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The Lamest Spell

by
Nomelon

The basement was the scene of the crime. In Xanld@mble opinion, this hardly
seemed fair. A man's home was supposed to be $iig cafter all. There were a

notable lack of available castles within Xanderlsgrange in Sunnydale, but he
would have settled for his home being a small, pmanlo-storey dwelling with no



parents and secure off-street parking. Or perhapsesself-contained apartment,
with an even nicer blanket de-invite spell for @amg all vampires who might think
of stopping by.

He'd come home from work tired and smelly, suffgrnlow-level ache of
monotony so familiar he barely even noticed it aaggn A shower helped to wash
away the day, the water turned up as hot as hel sbaihd it. Afterwards, he threw
on some jeans and his last clean shirt, and paolaedoot to the kitchen to grab an
illicit beer from the back of the fridge. Standimgthe patch of basement that
passed for his kitchen, he slugged occasionaliyn thés beer, and stared down at
his feet, watching his toes curl against the crddke.

Halfway down the bottle, he felt mostly human ag&la thought about fixing
himself something to eat, though he wasn't hurgryaybe watching a movie, or
doing a little light reading from his highbrow catkion of comic books and sports
magazines. All those exciting options open to a@eistanding in their parents'
basement in the wee small hours of Tuesday morbigigyre falling into bed and
waiting for the whole tedious cycle to repeat itsel

Of course, that was when he noticed that Spikespeswled out on his couch.

Xander scowled, glaring at Spike as he drainedatsteof his beer. How could he
have missed a thing like that? A big, stupid, blamideadhing taking up space on
his couch, and it had taken Xander nearly an hmuaotice. He dropped the empty
bottle into the trash, wondering if he should stiasulting Spike's hair before or
after he kicked him out onto the street.

But he was tired. Man, he was tired, and apparé¢hitywas affecting his ability to
come up with a good, solid opening line. Sometluaklpus. Something harsh and
cutting. Something that would really rub Spike Wwreng way. Yeah, something
that would leave Spike completely... chafed.

Xander spent so long trying to come up with thégmeninsult that he'd already
grabbed a fresh beer and thrown himself onto therand of the couch, and still he
hadn't said anything. Lame, Xander decided. Heim@scusably lame, and
probably deserved whatever awfulness Spike wagygoithrow his way.



Spike had been watching him the whole time, hiseymrp and curious. Xander
tried to ignore him, tried to ignore everythingh# could just close his eyes the rest
of the world would fade away and hopefully takek®pwith it. He slumped low

into the cushions, and embraced the darkness.

Silence reigned supreme. For all of six seconds.

"l wouldn't sit there if | was you, mate."

Xander lifted his head to give Spike a look of emaly weariness.

"I've got this... spell thing going on," Spike said

Xander narrowed his eyes.

"S why I'm hiding out here," Spike continued. "Ciamant to catch any more
innocent bystanders in the crossfire."

"You're telling me that you're worried about my leing."

"Yours and mine both," Spike said, looking unacadabty shifty.

"Why are you inflicting this on me?" Xander askédiptively.

Spike shrugged. "Seemed like the thing to do. Dithmk I'd run into too many
people here. Figured you might even be on a nightshsome such and I'd be in
the clear." Spike picked up the remote controlaadgled it at Xander. "Sides.
You've finally got yourself some decent cable."

Xander sighed heavily. "What does the spell do?"

"It's, uh. What? Oh, heh, nothing really." Spikesed the remote from hand to
hand. "Shouldn't last long. Might not even be ajam. Just a precaution, really.
Better safe than sorry." He gave a little sniffgdgmmessed his lips together,

following it up with a couple of tiny, rapid nod$ lnis head.

"Why am | not convinced?" Xander twisted the tophe$ second beer. "Just get



out, okay? | want to be alone."

"No can do, Garbo. Told you. Spell."

"Why do you always end up here? Mi casanesasa. Your casa is... elsewhere."
"Spell."

"There aren't words in my vocabulary to explaity@a how little | care." Xander

lifted the bottle to his lips, but paused halfwhgre when he realised he'd totally
lost the taste for it. "Just go, Spike."

"Spell”

"You want me to beg?" Xander asked. "Is that it® Yeady for it? Here it comes.
You better be ready 'cause this is a one time @ifdy. -- Please. Spik@Jease
Pretty please just go away and don't come back."

"Look," Spike said. "I'll sit here quietly. Makeé a wee little church mouse. You
won't even know I'm here. Giles said that it shatilthst more than a day or so."
Spike found something fascinating to look at undsrthumbnail. "Probably best if
you don't, ah, look at me too much, though. Thatreeto spark it off."

Xander very deliberately set down his beer. "Spankt off?"

Spike shifted in his seat. "Nothing. No big deabtiNng | won't get over in a
hundred years or so."

"Funny thing, it's not actually you I'm concerndmbat. What's the spell?"

"It's nothing. Bit of an embarrassment actuallywidayot into the grownup books
in the Magic Box and read something out loud that shouldn't have. Good thing
she got the pronunciation wrong or I'd really beshfi creek."

Xander grudgingly accepted the possibility of tigdes really should have worked
out a better security system for keeping the dangebooks away from prying eyes
by now. Thinking about it, a stepladder wasn'tlyethle latest thing in state-of-the-



art security systems.

"Spike. Last time I'm asking. What's the spell?"

Spike studiously avoided his gaze.

"If you don't tell me by the time | count to fivian calling Giles," Xander said. "Or
possibly just manhandling you out the door. | haveacided yet." He stood up, but
Spike refused to look at him. "One." He crossedrtioen and picked up the phone.
"Two."

"Xander, you're being childish."

"Three."

"Now you're just being a git."

"Four." Xander started to dial Giles' number. Spellited emergencies totally
excused middle-of-the-night phone calls, even ifMasn't entirely sure that Giles
would share his definition of 'emergency'. "Fi--"

Faster than he could even begin to process, Spidgiabbed the phone out of his
hand and slammed it back in the cradle. Xandei togump out of Spike's
personal space, but only succeeded in colliding tine wall behind him. Rubbing
furiously at the bump on the back of his head, laged at Spike, who was glaring
right back at him.

"l told you," Spike said. "It's no big deal.”

