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Not Gonna Happen... Really. 

 

by  
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Part One 

 

It comes out of nowhere, like a dream… or maybe a war. 
Xander isn’t sure which. 
 
All he knows is that Spike’s walking towards him, which 
just should not be happening. They’ve kept their distance 
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since Spike came to London from L.A., and Xander came 
back from the too-long, too-hot, too-dusty reaches of 
Africa. Which oddly enough had happened within weeks 
of each other. 
 
Spike had gotten there first, as Xander had found out 
when he’d run into the sunlight-challenged blond at 
Watcher’s HQ while on his way for a full debrief with 
Slayer Number One and the Lord High Poobah Watcher—
better known to him as Buffy and Giles. 
 
They’d shared one long, hard stare, which Xander 
thought had been of the ‘what the hell are you doing 
here’ variety, then brushed past each other like they’d 
never met before. 
 
So, yeah. Spike coming his way and actually looking at 
him has Xander just a little bit off balance. 
 
Hell, if balance were a town in England, Xander would be 
in Poughkeepsie, he’s so off it. 
 
His body tightens with each step the blond takes, until 
finally he’s nearly vibrating in his seat, his fingers flexing 
and releasing around the bottle of beer thus encased. 
He’s never seen the vampire here and he’s been coming 



for months. So maybe it’s okay that he’s kinda freaked. 
Or maybe not. He can’t tell. 
 
For a moment he wishes he knew what was going on; 
that he knew where this was going. But he doesn’t, he 
can’t, and so he just… sits and waits, wondering how bad 
this is gonna be. His heart stutters for just a second, but 
then he’s back to feeling like he’s on tenterhooks and 
what else is new? 
 
“Harris,” he hears, but the name seems stretched, pulled 
through time like that salt water taffy he saw being done 
on the boardwalk the one time his Uncle Rory hit it big at 
the track and decided to take Xander on a day-long 
vacation to L.A. They’d ended up in Malibu and ten-year-
old-Xander had spent the three hours his uncle was in 
the bar just watching the taffy machine at the candy 
shop because Uncle Rory was soft-hearted enough to get 
him out of his family’s house for the day, but not so soft 
that he’d given him even a dollar to spend, and even just 
watching the taffy had been cool. But it had taken so 
long to do, and… 
 
Yeah. It sounds like that. 
 
“Huh?” he finally answers, though it can’t have taken as 



long as he thinks because Spike’s not scowling or snarling 
or offering to scoop out his intestines with a spoon, and 
that makes no sense so Xander lets it go. “Huh?” 
 
He sees too-blue eyes roll and some part of him—the 
poetic part that he generally tries to ignore—compares 
that blue to a summer’s day, to deep water, to… he 
doesn’t know what, and there’s a reason he usually 
ignores his artistic self, damn it. His artistic self is 
flummoxed by anything more advanced than finger-
painting. 
 
“I said,” he hears Spike say, obviously repeating what 
Xander missed during his mental ramble, “think it’s time 
we had us a bit of chat, you an’ me. Seein’ as we’re 
workin’ together an’ all. Uh, y’know. For th’ Council.” 
 
Xander barely knows he’s bobbing his head in the 
universal—to everyone else—sign of agreement because 
he’s too busy trying to wrap his brain around the fact 
that Spike just used the word ‘chat’. Spike! And chat! 
Spike said chat! 
 
It’s not that it isn’t a perfectly good word, he tells 
himself. It’s just… vampire! And chat? 
 



But maybe it’s the soul and… 
 
“Right, then. Try this again when ya sober up, shall I?” 
 
And there’s the snarky tone he was expecting, except he 
really didn’t mean to cause it this time and… “Wait,” he 
hears himself saying, even though his heart is rabbitting 
away for some unknown reason. “Sorry. I was just… 
surprised, okay? I’m sober.” 
 
His brow furrows for a moment at the skeptical gaze that 
meets his eye. “Mostly. Three beers. Just… why are you 
here?” 
 
Xander almost feels the snort Spike lets out, he’s 
suddenly so attuned to the blond. 
 
“You. Me. Talk,” says the vampire, even as one pale, 
elegant hand snags the chair across the table and turns 
it. “Ya know… before we fly off ta Borneo, end of th’ 
week.” 
 
And once again, Xander hears the words but can’t make 
sense of them. In fact, this time instead of hearing 
Spike’s words like taffy, he feels like taffy himself. Like 
he’s being spun and pulled and twisted into shapes he 



never knew existed, but finds don’t hurt him. Much. 
 
“Huh?” 
 
It seems to be his favorite word at the moment because 
he has no idea of what else to say. 
 
“Borneo?” 
 
Except that. 
 
“Borneo? What the fuck!”  
 
And that. 
 
Heh. He has more to say than he thought. 
 
Still, his eye finds the blue he refuses to think too much 
about and he’s baffled by the frown in them.  
 
“Borneo?”  

 
 
 



 
 

Part Two 

He has to remember to thank Buffy and Giles for 
choosing him as Spike’s partner for the snatch-and-grab 
in Borneo and not telling him first! 
 
As it is, by the time he knows about it, there’s no chance 
of getting someone else assigned. Paperwork has been 
done. Visas applied for and received. Hell, the 
Government of Borneo, whatever they might be called, 
because Xander doesn’t know, is expecting them… and 
holding the newest Slayer in a padded cell rather than 
killing her because ‘the two best Watchers we have will 
be there shortly to collect her… yes, you will receive the 
standard compensation for being deprived of such a 
national treasure’ and ‘I can guarantee that neither of 
them will harm her. They are, after all… together, if you 
understand my meaning’. 
 
He can almost hear the *wink-wink-nudge-nudge* 
between Giles and whoever the fuck it is that now thinks 
he’s gay, though that's not exactly a secret, just not 
necessarily some stranger's business… and the freaky 
part—for Xander—isn’t that pretty much an entire 



country now knows he’s riding the fudge-pack trail, but 
that they think he’s doing it with Spike! 
 
It’s not that Spike doesn’t have a certain attraction 
because he definitely does and Xander’s more-open-
than-previously mind can admit it, even if he’d never do 
so out loud. Hell, it’s not even that the blond is such an 
irritating guy. 
 
No… it’s that Spike would never be with someone like 
him, and Xander can’t believe that anyone else would 
believe it. 
 
Xander knows for a fact that there are two kinds of 
people in the world. 
 
Those who are pretty enough to get everything they 
want just by looking at it… and those who never get 
anything they want. Not even when they pay for it. 
 
He’s pretty sure that the latter group is his own. 
 
Still, there’s nothing he can do. The plans are set. Solid. 
There’s paperwork. 
 
A part of him worries that once they get there and 



whoever’s meeting them actually sees him… and Spike—
and just how wrong they look together—they’ll be 
arrested and thrown into whatever a Borneo prison is 
like and then he’ll actually be ‘together’ with some big 
guy whose name is the Borneo equivalent of Bubba… and 
that by the time Giles rescues them he’ll be so used to 
being called ‘Bubba’s Bitch’—again in the Bornean 
manner—that he’ll barely remember that he ever had a 
different name. Xander? No, he’ll just answer to B.B. for 
however long the rest of his life is. Until he dies of 
embarrassment, anyway. 
 
Of course, another part of him worries that he’ll 
somehow slip up and be the one to make all of that 
happen because that’s just the way his luck runs. He’s 
still a Harris, after all, no matter how different his life has 
been from what his father predicted when Xander was 
eight. 
 
He’s not on welfare or dead… he doesn’t have sixteen 
kids because he’s too stupid to use a condom—and 
thanks, Dad, for that bit of advice, unintentional as it may 
have been. 
 
He’s also never had anyone’s cock up his ass, and while it 
makes him feel good to snub his nose at the late, 



unlamented Tony Harris since it’s mostly a nod to that 
same bastard that he’s avoided it—it also makes him 
question, for the latest of many times, his father’s 
irrational logic because how could he have a bunch of 
kids by being gay—and it still makes him nervous 
because he has no idea of how to act if Spike’s supposed 
to be the top. And he can’t imagine Spike ever being a 
bottom… not willingly, and definitely not for him, 
however pretend it might be. 
 
