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"Hey maaarrrsshhhaaaaaaal!!! MARSHAL!"
Marshal Lee groggily opened his eyes, it was still only 8pm, and
the sun had barley set. Leave it to Fionna to end up at his house
in trouble. Still he wasn't going to miss a chance to see her.
Wwhhhaaaat." He said through the door. "Cakes flippin' out cuz we
ended up in an underwater dungeon. By the way I’m fine
thanks."

Marshall Lee opened the door to see a soggy
ball of fur attached to a soaked through Fionna. He noticed she
didn't seem at all concerned that she was covered in seaweed, mud,
and had horribly ripped clothes. His eyes drifted unconsciously
down to her ripped skirt, the tear going all the way up her thigh….
"Hey! You gonna help us or not?" she said impatiently. "In case you
haven't noticed I have cat claws stuck on my
head.

"It was true that Cake was hissing like
crazy and wouldn't budge from Fionna's hat.”Well you should
probably come out of the water, your still standing in it." He
said, motioning to the caves large pool of water. He wondered if
she had to swim all the way here. "Oh, right….hey do you mind
grabbing me a towel?" she looked up at him. He just stared back;
sometimes he forgot how blue her eyes were. So….alive. "Please? I
really want to get cake off."

"Huh? Oh! Right!" Marshall dashed inside
and grabbed a few towels, trying to get the cleanest ones he had.
"Here you are m'lady." She blushed as he handed them to her. It
gave him a thrill of pleasure to see that he could still make her
blush. Just to push his luck he gave a large fanged smile, and was
delighted to see her turn a delicious shade of red.
"Um…thanks…er…oh, cake! Can you help me get her
off?"

"Oh, ya sure." He grabbed the cat but she
hissed and clung tighter to Fionna's hat. "TOUCH ME AGAIN SCUM
SUCKER AND LETS SEE WHAT HAPPENS!!!!" she yelled defiantly to his
face. "I’m sorry about her. She's just tired," Fionna said. "Tired
my tail." Cake mumbled. Marshal examined the situation for a moment
and finally said. "Looks like we have to take off the hat." Fionna
blushed deeply. "My hat? I can't take off my
hat!"

"Well it's either the hat or the head."
Marshall smiled sinisterly. "Oh…well, fine. I guess so-" she didn't
have a chance to finish before Marshal Lee swept the hat off her
head along with the frantic Cake in a quick move. Putting the cat
down of a fluffy but slightly stained blue towel, a glint of light
caught his eye. Turning his head his eyes widened at the bright
golden ringlets cascading down Fionna's back.

He had never seen her without her hat, but
he wasn't sure what he had expected. She looked….gorgeous. She
wasn't paying any attention to him though, instead she was
carefully taking off her shoes, and ever so slowly pulling down her
socks….A deep flush burned Marshal's face and he turned his eyes
back to cake, who was hissing and spitting insults at him from
under the large towel.

"Er…what are you doing?" he tried to keep
his voice casual. "Well I’m not walking all the way back to the
tree house covered in slime." She replied simply. A burst of heat
hit his face as he turned around to see her entering the cold clear
water up to her knees, her waist, her chest…..The golden ringlets
covered her back, but he could still see the blue shirt lifting up
over her head. She tossed it casually back on land, leaving it as
she waded deeper.

She turned now so that Marshall could see
her face and shoulders. Her eyes moved towards his….He quickly
turned his head and began drying cake off like his life depended on
it, his face burning all the while. A loud "Slap!" sounded right
next to his feet, and he felt like his face would start melting. A
torn skirt lay nearby the blue shirt, along with the socks and
shoes.

He couldn't resist a look back.

She was swimming back and forth in the
water, humming a tune and occasionally bobbing up and down under
the water. Whenever she came up she had a radiant smile on her
face, her eyes closed, and a gentle sigh of pleasure escaping her
lips. She suddenly turned and met his staring eyes.

He didn't have time to look away now; instead he just felt his face
turn darker and darker with his undead blush. She blushed deeply in
return.