"Yeah? Tell that to my head," Xander said, and ghedoump a last rub for good
measure.

"l thought that's what | was doing, you stupid prat
"Spike, what does the spell do?"

"None of your business," Spike said, poking ongdinvery solidly in the middle of



Xander's chest. "So just keep your nose out andéetide out here 'til it goes
away, there's a good boy."

The contact pushed Xander over the edge into regra"No. What's the spell
for?"

The finger poked again. "Nothing."

Xander grabbed Spike's finger in his fist, andqulit to one side. Spike just used
his other hand and resumed poking. So Xander gcatiiae one, too, leaving them
face-to-face, well within easy snarling distance.

Why did Spike have to be so unendingly infuriatiignder wondered, for what
felt like the millionth time. Surely it wasn't na&l for one person to have such an
endless capacity for irritating others.

Xander really was too tired for this level of buils He felt hot and kind of achy all
over. Maybe he was coming down with something. Nold that was all Spike's
fault too. Stupid vampire with his stupid vampiaotes. Although, Xander
allowed, he had been working a lot of extra shigtently to save up for that new
cable package, and he'd long thought that deliggrinza to people he used to go to
school with was slowly sucking his will to live otiitrough his ears. Maybe that was
it. Or, he thought with a sudden touch of panicylbesthis was the spell
manifesting itself. Xander swore to himself thait ifurned out to be another
magical butt-monkey interlude then he was readlgly going to stake Spike this
time. Just on principle. Or at the very least jah tith an entire box of toothpicks.
Xander was sick and tired of getting all the fulmatha spells cast on him.

"l swear to whatever god you happen to believama every last one of his
underlings,” Xander said, feeling stupid as he thedswith his hold on Spike's
fingers. "I'm going to punch you in the face yoyat don't tell me."

"How're you gonna do that?" Spike smirked. "You'tkat go."
“I'll... I'll..." Xander couldn't remember the lagne he'd been so infuriated. If

punching was out, then he was going to use whatesapons were available to
him, and nothing says, "l hate you," like a heatt-tuthe face. He'd never head-



butted anyone before, but he was determined toighis very best shot.

So the kissing thing came as something of a s@pris

Xander grabbed Spike's face and kissed him. Kissadike a man kisses a
woman. Kissed him like the hero kisses the githatend of the movie. Kissed him
like a bi-curious man kisses a very hot and vetiingi male-type vampire. Kissed
him like Xander had never, ever imagined himsedgkig Spike.

Well, okay, there'd been that one time when Wilgpt the Horny Goat Weed
mixed up with the African Dream Root for that clesny meditation spell they'd
had to do after that demon invaded their dreantstithe, butapart from that...?
Nope. Nuh uh. Not once. Never.

But right here, right now, it was happening. Th&es no denying it. He was
kissing Spike. There were tongues and teeth and &w®uple of greedy little
groans that Xander hoped desperately weren't cofronghim.

Just as suddenly, he tore himself away, utterlyifne.

"Bugger," Spike said, shocked into stillness. "Thairn it."

Xander clapped a hand over his mouth. "Is thatthat the spell?" he asked, a little
muffled.

"Give the man a cigar. It's a good one, don't yoakt? Just the thing to keep me on
my toes."

Xander's skin prickled. He could feel it in his lpcdhe inside of his elbows, the
backs of his knees. A coal of unrest smouldergfienpit of his stomach. "Fuck.
What just-- Buh. Did |--? OHuck"

"Bombastic chap, aren't you."

"This was not what | had planned for my evening."



"You and me both."

"You-- You're an idiot." Xander pointed right ati&g every muscle tensed and
shaking.

"Hey! I'm no idiot."

Xander's righteous indignation was rapidly gathgesteam. "You let this happen.”
"I did not! Was just sitting there minding my owadiness. Dawn's the idiot. Or
maybe Giles. Hell, the bloody whole lot of them éantinually messing with magic
they don't understand. But not me. I'm no idiot."

"You came here. You knew what would happen andcgue here anyway."

"l didn't think you'd be here."

"I live here! Where did you think I'd be?"

"You think I plannedfor this?" Spike asked, looking indignant. "I'netwronged
party here, mate. It wasn't my spell. | would hbeen a tad more careful."

"Ha! Don't talk to me about love spells. | wrote thook on love spells. They never
end well."

"This isn't a love spell! | told you. Dawn got sowiethe words wrong. Giles said it
was little more than a..." Spike waved his hangaapntly lost for words. He cast a
sidelong glance at Xander. "A lust spell," he sa8houldn't last but a day or so."

"A lust spell?" Xander squeaked.
"Minor one," Spike said, looking unconcerned. "Oaiyplifies what's already
there." He held up his finger and thumb, about &alinch apart. "Teeny.

Practically insignificant."

"What?Whae It...what? And you caméere?"



Spike shrugged. "Seemed like the thing to do atithe."

With a little jolt, Xander realised that he'd beeatching Spike's lips move as he
talked. This was awful. This was worse than awfhis was a car crash. A car
crash of lips. Xander's chest heaved with the effot to just lean in and take what
the magic in his head was telling him he wantedkiiaw for a fact that kissing
would be at least easier than this calamity ofravecsation, but no, he couldn't. He
shouldn't. He wouldn't. Kissing Spike was wrong &ad and wrong. And bad.
Xander was better than that.

Except it was so damn hard not to give in. The agele well and truly stacked
against him. Xander had eyes. Spike had always &eeoyingly pretty, for a guy,
but Xander had never really let himslelbk before. In fact, Spike ticked a lot of
Xander's boxes.

He was ridiculously good-looking. Tick.

He was a self-confessed Angel-hater. Tick.

He didn't seem overly opposed to the idea of suckane with Xander, even if
magic was making their decisions for them. Tick.

They were completely ill-suited to be seen togethgolite society. Tick.
He ordinarily wouldn't look twice at Xander. Tick.

He had alienated all of Xander's closest friendsk.T

He reinforced Xander's status as a demon-magrei. Ti

He had the bickering thingown Tick.

He annoyed Xander beyond the capacity for ratidmalght. Ticked, double-
ticked, and triple-ticked.

