The Promise





"It's good to finally get this cleaning done around here. And to know that Zasyder is out having fun with Fey'lya and Zimena makes it even better," Gayah said to herself as she began to clean dishes. As soon as she said this, she heard a knock at her front door. "I wonder who that could be." She walked to the door and when she opened it, she gasped. "V-Vegeta? What happened to you?" She had found Vegeta, his clothes tattered and some of his skin torn and bloody as if he was in a battle for life. She leaned down and slid her arm around his waist, also slinging his arm around her neck.


"K-Ka-Ka-" Vegeta stuttered, trying to say her name.


"Ssh, quiet down now. You can explain what happened after I get you cleaned up and you rest. C'mon, you're going to take a seat right over here and I'll clean up your cuts," Gayah replied. She walked him over to the recliner in the living room and he laid there, looking completely helpless. "I wonder how you did this to yourself, Vegeta. I guess my curiosity is just going to have to wait until I relieve some of your pain. Maybe I even have a Senzu Bean laying around here somewhere, but I highly doubt it." He popped open one eye and again tried to say something.


"Ka-Kakarita..."


"Hush now. Must I baby you, Vegeta? Just lie still and wait for me to come back," Gayah scolded lightly. She walked out of the room and a few minutes later returned back with a washcloth and alcohol. She poured a few droplets of alcohol on the washcloth and started to dab it a little roughly on the Saiyan Prince's cuts.


"That bloody stings, woman!" Vegeta cried out.


"Well, it looks as if you completely found your voice box. Welcome back, my Prince," Gayah smiled.


"Get that bloody alcohol off of me! It stings like the devil!" Vegeta snapped.


"Enough, you Saiyan Baby. It will prevent infection from occurring. Just give it a few minutes and the sting will go away. Be patient for once," Gayah remarked. Vegeta grumbled to himself and just rested his head back while Gayah cleaned his wounds. After about a half an hour of cleaning Vegeta's wounds, Gayah had finally finished patching him up.


"Are you finally finished?" Vegeta asked as he started to get out of the chair, only to have Gayah push him back into it.


"Oh no you don't. You won't move from here until I say. First off, tell me what the hell happened," Gayah commented.


"I was just training," Vegeta explained simply.


"Training?? And you managed to drag yourself hundreds of miles into the countryside from your home in the city? How on Earth did you manage it? And why?" Gayah asked.


"If you're going to ask questions, ask them one at a time. I really don't know how I managed it. I decided to come by because I knew that wretch Bulma would run her mouth about how much time I spend in the Training Chamber. Maybe I would have been better off staying at home. I should have known better than coming here," Vegeta continued.


"Oh Vegeta, you know I'm only being like this because I'm worried about how much time you spend training. Look at what it's doing to you. You're destroying your body, and without it, you'll be useless," Gayah pointed out.


"I AM useless. That's why I train so much," Vegeta informed.


"It would be a cold day in hell before you were useless, Vegeta. You're quite useful for a lot of things," Gayah stated.


"Name one thing I'm useful for."


"That's easy." Gayah leaned down and kissed him on the cheek. "You're a wonderful friend. You've always been ready to protect me at all costs. And therefore, you're VERY useful." Vegeta scoffed.


"That doesn't count. I feel obligated to do it since that blasted Zasyder doesn't do much of a job as your mate and the father of your daughters," Vegeta retorted.


"Oh, you're just saying that because you don't get along with him. Zasyder protects me as much as he can, and he's a wonderul father to Fey'lya and Zimena. Even if you don't like him, you know it's true," Gayah said. Vegeta just turned his head. "See? I rest my case. But right now I think you should take a shower and go to bed for a few hours. It would be very refreshing to you if you did." Vegeta looked at her in awe.


"You'd let me sleep here? But why?" Vegeta asked.


"Because, I still have many debts to pay you back for saving my life. This is one of them. It's time for me to protect you now," Gayah replied.


"I never thought this time would come," Vegeta murmured.


"What do you mean by that?" Gayah asked.


"I guess you could say that your curiosity has rubbed off on me. I've always wondered what it would be like to be taken care of by you," Vegeta confessed.


"Well, now you know," Gayah smiled. Vegeta cracked a smile and stood.


"I guess I should take you up on that offer about the shower," Vegeta started.


"It wasn't an offer. I was telling you. I guess you misheard me. You're not accustomed to taking orders, I presume," Gayah stated.


"Well, you do learn fast, my dear," Vegeta remarked. Gayah nodded with a smile.


"C'mon. I'll get your shower ready. Just follow me and take your time. Relax while you're in there. It will help calm your nerves and it will be better on you when you take your nap," Gayah informed. Vegeta nodded, not saying anything else. They walked in the bathroom and Gayah got everything out that he needed. She turned on the shower and looked at him. "There you go. Just get in there and do your thing. I'll be in the living room if you need me. After you get out I'll help you into bed. See you." And with that, Gayah walked out of the bathroom, shutting the door behind her. Vegeta stripped off his tattered clothes and stepped in the hot shower.


