. 



 
“Yes I bloody well did. You said you were gonna ask a 
question, but you never did. I actually asked a question. 
Get my point?” 
 
“Yeah, but I posed the question thing first,” Willow said, 
crossing her arms. 
 
Spike started to argue, then stopped, giving her a look. 
“Just ask your question already, or we'll be back and 
forth all night like this.” 
 
Willow gave a sheepish smile. “Sorry. But yeah, the 
question. I wanted to know why you killed Alexander.” 

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Barely a vampire for two nights, and the first person 
William went after was Alexander. It seemed that the 
bad luck was another thing Alexander and himself 
shared. 
 
Xander sat on his bed, bedroom door firmly closed. His 
parents were downstairs watching something, and if he'd 
strained his ears, he could've heard the laugh track of a 



sitcom. But he couldn't hear it. His mind wouldn't let 
him. 
 
“Much as I'd love to have the whelp, I'm actually not 
hungry now. S'pose I'll head off then, eh?” 
 
“Whelp?” 
 
“Yeah, that'd be you. Whoever the hell you might be.” 

 
 

“Who is she?” 
 
“The inspiration for my poems. Isn't she beautiful?” 

 
 

“Get away from me.” 

 
 

“Isn't she beautiful?” 

 
 



“That's...that's wrong. And sick. And...and Alexander, 
how could you?” 

 
 

“William, please, I lo...” 
 
“Don't say it!” 

 
 

“Alexander, how could you?” 

 
 

“Don't say it!” 

 
 

“Get away from me.” 

 
 

“Alexander, how could you?” 



 
 

Xander clutched his head, mentally telling the voices to 
shut up. He'd heard it once before, he didn't need it all 
pounded into his head again and again. 
 
William hated him. So much so, that he'd killed 
Alexander. Alexander had destroyed everything. Had 
done so because he'd let emotions, emotions he 
shouldn't have, out into the real world. Out where 
William could hear them. 
 
Xander didn't register the tears until they reached his 
chin, and by then it was too late to stop them. He let 
himself cry, thoroughly disgusted with himself as he did 
so. He was pathetic. 
 
The phone rang suddenly, causing him to sit up 
straighter. He quickly wiped away the tears with his shirt 
sleeve, then cleared his throat before picking up the 
phone. “Hello?” 
 
“Xander, it's Buffy. Have you heard from Willow?” 
 
Xander shrugged, then realized she couldn't see him. “A 



little after school, she called me and told me she couldn't 
patrol. Said she was behind on homework.” 
 
“Willow? Behind on homework? Doesn't that strike you 
as a little odd?” 
 
Xander frowned. Now that he thought about it... “Yeah, it 
does. But maybe she just wasn't feeling good, so she lied 
about it. I don't know.” 
 
“Well, I wish she'd told me. I was worried that she'd 
gotten eaten or something. And same about you! Where 
are you? I thought you were patrolling tonight.” 
 
“I, uh, was. But my mom made that casserole tonight, 
that carrot and beef one? It didn't sit very well in my 
stomach, and you don't need a ready-to-heave Xander 
tagging along after you.” 
 
He could almost see Buffy chewing on her bottom lip. 
“Okay. And in the future, please remind yourself that just 
because it tastes good at the time, doesn't mean you 
should eat it.” 
 
“I think it might've been the three platefuls,” Xander 
said. 



 
“Xander!” she laughed, and he smiled slightly. 
 
“I know, I know. I'll be better from now on, I promise. 
Sorry I didn't call.” 
 
“It's okay. I was just worried. Glad to know you're, uh, 
doing all right, in a sense. Try an antacid, see if that 
doesn't help. Okay?” 
 
“Okay.” 
 
“I gotta run; Giles is getting testy. I'll see you tomorrow!” 
 
Xander said his goodbyes, then hung up the phone. He 
glanced over at his dinner plate on his desk, which still 
held his single slice of pizza he hadn't touched all night. 
“And the oscar goes to...” he murmured. He hated lying 
to her like that, but he couldn't patrol. He'd just get 
himself killed. 
 
Of course, it wasn't much different here, was it? 
 
He made his way to the desk, but instead of reaching for 
the pizza, he grabbed one of the drawers and opened it. 
Inside was his notebook and a few pencils. He pulled 



them out, and opened to a clean sheet of paper. 
 
As he did so, he passed the picture of William. Xander 
stared at it for a few moments, eyes on the smile and 
bright, happy eyes. Eyes that had been wide with horror 
not too long ago. Horror he'd put there. 
 
He flipped to a new page and began to write.  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Nineteen 

 

Spike gave Willow a look that made her want to rush to a 
mirror and see if she'd grown a second head. It was 
Sunnydale, and that meant anything could happen. 
“Well?” she asked. 
 
“I...I...” Spike stammered, before shaking himself. “I 
didn't kill Alexander!” 
 
Willow blinked. “You didn't?” 



 
“NO!” Spike yelled. “I would never do that! Not to...to 
him,” he said in a softer tone. “No. I didn't kill 
Alexander.” 
 
“Alexander died in 1880,” Willow began, but Spike cut 
her off. 
 
“I'm very well aware of when he died, unfortunately. And 
I know how. What I wanna know is how YOU know all of 
this. Highly doubt you were there back then...” 
 
“Willow,” Willow supplied. 
 
Spike nodded. “Right. I like Red better. So, Red, how do 
you know?” 
 
Willow blinked, trying to get used to her new name. “A 
friend of mine has been having dreams ever since the 
night you crashed our Parent-Teacher night. Like when 
Alexander and William first met. Then they became 
friends. He saw all the way up to the night Cecily put 
William down, and that whole fight afterwards. Which, 
by the way, William was extremely mean to Alexander,” 
Willow told him, glaring. 
 



“No, I wasn't mean,” Spike said, sighing and hanging his 
head. “I was downright cruel. Even after what that Cecily 
bint had done to me, I should never have pushed 
Alexander away like that. Maybe things would've been 
different.” 
 
Willow bit her lip, before stepping forward and hesitantly 
patting him on the shoulder. “Past is past, you can't 
change it. But you can keep going forward.” He glanced 
up at her, and she gave him a tiny smile before going on. 
“What exactly did happen after the...” 
 
The wooden doors of the warehouse slammed open, and 
Buffy ran into the room. “Willow!” she yelled, her eyes 
landing on her friend and how very close she was to a 
master vampire. She immediately fell into a fighting 
stance, eyes locked on Spike. Spike growled and did the 
same. 
 
