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1. Chapter 1 by Karen

Chapter 1 by Karen
Part 7 - Guilt
Xander POV

I want to go home.

I know this get-together was for my benefit, and I love that the guys wanna make time for me, but
all I want to do is go home.

I can hear voices in the background: Willow and Tara talking about the old photos they found, but
I'm not really listening. I'm just concentrating on Spike and this ball we're tossing around. If I just
focus on him, I can pretend we're back in my apartment, and forget about the rest of the world.
Well, except for the times I throw it at Buffy. That'll teach her to call me fat and laugh at me, or it
would if she wouldn't keep catching the damn thing.

I shouldn't be mad at Buffy, she's a good friend: they all are. I know they care about me and want
to help me through this. They don't know how hard it's been, because...I don't tell them. I'm back
to my old habit of cracking a joke at the most inappropriate time possible. It's just easier than
having to actually deal with what I'm feeling.

"Hey Xander." Buffy's call brings me out of my thoughts.

"Ten...Nine...Eight..." What is she doing? I look down at my own watch and I see what time it is.
Oh God, not again. I can feel the nausea starting to grow. I begin to feel flush all over and my
mouth starts to water. My stomach feels like it's turning summersaults and I can't hold it in any
longer.

"Three...Two...One" I put my hand over my mouth in an attempt to contain it until I can get to the
bathroom. I run as fast as I can with my heavy load, up the stairs to the toilet.

It burns my throat as I retch and heave, tears stinging my eyes with the effort. I don't know how
much more I can handle. I feel like my body is no longer my own. It betrays me every chance it
gets with it's size, the discomfort, the nausea...everything. I feel like I've been invaded and
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someone else is at the controls.

I shouldn't be thinking like this. I want this baby, I really do...I think. I need something of Anya to
hold on to, to remember her by. Something of hers that will live on.

I get up to rinse my mouth and splash some cold water on my face. I can see myself in the mirror
and I look like shit. My hair is plastered over my head from the sweat and I look really pale.
Where did the guy I used to be go? The one with the tan and body built from years of construction
work. Am I still me, like this?

I need to shake off these thoughts. I try to stand a little straighter, I take a deep breath and I head
back down the stairs.

I can hear Giles clipped English tone, telling Buffy off. I know she didn't really mean it to hurt my
feelings.

"You don't mind do you Xan?"

"Yeah sure Buff. Just playing." I don't really have the energy to say more than that.

"You forgive me right?"

"Sure Buff." Of course I forgive her: I'm a forgiving guy. It's not like I can ever stay mad at Buffy for
long anyway. She just bats her long lashes at me and I cave. She moves forward to give me a
hug, so I reciprocate. I don't really want to, but the sooner she gets this out of her system, the
sooner we can get this evening over with, and I can go home.

"Jeez Xan, have you been using the pregnancy thing as an excuse to start eating like a million
calories a day or something? You're big as a.....Ow!"

She moves away from my arms with a start. Someone actually managed to hit her with the ball?
She's accusing Spike but I know it wasn't him. I mean with the chip, would he even be able to? I
look over at the guys on the couch and Giles winks at me. Giles? Wow! Go Giles!

Buffy is going into super-sulk mode, so I think the party is over. I walk over to Spike and whisper
in his ear. "Can you take me home? I don't feel so good." I can see the worry cross his face
before the resolve sets in.

"Okay people. Me and Xander and off. Thanks for the fun and all that. Bye." He doesn't waste any
time in getting us to the door and out the house. I didn't even get a chance to say goodbye. I don't
really care at this point though, I just want to get home.

***

I climb into the passenger side of my car, Spike is at the wheel. He won't even let me drive my
own car these days. He keeps saying that it's too stressful, and that's not good for the baby.
Personally I just think he misses his Desoto. This is better. I have gotten so used to just Spike's
company over the past couple of months, that it almost feels unnatural for it not to be just the two
of us alone together. I'm not sure what I would have done if I didn't have him around.

He changes when it is just the two of us together. It's not a big change, but it's there if you watch
carefully. It's not as if he starts fawning over me: trying to give me little mints on my pillow or foot
rubs, or trying to knit little booties for the baby. I think he just relaxes a bit more with me. When
he's around the others, he's snarky and sarcastic. His face seems to either take on a permanent
scowl or a look of complete disinterest. With me, however, he smiles just a bit more often and he
laughs just that little bit easier. His laughter makes me feel safe again, like maybe everything



really is going to be okay.