But Xander couldn't go there. He just couldn't.dgaldn't let himself give in to
this. He hardly had the best track record withdheices he'd made in the past with



females. He hadn't exactly felt the need to dothdeamount of potentially
disastrous hook-ups by widening the field to ineluxales. And yet there he was.
Staring at Spike and feeling that undeniable lowxddickle. It was the strangest
sensation, knowing it was Spike's mouth, Spikelslichat he was craving, and yet
he wasn't running a mile in the opposite directidanderwanted He wanted so
badly he was dizzy with it.

"| can't believe this," he said.

"Believe it," Spike said, backing away slowly. “$hone really takes the biscuit.
Still. No harm, no foul, hey?"

Xander followed like he was being pulled along onravisible string, heavy-
limbed and stunned. He tripped over the trailinff otihis jeans and turned his
little stumble into a lunge, catching Spike off-giiagrabbing the front of his shirt
and pulling him in close. He licked his lips, tastiSpike, and shook his head,
trying to clear it, for all the good it did. "Hovan it make me want something |
don't want?"

"Magic," Spike said simply, and shrugged, leaniagkout of Xander's grip, but he
didn't go far. He was peering at Xander, watchimg tarefully.

Xander stared at Spike's mouth, hypnotised. "Magie murmured, and moved in.

Spike didn't fight it. He let Xander kiss him, muth slack at first, but when
Xander bit on his lip, Spike made a startled lititese and quickly got with the
program. His hands ended up on Xander's hips, $mnmgeKander was doing his
damnedest not to notice.

Spike's lips were surprisingly soft and they tasleelwood-smoke and coffee,
information Xander had never expected to be ing&msen of. They kissed a little
more slowly this time, and Xander knew there wagsahly way it should have
felt that good. He wanted to fight it, but havingil& pressed up against him like
that felt saright. He hated himself for not being stronger, hatedsiell for having
this effect on him, hated Spike for being a regtiypdkisser, and even hated Dawn
a little bit for being so careless. The kiss endauhused -- without anyone being
forced away, and Xander just let himself hangbaises heavy, everything



soporific and kind of fascinating even as it wagrttughly freaking him out.

Spike was eyeing him strangely, which, Xander scggke was not entirely
unwarranted.

"Huh," Spike said, and licked his lips. "That'sairgsting."
"What's interesting?"
"Did | say interesting? | meant unsettling."

"You're such a pig. I'm going to have to fumigatglips. Did it really get the
others like this, too?"

"Oh, they fought it, but eventually they all goband to having a go. Had to take
turns pulling each other off." Spike frowned. "MRalling each other off me."

Xander twisted up his face. "l got that, thanks.aiMmappened exactly?"

"Put it this way, Rupert's not going to be comfblésaround me for a good long
while."

"God. And the others?"

Spike sucked in a breath. "Well. Willow and Taraymaed couples therapy,
although who knows, it might have been an eye-apeméhem. And Buffy...
Well. She's an old hand at this. Probably be jost'f Spike curled his lip with
obvious distaste. "Get Willow to whip up a bumpatdh of cookies. Right as rain
in no time. We managed to hold Dawn off before atnddd jump me. Don't think
any of us could have coped with that."

"Small mercies."
"Thank God for 'em." Spike pushed back his shosld&nyway. Once they'd all

got it out of their systems, | made myself scarbdernthey were all bickering over
what to do with me, and | headed over here."



"So what you're saying is..."

"Another in a long line of botched spells. Everysrfae, least of all me, and it
should all go back to normal pretty soon."

"Except for..."

They both glanced down to see Xander's hands fatdtie front of Spike's shirt.
"Except for that, yeah," Spike said. His expres&iarely flickered, but Xander got
the distinct impression there was a hint of amusgmmxed in there somewhere.
"With just you and me here..."

"Shit. No one to intervene."

"Look. It's okay. I'll steer you right."

"What"

"I said I'll--"

"But how can you?"

"l just meant | wouldn't let things go too far."i&@rolled his eyes dramatically.
"Your virtue is safe with me."

Xander experienced a horrible pang of what he'dchalgoholics referred to as a
'moment of clarity'. "You mean you don't have thens urge?"

"What urge?"

"You don't feel like you have to, uh." Xander swaled and felt his cheeks heat.
"Like you have to reciprocate? You don't feel 'l fall apart if you don't?"

There was a split-second of something that lookeddonfusion on Spike's face,
then the amusement was back in force. He stuckisutottom lip in thought, and it
took every ounce of determination Xander possesettb lean in and suck on it.



"No more than usual."
"What"
"Look, | said I'd be a stand-up guy. What more do want?"

"But you're... you're just you. You're not evereatéd by this. It's all on me. Fuck!"
Using reserves of willpower Xander had no clue tlepossessed, he pushed away
from Spike, and went and stood behind the coudpping it 'til his knuckles were
bone-white. The physical barrier between them wasglaome reprieve.

"Xander, what the hell are you talking about?"

"I mean that I'm the one wrapped around you likaader-blanket and you're just
letting me!"

Spike just stood there, looking puzzled, as thaxighder had asked him a riddle
with no discernable answer. "Well, yeah," he safau're a nice bit of stuff.
What's the harm?"

"What's the--?" The English language, for all itérigs and idiosyncrasies, had
seldom deserted Xander quite so completely. Witheaiising it, he abandoned the
safety of his couch and strode towards Spike,isis €lenched, blood pounding.
"What's theharnt?"

"Yeah. What's the harm?"

"You're enjoyingthis."

"Of course I'm enjoying this."

"But... why?" Xander asked. And just how, he wanted to knagvSihike manage to
swagger quite so much when he was standing still?

Spike slanted his gaze away, then back again. idbagassed, Xander noted with
irritation, but simply considering the questionoPably thinking about how he
could squeeze every last drop of man-loving fromtiaterosexual stone formerly



known as Xander.
"Why not?" Spike said simply.

Xander realised dimly that they had begun circbng another. Several feet and a
crappy coffee table separated them, but there wig$igite sense of stalking in the
air. Spike smirked, ever the casual hunter.

"Fine," Xander said. "You know what? Fine. | giye'UWith agitated hands, he

pulled his shirt over his head, balled it up angbéal it away. He stood with his
arms spread in offering. "You want to do this. £el it."

Spike just stood there. Looking. Not doing.

