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  The Adventures of Fili and Kili

  by Bernie_N

    Summary

    “I’m not the stupid one- you know why? Because you were the one who came up with the idea of soaking Thrandy’s clothes in gasoline while they were drying on the line.”
“I didn’t know they were going to have a barbeque in the backyard, did I? What am I, psychic?”
“The whole washing line set on fire, Kili.”
“Oh, shut up and help me up.”
They both managed to scramble to their feet before slowly opening the door and peering out of the supply closet they’d been hiding in.
A bright light shone over their faces, blinding them, and someone cleared their throat before speaking out. “Evening, gentlemen.”
Fili looked up at the security guard. “Oh, shit.”


  
    Notes

      I got a number of prompts for my Babysitter!AU so I've made another story. Enjoy!








    






  “Stop giggling, they’ll hear us!”
“Oi, get off my foot, you louse!”
“You get off my foot.”
“What are you, twelve?”
“Oh, don’t elbow me, Jesus!”
“This was a really bad idea.”
“Well it was yours. Not mine.”
“It was your idea.”
“No it wasn’t.”
“Yes it was.”
“No it wasn’t.”
“Yes it was.”
“No it wasn’t.”
“Yes it was.”
“Fili.”
“Kili.”
“Oh, for fucks sake.” Kili pushed his brother, trying to get his weight off of him. “You’re fat, Fili.”
“I am not!” Fili squawked indignantly.
“Don’t worry, Fili,” Kili teased, punching his brother’s sides, “there’s just more to love.”
“Fuck off!” Fili squirmed, smacking their heads together.
“Did you just head butt me?” Kili asked. “Really?”
“You know I’m ticklish.”
“It’s too dark for this. Maybe we should come back when it’s light and-”
“If we come back when it’s light they’ll see us doing it. Jesus, Kili, are you that thick?”
“Oh, sod off. Out of the two of us I definitely have more brain cells.”
“Oh, you-” Fili cut himself off, grabbing a fistful of his brother’s hair and pulling.
Kili screeched, a bit like a cat, before clamping a hand down over his mouth. “What was that for?” he hissed through his fingers after composing himself.
“I’m not the stupid one- you know why? Because you were the one who came up with the idea of soaking Thrandy’s clothes in gasoline while they were drying on the line.”
“I didn’t know they were going to have a barbeque in the backyard, did I? What am I, psychic?”
“The whole washing line set on fire, Kili.”
“Oh, shut up and help me up.”
They both managed to scramble to their feet before slowly opening the door and peering out of the supply closet they’d been hiding in.
A bright light shone over their faces, blinding them, and someone cleared their throat before speaking out. “Evening, gentlemen.”
Fili looked up at the security guard. “Oh, shit.”
 

 
“So,” the Sergeant looked at the two of them, “we’ve finally found our little graffiti bugs.”
“It’s not graffiti, its art!” Kili defended, before Fili stamped down on his foot to shut him up. “Ow.”
“Right. Well, regardless, I’m going to need the number of your parents, boys.”
“Our mother’s not in town at the moment,” Kili explained. “Our Uncle’s are looking after us.”
The Sergeant just raises and eyebrow and asks: “And what’s your Uncle’s number?”
Kili quickly rattles off Bilbo’s home phone, and while the Sergeant waits for someone to pick up, he closes his eyes and prays: “Please, be Bilbo. Please, don’t be Thorin. Bilbo, Bilbo, Bilbo, please.”
“Hello? Is this Bilbo Durin? Ah, well Mister Durin…” Kili let out a whooshing sigh while Fili slumped into his chair in relief. Bilbo. “This is Sergeant Wilson from the… yes, the local police. I have your nephews, Fili and Kili here. They were caught in the mayor’s office- they’d broken in.” They Sergeant nodded, listening to whatever was being said on the other line. “Well, they had a number of spray paints with them, you see. We think they may be responsible for a number of other places that were sprayed as well.  Would you mind coming down? I- yes. Yes.” The Sergeant listened for a moment before nodding again. “Yes. Well, we’ll see you soon.” The Sergeant set down the phone. “Your Uncle Bilbo is busy so your other Uncle Thorin will be coming.”
“What?!” Fili straightened up so fast he got whiplash. “Not Bilbo?”
“Not Bilbo.”
“You mean you weren’t talking to him at all?” Kili asked, eyes wide.
The Sergeant shook his head. “No. Mister Durin -that is, Thorin- answered the phone.”
“Oh, God.” Fili whined. “We’re going to die.”
“I’ll be washing dishes and doing the laundry for the rest of my life!” Kili lamented, utterly miserable.
The Sergeant watched the two with amusement.
 

