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1. Chapter 1 by Karen

Chapter 1 by Karen
Part 1 - Mortality

It happened so fast.

I guess I knew, somewhere in the back of my mind, that it would happen someday, just not so
soon. There was no warning. I don't know what I expected; maybe for someone to come up to me
one day and say, "You have 30 days left. Use them wisely." That way I could have prepared
myself. Come to terms with it.

No, even with a warning I don't think I could have ever prepared myself.

I was a demon for so long: I never had to deal with aging, with death, with mortality. Not my own
at least. I dealt with the deaths of other people on a daily basis, but it was never real to me. They
were just mortals. Only human. I would grant their wishes and watch the consequences with a
relaxed detachment. Even after I became a mortal again, I forgot what life was like: the
overwhelming emotion and uncertainty of it all. At first, being human was almost like a game, an
experiment to see what it was like from the other side. Nothing really mattered because it was
only temporary.

I know exactly when it became real to me though: it was when Joyce died. I knew her. I liked her.
She was nice to me. She never treated me as an ex demon. She treated me as a person. She
always made me feel welcome. She made good chocolate chip cookies. She was the first person
that I really knew that died. I didn't understand it at the time. I'm not sure I really understand it
now. I kept thinking that this shouldn't be happening, that this isn't the way things should be.

One of the things I learned, during my second turn as a human, is that things rarely turn out they
way you think they should.

Look at Xander. I could never have planned out what happened between us. I really only meant
for us to be orgasm friends, nothing more. I certainly never expected to fall in love, or feel loved in
return.

I did though.

Our relationship just seemed to grow on it's own without our help. One minute we were tangled in
the sheets, the next our lives were tangled together. Five years together, half of that as husband
and wife. I'm still surprised that he proposed. Maybe that's the real reason I slapped him after he
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proposed, for making me feel insecure. I don't like that feeling. I like to be in control.

Insecure. I've been feeling that quite a lot recently. I only found out a couple of weeks ago. It's
going to change everything. We had talked about it, but it was always hypothetical. It was always
'someday' or 'sometime in the future', never now. Xander always felt that he could never handle
the responsibility and that he was too immature himself. Well, it just so happened that the PTB
had other plans, and I was afraid to tell him-- I didn't know how he would react. I thought maybe
he would accuse me of doing it on purpose. That I was trying to force the situation on him before
he was ready. I wasn't. It really was an accident. One I was very pleased about though. I was
ready. I had been ready for sometime, but I wanted to wait until he was ready too.

I was having a baby. What better way to beat mortality than to create a life from your own being
that will go on after you die? I was so happy but so terrified at the same time. What if he rejected
me?

Everything came to a head on a quiet night in May. I was only two months pregnant at the time. I
hadn't talked to anyone about it, well except my doctor to get my suspicions confirmed. I decided
that tonight was the night. He had to know and I would just deal with his reactions, whatever they
were.

We went on our nightly patrol after the Magic Box closed. It was just me, Xander, Willow and
Spike. It was dull. The hellmouth had been so quiet lately; we hadn't seen a vamp all week.
Except Spike, of course. Can you even consider him to be a vampire anymore? I mean sure, he
still drinks blood, but it's not as if he can actually bite anyone. I can't remember the last time I
even saw him get all bumpy. I think he has given up even trying to be scary these days. He still
calls himself 'The Big Bad' but he's not fooling any of us. He always helps us beat up the bad
guys. He is fiercely protective of Dawn. Willow and Tara just adore him now. He pretends to find
them annoying but I know he values their friendship.

I think we were all surprised when, not only did he remember Willow's last birthday, but he
bought her an old, rare and very expensive spell book that he had shipped from shop in England.
He tried not to make a big deal out of it but I think Willow hugged him so hard, if he had been
human, he would have suffocated. We were all so impressed with the gesture that nobody
wanted to ask where he got the money from. Except me that is. He wouldn't tell me though. He
just winked and smiled at me.

He and Giles have come to appreciate each others company in a sort of British way. I think
Xander even considers him a friend now. Don't get me wrong, they still argue every chance they
get but they don't mean half of it. I think Spike nearly fell off his chair the first time Xander invited
him over to the apartment to have dinner with us. It's quite a regular event now. I always enjoy
having one of our nostalgic 'wasn't it great to be a demon' talks. It was nice to have someone that
really understood that aspect of me.