"What?" Xander snapped. "What are you staringat,lgech?"

"You're pretty when you're naked. Who knew."

Xander blanched. He should have known better thdrytreverse psychology on a
vampire. If, in fact, that's what this little shigmoving experiment was. Because if
it wasn't reverse psychology, then it was somethkiag. And if it was something
else, then Xander just didn't want to know. Becdahaewould involve thought.

And thought led to fear, fear led to anger, andaag@ptly anger led to sticking his
tongue down Spike's throat.

Gah he thought succinctifpouble gah with a side order of wah.

"You know, you always do this," Xander said, a #ut®f panic running through his
words.

"Do what?"
"Cheat when we go head-to-head."
Spike grinned, never taking his eyes from Xandes'be stepped up onto the coffee

table and down off the other side. He hooked Imigdts over the loose waistband of
Xander's jeans, and heaved him close. It lookedH#&d barely twitched his



fingers, but Xander was nearly yanked off his féditthe air left Xander's lungs in
a shuddering gasp when he was brought flush umsig@pike's body. The backs of
Spike's fingers were cool against the heat of imsXander noted absently,
resolutely trying not to press into it when Spikd &is hand around to rest on the
small of Xander's back.

"We've never been head-to-head, pet," Spike mumhagparently distracted by
the sight of Xander's skin. He hollowed his che@kgntly watching the progress
of his hand running up over Xander's stomach techest. He dragged the heel of
his hand over Xander's nipple, and kept going, remdis leisurely trail with his
fingertips on Xander's neck. His thumb stroked gltre line of Xander's jaw, and
brushed the corner of Xander's mouth. Spike looktdXander's eyes as he tilted
his head, and followed it up with a lazy, pornodmasmile. "But if you fancy a

go...
This close to Spike, Xander felt smaller, like Sgskmere presence was swamping

him. His muscles tightened in a desperate bid telgser, or perhaps to recoil. He
wasn't entirely sure which.

"Gross, Spike," he said, his voice a whisper. "¥egb gross."

"You love it."

"Asshole."

"Prude.”

"Bloodsucker."

"Kiss me again." Spike's smile was nothing morathavicked little suggestion,

but it was so right and so wrong that Xander wandeitipper-slap it right off his
face. He was thrown off-balance by Spike trailingpal touch down to the buttons
of his jeans, inexplicably leaving heat in his waBpike's mouth opened in a silent
little "ah" when he thumbed open the top buttord ander's jeans slipped an inch

or so down over his hips.

"No, | shouldn't. We can't. We--"



"Xander," Spike purred, actualpurred that sneaky, purring, undead bastard.
“Live a little, would you?"

Xander only just had time to let out a sound, nahanper exactly, just a soft little
soundbefore Spike was kissing him again. And it wa®adikiss. A really, really
good kiss. Deep and hot and edging towards gedtiitje frantic. The kind of kiss
that opened the door to other deep, hot, frantigghthat two bodies could
conceivably do together. It was all kissing noiaed grabbing hands, both of them
with their eyes closed, getting completely caughtruwhat they were doing. Spike
fisted his hand in Xander's hair, keeping him wsel moving him exactly where
Spike wanted him. Xander would have complained ahtbthe manhandling, but
his mouth was busy, and he was preoccupied withgny get his hands under
Spike's shirts to all that cool, hard muscle undatin.

"Here's the thing," Xander said, before he evehsehhe was going to speak.

"Oh, good." Spike didn't sound overly impressed,dlso, Xander couldn't help
noticing, didn't exactly stop kissing him eitheivldre talking," he said into
Xander's mouth, chasing the words with his tongiigst what we need."

"I, uhnf. | really want to have the sex."

"M'flattered." Spike chose to punctuate his bittghlittle sentence by scratching
blunt nails over the soft curve of Xander's assyisble above where his jeans
were valiantly clinging to his hips.

"I didn't say with you. | just really want to hatlee sex. Y'know... generally. I'm --
oh, god, unn-yeah, there -- I've... I've only ddrance, but it was with Faith, and it
was nearly an out-of-body experience, you know?"

"You lost it to the naughty Slayer? You?" Spikevdigack a little, his teeth sliding
off Xander's slick lower lip. He nodded slowly, isig Xander up like it was the first
time he'd ever really seen him.

"l just need you to know something," Xander saBkcause there may be magic
happening here -- and | mean that in the veryditeense -- but | don't think I'm



strong enough to say no right now. Even thougtoukh Do you know what that's
like?"

"Saying no? Not so much. I'm more of an instantification sort of a bloke."
Spike leered as he slap-squeezed Xander's assavedl mm for another kiss.

"Can you listen to what I'm saying for one second®ider didn't mean to sound so
petulant, but his voice betrayed him.

Spike didn't make a joke. Didn't insult Xander®ligence. Only stood there,
looking perhaps a little bored, but like he migbtually be taking Xander seriously
for once. And really, that was when Xander showadehknown that he was in
trouble.

"What is it you need me to know?" Spike asked.
"I've never... With a guy. I've never. Anything. &t."

"Oh," Spike said, his face breaking into an absolufitlyy smile as understanding
dawned. "Well, you've come to the right vampire."

They were walking, Xander realised. At least, Spilkes walking and steering
Xander where he wanted him. The washer-dryer hitdéas ass, making him grunt
at the connection. His whole body tensed when Skl right on coming,
stepping in close, shoving a thigh between Xandesy's and snugging their hips
together, reminding Xander that there was moraiwlittle encounter than just
Kissing.

Xander swallowed, feeling Spike pressed hard agdestive against his hip, and
said in a small voice, "You know the bed's righ¢iothere."

Spike raised an imperious eyebrow. "Oh, we'll peté."

He grinned with the tip of his tongue just visibletween his teeth, as he tugged at
Xander's fly, the buttons popping open, one by Xamder's cock slapped up
against his stomach, letting them both know just happy it was to finally be
getting a little attention.



"Look at that," Spike breathed. "Pretty all over."

Xander couldn't take it. They were so close, oh&/dpace of breaths between
them, and it was really happening. The sex thinth @ man, with Spike, it was
really happening. So he closed his eyes. He wasaweare that it was only his
weight leaning up against the washer that was kedpis jeans up. He hadn't
bothered with underwear after his shower, so ifoeed at all this would leave
him very naked indeed, and seeing as Spike hadllyitayed fully-clothed so far,
this hardly seemed fair.