No. No no no no no no no.
He had promised
he wasn't going to do this again, he could deal with this, just act
natural, just ignore, she's just a girl, just look away just look
away….But he couldn't look away, because no matter how many times
he had told himself that Fionna was just his friend, he still
noticed her blue eyes, her gentle smile, her fighting spirit, and
the gentle curves of her body as she grew from a 13 year old girl
to an 18 year old woman.

Saving people all over the land of Ooo,
and….And….Saving prince Gumball…..

His blushing face turned to a vicious shade of green. The nerd with
the Pink hair, she was always in his arms, he was always having
those stupid parties for "her honor". Sometimes it felt like he
actually got captured on purpose just to get a little attention.
And then he was always asking her to dance-

"Hey, um, can I have a towel?"

Marshal was so busy thinking he didn't even
notice Fionna had walked right behind him. He didn't dare turn
around; he didn't dare look at her. He couldn't help thinking,
knowing, she was in her underwear. Just inches away….

He grabbed the closest towel and handed it to her without turning
around.

He heard another "slap!" as wet clothing hit the ground. The blush
returned. He didn't have to turn this time; he could see out of the
corner of his eyes the remainder of what little she had been
wearing fall in a heap at her feet.

Nothing left but the towel. His towel.
"Hey, are you ok?" she kneeled down beside him, her wet hair
falling past her knees and partially hiding her face and body. The
soft drip from her wet hair echoed like a gunshot in his
ears.

"Yeah, fine. Never better." His voice sounded high and uneven.
"Look, I get it, I’m sorry we just barged in on you, if you just
let me dry my clothes a little-"

"No!" it burst from his mouth before he could stop it. The blush
deepened.


"I mean, um, it would be easier if I just lent you some clothes!"
why the hell was he shouting everything? "Oh! Oh, um, ok… I’m gonna
go check on Cake." He noticed she blushed as she said this, and
wrapping the towel securely around her she walked inside. Marshal
Lee sat there on the stone floor partially paralyzed. Without
thinking he dunked his head into the icy water and back out again.
His face felt a little less on fire, and he shook his wet hair out
franticly. He gathered himself up and walked inside.
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Fionna was squeezing the rest of the water
out of her soaking hair when Marshal drifted in. his hair was
slightly wet for some reason but she couldn't think why. She
ignored it and focused on Cake, who was fidgeting and hissing like
crazy. The underwater adventure must have really freaked her out,
thought Fionna.

She was suddenly conscious of Marshal Lee
just floating behind her, and she remembered that she was in his
house. Wearing his towel. She blushed as she turned around. "So,
about those clothes….?" She asked. "Yeah, I, I was just going up to
get them, I don't have much that will fit you, sorry…" before she
could respond he ducked out of the room.

She watched him leave and her eyes lingered
at the place where he had been. She was still blushing when Cake
eventually got her attention.

"And why may I ask, are you wearing just a towel girl?" she said
mischievously. "What?? My clothes were wet! I was cold! Marshal's
getting me some dry clothes-"

"Uh-huh. I get it. Just no funny business
with that guy, got it?" she looked severely at Fionna. "I….I don't
know what you’re talking about." She replied as innocently as she
could. A picture suddenly popped into her head of Marshal moving
close to her, closer, and their faces inches apart…. "Look, just
stay out of trouble." Cake said sternly. "I'm watching you
both."

Fionna didn't respond. Her mind was
suddenly wrapped in images of Marshal Lee taking her in his arm,
singing to her, kissing her. "Hey I found some stuff that you might
be able to wear." Marshal Lee entered holding a few articles of
clothing. He looked down at her blushing face and suddenly turned a
dark shade of gray. A vampire blushing at her, she felt bubbly and
light.

"You, um…er, can use my room to change." he
said to the floor. She stood up slowly and took the clothes from
his hands. Their fingers touched, and hers lingered on his for a
brief moment, before he turned his eyes up to meet hers. She
blushed so deeply she felt on fire. They were so
close….