 
“You are grounded for the rest of your lives,” Thorin’s voice was calm, and that was when people ought to be worried. When Thorin yelled, it was scary, but when he was calm he was infinitely worse. “Do you understand me?”
Neither of them replied, just stared guiltily down at their shoes.
“You are lucky the mayor didn’t want to press charges, you are lucky the Sergeant thought it was a good idea to give you a second chance.” Thorin sighed, looking tired. “Why can’t you just behave?”
Kili pouted. “Sorry we interrupted you and Bilbo, Uncle.”
Fili nodded in agreement.
Thorin glanced at them briefly, before returning his eyes to the road. “What?” he asked, brow furrowing. “What does that mean?”
“Well, you two were having sex, weren’t you?” Fili chimed in. “That’s why you’re extra cranky-”
“I’m extra cranky because you were about to vandalise the mayor’s office!” Thorin snapped, before pausing. “You two are worse than your grandfather,” he groused, hands tightening around the steering wheel.
Both boys just shrugged, not bothering to argue.
After getting home, the boys were hoping to at least lick their wounds up in their rooms, but Thorin made them sit in the kitchen to listen to him yell some more. Frerin was there too, obviously, being house-sitter for the time Dis wasn’t home, but he was more there to find entertainment than anything else.
“And I’m confiscating all your games,” Thorin said to cap up his long-winded speech. “No Xbox for the next two hundred years, I swear to God.”
“Oh, but Uncle-”
“I was so close to getting a new high score on-”
“None of that,” Thorin cut them off. “You’ve misbehaved and you’ll be punished.”
“Yeah,” Frerin agreed, swinging his legs over the kitchen counter where he’d made himself comfortable. “Not only are you vandals but you’re also A-Grade cockblockers-”
“God damn it, Frerin.” Thorin gave his brother a dirty look before turning his attention once more to his nephews. “You’re both lucky your mother isn’t here.”
“She’d probably have you both neutered like she did Smaugly,” Frerin added cheerfully, but they all winced at the thought of it.
“Understood,” Fili told his Uncles. “Can we go upstairs now?”
Thorin ran a hand over his face. “Fine. But just before you do-” he waved a hand at the boys, stopping them from getting to their feet. “What were you going to graffiti in the mayor’s office?”
“Well, among other things… a rather large… appendage.”
“A dick?” Frerin snorted. “Not very original, are you?”
Kili threw his arms wide. “I’m sixteen!” he cried now. “What did you expect? The fucking Mona Lisa?”
“Jesus Christ,” Thorin ran a hand over his face. “Just… just go to your rooms. And I’m turning the wifi off!” he called after them, eliciting whines of protest.
Fili heard Thorin sighed at Frerin as they climbed. “This is your fault you know.”
“My fault?” Frerin demanded. “How is it my fault?”
“You were supposed to be babysitting them,” Thorin stated.
“They don’t need a babysitter,” he defended. “They’re not babies.”
“I think their actions today say the complete opposite of that. You promised Dis you’d keep the place from falling apart and three days after she’s gone the boys are arrested.”
“Funny coming from you. I remember a few choice episodes when we were kids where you came up with some whoppers. Like the time you caught that skunk and shoved it in Mister Breerbrodie’s classroom. Or the time you flooded the football field with a fire hose Christmas Eve and made an ice rink.”
“Yes,” Thorin countered, “but those were all good ideas. And I never got caught.”
“That’s no excuse!” Frerin told him now, throwing his arms up in the air. “That’s like saying you’re a better serial killer because you’ve never been caught.” Frerin made a face. “No, wait. That’s not right.”
“You honestly have no brain cells, do you, Frerin?”
“Hey, don’t you call me stupid! I’m not the one who went skinny dipping and had his clothes stolen.”
“Well, I’m not the one who-”
“Huh,” Fili said now, watching them from the top of the stairs. He turned and looked at Kili. “I always wondered where we got it from.”
 

