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		Description

Twilight has finally had the talk with Spike, and it's been quite some time since he's opened up.  But when Spike starts carrying around a Rarity doll, it is clear that Spike hasn't let go of his crush on Rarity quite yet, and he may need another talking to.
But Twilight doesn't know about how much thinking the little dragon has been doing since then.  Or just how much Spike values Rarity's attention, and how badly he wants to keep his love for her.  Because even if it's just a plushie, to him, it's all he has left in the world.
And he doesn't want to let it go.
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He'd gone to bed crying . . . .
It's been two weeks since the talk I had with Spike. I'd hoped it wouldn't have to come to this. I'd been putting it off for years. But his feelings for her had to be addressed eventually, and if she didn't take the responsibility, then I had to. I tried my best to be compassionate, considerate, and understanding. But I was honest, I was firm, and I said what needed to be said. I guess it was too painful for him. Painful enough for him to stay in his room for the rest of the day. He's hardly spoken to me since. We've hardly even seen each other . . . .
As Twilight Sparkle prepared breakfast in the castle kitchen, she wondered if Spike was okay. Those same thoughts had been plaguing her mind for two weeks, returning again and again even after she'd thought she'd gotten over them. As if hurting her long-time friend and trusted assistant wasn't enough, dealing with guilt on top of it was almost too much to bear.
No, she reminded herself. I was honest, and I was firm. And I said what I needed him to hear. He'll be hurt for a while, but he'll move on. He has to. This crush has gone on long enough. He may be young, but there are some things he just has to grow out of.
Twilight heard a sound from the entrance, and turned to see Spike standing beside the wall, yawning. “Morning, Twilight,” he said, a little groggy but otherwise cheerful.
Twilight was confused for a second, but tried to mask it. “Uhh, morning, Spike,” she replied, returning his good cheer, “so, uhh . . . hash browns for breakfast. Is that okay?”
Stifling another yawn, Spike stepped into the kitchen and took a seat at the table. “Sure. Sounds good.”
Twilight returned to breakfast, but felt curiosity urge her to keep going. This was the most the two had spoken to each other since their talk that night. “Hey, Spike?” she asked tentatively as she worked. “Listen, about the other day . . . I know I upset you, and I'm really sorry, but . . . .” Twilight stalled, instinct holding her back. Don't repeat yourself, Twilight. He might still be upset. The last thing you want is to make it worse.
“What are you sorry for?” Spike asked, sounding bewildered. “We talked, you had your say, and I listened. I don't have a reason to be upset.”
Twilight heard this, and glanced over her shoulder, only just barely catching Spike in her eye. “Really?” she replied, trying not to let her own confusion show. “Well, it's just that, you didn't have much to say then. In fact, I . . . made you cry . . . b-but I didn't mean to, you know? I was just worried about you, especially since you kept to yourself for two weeks—”
“Twilight, relax. You're right, I was really upset last night. But you were right on pretty much all counts. I've shed my tears, and now it's over. I'm okay now.”
Twilight felt a pleasant feeling of surprise take her over. “Wow, Spike,” she replied as she finished the hash browns at the stove, “you are showing a lot of maturity right now! In fact, I didn't think you'd bounce back quite like this!” Excited, she took the food off the heat and carried it toward the table, prepared to serve. “I am so proud of . . . you.” She got a good look at Spike, and was dumbstruck.
Sitting next to Spike, on the table, was a pony-shaped plush toy that looked strangely similar—eerily similar—to a certain white-coated Unicorn fashionista.
Spike must have seen the look on Twilight's face. “You okay?” he asked in confusion, as if everything was normal.
Twilight paused for a moment longer, struggling to find words for this peculiar scene (while consciously trying not to look at the doll next to Spike). “Uhhh . . . yeah. Yeah, Spike, everything's fine. Just . . . fine . . . .” The words didn't sound true, even to Twilight. Spike carrying around a doll version of his first crush, and a whole two weeks after being told to let go of his feelings for her and move on?
Everything is not fine, Twilight thought to herself as she set the food on the table, continuously glancing at the cloth representation of Spike's crush. Not fine at all.
Twilight's inner turmoil about this new development notwithstanding, breakfast was spent largely in silence. A casual look would say that it was just a typical morning, but a closer inspection would see Twilight's repeated glances at Spike's new toy, and mark them as decidedly non-typical.
Still, from Twilight's perspective, the awkwardness was as strong as if it were sitting on the table right next to Spike's doll. “So . . . .” Twilight said, breaking the lengthy silence and trying not to make her words sound forced, “. . . uhhh . . . is that new?”