"Bloody Slayer. If I didn't have this chip I'd...well probably do nothing, 'cause you wouldn't let me.
But I'd want to do something really nasty. Daft cow! I can't believe I ever use to...." It sounds like
this rant is going to be a long one. I don't mind, I like listening to the sound of his voice, no matter
what he's saying. You probably wouldn't think so to hear his accent, but he had a very soothing
voice. I've been lulled asleep a few times just listening to him talk.

***

We reach my apartment just as Spike finishes his tirade against Buffy. He can be very
imaginative when planning violence. It was actually quite fun to hear him talk and my earlier
mood seems to have lifted with the drive and his company. He helps me out of the car and we
walk up to my apartment.

"Are you staying?" I ask this question to him every night, and the answer is always the same.

"If you don't mind?" I just smile and unlock the door. He knows I don't mind, just as much I know
he will stay. He's spent practically every night, for the past couple of months, sleeping on my
couch. My apartment is littered with his things: the odd CD; items of his limited wardrobe; empty
packets of cigarettes. It feels like more of a home again with him here instead of just a building
where I sleep and keep my stuff.

"So, you up for watching a video tonight?" He hangs his duster by the door and moves forward to
stand in front of me.

"Nah. I'm beat, I think I might have an early night." I yawn to confirm my statement.

"Are you sure you're okay? You still look a bit pale from before." His hand is on my arm, slowing
rubbing up and down in a soothing motion. I love his touch: it's so cool and comforting.

"Yeah, I'm fine." He's staring at me so intently, his eyes wide with concern. I give him a little smile
to reassure him and he smiles back. It's not a smirk or a leer, just a simple smile. I move my hand
up to touch his face. I slowly ghost my fingers over his lips. His expression changes and the
smile is gone. I don't know how to read him now, but I need to get that smile back.

I lean forward slightly until I'm barely inches away. My hand moves over to his cheek, cupping his
face in my palm. I close the distance between us and our lips touch. It's so soft and hesitant but it
makes every nerve in my body come alive. Every one of my senses are heightened and all I can
feel is this moment in time. He leans in a little further, I tilt my head slightly and the kiss deepens.
His hand moves from my arm up to my face in a mirror image of my own. His other hand snakes
around my waist and he pulls me close, our bodies locked together. He licks my lips softly and I
open my mouth, our tongues touch briefly and he groans: a hungry; lustful groan, and reality
comes crashing back down.

I break the kiss suddenly, I push him away and step back. God, what have I done?

"I uh...tired...sleep...I'm gonna go now." I'm stuttering. I don't know what to say, I just know I have
to get out of here: away from him. He's looking at me, his lips still full and red from our kiss, but
his face full of undisguised confusion and hurt.

"Xander..."

"I'm sorry Spike. I have to...go now...away...sleep." He just stares at me as I back away towards
my bedroom. He doesn't move from that spot, his hand raises slightly as if he's going to try and
stop me, but he doesn't. I fumble for the doorknob behind me and I quickly step into my room and



shut the door.

I immediately collapse to the floor, the back of my head resting against the door.

Oh God, what have I done? Anya! How could I do this to Anya? How could I betray her like this?

She died in my arms barely two months ago and I forgot that...for an instant I forgot that, and I
kissed Spike. Oh God, I kissed Spike. I didn't mean to, I just... he was being so nice to me and his
eyes were so blue and he smiled... I don't think I meant to.

What am I going to do? What is he going to think of me? What is everyone going to think of me?

I brush my fingers over my lips. If I close my eyes, I can still see his face the moment before I
kissed him: his expression so open and expectant. I can still feel his lips on mine: so tender and...
No! I have to stop thinking like this. It's so wrong. I'm not supposed to be happy. I'm not supposed
to have... feelings for anybody. Not if she can't.

"Oh Anya baby, can you ever forgive me? Please forgive me." I whisper softly to myself. I wrap
my arms around my bulging stomach, it seems oddly comforting now: a connection to her. I start
to slowly rock myself back and forth.

***The End part 7***
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