It was hours later when the three got back to the bar; Alex burst through the door to the apartment first dropping the 15 million bags he seemed to be carrying. “Lorne, remind me again why I let you talk me into all of this? I was fine with what I had!”

Chuckling Lorne stepped through the doorway, he deposited the one bag he was holding as he cradled a sleeping Jess. The little girl had fallen asleep halfway through the furniture store and was still deeply knocked out.

“She certainly sleeps like a vampire doesn’t she?”

Xander shook his head as he took her and headed towards the larger bedroom in the spacious apartment. Depositing the baby in the middle of the large king bed he carefully piled pillows around her to make sure that she didn’t accidentally roll off of the bed and onto the floor. 

Leaving the door cracked behind him he headed back out into the main room surveying the mountain of items that they had bought. There were toys, paint, furniture, kitchen supplies, basically everything they could possibly need to make the apartment feel like home. 

Home…Xander had never actually had what he considered a home, sure, he had lived in a house but with his parent’s constant physical and verbal abuse it was never a home. If anything the only place he had ever felt remotely like a safe zone was the school library.

He didn’t know if Giles had ever known that Xander looked up to him, he was more a father then his own was and wasn’t that a sad state of affairs? He hoped that at least he had noticed he was gone, maybe even looked for him? Maybe after he got settled he should call him, or maybe Willow?

Shaking the thoughts off he smiled at the sprawled figure on the couch, moving over he started to unpack the bags and assemble some of the necessary items. “Hon, don’t tell me you’re one of those people who has to put everything away immediately?”

Laughing softly at the pleading tone in Lorne’s voice he replied, “Nah, but I do have to get this crib, highchair, and playpen together, kinda necessary items.”

Nodding Lorne sank down to the floor next to him, “I’m no good at this stuff Hon, but I am the best at supervising and moral support!”

With an exasperated shake of his head Xander efficiently and competently assembled the various pieces of baby furniture. “Not only pretty but talented as well” he joked as the last piece was fitted in and screwed. 

“I can see that Hon, you’re going to be the ult at the bar. I can’t even wait until tomorrow night.”

 “I wanted to talk to you about that Lorne. Do you know a good babysitter or something? I mean I obviously can’t just hire someone from an agency they’d take one look at you and run screaming in the opposite direction.” He mimicked the demon’s words from earlier with a slight smirk.

Lorne threw a look over at him as inwardly the hidden depths that Alex kept exposing delighted him, “Well Alex, I suppose I know someone, Xenia seemed quite taken with both of you, I bet she wouldn’t mind watching Jessica sometimes, not to mention the others and myself. I would positively have to scratch your eyes out if you tried to keep her away. There’s a non-violence spell on the club so it wouldn’t be real dangerous if someone had to bring her downstairs.”

“That’s right, you still have to introduce me to other people, are they mostly human, demon, or somewhere in between?” questioned Xander as he sat cross legged on the floor. 

“Hmm, mostly demon probably, though they’re a good bunch, you can bet they’ll latch onto you immediately!”

Xander tilted his head studying Lorne quizzically, “Why would they do that? I mean I’m just a bartender.”

The green demon shook his head clucking at the boy on the floor, “You’ll see hon.”

With a laugh Xander rose from the floor stretching his joints, “Well, I’m dog tired, do you mind…”

Lorne stood as well realizing the time, “Not at all, my place is just down the hall if you need anything, and get some sleep! I’ll se you two in the morning.”

With that he left closing the door softly behind him so not to wake Jessica. Xander wondered if perhaps he had finally caught a break in meeting Lorne, he had always believed that fate hated him. Perhaps he had finally been thrown a bone. 

With a decidedly more cheerful outlook then he had been sporting earlier Xander headed towards his own bedroom dropping immediately into a much deserved and needed rest.

The next morning found Xander being woken by a decidedly hungry Jessica who was taking no excuses. With a heave he stumbled into her room gently picking up the sobbing baby.

“Are you hungry Jess? Don’t worry we’ll get both of us fixed up with a nice breakfast, ok?”

Cooing at the little girl in his arms he deposited her into her highchair as he prepared a bottle for her and some scrambled eggs for himself . He quickly mixed in a few drops of blood and them handed the little girl her bottle. Smiling he watched her guzzle the liquid as he seated himself at the table.

Mentally he began to make a plan for the day; he wanted to visit some of the local pediatric wards and see if he could volunteer. If he was careful no one should ever notice the extra boost he gave healing the kids.

Of course he would still do whatever he could to help; there was always a soft place in his heart for abused children, they needed more love then anyone else. He looked up from his breakfast when he heard Jessica fussing loudly. 

Taking the empty bottle he deposited it into the sink and then bounced the baby girl on the way to the bathroom. Quickly disposing of the dirty diaper Xander bathed Jess easily, laughing softly as the small girl splashed the water with her hands. 

Drying her off Xander dressed her in a small pink jumper with a white shirt underneath and a small pink bow to hold the hair out of her face. He placed her in her new playpen with a few toys and turned to take his own shower, leaving the door open so he could still hear her.