She was then aware of Cakes large eyes boring into the back of her
skull, and she hurriedly swept past him with a small
"Thanks."
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Marshal Lee stood, or floated, basically
rooted to the spot. His eyes stuck on the place Fionna had been,
his face bursting with heat, his fingers tingling….

"Eh-HEM." Thank you Cake for a wonderful ruined moment. "What?!" he
asked a bit more harshly than he intended. All Cake did was a small
motion to her eyes, and then to Marshal. I'm watching you. Annoyed,
and slightly embarrassed, Marshal Lee headed into the kitchen to
see what he had to eat.

Maybe Fionna was hungry. He could hear in
his room a sweet tune being sung, so softly he couldn't make out
any words, but all the same he swayed, as if in a trance.
Forgetting his thoughts, he floated soundlessly to his door and
held his head close to it. He closed his eyes and listened to the
soft melody.

If I knew there was love then I'd swoon
like a loon

If I knew that he cared then I'd smile 'til I die

If I knew we could be, then I'd never ever leave

And I'd love him with all that I had

The sound came closer and closer and
Marshal put his ear closer to the door, willing the sound to come
to him, for the music to continue. BAM! He fell on the floor with a
loud thud, and he shook his head like he didn't know where he was.
He looked around to see his bedroom and two angry eyes on
him.

"What the stuff Marshal Lee!?" Fionna asked an embarrassed flush on
her face and accusing eyes.

She was wearing a long shirt of his, and
had tied it around the waist in a dress fashion. "I-I don't, I
mean-I heard you singing," he said. "And what??? You just thought
you'd just sit against the door and listen like a little pervy
sneak??? Is that it??" Fionna looked down at him, anger and hurt
showing on her face.

"I shouldn't have come here, it was stupid, and we’re
leaving."

She began to walk away, but Marshall
grabbed her hand. "Get off!" she said in a cold voice. "Wait,
please! I'm sorry, I really didn't mean to offend you, I just heard
you listening and it was really pretty and I, I, I just, I just
wanted to listen!" She shook his hand off and began marching
towards Cake, who was stirring from a light sleep. "Cake, wake up.
It’s time to go." She picked up the cat and was at the door too
quickly for his liking.

He desperately wanted her to stay, why had
he done this! She was right he was such a creeper. He felt
terrible. He couldn't think of anything to say, all he could think
about was her long gold hair, and her blue eyes, and her in his
shirt….walking away. Before she left the entrance of the cave she
turned back and looked at him. The slightest amount of hope rose in
him like a balloon, and then she was gone, and the balloon
popped.


The ghost of her appearance dancing in his eyes and the full moon
landing on a patch of white that lay by his feet. He stooped and
picked it up. He held the soft white hat in his hands, starring at
it for a long time. She must have dropped it when she got her wet
things. After a while he made up his mind and took off.
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Fionna clung to the Fur on Cake's back as
they headed home. She didn't want to talk to Cake right now, and if
she told her what had happened Cake would just get upset. So when
Cake asked why they were leaving Fionna just said she was tired.
She was sure that Cake could tell there was something else, but
Fionna was grateful she didn't push it. All she could feel at the
moment was disappointment.

She had been sure things were going well,
that everything was fine, maybe even better then fine. She had
thought that maybe he liked her…..she felt like such a fool. All he
was a stupid vampire who didn't care about anything except his own
stupid wants. They arrived home and headed inside. The darkness
outside seemed to engulf everything, even though the full moon
above shone brightly in the sky.

Cake, exhausted from the day, curled up in
her bed and quickly fell asleep. Fionna watched her for a while,
and then crawled into bed. She was still wearing Marshal's shirt,
but for some reason she just didn't want to take it off. So she lay
in bed rubbing the fabric of the sleeve between her fingers until
she fell into a gentle slumber.

Tap tap

Fionna's eyes shot open. She didn't move,
but strained her ears to listen.