Willow's eyes widened as she took in the fight that was 
about to happen. “Whoa, whoa, Buffy, wait!” she 
shouted, running forward to her friend. “I'm okay. I came 
here on my own.” 
 
“I know that,” Buffy said, glaring at her. “Behind on 
homework? That was lame.” 



 
Willow shrugged. “It was all I could think of. But he didn't 
kill Alexander!” 
 
Buffy straightened, glancing over at Spike with a puzzled 
frown. “You didn't?” 
 
“No! How many times do I have to say it?” Spike said, 
stepping out of his fighting stance as well. “I. Did. Not. 
Kill. Alexander!” 
 
“Then how DID Alexander die?” Buffy asked. 
 
Spike rolled his eyes. “If you'd let me explain, I would.” 

 
 

William hurried down the street to Alexander's house, 
determined to talk to Alexander one last time. 
 
Yesterday night, after he'd given his mother eternal 
freedom, he'd headed to Alexander's house, intent on 
doing the same thing. He'd denied his feelings for so long, 
had focused on a woman instead, forcing himself to love 
as a man ought to. And she had been a beautiful woman, 
and her rejection had hurt. And Alexander's true feelings 



had caused him shock. William had been a coward and 
had fled from Alexander and his own true feelings. The 
feelings that had stirred whenever Alexander had grinned 
at him, had laughed and had his brown eyes twinkle with 
such a light. 
 
With his newfound abilities, William had also realized 
that life was too short to worry about society. He DID 
want a romance, such as traveling the world with your 
partner and seeing it all together type of romance. Except 
he wasn't denying who he wanted as a partner now. 
Alexander had said something about wanting to see 
America at one time, and now they had the ability to do 
it. 
 
But after Alexander's mother had invited him in, she'd 
promptly told him that Alexander hadn't come out of his 
room for almost two days, and she was slightly worried 
for him. William had been more than alarmed, and had 
run up the stairs, desperate to apologize and talk to his 
friend. 
 
Alexander hadn't even replied, and had simply kept the 
door closed. After a few minutes of talking to a wooden 
door, William had left, no apology made, no eternal 
freedom offer given. 



 
But after having staked his mother not too much earlier, 
he wasn't as sure about turning Alexander as he had 
been before. Not if a monster replaced the usually bright 
and smiling face that greeted him in the park. The one he 
hadn't seen very often because of his foolishness, his 
denial. Well, that would soon change. 
 
He easily let himself into the house, and continued up to 
Alexander's door, which was still closed. He knocked as 
quietly as he could, so as not to wake the rest of the 
household. “Alexander,” he whispered. “Alexander, it's 
me, William. It's...it's urgent.” 
 
No response. William almost rolled his eyes. He knew 
Alexander to be a heavy sleeper, but his whisper hadn't 
been THAT soft. “Alexander, please,” he tried again, a 
little louder. “I have to tell you something important.” 
 
No response again. He sighed and turned the knob, 
slowly pushing the door inwards. “You see, it's like this. 
I'm...” He stopped, staring at the room with wide eyes. 
 
Papers were thrown everywhere, in little balls, ripped to 
shreds, or just simply lying around. But they all had 
pictures of him. So many expressions, all done with such a 



passion as William had never seen before. 
 
The person with all that passion was lying on the floor, 
cold and dead. 
 
William swallowed. “Alexander?” he managed to gasp. 
 
His gaze caught sight of a book near Alexander, and he 
forced himself to move towards that direction. He picked 
up the book and found that it was a journal. Penned in 
Alexander's beautiful handwriting, he skimmed through a 
few passages, reading of how deeply Alexander felt for 
him. How he wished he didn't have the feelings. How he 
thought himself a fool, but couldn't help it. And then... 
 
'I do not know why he has come to see me. Perhaps to tell 
me...to stay away from him, to not try and see him 
anymore. To die, perhaps. Something horrid, I'm sure of 
that. And I well deserve it. 
 
'True love doesn't exist for anyone, and least for a fool. I 
was, at least, right about one thing.' 

 

'Tuesday 



 

'He left without seeing me yesterday. I suppose he could 
no longer bear my silence. Or maybe he decided not to 
see me at all. I don't know. 
 
'But I do know that this world, without his love, his 
friendship even, this world is meaningless. I don't care for 
it anymore. I'm tired of feeling these emotions that most 
probably damn me to hell, but I love him. And I can never 
have him. 
 
'I can't forget him either, and I wish I could. This pain of 
what I've done burns within me, makes me cry for 
something I will never have. Cry for what little I did have, 
I lost. 
 
'I'm so sorry William. If you ever read this, please forgive 
me for it, and perhaps even remember the happy times 
we had. Because I know we can never go back to it. And I 
don't see any forward, either. 
 
'I'm sorry.' 

 



William read the words through twice, then dropped the 
journal onto the ground. His eyes turned to the body of 
his friend, and it was only then that he noticed the letter 
opener in his chest. His white blouse was soaked red, the 
red William had discovered to be so delicious. But now 
the sight of it made him nauseous. 
 
Alexander was gone, and unlike William, he wasn't 
coming back. William was too late. Too late to tell his 
true feelings, too late to apologize, too late to take 
Alexander with him, too late to stop Alexander from 
plunging the letter opener into his chest. 
 
William ran from the house, and didn't stop until he was 
three blocks away. There, in an alley, he fell to his knees 
and sobbed. Alexander hadn't been the fool; he had been. 

 
 

Buffy and Willow stared at him, mouths hanging open. 
“He...he killed himself?” Willow asked, swallowing. 
 
Buffy began blinking rapidly, trying desperately to keep 
the tears at bay. 
 
Spike nodded miserably. All three had taken seats 



through Spike's tale, and the tension between the Slayer 
and the vampire had quickly lessened. “Yeah. And it's my 
fault, you know? He killed himself because of me. 
Because I was a ponce, and I didn't...didn't tell him...” 
 
“No, it's not your...” 
 
“Spike, you're not to blame for...” 
 
“Did you two hear anythin' I just said?” Spike asked 
incredulously. “Alexander died, and he died because of 
me. I did that. And you lot know it.” 
 
Buffy and Willow sat back, at a loss of words again. Spike 
cleared his throat, shaking his head as if to get rid of the 
bad memories. “Right then. Still haven't explained how 
you know all the back story and such to my satisfaction.” 
 
“Our friend Xander has been having these dreams,” Buffy 
told him. “About how William and Alexander literally 
bumped into each other, how...” 
 
