~Together we Will Move the Clouds to Brighter Days~

Sydney was comfortably ensconced in a puddle of blankets on her couch. The flat lemonade that was Vaughn’s contribution to her recovery was clutched in her hand and slowly warming to room temperature as she stared blankly into her empty fireplace.
She almost smiled at the memory of Vaughn interrupting her and Weiss to suggest stumblingly that she should try the old remedy, to help settle her stomach, and that he’d ring later, to make sure she was ok. Jumping at the sound of her door opening, lemonade sloshed over the sides of her cup and onto her blankets, which she flung off her in readiness to fight.
“Syd?” She breathed a sigh as Eric’s voice registered and plonked down the cup still in her hand. She frowned at it, wondering what she’d have done if he had been an assailant. Pinned him down and forced him to drink the vile concoction perhaps? She chuckled to herself as she settled back into her place, trusting Weiss to find her. Half a minute later, his head poked around the wall.
“Whatcha doin?” He grinned affably, and she smiled back softly, happy for his company.

“Just thinking.” Was her quiet reply, and she knew he wouldn’t let it rest. Which is why she was surprised when he merely nodded and made his way over to the couch, one hand behind his back.

“Can you think with me… and some chicken soup?” She grinned when he revealed the Tupperware container of warm soup behind his back, complete with one of his ‘fancy’ spoons.
“Aww. You spoil me.”

“Who said it was for you? All that worrying before made me hungry.” She laughed, and took a playful swipe at him, giggling as he caught her hand and bowed over it, passing her the chicken soup and settling next to her on the couch.
They sit in silence for a few minutes, the only sound being the scrape-swallow of Sydney shovelling soup into her mouth. Finally deciding she’d at least eaten enough to appease her friend, she set the container down and feeling Weiss stare at her, blurted the first thing that came to mind.
“Tell me about your parents.” It wasn’t exactly a question, but it wasn’t an order either. At his look she smiled in what she hoped was an endearing fashion, resting her head on his shoulder and batting her eyes at him. Weiss rolled his eyes and shifted, tucking her further into his side as he started to paint a picture for her.
Two hours and countless amusing stories later Sydney yawned, almost asleep and stopped Eric’s commentary with a gentle hand on his mouth. Or at least, that was what was intended, what really happened was her slapping him lightly across the jaw.
“Not that it hurt or anything, but geez Bristow watch where you…” She interrupts him.

“Weiss, what do you think about adoption? Does it ever work?” There is a silent pause and she can feel him swallow before he pulls away from her. He took her hands and looked at her solemnly for a moment, before shaking his head, brow furrowed in a sympathetic frown.
“Is that what all this family talk was about? You’re worried about having children?” He pauses, and sighs, and she nods sadly. It wasn’t really what she was working up to, but she’d hear what he had to say.
“Personally, I don’t like the idea of adoption. It’s not fair to the child because as much as people will deny it, a lot of the time they just adopt because they are bored or lonely, and the child gets discarded like a Christmas pet, or a broken toy. My best friend growing up was adopted, I never used to understand what it meant and to be honest at that age I didn’t care. Until his ‘parents’ decided they could no longer afford to keep him, especially because they had their own ‘real’ child on the way. I never found out exactly what happened to him.”
Fat tears slid down her cheeks, searing her insides, and the room around her wavered under a sheen of water. Eric’s voice seemed to come from a distance as he hastened to reassure her, to ebb the flow of her sadness.
“Sydney. Sydney, don’t cry. I’m sure if it came down to it, you’d be one of the really good ones. Sweetie? Please. Smile for me like you’d smile for the kids, I’m sure you’d be perfect, and you’d love them and give them just the right amount of parental abuse to fuel their talents… huh? Huh?”
She gave him a watery smile, and was rewarded with a huge bear hug. Sydney couldn’t quite catch what he said after that, her head buried in his chest, but she caught the words ‘bed’, ‘sleep’, and ‘better in the morning’ and wrapped her arms around his neck as she was carried in the direction of her bedroom.
~When you cried, I'd wipe away all of your tears

When you'd scream, I'd fight away all of your fears~