Xander curls up tight under the covers of his bed, 
shivering regardless of the fact that it’s unseasonably 
warm in London right then… but he’s also ignoring the 
fact that he’s already sweating. 
 
The sweat is just a part of the comfort factor, he figures, 
and if he wishes again that he knew how it was all going 
to end, well… that makes sense. He learned his lesson 
about surprises back in the Hellmouth days, didn’t he?  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Apparently magic can’t change official Government 
documents, or so Xander finds out when he finally breaks 
down and begs Willow to ‘get me out of this! I can’t 



pretend to be Spike’s boyfriend, Wills, you know how 
much I suck at lying and…’ he ignores the part of him 
that’s starting to like the idea. In fact, he ignores it so 
hard, it’s almost like it isn’t even there… except that it is 
and he knows it. 
 
But nothing can be done, or so he’s been given to 
understand… or not by Willow, anyway. Something about 
the karmic burden of defrauding an entire country, and 
that just pisses him off because he’d do it for Willow; 
he’s sure of that much. 
 
Well, he’s pretty sure. About ninety-five percent… or 
maybe eighty… okay, probably more like fifty-five…  
 
Yeah, he’s about thirty percent certain that he’d lay his 
own karmic balance on the line to keep his best friend 
from having to pretend she was involved with someone 
who’d never look at her twice, though she really is a cute 
girl and who would ever turn her down, but still, he’d 
maybe, possibly, perhaps do it for her, and… 
 
Okay. Willow’s right. He shouldn’t be trying to find a way 
out of this. It’s for the Council and a new Slayer, and how 
bad could it really be? 
 



Get in, get Slayer, get out. That’s what Buffy and Giles 
said. That’s what even Willow said once he’d finished 
whining, though that had been her word, not his. 
 
Besides, Spike has a soul. That has to mean the vampire 
will try to make the whole experience as painless as 
possible, right? 
 
Right, he tells himself, forcing a few deep breaths as he 
finishes throwing a few things into his carry-on bag. Plus, 
Spike hadn’t said even one word to him until that night at 
the pub, so it’s obvious that the blond isn’t any more 
thrilled about their little trip than he is, so… yeah. Get in, 
get Slayer, get out. 
 
It’s a comforting thought and Xander finds himself 
smiling with relief when he hears the knock at his door.  
 
If he were still in home-sweet-Hellmouth—before it went 
all crater-esque, he means—he’d probably be worried 
because nothing ever seemed to go the way it was 
supposed to back there. Witness the fact of crater-dom. 
 
But that was then and he’s in London now and he’s a 
grown man, too, so… he can do this, he tells himself. 
 



He can walk next to Spike and possibly even hold the 
vampire’s hand without freaking out.  
 
Hell, he might even be able to fake a yearning gaze or 
two, although God knows what it’ll look like with just one 
eye.  
 
Still, he’s willing to give it a shot and he supposes he 
should feel flattered that the Council has enough 
confidence in him to want him on this mission. 
 
It helps to think of it as a mission, too. Like he’s a spy or 
something. Double-oh-Xander, scourge of evil-doing 
demons and Bornean government patsies. 
 
So it’s a mission now. His mission. Even if the phrase ‘if 
you choose to accept it’ has never entered into the 
equation.  
 
He wonders whether this means he’s gonna get some 
ultra-cool toys like James Bond always has, but then 
again, where would he put them? It’s a simple snatch-
and-grab, although with less snatching than paperwork, 
and less grabbing than escorting the new girl to the plane 
and then back to London, and while that very knowledge 
doesn’t necessarily make him feel any more manly, it 



does make him… 
 
Well, it makes him decide to quit while he’s ahead and 
just bask in the glow that he’s on a mission, and so what 
if he’s stuck on that one word the way his mouth was 
once stuck on Twinkies? 
 
So it won’t be so bad, he tells himself.  
 
He keeps telling himself exactly that, all the way to the 
airport and onto the Council’s jet. 
 
He’s still repeating that thought, right up until the plane 
is taxiing down the runway. 
 
That’s when he finds himself repeating something else 
entirely in the privacy of his own mind, the which of 
strongly resembles ‘fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck, I can’t do this’ 
because that’s when Spike comes out of the back, and he 
looks… good. Too good.  
 
And suddenly, Xander’s worried that maybe he really 
won’t be able to pretend at being Spike’s lover because 
there’s just something about the sight of the blond in 
custom Armani that’s making him remember long, 
sweaty nights in South Africa with the first of his 



boyfriends, and that’s not a good thing to be thinking of. 
Not when he’s supposed to be playing bottom-boy, and 
why the Hell couldn’t they have gotten Andrew for this 
job? 
 
‘Ooh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck,’ he goes on thinking, but by 
some miracle, the words that come out of his gaping 
mouth sound more like “Well, that’s a new look, Spike. 
What happened? You mug some foreign businessman on 
the way to the airport?” 
 
Oddly enough, the vampire’s response echoes the new 
thoughts racing through Xander’s brain so exactly that 
it’s beyond frightening. 
 
“Right, pet,” Spike smirks, sounding so smug Xander 
wants to smack him, but not on the ass, no matter how 
much his hand is itching to do just that. “Held up some 
total stranger, just on th’ off chance his clothes would fit 
me th’ way only fine custom work could.” 
 
Xander’s back to yet another taffy moment, comments 
racing so slowly through his brain that by the time he 
finally settles on the best of the lot—that being ‘you 
wish’—the blond is already settled in one of the soft 
leather seats, eyes closed and iPod buds settled in his 



ears. 
 
“I’m in Hell,” Xander mutters, looking out at clouds 
rather than staring at the vampire just a few feet away. 
 
His head snaps around, but Spike hasn’t moved, and 
Xander knows right then that it was only wishful thinking 
that had him hearing a softly muttered ‘more like 
Heaven, pet. Soon enough.’… and that’s both good and 
bad. 
 
Good because Spike didn’t hear him and therefore has 
no idea of just how floored Xander is that just a single 
suit could make him see Spike as though for the first time 
in… in a while. 
 
And bad, for the exact same reason.  

Part Three 

Spike knows a lot of things.  
 
Hell, Spike’s created a lot of knowledge about a lot of 
things, and for more people than he can name, or even 
remember. 
 
He’s been alive—or existing, whichever—for well over a 



hundred years, after all. 
 
Granted, most of the people he’s taught new things to 
are dead… and largely because of the things they learned 
from him, but… whatever.  
 
The point is, Spike knows more than most. 
 
He knows how to hunt a target—though he also knows 
they call it ‘stalking’ now.  
 
He knows how to calm a radically insane semi-immortal 
woman until she’s willing to not walk out into the sun, 
although he can’t blame himself for the fact that Dru had 
done exactly that a mere year earlier. He hadn’t been 
there, after all… because she couldn’t abide the fact that 
he had a soul, and that same soul couldn’t quite bear to 
trail around after someone so unrepentant, though her 
joy in the kill had been… well, disturbing, but also kind of 
cute when she wasn’t in one of her moods, but… enough. 
 
Spike knows how to pick a lock, hold up a convenience 
store without getting caught… how to retool the head 
gasket for a 1956 Cadillac… but he doesn’t know how to 
do this. 
 



‘This’ being, of course, seducing the great lumbering 
bloke sitting so nearby and yet so far away. 
 
It doesn’t help any that Slayer, Head Watcher and Chief 
Witch all seem to think this is a good idea. 
 
It doesn’t even help that each of them has indicated in 
some way or other that they’re pretty sure Harris swings 
both ways. 
 
In fact, it helps so little that Spike’s pretty sure he’s 
fighting a losing battle, and the first shot hasn’t even 
been fired yet. 
 
The boy—because Harris will always be ‘the boy’ to him, 
or more precisely, his boy—hasn’t given him any sign at 
all that he’s even remotely interested in getting involved 
with yet another demon, and the last thing Spike really 
wants is to set himself up for still another 
disappointment, but he can’t seem to help it. He’s been 
off his rocker ever since the first time he ran into the boy 
again at Council HQ, after all. 
 