As for Buffy, I think she and Spike have come to an understanding. They don't talk about the way
Spike used to feel, so none of us do either. Everyone knew it was wrong. A vampire and a slayer
together? It could never have worked. Just look at what happened between Buffy and Angel. I
know Spike realises this now. I don't know if I would call them friends: they don't exactly hang out
a lot. At least not without the rest of the gang present. I think they do have a mutual respect for
each other now. They watch each other's backs when they fight and they've saved each others
lives more times than I can count.

***

We were on patrol. Giles and Buffy were patrolling together at another cemetery I think. I don't
know where Tara or Dawn were. Studying maybe? It doesn't matter. I think I said before that it
happened fast. None of us saw it coming. Spike and Xander were having another of their not-



quite arguments about something or other. I wasn't really paying attention. He...she...it... just
came out of nowhere. It was huge and a really ugly shade of purple. I don't even want to think
about the smell. It went straight for me. I tried to run but it was fast, I never had a chance. Xander
barely had time to even turn towards me before it struck, and all I remember is a blinding pain on
my right side, then nothing.

The next thing I realised, I was lying on the ground with the three of them looking down at me. My
vision was fuzzy and I was so cold. I never liked being cold. It reminded me too much of when I
was a human the first time round. My family wasn't exactly wealthy. We couldn't afford luxuries
like being warm. I hated being a human back then. It's probably why I was so keen to become a
demon. I tried to ask Xander to give me his sweatshirt but all that came out my mouth was a
strangled croak. It was then that it came back to me. The ugly, smelly demon. I had been hurt. I
could see the terror in their faces. Xander looked so pale. I try to sit up to tell him that I was okay
but I couldn't move. I couldn't really feel my body. I felt numb all over, but there wasn't any real
pain, not anymore.

Willow was holding a cell phone. I could hear them talking.

"The ambulance should be here in a few minutes."

"There's so much blood. What do we do? I don't know what to do?"

"We need to be calm. Panicking will only make it worse."

"Look, she's awake. Talk to her. Keep her conscious."

"Anya? Anya honey, can you hear me? Don't move. Help will be here soon. Just hang on. Please
hang on."

I could hear the desperation in Xander's voice. They were saying I had lost a lot of blood. I guess
that's why I was so cold. Then I remembered, and my whole being filled with panic. The baby!
What if the baby was hurt? I couldn't live if I lost the baby.

I tried to talk. I had to make them understand. What if the baby was in danger too? All I could do
was cough. Blood! I was coughing up blood. That wasn't good. I could hear Xander start to sob.
"No Anya...please. Don't talk, just relax. Everything will be okay."

"The baby," I finally managed to croak out. "Please help my baby."

That wasn't the way I wanted to tell Xander, but I couldn't think about that. All I could think about
was the baby. I could tell by the looks on their faces that I was in pretty bad shape. My vision was
still fuzzy but I saw the look and the small headshake that Spike gave to Willow. I wasn't going to
make it.

"Baby? Anya, sweetie, what do you mean?" Xander looked at me with a mixture of confusion and
cold dread.

"My baby, Xander. Our baby. Please help me." The effort was almost too much. I started
coughing again.

The shocked look on Xander's face might have actually been funny in another time or place.
"You... you're pregnant?"

All I could manage was a small nod of my head.

"Oh God! Where the hell is that ambulance? I don't know what to do. Willow, Spike what do I



do?" Xander was almost shouting. I could tell he was so scared. So was I.

He just stared at me for a few moments, his gaze changing from one of overwhelming terror, to
confusion, to one of a sort of odd bemusement.

"A baby, really? We're gonna be parents?" He managed to smile a little when that thought
occurred to him. I think that warmed me more than any sweatshirt could. He wasn't mad. He
wasn't angry with me. I think I smiled too.

"Harris, mate." Spike was speaking softly just to Xander but I still heard him. "I don't think there is
anything we can do." Xander just stared at him incredulously. "Until the ambulance gets here,"
he added quickly at Xander's look, but it was obvious to everyone what he meant.

The despair washed though me. I was going to die and take my baby with me and there was
nothing anyone could do. The tears came, flowing freely over my face. I don't like to cry. It's just
another way to lose control, but I couldn't help it. I could see Xander in the same state. I knew
then that I shouldn't have said anything. Was I cruel to tell him...only to have it snatched away a
moment later?

Then Willow, my new angel of mercy, spoke. "I think maybe I m...might be able to do something,
but we will have to act quickly."

Hope. With that one sentence she gave me hope. I forced the tears away. "Willow, wh...what can
you do. Please help."