“Wait, Xander?” Spike asked, frowning. “Who's that?” 
 
Willow gave him a look. “The 'whelp' from the other 
night, remember? In the cemetery? Well, with all these 



dreams, and I guess a few mirror checks in said dreams, 
he's pretty sure that he's really...” 
 
“Alexander,” Spike breathed, his eyes lighting up. Willow 
watched as a genuine smile began to grow on his face. 
She had to admit, he looked pretty nice when he was 
smiling, and not smirking or growling at someone. 
 
Spike turned to Willow, focused again. “How is he?” he 
asked, and Willow and Buffy exchanged quick glances. He 
sounded almost...nervous, like a boy about to go on his 
first date. It was kind of cute. 
 
“Usually, he's extremely perky and happy,” Buffy told 
him. “But today...not so much. He's been really down 
because of these dream things. But he'll be happy to 
hear that William didn't kill Alexander. He was really 
upset about that.” 
 
Willow frowned, turning to her friend. “Aren't you 
supposed to be patrolling with him right now?” 
 
“This IS patrol, technically. I told Giles I was worried 
about you, and was therefore going to check on you. I 
would dust vamps on the way, which I did. Your minions 
are floating in the breeze, by the way,” Buffy told Spike. 



 
Spike shrugged. “Bad batch anyways. Don't really care.” 
 
“Is Xander still with Giles?” Willow asked, watching Spike 
perk up again at the mention of Xander. So cute... “I 
figured we could head back to Giles, and Spike could talk 
to Xander about the whole thing.” 
 
“Well, that's a super plan, except for the part of Xander 
not being on patrol,” Buffy said. “He had three platefuls 
of his mother's special carrot and beef casserole, and 
isn't feeling the swiftest.” 
 
Willow frowned. “Right after I told him about my 
homework lie, I asked if he could cover patrol for me. He 
said yeah, that was fine, but then he had to go, because 
pizza had just arrived.” 
 
All three exchanged looks. “Why would he tell us 
different stories?” Willow mused out loud. 
 
“I don't know,” Buffy said. “I mean, he probably lied 
because he wasn't feeling good. You know, what with 
being depressed and all about William. He still thinks that 
William killed Alexander.” 
 



Spike sat up straighter, causing the girls to turn to him. 
“He's depressed?” he asked. “And you two left him 
alone? After that story I just told you?” 
 
“We hadn't heard the story yet,” Willow defended, even 
as she stood. Buffy and Spike were already heading 
towards the door, and Willow ran to catch up. Soon all 
three were rushing to Xander's house, praying that 
Spike's guess wasn't right.  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Twenty 

 

Happy b-day snogs to tabaqui! This chapter's dedicated 
to you, hun. 

There. It was finished. Xander set the notebook down on 
the bed, tossing the pencil next to it. He'd hopefully 
gotten everything he wanted down. If he hadn't...well, 
they just wouldn't be hearing it. 
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He sniffled, then wiped his eyes again. He was so sick of 
this. Being miserable, all because of something that had 
not only happened over a hundred years ago, but was 
also something he couldn't change. 
 
He was really doing everyone a favor. If William had had 
no problem killing such a close friend as Alexander, then 
what chance did Xander stand if he ever crossed paths 
with Spike again? Though, Alexander hadn't been a close 
friend anymore by the end of it all. Still... 
 
Reaching down into his pant pocket, he pulled out a 
small Swiss Army knife. The kind where the nail clippers 
and scissors were included. But all he was interested in 
was the fold-in blade. 
 
He flipped the blade out, then stared at his reflection in 
the metal. All he could see was a red-eyed teenager. No 
Victorian gentleman, no man at all really. 

 

“Get away from me.” 

 

He shuddered, then turned the knife so the blade tip was 
aimed at his chest. He stared at the knife for a little 



longer, then grasped the handle with both hands. He 
closed his eyes before plunging the blade to his chest. 
 
Two inches from impact his hands were knocked away. 
Xander's eyes snapped open, and he gasped as he was 
tackled to the floor. The knife was pulled from his grasp, 
and he began to fight against his attacker. His attacker 
who was dressed in black leather. Xander stilled, then 
slowly raised his gaze up. He blinked as his eyes met 
piercing blue ones. Blue eyes he'd been dreaming about 
for almost two weeks. Spike. 
 
Spike was panting as he gave him a weak smile. “Least I 
got there in time this time,” he said quietly. 
 
It took Xander only a few seconds to figure out what he 
meant, and when he did, his eyes widened. William 
hadn't killed Alexander? Alexander had...had killed...a 
sob escaped before he could stop it, and soon he was 
crying hysterically. 
 
Spike pulled him up, and Xander continued to cry into his 
shirt. Between sobs, he could hear Spike murmuring, 
“Alexander, I'm sorry, I'm so sorry,” which only made him 
cry harder. 
 



The sobs turned to sniffles, and Xander finally pulled 
away slightly, eyes red and sore. Tentatively he reached 
out, fingers brushing lightly over Spike's chest. He knew 
he'd just been leaning against the same chest sobbing, 
but this was...different. New and old at the same time. 
 
His gaze drifted up to Spike's face, which, to his surprise, 
looked like he'd been crying too. Master vampires cry? 
he thought to himself. 
 
Spike seemed to realize this, and he choked out a laugh 
as he brushed the tears away. “Not exactly keepin' the 
rep, am I?” he asked. 
 
Xander gave him a watery grin. “Nah, but neither am I. 
Manliness has completely been washed down the pipes.” 
 
Spike returned the grin, before his gaze fell on the 
notebook above them. He reached up and pulled it 
down, eyes already reading the final note before Xander 
could stop him. Spike looked up at him, eyebrows raised. 
“I didn't like the first note any better than this one,” he 
said quietly. 
 
Xander could feel the heat filling his cheeks. A cool hand 
cupped his face, and Xander unconsciously leaned into 



the touch. “Doesn't matter anymore,” Spike told him. 
“We're both here now, aren't we?” 
 
Xander nodded, before he frowned. “Uh, not that I'm 
grateful that you're here, but how exactly DID you know 
about...” 
 
“All of it?” Spike asked, jerking his head backwards. 
Xander's gaze lifted to his door, and he was surprised to 
see Buffy and Willow there, panting. 
 
“Glad Spike...got here...before we did...” Willow gasped, 
giving Xander a glare even as she tried to breathe. 
Xander felt himself shrinking down to a six inch size. 
Leave it to Willow to make him feel small even when she 
could barely stand up straight. 
 