 
“It wasn’t that bad.”
“Wasn’t that bad?” Thorin repeated slowly, staring at Bilbo. “They broke into the mayor’s office.”
“Well… yes.”
“They were going to spray paint penises on the walls.”
“Yes.”
“The Sergeant says he thinks they’ve done things like this before.”
“Oh, come on, Thorin. Haven’t you ever done anything silly when you were young?”
Thorin crossed his arms over his chest. “Nothing that was ever a misdemeanour,” he said.
“Liar!” Frerin sang from inside somewhere.
“Shut it!” Thorin yelled back at him.
“Oh, come on,” Bilbo said, ignoring Frerin. “You didn’t do anything bad?”
“No.”
“Nothing at all?” he asked, leaning over.
Thorin blinked, eyes flickering down to Bilbo’s mouth. “No.”
Bilbo leaned in, letting their lips brush together, but the moment Thorin leant in to deepen the kiss, Bilbo pulled away. “What a pity,” he sighed, waving a hand about airily. “I rather like a bad boy.”
Thorin huffed and Bilbo laughed, getting to his feet.
“Tease!” Thorin called after him as he left.
 

 
“What are you two giggling up there about?” a voice demanded, and Fili and Kili look down from the tree to see Thrandy standing in Elrond’s backyard, one hand on his hip and the other holding a cigarette.
“Don’t you have your own house?” Kili asked, genuinely confused.
“Oh, shut it you little brat,” Thranduil snarled.
“Ooh, someone’s feeling testy today,” Fili declared. “Haven’t you had your milk and nap yet?”
“Funny coming from you, kid,” he snapped back. “You’re what, twelve?”
“He’s eighteen, actually!” Kili corrected indignantly.
“You’re practically a Zygote,” Thranduil told him, turning on his heel to leave. “Why don’t you go back inside and play with your dolls.”
“They’re called figurines and they’re art!” Kili called after him, teasingly.
Thranduil stopped. “I don’t care what you do in your spare time, kid, but you stay out of my business and we won’t have a problem.”
“Yeah, you would have looked tougher while saying that if our dog was pissing on your shoe.”
Thranduil looked down to find Smaugly (who had wriggled his way under one of the many holes under the fence he’d dug) with one leg cocked and the most innocent expression on his face.
“Ugh!” Thranduil kicked out, smacking the dog in the stomach to get it off of him, before shaking his three hundred dollar patent leather shoes to get the liquid off of them and stalking back into the house.
“He kicked Smaugly!” Kili gasped, pointing at him as he went. “Dog kicker!” he shouted, but Thranduil was already long gone.
“Alright, Thrandy, you bastard,” Fili growled. “This means war.”
 