She took control quickly. Forced her own tears away. "Spike, get my bag. I dropped it over there,"
she said pointing behind her. "Xander, Anya. I think I could do a spell that could save the baby
but..." her words faltered.

"Willow, we'll do it, please anything," I gasped. I was frantic.

"It's a bit unconventional, but it's the only thing I can think of," I guess Xander and I were not the
only ones that were desperate. She sounded unsure of herself. Willow has become very powerful
in the last couple of years but I know she still suffers from some self-doubt.

Any strength I had left to me was gone. I could only look at her pleadingly. She got the message.
She nodded, trying to reassure me as Spike approached from behind and handed her bag over.

"Do you guys remember the spell that Tara and I did against Glory a few years ago, when we
teleported her away?" Willow started pulling ingredients from her bag and mixing them together.
"This spell is a variation on that. I am going to transfer the baby from Anya to... well... Xander,"
her voice faded at the last part. Xander had that shocked look on his face again. I was thankful
that he was young and healthy. If he had been older, all the stress he has been through in the last
few minutes probably would have given him a heart attack.

"Willow, what! How? What!" I know Xander could not believe what Willow was saying but at that
point I would have done anything. I turned my pleading look to Xander. I had to make him
understand this was the only way. I could feel myself fading fast.

"It's the only way Xander. It has to be you. I have to perform the spell; there is no way I could do it
to myself. It takes an incredible amount of focus and concentration. I can't do it to Spike. He's
dead. He, can't carry a baby. There is no one else around. It has to be you."

"But I'm a guy. Guys can't have babies," I wanted to be able to sit up to plead with him. Convince
him. I didn't have time for this, but I couldn't move.



"I can make this work Xan trust me please. Anya doesn't have the time," She barely whispered
the last part. Willow understood how close I was. Xander looked down at me again.

"No Anya. No! You aren't going to die. You can't leave me here alone. You're going to be fine.
The ambulance will be here any second and you are going to be fine," he touched my face gently
and brushed away a stray hair, trying to give me a comforting smile, but not really succeeding.

I saw him start to rock gently back and forth: a comfort thing he does when he's afraid.

"Harris?" Spike said softly. Xander didn't respond. He just kept slowly brushing his fingers over
my cheek.

"Xander," This time he said it a little more forcefully. That got his attention. I think it was more the
use of his name than anything else. Spike very rarely calls us by our names. It's always, Slayer or
Watcher or Red.

"Please mate, let Red do the spell. If it's what Anya wants..." He didn't know what to say to
convince him. Neither of them did.

"No! We don't need to do the spell because there is no point. Anya is going to be fine!" I think he
was trying to convince himself more than anything.

I managed to lift my hand and place it over his on my face. Our eyes locked and I know he
immediately saw how weak I was getting, how quickly I was slipping away. I felt light headed,
things started to get dark. I heard him softly say two words "Do it!"

Willow instructed Xander to lie down next to me. She positioned herself kneeling in between us. I
could feel Xander grasp my hand and squeeze. I desperately wanted to squeeze back. To
reassure him that everything would be okay, but I couldn't. I felt Willow's hand touch my stomach.
I could see she did the same to Xander. I could hear her start to chant. I didn't understand the
words. She nodded to Spike who started to sprinkle the mixture that Willow had prepared, over
us.

Willow's chanting got louder and louder. She closed her eyes. She had such an intense look of
concentration on her face. I could see her nose starting to bleed. She ignored it.

Pain. Powerful, sharp pain, starting at my stomach and spreading all over my body. It was too
much. I passed out again.

I awoke. I don't know how much time had passed. I was still at the cemetery, no ambulance. It
couldn't have been long. Xander was kneeling beside me; my head was on his lap.

I looked up at him, my eyes asking the question. Tears were again steaming down his handsome
face. He couldn't answer.

"It worked Anya. Your baby will be fine. I promise," Willow spoke softly, maybe afraid that any
kind of noise would harm me further. I could see Spike standing behind her with tears in his eyes,
not even trying to hide it. I smiled inwardly. Complimented in an odd sort of way, that I could
make 'The Big Bad' cry.

I somehow mustered any last strength that I had to lift my hand. I lightly touched Xander's belly.
Still flat, but now full with our child. I smiled and closed my eyes for the last time. The last thing I
heard was Xander's voice. "Anya no. Don't leave me, please don't leave me. I love you."

I wanted to go back to say "I love you too," but I was gone.



It's okay though. Like I said earlier, there's no better way to beat mortality than to create a life from
your own being that will go on after you die.

**End of Part 1**
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