No, Not Corn!

X/S  (first part very G-last part, very NC17)

Joss’ folk.

Summary: Babyverse entry. Xander and Spike, Sunnydale’s favorite gay couple, baby-sit Willow and Giles’ three-year-old.

Note: This is years after both shows have ended. Willow and Giles are FINALLY together and Xander and Spike have found their way to each other. 

   “Who’s the cutest little girl in the world?” Spike cooed, blowing kisses to Jessie Anne Rosenberg-Giles. “You are! Yes, you are!”

   “Have you seen the diaper bag?” Xander called, from the other room.

   “Baby noogies!”

   The vampire reached over and gently rubbed his knuckles over her red head, causing her to laugh madly.

   “Spike?”

   “Uh oh, I think someone needs a tummy kiss!”

   He picked her up, placed her on the sofa, pulled her tee shirt up and began blowing on her tummy, completely ignoring the odor wafting through the air. She laughed harder.

   “Tummy kisses! Tummy kisses!” he cried, laughing himself.

   Xander poked his head around the corner and cocked a brow.

   “If you keep making her laugh like that, you’re gonna be the one changing that diaper,” he clepped. “That is, assuming the diaper bag IS found.”

   Spike looked up from the giggling child.

   “By the front door. Red left it in the car, remember Pet? She sent Rupert back in with it and he dropped it by the door.”

   “Ah, right.”

   He walked down the hallway to the front door, picked up the moon and stars bag and returned to the living room. Taking a seat, he opened the bag and removed the needed items.

   “She so needs to be using the potty chair,” he noted. “I don’t think they’re trying hard enough.”

   Spike continued playing with the girl.

   “You can’t push these things, Pet. She’ll get it in her own time.”

   “And in the mean time, I get stuck with crap patrol.”  

   “I see the big bad vampire!” Spike exclaimed, morphing into game face. Jessie laughed harder. “Grrr! I want a baby girl to eat!”

   She nearly rolled of the sofa laughing so hard.

   “Okay, little Willow, let’s get that smelly butt of yours fixed.”

   Xander extended his arms, indicating for his lover to pass Jessie to him. Spike continued to play with her.

   “Get the big bad, Lil’ Red, come on, get him!”

   “Spike.”

   She reached up, playfully grabbing the vamp’s ears.

   “Ooh! Ya got me! Ahg!” Spike cried, playing dead, his head falling back onto the sofa cushion.

   Jessie giggled like crazy and clapped her hands.

   “Now that the big bad vampire is dead, would he please hand the mini-slayer to me, so I can get her out of her crappy diaper.”

   Spike lost his demon face, sat up and looked at Xander.

   “No fun this morning, ey, luv?”

   “Fun? Fun? Oh, I had my fun. Who was the one climbing on the roof, chasing little Sabrina when she wanted to play, Wonder Woman?”

   “I wasn’t the one who introduced her to The Super Friends, Pet.”

   ‘True, but you WERE the one who taught her that, floating spell.”

   “Did not! Lil’ Red picked that up all on her own! It’s in her blood, Pet, she’s a natural.”

   “Maybe, but you encouraged it.”

   “Hey, I believe children are the future…teach them well and let them lead the way.”

   Xander rolled his eyes.

   “I am so gonna break that cd.”

   “You are bloody not! I like Whitney! Sides’, it was a gift.”

   “Yes, thank you, Dawn.”

   “Whitney! Whitney!” Jessie cried, clapping her hands.

   “Oh great,” Xander moaned. “Now see what ya did?”

   “Lil’ Red likes good music, doesn’t she?” 

   He scooped her up in his arms and she patted his face.

   “Vampire! Vampire!”

   “Ah, baby girl misses the big bad, does she?” Spike cooed, nuzzling her tummy with his head.

    Xander waved a diaper in the air.

   “Baby girl needs to be rid of her smelly pants,” he stated.

   “Here, go to Uncle Xander,” the vamp purred, handing her to the dark haired y chromo. “Let him get you changed before HE craps his pants.”

   “Hello Little Willow,” Xander cooed, kissing her cheek. “I’m going to get rid of these poopy pants and then you, my little monkey, are taking your nap.”

   He laid her down on the coffee table and began removing her diaper, a sour look on his face.