 
Bilbo just got a new job. Congratulations, you might say. That’s what Frerin said. He’d been who Bilbo had told first, as a sort-of replacement for Thorin, because Thorin had work to do that had been unavoidable and Bilbo didn’t really mind (honestly) but it would have been nice if he could have told his husband first.
Which was probably why Bilbo thought it was a good idea when Frerin suggested they go and get some drinks to celebrate. Honestly, he’d never have thought it was a good idea if Thorin were here. Call him Bilbo’s logical buffer, something that stopped him from making big mistakes. But then again, Thorin wasn’t here now, so it couldn’t be that bad, right?
Then again, he’s had one too many to really judge that with a clear head.
Mainly because he was a little irked that Thorin was too busy working to celebrate with him, and then annoyed at himself for being annoyed at Thorin, even though he changed to part-time work from a distance to spend more time with Bilbo. And that only serves to make him drink more.
So, really, he still maintained that is was not his fault that all this happened. He steadfastly laid the blame on Frerin and (occasionally, when he was really irked) Thorin.
They’d simply had too much to drink and when the guy leaned a little too close to Bilbo and put his hand on his lower back- Frerin had just reacted out of a sense of duty, because his brother was married to Bilbo. So one thing had led to another and there was a bit of a brawl that ended with Bilbo smashing a chair over the guy’s back after he’d wrestled Frerin to the ground.
No big deal, right?
Wrong, apparently.
But Bilbo’s too drunk to really care about feeling guilty right now, because he and Frerin are snickering about it in the local lockup and Thorin’s on his way to bail them out (and probably chew them out as well), but it’s too funny to not laugh at, because they’re really just like Fili and Kili, and doesn’t that make things more hilarious.
Like he imagined, Thorin is hardly impressed. But Bilbo gives him head in the car on the way home after they’ve dropped Frerin off at his apartment so Thorin doesn’t stay mad for long.
“You’ll be the death of me,” he growled, though, once they finally got home, while he’s helping Bilbo drunkenly stumble through the house and to their bedroom.
“Yeah, yeah,” Bilbo tells him, ripping off Thorin’s jacket and unbuttoning his shirt, “sex now: complaints later.”
Thorin certainly doesn’t argue with that.
Bilbo’s got the worst headache in the world, however, when he wakes up, and he complains about it the whole morning.
“You deserve it,” Thorin told him when he poured out what was left of the coffee. “All that nonsense last night.”
“You didn’t seem to mind it so much in the car,” Bilbo shot back, delighting in sugar and caffeine.
Thorin just rolled his eyes, not stopping with his typing.
“Thranduil kicked Smaugly the other day,” Bilbo said casually, coming into the dining room. “I’m going to let a skunk loose in his car in retaliation.”
Thorin looked up at Bilbo for a moment before blinking. “If you don’t get caught I don’t mind, but if you do get caught then you’re on your own.”
“So romantic,” Bilbo cooed, leaning down and pressing a quick kiss to Thorin’s lips. “I could just blame you. After all, I’ve got enough on my record after last night.”
“Drunk and disorderly,” Thorin sighed. “You got involved in a brawl. You’re lucky they didn’t arrest you for assault as well.”
Bilbo shrugged. “I’m just a lucky person,” he remarked. “Besides, I hate to blame you, but I had to ask Frerin along because you weren’t there…”
“Don’t start that,” Thorin frowned, irritated, but his words aren’t stern. “I can’t believe you started a bar fight.”
“Well,” Bilbo remarked as he stretched, “never let it be said that I’m not interesting.”
“Did you have to do it the week after Fili and Kili got caught trespassing?” Thorin demanded, sighing. “The police are going to think we’re a family of law breakers.”
Bilbo hummed into his cup. “I’ll try my best to behave from now on, promise.”
Thorin just rolled his eyes. “Go on,” he nudges at Bilbo. “Go and play your pranks on Thranduil.”
Bilbo grinned. “Oh, I will,” he assured Thorin.
 