Xander kept very still when Spike touched him, $fsilgrip too loose on his cock,
light enough to be cruel. Xander's hands were laehim, gamely attempting to get
a grip on the shiny white surface of the washingm@e. He bit on his lip, and just
tried not to do anything embarrassing like trendslgroan or possibly come all
over Spike before they'd even really done anythitegwas kind of at a loss for
what to do. If he'd ever given any serious thoughwhat it would be like to be
naked and horny and in Spike's arms, this wasmithesd thought it would go
down.

He thought there'd be, well, depravity. Every pdrahé in the book. A lot of
swearing and grunting and biting. Plenty of degtiatiaand ugly rutting. Maybe
some hair-pulling and name-calling. Possibly theastonal query on the subject of
Xander's paternal lineage.

Not this.

"Xander," Spike murmured, and Xander could fealgainst his lips. "Xander.
Open your eyes."

Xander nudged forward instead, because kissingaivasys easier than talking. He
kept his eyes tightly shut, reaching blindly fondholds on Spike's shirt, anything
that he could get his hands on and grip.

Spike was moving his hand, twisting his wrist oa tipstroke, making Xander feel
it everywhere. It made Xander's knees go weak.gteasl his legs a little further,
his thighs tensed, planting his feet on the gro@pidke made a noise of approval,



then there was another sharp tug at Xander's &iykhis jeans disappeared.
Xander gasped, and opened his eyes to the si@piké pulling his shirts off over
his head, the silver chain around his neck gettangght on his chin. Spike tossed
his shirts onto the washer behind Xander and pushmedip onto them, ignoring
Xander's yelp of indignation. Xander slid backwamdy to have Spike grab
behind his knees and drag him forwards again.

Xander tried to struggle away. He wanted to clasdhighs, wanted to get Spike
the hell out of there, because he was way too apdrexposed like this. He wanted
to be the one doing the lifting and the grabbingd @e pushing, but Spike was right
there, all that distracting pale skin, and his fagkcollarbone that Xander couldn't
stop touching, just wanted to lower his head laitel Spike's skin was soft and
cool, too delicate for a vampire, although Xandasmit really sure what else he'd
been expecting: sharkskin or leather, somethingrokbmething tougher,
something... else. He wanted his teeth on Spikeis sucking and biting, raising
stolen blood to the surface, leaving mouth-shapatsés behind. Spike was
grabbing at him again, his head thrown back, hes &osed, letting Xander do
whatever he wanted. His hips were humping up agXiasder, the side of the
machine, anywhere Spike could get a little friction

There was a loud metallic thud of Spike's booirugtthe side of the machine, and it
seemed to wake him up. He got his hands on Xana&s,spulling him forward,

right to the edge of the washer. Xander was doiadpést to figure out the intricate
complexities of Spike's belt buckle, but it wasdkof difficult when Spike was
jerking him off and kissing him like that, hot ankssy, sucking on Xander's
tongue, biting at his jaw.

Spike's belt finally gave up the ghost, and Xarstheived Spike's jeans down over
his hips. Spike hissed and broke their kiss.

"Watch the goods, mate."

Xander glanced down and saw that Spike hadn't weanng any underwear
either. It seemed to be the night for it.

"Sorry, sorry," Xander said, caught suddenly inway Spike was looking at him,
open and apparently honest for once. "Are you dkay?



"I'll live." The corner of Spike's mouth quirkedtana tiny smile. "Or, y'know. Not."

Xander opened his mouth to reply -- thinking tiesre was a whole lot of naked
vampire standing in front of him, ready for theitak all Xander had to do was
reach out and take -- but instead ended up sud¢kiadhuge lungful of air when
Spike slid two fingers behind his balls, pressipgand teasing, boldly going where
no man, woman, or dastardly creature of the nighitdone before.

"Whoa, nelly!" Xander grabbed at Spike's wristtmpshim. Spike held still, but
didn't let Xander pull his hand away.

"Easy," Spike said, his lips moving against Xargdgw, his voice little more than a
quiet rumble, low in his chest. "Make it good, Xand will. You'll see. S'like
nothing on earth."

Xander couldn't explain himself. It was stupid,lised.ike saying the words would
be even more intimate that this terrible-awful-amgzhing that Spike was doing
to him.

"Can't," he said, his eyes screwed tightly shig,hH@ad bowed almost to Spike's
shoulder. "Can't."

"Sure you can," Spike said, his other hand strokiagder's thigh, petting the
trembling muscle, distracting him. "Sure you can."

Xander let go of Spike's wrist. He turned his fate Spike's throat, hiding there as
he tried his best to relax into it, just a lithescause maybe he could do this. Maybe
it wasn't so bad. Spike didn't seem to be pushirteiwas just circling, teasing,
ghosting over the sensitive skin. It felt weird mdnan anything else, bizarre and
kind of gross to have anyone touching him thereadéa thought maybe he could
ride it out. No point in having the big gay freakt @t this late stage just because
somebody had touched his ass. If he diverted $patntion to other, more
pressing issues, like that excellent handjob thivag had been happening, or maybe
even blowjobs -- he could definitely handle gettanglowjob -- then they could
shake hands afterwards and everyone could parieasl$.



Or temporarily muzzled mortal enemies. Whateverkeadr

Then Spike disappeared, and Xander nearly felhaffedge of the washer. Xander
could only stare as Spike did an awkward shuffleegaacross the room, hobbled
by his jeans around his ankles, kicking off histisas he went.

This was worse than anything else. To be left thremne and shaking, harder than
he'd been in a long, long tinthjs was the last straw. This was--

Spike reappeared, surging up against Xander tahkissgain, a cool hand on the
back of Xander's neck. This time when Spike toudhied his fingers were cold
and slippery, and it made Xander jump. Spike muedwoft little words into
Xander's mouth, making Xander wonder where a pdikerspike had learned to
treat someone like this, calming them, taking imeetover it, making them feel
reassured, even when Spike was doing somethinigasiag as -- oh god, oh god,
oh god-- sliding a finger inside Xander.

