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1. Chapter 1 by Karen

Chapter 1 by Karen
Part 4 - Breakthrough
Spike's POV

This has to stop.

It's been a month and he's hardly opened his gob. He won't talk to anyone about what's going on
in that head of his. Well, tonight I am gonna make him talk, even if I have to drag it out of him.

We've all been pussyfooting around him. None of us know what to say. We've just let him sink
deeper and deeper into this pit of despair he's dug for himself. No more. I've gone along with it
because the rest of them all think he just needs time. Bugger that. He needs a good kick up the
arse.

If I can just get him to show some emotion, it'll be a start. Get him angry at me. Get him to cry. Get
him to acknowledge that he is still alive; even if she isn't. I know he misses her. Hell, even I miss
her. But she is gone now, and he has to realise that there are people out here that are still alive,
and who need him.

Rupert should be with him now. We're still all taking turns at Xanderwatch. We don't think he's
gonna top himself anymore. We were worried there for a while. At least I was. So much of his life
was wrapped up in Anya. When Dru left me, I'd be lying if I said the idea didn't cross my mind a
coupla times. Not that what I felt back then can really compare. Now I think we watch over him to
see if we can see any sign of life from him. We're like parents, attentively watching over their sick
child, waiting to see if they'll pull through.

Well here goes. I stub out my cigarette, and blow out the last of the smoke, before I knock on the
apartment door.

"Ah Spike. Come in." Damn, he looks tired. I've never seen him look this bad. His eyes are all
bloodshot with dark circles underneath. I know he thinks of Xander like a son. Maybe
compensating for the shitty parents Xander was born with. I know he misses Anya too. She was
invaluable to him at that shop of his. The bint was good with money, I'll give her that. He hasn't
found anybody to replace her yet. I don't think he can bring himself to even look.

"Hey Watcher. Anything?" He knows what I'm asking. We all ask it whenever one us takes over
for our shift.
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"No change. He's been in his room all day. I don't think he's slept though." That's another thing
that has us all worried. He spends so much time in that bed, but he never sleeps. No matter how
bad The Watcher looks, well Xander looks 10 times worse. He doesn't bathe unless we make
him. He spends all his time in his pj's. He never leaves the apartment now, so I guess he doesn't
see the point in getting dressed. He's lost weight, even with the baby. He doesn't eat properly.
That doctor we saw put him on a proper diet, but it's useless unless he actually agrees to eat. It's
just as well one of us did go with him to his appointment. I don't think he heard a damn word the
Doc said. I did though and I'm gonna try to make him healthy again. He's just gotta stop being so
bloody stubborn.

"You off then?"

"Yes. I'll see you tomorrow Spike. I'll be at the shop if anything...if you need me," he leaves with a
final worried glance over his shoulder toward Xander's room.

I shrug off my duster and hang it up. I head to the kitchen. First off: food. I'll be damned if I'm
gonna go through this, with him on an empty stomach. I'll bet whatever you like he hasn't eaten
much today.

Soup. That's nutritious right? A healthy bowl of chicken soup. I think I remember that if you're
sick, you have some chicken soup, so it must be good for you.

Okay I guess that's hot enough.

Right, let's go then. I can't believe I am feeling nervous. I'm a 124 years old master fucking
vampire, and I'm nervous about talking to the boy, of all people. What if I make it worse? Okay, I
can do this.

I knock very gently on the door to announce my presence, just in case he's asleep. Fat chance.

"Hi Xander, I brought you some food," he doesn't answer me. He doesn't even look up. I didn't
really expect him to. He's lying on his bed over the covers. His eyes are closed but I can tell by
the rhythm of his breathing that he's awake. He's on his side, facing what I think was her side of
the bed. His legs are curled up to his chest with his arms around them, hugging himself.

"Come on. It's piping hot. It'll do you good." Still no answer.

"This isn't a request you know. You are going to sit up and eat this soup. Now." That got his
attention. He has been so used to all of us using quiet, soft voices around him, so afraid that we
would burst this protective bubble he's placed around himself, that a forceful voice manages to
break through, if only for a moment.

