
but you love me

Author’s Note:
      This is a request by the lovely @firefly_24 on Twitter! Thank you so much for an excellent idea and for letting me just go wild with it. If you’d like to make a request, please check the link in on my twitter.

    


    
    “Auntie Lumeeeeeeeeeeen!” 

 

“Klee!” 

 

The sound of many sock-clad feet thundering down the worn wooden hallway echoes throughout the small townhouse. If you didn’t know any better, you would’ve thought that a small army of goblins was raiding the house. Fortunately, this was simply a one-child army clad in bright red. 

 

“Oof!” Lumine grunts as the blur of red slams into her midsection in a flying tackle hug. She sweeps the giggling child up off her feet, spinning her around in a small circle.

 

The second that Amber had opened the front door, Klee was off like a bullet, shoes flying in every direction in her haste, shooting straight into Lumine’s arms. 

 

“Thank you so much for agreeing to look after her for a few hours.” Jean sighs exasperatedly as she hands Amber a large brown backpack. 

 

“It’s no problem at all!” Amber grins. “Who wouldn’t want to spend some time with your kid?” 

 

Jean gives Amber a tired look, “She was so excited to hear that she was going to spend time with you that I couldn’t get her to take a nap in the afternoon.” 

 

Lumine laughs, looking down at the bundle of energy in her arms, “You’re that excited, huh?”

 

“Don’t tell mom, but you’re my favourite person,” Klee whispers up at Lumine conspiratorially. 

 

“Hey! What about me!” Amber calls out indignantly from the doorway.

 

Klee bursts into a fit of giggles, “Don’t tell Auntie Amber either.”

 

Lumine makes an exaggerated show of zipping her lips, locking them, and then throwing away the key. 

 

“That’s alright. Your Auntie Lumine is also my favourite person.” Amber winks at Klee with a grin.

 

“Alright, I better get going or I’ll be late picking up Lisa.” Jean wraps Amber up in a farewell hug, waving at Lumine and her daughter. “Text me if you need anything.” 

 

“Absolutely not,” Amber retorts, “It’s your date night. You two enjoy yourselves. Lumine and I have this under control.” 

 

“I’m serious,” Jean tells her firmly.

 

“As am I.” 

 

The two of them stare at each other for a long moment before Jean lets out another exasperated sigh. “Well, I trust Lumine’s judgment.”

 

“Hey!” 

 

Lumine has to laugh at the pout on her girlfriend’s face, “I’ll make sure everything is okay, Jean.”. 

 

“Make sure you listen to your aunties, Klee! I’ll be back to pick you up before you know it.”

 

“Bye, mom!” 

 

The front door closes with a loud thud, the deadbolt engaging a second later with a small clank. The house falls silent for a second like it’s taking a deep breath to ready itself for this child. Lumine looks up, feeling the warmth of a gaze upon her. She catches Amber watching her with a fond look on her face. With a look like that, Lumine wonders what her girlfriend is thinking about. 

 

There’s no time for wondering though, Klee squirms in Lumine’s arms asking to be put down. For a four-year-old, the girl was surprisingly strong and Lumine sets her back on the floor. The sound of their air fryer goes off in the kitchen as Klee’s feet touch the ground. The ding is like a starting pistol and Klee is off, scampering through the house, clearly looking for something.

 

What could she be looking for- a sharp yowl tells Lumine all that she needs to know. 

 

“Paimon!” 

 

Amber comes up behind Lumine, placing a hand gently on her shoulder as Lumine straightens up. Paimon comes rocketing around the corner, followed closely by Klee herself. Despite Paimon’s very offended look as she leaps through the air into Lumine’s arms in what was Lumine’s second flying hug of the night, Lumine knows that Paimon enjoys Klee’s company… somewhat.

 

“Alright kiddo,” Amber chuckles as she scoops up Klee in her own arms. “How do we feel about some chicken nuggets?”

 

“Nuggets!” Klee yells gleefully, clapping her hands. 

 

“That’s my girl! We love nuggets in this household!” Amber leans down to whisper at Klee conspiratorially, “Auntie Lumine doesn’t like it when we eat nuggets too often so I made the whole box today.” 

