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Navia only wanted some flour.

Almond flour, if she was being choosy.

Stress-baking had become a thing for her as of late, a special ritual of sorts that did wonders to calm her. Therapy was great and all, but being elbow-deep in dough while concocting a tasty treat was even better. Especially on eerie nights where she found herself alone with her thoughts.

It was storming, badly, outside. Like, all-of-Fontaine’s-rivers-could-overflow kind of bad.

Typical. It was just her luck that she’d run out of a key ingredient on a night like this, where it was impossible to go to the store. Melus and Silver would gladly brave the storm for her, but she could not bring herself to ask this of them, especially for a childish whim.

The itch to get baking at the ungodly hour had proved impossible to ignore. The torrential skies battering her windows made her grow restless; her own head had become its own kind of cage. And so, Navia decided to rely on the charity of any one of the neighbors in her building.

In retrospect, it had been… a poor choice.

It was the middle of the night, for starters. And almond flour wasn’t as common as the regular kind.

None of the folks on her floor seemed too eager to answer the door at such hour. After getting lectured by her elderly neighbor on apartment 107, with no missing ingredient to show for it, Navia was just about ready to call it quits and go back home to sink into her own misery, no goodies to comfort her.

Yet something… compels her to stop. Some higher force, some invisible string, brings her to a halt at the end of the hall.

There’s one neighbor that she hasn’t tried. In fact, they were the very definition of a last resort.

Despite living in the same building, Navia had done her utmost to avoid Clorinde– with wild success. Having not one but two lookouts keeping constant tabs on the other woman’s attempts to run into her had been very useful, and thus far, the only place she’d seen her face had been through news sites as she stood behind President Furina.

However, Silver and Melus were not infallible. About a week ago, as the elevator door was closing, almost in slow motion, their eyes met. Sad lavender met a startled blue, and that was it.

The split second had been enough for a very dangerous seed to burrow itself in Navia’s brain, get real cozy, punch out some roots…

Her complete lack of revulsion upon meeting eyes she’d once loved and grown to loathe was most troubling– pain that had once been very alive and raw and real had finally mellowed. Time had dulled the hurt enough that the ache left behind was bearable enough.    

Was it a sign? Was it time for amends to be made? Part of her wanted to.

The memory of that fleeting encounter is more or less how she ends up outside Clorinde’s burgundy door.

… her ex.

Oh, she’d be lying if she said it wasn’t painful to stand outside that door. Hell, for a while, she’d owned a key to said home. The last she’d seen of it had been when she’d chucked it at Clorinde’s head after their final, devastating clash a little over a year ago.

It would be a demented thing to do, no? To disturb the semblance of peace that she’d quietly been building for months? For flour of all things?

But there’s light seeping under the door, small noises can be heard, telltale signs of life inside—

By the time Navia realizes that she’s already knocked, the lingering pain quadruples, and suddenly, she’s face-to-face with Clorinde’s sad, sad puppy eyes.

Met with Clorinde’s messy, inky hair, that always managed to escape her ponytail, but somehow always framed her face perfectly. Navia resents the fact that she has to angle her head a certain way; Clorinde has always been so tall.  

It’s a bit of a shock, if she’s being honest. The idea of ‘Clorinde’ that she’d nursed in her head for months does not quite match up with the sight in front of her. Not in a bad way or anything, it’s just– a little jarring.

Navia rushes to speak in what she hopes is a friendly tone, but really, may very well be the worst delivery possible:

“Hey there, neighbor! Been a while. Awful weather, huh? By the way, can I have a cup of almond flour?”

The blonde’s smile twitches in place, but it’s too late. The demonic sentence had escaped her throat.

Instead of answering, Clorinde only stares, perhaps stunned by her presence. Drinking this apparition in shocked silence. The blonde shifts her weight from foot to foot, trying to stomp down the ripple of self-consciousness that washes over her.

Navia raises her hand to do a half-hearted wave, “Hellooo? Flour? Cup?”

It’s nothing short of a miracle that Clorinde doesn’t shut the door in her face. The fact that she went from an awfully-worded sentence to caveman-speak makes her almost dizzy with embarrassment.

Thankfully, the taller woman does not comment on it. She does, however, find her voice.

“Navia. I… actually just ran out. Apologies.”