It was weird and it was wrong, and this was noaa that should be used for sex,
but felt weirdly... okay. It waskay, he was doing this, and it was okay. Spike kept
kissing him, keeping murmuring sweet, filthy littleings as he added another
finger, scissoring and stretching, and it was ekhy.

Things suddenly got a whole lot better than okagmnwBpike touched something
inside that made Xander throw his head back ang, g&aring blindly at the
ceiling. Pleasure sparked deep inside, stealingreiath, and making him push up
against Spike's hand. Spike was jacking him offragamaddening push-pull,
making Xander roll his hips and fuck up into iteexthing hot and hazy, a sweet
little rhythm that was clearly designed to drivenharazy.

It took Xander a second to realise that Spike wasathing him anymore. There
were no hands touching him in those new and iniegeplaces where Xander was
just getting used to having hands touching him.d$anere good. Hands were
awesome. Fingers were even better. Fingers readigled to go back to what
fingers had been doing a second ago.

Xander inched closer to the edge of the machigmgito get his point across
without actually having to say the words. Spikeagred and mouthed at Xander's



throat.

"Tilt your hips for me," he was saying. "Yeah. Liteat. That's it."

Xander let out an embarrassing sound when Spikels mudged up against him,
huge and impossible, making Xander's body clenth wnexpected want. Spike
reached between them, rubbing the head of his aeekthe opening to Xander's
body until Xander was pushing back against himinlgat and loving it, wanting it
so bad he had to bite on his lip to stop from begdor it.

Spike nudged again, and a shocking little thrdiv&lled through Xander's body as
this time Spike slippethside Xander went very still as Spike filled him withe
long, relentless, friction-hot push. Spike didldvg, letting Xander feel it, get used
to it, not stopping until he bottomed out. Spikeded shocked, his eyes wide and
glassy, his mouth hanging open.

Xander gritted his teeth and tried to breathejrrgstis forehead against Spike's.
"I'm going to fucking kill you when we're done hgrbe gasped.

Spike snorted. "When we're done here and you\eianmed the use of your gangling
great limbs, you can kiss my fucking toes in aptéan for giving you the ride of
your life, you ungrateful whelp."

"Modesty is one of your most attractive qualiti8pjke. | ever tell you that?"
"Right. That was before you'd seen me naked."

"Yeah, because that's really--"

Spike drew out an inch or so and pushed back ind&awas pretty sure Spike did
it just to shut him up.

"That's what | thought,” Spike muttered, and didgain, watching Xander's face
intently.

Xander wrapped his legs around Spike's waist addhimself it was just for



balance.

Spike still had one hand gripping his hip, tighbegh to bruise, the other was
stroking over Xander's skin, smoothing down thegtkrof his spine, pinching his
nipple. He found Xander's cock again, his thumbbnudp under the head, making
Xander moan, a long, drawn out, needy sound théiSpake crowding up against
him, his hips working, keeping it slow and easy.

Xander kissed him, had to do it, because he wasydor the full body experience
here, no half measures, his hands on Spike's isetiumbs sweeping under high
cheekbones, smoothing away Spike's frown of conago.

"Relax for me, Xander," Spike said, low and persciat me give it to you."

Xander nodded raggedly, because Spike really needsdp holding back, like
now. Apparently Spike agreed, drawing out far enoungtt fust the head of his cock
was holding Xander open, obscene and tantalidag pushed back inside, his
slick fingers sliding down the length of Xandergk in time with his thrusts.

It hurt a little, and Xander felt awkward as h&tklthis, too heavy, too many limbs
to have to try and deal with right now, but it vgeeod. It was driving Xander crazy
with the slow, sweet friction of it; his arms shadsias he fought to hold himself up,
giving him a little leverage so he could push bagkinst Spike.

Then the unthinkable happened. Spike got his hander Xander's ass apttked
him up walking them over to the bed. Xander was outragiedwas emasculated.
In fact, he would have made a huge fuss aboutaply the change of position
hadn't driven Spike's cock even deeper, rubbingragthat brilliant spot inside
Xander that made his vision white out. He'd habedeilf for it later, but right at that
moment, it was all he could do to hold on and erl&yride.

Xander's back hit the mattress, and Spike was grgwler him, pushing Xander's
knee to his chest and thrusting deep, giving hienftii length every time, no more
holding back. He angled his hips up and in, over @ver, a constant thrum of
burning heat and sparking pleasure, and it wasaalder could do to stay with him.
The two of them were working together now, findthgir rhythm, Xander's hips
pushing up to meet him every time.



Spike didn't even have to touch him again. Xandehed up off the mattress when
he came, a rush of heat and light, his orgasm slaghthrough him. He turned his
face into the sheets, embarrassed and freefalliyigg not to hear the broken-off
sob that came from his own throat.

Spike swore, his hips stuttering, and thrust halbaen more times before he was
coming too, a strange, alien rush spreading insat&ler, bizarre and awful and so
fucking hot that Xander's dick twitched, valiantlying to muster up the energy for
round two.

Spike slumped forward, his forehead on Xander'silsleo, breathing slow and
steady in contrast to Xander's heaving chest. Spiked his face to press a kiss to
Xander's sweaty throat, sliding a hand down to Xaisdip to hold and squeeze
gently as he pulled out. It hurt, and everythinggeollen and wrong. There was a
whole new level of messy-gross-ick-ick-ick to degh every time Xander moved,
and there was no way he was ever supposed to bavihee of his own asshole, but
at the same time, he felt too empty, too exposee Spike belonged between his
thighs.

Maybe, Xander figured, there was something towhsle anal sex thing after all.

Spike patted his hip a couple of times, which wadlypcomforting, and slumped
over to one side, sprawling out on the disastea Hrat was Xander's bed.

They lay there in relative silence for a whilerstg at the ceiling, until Xander's
breathing evened out, and he was able to get ¢sstétework enough to straighten
them, despite vigorous and varied complaints frisrabused muscles.

Xander eventually worked up the courage to be hrawe turned his head just
enough that he could see Spike's nose, mouth, amafohis chin above the curve
of his shoulder.

"Think that was enough?" he asked, his voice alreedged shadow of its former
self. "Think the spell's broken?"

Spike lifted his head from the pillow, looking bifgand fucked-out, his hair



sticking up in riotous gelled tufts all over hisade "I'd say it's done with us."