 

“Amber!” Lumine chastises.

 

She thought that it seemed like Amber had made a lot of food tonight. 

 

“Klee is a growing girl! She’s gotta eat!”

 

“You’re incorrigible.” Lumine finally relents, setting Paimon down on one of the stools next to the counter. 

 

With a smile like that, how could she possibly stay mad at Amber?

 

“Yes, but you loveeee me,” Amber teases.














The sounds of a ball bouncing rhythmically against pavement fills the small kitchen. Amber flops down dramatically in one of the wooden dining chairs. She’s drenched in sweat, hair falling messily over the bow in her hair. A few strands are plastered against her forehead and she grimaces as she sweeps them back, out of her face.

 

The clouds that provided Amber momentarily solace drift on, driven by winds unknown and the afternoon sun spills messily through the large windows. Amber groans as she slides out of the chair and schlepps over to the chair in the far corner, away from the accursed heat and sun. 

 

Something cold pressed against the back of her neck, making her yelp. Glaring, she finds her girlfriend looking down at her with a smirk. A bottle of water, fresh from the fridge, is in her hand. The weapon in question is beaded with condensation, a testament to how hot it is today.

 

“She tired you right out,” Lumine teases as she uncaps the bottle and hands it to her. 

 

Gratefully, Amber takes a long swig, draining nearly half the bottle in one go. 

 

Lumine looks down at Amber, still draped over the chair like she has no bones with another one of her smirks. “I think you’re getting old.” 

 

“Rude!” Amber grumbles but that’s the only response she has the energy to give. The rest of the water is gone with another long gulp. 

 

“Is she still playing?”

 

Both of them squint out into their little backyard. Against the blinding sun, they could see a small figure dressed in white shorts and a red t-shirt, bouncing a cream-coloured ball enthusiastically against their patio. A large square that had been divided up into quarters had been drawn into the patio bricks in pink chalk. 

 

“I’m not sure how she can play four-square by herself. But she’s definitely the champion of it.” Amber remarks.

 

They watch her for a moment longer, only to sit bolt upright when Klee trips over her own feet and disappears from their view.

 

“Oh archons,” Lumine gasps, and the two of them are scrambling over each other in their haste to reach the child who has undoubtedly just fallen on her own face.

 

To their surprise, they find Klee drawing on the patio with the piece of chalk Amber had discarded in the grass earlier. Both of her knees are scraped up and Amber can see a few streaks of dirt on her cheeks. She can’t see from this angle but from the way that Klee fell, she can’t imagine that her palms were going to look too pretty either. The little face that Lumine had drawn on the ball so that it matches Klee’s Dodoco plush seems to look at both of them tiredly from where it sits next to Klee.

 

“Klee, honey. Are you okay?” Lumine reaches Klee first, squatting down next to the child who has drawn several stick people.

 

“Ya! Look Auntie Lumeeeeen!” Klee points excitedly at the stick people. “I drew us!” 

 

Amber gets down so that she could examine Klee from her other side. Sure enough, there were two taller figures, one with a flower in her hair and the other with Amber’s signature hair bow. The shorter one between them is clearly Klee, holding Dodoco. “Klee, you’re bleeding.” 

 

There’s a brief moment of silence as Klee looks down at your hands and knees as if suddenly realizing the sorry state they were in. It’s like a switch flips in her head, and immediately the tears are streaming down her face.

 

Lumine slaps Amber in the arm gently, “Amber! Now, look!”

 

“She is bleeding!” Amber protests and Lumine gathers the bawling child into her arms. 

 

“Babe, can you go and get the first aid kit?” Lumine asks, voice slightly muffled by the mouthful of Klee’s hair in her face.

 

“Yeah!” Amber calls out as she sprints into the house. 

 

She makes sure to leave the back door open before she heads for the large metal box in one of the kitchen cabinets. After nearly burning her fingers cooking multiple times, they have wisely decided to invest in a first aid kit that a doomsday prepper would be proud of. 

 

Buried beneath all the gauze and tape and gloves are the alcohol swabs and a box of adhesive bandages covered in different coloured slimes.

 

 “Look how cute the green slime is! It’s got little wings!” Amber remembers Lumine cooing fondly of the box. They sure would come in handy now. 