Buffy also glared at him, even though she'd recovered 
from the run. “I can think of other things that have been 
better ideas from you, Xander.” 
 
Xander shifted uncomfortably on the floor. Willow and 
Buffy exchanged glances, before sighing. “Like the two of 
you,” Buffy relented, giving him a tiny smile. “A much 
better idea.” 
 



Spike cleared his throat, catching Xander's attention. 
“Wanted to apologize for William,” he said softly. 
“For...well, me, the wanker I was then. Didn't know a 
good thing when I had it. Should've told you sooner, but I 
was a bloody coward.” 
 
Xander started to tell him it was all right, then stopped. 
“Wait. Told me sooner? You mean you...” 
 
Spike nodded, looking guilty. “Really?” Xander asked. 
 
“Really,” Spike told him. 
 
Xander began to smile. Willow and Buffy exchanged 
glances again, this time a glance that definitely said, 
'Aren't they the cutest?' 
 
Spike began to close the notebook and set it aside. As he 
did so, however, he flipped over the picture of William 
briefly. In a flash the notebook was open once more, and 
Spike stared at the drawing of his human self. His smile 
broadened, before it turned into a smirk. “I was a 
handsome devil, wasn't I?” he said. 
 
“Spike,” the girls chorused, sounding exasperated. 
 



“Still are,” Xander told him softly. 
 
Spike set the notebook down, before turning to Xander 
and tilting his head. “Really?” he asked, smile still in 
place. 
 
Xander nodded. “Really.” 
 
When Spike didn't say anything for awhile, Xander began 
to fidget. “What?” he asked. “Is there something on my 
face?” 
 
“Your eyes,” Spike said. 
 
“Yes, I do have eyes on my face. Glad they're still there,” 
Xander said sarcastically. 
 
Spike gave him a look. “Another thing that was the same 
between you and Alexander: you both have the same 
smart-ass humor. But I meant your eyes. Both chocolate 
brown, yours and his. Should've recognized you earlier. 
It's so bloody obvious, 'specially with the eyes.” 
 
“Really?” Xander asked. 
 
Spike nodded. “It was the first thing I remembered the 



most. The way the sun used to shine off your eyes...was a 
sentimental fool back then,” he added quickly. 
 
“Still are,” Buffy told him. Spike turned to glare at her. 
 
“In a good way,” Willow hastily amended. “Don't worry.” 
 
Xander merely beamed. William really had wanted him? 
It was everything he'd wanted. Everything he'd wished 
for as Alexander, and as Xander. Not even ten minutes 
ago, things had been so messed up. But now, everything 
was... 
 
“Xander?” 
 
“Perfect,” Xander murmured, turning to Spike. “It's 
perfect.” 
 
Spike grinned. “Glad you think so. Means we're on the 
same page then.” 
 
“Except for the details I haven't heard yet,” Xander said, 
giving him a look. “And those details I still expect.” 
 
“Bloody 'ell,” Spike muttered. “Was hopin' you wouldn't 
ask...all right, here goes.” He began to explain everything 



he'd told the girls, about why he'd gone over to 
Alexander's house, the offer he'd been going to make, 
and then finding Alexander the next day. 
 
“I'm glad I didn't turn you, though,” Spike finished. 
“Because I wanted Alexander, but it wouldn't have been 
Alexander by my side for all these years. It would've been 
Alexander changed, and I didn't want that.” 
 
“I'm glad too. I kinda like breathing,” Xander muttered. 
 
Spike rolled his eyes. “I'm not gonna kill you, don't 
worry.” 
 
Willow raised her hand and cleared her throat, just as if 
she was in class. Xander grinned at the image she made. 
“Um, I was just wondering if we were going to get that 
same 'Get Out of Killing' card that Xander did,” she said, 
looking hopeful. 
 
“Well, yeah,” Spike told her. “I mean, you lot gave me 
another chance at Alexander, so I owe you.” He paused, 
before turning to Xander, looking slightly nervous. “I do 
get a second chance, right?” 
 
“I'm not Alexander,” Xander warned. “If you're looking 



for a second chance with him, then...” 
 
Spike snorted. “Well, I know that. But I'm not really 
William anymore either, so it works out nicely then. 
Doesn't it?” he asked, and Xander was surprised to see 
him hopeful and nervous. He hadn't seen Angel show this 
many emotions in a single year. 
 
Xander nodded, then nodded again with more 
confidence. “Yeah. It works out great.” 
 
It was Buffy's turn to clear her throat, causing Spike to 
give her an annoyed glance. “I just wanted to let you 
know that I'm not going to try and stake you,” she said. 
“But if you hurt Xander, all bets are off, got it?” 
 
Willow nodded emphatically. “I'll help. I've got shovels, 
and I know how to use them.” 
 
Spike blinked. “Right. Got it. But I'm not plannin' on 
screwin' it up this time. I'd even give up takin' over 
Sunnyhell for him,” he said proudly, turning to Xander 
with a grin. 
 
“Gee, we're so thankful,” Buffy muttered under her 
breath. 



 
Xander was sure his smile was going to crack his face in 
two. He'd thought things were working out before, but 
this was even better. Finally, he could be happy. He could 
have Spike. No more worries. 
 
He stopped, a new thought coming to mind. “Uh, Spike?” 
he asked, his good mood vanishing. 
 
“Yeah, luv?” 
 
“What about Drusilla?”  

Part Twenty-One 

 

“Dru?” Spike said, shrugging. “Don't need her anymore.” 
 
Xander swallowed, and tried to ask what Spike meant, 
but the air had been sucked from his lungs. The person 
Spike loved, or had loved, for over a hundred years, and 
he was over her like that? He didn't need her? 
 
Spike's eyes widened, apparently having read the look on 
Xander's face correctly. “Let me explain,” he said quickly, 
“S'not what you think, all right?” 



 
Xander managed to nod. Spike gave him a worried 
glance, before continuing. “I went with Drusilla for two 
reasons: one was the obligation to sire. She wanted me 
with her, so I went. The other reason was to forget 
Alexander in any way I could,” he admitted softly. “I 
refused to accept that I'd done that, caused his death, 
'cause I'd been too much of a bloody coward. Spent a 
century forgettin' him. The friendship, the possibility, all 
of it. 
 
“But it doesn't matter anymore,” Spike told him, smiling 
again. “Found you again, and Dru's easily taken care of.” 
 
“Easy for you to say,” Buffy said, rolling her eyes. She 
stopped and thought about it, before saying, “Or maybe 
not. She's your sire, Spike. Isn't it hard to dust your sire?” 
 