   “Nap? Why does she have to take a bleedin’ nap for?”

   “Because, Will and Giles have her on a sched-corn? You gave her corn?”

   He looked at Spike.

  “She likes it, luv.”

  “You know the rule, Spike. No corn til’ she’s potty trained!”

  “She wanted it.”

   “I want to sit her little butt on the potty, but we don’t always get what we want, do we?”

   “She’s just three, Pet.”

   “I was on the big toily when I was two and a half, mister.”

   “Well we can’t all be you, sweetness. And I’m guess…”

   His voice trailed off, when his blue eyes fell upon the floating diaper… the floating, dirty diaper. Xander turned to see what had his lover’s attention, his eyes nearly popping out of his head when he saw.

   “Jessie! No, no, put it down, sweetie…put the poopy diaper down.”

   “Uh, Pet, I’d be-“

    Xander looked at him.

    “I can handle this, baby!”

   “I was just say-“

   “Not needing your help, honey!”

   “But it’s-“

   “Shush!”

   Spike smiled. “Fine, luv, you handle it.”

   “Thank you.” He turned back to Jessie. “Okay, monkey, that’s very cute. Now put it down.”

   She giggled and turned her green eyes to Spike.

  “You heard Uncle Xander,” he said, grinning.

   She laughed, clapped her hands together and the soiled diaper fell from the air…right onto Xander’s head. 

   “Poppy head!” she joyfully chirped, clapping her hands furiously.

   Xander turned to Spike.

   “I tried to tell you, sweetheart,” the vamp purred, a huge grin on his face. “But you could handle it, remember?”

   “Get me a towel.”

   “Why don’t ya just ask Lil’ Red to float ya one in here?” Xander growled. “Ooh, later Pet, when the little one’s asleep.”

   “Spike!”

   “Oh bloody hold on,” he sighed, getting up from the sofa and heading for the bathroom.

 Xander’s brown eyes moved back to Jessie, who was giving him a patented ‘Willow special, not me’ look. 

   “Don’t even. You are bad…a bad little monkey.”

   “Jessie love Uncle Xander.”

   “Oh no, not gonna work, missy.”

   She waved a hand and the flowers from a vase that was sitting on the table came to him. He plucked them out of the air.

   “This, you can do…but ya can’t sit on the potty chair and take a dump.” She laughed. “Pretty, but I’m still very mad at you. Dropping poopy diapers on Uncle Xander’s head is a BIG no no.”

   “Here ya go, luv.” Spike tossed the towel to him, then picked Jessie up. “I’ll finish this. You take care of your new hat.”

   Xander met his eyes.

   “Once she’s asleep, your ass is mine.”

   “Ass!”

   They looked at Jessie.

   “No sweetheart,” Spike said, his eyes on hers. “That’s a naughty word. Not for pretty little ladies to say.”

   “He’s right, monkey…bad word…no say.”

   She giggled. Spike grabbed a clean diaper, the powder and a handful of wipes and went into the spare bedroom. Xander carefully removed the not so clean one from his head, wrapped it and put it in a plastic bag. Wiping his head with the towel, he got up and headed for the bathroom.

+++++2 HOURS LATER+++++(NC17 STRAIGHT AHEAD)

   “Finally, the girl’s inherited her father’s bloody insomnia.”

   Spike walked over to the bed and plopped down. Xander smiled.

   “Yeah, Giles does have that whole, can go on two hours of sleep thing, doesn’t he?”

   “Goes with the Watcher’s gig, I suppose. Bloody hell, baby girl loves to sing.”

   “Willow.”

   The vamp smiled. “She’s bleedin’ adorable, isn’t she, luv?”

   “Yeah, but she’s taken, hon. And I don’t think Giles is big on the, wife sharing.”

   Spike turned to him.

   “Not Red, ya ponce, baby girl.”

   Xander’s brow shot up.

   “Ponce?”

   Spike grinned.

   “Ponce.”

   Before he could blink, Spike found himself sprawled across the bed, face down.

   “How long has it been, honey,” Xander purred, yanking the vampire’s jeans down. “Since you had this sweet ass paddled?”

   Spike felt his cock twitch and bit back a groan.

   “Few days, right, Pet?” he answered, raising his legs so Xander could slide the jeans off.