Tap tap tap

The noise was coming from the window
opposite her. In one quick movement she was on her feet, sword in
hand, ready for whatever might come. She didn't see anything. She
walked closer to the window. It wasn't raining, and there wasn't
anything close to the window that could have made that sound. She
felt uneasy as she turned back to her bed.

Tap tap

She wheeled around with her sword pointed
in front of her. Her eyes fell onto the black window, and as she
walked closer she noticed the outline of a familiar figure. Tired
and annoyed she quietly opened the window.

"What is it Marshal Lee." She said in a flat voice. "Can we talk?"
he asked quietly, eyeing where Cake's sleeping form
lay.

"Why should I talk to you?" she asked,
raising an eyebrow. "Please just give me a chance to apologize. I
even brought your hat back; you left it at my house." Fionna
grabbed for her hat but Marshal pulled it out of reach, his
floating form inching away from the window. "Give it back!" she
hissed

"Not until I get a chance to apologize." She considered him a
moment. He looked sincere, and as much as she hated to admit it he
was very handsome.

Handsome in a way that Gumball just,
wasn't. She thought about it, and then looked over at Cake, who was
sound asleep. "Fine. I'll meet you downstairs." But before she
could turn away he had her hand. "What?" she hissed with even more
venom. "This way." He motioned out the window. "Not on your
life."


"Well then," a small smile appeared on his lips. "It's a good thing
I’m dead.

And with that, he scooped her up in his arm and soared out the
window.
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"Put. Me. DOWN." She commanded. Her face
had a stubborn malice to it, but he still refused. "Nope. I want to
take you somewhere, I promise, you're gonna like it." He smiled
down innocently at her, and her brow furrowed a little less. Her
hair shone in the moonlight like silver, and she was even still
wearing his shirt. It clung loosely to her, and in the wind it
began to creep up her thigh…

But he wasn't here for that, he was here to
apologize. Still, holding her in his arms, her head just touching
his chest, it made him feel like his heart could beat again. She
was so delicate, but just as strong as she was beautiful. How had
he never fully appreciated her? All that she could do, all that she
was capable of-

"Why are you starring at me?" she snapped.
"I’m not starring." It was a poor lie. "Yes, you are. You're
starring at me." Maybe honesty was just the best way to go, lying
wouldn't do him any good, and he was already in trouble….

"I was just….looking at you because, well, you look so beautiful in
the moon light." He blushed and looked away, but noticed her cheeks
turn a soft pink.

He looked back, and this time she was
looking at him with surprise. "You really think I'm beautiful?" she
asked in a quiet voice. "Of course I do. I think I've always
thought you were beautiful, it's just that I only really noticed it
recently." Marshal Lee was surprised at his own truth. It had taken
him a long time before realizing how much he liked her. He blushed
ever more and looked up at the view in front of
them.

Fionna lay there in his arms looking up at
him. She wanted to say something but didn't know what. Before she
could though he spoke. "We're almost there, I promise. I can put
you down soon, don't worry." He almost looked sad at this, like
letting her go might mean he could never get her back. But
something in Fionna didn't want to be put down. For some reason she
wasn't worried about Marshal pulling a move on her
anymore.

It was almost like he had matured with her.
Here, in his arms, she felt so secure. She liked it. She looked up
at him with her blushing cheeks and told him. "Maybe….I don't want
to be put down." Now Marshal Lee looked at her with surprise. He
was still blushing, and when he met her gaze she smiled a little.
He felt like his cold heart had just jumped. They starred at each
other for a long time, until he felt his feet touch something
soft.

"Oh, were here." He looked down upon a
small meadow, filled with red flowers and overlooking the vast
landscape of Ooo. He floated over to the middle of the small meadow
and gently landed. He unwrapped his arms from around Fionna's legs,
but kept his arm on her back. He wanted to keep contact with her,
no matter how slight. Fionna took an intake of breath. "It's
wonderful." She whispered.

"I had hoped you would like it." He
whispered back. She turned her head up to meet his gaze, already on
her. They were so close, and he was still holding her. She took his
other hand in hers and looked down at their two hands together. It
looked so right…. "I’m so sorry." He said suddenly. She looked back
up at him. Deep remorse shown behind his bright
eyes.