“Well, yeah,” Spike said, giving her a 'duh' look. “Not sure 
I could, and I don't wanna try. Gonna get her out of 
town, if that's all right with you.” 
 
Buffy crossed her arms. “Not really. You I'm making an 
exception for on Xander's part. And we're gonna have to 
talk about your desire to snack on the people. Because I 
can't let that happen. You are aware of that, right?” 



 
Spike glared, before he sighed. “Just let me try to talk to 
her, all right? And I said I'd give up Sunnydale for him. 
Blood's harder, but if it means bein' with him...” Spike 
turned to Xander, his glare fading. “Worth it,” he told 
her. “Definitely worth it.” 
 
Xander couldn't talk once more, but it was for an entirely 
different reason now. Spike was giving up human blood 
for him? Was he really worth that? 
 
“To me, yeah,” Spike said in a hushed tone. Xander 
blinked, realizing he must've spoken his thoughts out 
loud. 
 
“But you don't really know me,” he whispered. 
 
Spike grinned. “Then I guess this is my way of sayin' I'd 
like to,” he whispered back. 
 
Spike's grin was infectious, and soon Xander was 
beaming. “Me too,” he agreed, before his eyes widened. 
“Hey, do you still write poetry?” 
 
“Write poetry? Are you out of your bleedin' mind?” Spike 
demanded, glaring at Xander. When Xander continued to 



give him a questioning glance, Spike sighed and gave in. 
“Yeah, still write.” 
 
Behind him, the two girls giggled. “Oh yeah, bet you two 
think it's bloody hysterical,” he said, sounding annoyed. 
His eyes, however, were full of mirth. “They were awful; 
worst kind of torture I can inflict on my enemy is start 
recitin' the stuff.” 
 
“That's not true,” Xander said, scooting forward. “I liked 
them all. Your words always held passion and...emotions 
I can't name. Yeah, it was poetry, not just 'stuff'.” 
 
Spike stared at him for a few moments, before he ducked 
his head, rubbing the back of his neck awkwardly. If he 
could've, Xander was sure he would've blushed. 
 
“Okay, if William did this, I don't know why he didn't 
have girls all over him, because this is adorable,” Willow 
cooed. 
 
Buffy grinned. “It is pretty cute to see,” she admitted. 
 
Spike's head whipped up, giving both girls glares. “I am 
not cute! I'm the Big Bad, and that's with capital B's, 
thank you VERY much.” 



 
“Less and less with each passing minute,” Buffy said. 
 
Xander watched as Spike's glare deepened, then stopped 
abruptly. He turned to see Buffy smiling gently, her 
words from before now seen in a teasing light. Spike's 
frown literally turned upside down. “You know, I think I 
like you,” he decided. “Much better than the other 
Slayers. Got a sense of humor for one.” 
 
Buffy gave a small curtsy, causing Willow to giggle. 
“Thank you, kind sir. You're not half bad yourself.” The 
two shared grins, and the tension between the mortal 
enemies lessened even more. 
 
Then Spike went flying backwards, Xander having 
launched himself on top of him. “What the bloody...” 
Spike started. 
 
“MY vamp!” Xander claimed, tilting his head back to 
glance at two highly amused girls. “Get your own.” 
 
Willow began to giggle again. Buffy threw her hands up 
in the air with mock-defeat. “You win, you win. Besides, I 
have a vampire already. One's enough trouble to handle 
as it is.” 



 
Spike snorted. “Who, Angelus? Please. He's so whipped 
these days, I'm surprised he's got any teeth left anymore. 
Find someone else, Slayer. Not worth your time.” 
 
Buffy's smile instantly disappeared. “Uh, rule of thumb?” 
Xander whispered, as Willow grabbed Buffy's arm to hold 
her back. “Don't put Angel down around her. It's a 
touchy subject.” 
 
“So I noticed,” Spike muttered, as Willow turned back to 
them with a slightly calmer Buffy behind her. 
 
“So, what's to be done with Drusilla?” 
 
Spike sighed, and Xander backed away so they could 
both sit up. “S'pose a surprise attack would be best. Keep 
her from doin' her thrall trick. She's not up to full 
strength yet, and you've already taken care of the 
minions. So long as the stars haven't whispered anythin' 
to her as of lately, we're all right.” 
 
“The stars?” Buffy asked, giving him a look. “And whose 
lover had no teeth?” 
 
Spike glared right back at her as he stood. Xander quickly 



followed. “Ex-lover, if you please. And Dru's a lot 
stronger then she looks. Well, she normally is. She just 
needs time to heal. She'll be all right on her own. I'll get 
her to leave town, all right?” 
 
Before Buffy could protest, Xander stepped forward. 
“Let's see if she'll at least just leave. There's less blood 
shed on everyone's part if she does. Sound good?” 
 
There was a moment's pause, before Buffy nodded 
reluctantly. “All right. But if she gets fangy on me, I get 
stake-friendly with her. Got it?” 
 
The others nodded. “Then let's head back,” she said, 
heading out into the hallway. 
 
They headed down the stairs and out into the night, 
skirting past Xander's parents easily. “Uh, I thought you 
needed an invite into houses,” Xander asked once they 
were outside. “How did you get inside?” 
 
“Got there ahead of the girls, so I just knocked on the 
door and asked if I could come in for just a second, had 
to talk to Xander 'bout somethin' really fast. Said I could 
come in before I'd even finished.” 
 



“Always good to know,” Xander muttered. Not that he 
minded Spike in his house. That wasn't the problem. The 
problem was his parents so readily letting someone into 
their home like that. It could've been a different vampire. 
 
A hand slipped into his, causing him to glance up at 
Spike. “Same parents, huh?” Spike asked quietly. 
 
Xander nodded. “Just about. Couldn't care less.” 
 
“Well, I care,” Spike told him, and there was that honest 
to goodness smile again. Xander blushed and glanced 
down at his feet once more. 
 
“You know, I think William and Alexander traded places 
for this time around,” Spike said, raising his eyebrows. 
“William used to be the blushin' one all the time. 
Alexander had been the take-charge, aggressive type. 
Seems the roles reversed, eh?” 
 
“Hey, I can be a take-charge person, pal,” Xander 
defended. 
 
Spike leaned over, smile firmly set in a smirk. Xander 
swallowed at the predator look he was being given. “For 
what things, pet?” Spike leered. 