Spike looked back at Twilight in brief surprise as he loaded up his plate, then glanced at his doll, and nodded. “Oh, that. Yeah, I was bored one night, so I decided to make a little something to keep me busy. Took me a week, but it helped calm me down.” Spike then turned back to Twilight. “You like it?”
I was hoping you wouldn't ask me that, Twilight thought, grimacing for a split-second before replying. “Y-yeah, Spike. It looks really good. Really . . . .” Accurate? No surprise there. “. . . Cute. Uh, Spike?” Twilight continued, her words a series of doctor's instruments in this ailing yet delicate situation. “Is there anything you'd still like to talk about?”
Spike had begun digging into his hash browns by now; he looked up from his breakfast with another look of confusion. “Like what, Twilight?” he asked. “Like I said, I'm fine now. No need to worry.” Spike spoke as he ate, and as he did, a crumb of singed potato dropped from his fork and onto the plush toy's stumpy left back hoof. Spike saw this and gave a short gasp, rushing to pluck it off with his free claw. He then spent a full twenty seconds inspecting his doll's hoof before returning to his meal.
Twilight's brow furrowed in anxiety. It couldn't be made more distressingly clear, but still she resisted. Her friend's feelings mattered.
Twilight and Spike went back to eating in silence, with the latter regularly checking his plush toy for more discarded crumbs all the while. Not a word, Twilight, she thought, still weighing the decision in her head, not now. Not while he looks so much happier. It may be unhealthy. It may be irresponsible for me to let it go on. But he's better now. This will be good for him. It'll help him cope and move on, as he should.
One more check for food remnants made Spike double-check his toy with extra scrutiny. He discovered a hair on the plushie's face and gently plucked it off, as if avoiding scratching a priceless stained-glass window. He then inspected the doll's face as if that's exactly what it was. His eyes and mouth were drawn far too close to it for comfort.
Another few minutes of silence, broken only by the clinking of silverware, and breakfast was done. Twilight used her magic to gather the dishes in one spot as Spike sat in his seat, licking his lips. “Mmm, that was great, Twilight!” he praised, patting his belly. “Since you made breakfast, how about I make us lunch later today?”
Still mentally navigating through the cumbersome circumstances, Twilight gave a simple nod and a weak, “Sure, Spike,” as her reply. Once gathered, the dishes were all enveloped in a purple glow, and Twilight got up from the table, bringing them with her. She gave a soft grunt on the way out when she accidentally bumped the table with her flank—a simple mistake, if it didn't lead to something else.
Spike's plushie shook from the bump and tumbled to the floor.
“Oops! Sorry about that, Spike,” Twilight spoke up sheepishly.
Spike didn't seem to be listening. As soon as the stuffed toy hit the floor, Spike gasped and scrambled to pick it up. Twilight quickly set the dishes down into the sink, and turned back to continue observing. Like before, Spike scrutinized the doll for any marks, debris or other imperfections.
Stay calm, Twilight, she thought, staying resolute. He's just taking care of his doll. Nothing to worry about. No need for another heart-to-heart just yet . . .
What Twilight thought kept her at bay. What Spike said, however, was a different story. She could just barely catch it as he walked out of the kitchen, but Twilight was certain she'd heard it, from Spike to the object of his tender scrutiny.
“It's okay . . . don't worry . . . I'm here . . . .”
That's it. Time for an intervention.
“All right, Spike,” Twilight spoke brusquely, casting off her doubt and taking a necessary risk, “I think we need to talk about this.”
Spike stopped on his way out of the kitchen, and answered without turning, “We've already talked, Twilight. Remember?” His voice was tinged with solemn earnestness, as if meeting Twilight's finality with his own. He no longer sounded as though he'd moved on.
“Not that, Spike. I'm talking about the elephant that's in the room right now.”
There was a brief pause in which Spike said nothing, and Twilight could feel her stomach contract in anxiety. Then, Spike's head turned to the right, then quickly to the left, then he turned around fully, facing Twilight. “Elephant?”
Twilight sighed. “Not a real elephant. I'm talking about that.” She pointed to the plush toy in Spike's arms, a bemused look in her eyes.
Spike glanced down at the Unicorn doll he held in his claws, then looked back up at Twilight, his face stone-still. “What about it?” he replied, almost tonelessly.
“I think you know 'what about it', Spike. We went over this two weeks ago, and after all that time moping and hiding from me, you're perfectly fine with carrying that around?”
In spite of his words, Spike's voice was still bordering on monotone, “I don't see what that has to do with this.”
“Spike you can't possibly tell me that doll has nothing to do with our talk. I mean, don't expect me to believe that any resemblance between that doll and a certain friend of ours is purely coincidental!”