Not off his rocker like he’s gone insane, but… for fuck’s 
sake, how many yearning glances can he cast at a bloke 
who’s so oblivious, he doesn’t even know Spike’s there? 



 
The boy surely hasn’t seemed to notice Spike’s eyes on 
him for the month or so of nights at the remarkably 
dreary club the bloke frequents; in fact, he’d seemed 
shocked when he’d actually seen Spike was there, and 
that was… well, a little bit insulting. 
 
He’s still rather shocked that it was Buffy who’d noticed 
his obsession, but he can’t quite worry about it. Not 
when her exact words had been ‘I know how you are 
when you love someone, Spike, and even though we 
both know we’re through and it was never that, anyway, 
he needs someone like you. Someone who’ll treat him 
right and believe he’s perfect just the way he is. And 
since you do… we’ve decided to help you out. Just say 
‘thank you’, okay, and don’t screw this up’. 
 
He doesn’t actually love the boy, he tells himself. Not yet.  
 
But he could, and he knows it. 
 
There’s just something about Harris that makes him sure 
of it. 
 
Maybe it’s that the boy reminds him of someone, but if 
so, he doesn’t know who. 



 
Maybe it’s simply that he’s seen the way the boy also 
loves. 
 
Or maybe—and this is the theory that Spike likes best—
maybe it’s just that all those years he’d spent trying to 
kill the boy have shown him exactly how worthy that 
same boy is. 
 
Xander Harris deserves to be loved the way Spike could 
love him, he decides yet again… and if Spike is very, very 
good, not to mention lucky, then maybe he’ll deserve to 
have the boy love him. 
 
So Spike’s on edge. He’s so on edge that he could topple 
over with just a single gust of a soft breeze. 
 
Of course he is. 
 
Not only is he on a plane, flying to Borneo… but he’s 
entirely on his own. 
 
He has no Red or Slayer or Watcher-man to coach him in 
how to approach the idea of a permanent liaison. He has 
no Sire or Grandsire or evil-fucking-bitch-Darla to egg 
him on with the seducing of one tall, strong, tanned 



human bloke. 
 
He has no idea of how to even broach the topic, because 
he’s fairly sure that ‘hey, pet, quite fancy you; care ta 
shag?’ isn’t going to cut it, besides which, Spike doesn’t 
want just a shag. 
 
He’s been at loose ends for far too long, and he knows it, 
but that has nothing to do with anything, in the end… 
and he knows that, too. 
 
It’s taken him months—and a good number of sessions 
with one of the Council’s psychiatrists, who had put in for 
some therapy herself just before this trip—to understand 
his own needs, and he wasn’t surprised to hear her 
words at the end. 
 
Of course he wants and even needs a serious and 
committed relationship. Hell, that’s all he’s ever had, if 
he’s going to be honest with himself, which the soul 
insists upon far more often than the demon likes. 
 
He’s not counting Harmony, of course, because that was 
neither a relationship nor… well, anything else, other 
than a wake-up call. And if he’s being honest, which he 
sadly is, the same can be said for whatever the Hell he 



was doing with Buffy, though that had been serious 
enough on his end. Still, not quite right. 
 
So he lounges in his seat and pretends to listen to music, 
even though he doesn’t even have his iPod playing.  
 
Xander doesn’t know that, and that’s what matters. 
 
Xander doesn’t know that the only music Spike’s hearing 
is the sound of that strong, steady heartbeat. 
 
Xander doesn’t know that Spike’s breathing in time with 
him, regardless of the fact that Spike doesn’t need to 
breathe… and that’s just the way Spike wants it. 
 
He has to plot and plan, after all, because the others only 
got him here. 
 
What he does now is entirely up to him, and he needs to 
make it count. 
 
He needs to make it count and make it work, because… 
 
There is no way Spike is leaving Borneo without at least a 
Claimed, and preferably a Mate. 
 



And maybe, he realizes, he’s been lying to himself. 
Maybe he does love Harris already… just a little bit. 
 
And maybe it’s simply a matter of making the boy love 
him, because that would solve everything, he figures. 
 
Hell, even if he doesn’t already love the boy, he for 
damned sure wants him, and not for just a night or two, 
and… 
 
Yeah. 
 
If the boy falls for Spike, then Spike knows he’ll fall for 
the boy, and… Harris has never been one to cheat. A kiss 
or two under duress doesn’t count; especially when 
Spike was the one who’d been creating that duress… and 
a kiss doesn’t matter. Won’t matter even if Harris kisses 
someone else after they’re together… much. 
 
Oh, Spike will still kill whatever shit kisses his bloke, but… 
a kiss is just a kiss, he reminds himself… and death for 
the other party will stop his boy from doing it again. 
 
Much as a kiss is just a kiss, Spike figures a soul is just a 
soul. He can train his to be less… pansy-ish when it comes 
to his boy. 



 
And he finds that he doesn’t have to, because suddenly 
the soul is on board with death and destruction and 
mayhem… as long as it’s meant to keep the boy safe and 
his. 
 
Spike’s smiling as he finally passes into real sleep, his lips 
forming one word silently as he drifts off. 
 
‘Xander…’  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Four 

It’s the oddly strong shaking of the plane that wakes 
Spike again, what seems like mere moments later, 
though the lightening of the sky outside the window 
hatch says it’s been much longer than that. 
 
It’s the smell of bile and tears that clues him to the fact 
that the rocking and rolling and shaking hasn’t just 
started, and when he looks over at the seat where his 



boy was last, well… Xander’s still there but there’s a bag 
clutched tightly over the wide red lips and there are 
small drops coming from the bloke’s eye, and… 
 
“What th’ bloody fuck is happenin’!” he cries out, just as 
the cabin tilts almost fully sideways. 
 
His own stomach roils and Spike thanks whatever Gods 
listen to souled vamps for the fact that he fed before 
getting on the plane. Or does he? 
 
He’s not sure of whether vampires can vomit or not—
from anything other than drinking too much booze, of 
course, because he’s got many, many almost-memories 
of doing just that—but he feels no discomfort in his own 
gut that’s likely to result in spewing his preferred 
nutrients about the cabin. Which is good, he figures, 
because his boy is spewing enough for the both of them. 
 
The plane rocks and heaves a few more times and then 
settles down, and Spike is just about ready to start 
teasing Xander about his weak stomach when the co-
pilot bursts through the narrow passage between the 
passenger cabin and the cockpit. 
 
“Flotation,” the bloke gasps. “Cushions!” 



 
Spike blinks, barely feeling his features shift as he glares 
blue-gold at the man. “What th’ fuck are ya on about!” 
 
“Going down!” the fucker calls back as he runs to the 
back of the plane. “Seat cushions will keep you floating!” 
 
And that just fucking fantastic as far as Spike’s 
concerned, because it’ll be so much more fun to burn 
slowly in the rising sun than it would be to die quickly in a 
fiery crash over land. 
 
Why did he want this job again? 
 
Oh.  
 
Right. 
 
The boy. 
 
Fuck. 
 
He’d been pretty sure of late that Xander would be the 
death of him.  
 
He’d just thought it would be a smaller death and involve 



being in the bloke’s ass. 
 
Bloody fucking Shakespeare, giving him all these unlikely 
expectations. He wishes he could go back in time and kill 
the fucker… slowly. 
 
Still, maybe he can keep his boy from dying, and maybe 
that’s exactly why he’s here. To save the human lad he’s 
been fixated on since sodding Angel offered the boy up… 
and maybe he’s always been obsessed with the boy, now 
that he’s older and looking back, with a soul to translate. 
 
Peaches offered the boy, and while Spike hadn’t said no, 
sometimes the lack of refusal was the same as accepting, 
and it was entirely possible that it had been one of those 
cases because what had he done next? 
 
Well, in the case of one Xander Harris, he’d annoyed, 
irritated, left, and then… hit him with a microscope and 
kidnapped him. 
 
Okay, Spike knows he did all of that because—at the 
time—he’d wanted Dru back and Xander had been there 
when he’d gone after Willow, but… the soul inside him 
insists that there was a deeper reason, and who is he to 
argue with it? This time, anyway. 