"I should never have listened to you sing,
especially when I was supposed to be respecting your privacy. It's
just that it was so wonderful, and you were, are, so beautiful…" he
drifted off, turning away from her so as not to look into her eyes.
She starred at him for what felt like hours, and slowly she took
her free hand and placed it on his cheek, turning his face to hers.
"I forgive you. I overreacted. I was just upset because…because I
didn't know, how I felt, how I felt about you, and how you felt
about me."


And this time their faces were the closest they had ever been. He
could smell her sweet hair, it smelled like flowers and sunshine.
He could look into the deeply blue eyes shining in the moonlight,
and then…. He could feel her soft lips on his own, and they met
each other in perfect harmony, and he had never felt like this
before. And as she kissed him, and he kissed her, she wrapped her
arms around his neck, and he wrapped his arms around her and lifted
her off the ground.
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And then they were both floating, and their
eyes closed, and nothing else mattered except each other. Fionna
felt his gentle hands on her back, and Marshal Lee felt her body
against his. They were both enclosed in a bubble of pleasure. And
when they separated after what could have been seconds and could
have been hours, Marshal Lee softly brought them back to earth,
where they both lay in the flowers gazing at each other’s smiling
faces.

"I had always hoped…." He began. "Me too."
She whispered in his ear. It sent shivers down his back, and she
felt them. He still held her on top of him, and she still held him
too. Her long ringlets tickled his face, and as she learned down
closer to him, she kissed his neck. No, she kissed his bite marks.
A thrill of pleasure shot through him and a small moan escaped his
lips. She began to unwind her arms from his neck and he suddenly
panicked that she would go.

But instead her hands just moved to his
chest, and she gracefully began to unbutton his shirt. Her fingers
traced his bare chest and he closed his eyes in ecstasy. She put
her head down on his chest, and he could feel her heart beat
against his own flesh. Fionna closed her eyes and felt as if she
was still floating. She had never thought she could feel so
wonderful, and yet here she was, safe in his arms with the moon
shining bright down on them.

And she knew what she wanted. "Marshal" she
whispered to his chest.

"Yes?" he opened his eyes and moved his hand. He began to stroke
her cheek. If felt so soft and warm against his own skin. "Would
you do something for me?" she asked. "Anything." He whispered in
her ear. This time she felt her own spine tingle with chills.
"Would you let me be with you forever?" this time she faced him and
met his gaze.

He stopped stroking her cheek, and instead
gently raised her chin to meet his lips. They closed their eyes for
this moment of true passion, and then separated. "Does this mean
you choose me over him?" he asked tentatively.

"I would have thought I had made that pretty clear." She smiled to
him. He smiled back.

"I love you Fionna. That much is clear to
me, and I will spend the rest of eternity with you if that's what
you want. But you have to promise me that you know what you want,
that you know what you're doing. If you're saying that you want to
become immortal that will mean leaving everyone behind, watching as
your friends leave, how children grow to be older then you. To
watch everything you love change can be difficult," he looked away
for a moment.

"It's one of the reasons why I didn't want
you to end up with me. I was scared of watching you leave me while
I just stayed the same forever." He closed his eyes and his face
fell miserably. She took his hand in hers and squeezed it. He
opened his eyes. "I know what I want, and all I want right now is
you. To be with you forever. I know that I love you; it feels so
obvious right now. As clear as day. As long as I have you I know
I'll be ok."

She put her hand on his cheek and he held
it there gazing at her lovingly.

She suddenly pressed her lips onto his and pressed her body onto
his, as if trying to become part of him. He held her to him with
equal enthusiasm and without realizing, he began to float above the
ground. As if lying of an invisible bed they held each other in a
tender embrace.

"Do you always float when you're happy" she
asked through soft laughter.

"I know I always float when you're with me if that answers your
question." He gave her a dazzling smile and she blushed the same
wonderful crimson he loved. He suddenly noticed his shirt was on
the ground and he blushed too. It felt so strange to be this
intimate with her, and so incredibly amazing. He
wondered…..