“Why does it even matter to you, Twilight?” Spike asked, his tone growing deeper. “It's my plushie. It shouldn't mean anything to you.”
“It means everything to me, Spike! This isn't right, and you know it!”
“I'm not hurting anypony . . .”
“You're hurting yourself! You've been hanging on to this fantasy for far too long!”
“Twilight, I'm not a baby! Stop worrying about me!”
“That's not the point! Spike, you have to get it through your head! She doesn't love you!!”
“Don't you think I know that!?!”
Twilight froze, and found herself holding back—not just because the screaming had gotten out of hand for both of them, but in shock from what Spike had said.
“You honestly think I'm some stupid kid, don't you?!” Spike kept bellowing as he held his plushie tighter, tears welling in his eyes as he took a step forward. “I get it, okay?! I know! I've known for years! I've known since she had a crush on that Trenderhoof guy! She doesn't care about my feelings! She never did, and she never will!!”
The Alicorn took a step back, her voice breaking as she struggled to reply.  “Spike, that's not what—”
“Stop! I don't wanna hear any more of this! I don't want you to shove any more of your patronizing 'you're just a child' bull down my throat! I have it figured out, okay?! Everything I ever hoped would happen is over! All I had left was the hope that she would love me someday, and I know now that it will never happen! Okay?! You happy?! It's never gonna happen!!” The tears started falling down Spike's face.
Twilight felt a pain in her chest as her eyes began to water.  “Spike, please—”
“But you just won't stop throwing it in my face! After I told you I got over it, after everything else in my life I've had to get over, you have to ruin this for me, too! I'm never useful to you anymore! It's a wonder you keep me as an assistant! I don't have my own friends! The only reason I know anypony in town is because of you! I'm a dragon living with ponies! I'm a freak, and everywhere I go, I don't belong! You never take me on your adventures unless you need a meat shield or a decoy! I had nothing and nopony except her, and now she's out of the picture, too! I'm already useless and stupid! I have no hopes or dreams anymore! And the mare I love will never love me! This is all I have left!” His screams, and his tears, came out full force as he brandished the plushie at Twilight.
“So let me have it and LEAVE ME ALONE!!”
Spike turned and ran, holding onto his plushie for dear life, his sobs worsening with every beat of his feet as he ran upstairs to his room.
“Spike, wait! Please, come back! Spike!” It was no use; Twilight heard a door slam a few seconds later, and knew she wouldn't be able to reach him now. She sat down on the kitchen floor, aghast at Spike's sudden tearful rage, and went over what he'd said in her mind over and over. There was too much to even process in her shocked state, but over the course of several minutes, it all started to make sense. This was about much more than ending a childish crush, and Spike had clearly done a lot more thinking about his life over the last two weeks.
“What have I done?” Twilight asked out loud. She'd remembered all the times she'd taken Spike for granted, or turned her back on him. The more she thought back to those moments—the Grand Galloping Gala, the first time they met Owloiscious, the letters she’d gotten after the first Discord incident (that had made him physically ill), the life debt he owed to Applejack, the friendship summit, dozens upon dozens of jobs she'd given him under the belief he could do them, whether he actually could or not—the more she was unwilling to think about them. Because, like it or not, Spike was right. Or, at the very least, he was fully convinced he was.
“This really is about more than just a crush, isn't it?” she whispered, her face slowly pained with understanding. 
Spike's suffering was causing a wave of guilt and anguish to overwhelm her, and now that she had made things worse, she was afraid that nothing she could say would help Spike now. He hadn't even called her by name the whole time they argued—a bad sign if Twilight ever saw one. On top of all that, it seemed clear that Spike would cling to this Unicorn miniature for as long as it took to regain emotional stability. If he could at all.
Unless . . . .
“That's it!”
Without another word, Twilight raced out of the kitchen and aimed right for the front door. Spike may not be willing to talk, but that depended on who was doing the listening . . . .

Spike curled up in his bed, sobbing uncontrollably, clutching his claw-made doll as if letting go would damn him to Tartarus. Every sound that escaped his throat felt like it tore up every organ in his body on the way up. His stomach lurched, his head pounded, but he didn't care. It hurt too much for him to care.
After hours of crying (to him, it felt like days), Spike sat up in his bed, picked up his bedsheets, and dried his eyes with them. His face felt hot and his body ached all over, and even after all of that, it still wasn't enough.