 
Spike sighs, even as he gets up and tears the allegedly 
buoyant cushion from his seat. 
 
“Take this, pet,” he orders, while Xander just stares at 
him, that one brown eye wide and… pissed off? 
 
Well, yeah. 
 
Xander’s eye over the barf-bag looks seriously angry, and 
the only bright spot Spike can find in this whole situation 
is that… the boy doesn’t look like he’s mad at him, and 
he’ll take that.  
 
Happily. 
 
“Take th’ bloody cushion, ya daft git,” is what he says, 
though.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
The so-called ‘landing’ is less than smooth, but then 
again, what can he expect from slamming into an ocean 
at Hells-know-how-many miles per? 
 



On the one hand, Spike really wants to claw his way to 
the cockpit and rip the alleged pilot a new asshole, but 
then again… 
 
The bloke stayed with his ‘ship’… and is likely to go down 
with it, in sailor’s parlance… so he decides to cut the man 
some slack. 
 
Besides, it’s a choice between punishing the fucker what 
got them into this mess in the first place or saving his 
boy, and Spike can’t ignore which of those two is of the 
most importance. 
 
His leg hurts. 
 
Hell, if he were less concerned with getting to Xander, 
he’d likely be curled around it, trying to push the jagged 
end of shattered bone back inside the skin envelope it’s 
supposed to be inside of. 
 
As it is, though, he drags it along the carpeted floor, 
hands digging roughly into shag for purchase. 
 
There’s a moment, when he finally reaches his boy, that 
has him nearly numb, but then Xander breathes, and if 
there’s a wet, sucking tone to that breath, Spike doesn’t 



care. 
 
Xander’s breathing, and that’s all that counts. 
 
“Bloody hell, luv… had me worried, ya did,” he murmurs, 
even while wrapping his three good limbs around the 
still, motionless form beside him… and that’s when he 
sees the water seeping in around the edges of the sealed 
door. 
 
Oh, it’s not more than a droplet right then, but Spike’s 
spent time in submarines. He’s spent time… well, 
everywhere. 
 
As much as he hates it, Spike finds himself trying to 
calculate how much time they have left. 
 
Can they wait until Xander wakes up? 
 
Will the air trapped in the cabin keep them buoyant 
enough until the sun sets and Spike can get them out of 
the tomb the plane could become? 
 
Even more importantly, will the blood pooling in 
Xander’s lungs—because that’s what that wet, sucking 
sound means—collect slowly enough that they can afford 



to wait? 
 
He listens for a minute or so, and it feels like an hour, but 
after that subjective eternity… Spike doesn’t think so. 
The sodden sound is getting thicker by the moment and 
he truly doesn’t believe that Xander will last long enough 
for night and searching and hospitals, if they even have 
those things wherever it is they’ve wrecked. 
 
His mind is racing, body shaking… 
 
His soul is shivering, even while the demon inside him is 
dancing a jig because… there’s only one way to save his 
boy. 
 
Only one way to keep Xander from drowning—either in 
his own blood leaking into his lungs, or in the ocean 
dribbling into the cabin of the slowly sinking plane… 
 
And sure, the bloke’s likely to hate him if he ever ends up 
souled and whatnot, but how likely is that, really? 
 
Not at all, Spike decides, until he makes it happen 
himself, and if he chooses to ignore the strong, steady 
flow of tears coming from his eyes as he lowers his 
jagged teeth to Xander’s throat, well… so be it. 



 
He should have known that he’d wanted too much when 
he’d seen the boy again. 
 
Should have known that it could never be, in any way 
that would end happily. 
 
He was love’s bitch, sure… 
 
He just hadn’t known that the Powers hated him as much 
as he hated himself. 
 
Still, he deserves it, he figures, much as he’d deserved to 
be abandoned by his acting Sire, then by Angelus’s Sire… 
and finally by his own Dark Princess. 
 
That doesn’t mean he’s not going to turn his boy, 
though… and whatever happens after—once they’ve 
somehow made their way from the depths of the sea and 
found dry land—is up to fate. 
 
He can’t let Xander die. He won’t. 
 
The boy deserves better… and as soon as he saves them 
both and finds a phone, Red will find a way to slap the 
soul right back on the pillock. 



 
And then, Spike tells himself with a sour smile, he’ll be 
alone. Again. 
 
“Never should have done this. Never should have gone 
along.” 
 
And that’s the entire truth, as far as he’s concerned. 
 
Bloody hell, he wishes this had never happened.  

Part Five 

He still can’t believe Spike’s there. As in, right there. In 
Xander’s bar. 
 
Not that he owns it, of course, but it’s where he hangs 
out and he’s been coming here for months without so 
much as a hint that Spike even knew about it. 
 
But there he is, big as life, walking towards him with that 
smug, superior look on his face… or maybe it’s just 
confidence. Xander figures it’s easy enough to mistake 
one for the other where Spike is involved. 
 
So basically, he can’t be sure. In fact, the only thing he 
knows with any certainty at all is… he’s nervous. Tense. 



Hell, he might just vibrate out of his chair and fall over. 
 
If he’s lucky, maybe he’ll knock himself out and manage 
to forget that this night ever happened because he’s 
pretty sure he’s about to do something really stupid. Like 
offer to buy Spike a drink or maybe go for broke and just 
offer himself up on a silver platter. If he can find a platter 
that big. 
 
His fingers are actually trembling around the beer bottle 
in his hand, and for a moment he wishes he knew what 
was going on; that he knew where this was going.  
 
And then, suddenly, he does. 
 
He knows exactly where this is going, and it can for 
damned sure go there without one Alexander Lavelle 
Harris. 
 
Because yeah, just like that, he remembers Spike in that 
suit that maybe doesn’t even exist since he saw the 
vampire in it in a week or so, which has to be crazy with 
it not having happened yet and all. 
 
So, okay. Xander’s nuts. Completely insane, even, 
because the suit is the least of his memories. He also 



recalls—with an unwelcome degree of crystal clarity—
the airplane, and the crashing, and the strange sensation 
of being underwater and not having to breathe… 
 
And then there’s the memory, so deep and visceral… 
primal, even. The strong, undeniable memory of feeding 
at the rich fount of Spike’s neck, nearly savaging that 
soft, pale skin in his hunger, his need. 
 
He remembers swallowing, the salt ocean swirling 
around them as his own body matched Spike’s—his 
Sire’s—for hardness, want, desperate desire. 
 
And he remembers finding land, crawling from the sea 
onto gritty sand; remembers the slightly smaller form 
covering him and words of relief and apology and what 
had seemed like reluctant love as the vampire’s hard, 
thick shaft plunged deep into him, tearing him a bit, but 
the pain was welcome, wanted, perhaps even needed in 
some perverse way that was part and parcel of what he 
had been… 
 
And worse than the memories themselves is the fact that 
he almost thinks he misses it.  
 
It isn’t real, and Xander knows it, but a part of him wishes 



that it were, even with the cringe-inducing recollection of 
the resort they’d found later that night and the family 
he’d slaughtered before Spike had been able to stop him, 
and that’s what scares him most. 
 
Not that he’d been turned—even though it was some 
sort of freaky mental thing and not something that’s 
actually happened, of course, because it didn’t because 
here he was with Spike still coming towards him and 
Xander’s still human because he’s sweating like a big, 
smelly one-eyed pig—but that he’s not nearly bothered 
enough by the fact that he remembers feeding from 
humans and killing them and what the Hell has he been 
doing for the last however many years if it isn’t stopping 
exactly that from happening? 
 
And he remembers how he’d felt about Spike—like the 
blond was the be all and end all of his existence. Like… 
beer and porn and those sesame and honey snacks he’s 
gotten so addicted to, all rolled into one with a light 
coating of cream and the best sex ever, and Xander 
knows that should make him nauseous, knows it should 
send him screaming into the night because the last thing 
he should be doing is lusting after one of the undead, be 
they souled or not. And yet, here he is, doing just that, 
and oh, yeah, thanks for the fucking memories of things 



that never happened because he never gets tired of 
being the fun experiment for whoever—whatever—feels 
like jerking him around. 
 