They gazed at each other intently for a
moment, and as if reading each other’s thoughts began to move
together. His shoes fell off. He unbuttoned her top button. She
unzipped his jeans. He unbuttoned her second button. She began to
pull off his jeans but he stopped her. "Are you sure?" he said so
quietly she could barely hear him. "Yes." She said in a confident,
passionate voice. "You should know that I've never…" he drifted
off.


"Then that makes it a first for both of us." She whispered to him.
They smiled at each other. He had assumed she hadn't, but still,
the thought of Her with Gumball had tormented him for so long. And
then her fingers began to move again. His jeans fell to the ground
they were hovering over. Another button….

He could feel her heart beating against his hand. She closed her
eyes and leaned her head back towards the sky. One more
button….
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As the sun began to rise Marshal Lee opened
his eyes. He was glad he chosen this place, there was plenty of
shade from the trees. He looked down at the person he loved more
than anything else in the whole world. Her golden ringlets hid her
bare chest and her hand rested gently on his own bare chest. She
looked positively perfect laying there in his arms. He reached
across her and pulled his shirt over her body, lest she should get
cold.

Her eyes fluttered and she yawed,
stretching her arms above her head. Her body glistened with dew,
and he blushed deeply and looked away, feeling almost as if he was
violating her privacy. But she cupped his chin in her hands and
turned him back to her. She kissed him passionately and then he
unwillingly let her break away. She stayed within centimeters of
his face.

"Cake will be flipping out in about an hour." She said
softly.

"Well then we should make the most of the
time we have." He said as he swept her into his arms and kissed
her. She kissed him back in a way that thrilled him in a wonderful
way. "Marshal?" she said in a way that made his chest tingle. "Yes
Fionna?" he asked. "You remember what I asked you last night, don't
you?" she looked at him with her large blue eyes. Her ringlets were
tickling his chest in a pleasant way, and her fingers were tracing
his neck down to his chest.

"I remember." He said looking back with an
equal intensity. He didn't think he would ever forget a single
thing from last night…it had seemed so much like a dream. "And?"
she prompted, looking carefully at him. He became very much aware
that her ringlets no longer covered her chest, and he blushed. She
guessed what he was staring at and turned a lovely shade of pink.
"And….I'll do it." His reply was just a whisper.

"Thank you." She whispered back. She kissed
his neck and shivers went throughout his back. She looked up at the
rising sun, the light danced on her shining hair. She looked back
down at him. "I'm going to have to go. I can't have Cake running
all over Aaa yelling for me." Marshal Lee looked up at her. He
would do anything to make this moment last forever. But then again,
maybe he would be able to soon.

His eyes fell on her neck. "Ok. But you
might want to put my shirt back on first. That is, unless you would
prefer to go back home like this." The both blushed and she
gingerly buttoned up his shirt. He watched her, not able to take
his eyes off her. He finally tore his eyes away and began to pull
up his jeans. He slid his shirt on slowly, hoping to buy even just
seconds more of their time together. He remembered something at
that moment.

"I almost forgot. You can't possibly go
adventuring everywhere without this ," he said, handing her the
white hat. "Oh!" she exclaimed. She took it from him and wrapped it
around her wrist. She smiled at him. He couldn't think of any other
reason as to why he could keep her here any longer. His heart felt
like lead as he gently lifted her. But he couldn't be
sad.


Not looking at her in his arms, the way she smiled up at him, her
arms around his neck, her head against his chest. He could only fly
when a cloud passed over the sun, and then he was forced to take
refuge behind trees. She helped block the sun with her long hair,
but every now and then he would get burned. Fionna would kiss the
burns though, and each kiss was better than cooling water. At last,
with a heavy heart, he lowered her down under a tree nearby the
tree house.
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Marshal watched as she stepped into the
sunlight. Her hair sparkled and danced in the wind, and her eyes
shone bright. "Come inside." She said, reaching out for his hand.
"I, are you sure?" his eyes drifted to the bedroom window, he was
thinking about Cake. Fionna must have known what he was thinking
about because she walked back to him.

