
This story is when they get back to Haven from Forest Reach.  And After they had their talk.  Before Van tells Stef he’s leaving for the peace treaty.

Home at Haven

They arrived at Haven around noon with the sun beating heavily down on their heads.  Stefen was a little apprehensive about how life would be like for him at Haven now that he was with Vanyel.  Would Vanyel try to keep their relationship as secret as possible?  While it might be fun to sneak around to be with your lover at first, Stefen knew he didn’t want to constantly be on his guard whenever he was with Vanyel.  He hoped Vanyel wouldn’t make them go through that. Stefen knew they were going to be discrete, but he didn’t know if Van would try to keep the whole thing under wraps.  Stef also wondered if they would keep their separate rooms.  He didn’t want that.  He wanted to share Van’s room with him, but he wasn’t going to bring it up and put any pressure on Van.  It was all the herald’s choice, Stef would not bring it up; Vanyel would have to.

When they reached the stables, Savil dismounted with Vanyel’s help and went strait to her room, after Van repeatedly assured her he would personally take care of her Companion Kellan along with Yfandes.  Stefen, not knowing in the lest how to care for his own mount Melody, left his horse with an able stable boy and went to his own room to unpack, not sure if he would be welcome if he stayed with Vanyel just for the company.

Gods, this first week is going to be awkward.

Luckily, when he reached his destination he found a visitor waiting eagerly for him.


“Medren!” he exclaimed with a grin plastered on his face.  They caught each other up in a bear hug.  “Gods, is it good to see you.  How did you know we were back?”


“I saw Savil going towards the Herald’s Wing,” the bardic trainee said simply as he followed Stefen into the bard’s small room.  “I figured I’d welcome you back and help you unpack and I’d figured that you’d never forgive me if I knew you were back and didn’t greet you.  Not to mention the guilt track I’d be putting myself on.”


Stef tossed his saddlebags on the bed and began unpacking.  “I’m behind on the gossip, what’s been happening at court while I was gone.  Or, more importantly what have you been up to while I was gone?” he asked, mostly for conversation sake and because he really did want to know what he had missed.


“I could ask you the same thing,” Medren said, but proceeded to tell Stefen what he missed at court and in Medren’s personal life while on his vacation, sitting in a chair and making no move to follow up on his words and help Stef unpack. 


“Anyway,” Medren said when Stefen was up to date, his eyes lighting up expectantly.  “What happened?”


“What do you mean?” the bard asked, having a good idea as to what his friend wanted to know, but faking complete ignorance.  He might as well have a little fun before spilling the beans.


“What do I mean?!”  Medren crossed his arms over his chest with a glare.  “How could you ask that?  You know very well what I mean.  What happened at Forest Reach?”


Stefen regarded his friend with amused eyes for a moment before he stopped packing and sat on the edge of his small bed, facing Medren.  He proceeded to tell his friend about the, to Stefen, surprising greetings and the contest he had gotten into with Vanyel.  Talked about the attack on Van’s mother and how he had been involved. He told Medren everything he could think about involving the Tayledras’ stay at Forest Reach.  Nothing at all about himself and Vanyel on a personal level.


“And…” Medren said when the bard stopped talking.  He was now leaning forward in his chair eagerly.


Stefen stood up and looked at Medren questionably.  “And…What?” he asked, totally enjoying this game and trying his hardest not to smile.


Medren made an exasperated sound and held out his hands.  “Did it work or not?”


Stefen tilted his head to one side, for the entire world as if he was utterly confused and in the dark.  “Did what work?”


“Stefen,” Medren growled, teeth clenched.  “I am going to break you neck.  What happened?  Did the plan work?  What happened between you and Uncle Van involving more personal matters of previous discussions?!”


“That, my curious nephew, is none of your concern,” said a new and cheerful voice.


“Which is what I was just about to tell him,” Stefen chimed in as Vanyel can the rest of the way into the room.


“Tisk, tisk,” Vanyel grinned, coming to stand beside Stefen.  “I swear Medren, you can be worse than the village matchmaker at times.”  He turned his head slightly to address Stefen.  “What was that about ‘the plan’ and ‘previous discussions’?” he asked curiously.


Stefen tried to hide his blush by bowing his head and muttered something that he hoped sounded like a response, even though it wasn’t, while Medren was studying them like a bird studying two worms.


Medren looked curiously from his uncle to his friend and back again, then suddenly grinned.  “You two are together.  I can tell.”


“What makes you think you can tell that,” Vanyel asked suspiciously, turning serious.


Medren’s grin grew wider.  “Well, let me see.”  He started ticking things off with his fingers.  “First, when your voice was heard,” he nodded at Vanyel with his head, “his eyes lit up.  Secondly, the first move you made was towards him.  And look how close together you two are standing.”  Stefen and Vanyel looked at the amount of space between the herald and himself.  Medren was right, they were close; Stefen hadn’t noticed before it was pointed out.

“You are even leaning towards each other,” Vanyel’s nephew continued.  “Then there’s the most obvious.”  He grinned at them both individually.  “You two haven’t broken complete eye contact since Uncle Van walked in.”  He had a very self-satisfied smirk on his face.  “You two are together aren’t you?  Don’t try to deny it either.”


Stefen sighed at the same instant Vanyel did.  “You might as well tell him, ashke, before he drags the both of us away to a torture chamber and beats it out of us.”


Stefen smiled at Vanyel.  He had been worried about telling Medren about their relationship without Van’s approval, but now he had it.  “Yes, you could say we are together.  It seems as though I’ve lifebonded to this beast and will never be rid of him,” he said to Medren, but was still looking into Van’s silver eyes.


Medren’s jaw dropped and eyes widened at the word “lifebonded,” but recovered quickly enough.  He rose to his feet and studied his uncle and friend as though he was trying to see something that wasn’t there.  “For true?” he whispered.


“Yes,” Stefen said in a mocking whisper.  “For true.”