"I can't believe she's been doing all of this for me. I do feel a lot better, and without the use of one of her Senzu Beans. It's quite odd, but I think she's learned a great deal since she married Zasyder." She scoffed. "I can't believe I'm actually talking good of the fool." He began to cleanse himself thoroughly, and soon enough, he had finished. He stepped out of the shower and toweled off, then looked at the clothes Gayah left out for him. "If I'm about to put on a piece of Zasyder's clothing, I'll blast this place into pieces." Just by looking at them, he knew they didn't belong to Zasyder, and with that, he took a sigh of relief. The last thing he wanted was to be caught dead in clothing worn by one of his rivals. He clothed himself and walked out of the bathroom and into the living room where he found Gayah dozing off into sleep. 'I guess it's time for me to take care of her again.' As if Gayah was reading his thoughts, her eyes opened before he could make any moves to put her in bed.


"I didn't fall asleep, did I? How long were you in the shower?" Gayah asked with a yawn.


"Probably 20 minutes. It was refreshing, just as you said. I guess you were right all along. Maybe I WILL get some sleep after all," Vegeta commented. Gayah smiled.


"Well, c'mon over here then," Gayah stated. They walked into a guest bedroom full with everything that Vegeta would need. "While you get ready, I'm going to call Bulma and leave a message telling her that you are here with me so she won't worry about you too much. Same goes for Trunks. You know what happens when that boy worries. He tries to resolve the matter on his own, and he may drag Goten or Zimena into it. Thank goodness Fey'lya isn't as curious as I am."


"Yes, maybe so, but your daughters have very many good points. Like Fey'lya, she is smart enough to hate me when she's only 7 years old," Vegeta pointed out.


"Oh Vegeta, she doesn't hate you. She just doesn't understand you yet, not like I do. She still has a lot to learn. She's only a child," Gayah informed.


"But your other daughter is only 4 and she seems to adore me. Now explain that one to me. I just think that Zasyder's genes show in Fey'lya and yours show in Zimena's. It's that simple to figure out," Vegeta explained.


"Yes, I know that. But you know that I started up not liking you. I mean, you tried to kill my brother. What was I supposed to do? Jump for joy? One of my brother's was already killed, and I didn't even get to know him. I wasn't about to let the same thing happen to my other brother, especially since he is my younger brother. He's the only direct blood family I have left. Just like I needed time, both Fey'lya and Zasyder need time," Gayah replied.


"But Zasyder has had over 7 years. Don't you think that's enough time? I think he just may despise me forever, and I will despise him just the same," Vegeta remarked. Gayah just shook her head.


"Okay. I'm calling Bulma. Get in bed and I'll be right back," Gayah replied as she walked out of the room. Vegeta watched her go.


"Why is she so nice to me? And why am I so nice to her? All of this is such an enigma. Years ago I could never picture myself being nice to anyone, and here I am, letting Kakarita treat my wounds because I was too careless in training," Vegeta said to himself. He got into bed and laid his head back, sighing as he did. "This feels real nice. Blast! What am I saying? I can't be acting so nice like Kakarita! I would rather not. I am a Saiyan, damn it!" He just looked around the room and saw pictures in frames everywhere. Some were of Fey'lya and Zimena when they were born, one was of Goku and ChiChi's wedding, one was of Gayah and Zasyder's wedding, one was of Gohan's birth, one was of Goten's birth, one was of Gohan's 11th birthday, and one was of a party the Z Fighters had. "She sure does like pictures." Then one caught his eye. It was of himself and Gayah. They were in their fighting gear and as Super Saiyans. They were planning to train at the Z Fighters' party if not for Zasyder and Bulma stopping them. Vegeta smirked at the memory. "That training would have been pleasant. The Prince and Princess of the Saiyans training together would have been very memorable."


"I would have to agree with you, Vegeta. I think that was one of my favorite memories." Vegeta looked at the door and Gayah was standing there. "It's a shame that we didn't get to train. I guess our spouses can get in the way of our fun." Vegeta nodded. "Well, I called Bulma and left a message. Right now I think you better get your sleep. I'll be downstairs if you need anything." Gayah turned to walk off.


"Wait." Gayah stopped and turned back around.


"Yes Vegeta?"


"Could you c'mere for a moment?"


"Of course." Gayah walked over to him and leaned over. He bent up and kissed her cheek. Gayah jerked backwards and stared.


"Thank you for taking care of me. It means alot," Vegeta remarked. Gayah smiled.


"You're always welcome, Vegeta. Whenever you need me, I'll always be there."


"And so will I. I promise," Vegeta swore. With that comment, Gayah walked out of the room with Vegeta closing his eyes and journeying into the Dream World where maybe his training with his Princess would take place.





THE END