Those words clue her in– Navia notices the white powder on Clorinde’s jaw. Her eyes travel down, and she sees the way that the sleeves of her crisp white shirt are rolled up. Random patches of food dye stain her clothes. Her brows rise in surprise.

“Oh. Were you– trying to…? Bake something?”

Her ex does that sound she always did when she’s uncomfortable– a mix between a grunt and a huff, “Something like that.”

The awkwardness rolls off them in waves, but Navia refuses to be consumed by it. Knocking on this door had already been huge progress, and now that the opportunity was somewhat blooming, she refused to waste what could be the beginning of an olive branch between them.

“Oh, that’s cool! I’ve been doing some late-night baking myself. Helps with stress, you know?”

Clorinde’s face falls, perhaps assuming she was referring to… the thing with Navia’s father. No less than the root of the downfall of their relationship. Oops.

“— that is, stress from work and nothing else,” Navia tries, but it’s useless– she was only president of the company due to her father’s passing, and the role Clorinde had to play in it. Double fucking oops.

Maybe coming here had been a mistake. Just because she met Clorinde’s pretty eyes after such a long time and felt something stir inside, didn’t mean she just got to barge back into her life like this. Even if Navia had healed enough to take this step, it certainly did not mean Clorinde was on the same page.

“I’ve heard very good things about Spina di Rosula under your leadership,” unexpectedly, Clorinde tries, too.

Despite still looking extremely uncomfortable, the taller woman indulges her effort, which Navia appreciates. It might be her imagination, but Clorinde looks slightly less tense, which is nice.  She finds the civility is refreshing.

Suddenly, a burning sort of smell reaches her nose. Navia panics for a second, assuming there’s a fire somewhere in the building, but no. She connects the dots in her mind and realizes that some of Clorinde’s discomfort wasn’t entirely from her presence.

“Do you… need any help?”

“It’s fine,” Clorinde says immediately, though the way her lips purse gives her away. She glances back, as if expecting thick black smoke to be chasing after her. It just might, considering the stench.

Navia wrinkles her nose at the acrid smell, “… are you sure?”

The taller woman hesitates, and Navia doesn’t miss the way her hands clench and unclench at her sides. She’s about to rescind the offer when Clorinde pulls open the door completely, giving a firm, decisive nod.

“Yeah, okay. Come in.”

And Navia does.

As she follows Clorinde into the long hallway that connects to the kitchen, Navia tries not to think about the last time she was here– how she’d slammed the door so hard, that one of the picture frames on the wall had shattered in her wake. Clorinde’s voice from that day begging her to stay and talk still haunted her sometimes.

“How’s, uh.” Navia clears her throat, tries again, “How’s it going with President Furina? Any more attempts on her life?”

What a fun, totally appropriate topic to bring up, half her brain chides.

Clorinde looks at her over her shoulder, one eyebrow raised, the rest of her expression pinched.

“We don’t have to do small talk, Navia. Honest.”

With anyone else, Navia would have probably resented the bluntness. But Clorinde operated with a certain earnestness, always had, and she was probably suggesting it because she genuinely thought it best. Bitter as it tasted, Navia had to accept this.

Even so, she’d always been bad at schooling her face. She draws in her lip, trying to control her features, but something must show, because Clorinde’s own face softens.

“Regardless, I’m grateful for the help. I really am.”

As they reach the end of the hall into Clorinde’s modern –but quite small– kitchen, Navia bounds over to the tragedy. What were probably intended to be macaron bases were unrecognizable lumps, blackened against a tray.

“Oh! These are my favorite!”

“I know,” Clorinde says it so quietly that the blonde barely hears her. She’s more concerned with the state of the delicious macarons.


What the fuck?


Navia pouts, appalled at the charred goodies. “Aw, you’ve gone and dipped them in lava?”

“I was. Trying to follow the recipe,” Clorinde mutters, eyes averted. Her ears are slightly flushed, the telltale sign that she’s embarrassed. Some things never changed– Clorinde tended to get frustrated when she was not immediately good at something.

Scattered on one of the counters are handwritten notes that are too-easy to recognize.

Because they are Navia’s own penmanship.

The sight is as surprising as it is charming… the fact that Clorinde kept the silly recipe cards, hell, that she even used them was quite touching. The blonde ducks her face away and busies herself with the situation at hand, just in case her face betrayed anything else.  