 

Triumphantly, Amber grabs a few alcohol swabs and adhesive bandages. She returns to the dining room, where Klee is still sniffling loudly, the worst of the crying apparently absorbed directly into Lumine’s collar.

 

“Klee, can you show Auntie Amber your boo-boos?” Lumine whispers gently.

 

Klee nods, still sniffling and wiping tears away from her face with the back of her hands. Carefully, Lumine sets the girl on one of the dining chairs, and Amber crouches down next to Klee.

 

“I’m just going to go wash my hands. I’ve got chalk dust all over them,” Lumine explains, setting the piece of chalk that she must have taken from Klee onto the table. 

 

Amber offers Klee a smile, “Okay, this might sting a little bit. But once we get you all patched up, you can have some ice cream. Can you be brave for me?” 

 

“Y-yeah.” 

 

The little quiver in Klee’s voice is the most adorable thing that Amber has ever heard, even the way that her lower lip trembles as Amber rips open an alcohol swab is adorable.

 

“Okay. Here we go!” Amber doesn’t break eye contact, holding Klee’s gaze the entire time. The last thing she wants to do is for Klee to look down at the scrapes. 

 

It’s like when she has to get shots or blood work done at a clinic, it’s just better if she didn’t actually see the needle go in. Same concept here.

 

Klee lets out a tiny whimper as Amber dabs at the scrapes on her knees. Her hands were fisted in the hem of her t-shirt, twisting the fabric around in her grip.

 

“There we go. You’re doing so well, Klee. We’re almost done here.” Amber tells her encouragingly as carefully places the bandages over the deepest parts of the scrapes.

 

It takes a few moments more for her to wipe off Klee’s palms, which thankfully weren’t scraped up at all, just a little dusty, and the dirt off of her face. She leans back to examine her handiwork with a satisfied nod. The red slimes with little devil horns look back at her from both knees like they approve of her choice. 

 

“All done,” Amber announces, gently papping Klee’s cheeks.

 

Klee looks at her with hopeful eyes, “Ice cream?” 

 

Amber laughs. Kids really did have such a one-track mind. “Yeah, let’s get you some ice cream.” 

 

“Ice cream!” The joyous expression on Klee’s face makes Amber squeeze with fond affection. 

 

“Don’t worry, I got your ice cream right here,” Lumine says as she comes around the far side of the kitchen island, two bowls of ice cream in hand. 

 

The bowls are set on the table with two heavy thunks. Klee’s bowl contains a large scoop of strawberry cheesecake ice cream, topped with a hefty handful of sprinkles. The girl digs in eagerly, scrapes and bruises completely forgotten. Forget medicine, all you really needed was a little bit of ice cream it seemed.

 

“I get ice cream too?” Amber asks in surprise as Lumine slides the bowl of coffee ice cream with little chunks of brownie crumbled on top. 

 

“You do,” Lumine affirms. She leans over to press a kiss against the top of Amber’s hair. “You did great patching up, Klee.” 

 

“Wow if we get ice cream, maybe you should fall over more often, Klee,” Amber remarks, winking at Klee, who now has ice cream all over her face. 

 

“Amber!” Lumine scolds, displeased. She reaches for a napkin to try to clean up the mess before it got into Klee’s clothes.

 

“Yeah! Great idea Auntie Amber!” Klee enthuses, melted ice cream running down her chin. 

 

Lumine groans. “You’re incorrigible.” 

 

Amber grins, shaking her spoon at Lumine, “But you love me.”

 








The house is surprisingly quiet for what Amber has affectionately dubbed “Klee Days”. Usually, the hallways were filled with running footsteps, the rooms bursting with rambunctious giggles, and the house always felt like it was seconds from collapsing under the force of a little red blur.

 

The only sound is the low voices of some kind of a sitcom playing softly in the living room and the trickle of hot water being poured into two mugs. The steam that wafts upward smells faintly of chamomile, giving away the contents of the cup before one could even look into it. 

 

Carefully, Lumine makes her way over to the living room, stepping around pillows that were scattered around on the living room floor. What once was a tidy little couch and coffee table in front of the television had been turned into a blanket fort.