Maybe jerking is the wrong thing to be thinking of, he 
suddenly realizes, because damned if his body isn’t 
reacting to the mental image of his Sire stroking him off 
under a tree on a beach in the moonlight, and damn it, it 
never happened! 
 
And it never will, if Xander has anything to say about it, 
because maybe he’s been looking at this all wrong. 
 
Maybe the bizarre images in his head aren’t there to 
torment him and torture what little sanity he’s managed 
not to lose. Maybe they’re a warning, and if that’s the 
case—though he doubts anyone actually cares enough 
about him to warn him, these days—he’s going to do the 
smart thing for once in his life. 
 
He stands up so quickly that his chair topples over. The 
beer falls from his fingers to shatter on the floor as he 
backs away from the approaching vampire as though 
Spike has no soul and is as buck-fuck nuts as Angelus was 
in Sunnydale. 
 



“Oh, Hell no,” he announces, in his best approximation of 
a growl, “Don’t even start, Spike! I am not going to 
Borneo, with you or anyone else. There’s zero chance 
you’ll ever get me on that fucking plane! And if that 
means we lose a new Slayer, then I can live with that. 
Live!” 
 
He sees the sudden hurt look in Spike’s eyes but he 
forces himself to ignore it, which works out pretty well 
because it’s swiftly replaced with a sort of studied 
indifference that Xander figures took years to perfect. 
 
“And,” he adds, just to be clear, “you don’t look that 
good in Armani anyway, so there! You can tell them I 
quit! I’m done! I am not getting in a wreck and being all… 
vampified… when they can just send someone else, got 
it?”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Spike’s pretty sure he’s blinking repeatedly at the boy’s 
retreating back, but he doesn’t much care. It’s not like 
there’s anyone there to see him who actually matters. 
Just a random bunch of humans, for the most part, and 
while they could have hurt him at one point, this point 



isn’t that one, so they can all piss off. 
 
“How the bloody hell did he know about Borneo,” he 
hears himself muttering under the music, “and what the 
soddin’ fuck was he on about?” 
 
Good questions, he figures, but damned if he knows how 
to find out the answers without asking Xander himself, 
and considering the boy’s obvious hatred, that’s not 
likely to be happening any time soon. 
 
He wants to blame Red or even Watcher for telling tales, 
but he knows for a fact that neither of them would have 
said word one to the boy. Not when they were playing 
matchmaker, anyway, so… 
 
It’s a blood fucking mystery, and much as Spike hates a 
mystery, he doesn’t see any way of solving this one 
without carving through dimensional walls and snatching 
up that old bint from Cabot’s Cove, and somehow he 
doubts the Council’s coven would be up for that. 
 
What it does is sucks. 
 
The whole bloody thing, from beginning to end. It just… 
sucks beyond the telling of it, as Slayer is so fond of 



saying about so many, many things. 
 
He wants the boy. 
 
The chits and old Rupes think the boy wants him, too. 
 
And like an enormous sodding moron, he’d believed 
them, even when Xander clearly couldn’t stand being in 
the same room with him, which didn’t bode well for the 
two of them being in the same bed, did it? 
 
The only bright side to the whole bloody song and dance, 
as far as Spike is concerned, anyway, is that the 
government types in Borneo really don’t give a rat’s ass 
whether someone comes to collect the girl or not. 
 
Hell, they’d wanted to just put her on a plane and send 
her to England for training, right off the bat. The girls had 
seen it as an opportunity, though, and Spike can’t really 
claim to have fought the idea too hard… possibly because 
they’d gotten to him with their cooing and sighing over 
how romantic it would be, being in a foreign country 
where he and Xander could just be themselves… 
 
And okay, Spike admits the notion of finding out there 
was only one room available at the hotel had been a big 



selling point for him… and then they—meaning Xander—
would have discovered for the first time that there was 
only the one double bed, and… 
 
He sighs softly, even as he turns towards the bar, 
disgusted with himself. 
 
He isn’t human. He never should have agreed to go along 
with a clearly stupid plan made by chits, in the first place. 
 
But he had, and now Spike figures he’s screwed. And not 
in the way he’d hoped, either. 
 
Of course, just because Xander somehow found out 
about Borneo, that doesn’t mean he knows everything, 
right? And what the hell was the boy talking about with 
wrecks and turnings and… well, whatever the fuck else 
he’d said while Spike had been busy blinking like one of 
those stupid bloody Japanese animation characters that 
came on the telly sometimes? 
 
He isn’t brooding, Spike decides, even while he glares at 
the bottle of whiskey on the bar beside him. No, he isn’t 
brooding at all because that’s Poncy the Wonder-Git’s gig 
and Spike’s original enough not to poach that way. 
Instead, he’s… thinking, he tells himself. 



 
Yeah. Thinking.  
 
Thinking hard, in fact, because while a part of him sort of 
feels like giving it up, the rest of him—which includes a 
somewhat surprising percentage of both soul and 
demon—is insisting on not letting go. The boy is his, and 
even Xander’s little friends know it. 
 
Maybe it’s time for Spike to stop pussyfooting around—
and he can’t believe he even just thought that word with 
relation to himself, but he’s been getting more and more 
odd on the inside ever since he ran into Xander at the HQ 
that first day, so maybe it’s understandable… or not, but 
so what? 
 
Maybe, he rephrases, it’s time to just tell the boy the 
way of it. 
 
He doubts that Xander will take it at all well, right at first, 
but the idea will grow on him. 
 
It’ll have to, he realizes with a smirk, because one thing 
Spike has never been is a quitter. He’d never have spent 
so much time looking after Drusilla even when she did 
her best to run him off if he’d been the sort to just… give 



up. 
 
And maybe he more than wants the boy, already, 
because he’s comparing him to Dru, and Spike knows 
he’d loved her beyond human comprehension. Okay, 
part of that had been possessiveness, but so what? He’s 
still a vampire. Being possessive is sort of his thing. 
 
“Right, then,” he tells himself out loud, pushing the 
bottle away. “First thing tomorrow, goin’ ta tell the boy 
how it is. And when he’s through runnin’, and I’m done 
catchin’ him… have myself a proper Mate, I will.”  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Six 

It’s not until he’s back at his apartment—or flat, as Giles 
insists on calling it—and standing under the hottest 
water he can get from the showerhead that Xander lets 
himself remember the rest of what never happened. 
 
Spike’s hands, the fingers long and elegant and playing 



his skin like a violin. 
 
Spike’s lips, his teeth, teasing his flesh, making him 
whimper, moan, beg, cry out for more, less, something. 
 
Spike’s body, coiled and tight, moving in counterpoint to 
his own, building sensations Xander’d never known 
existed, much less strived for. 
 
Spike’s voice. 
 
Oh, fuck, that voice. 
 
He can’t recall the exact words—doesn’t want to, if he’s 
being honest, because he has a feeling that knowing the 
words rather than just the gist of them might break 
him—but he knows there was sorrow there, and regret, 
and fear, somehow… and even so, there had also been 
joy and pride and a sort of fierce determination that’s got 
Xander baffled. 
 
Of course, he comforts himself, using the thoughts as a 
purely mental substitute for the old pillow he’s been 
lugging around since he was a kid, which currently 
resides on his bed… this is Spike, which means a certain 
amount of contradiction should be expected, but… 



 
And he’s making himself crazy. Well, crazy-er, anyway, 
because the fact that he’s starting to accept that he 
wants Spike is proof enough that most of Xander’s 
questionable sanity has already fled the S.S. Harris and 
probably drowned in the sea of denial he’s still trying to 
keep afloat on. 
 
He gets out of the shower before the drowning can 
become more than figurative and when he finally lets 
himself curl up on his bed, pillow clutched tight to his 
chest and still-hard cock leaking slow dribbles onto his 
sheets, he thinks maybe it’s already too late to pretend it 
never happened, even if it didn’t—not really. 
 
He knows what he knows, which he’s coming to realize 
means… he knows Spike wants him, now. Knows the 
vampire maybe even loves him. 
 