 
Xander blinked, feeling his face turn beet red. Spike 
laughed, squeezing his hand. “So bloody beautiful when 
you blush,” he told him. Xander didn't think it was 
possible, but his blush deepened. A smile slowly began to 
grow, however. 
 
“Yes, so pretty with all that blood rushing to his face. I 
can almost taste it on my tongue.” 
 
Xander's head whipped around so fast, he was afraid 
he'd get whiplash. Willow was backing away rapidly, and 
Buffy was in a fighting stance, though she hadn't made a 
move yet. 
 
The reason she was in a fighting stance was a young, pale 
woman, with long dark hair and big round eyes. Her lips 
were pulled down in a firm pout, but her eyes held fury, 
fury Xander knew was directed at him. He shuddered. 
She looked innocent and fragile, especially in the long 
white gown she wore, but he knew she was more 
dangerous than she appeared, just as he knew her name. 
 
Drusilla.  



 
 
 
 
 

Part Twenty-Two 

 

Spike cleared his throat. “Dru, pet, listen. Got somethin' 
to tell you, so I need you to not eat them and listen to...” 
 
“How could you want to abandon me, my sweet 
William?” Drusilla said, glaring at him. “Naughty Spike. 
Miss Edith warned that you would try to leave like 
Daddy. She's very cross with you, and says you're not to 
have any scones with tea. Mummy shall have to take the 
new toy away to punish her dear boy.” She took two 
steps forward, eyes now centered on Xander. 
 
Spike side-stepped in front of Xander, eyes blazing. “He's 
much more than a 'toy', Dru, but you wouldn't know 
that, would you? S'all I ever was. A bloody toy, at your 
every beck and call.” 
 
“You barely know the mind of this weakling,” she said, 



spitting the last word out. 
 
“Don't need to know his mind yet,” Spike insisted. “Know 
his heart, and that's all I need.” 
 
“And maybe I am a weakling,” Xander said, stepping up 
to join Spike side by side. “But I knew 'sweet William' 
long before you did.” Spike squeezed his hand. 
 
“He's not a weakling,” Willow piped up. “Trust me, he's 
very brave. He could take you.” 
 
“Very brave when I have a stake,” Xander muttered. 
 
Buffy spared him a glance over her shoulder. “I'll give you 
one,” she told him. 
 
“Slayer, wait, please,” Spike said. “Let me try my earlier 
plan. Please?” 
 
Buffy sighed. “Just remember what happens if she gets 
fangy.” 
 
Spike nodded. “Fair enough.” He turned to Drusilla, who 
was now staring at him, her face blank. “Dru, you're my 
sire. You brought me into this world a different person, 



gave me an incredible gift. And for that I love you. But I 
found Alexander again,” he said softly. “He's who I want, 
not you. And yeah, aware that it's not exactly him, but 
he's willin' to give us a second try. Not gonna waste it. So 
please, just leave town. Don't want to dust you, but don't 
want us to keep goin' like this. We can't. Not in love with 
you, Dru.” 
 
There was a few moment's pause, as everyone waited for 
Drusilla's response. Finally she blinked, her lips pinching 
together. Xander almost took a step backwards. That was 
not the face of a happy vampire. 
 
“Miss Edith warned me about this,” she hissed. “She said 
to chase you down, and make you come home. I don't 
wish to be cross with you, but you're being very naughty. 
If you come home now, I shall let you keep your new 
puppy.” 
 
“Not while I'm still here,” Buffy said, her voice 
dangerously soft. 
 
Spike's eyes shot between Buffy and Drusilla. Xander 
squeezed his hand and didn't loosen his grip. “Drusilla, 
please,” Spike pleaded. “M'not goin' back. Please, pet, 
just leave.” 



 
“It would be the best idea,” Xander said, giving her a tiny 
smile. “If you leave now, Buffy won't stake you. I give you 
my word and hers. Okay?” 
 
Apparently, it wasn't okay. With a scream Drusilla lunged 
forward. Buffy immediately launched towards the 
vampire, hand going straight to the stake in her jacket. 
Spike let go of Xander's hand to join her, and Xander was 
sure he was in there not only to stop Drusilla, but to stay 
Buffy's hand for as long as he could. 
 
Drusilla moved incredibly fast for someone that 
supposedly was very ill. Her speed caught Buffy by 
surprise, who stumbled back from the many blows. 
Willow and Xander ran to help her up. Spike dodged and 
mainly kept on the defensive, avoiding her claws as best 
he could. 

Willow reached Buffy first, so Xander ran for the stake 
that had tumbled from Buffy's grip when she'd fallen. 
How had it managed to get so far from them? His hand 
wrapped around the stake, and he turned to see how the 
battle was going. 
 
Drusilla managed to get in a lucky shot. With a surprised 



yell Spike fell back, his entire left cheek ripped open from 
her nails. With Spike out of the picture, Drusilla turned 
her attention on the two girls. Buffy pushed Willow back, 
warily watching Drusilla approach. “You poisoned my 
Spike,” Drusilla growled. “You brought back dreams of a 
thing that was tainted.” 
 
“I thought I was the one having the dreams,” Xander 
called as he ran forward. Stake firmly in one hand, he 
bent down and grabbed a twig from the ground. Drusilla 
had barely taken a step forward before he was there, 
connecting the twig and the wooden stake to make a 
cross. 
 
Drusilla hissed and flinched away. “The wood used to 
protect me,” she said. “Now it has been turned against 
me, just like my William.” She jerked forward suddenly, 
flashing into game face as she did so. It was enough to 
startle Xander, causing his hands to pull away slightly. 
The twig and the stake stopped touching, and the threat 
of a cross was gone. 
 
His hands had barely separated when Drusilla jumped 
forward and into Xander, sending him flying. The twig 
and stake disappeared from his hands as he did so, and 
he soon found himself skidding on pavement, no 



weapons nearby. He could hear Buffy and Willow yelling, 
and the sounds of feet on concrete coming towards him. 
But Drusilla had followed him through the air with a 
jump, and was now hovering above him, seconds away 
from falling on him. Xander could only watch as she 
growled and lunged for his neck. 
 
She stopped suddenly, shifting back into human guise. 
She glanced down at her chest, and Xander's gaze 
followed hers. He blinked at the sight of a stake through 
her heart. She glanced back up at him, and Xander was 
surprised to see her give a tiny, sane smile before 
dusting. 
 
He was even more surprised to see Spike behind 
Drusilla's ashes, stake in hand. “You...but...” he 
stammered. 
 