 

The glow of the television allows some light into the front of the fort and Lumine is able to navigate the minefield of toys and pillows into the fort proper. Curled into the back, against the pile of couch cushions is Amber with a softly snoring Klee tucked into her side.

 

Amber smiles serenely at her as Lumine shuffles across the space on her knees, careful not to shift the sheets that make up the roof of their fort. Archons know how many times they’ve had to rebuild that portion already in Klee’s excitement.

 

“She’s out like a light,” Amber murmurs as Lumine approaches.

 

It takes a little bit of maneuvering in a way that they don’t disturb their finally sleeping gremlin but Lumine is able to settle into the cushions next to Amber. Instinctively, Amber has her arm out and around Lumine’s shoulder letting her rest against her favourite spot between Amber’s neck and shoulder. 

 

“Some peace and quiet at last,” Lumine jokes.

 

After a long day of playing at the park, and then a hearty dinner of Klee’s favourite fish sticks, even the bundle of boundless energy had finally run out. Thank the Archons for small blessings like that, because after a long day of playing knights versus treasure hunters, Lumine was practically dead on her feet.

 

“I made you some tea— chamomile,” Lumine adds hastily. “We don’t need any more caffeine.”.

 

There’s a teasing glint in Amber’s eye as she takes the cup from Lumine with the hand that is currently draped around her.  

 

“Amber wh-” Lumine barely gets her words out before Amber is bringing her arm around.

 

It’s a close call, with how the tea tips dangerously close to the rim of the cup but Amber manages to bring it up to her lips, practically pressing Lumine’s face into her chest in the process. The moment only lasts a few seconds but Lumine is certain she has spent an entire lifetime and more here. Amber smells faintly of sweat, warm cinnamon, and something woodsy in a way that reminds Lumine of the last few moments of a campfire. Lumine has always thought it was a little strange that she liked the way Amber smelled even after a workout or a long day. 

 

It’s something about the way she smells that’s so distinctively  Amber  that Lumine can’t help but feel relaxed and comforted and  home. Usually, however, this experience isn’t coupled with prolonged eye and facial contact with uh Amber’s chest. Lumine’s bright red in the face and sputtering by the time Amber releases her from the sip of tea with a contented sigh.

 

“Just perfect,” Amber smirks over at Lumine.

 

“Amber!” Lumine hisses as loud as she dares, worried about waking up Klee. “You’re incorrigible!” 

 

Amber’s smirk only grows wider. “But you love me.”








 

 

“Klee, do you want some chocolate chips on your pancakes?” Amber calls out from the stove where she was cooking breakfast. 

 

The sizzle of the batter against the hot pan is nearly loud enough to drown out the sound of Klee’s reply. 

 

“Auntie Lumeeeeen said I can’t have choco in the morning,” Klee replies.

 

Amber can hear her bouncing noisily on the stack of phonebooks they had put on the dining chair as a booster seat. 

 

“Are you sure? I won’t say anything to Auntie Lumine if you don’t say anything,” Amber flips the pancake with a practiced motion.

 

The pancake lands a little bit off-centered, the edge catching on the side of the pan. Hastily, Amber slides the pancake down the side back into the center. It leaves a streak of uncooked batter along the side. Nobody would know though.

 

“You’re a bowl of porridge, Auntie Amber,” Klee tells her solemnly.

 

“A what now?” Amber asks, confused. 

 

“A bowl of porridge,” Klee repeats with an exasperated sigh that reminds Amber of Jean.

 

Like mother, like daughter,  it would seem. 

 

“Now,” Amber turns to face Klee, hands on her hips. “What does that mean?”

 

“Auntie Lumeeeen calls you that all the time,” Klee replies without even looking up, too engrossed with colouring the sheets that Lumine had printed off last night to keep her busy. 

 

At least the colouring sheets were effective.

 

“She calls me a bowl of porridge?” Amber echoes dumbly. She doesn’t remember this at all.

 

“Yeah!” Klee enthuses, finally turning around in her chair, legs dangling over the side of the seat. “Imporridgable!” 

 

Amber stares, mind churning as she tries to make sense of what Klee is saying.