How he’s come to that conclusion is something he 
doesn’t know, because maybe he was dreaming, back at 
the club. Maybe the whole weird thing was just a 
reaction to seeing the last guy he expected, right there in 
Xander’s place, and if that’s true, then it would imply… 
what, exactly? 
 



That it’s Xander who wants Spike? 
 
He tries to examine that thought in detail, but much as 
thinking hadn’t worked too well for him back at good old 
Sunnydale High, it doesn’t seem to be earning him the 
big overtime bucks now, either. In fact, he feels his eye 
drooping shut, which he figures is thinking applying itself 
just as much as it always did, back in the day. Still, maybe 
it makes sense. He’s tired. 
 
It’s not every night that a guy goes out for a drink, gets in 
a plane crash, gets turned into a blood sucking fiend, has 
his ass reamed for the first time ever, kills a few tourists, 
gets threatened with a soul, then wakes up to find out it 
never happened, after all, so exhaustion…?  
 
Forgivable, he decides, even as the darkness closes 
around him and swallows him down. 
 
He wakes a few hours later, shaking roughly and holding 
onto the sheets as his body arches and bows, straining 
against empty air that’s soon filled with the scent of his 
come, his own cry echoing from the bare walls. “Spike!” 
 
When his breathing calms and his heart stops racing itself 
to a finish line Xander never even knew was there, he sits 



up and swallows hard. 
 
Rolling out of bed is maybe the easiest thing he’s ever 
done, because he knows now what he has to do. 
 
It’s also possibly the hardest thing he’s ever done, 
because while he thinks he knows what’s going to 
happen, he could be wrong and that would just… suck.  
 
Hell, it would suck worse than Xander had the first time 
he’d tried giving head to a guy, and that was saying a lot, 
even if he still consoles himself with the fact that he’d 
been new at it and nobody was good at anything the first 
time they tried it; besides, Jamie’d been huge, and… and 
he’d gotten way better at it eventually, so maybe if this 
went badly he could take another shot and keep taking 
them until he got it right but that wasn’t really helping 
with his nerves any, was it? 
 
Xander knows it’s four o’clock in the morning, and not 
really the right time to be making life-altering decisions, 
but he doesn’t much care. Second guessing himself has 
never really worked in his favor. Witness… well, pretty 
much his whole life up until Africa. 
 
Hell, witness his life since coming to England from there. 



 
No, it’s time to step up and stop letting other people 
make his choices for him, no matter how much easier it’s 
been to just… follow along. 
 
He ignores the impulse to call Willow for her opinion, or 
even Giles. 
 
He’s a man. This is his call and he has to make it alone… 
and hope he doesn’t fuck everything up too badly. 
 
His feet move quickly, regardless of his thoughts, and 
he’s not sure of when he learned the fastest route to 
where he’s going but he obviously did because he’s there 
in less than ten minutes, his jeans and flannel shirt not 
quite up to the damp chill of the London night. 
 
Still, he’s here and he can hear the television behind the 
door playing low, only the occasional explosion distinct 
enough to make out. 
 
Xander isn’t sure of how long he’s been standing there, 
one hand flat against the wood, but finally… finally, 
there’s no more sound and if he doesn’t do something—
anything—right now, he’ll always wonder what might 
have happened, just like a part of him still wonders 



where he’d be now if he’d followed Susie Mitchell into 
the cloak room that day back in second grade, though 
he’s still glad he didn’t because she’d given crabs to half 
the football team in High School, which didn’t say much 
for her taste. 
 
And he’s stalling. He knows he’s stalling. He hates 
stalling. 
 
It’s still all he can do to pull his hand away from the door 
and slap the wood and suddenly his heart’s racing again, 
his breath strained and shaky. 
 
It only becomes more so when there’s open space in 
front of him, filled only by the slightly smaller form of 
Spike. In sweatpants. And nothing else. 
 
“Oh… hell.”  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
The last twenty minutes had been sheer torture, and that 
was after the first ten or so, when Spike had thought he 
was imagining the sound, smell, sense of his boy nearby. 
But then he’d heard the soft, almost unnoticeable even 



to him sound of skin on wood and that had been when 
the torment began. 
 
Xander was there. Right on the other side of the door. 
 
The question had been… why? 
 
The boy had made his feelings clear earlier that night, or 
Spike thought he had. The look in that wide brown eye 
had said it all, as far as he was concerned. 
 
‘Go away, Spike,’ that look had said, and ‘don’t ever 
come near me’. And Spike had gone. Or the boy had, 
which was pretty much the same thing, to his way of 
thinking. And yet… there he was, mere feet away, so… 
why? 
 
He’d been certain, at first, that the purpose was to tell 
him in words what he already knew: he wasn’t welcome, 
wasn’t wanted, was being encouraged to leave the 
Council, leave the city…maybe even leave the country, 
and sooner rather than later. But as the minutes dragged 
on… and on,Spike wondered. 
 
He’d wondered right up until that soft, tentative and 
nervous tap sounded, and then he couldn’t wonder 



anymore. Hell, he couldn’t do a bloody thing other than 
pull the door open and stare at the larger man standing 
on the other side of it. 
 
The boy was sleep-rumpled, hair sticking up every which 
way, and the eye patch was slightly off true, but that only 
added to the appeal, Spike noticed with a purely internal 
groan.  
 
Of course, he also noticed the chill of the air in the 
hallway and if he could have reddened with anger, he 
would have. As it was, though, all he could do was what 
he did. 
 
He reached out and grabbed a handful of plaid flannel, 
dragging the boy inside with a growl. “Bloody hell, you 
daft git! Tryin’ ta catch your death, are you?” 
 
He almost laughs at the stunned shock on Xander’s face 
when he shoves the boy onto the couch and throws a 
blanket at him.  
 
“Cover yourself up, Harris. I’ll make some tea. Then you 
can tell me why in th’ Hell you’re hangin’ about my door 
at an hour when all good bloody Scoobies should be all 
snuggled up safe in their beds, yeah?” 



 
It’s the blush and dropped eye that have Spike smirking, 
but it’s the growing scent of arousal that has him 
stopped in his tracks. “Bloody hell… what’s goin’ on here, 
mate?”  

 
Part Seven 

He shouldn’t be here. 
 
That’s the one thought running through Xander’s mind 
right then.  
 
He shouldn’t be here. 
 
Okay, so he’d maybe kind of thought that he might 
somehow say something to Spike about… fuck, he 
doesn’t even know the right words to think, much less 
say, so that doesn’t seem to bode well for… whatever the 
hell he’d hoped was going to happen here. In fact, now 
that he is here, looking at Spike and seeing just how far 
out of his league he is, Xander pretty much wants to just 
go home and forget all about his own lustful thoughts. 
 
Even more than that, he wants to ignore the part of him 
that’s screaming it isn’t about lust,or not completely. 



Still, that doesn’t change the fact that Spike’s staring at 
him, blue eyes wide, and Xander… has no idea of how to 
start. After all, how do you tell a guy you always thought 
you hated that you’re sorry for being an asshole to him 
for years and would he mind making with the snuggles 
and naked man-sex now, please? With you? Even though 
he’s way hotter than you’ll ever be? 
 
He shifts on the couch, and even though he hates it, he 
knows he’s blushing. Just like he knows his cock is 
throbbing. Yeah. It’s that kind of knowing. 
 
“Uh…” he hears himself say, the usual Harris brilliance 
shining through, intellect represented just fine by that 
one sound that isn’t an actual word. And Gods bless the 
public education system, Xander thinks with a weary 
sigh. 
 
One dark brow arches over a questioning azure eye and 
Xander sighs, shaking his head. 
 
Start at the beginning, he figures, and go on to the end. 
Let Spike make whatever he wants to of it. 
 
And sure, Xander’s backpedaling. He knows he is. But 
that’s fine, he decides. He and Spike can maybe be 



friends, and who knows? Could be they’ll end up as more 
someday, and even if someday is kinda nebulous and 
non-specific, a maybe beats the hell out of a fuck-no, 
right? 
 
Right. 
 
No matter what his cock thinks of that idea. 
 