Spike moved his gaze from his sire's ashes to Xander. “I 
didn't want to hurt her,” he said quietly. “But she 
threatened someone I care for. Someone who cared for 
me.” 
 
That intense gaze, the bright blue eyes, the seriousness 
and even the accent, all of it was enough to push Xander 
up from the ground and into Spike's arms. Because for a 



few moments, it had been his William in front of him, not 
Spike. “I found you,” he whispered. “I finally found you.” 
 
Arms tightened around him. “I believe that's my line,” 
Spike said, his accent still that of William's. It was all 
Xander needed for his eyes to start stinging with unshed 
tears. 
 
After a few moments he pulled away, smiling through his 
blurred vision. 'William' smiled back, his hand tenderly 
reaching up to brush the moisture away. “Still can't 
believe you dusted Drusilla, and for me,” Xander said. 
 
Then Spike was back, eyebrows raising. “You keep sayin' 
it like you're nothin',” Spike said. “Don't know all of this 
new version, but I highly doubt you are. Think I'll take a 
chance to find out,” he added, grinning. 
 
Xander's own smile broadened, before he reached 
forward and grabbed the lapels of Spike's duster. Then 
his lips were on Spike's, and it wasn't a kiss that said 
'hello, this is going to be shy and small and inquisitive 
and chaste', this was a 'hi, we're going to play tonsil 
hockey, and you're going to feel my lips on yours for days 
to come' sort of kiss. 
 



Spike seemed to agree with that, and Xander barely 
registered the cool tongue against his bruising lips before 
Spike's tongue was inside and playing with his. It was 
only natural to tilt his head so he could get better access 
to Spike, and the vampire seemed to have the same idea 
again. 
 
Xander would've been quite content to keep that up all 
night, but his lungs began to yell at him. His heart was 
causing a ruckus too, so reluctantly he pulled away, 
gasping for air as he did so. Spike was panting, and 
Xander felt a surge of pride that he'd managed to cause 
Spike to breathe. 
 
It was only then that he remembered the girls. He turned 
to glance at them, and found their jaws on the ground. 
Spike glanced over as well, smirking at the sight. Xander 
settled for a weak smile. “Uh, guys?” he asked, his voice 
sounding squeaky. 
 
“Wow,” Buffy said, licking her lips. 
 
“I'll second that 'wow', and add a 'that's hot',” Willow 
said, grinning goofily. 
 



All eyes turned to her, stunned. Willow gave them all 
looks. “What?” she asked. “It is!” 

 
 
 
 
.....AN: I love Drusilla, I really do. I am aware that most of 
you like Dru too, so this is my note saying I'm very sorry 
about this.  
 
 
 
 
 

Part Twenty-Three 

 

“You're sure he's coming?” 
 
“Yes, Giles,” Xander said for the eighteenth time. “Spike 
will show. I promise.” 
 
Giles tapped his foot and glanced at the clock. “It's 
now...” 
 



“Two seconds after you checked the last time,” Buffy 
pointed out with a small smile. “Relax. He'll be here.” 
 
“He does know I'm a vampire, right?” 
 
All eyes turned to the library doors to see Spike striding 
in. “Sunlight and all, makes it a tad hard to move around 
in the daylight,” he continued, heading straight to 
Xander. Xander grinned and nodded to the stair he was 
sitting on. 
 
Spike had barely taken another step when Giles was in 
front of him, cross up and aimed at Spike. “Giles!” was 
yelled from all three teenagers. 
 
Spike hissed but didn't step back. “Somethin' you wanted 
to tell me, Watcher?” he asked, glaring. 
 
Giles glared right back at him, causing Xander to slowly 
rise. He seriously did NOT want to have to pick between 
the two men. “All three of these children mean 
something very special to me,” Giles said quietly. Loud 
enough for the 'children' to hear him, however. The 
expected protests were heard, but Giles ignored them. 
“If you try to harm them in any way shape or form, I'll 
show you that this Watcher can do quite a bit more than 



just 'watch'. We're clear?” 
 
Spike stared at him, before he began to grin. “Crystal,” 
he replied, before holding his hand out. Giles seemed 
taken aback, but he set down the cross and reached out, 
shaking Spike's hand. Xander lowered himself back onto 
his stair. 
 
“We done with the questions?” Spike said, heading over 
and taking a seat next to Xander. “Or have I not satisfied 
your Watcher curiosity enough?” 
 
“Actually, I have a question,” Willow said, lifting her 
hand. Spike slowly raised his eyebrows, and her hand 
lowered sheepishly. “Sorry. But I wanted to know what 
happened to Cecily. If you knew.” 
 
Buffy rolled her eyes. “I thought that was pretty 
obvious.” 
 
“Not as obvious as you might think,” Spike told her, 
scooting over closer to Xander. “I didn't kill her or her 
bloody Charles, if that's what you're wonderin'.” 
 
“You didn't?” Xander asked, frowning. “But I thought...” 
 



“I know pretty well what you thought, pet. But point of 
fact is, I was long outta Europe before she ever walked 
up the aisle. 'Course, he wasn't there to greet her.” A 
smirk stole across his face, and Xander's frown 
deepened. 
 
“Seems she got a tad brassed off 'bout bein' left up there 
all alone,” Spike continued cheerfully. “And one of the 
guests happened to be a demon. A vengeance demon. 
He sees what happened, asks if she wants payback, and 
there you have it.” 
 
“Vengeance demon?” Willow asked. Giles began digging 
in his pocket for his notepad. 
 
Spike waited until he'd found not only the notepad but a 
pen as well, before continuing. “Demons that grant 
wishes, but not of the good kind. The kind to exact 
'justice' or really, vengeance on whomever hurt 
someone, usually a chit of some sort. Man's been 
cheatin' on her, she could wish for boils on his skin and 
the demon could make it come true. Like vampires, able 
to have that human appearance when they want to. Got 
a demonic side too. Looks like they had their face left out 
in the sun for too long like a bloody raisin.” 
 



Buffy snorted, looking highly tempted to laugh. She 
coughed, smothering her giggles when Giles sent a 
disapproving glance her way. 
 
“What exactly did she wish for?” Xander asked. 
 
Spike's grin broadened into a full blown smirk. “Never 
mind, I don't think I wanna know,” Xander muttered. 
 
“Let's just say that she liked it so much, she decided to 
become a vengeance or 'justice' demon for herself,” 
Spike said. “Don't know what happened to her.” 
 
Giles finished scribbling in his notepad, and glanced up at 
Spike. “I assume we're to do something about Drusilla?” 
he asked. 
 