 

“Imporridgable!” Klee says again, with more emphasis and a hint of frustration that Amber wasn’t getting it. 

 

It finally clicks in her head and Amber lets out a laugh, “Klee, it’s incorrigible.”

 

“Imporridgable!” Klee nods furiously with all the confidence in the world.

 

“No no no,” Amber laughs as she approaches the dining table. “Klee it’s incorrigible. Say it with me now, in-cor-ridge-ah-bull.” 

 

“Imporridgable!”

 

“Babe, what are you doing?” 

 

Amber hadn’t heard Lumine come back into the house from grabbing the mail. She hangs the mail keys from the little hook next to the refrigerator. 

 

“I’m just teaching Klee some new words,” Amber grins, looking down at the kid beaming back up at her. 

 

Fondly, she reaches over and ruffles Klee’s hair. Klee giggles in delight, swatting at her hands.

 

Lumine frowns, and then she sniffs the air suspiciously. There’s a pause, and she sniffs again. “Amber, is something burning?” 

 

Panicked, Amber rushes back over to the stove, practically sliding across the wooden floors in her socks. By the time she manages to slide the pancake off of the pan and onto the plate, the underside is nearly black.

 

“Alright. Everything is okay.” Amber lets out a sigh of relief. Nothing had caught fire, the smoke alarm hadn’t gone off, and the fire extinguisher hadn’t been needed. Truly a victory.

 

“You burned it didn’t you?” Lumine appears at her side, peering over Amber’s shoulder to look at what was on the plate.

 

“No!” Amber tries futilely to cover up the clearly blackened pancake.

 

“Uh-huh,” Lumine shoots her a pointed look. 

 

“It’s still edible!” Amber protests, picking up the pancake with her bare hands and nearly dropping it on the floor, having forgotten that she had just pulled it off the pan. Undeterred, she takes a big bite out of it.

 

Much to nobody’s surprise, it tastes very terrible. Amber resists the urge to spit it out— for pride reasons of course.

 

“Amber!” Lumine scolds, “Don’t eat it! I’ll just make some new ones.”

 

Amber pauses, looking at Lumine. “Yeah?” She mumbles through her terrible mouthful of burnt horribleness.

 

“Yeah,” Lumine affirms. She unties the apron from around Amber’s waist and lifts it over her head.

 

“Oh thank the Archons.”

 

Amber pulls out the garbage can from under the kitchen sink and wastes no time spitting every last soggy crumb out. “That was terrible.”

 

“I told you not to eat it!” Lumine grumbles as she ties on the apron. 

 

“Hey, I said it was edible,” Amber teases, coming up behind Lumine to wrap her arms around her waist.

 

She rests her chin on Lumine’s shoulder, watching her girlfriend scoop batter into the pan. 

 

“You’re incorrigible,” Lumine replies, turning her head to give Amber a quick peck on the cheek.

 

Amber returns the kiss with a big one of her own against Lumine’s jawline. “But you love me!” 

 

“Imporridgable!”

 








The hum of cheap fluorescent lights always makes Amber feel like she’s entered some strange otherworldly space. Some people might call it a grocery store, but Amber likes to think of it as more of a pocket dimension that holds everything you could want. 

 

The feeling of something soft draping over her shoulders makes her look up from where she’s been busy reading the back of a package of frozen chicken nuggets. Where she was expecting her girlfriend, a very very large stuffed bunny has its arms wrapped around her shoulders.

 

“Lumine?” Amber puts the package she’s holding in the cart. These would have to do. “What is this?”

 

“A giant bunny!” Lumine exclaims like it’s the most obvious thing in the world. 

 

The cream coloured stuffed animal is nearly bigger than Lumine herself, its toes just barely touching the floor. 

 

“I can see that,” Amber notes as she reaches out to take Lumine’s hand. 

 

Her hand is soft and smells faintly of rose petals and citrus. Amber places a gentle kiss on the back of her knuckles, just under the small scar Lumine has there. It’s all that remains from the time that she tried to ride Amber’s motorbike and drove right into a field. Amber hasn’t quite let her live it down yet. All she had to do was stay on a perfectly straight and empty road and she still managed to end up in the field.

 


   “Listen, you can’t blame me for this! My driving is like me.” 