It still hurts, he thought to himself, a feeling of helplessness infesting his mind, I cried my eyes out all this time, and it still hurts. I cried two weeks ago. I was over her. I can't even say her name anymore. And it still hurts! Why does it still hurt after all this time?! Why?! Spike could only double over where he sat, hugging his pretty toy and never letting go. Because as much as he hated to admit it, there was a deep, almost primitive part of him that wished to Celestia that she was real.
TAP-TAP-TAP!
The knocking on the door shook Spike out of his misery. “I said leave me alone, Twilight!” he shouted. Just hearing that knock restarted the pain all over again. She would come in anyway. She always did. She was the Princess, after all. She would come in and try to apologize, but justify why she was right. As if he wasn't hurting enough.
Slowly, the door creaked open, and Spike shrank into himself, shutting his eyes tightly and bracing for the impact from her words:
“Spikey, darling? Can we talk?”
Wait a minute. That's not Twilight.
Spike turned, and saw her. Her pristine, pearly-white coat; her splendid purple mane, the color and style redefining the word “royalty”; her shimmering blue eyes; it all took his breath away just as easily as the first moment he laid eyes on her.
He suddenly panicked and tried to hide his doll, a small cloth doppelganger of the pony in the room with him. His face flushed to red, and he turned away again, head bent low.
“Please,” Spike pleaded weakly, sniffling every few seconds, “I . . . I don't want you to . . . to see me like this . . . .”
Her hoofsteps slowly approached, making Spike cringe and pull deeper into himself. The hoofsteps stopped, and Spike felt the bed shift slightly underneath him as she joined him. “Please, Spike,” she cooed, laying a hoof against his back and carefully stroking it, “let me help you.”
“I . . . I don't want you to. You're only here because Twilight asked you to come here. I just . . . I can't even look at you right now . . . .”
Her depressed sigh filled Spike's ears. She sounded like she genuinely wanted to help, but Spike fought his own mind for a response. There was nothing. Only more pain.
“I take it Twilight spoke to you about your feelings for me,” she continued, sounding guilty. “Oh, Spikey, I'm sorry. I know how deeply you loved me. I can't . . . I can't imagine how difficult this must be for you . . . .”
“Of course you can,” Spike replied, a bit more bitterly than he'd wanted, “just think back to how Trenderhoof made you feel. Of course, how would I know? I don't know what it's like 'to be totally obsessed with a pony . . . only to . . . t-to find out . . .” Spike stalled, his voice beginning to break, “. . . they're . . . th-they're obsessed with . . . s-s-somepony else' . . .” The last two words were only barely intelligible—once again, his tears overtook him, and he felt his sobs tearing up his insides once again.
“Shh . . . there, there, sweetheart, please don't cry.” Her words, soft though they may have been, had little effect; Spike continued to cry, unashamed and uninhibited. “I know, I know. I've been guilty of hurting you in the past. Said things I never should have said . . . but that's why I'm here for you now, Spikey. It wasn't just because Twilight asked me to. I want to be here for you.” She wrapped her hooves around him and pulled him in close. “I don't ever want you to think you don't have anypony. Because you do.”
Spike leaned into her embrace, but could not stop sobbing. “N-no, I don't . . . y-you and the others . . . y-you don't really c-care . . . i-if Twilight wasn't th-there, I . . . I w-wouldn't . . . w-wouldn't be worth anything to you . . . .”
“Spike, that's not true!” she replied, sounding hurt. “We care for you very much! Pinkie Pie, and Rainbow Dash, and Applejack, and Fluttershy, all of us! We're not just your friends because you're Twilight's assistant! We're your friends because we love you.” She took his face into her soft, warm hooves and brought him out of the ball of misery he was curled up in. She turned his face up to meet hers, and their eyes locked onto each other. “We may never be a couple, Spikey,” she continued soothingly, “but you'll always be one of my dearest friends, and I don't . . . I don't know what I'd do without you.”
Her voice almost broke as she concluded. “You mean the world to me.”
The two kept their eyes on each other for a long while, with Spike's still dripping tears. His claws twitched over the doll in his lap; he'd given up trying to hide it. Slowly, she pulled her hooves away, and Spike turned his head back to the floor. His tears now landed on the fluffy surface of the plushie.
“I just don't want to lose you . . .” His words were faint, strangled, as if he'd fought against death just to say them. “I don't ever . . . ever want to lose you . . . .” He clung especially tightly to his doll as he said it over and over again.
After a few more seconds of pulling into himself, plush in hand and face dripping with tears, Spike felt the bed shift under him again, then a set of hooves hitting the floor, and his heart dissolved. She had gone. Even after coming up to his room to comfort him, to hold him, to tell him how much he meant to her, she'd just left without a word. Why wouldn't she? I'm just a creepy little stalker, after all. She may be nice to me now, but it's only because she feels sorry for me. She can't possibly care about me after this. This thing in my claws was the last straw for her. She can't put up with me anymore, no matter how much she pities me.