He thumbs his mental nose at his dick and sticks his 
mental tongue out for good measure, and damned if that 
doesn’t have the unthinking prick perking up even more. 
 
Fuck. 
 
He jumps a little when Spike clears his throat, and 
Xander’s completely unsurprised that he’s blushing even 
more now. 
 
Still… 
 
“Okay,” he says, “about before. Uh, at the club. It was… 
this is gonna sound kinda crazy, okay?” 
 
He smiles at the snort that gets. He can’t help it. 
 



“Yeah… what else is new, pet? Share th’ crazy, why don’t 
you?” 
 
As it’s more of an order than a request, Xander nods and 
does just that.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
He’s been listening for a while now, and while Spike 
doesn’t want to believe it, he knows he’d do exactly what 
the boy said, if they were ever in that situation. 
 
He wouldn’t be able to help it, especially when Xander 
never would have been on that plane if not for the big 
‘get Spike and Xander together’ plot they’d all worked 
up. 
 
Still, it shocks him to think that he’d be so careless as to 
let any newly made vampire run free to snack on people, 
especially when he knew for a fact that his first thought 
would have been getting Red to slap the boy’s soul back 
on. 
 
Well, okay. Maybe his second thought. Third. Whatever. 
Somewhere after feeding the boy and feeling those teeth 



in his skin… and fucking the boy until he begged for 
more. 
 
“An’ why’d I leave you on your own, mate?” he demands, 
wondering if turning Xander had somehow made him 
lose his soul, even though it hadn’t happened, and now 
never would. “Said I spoke of soulin’ you, so…” 
 
Oh, he loves the way his boy smells when he blushes. All 
sweet and strong and coppery… 
 
“What’s that? Can’t hear you.” 
 
“You were kinda… worn out at the time.” Xander says, 
but the way the boy’s squirming on the couch and 
adjusting the blanket over his lap would clue Spike to his 
interest, even if the intensifying scent didn’t. 
 
Well, well… maybe the chits were actually right, though 
obviously wrong about needing the ‘romance’ of foreign 
lands. 
 
Spike can feel his lips twitching into a suggestive smile 
and he lets them. He even leans closer, meeting Xander’s 
eye with a teasing gaze. “Was I, then? An’ what was it, 
had me so worn out I wasn’t payin’ proper attention ta 



my boy, hmmm…?” 
 
His fingers dance lightly across the few inches of sofa 
between them, then slip lightly onto one covered thigh. 
“Coulda been blood loss, I suppose, what with you bein’ 
new-turned and all… or maybe it was from draggin’ you 
through all that water, yeah? Guessin’ that could wear a 
bloke out; even a vampire, right?” 
 
He knows his grin is smug as his fingers move higher, 
stroking slow circles at the edge of the blanket before 
dipping beneath to denim. “Don’t think that’s it though, 
is’t, mate?” 
 
“H-huh…? Wha’… S-spike, what are you…”  
 
Boy’s reduced to stammers, and that’s never bad, is it?  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
Oh, Gods. Spike’s touching him! 
 
Those fingers are on his leg and they’re moving and it 
feels almost just like he remembers except there’s cotton 
in the way and if he gets any harder he’s gonna come in 



his jeans and wouldn’t that be embarrassing? Especially 
since Xander has no idea of what’s going on, here. 
 
He’d deliberately glossed over the sex part of his little 
trip down future-lane… or imaginary-never-gonna-
happen lane, anyway… and yet Spike seemed to see the 
invisible turn-off because those fingers are moving higher 
and Xander feels like his brain might explode even before 
his cock does because… Gods, Spike’s either teasing or he 
really does want Xander! 
 
“Think it’d have ta be from somethin’ a good bit more… 
energetic, yeah?” he hears, and fuck if that voice isn’t 
nearly purring against his ear, and when did Spike move 
again, because he’s pretty much plastered along Xander’s 
side and it’s nice. More than nice. It’s… fucking awesome, 
Xander thinks, at the risk of sounding far too valley-girl 
for his masculine pride, but there it is. 
 
“Now, what,” he hears Spike murmur, those soft lips 
brushing his skin, “could two blokes get up ta… 
together… that’d have one of them all… worn out, pet? 
On top of th’ turnin’ you an’ then draggin’ your water-
logged carcass to land, I mean.” 
 
Xander blames the fingers that are suddenly moving over 



his aching groin for the words that come out of his 
mouth right then, because the last thing he’d ever 
wanted to say was “Might have been all the… oh, Gods… 
yeah… maybe all the sex…” 
 
It’s the pleased chuckle vibrating against the side of his 
neck that has Xander realizing exactly what he’s just said, 
and if he’s blushing again, he figures he has good reason. 
“Uh, not that I want… I mean, I was a vamp, right, and 
vampires are kinda like that! I mean, Willow! Vampire 
Willow was kinda gay and… okay, that doesn’t work 
because so am… but anyway, it’s, uh…” 
 
And oh, there’s that chuckle again and those fingers are 
damned clever because Xander didn’t even notice them 
opening his jeans but they must have done because his 
cock… oh, fucking Gods, his cock is in Spike’s hand and it 
feels better than good, better than bad, better than 
anything Xander’s ever even dared to imagine, and… 
 
“Fuck… I am so screwed…” he groans, eye closed as his 
head drop back, resting against the top of the couch, 
body moving all on its own into the firm grip around his 
throbbing flesh. 
 
“Soon enough, luv,” he feels more than hears and his 



neck arches, letting tender lips and hard, blunt teeth 
have their way. 
 
Soon… is good.  

 
 
 
 
 

Part Eight 

“Bloody hell, pet,” he whispers against Xander’s England-
pale stomach, pulling his hand back to squeeze still more 
slick gel onto his fingers, “tighter than a virgin, you are. 
Not complainin’, o’course…” 
 
Xander can’t help his gasp and groan when the slow push 
of two fingers into his stretching hole is matched by a 
cool mouth on his cock. “M-maybe,” he admits, the 
words emerging as grunts rather than strung fully 
together, “maybe j-just as tight. Wouldn’t say more…” 
That’s pretty much all he wants to say about the status of 
his ass, though, so he clenches his fingers in the sheets of 
Spike’s bed and spreads his legs farther. “Uhnnn… 
that’s… yeah, that’s g-good…” 



 
And suddenly Spike’s feeling even more smug and 
satisfied with himself than he’d been even a moment 
before because the boy—his boy—has never done this 
before. Not from this end, anyway, and that means… 
what, exactly? 
 
That Spike will be the first? Well, yeah, and that’s a 
bloody lovely thing to know. 
 
That he’ll have to be careful if he wants to avoid hurting 
the boy any more than is necessary? Yeah, that too. Not 
that he’d have been rough this first time, regardless. 
Unless Xander had asked him to, which he hadn’t, so… 
moving on. 
 
That he’s safe from being compared to anyone else? 
Definitely, though that wasn’t one of the things that had 
worried him even before he knew. 
 
So yeah. Being first means all of those things, but it also 
means something much bigger. Much more important, as 
far as Spike’s concerned. 
 
It means his boy trusts him. Maybe even loves him a little 
bit already. And that’s the best gift anyone’s ever given 



him, knowingly or not. 
 
“Gets better, luv,” he murmurs, fingers sliding deeper, 
slowly twisting inside the blissful heat of his bloke’s body. 
“Goin’ ta show you just how much, yeah?” 
 
Xander knows he must look ridiculous, laid out on the 
black sheets, legs spread wide while those long, pale 
fingers open him from the inside out, it feels like, but he 
can’t quite bring himself to care. In fact, all he can really 
do is feel, and what’s happening feels damned good.  
 
He almost groans with disappointment when those 
fingers leave him, but before he can manage to voice the 
complaint, they’re back and there are more of them and 
the stretch and burn is just so good, so right, he finds 
himself moaning out a happy sigh. 
 