Navia takes a good look at the melted, multi-colored sludge laid out on the pan. She tries to scrape some of it off with a spatula, making a face.

“It’s like a melted rainbow… is this a homophobic statement?”

Clorinde looks stricken, like she doesn’t know whether to laugh or to cry. Navia chooses for her. She barks out her own laugh, “Just a little joke! Um, it was a good try. I can see where things went wrong, see…”

As she starts talking about the intricacies of sandwich cookies, Clorinde stands close. Too close for comfort, in Navia’s opinion. She can see out of the corner of her eye that the taller woman has her serious face on, and she listens to Navia’s spiel on meringue quite intently.

“I see. Is there… any hope?”

Navia suppresses a small smile– her question makes it sound like they’re in one of those medical dramas that they used to binge watch. Like the cookies are the patient, while Navia is a doctor trying to come up with a diagnosis. She opts not to comment on it.

“I think so, yeah. It’ll be tricky, but your next batch is very much salvageable with some modifications…”

All that Clorinde had done so far was separate the yolks from the egg whites. Albeit a little clumsily, as she could spot some bits of shell swimming in there, but nothing they couldn’t fix. She spins in place and beams at the taller woman, picking up the wire whisk as she did so.

“Let’s get to work!”

For a second, Navia forgets herself, and hip-bumps the other woman in her excitement. It stings when Clorinde flinches away from her, but it’s not unexpected. She turns away before Clorinde can do something stupid like apologize for Navia’s blunder.

“R-right. So, we need to be sifting the flour a ton, to really break up the almonds, ’cause we don’t want those big clumps, we need it to be super fine, see, that’s one of the things you didn’t do…”

Some of the tension dissipates as they fall into an easy rhythm. They work remarkably well in silence, and Clorinde is good at following instructions. Always has been. She anticipates Navia’s needs like no one ever had.

“What we want is for it to be a powdery, fine mixture. Hehe, overlooking this was your downfall earlier.”

For the first time that day, Clorinde actually smiles, like a ray of sun that parts the clouds after raining hell on earth. In that second, the thirteen months of zero-contact felt a million light years away.

They sink into the bubble of familiarity so easily that Navia has to actively remind herself that what they’re doing is weird as hell. Cooking with her ex after everything that went down between them was certainly not on her radar, not even close.

She’s so absorbed by her own thoughts that their sync breaks, and she crashes into Clorinde, who instinctively reaches out to steady her by the waist.

“S-sorry!”

Clorinde nods in acknowledgement, then quickly steps past her, leaving Navia’s heart beating in her throat. She cradles the bowl with the half-done meringue close to her body, as if that could anchor her back down. She grips its sides, focusing on the next steps.

“The meringue needs to be stiff enough, okay? Also, the sugar needs to be added slowly…”

At one point, Navia gets real close and personal with that meringue, to make sure the consistency is perfect. Maybe too personal, because suddenly, Clorinde is right there, and her hand is reaching towards Navia’s face making her go cross-eyed—

“Oh. You’ve– uh. Got a little something– here. Allow me.”

Navia flushes bright red when Clorinde wipes some of the frothy meringue from her nose. It felt familiar, magnetic, and she’s drowning in it, she’s neck-deep, gods.

Not content with that, the taller woman proceeds to lick her fingers clean, grinning at the taste, “Hey, this is very good.”

Navia gurgles something that might have been thanks, she has no idea. She honestly blacked out a little. The fact that Clorinde was so very unaware of how attractive she came across was just unfair.

Moving on autopilot, Navia snatches up one of the silicon spatulas and gets back to work.

“Now we’re gonna do the macaronage, yes, it has its own word. We fold the batter like this over and over in order to make the shells, see— we need to get the air bubbles out so they’re not hollow! That’s another thing where you were a little careless the first time around…”

After a while, Clorinde glances at her in that shy, inquisitive way where no actual words are needed. Navia can tell she wants to try herself. She hands over the spatula, and is very much delighted when the taller woman perfectly replicates the macaronage technique exactly as shown.

Was it normal for someone to look hot while macaronage-ing? Was that a word?

Navia forces herself to look away, to pretend she’s mesmerized by the rain that still batters the windows.