"Sit up." He complies without comment.

I place the tray on his lap and hand him the spoon. I sit down on a chair in the corner of the room.
I watch him eat, determined to make sure he finishes every last mouthful.

A couple of times it looks like he is going to stop eating and put the tray aside, but a stony glare
from me convinces him otherwise. It takes him a while, and it was probably pretty cold at the end
there, but he finally finishes it all.

I take the tray away from him and go though to the kitchen to place the dishes in the sink.

When I get back to his room he is still in the same position as before: sitting up against his
headboard. He's probably too dazed at my new forceful attitude to think about lying back down.



I sit back down in my chair, lean forward, rest my elbows on my knees and stare at him until I get
eye contact. I need to be sure that he is really here with me when I do this.

"So how long do you think you can keep this up?" He looks confused. It's not fooling me. He
knows exactly what I'm on about.

"Don't give me that look. You know what I'm talking about. I'm through with this Xander. You can't
go on living like this," he looks away. I know he doesn't want to hear it, but he's damn well gonna.

"Look at me." He ignores me.

"Look at me dammit!" I get up off my chair and walk toward the bed. I reach out and gently grasp
his chin in my hand. I turn his head towards me.

"Talk to me. Say anything. Tell me to bugger off, just say something." All I get is a blank stare.
This is getting me nowhere. I let out a heavy sigh and sit down on the edge of the bed, my hand
still holding his face.

"What do you think this will accomplish, huh? Do you think this will get her back?" His eyes turn
colder at my mention of Anya. He wrenches his head away from my touch.

"Leave me alone." Three words. Three beautiful, softly spoken words. Okay, not a very
encouraging sentiment, but it's a beginning.

"You know I'm not gonna do that. You are going to talk to me if I have to sit here all night." I mean
it too. I can be just as stubborn as he can.

He moves to lie back down as he was, when I first came in. Not if I can help it. I grab him under
his armpits and haul him back up into a sitting position facing me. His expression is one of shock
and indignation. He shrugs off my hold.

"I said leave me alone!" He's mad now. Good, now we're really getting somewhere.

"Never! You hear that. I am never going to leave you alone until you talk to me, so you might as
well stop protesting."

"I. Don't. Wanna. Talk," he enunciates each word separately, making sure I get the message. He
folds his arms over his chest and refuses to look in my direction.

"Why? What, do you think the world is gonna end just because you open your mouth?"

"No! It's just... what's the point?" Okay, I have him on a roll here. I think he has spoken more
words in the last 30 seconds than he has in a week.

"What's the point? The point is that you are still alive Xander, whether you wanna deal with it or
not. People who are alive do speak from time to time. They bathe every day and eat regularly.
And sometimes, you know, on special occasions, they even leave their homes and venture out
into the world." Was that too much? Am I pushing him too far?

"Am I alive? It doesn't feel like it. It hasn't since she..." he still can't bring himself to say it, let alone
truly admit it.

"Of course your bloody alive!" I lift his hand and place it over his chest. "See, feel that? That's
your heart pumping away, just like it always has. Nothing's changed..." Oops! Wrong thing to say.
I didn't mean it like that, but his eyes just went wide and he jerks away from me.



"Nothing's changed? Everything's changed. *Everything*" He rises up onto his knees facing me.
His expression nothing but searing rage. "You have no idea Spike. No idea at all. You don't
understand the pain...the constant agony I have to live though. I am missing a part of myself and
it's gnaws at my insides day after day." He's building up quite a head of steam. I don't think I have
ever seen a more beautiful sight.

"She was my whole world for five years. How am I supposed to go on without her here? Eating?
Sleeping? Bathing? That's all just trivial compared to this. My world ended a month ago, and you
say nothing's changed," he looks at me and I think I can see hate in his eyes now. I went too far. I
crossed the line. Stupid! Bloody stupid.