This plushie really is all I have left, now . . . .
Spike gasped when he felt the soft feeling of her hooves return to his face. Cradling his baby face like a priceless diamond, she sat there, on the floor in front of him, her gaze strong and unfaltering, yet still so passive and compassionate. She was right there all along.
“Spikey, I want you to listen to me very carefully,” she told him, her own voice threatening to break again, but staying strong throughout, “you are never, ever going to lose me. It's just one relationship that would never work between us. It doesn't mean I'd ever walk away from you, and it doesn't mean I don't like you. And it will never mean that, do you understand me? I may not love you the way you love me, but I still love you, with all my heart. And nothing will ever change that.” Now, tears started welling up in her beautiful blue eyes. “And with what's happening inside your mind right now, I . . . I'm just . . .” she pressed on as much as she could, her fears visibly holding back as they threatened to make her collapse as Spike had. “I'm afraid to lose you, darling.”
Spike suddenly felt his heart burst. What am I doing? he thought. All this time, I've been hurting, but I never thought she'd be hurting, too. I never wanted that . . . ever . . . I've been wrong . . . oh, Celestia, I've been wrong . . . .
“I've been wrong . . . .”
As he spoke his thoughts, he once again collapsed into tears. Dropping his doll, he leaned forward and wrapped his arms around her, hugging her. She returned it soon after, holding him in her warm, calming embrace as his tears stained her flawless white coat. He felt comfort. He felt affection. He felt at peace with himself, for the first time in a long time of being afraid and ashamed, knowing the love he longed for from her would never be real.
But she does love me. She's not my marefriend, but she loves me. Even after all I've done, or haven't done right, she still loves me. And she's afraid to lose me, just like I didn't want to lose her.
No doll can do that . . . .
Spike's cries lasted much longer this time, but she still held him. He was sure she had someplace to be right now. Maybe attending some fashion show, or working on orders in her boutique. But she was here, holding him, helping him, comforting him. Regardless of his flaws, foul-ups and crazy idea involving a doll version of her, she was here, and she still held on.
No doll can do that, either . . . .
Spike didn't even keep track of how long he cried this time. Time didn't matter. Reasons didn't matter. Feeling her fur warm up his face and arms, feeling it dissolve his tears away, the security of having her forelegs around him, is what mattered. She loved him. That mattered. She was here. That mattered, too.
And I do have somepony there for me. Somepony to remind me that I matter.
Finally, the two parted, and Spike looked around to see where he had dropped his doll. She picked it up and held it out to him, and Spike was briefly disoriented by the strange double-image he saw before him. Spike carefully took the plushie from her and held it tightly. “I . . .” he hesitated as he glanced at her, knowing that the answer he didn't want to hear was coming, “. . . I . . . I have to get rid of it, don't I?”
She shook her head. “I won't force you to. If it helps you to deal with your feelings, keep it for as long as you need it.”
Spike glanced back down at his beloved toy, and felt as though something were lifted off his shoulders. Was it shame? Was it sadness? Was it his attachment to the thing? It wasn't clear to him, but it felt liberating. He sniffed, almost feeling the tears start up again. “I . . . I'm sorry about this . . . I'm really . . . really sorry . . . .”
“Oh, Spikey-Wikey. Don't apologize. You can't help the way you feel, sometimes. You just need to remember, just because I'm not in love with you, doesn't mean I'll leave you. I still love you very much.” She lay her hoof on his shoulder. “And I will always be there for you.”
Spike sniffed again, glancing back down at his doll. “Then I guess I don't need this anymore, huh?”
“As I said, you do away with it when you're ready.”
Spike sighed shakily. “Do I have to come down now?”
“Not right now. Take as long as you need.”
“Will you stay with me?”
“Of course, darling.”
She climbed back onto the bed and sat beside Spike once again. Spike sat the plush next to him and lay his claws into his lap, staring at the floor. He felt her foreleg slide around his shoulders and pull him close, and Spike instinctively leaned against her. Her pleasantly cozy fur and caressing touch almost sent him off to slumber, but he stayed awake. He had already been caught with a stuffed toy; he wanted to save what little maturity he had left.
And so, they sat together on Spike's bed—a little dragon, lost in his own emotions, sitting between two ponies, one of cloth and one of flesh, with the same name.
“Rarity . . . thank you . . . .”
“Anything for you, Spikey-Wikey.”
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