   “Hmm.” Xander tossed them aside, reached over into the bedside table drawer and pulled out a small, leather paddle. “We so gotta fix that.”

   <SMACK!>

   “Bloody hell, luv, no warm up?”

   “You’ve been a naughty vamp, baby.” <SMACK!> “You get no warm up.” <SMACK!> “In fact…” <SMACK!> “This ass…” <SMACK!> “Is in for one…” <SMACK!> “Blistering…” <SMACK!> “Afternoon.” <SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!>

   Spike moaned, groaned and writhed on the bed, grinding his hard cock into the mattress.

   “Naughty! Naughty!” Xander baulked, laying the paddle down even harder.

   He reigned two dozen hard smacks down, creating a pale red and semi warm vampire bum. He then reached back into the drawer, grabbed the big, wooden frat paddle and a tube of lube.

   “On you hands and knees, baby,” he ordered, standing up.

   Spike did as ordered, presenting his ass to his lover. Xander growled hungrily and went back to work. He paddled his lover with a vengeance, turning the normally pale, cold flesh into a fire engine red, smoldering blaze. Spike moaned louder, groaned longer and desperately tried to get some friction on his cock. Xander grinned seeing his lover’s torment, his own cock painfully stretching his jeans. Another dozen spanks and he was ready for action.

   The paddle on the floor, he lubed his aching member well, greased his middle finger just as well and popped it into Spike’s bum.

   “Ohhh, bloody hell, luv,” the vampire groaned, spreading wider for his boy, his cock growing.

   “When I’m done with this ass, mate,” Xander cooed, pumping his finger in and out without mercy. “You’re going to be using a pillow for a month.”

   Satisfied that his lover was prepared enough, he removed his finger, moved his body behind him and rubbed against his puckered hole. Spike groaned with need, pushing back against Xander hard.

   “Ask nicely, baby,” Xander said, teasing his hole.

   “Bloody hell, Pet, please…fuck your baby’s bum nice and good.”

  Xander was pensive. “I think you can do better than that, honey,” he purred, snaking a hand around and cupping the vamp’s balls.

   “OHH! Pet, sweetheart, luv, please…please teach your naughty vampire a lesson! Make him use a pillow for a month, baby, please…please fuck his arse bloody hard!”

   Xander nearly came right there, but tempered himself, instead easing his thick cock into Spike’s needy ass. The vampire howled.

   “Sleeping child, baby,” Xander reminded, squeezing him hard.

   “Ohhhhh, bloody, bloody…” Spike muttered, biting his tongue.

   Xander started a steady pace, slow at first, sliding in and out of his lover. Spike moaned with each and every thrust, pushing back, wanting it faster, harder, but Xander stayed in control, making the vamp wait until he decided to change the rhythm. 

   “Tell me what a bad boy you are,” Xander cooed, his fingers stroking Spike’s swollen testicles. “Tell me how you needed that good spanking.”

   He quickened his thrusting ever so slightly, pumping a bit harder, going a bit deeper and Spike mewled as he answered.

   “I’m very, bloody, bleedin’ horrible!” he gasped, his voive ragged. “I needed my arse paddled in the worst way, Pet! Need it every day!”

   “Yes you do, baby!” Xander rammed his cock hard into Spike and the pace became fast, the pumping, rough. Spike welcomed it, thrusting back for more.

   “Oh yeah, luv, that’s the way! Make your naughty boy bloody pay!” he growled, his body shaking.

   Xander pounded into him, his hands now gripping the vamp’s waist, holding tight as release grew near.

   “You’re my bitch, aren’t ya, baby?” Xander growled, slamming into him.

   “Bloody hell, yes! Fuck, Pet, I’m your bitch forever!” Spike growled back, closing his eyes as his need exploded.

   They came together, their seed spilling at the same time, their voices blended in muffled cries, their bodies as one.

   Afterwards, Xander held Spike close, cradling the vampire’s head against his chest.

   “I love you,’ Spike said, his fingers stroking Xander’s thigh. “Never thought I’d find anyone I love so much, but I did.”

   Xander smiled, but it was a sad smile.

   “After Anya died, I thought it was over for me. You changed that, though. And I’m glad.” The smile was now a happy one and he leaned down, placing a soft kiss on his lover’s head.
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