"She needs to know. We don't keep secrets,
and she'd find out eventually." She kissed him gently on the cheek.
He looked at her confident eyes, with all their bravery, and nodded
his head. She led him tree by tree to the door and quickly shut the
blinds. "FIONNA?!? IS THAT YOU HONEY???" so Cake was definitely
awake. "Cake!" yelled Fionna, "I'm fine! I'm down here!" A mass of
fur appeared in front of them and latched onto Fionna in a crushing
hug.

"OH MY GOODNESS I WAS SO WORRIED! OH GIRL,
DON'T EVER DO THAT AGAIN TO-" Her eyes fell upon Marshal Lee.
Floating silently in the shadows. She hissed and changed into a
gigantic cat, almost filling the room. "And what the glob is he
doing here? Is he why you were missing!?" she began to advance on
Marshal, who held his hands out innocently. "Cake! Wait! It wasn't
his fault! Cake? Cake!"

Fionna rushed in front of Marshal, arms
outstretched defiantly. Marshal Lee became horribly aware that she
was still wearing nothing but his shirt, and he could understand
that things didn't look all that great from Cake's view.

Cake however, slowly returned to her normal form, eyes fixed on
Marshal, but ears towards Fionna. "Cake, last night he came back to
apologize-"

"I KNEW HE DID SOMETHING! I KNEW IT! WHAT
DID HE DO??!" Cake hissed furiously and began to grow again. "No!
Listen to me! It was just a misunderstanding! Cake LISTEN!" Fionna
yelled up to her now enormous friend. Cake looked from Fionna to
Marshal, and back to Fionna. "Explain." She said
sternly.

Fionna quickly went over the details of
Marshal listening to her singing, the burrowed shirt, her hat she
left, and how Marshal had come back later that night to return it
and say he was sorry. She stopped there however, and looked back
nervously at Marshal Lee. He gave what he hoped was an encouraging
smile, even though his stomach was turned inside out with worry. If
Fionna lost her best friend it would be all his
fault.

"He….." she began slowly. "He took me on
a…sorta…date." She managed to get out. She blushed, which made
Marshal blush. Just thinking about their incredible night together
made him want to kiss the sun itself. Cake did not miss the
blushing. "Oh? And what exactly happened on this 'date'." She said
suspiciously. "We told each other how we felt." Fionna said simply.
It was the truth after all.

Cake shrunk to her original form yet again
and looked Fionna directly in the eyes. She didn't say anything but
Fionna's face showed no hint of deception.

"So how do you feel about him?" She asked Fionna in a quiet voice
as if Marshal Lee wasn't there. Fionna met Cake's calm gaze and
said the three words that made Marshal Lee's dead heart give a
funny movement. "I love him."

And at this she turned to look back at
Marshal Lee and all the tenderness and affection could be seen in
her smile. Without thinking Marshal Lee moved closer to her and
took her already waiting hand…. "Hold up, HOLD UP!!!" Cake pushed
herself in between them and inflated like a balloon, sending
Marshal spinning into a wall and Fionna to land on her hands and
knees. Rubbing his aching head Marshal opened his eyes to see
Fionna standing.

 She had a cut on her knee and the
blood slowly trickling down her leg. Rage built up inside him at
the sight of her injured by the stupid cat and he gave a terrifying
hiss to match Cake's. "Look what you did!!!" he cried pointing at
Fionna. Cake's face suddenly turned to Fionna and lost all fury.
She shrank back to her size for the hundredth time and ran to
Fionna who had just noticed the cut.

Cake was fussing and howling with worry and
guilt and Fionna tried to calm her down. "It's just a little cut
Cake," she said soothingly. "I've been hurt much worse then this
before, I'm fine, really." She gently stroked her friends shaking
head. Large tears were falling from the feline's eyes. "I didn't
mean to, I didn't mean to! I’m s-s-so sorry Fi! Its j-j-just s-s-so
s-s-o-" She broke off into a fit of tears and fell to the floor
clutching Fionna's hand and wiping her eyes with her bushy
tail.