 


   “Oh yeah?” 


 

 “Not straight!” 





Lumine squints at her and pulls her hand away to gently smack Amber on the shoulder like she knows what Amber is thinking about. “I think Klee would really like this bunny.”

 

“Klee?” Amber echoes dumbly. 

 

“Yeah! Doesn’t he look like the little Dodoco that she carries around?” 

 

Amber tilts her head to the side, examining this ridiculously large bunny. “I guess?” 

 

It was quite round and the arms were barely long enough to reach the front of Amber’s shoulders— very cute in a dorky kind of way. 

 

“She was very upset last time when she came over and forgot her Dodoco at home,” Lumine nods, talking more to herself than Amber. She squeezes the bunny’s midsection in a hug. 

 

Amber resists the urge to take a picture of Lumine at this moment, looking very much like a little kid. It’s not like she was going to say no to Lumine, but still, she can’t help but tease her girlfriend a little bit. 

 

“Are you sure that’s for Klee or is that for you?”

 

“Hey!” Lumine smacks her shoulder again. “It’s for Klee!” 

 

“Alright, alright. Put the bunny in the cart.” Amber relents. 

 

The buzz of her phone in her pocket draws her attention away from Lumine sitting the stuffed toy in the built-in child seat in their shopping cart. 

 

Jean Gunnhildr is calling.

 

Why is Jean calling?

 

Amber picks up the call, only for a notification to immediately pop up requesting a video call. “Jean?”

 

“Auntie Amber!” The very zoomed-in image of Klee’s forehead appears on her screen. 

 

“Oh, hey Klee. Where’s your mom? Is everything okay?” For a second, the worst possible scenarios flash through her mind. Jean and Lisa being indisposed for whatever terrible reason.

 

“She’s folding clothes!” The picture shakes as Klee seems to fumble with the phone for a second but thankfully does not drop it.

 

“Oh, okay. Does she know you have her phone?” Amber lets out a sigh of relief, feeling all this tension that had suddenly built up in every fiber of her being be released. 

 

She really shouldn’t jump to worst-case scenarios like that but sometimes she couldn’t help it. She worried about the people she cared about, no matter what. 

 

“Ya!” 

 

“Okay, kiddo,” Amber replies doubtfully. “What’s up?” 

 

“I lost my tooth today!”

 

Amber gets an unholy look directly into the little gremlin’s mouth, neon red fruit gummies still stuck to the roof of her mouth. Sure enough, one of her bottom front teeth is missing. 

 

“Oh wow, you did! Are you going to put it under your pillow tonight so that Barbatooth can come and leave you a little gift?” Amber has a feeling that Klee is going to try to stay up all night trying to catch the infamous tooth collecting spirit-turned every child’s source of income, in person. 

 

“Is that Klee?” 

 

“Auntie Lumeeeeeen!” Klee’s excited yelling nearly blows out the speakers on Amber’s phone. With a wince, Amber hands her phone off to her girlfriend.

 

“Hi, Klee!” Lumine trades Amber two cartons of ice cream for the phone. She gestures at the two different cartons, coffee and strawberry cheesecake, silently telling Amber to pick one.

 

Amber looks down at the two different flavours, one was her favourite— coffee, and one was her girlfriend’s favourite— strawberry cheesecake. This was going to be a difficult decision. She looks over at Lumine, hoping to get some kind of help but Lumine is in the middle of a very serious discussion with Klee about how the red fruit gummies (fuit gummies to Klee) are the best gummies. 

 

Or…

 

She puts them both in the cart. This was definitely the solution.

 

“Klee!” The sound of Jean’s stern voice followed by Klee’s shriek and the sound of her footsteps running rapidly up the stairs. “I’m going to count to three and you are going to give me my phone back or you are going into time out!”

 

There’s more tinny shrieking and the sounds of a scuffle can be heard through the speakers. Amber peers over Lumine’s shoulder at her phone, only to see a dark phone screen— it appeared that Klee had dropped the phone. After a moment of scuffling later, an exasperated and apologetic Jean appears, looking a little worse for wear. They could both see Klee tucked under Jean’s other arm like a sack of potatoes. 