Early afternoon came and Xander packed a diaper bag full of everything he thought Jess might need, including a blanket and a few toys. Locking his apartment behind him he walked down the hall, he was loath to ask Lorne for the favor, but he doubted the hospital would let him carry a baby around the ward.

Knocking on the door he heard mumbled words as Lorne opened the door wearing screaming orange silk pajamas. The younger man merely shook his head at the color assaulting his eyes. “Lorne, would you mind watching Jess for a few hours? I will be back a little later, I have some things to take care of.”

He received a nod and a smile as a giggling Jessica was handed over. Bouncing the baby Lorne looked at him quizzically, “What are you headed out to do? Nothing dangerous I hope, I would hate to lose my newest bartender before he even works one night.” 

“Nope, I’m just headed out to look out the local hospitals; see if there is anything I can do to help.” Xander blushed slightly “It would seem wrong to be able to help and not to.”

Lorne just shook his head and patted his cheek affectionately waving him towards the door, “Hon, you have a heart the size of Texas; now don’t worry me and honeybunch are going to be just fine.”

Xander’s face immediately lit in relief as he looked up, “Thank you so much Lorne! You have no idea how much I appreciate it.” Looking down he pointed a finger at the baby in Lorne’s arms with a mock serious face, “Jessica Willow Harris, you behave yourself for the nice green demon.” His face softened as he quickly planted a kiss on her forehead as she giggled at her funny daddy.

After thanking Lorne again he quickly headed out walking towards the main hospital in the city. As he walked inside LA General he felt himself being overwhelmed with the pain inside the doors, there was so much suffering all crammed into a small space. Veering off his course from Pediatrics Xander headed towards the Emergency Waiting Room, glancing inside he quickly appraised the occupants.

Scattered throughout the whole waiting room were many children, however three little ones against the far wall drew his immediate attention. There were a light chocolate color, however the dark man sitting with them was much darker and stood out from the others with his shaved head and crossed arms. 

Everytime he looked at the kids though remorse flitted across his face and his expression softened slightly. The oldest was a girl who looked about 14, she seemed to be cradling a badly broken arm against her chest and her eye was quickly darkening into an ugly black color and swelling shut. The middle boy seemed about 9 and there were dark bruises around his neck and his nose seemed oddly out of joint; it took Xander a moment to connect that it was broken.  The youngest wasn’t in much better shape, she looked around 4 and she sat curled up against her brother, bruises marred her arms. Her lip was split and it looked like her ankle was swelling.

Xander smiled sadly as he walked towards the vending machine against one wall; he quickly pulled up his dark brown trench and removed the gloves from his hands. It wasn’t hard to recognize the results of a parental rage, or any adult rage for that matter, that had been taken out on children. Steeling himself for what he was about to do he gathered the three candy bars and sodas as he headed into the lounge.

With a soft smile on his pale face he kneeled in front of the three noticing how the man at their side immediately got attentive, ready to protect them if necessary. This was obviously not the person who had hurt them so badly; looking at the expression on the three faces he spoke gently, “Hey, you three look like you could use some chocolate, you know it cures all.”

He smiled lightly at them letting them know it was a small joke. He actually managed to get a giggle out of the youngest one and each of the others at least had a slight curve to their lips.

Holding out the candy and sodas he met the older man’s eyes with his own acknowledging he was no threat, he watched as some of the tension left his body though he still seemed wary. After receiving a nod from the older man teach one of the three took a candy bar and a soda their hands clasping Xander’s as they each took one.

Shudders ran through Xander’s body as he felt their injuries, there were more bruises hidden beneath their clothing and as each one touched him he reached out and removed to himself what he could, mending breaks, softening bruises, dulling pain, it all transferred to himself. 

After a few more softly spoken words he stood turning and stumbling from the room his body now healing what he had absorbed from the small children. As he reached the exit to the hospital he promised he would be back later, but for now all he wanted to do was sleep and recover.

Pushing open the doors he headed out into the sunlight and back towards Jessica and Lorne, the only place he felt he could be right now.

Sitting quietly in the hospital waiting room Gunn looked over at the three children and shook his head, no kid should ever have to suffer like that, it just wasn’t right. Not to mention the odd pale man with dark hair delivering chocolate and soda and then disappearing; he hadn’t sensed any danger from the man and the candy seemed to have given the three something to distract them.

Suddenly, Talia looked up her teenage face scrunched in confusion, “Gunn?”

“Yeah Talia?” responded the older man gently knowing she was still shook up from the beating they had taken.

“My arm doesn’t hurt anymore.” She whispered in amazement as she moved it in different directions feeling none of the pain she had earlier. Griffin looked up at his sisters word his own face taking on a confused air as he touched his nose softly, “Neither does my nose or throat.”

Ruby, the youngest just hopped up and giggled jumping up and down on an ankle that had been at least sprained a few minutes ago.

Gunn looked closely at the three, Talia’s black eye was now just a light bruise that would probably fade by morning and the bruises on the other two were in the same state. His eyes widening he quickly dashed outside searching for the man who just left. What the fuck had just happened?