"Good," Xander said, and passed out.

~kk kK

It wasn't until afterwards that Xander startedunfortunate habit of watching
Spike.

He watched Spike eat cereal in front of the tinyim\Giles' living room, the
frosted flakes floating in a pool of red, alwayshné running commentary on
whatever was showing. He watched Spike fight demdren Spike deigned to
patrol with them, a deadly dance of fists and leatind gravity-defying high kicks,
only to end the night by saying something stupid annoying enough to make
Buffy punch him on the nose, then storm off withawvord of thanks for his help.
He watched Spike talk with Dawn, their heads bentspiratorially over the table at
the back of the Magic Box, Spike no doubt corruptier with tales of his glory
days. He watched Spike read occasionally; Spike's & frown, then a grin, then a
grimace, like he was acting out the words he raaule his head, disagreeing with
most of them. Even in this silent pastime Spike aagctive participant.

Xander did it carefully, subtly. Like a ninja. @, least, like a ninja who got
halfway through ninja training school, before drmggpout and getting a job as a
sushi delivery boy. The last thing on earth he wdnvas for Spike to realise what
he was doing. He knew that before The Incidentalvould have got from Spike
would be a teasing sneer, maybe a lewd commentflastaof raucous anger at the
intrusion. But now? Now it would be worse.

Because he was pretty sure that Spike was wat¢imngoo.

~kk kK

Xander was daydreaming in the Magic Box, only iswiore like daymaring, or
day-nightmaring, or possibly just maring. Whatetver hell it was called when his



worst fears and his deepest, darkest secrets Wére @uld think about in the
middle of the day, in a public place, when he waspesed to be helping with
research on his day off, because he was a goodagdythat's what good guys did.
Good guys didn't let their minds wander to dirtigh¥, smutty sex thoughts about
evil, bad guy vampires, because that wasn't thd gogs' style.

Except that was all a big, fat lie, and Xander kite\Because try as he might, he
couldn't stop thinking about Spike. He was sit@ighe table in the Magic Box, his
chin on his fist, staring off into space and thimkabout Spike. This much he could
admit, if only to himself.

Today's obsession was Spike's skin, and all trosdy words that went along with
it, like lickable, biteable, and best of duisable The thought of all those dark
little smudges on Spike's skin that Xander hadiperte did crazy things to Xander's
insides.

Yesterday, it had been Spike's hands: his longaelkefingers. The day before that
the long line of lean muscle that ran down theidetsf Spike's thigh from his hip
to his knee. The day before that the way SpikeHaata thing about biting on
Xander's lip and grabbing at his hair when theysddd.

But today it was skin. He couldn't stop thinkingpabSpike's pale skin, the way it
was so cool and smooth, soft over hard muscle wi#tyeXander had felt hot and
sweaty in comparison, like he'd get Spike grublheitouched him.

He couldn't help himself. He was sure that to aayyldéss passerby he looked like he
was doing some incredibly complex mental arithmédidid his head was filled with
thoughts of naked vampire. His knee bounced retylesnd hidden under the table
he was halfway to hard, and he just couldn't siopsélf.

"Oh, god. You're thinking about it, aren't you?"fuasked, breaking into his
rumination.

Xander jumped, pulling off an impressive spazz-fiaanoeuvre, knocking over his
empty coffee mug in the process. "What? Thinkih@?He grinned awkwardly,
and draped an arm inelegantly over his lap, jerkiisgchair closer to the table.



"Spike," Buffy said, grabbing the spinning mug brefd could fall off the edge of
the table. "That stupid spell."

"No! What? No. Definitely not. No thinking. | wouldever even--" He glanced
around and leaned in. "What did he tell you?" lssdul through his teeth.

"He didn't have to tell me anything. It just hapgeénAnd, | mean, for once it wasn't

toe over the floor. "Stupid kissing spells. I'mligéired of magic making me think
that | desperately need to make out with Spike¢& 3¢uffing turning into kicking,
fierce enough to make Xander fear for Giles' ha@bivionish. "Stupid kissing
spells."

"Yeah," Xander agreed wholeheartedly. Then he blink couple of times. "Wait.
Kissingspell?"

"Well... yeah." Buffy looked up at him and gavatdd shrug. "You heard about it,
right? Dawn is so not getting her allowance fde lia month."

"Yes," Xander nodded. "Dawnie's a bad, bad gire"tlted his head, and tried not
to look pained. "Kissing spell?"

Buffy nodded. "We all wanted to kiss Spike. It viatally embarrassing. Even...
ugh." She looked like she'd swallowed somethingeagant. "Xander, | had to
watch Giles kissing Spike. Giles! And..." She loggeher voice. "At the time all |
could think was it was really unfair that he gogtfirst. Do you have any idea
what that was like?"

"I'm really trying not to," Xander said.
"You're so lucky you weren't there, Xander."

"Yeah. I'm lucky. Overdue for that lottery win. Came go back to the fact that it
was akissingspell now, please?"

Buffy widened her eyes. "l know. Can yonagineif Dawn had got the
pronunciation right? Eesch. Really trying not tmkhabout that one."



"So it was for kissing. Just for kissing. Only kigg?"

"Yeah," Buffy said. "One kiss and boom, out of ysystem, thank god. Make with
the kissy, and spell over. Mildly embarrassing.allgtdisgusting. Everybody
moves through the three documented stages of deaith macking on Spike:
horror, revulsion, and repression." She sighedgawe a dramatic little shudder,
then turned her frown upside down for Xander's beri8ig relief things didn't get
any worse, huh?"

"Oh, yeah," Xander croaked. "Huge. Massive. Mamnioth

~kk kK

Xander had had the conversation in his head so itiaeg, that when he walked
out of his bathroom a week later, towelling hisrlthy, and saw Spike on his knees
with his hand stuck down the back of the coucls time he was ready for him.

Spike saw him coming, and kept on searching theltgoulling out an unopened
bag of Cheetos, an empty beer bottle, a sock, lmdemote control in quick
succession, examining each item with mild disge$bte tossing it over his
shoulder. He watched Xander watching him, and sdarompletely oblivious to
the implications of Xander's folded-arms-foot-tagpcombo.