 
They start with clear tape over the back door, so when Thranduil came out for a smoke, he got tangled in sticky tape. The best bit, Bilbo had to admit, was watching him pull it from his hair and shriek like a little girl.
“Are you alright, Thranduil?” Bilbo asked innocently, peering over the fence. Fili and Kili remained hidden from view, smothering laughter.
“No, I am not-” Thranduil cuts himself off with a snarl as he tugs the last of the tape off, taking a clump of hair with it.
“Oh, dear,” Bilbo said. “Looks like you walked into some sticky tape. Are you quite alright? I can come over with some scissors, if you’d like.”
Thranduil looks like he’s about to explode, and he takes a moment to visibly calm himself before he replied. “I’m fine,” he told Bilbo. “Just fine.” And then he stalked back inside, leaving the three of them to finally collapse into fits of laughter in their backyard.
“What’s going on out there?” Dis demanded, sticking her head out the door.
“Nothing,” Kili said innocently, the only one able to compose themselves for long enough to form an answer.
“Don’t you have physics homework to do?” His mother pointedly asked, raising an eyebrow.
“Oh, but-”
“Fili is out of school now so he doesn’t have homework,” Dis interjected. “Now, hurry up. Your work is waiting.”
Kili pouted the whole way inside.
“Cup of tea, Bilbo?” Dis asked now.
“Sure,” Bilbo got to his feet, dusting himself off. “Sounds good to me.”
“So what trouble are my sons getting you into now?” she wanted to know.
Bilbo just shrugged, following her back into the house and towards the kitchen. “Nothing much.” When Dis shoots him a disbelieving look, he shrugs. “Nothing that could get us arrested, anyway.”
“Good. I don’t think we need any more of that this week.”
Sometime later, after Bilbo had gone, Fili and Kili tiptoed into the kitchen to raid it for snacks.
“I hope you’re not causing too much fuss,” Dis said to the both of them, leaning against the doorway casually.
Fili did not shriek, okay? He didn’t. Not at all. “Mum!” he put a hand to his chest. “You scared the hell out of me.”
Dis just raised an eyebrow, waiting for an answer.
“It’s just pranks!” Kili insisted suddenly, always the first to break under pressure.
“Nothing bad at all,” Fili added. “He kicked Smaugly, mum.” He gave her a beseeching look. "He kicked Smaugly."
Dis looked from one son to another, her gaze assessing. “You should put dye in his shampoo,” she suggested suddenly, before straightening. “Now I have to go. Can I trust you two to behave?”
They both nodded obediently.
“Good,” she sighed. “Finish your homework, Kili.”
“It is finished!” Kili called after her as she left.
“Don’t lie!” She called back before shutting the door.
A few days later Thrandy retaliated.
“Why the hell is there a goddamned pig in our backyard?!” Was what woke the both of them up.
 

 
“Where the hell did it even come from?”
“I didn’t even know there were pigs around here.”
“I don’t think I’ve ever seen one in real life before.”
“You get it.”
“No you get it!” They started to shove each other.
“You’re older,” Kili struggles out, “you catch it!”
“Well, you’re a pig as well so it’ll like you better- you get it now or-” Kili grabbed a fistful of Fili’s hair, making him cut off with a cry of pain. “You brat!” Fili snarled.
“Creep!”
“Loser!”
“Wanker!”
“I’ll tell mum about the time you stole those HobNobs and blamed Smaugly!”
“Well, I’ll tell mum about the time you put on her make-up and heels for a dare!”
“I was wondering why most of it was used up,” came an amused voice from the other side of the room, causing the boys to spring apart.
“Mum! Fili was-”
“No, Kili was-”
“Alright, I’ve had quite enough of that.” Dis put up a hand, silencing them both. “I’ll call your Uncle’s to catch the pig because clearly my sons aren’t capable of doing it. Now go on,” she waved them away, “you can yell at each other some more upstairs- and don’t touch my heels again!” She yelled after them both as they darted up the stairs. “They cost far too much for your big feet to be stretching them!”
“Sorry, mum!” Fili chirped from the top of the stairs.
Dis just sighed.
As it turned out, Thorin and Frerin weren’t much better.
“Why don’t you-”
“No, why don’t you-”
“Oh, my God, you two!” Bilbo pushed past them both, shoving the back door open. “It’s not that hard. It’s just a damn pig.” He stalked over to the thing, put his hands on its sides and picked it up easily, ignoring it’s frightened squeals. “Oh, hush, you,” he tells the pig. “You’re going to sit in our bathtub until animal control arrives to take you back to wherever you’ve come from.”
The pig just blinked up at Bilbo, not making any more noise. In fact, he looked rather besotted with Bilbo altogether. Smaugly wags his tail and tries to claw his way up Bilbo’s leg to get a look at him.
“He is very cute, isn’t he?”Dis remarked with a bit of a smile. “And Smaugly likes him.”
Smaugly liked the pig so much that he ended up keeping him company in the bathroom. He leant up against the side of the bath, tail wagging, and yapped at the pig.
Bilbo was going to take him out until the pig started to snort back.
“Let’s call him Randy Thrandy,” Thorin suggests from the door.
“Can we keep him, mum?!” Kili insists immediately.
“Oh, God,” Dis groaned.
 