"Cake," said Fionna reassuringly, "You
didn't mean to, come on its ok, it's just a little cut, please Cake
everything's fine." She knelt beside her friend and stroked her
head with her free hand. Cake looked up at Fionna, and Fionna
smiled sweetly down at her. "I'm s-s-sorry Fionna," she sniffed, "I
just, and him, with you, and you were missing, and then you, you
said, you s-s-said-"

Another fit of tears came over Cake and
Fionna continued to talk soothingly to her and stroked her head.
All this Marshal Lee watched helplessly in the corner, unsure as to
what, if anything, he should do. Fionna glanced over at him and
smiled apologetically. He didn't think she had anything to be sorry
for, and a terrible guilt tore at him. He was responsible for all
of this and he knew it. Maybe if he just said something, anything,
could it really get worse?

"Cake," began Marshal, "Please, I just
wanted to know that I don't mean any harm to you or Fionna, I only
care about her. You know she loves me, but you also have to know
that I love her. I really do Cake, all I want is for her to be safe
and happy." He dared to come a little closer, but was very careful
to move only the slightest bit.

Cake turned around in Fionna's arms and
looked at him through her remaining tears. She sniffed, and
continued to stare. She looked from him to Fionna, and finally
asked Fionna: "So you really love him?" she said. "Yes." She said
with all certainly. "And you really trust him?" she asked. "I do."
Fionna said, looking up at Marshal Lee. He wanted desperately to
hold her, but didn't dare move any closer.

Cake looked Fionna in her blue eyes for a
long time. Fionna met her gaze and never broke eye contact. At
last, Cake closed her eyes and sighed. "If you love him Fionna,
there ain't nothin' I can do about it. BUT," she said seeing
Fionna's face break into a wide grin, "Just….be careful alright?
Don't go rushing into everything. I love you too much Honey, and if
anything were to happen, if you were to get
hurt…."

Fionna hugged cake tightly and mumble
something into her fur like, "I love you so much" and "Nothing bad
is gonna happen." She let go of cake and positively threw herself
into Marshal's waiting arms. She kissed him and he kissed her back,
wrapping his arms tightly around her and lifting her off the
ground. They were so engrossed with each other they barely notice
Cake.

"EH-HEM." She coughed loudly into her paw.

Purposefully staring at her claws. Fionna
blushed a bright crimson and Marshal Lee's cheeks turned a dark
grey. "I guess I should go…" Marshal said with a forced smile. "I
should really get some sleep; after all, it was a long night." He
winked at Fionna who blushed, and they both ignored Cake's watchful
stare.

"Maybe we can see each other again
tonight…" he whispered seductively into her ear. His lips brushed
her ear when he said this and she felt a little thrill go through
her chest. "I'll be waiting." She whispered back, her lips brushing
his neck. And this time there was no stopping him from embracing
her in a passionate kiss. He didn't even feel guilty this time when
he thought about tearing the shirt off her with his
teeth.

She hugged his body closer to hers, wanting
every inch of him to be with her. But Cake began to grow, and the
time for passion was to be saved for later. They unwound slowly.
She handed him an umbrella for the sun, and then he was at the
door. They gazed into each other's eyes for the longest time, hands
held tightly by each. And then he leaned forward and kissed her on
the neck.

"An eternity of love." He whispered. He began to turn away but she
held his hand fast.

"Wait," she said. He turned back, hoping
that maybe he could just sweep her off her feet right there and
take her back to their meadow. But she began to untie the white hat
from her wrist. "Take it," she said. He looked from her to the hat
and back. "So you have a reason to come back tonight." She said.
Looking up at him with her bright eyes.

"I never needed a reason." He said, pushing
the hat back into her hands. "All I need is you." And leaning in he
gave her the smallest kiss on her soft lips.

"Besides," he said. "I'm going to have to get my shirt back, aren't
I?"
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