He doesn’t let himself wonder how Spike’s going to fit his 
cock into him because he figures it’s going to hurt, but 
with as much as he’s topped, he knows it’ll feel good, 
too, and after everything he’s suffered in his life, it’s nice 
to know that this time, the pain will actually lead to 
pleasure… or be joined by it, anyway, and… 
 
And he can’t think anymore because there’s yet another 



finger pressing into him, he can feel his hole objecting 
strenuously, and maybe he’s wrong because this doesn’t 
feel so good anymore and… 
 
Spike stops pushing, letting his tightly grouped fingers 
just rest there, inside Xander’s ass to the second knuckle. 
“Relax,” he murmurs. “Just relax, pet… goin’ ta be all 
worth it, yeah…? Soon.” 
 
His lips close over the darkly red tip of Xander’s flagging 
shaft and he lets his tongue explore every dip, every 
fleshy ridge.  
 
Lets? Hell, he begs it to do just what it’s doing, and more. 
 
His free hand strokes slowly up and down his boy’s chest, 
lightly pinching one small brown nipple, then the other, 
while his mouth slides lower, taking in less than half of 
his bloke’s cock, tongue still working, pulling the flesh 
back to hardness as he feels Xander’s body finally lose 
the tight clench it’d held on his fingers. 
 
“That’s it, luv,” he murmurs, pulling his lips away for a 
scant moment. “Yeah, pet. Just like that. Goin’ ta be so 
bloody hot inside you, I am… fill you so good…” 
 



Those fingers are moving in him again, and damned if 
Spike’s not right because it doesn’t hurt anymore, or not 
in the bad way. Xander figures that might have 
something to do with the mouth on his cock, but he can’t 
be sure, not yet. He figures it’s going to take some 
research to find out for certain, and while he’s never 
been much for the studying before, he thinks he might 
have found a subject he can actually excel in. Kind of like 
wood shop, back in the day, but this… oh, this is so much 
better. 
 
He knows he’s moaning, knows he’s moving on the 
mattress, hips pressing down onto the fingers spearing 
him so deeply now, and he doesn’t care. 
 
He cares even less a moment later when one shuddering 
shift brushes those fingers against what he knows is his 
prostate, and “Oh, Gods… that’s…” Beyond good, really, 
though he can’t quite manage to get the words out 
because now that Spike’s found it, he seems to have 
become attached, and that’s “goooood…” 
 
On the one hand, Spike wants nothing more than to get 
his cock into the boy as soon as possible, which would be 
right about now, and ride him hard until his bloke comes 
hard on his cock, screaming his name. 



 
On the other, though, he likes the idea of making Xander 
come just like this—fingers up his ass, mouth wrapped 
around his shaft, tongue slipping into that tiny slit over 
and over. 
 
It a difficult decision, and Spike knows he’s never been 
one to make the hard choices, so it’s just as well that 
Xander makes it for him. 
 
One more brush and prod at that little nub inside his boy 
and the thick cock between his lips is jerking, shuddering, 
spilling long, rich shots of musky-sweet spice against the 
roof of Spike’s mouth… and he’s swallowing it down, 
getting the essence of his boy into him, feeling it fill him, 
suffuse his being with recognition and welcome heat. 
 
His fingers continue their slow dance, working the boy 
down slowly, then holding him just there, on the edge of 
renewed desire and satiation. 
 
Xander’s cock is still half hard when Spike lifts his mouth 
and he gives the boy a smirk, licking his lips once, then 
again when the action pulls a moan from those wide, red 
lips. 
 



“Only th’ beginnin’, luv,” he says smugly, his fingers 
spreading one more time at the answering “Gods help 
me,” his boy mutters.  

 
~*~*~*~*~  

 
It’s the first push into his body that has Xander sure that 
he was wrong about the pain being matched by pleasure 
because while there is a bit of pain, the good feelings are 
way stronger. Of course, that might be because of how 
long Spike spent stretching him, but whatever. He 
doesn’t care how, or even why. Just that Spike was right 
and this is… really, really good. 
 
It’s also really, really intimate, in a way Xander hasn’t 
actually realized until just this moment. 
 
Oh, he has a sneaking suspicion that some part of him 
knew, and that’s probably why he’s never done this 
before. He’s never been with anyone who reallyknew 
him, after all. Or not the essential, down and dirty nuts 
and bolts of him, anyway, but Spike… 
 
Hell, Spike was there for most of what’s made Xander… 
Xander. There’s a certain… connection that Xander’s 



never wanted to admit to, but thinks he always knew was 
there. 
 
That’s nothing to how connected he feels right now, 
though, because Spike is inside his body! He’s inside him 
and Xander’s so full, so fucking full, and yeah, it hurts a 
little but “Gods… Spike…” and then those lips are on his, 
that clever tongue is inside his mouth, matching the 
motions going on lower, and it goes from good to 
amazing and Xander wonders if there’s some way to just 
freeze like this forever. 
 
Then Spike moves and Xander figures it’d be a shame to 
be this close to coming and never quite getting there… 
for eternity. “Please…” he groans, his legs hitching 
higher, wrapping around slender ribs. 
 
Bloody hell, his boy is a natural. All hips and arms and lips 
and rocking, arching, taking him in like a bloody champ!  
 
He can feel him tight around his cock, feel that flexible 
ring clenching and releasing with his boy’s movements, 
and it’s possibly the best thing he’s ever known. Then 
Xander’s kissing him back and Spike strikes the ‘possibly’ 
from the equation. This is the best thing ever. Never 
been anything—anyone—like this, and never will be 



again. 
 
And that makes it even more imperative that he at least 
claim the boy tonight. Claim him, keep him coming back 
for more until Xander’s so bloody well addicted to the 
feelings that he doesn’t even think about saying no to 
Mating. 
 
Of course, claiming the boy means biting him and Spike’s 
not entirely sure of how Xander will feel about that. Still, 
as he knows very well, it easier to ask forgiveness than it 
is to get permission, so… fuck it. 
 
Boy’s his. And Spike’s never been one to let go of what’s 
his. 
 
“Bloody fuckin’ perfect,” he growls, pulling away from 
those hot, mobile lips as he lets his true face slide from 
beneath the mask of humanity. “Bloody fuckin’ perfect… 
an’ mine.” 
 
If Xander finds it frightening—or even just plain 
disturbing—to be suddenly faced with the truth of what 
Spike is, his boy isn’t showing it in word, deed, or scent, 
and that’s encouraging, as far as Spike is concerned. 
 



“Mine,” he says again, a declaration as well as a warning. 
 
The yellow eyes don’t bother him, Xander is a little 
surprised to find out. Neither does the ridged forehead 
or mouth full of jagged teeth. Huh. 
 
He almost wonders about that, but then again… he’s 
known Spike for a good long while, so maybe even his 
deep down visceral self accepts the fact that he’s chosen 
a demon as his lover.  
 
Not that it’s much of a stretch, considering his history. 
 
The thought almost makes him laugh, but then Spike 
pulls back and thrusts in again and the last thing Xander’s 
interested in doing is laughing. 
 
Begging, yes. Moaning, absolutely. Crying out for “Gods, 
again! Again, Spike!”? Well, no shit. But laughing? Not so 
much. 
 
His entire body shakes, rocking into the next thrust with 
an eagerness that doesn’t surprise him at all and he 
thinks that maybe this is exactly where he’s supposed to 
be. Exactly who he’s supposed to be with.  
 



And if it isn’t? Well, tough shit because this is where he 
wants to be, so the next time Spike growls, teeth bared 
and gold eyes flashing as he snarls out “Mine!”… Xander 
can’t help but moan and turn his head, baring his throat 
to the glittering gaze. 
 
“Yeah,” he says on a breathless groan, “Yours.” And if he 
takes the opportunity to bite Spike back once those 
jagged teeth are deep in his skin, well… he figures the 
vampire only has himself to blame.  
 
He should have known that Xander’s into equality, after 
all, and Mate is way better than Claimed… or even 
Childe. 
 
Of course, if the way the vampire’s cock swells and 
streams inside him, echoing his own viscous eruption 
between them is any indication, Spike agrees, and that’s 
good. 
 
They’re stuck with each other, now. Forever. And that’s 
also good, Xander figures. 
 
But he’s still never going to Borneo. Not gonna happen.  



 
 

The End 

 