"Pet, I..." I want to apologise. To explain myself.

"Don't Spike...just don't," he slumps back down onto the bed. He hangs his head low, I think
resigned to the fact that this is all the rest of his life has to offer him.

I don't know what to do now. What do I say to make this better? I came here to try help and I just
screwed it up. I turn around to face the wall. I'm still sitting on the edge of his bed but my back is
to him. Maybe I should just go. I could phone Red or the Slayer to come and take over from me.
It'd probably be best. I move to get up but I hear his soft voice behind me.

"I miss her Spike. I miss her so much it hurts."

"I know mate. I know. I miss her too."

"How could she do it, Spike?"

"How could she do what?"

"How could she leave me? She said she would never leave me. This was supposed to be
forever. Five years isn't forever. She left me all alone to raise the baby."

I turn around again to look at him. I still see the anger in his face and I could hear it in his voice,
but it wasn't directed at me any longer. It was directed at her.

"She didn't even try. She just gave up. She was the strongest person I knew. The bravest person.
She never said, but I know that becoming a human again terrified her. She was so scared, but
she managed. She survived that. Why couldn't she survive this?" I don't have the answers. I don't
think he's really asking me. This is just a month's-worth of repressed emotion finally bubbling to
the surface.

"She never even told me about the baby. I had a right to know. It's my baby too. She should have
told me. I would have made her stay home. She would have been safe. I could have protected
her." I climb up further onto the bed. I'm sitting on my heels right in front of him.

"Now I'm alone and I don't know what to do anymore. Spike, I'm so scared," I can see the tears
starting to run down his face now. He looks exhausted. All this emotion wearing him down. I'm
still not saying anything. I'm just letting him get it all out of his system.

"I don't know how to be a father. It's not as if I can look to mine as a good example. Oh God, what
if I end up just like him? I don't wanna be that kind of dad," he looks terrified as that thought hits
him.

"Then don't be. It's that simple. You're not like him, Xander and you never will be." He seems to
take me at my word. It's true though. He could never be like that bastard. I don't think Xander has



a mean bone in his body.

"Anya would know what to do. She could have handled this. I don't think I can. This baby is all I
have left of her. I'm so scared that I gonna lose it too." He's thrown me for a loop there. We all
thought that he didn't want the baby. He's never talked about it and now he's scared of losing it?

"Willow said the spell was dangerous and if we tried it again the baby would die. What if it dies
anyway, Spike? What if I do something wrong and I kill the only thing I have left of Anya?" He is
barely managing to get the words out, he is sobbing so hard. His body is shaking. I reach out to
him and his body crumples into my arms. I hug him tightly and gently rock us back and forth in an
effort to soothe him. He grabs onto my tee shirt and holds on for dear life. I place my hand on his
hair and softly stroke it.

"Sshhhh. It's okay. Everything is gonna be fine, you'll see," I carry on like that. Whispering
calming words to him over and over until his shaking stops, and his sobbing is reduced to light
sniffle. I move him away from me slightly so that I can see his face. He looks up at me, his eyes
are red and swollen from the crying. He looks so lost.

"Nothing's gonna happen to you or the baby, Xander. I'll make sure of it. I promise," I kiss him
softly on the forehead as a comforting gesture. I think I see the edges of his mouth curl up in a
slight smile, but it's only for a moment, and then it is gone. He lays his head back on my chest
and closes his eyes. He needs to sleep. He hasn't slept properly in a month and tonight has just
depleted any energy he had left.

I lay him back down onto the bed and try to move away. He won't let me go. He just hangs on
tighter to the hold he has on my tee shirt. He opens his eyes and looks at me, pleading not to be
left alone. I smile softly and lie down next to him. I wrap my arms around him and he moves
closer until our foreheads are touching. I hear him softly whisper.

"Thank you Spike."

"Get some sleep."

He closes his eyes again and I watch as he slowly drifts off into the first full night's sleep he has
had since Anya died. I hold him like that for the rest of the night.

**End Part 4**
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