 

“Oh, hello Lumine. Hello Amber. I’m sorry for troubling you. Klee got a hold of my phone while I was busy. I’m sorry for interrupting your day.” 

 

“No worries, Jean. We’re just out shopping for groceries. Klee wasn’t interrupting anything important.” Lumine tells the tired mother.

 

The two of them share a small laugh, watching Klee pout as she dangled in the air, arms flailing like she’s swimming in midair. 

 

“It’s a nice surprise to hear from our favourite little gremlin,” Amber adds. “When are you gonna come visit us next, Klee?”

 

“Today!” Klee declares with great certainty.

 

“Not today,” Jean sighs. “Maybe sometime next week?”

 

“But I want today!” Klee whines. 

 

“If we go over to Auntie Amber and Auntie Lumine’s house today, you won’t be able to play with Diona this afternoon. You were going to go to the playground with them, remember?”

 

“Tomorrow!”

 

Amber laughs, “We’ll consider it, okay Klee? You gotta listen to your mom if you want to come over though okay?” This was one child who definitely knew what she wanted.

 

Klee’s pout only grows larger. “But mom says I’m not allowed to bite the heads off of all the gummy fish in the package and put their buts back into the bag.”

 

“No, you definitely shouldn’t do that,” Lumine agrees. “If you don’t listen to your mom, you can’t come over. So can you listen to her for me?”??

 

“Uh-huh,” is Klee’s only reply. It’s clear that she doesn’t really like this idea.

 

Lumine seems to accept this half-hearted agreement. They both know that they aren’t going to get any other concessions out of her for this one. 

 

“Alright, Klee. Go finish your homework. We’re going to leave as soon as your momma gets home.” Jean lets the squirming little gremlin down, who immediately scampers away the second her feet touch the floor. It’s like she doesn’t know how to stop moving. 

 

“Sorry about that, you two.” Jean apologizes again.

 

“No, no,” Amber waves off the apology. “Don’t worry about it. We know how much of a handful Klee can be. I’m just glad she called us and not any of your important clients from work.”

 

Now that’s a nightmare that Amber doesn’t want to think about. Probably really funny after the fact but Jean has enough on her plate. 

 

“I’m going to let you two get on with your shopping. Sorry again!”

 

“Stop saying sorry-” Amber begins but is abruptly cut off when a loud bang that sounds suspiciously like a pot falling on the floor echoes from the other side of the line and Jean hangs up. 

 

“That woman needs a break,” Lumine muses as she hands Amber her phone back. 

 

“A full vacation, I think.” Amber agrees as she puts her phone away. “Klee can be such a handful sometimes.”

 

They resume their wandering down the aisle, Lumine’s arm looped around Amber’s as Amber pushes the cart. Frozen pizza, frozen vegetables, frozen waffles. It all passes by in a sort of a nameless, shapeless blur as Amber’s mind wanders off.

 

“Yeah, but she’s just so darn cute—” Lumine pauses, finally taking notice of the contents of their shopping cart,“— Hey, didn’t I say to pick one ice cream flavour?” 

 

“No! You gestured at both of them!” Amber protests. “Besides, if Klee is coming over again soon, then we definitely will need more than one tub of ice cream.”

 

“Klee doesn’t even like coffee ice cream!” Lumine bumps Amber’s shoulder playfully with her own.

 

Amber leans into Lumine, relishing in the additional contact, “Yeah. Then when she polishes off the strawberry cheesecake, like she did last time, we still have the coffee one for a  later. ” She waggles her eyebrows at Lumine teasingly. 

 

“You’re incorrigible, you know that?”

 

“Says the one getting a giant bunny!” Amber retorts, tone mirthful and without any trace of bite.

 

Lumine grins, a knowing glint in her eyes, “But you  love me.”

 

 

  
Notes for the Chapter:Once again, thanks to @firefly_24 on twt for the request!

I had so much fun writing this and it really nudged me out of my weird writing funk. I hope y’all enjoyed reading this as much as I had writing it. If you’d like to scream about gays with me or make a request, please check out my twitter.

As always, if you enjoyed my writing, feel free to leave me kudos or comments! Both are much appreciated.

Stay safe out there!