 
They keep the pig… weirdly enough. He’d been bought in the next town at a pet store, and the owner pointedly told them that there were no refunds.
So Kili and Fili build a little pen for him in the backyard for him to sleep in and Randy Thrandy snorts and happily rolls around on the ground and stomps about with Smaugly, nosing at the ground and head butting each other.
“I don’t understand how this happened,” Dis said morosely a few days later, looking at her garden mournfully. “Soon we’ll have a blood barnyard.”
“On the bright side,” Bilbo chimed in, “the sounds are bound to annoy the hell out of Thranduil. Not to mention we named a pig after him.”
Dis snorted. “That pig is the most expensive prank in the world, I hope you know that.”
“Come on,” Bilbo said now, “you can’t tell me that Randy Thrandy isn’t a treasure and a wonderful addition to the family.”
Frerin comes out of nowhere peers out the back door as he munches thoughtfully on crisps. “At least Smaugly has company now.”
Dis huffed. “We’re definitely filling Thrandy’s pool with hot sauce,” she announced, before turning and moving to the kitchen to make a cup of tea.
“Poor Elrond’s going to be the innocent and unsuspecting victim of one of these pranks someday!” Frerin called after her, snorting in amusement when the pig managed to worm his way under one of the many holes Smaugly had dug under the fence.
 

 
It gets better. Hilariously so.
Gloin comes and visits with his son, who’s Fili’s age and is out of school as well. They’re playing with the pig in the backyard one morning while Kili’s at school, probably pouting and huffing, when an amused and slightly annoyed head peered over the fence.
“Did you just refer to that pig as my father?” Legolas asked, looking offended. He’s four years their senior, but doesn’t hate them as much as his father does.
“…yes?” Fili asked, before making a face. “But it’s not… well, it is kind of the way it seems, actually.”
Legolas just raised an eyebrow, as if waiting for a proper explanation.
“He put it in our yard as a prank after we taped the back door and he got stuck in it,” Fili explained in a rush, “we liked it and decided to keep him.”
“And you named him after my father?”
“Seemed appropriate,” Fili replied, shrugging.
Legolas looked like he was thinking about something, and after a few moments he sighed, leaping over the fence with ease, and came towards them, ignoring Gimli’s gawking. “Does it bite?” he wondered.
“Nah,” Fili shook his head. “He’s cool.”
Legolas hesitatingly touched the pig’s back. Randy Thrandy squeals happily. “It reeks.”
“It’s a pig,” Fili said simply.
“You’re in a prank war with my father?” Legolas asked, clearly baffled.
Fili nodded. “He kicked our dog so we wanted to get back at him.”
Legolas looked from Fili, to Smaugly, who was lying in the sun a few feet away. He hummed, considering something. “You should fill his car with water,” he suggested all of a sudden. “I can get his keys, if you want.”
Fili grinned. “Awesome!”
They play with the pig for a little while longer, and the pig just lapped up the attention.
“He’s a bit of a diva,” Fili announced, but doesn’t mention that that’s one of the reasons they names him Randy Thrandy in the first place.
Legolas huffed. “He’s alright,” he allowed. “But why do you call him Randy?”
“Uh…”
“And who is this?” Legolas continued, turning to Fili’s cousin.
“I’m Gimli!” Gimli announced, a wide, friendly smile gracing his face.  Gimli is obviously smitten. He looked a bit like Randy Thrandy had when Bilbo first picked him up out of the yard and took him to the bath, all adoring and awe-filled.
Legolas just blinked at him. “I’ve never seen you before,” he declared, like that somehow made Gimli some sort of cretin.
“I don’t come ‘round much,” Gimli answered, shrugging.
Legolas gave him a distasteful look, but two days later Fili caught them making out so Legolas can’t pretend anymore, and Thranduil yells for a good half an hour when he finds out.
Revenge is sweet.
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