“’Kay, nice. Now we just pick the food coloring, and we should be all set…”

Since most of the food dye had already made its home on Clorinde’s shirt, they only had a couple of colors left to work with. Yellow and purple would have to do.

“Finally, we set the oven to an acceptable temperature that’s not akin to the depths of hell…” as she lowers the tray, Navia shoots the other woman a playful look, gauging to see if they were indeed as comfortable around one another as Navia was starting to feel.

Clorinde shrugs as she leans against the counter, the ghost of a smile tugging at the corner of her lips, “I figured, the higher the temperature, the faster they would be done.”

“No, no, no! You can’t rush the process!”

“So I’ve learned.”

Once the new batch of macarons is safely inside the oven, Navia pauses while on her haunches. She struggles to decide if she should voice, let alone act on, the very dangerous signals that her body has not stopped sending since she stepped foot in this kitchen.

“I know you said no small talk– but, can I ask…?” Navia does not fully straighten up before braving her question. “Why were you making these from scratch?” When she finally rises to face her, only to be met with Clorinde’s mortified look, she quickly adds, “After all, they sell them everywhere in Fontaine. This is… a ton of work, no?”

The taller woman ducks her head and murmurs something, completely unintelligible. Navia has no choice but to press.

“Sorry, I didn’t catch that– what?”

“For. You,” Clorinde breathed out, halting as ever.

“For me,” Navia repeats, like an idiot. And then, uncertain, startled, “For me?”

“I know you’ve been avoiding me. Which I respect,” Clorinde quickly tacks on the last part before continuing, “I just wanted to… to try this. Give you a little happiness, seeing as all I seem to do is take from you. I intended to leave these with Melus. Anonymously. Respectfully.”

The convoluted sentence is way more endearing than it should be. Navia folds her arms in front of her chest, ignoring the way something warm and familiar warms her entire face.

“To what end?”

“The start of an apology. Or so I thought,” Clorinde looks down sheepishly at her #1 Frankenstein attempt, those sad puddles of color that had ended so-very-wrong. “But I guess the universe was trying to tell me something.”

The warm feeling from before floods her again, stronger, heavier. It’s so crushing that it propels her forward; to step into Clorinde’s personal space. The taller woman blinks at the closeness but does not move away. Navia’s heart slams against her ribcage, suddenly on overdrive.

“I did knock on your door, didn’t I? How’s that for signs from the universe?”

Clorinde’s eyes go a little wide, “You did. Which is… very confusing,” her bewildered look turns into a frown, “I don’t… quite know how to interpret it.”

“I can interpret it for you.”

Tall as the other woman is, Navia can’t quite do as she likes, so she has to cup Clorinde’s cheek to tip her face down. The way Navia closes the gap and presses a soft, indulgent kiss is almost seamless.

Almost, because Clorinde stiffens under her mouth, but she does not pull away.

It’s not an ideal reaction, and Navia’s own body tenses, ready to step back. Sensing this, Clorinde’s hand snakes around the small of her waist and draws her closer, deepening the kiss.

Vindicated, Navia fully embraces the contact. Clorinde’s lips are warm and yielding, exactly as she remembered them, and they part at the slightest increase of pressure from Navia, which makes her smile into the kiss.

As the caginess melts away, their reencounter grows hungrier, sloppier, until it borders on something primal that clearly indicates more than one party is touch-starved. Some part of Clorinde rebels, and she suddenly spins them around, switching places. The blonde yelps as Clorinde hoists Navia up by the back of her thighs, sitting her on the counter, to stand between her legs. And then she’s kissing her senseless again, and Navia does not mind one bit.

Clorinde suddenly pulls away, breathing harshly. Her lavender eyes look almost black in the dim light of the kitchen, dark strands have escaped her ponytail, and she looks between Navia’s puffy lips and her eyes, as if searching for something.

Navia has no witty thing to say, no quip to alleviate this between them. She’s breathing just as hard, and she grips Clorinde’s shirt, trying to bring them close again.

As the blonde tries to chase her wonderful mouth, Clorinde stops her with a gentle hand to the sternum, “Wait, wait,” she says between pants, “Navia, Navia… c-can we talk? Really talk?”

Can they?

…

Navia’s hand tightens on her collar, tugging her close. “No small talk,” she says against her mouth, “just kiss me.”

And Clorinde does.

Clorinde does.
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