"So," Xander said, when he'd had enough of Spikataint disregard for his
presence. "l had an interesting conversation witfiyB'

"Yeah?" Spike said, sounding bored. His expressraghtened as he reached even
further into the couch, fished around for a momant pulled out his lighter with a
triumphant grin.

"She told me," Xander said, as Spike hopped ligiatlgis feet and stuck the lighter
in his pocket.

"Told you what?"



"About the spell."

"What spell? This is Sunnydale, after all. You'oeng to have to narrow it down
for me."

"Spike. The spellThespell. The one that made us..." He gestured badKath
between them, and glanced over at the washer-dryer.

Spike looked confused for a second, then followaddér's line of sight. His face
lit up with an arrogant grin. "Oh," he said:Hatspell. Right you are."

This conversation really wasn't going accordinglam.
"l want to know what you did to me," Xander said.

Spike pouted his lips, looking irritatingly smu@Vbuld've thought that much was
obvious."

"No," Xander said, pulling a face. "No, | want todw what whammy you put on
me to make me... y'’know."

"Oh, | see," Spike said slowly, his humour fadif\ye're going with the tried and
tested 'blame Spike for every bloody thing underdhin' gambit, are we? Hate to be
the bearer of bad tidings, mate, but | didn't dbiag."

"You did. You had to. Buffy said. Slsaid A kissing spell, not a lust spell, a
kissingspell. No more, no less. So what did you do to"me?

"Told you. Nothing. Sorry to break it to you, baat was the spell, Xander. One
simple kiss. Nothing more than that. One kiss amellass only. Everyone else had
their way with me and it was out of their systenouyY my friend, came back for
seconds, thirds, and fourths. | think | lost cowhen we hit fifteenths."

"That wasn't... | didn't... You said it was a laptll. You misled me."

"You wish. | may have told a little white lie, budlidn't do a single thing you didn't
want, and you know it. You were following me arodik& a dog chasing a bone. |



get it though." Spike unfurled a lazy grin. "lt'i@ll of a bone."

Xander's mouth went suddenly dry. "You are so grass1't even begin to tell
you."

"If this is your way of working up to punching medause we shagged and you
can't deal with it..." Spike spread his arms. "@Gea. Take your best shot.
Probably hurt you more than it will me."

"You knew!" Xander said. "You knew what would hap@and you came to my
house anyway. You came and you lied and you-you-You

"I told you. | didn't think you'd be here."

"That's no excuse. You could have gone and hicabyour crypt until it wore off."
"That's what | was doing." Spike shrugged. "l gotdal. You've got cable."

"So you came to my house--"

"Basement.”

"So you came to my house-basement, even thougkn@u what would happen?”
". Didn't. Think. You'd. Be. Here."

"But | was!”

"Trust me, | noticed."

"Didn't you care about what would happen if | was?"
"After the day I'd had... Not so much."

"Not so much?!"

"Hey, | didn't think it would be so bad, okay? $juidn't expect it to be so good."



This stopped Xander in his tracks. "You thoughtas good?"
"Well... yeah." Spike examined his flaking nail igbl "Didn't you?"
"I... No! It was awful! Worse than awful. It wagtidble!"

"That why you whipped your shirt off, then?"

"l never--"

Spike started walking towards him. "That why yodles up in bed with me when it
should have ended after a simple kiss?"

"Kisses are never simple."

"You know, you could just admit that you likediistead of the song and dance
routine." Spike smirked, and stepped in close, towgehis voice. "You could try it
again, if you like. Now that you're not, uh, untlez influence. See if it was a
fluke."

Xander's stomach somersaulted. He was suddenhavarxe of his hands, of how
empty they were. "You wouldn't."

"l bloody well would."

"You can't. | disallow it."

"Don't make me laugh."

"It wasn't a joke."

"You can't force the willing, mate."

"I'm unwilling. All the way without will. I'm will{ess. Really."

Spike stopped a few meagre inches short of toudhimgand Xander found it



difficult to remember to breathe. "So why aren'1 whopping me?" Spike asked,
staring right at Xander's mouth.

“I... I'm not. There isn't. Fuck, Spike."

"That's what | thought." Spike tilted his head, mmgvhis face around Xander's.
"Xander," Spike breathed. "Tell me to stop."

Xander didn't say a word as Spike closed the distéetween them and kissed
him. A feeling of oh, god, ye$inally, spiralled out through Xander's body, and he
closed his hands into fists to stop from grabbiagdfuls of Spike's duster and
dragging him closer.

There was a quiet little moment when they finallgke apart. Xander swayed,
working his lips foolishly, feeling awkward and giy all over. He still couldn't
figure out what the hell to do with his hands.

"A kissing spell?" he said quietly, staring dowrSatke's chest. "Spike, that's so
lame."

"You're telling me."

"Why did you lie about it?"

"Was just trying to get your dander up."

"Mission accomplished."

Spike chuckled, actually ducked his head and clackdnd Xander was perturbed
to discover that the dark fan of Spike's eyelastyasnst his cheek was one of the

hottest things he'd ever seen.

"I meant," Spike said, sounding amused, "l wastystg to annoy you. Freak you
out. Get under your skin, you know?" He shruggéthdught it would be funny."”

Xander nodded slowly. "Mission still very much aogaished."”



"You pillock," Spike said, almost fondly. "Had to @nd start acting like a girl
about it, didn't you?"

“I'm sure this is all very amusing to you, Spike."
"Well... yeah. We both had a bit of fun, right?

Xander shifted his weight, not meeting Spike's eyel shrugged like he didn't care
very much one way or the other.

Spike smiled. "You, ah. You want to maybe do itin@a

"[t?" Xander glanced up from under his lashes. "Yieeanjt? The it with the..." He
bobbed his head a couple of times, jerking his et waving his hand around,
pulling what he was sure were some very complexsaiggestive facial
expressions, designed to convey his complex angestige questions about
exactly how much sex the two of them were aboliaiee in the very near future.

Spike watched the whole thing with a slight frowrmiting until Xander was done.
He blinked a couple of times, and Xander wondefrathlybe something had got
lost in the translation.

"Okay," Spike said, nodding like he'd reached apartant decision. He hooked his
fingers through Xander's belt loops and tuggedihiciose. "But this time I'll let
you drive."

Xander smiled, and kissed him.

The End



