Water Staining?


“Fancy,” Tylendel said, glancing at Vanyel before dunking his face into the water he held in cupped hands, leaning over the washing bowl.  He reached for a towel to dry off his face, then began idly fiddling with it while watching Vanyel.


“Think so?” Vanyel asked, turning away from the mirror to face his lover.  He looked down at what he was wearing.  Royal blue with silver stitches, Tylendel figured it to be made out of very expensive and new material.  Vanyel looked quite striking in it.


Vanyel looked back up at ‘Lendel worriedly.  “Too fancy?”


Tylendel put the towel down and gave Van a thoughtful look-over.  “No,” he finally answered.  “Not too fancy.  You look nice; it suits you.”  He paused, puzzled, “But why wear it today?  You aren’t going any where, both of us are free today, so whose to impressed?”  ‘Lendel grinned suddenly.  “No one to impress except me, of course.”


Vanyel smiled in return and shrugged.  “I was only trying it on,” he explained.  “I got the tunic the other day and figured I could wear it with bits and pieces of other matching outfits.  I’m not going to wear it for the rest of the day, only now to see how it looks.”


“Peacock,” Tylendel called him, chuckling.  He dipped his fingers into the bowl of water and flicked them at Vanyel.


“Hey!” Van cried, rapidly brushing the droplets of his clothing.  “There is no telling what will stain this!”


Tylendel regarded his lover with amused eyes, one eyebrow raised and his hands on his hips.  “Really, Van, water staining?  How do you suppose they would wash things if water, of all things, stained?”


“Firstly,” Vanyel said, putting his own hands on his hips and drawing himself up to his full height, “You do not get these dirty.”  He paused while giving an extra brush to his tunic and deflating a little, mumbling, “Secondly, I wouldn’t know because I’ve never washed, nor saw anyone else wash any clothing.”


Now Tylendel began to laugh.  “Pampered Peacock!” he managed to get out.  


“Am not!” Vanyel said, indignantly, but with a bit of amusement.  He dipped his own, cupped hand into the bowl of water and flinging a great bit more water at Tylendel than ‘Lendel had thrown at him.  “Now, I am going to change,” Vanyel said rapidly, hurrying behind the seldom used changing screen before Tylendel could get his revenge. 


But Tylendel was not going to give up that easily.


He picked up the pitcher three fourths full with water and strategically positioned himself so that when the unexpecting Vanyel came from behind the screen, he’d be ready. 


Everything went according to plan and when Van emerged wearing an old and worn tunic, he found one fourth of cool water from a now half way full pitcher on his head and rapidly running down to wet other parts of his body.  At first, Van was too shocked to do anything but stand there.  Then he reacted by snatching the pitcher out of the hands of Tylendel, who was too busy laughing to realize Van might make a comeback, and dumped half of the rest of the water right back on Tylendel’s head.


Tylendel started laughing harder and then, realizing Van still had the pitcher of water, ran out the door.  Thinking fast, he headed to Savil’s room.

                                   *                                     *                                   *


Vanyel cautiously walked through the door to the common room with the pitcher still tightly in his hand, and swept the room with his eyes.


Mardic and Donnie were sitting on the couch, their books they were reading lay momentarily forgotten in their laps and both were looking curiously towards Savil’s room where Vanyel could hear both Savil and Tylendel’s voice.


“’Lendel!” Savil said in startled voice.  “What…Where…What are you doing!?”


“Don’t worry, I’ll bring it back. Thanks,” ‘Lendel blurted out.


Vanyel, curious, laid the pitcher down on the table in front of the “Lovebirds,” who looked at him questionably, obviously wondering why he was wet, and started edging towards the door when Tylendel, holding Savil’s water pitcher in both hands, burst out the door.  He made a sharp turn, apparently headed toward his and Vanyel’s room only to skid to a halt to avoid colliding with a startled Vanyel.


Van, quickly recovering and knowing exactly what his lover intended to do with the water in Savil’s pitcher, made a hasty retreat, swiftly walking, then trotting to the other side of the couch when ‘Lendel recovered and came after him.


They were engaged in shadowboxing around the couch with Vanyel facing the back and ‘Lendel facing the grinning Lovebirds when Savil stormed in the room and took immediate charge.


“What is going on in here!?” she said sternly, glaring at her protégé and her nephew.  “Give me that,” she ordered, holding her hand out towards Tylendel.  


Tylendel wordlessly turned over his weapon and took grate interest in the patterns of the wooden floor while Vanyel suddenly felt a strong urge to look at a corner of to his right.  A sudden splash and a startled gasp made him quickly look up at his grinning aunt and his now thoroughly soaked lover.  Vanyel put his hand over his mouth to hide his grin while Mardic and Donnie were laughing helplessly and Tylendel was glaring indignantly at Savil.


“Now,” Savil said, placing the now empty pitcher on the table.  “From the way you two looked, I imagine there are other puddles of water on the floor as well as this one. I expect this and any others to be cleaned up immediately.  Understood?”


“Yes, Aunt Savil,” Vanyel answered for both himself and his still sulking lover.  “Right away.”


“Wont it just dry eventually if we leave it alone?” Vanyel asked Tylendel in an exasperated tone.  He was not enjoying being on hands and knees mopping up water with towels while still wearing wet clothes because Savil made them take care of the floor before themselves.


“I imagine so,” ‘Lendel answered, kneeling beside Vanyel.  “But I wouldn’t recommend it.  The water will sink into the wood and it would end up being discolored and possibly smelly.  Savil wouldn’t like that.”


Vanyel thought about that for a moment, then grinned.  “Ah-ha,” he cried triumphantly.  Tylendel looked at him inquiringly.  Vanyel gave him an arrogant smile, wanting to, in some way, get a kind of last word in all this.  “So, I was right.  Water does stain.”  Tylendel looked at Vanyel blankly for a moment then hung his head and started laughing uncontrollably.


After a few moments Tylendel sat back on his haunches and wiped his eyes, still chuckling.  He looked over at Vanyel, who had his arms crossed over his chest and was looking at Tylendel accusingly.  “You weren’t supposed to laugh,” he mumbled, feeling that, through laughter, Tylendel hand stolen the last word that he thought was rightfully his.


Tylendel started laughing all over again and suddenly pulled Vanyel into a one armed embrace, ruffling Van’s hair fondly with his other hand.  “Oh, Van, you’re the absolute light of my life, did you know that?”


Vanyel smiled back.  “Of course,” he answered, his hand going unnoticed behind his back to pick up something bunched up and very wet.  “I wouldn’t have it any other way,” he paused, slowly moving his still unnoticed hand above Tylendel’s head.  Once it was where he wanted it, he squeezed the water out of the towel and directly on Tylendel’s head.  “But I still do have to have the last word,” he said, grinning at his, once again shocked and wet lover.  “I’m so sure you understand.”