Spike gave the Scoobies looks. “Oops?” Willow said. 
 
“Oops what?” Giles asked. 
 
“Drusilla's, um, out of the picture,” Buffy said. 
 
Giles' eyes widened. “She threatened Xander,” Spike told 
him, scooting over to the mentioned boy until their 
shoulders were brushing. “So I dusted her.” 



 
If Xander had thought Giles' eyes were wide before, they 
got even bigger when Spike told him that. “Your...your 
sire?” Giles managed to squeak out, before hurrying to 
the bookshelves. They could hear him muttering to 
himself, as he began to pull books down and into his 
arms. 
 
“He always like this?” Spike asked. 
 
The three Scoobies exchanged glances and nodded, 
grinning. 
 
Giles came back, setting a huge stack of books down on 
the table. “This is incredible,” he said, sounding out of 
breath. “It's...it's not common at all, you do realize. And 
how long did you say you two were together?” 
 
“Over a hundred years, but it doesn't matter. She wasn't 
the one I wanted. Alexander was, and I found the future 
him. THAT'S what matters,” Spike said. Xander gave him 
a goofy grin. 
 
Giles turned, narrowing his gaze as he caught sight of the 
two sitting next to each other. “I don't trust you,” he 
said. “It will take a lot of time before I do, if ever.” 



 
Xander's grin disappeared. “Giles, wait, I...” 
 
“However,” Giles interrupted, sighing. “I do trust Xander 
and his judgment. If he believes he can trust you, then I'll 
trust him, and by that way sort of trust you.” 
 
Xander blinked, a tiny smile making its way across his 
face. Giles trusted his judgment? That had to be a first. A 
very good first at that. His smile broadened. 
 
“That all you need?” Spike asked, standing. “If so, I'd like 
to take Xander out and snog him silly.” He grabbed 
Xander's hand, pulling him to his feet and towards the 
doors. 
 
Xander frowned. “'Snog'?” he asked. 
 
Spike grinned. “Means 'kiss',” he told him, pushing the 
doors open. “Got a room we can lock?” 
 
Xander pointed towards a supply room at the end of the 
hall. “You know, was thinkin' 'bout this on the way over,” 
Spike said suddenly. “Maybe it was better that there was 
a hundred years 'till we got together. Picked up a lot of 
tricks over those years, and now I get to teach 'em to 



you.” 
 
“I dunno. We don't have the cute, blushing virgin 
anymore,” Xander teased. 
 
Spike glanced over his shoulder, eyes traveling up and 
down Xander's form, before he said, “I think we still got 
one.” 
 
Xander's mouth dropped open, causing Spike to laugh. 
“Not for long,” Spike promised, winking. “We'll fix that. 
Well, at least that last part.” He tugged on Xander's hand, 
and the two sped into a run. 
 
Flying down the hall, Xander thought back to only a few 
days ago. He'd been running down this very hall, headed 
in the opposite direction, terrified of what he hadn't 
known. Wondering what the point of the dreams had 
been. 
 
His gaze drifted over to Spike, and he began to smile. 
Yeah, that was a good enough point to the dreams for 
him.  

 
 



 
 
 

Epilogue 

 

The warehouse was empty. Spike hadn’t come back yet; 
probably still out hunting. He wanted the ‘perfect house’ 
for the two of them. Xander would’ve been fine with a 
place that had plumbing and a well-stocked kitchen. Oh, 
to hell with it: he’d be happy wherever Spike was. 
 
He gave a short yawn, then decided to lie down for a 
little while. He’d had a busy day with Buffy: chasing 
demons around the school, being chased by said demons 
around the school, and finally torching the demons. 
Sleep was definitely needed. 
 
The dreams had been non-existent ever since Spike and 
Xander had hooked up. Xander figured it had sort of 
canceled out William and Alexander’s relationship all 
those years ago. Xander was fine with that; remembering 
how THAT had ended still made him shudder. Even 
though he’d found his William in the present, and they’d 
gotten their happy ending, Xander still wished that 



Alexander and William could’ve had a happy moment 
together. That the two of them could’ve had that happy 
ending, too. 
 
Xander yawned again and put all thinking on hold. Time 
to go take a short nap. Spike would be home soon, and 
then they could head over to the library for the…the 
meeting of… 
 
His head had barely hit the pillow before he was out. 
 
“William?” 
 
William froze. It simply couldn’t be. Slowly he turned 
around. 
 
Alexander gave him a smile. “Find any good notebooks 
lately?” he asked cheerfully. 
 
“Y-You’re here,” William breathed. “But you…I saw the…” 
 
“I know,” Alexander said softly. “I know you’ve changed; I 
have, too. But no matter what shape I take, no matter 
what time we find ourselves in, please know that I love 
you. That will NEVER change, William. 
 



“I certainly didn’t mean to put on you the grief and 
burden of my death.” Alexander looked down, tears 
glistening in his eyes. “I knew we’d never find our happy 
ending. You were too enamoured with Cecily, and I too 
enamoured with you to let you go.” 
 
“I’m sorry,” William whispered. “Alexander, I was a fool. 
I’m so sorry…” 
 
“No more apologies,” Alexander said, stepping forward. 
“What’s done is done. The past is completed, and can’t 
be changed. The future, however, is ours. I’ve found you 
again, through a twist of chance and luck. I won’t let go.” 
 
“Neither will I,” William vowed. “I loved you. I love you 
now. I WILL love you for as long as I’m here on the earth.” 
 
Alexander smiled. 
 
“Xander?” 
 
Xander blinked, the dream still vivid in his mind. What 
the hell…? That hadn’t happened. He wasn’t getting any 
memory of it happening; just the memory of the dream. 
 
In his chest, he felt as if something had been lifted from 



his heart. Like the happy ending had really happened. 
Was it possible…? 
 
“You feel it too?” Spike asked, taking a seat on the edge 
of the bed. “Like there’s somethin’ that’s gone, an anvil 
that’s gone now. And…Alexander?” he whispered 
suddenly, eyes round in shock. “B-But he never…Xan, you 
never came back to…” 
 
Xander sat up and pressed his fingers to Spike’s lips. 
“They had to have their happy ending, too,” he said 
simply. “Don’t know how, don’t know why it happened. 
Let’s leave it to Hellmouthy things and just enjoy their 
happiness. Our happiness. Okay?” 
 
“Yeah,” Spike said, sounding dazed. He shook himself 
after a moment, then turned to Xander. “Love you.” 
 
Xander smiled.  

 
 

The End  

 


