
“Stef,” Vanyel said, fastening his belt on over his tunic.  He picked up his boots and sat on the side of the bed to pull them on.  Stefen mumbled something, only half awake and waved his hand as if to emphasize some point he had just made.


“Stef,” Van repeated, looking at the bard with amusement.  He moved around to touch Stefen’s cheek.  “Wake up.”


Stefen yawned and stretched then finally opened his eyes with a small smile.  “I’m awake, I’m awake!” he mumbled, like he did every morning when Vanyel woke him.


On there first mornings together, Vanyel originally didn’t wake Stefen up, not wanting the bard to miss out on any needed sleep.  But, after a few times of Stefen waking up and not having the faintest idea were the herald had gone to or when he left, the bard had firmly insisted that Van wake him before he disappeared.  Stefen had assured him over and over that, if he wanted, he could easily fall back asleep once awake.  From then on, they had pretty much settled on a morning routine.  Van woke with the sun, got ready for the day and woke Stefen before he left for a “good morning and have a good day” kiss.  Though, depending on how much sleep the bard had gotten, Vanyel was the one doing the wishings of “good morning and have a good day,” while Stef murmured some sort of answer that Vanyel never could make out.


“I’m leaving,” Van said softly, bending down to give a light kiss.  Well, it was supposed to be a light kiss, but apparently it was one morning that Stefen had gotten enough sleep to actually be alert.  The next thing Vanyel knew, Stefen had gone from laying to sitting up, Van’s hands were cupping the bard’s face, Stef’s arms were wrapped around his waist, and the small, innocent kiss had turned into a deeply passionate one.


“Do you have to go?” Stef asked breathlessly when they broke apart, his eyes filled with passionate love.



Vanyel was about to reply with his usual “yes, you know I have to” line when Yfandes’ mindvoice flooded into his head.  : Yes, I agree.  Do you have to?  Nothing important is happening today,: she continued before he could interrupt.  : They can easily reach you with any problems, if need be and you are in desperate need of a break before you fall on your nose.:  He Sensed the sudden amusement coming with her next words.  : Besides, Stefen wants you to.:


:’Fandes,: Vanyel said, exasperated.  : You know I can’t do that!  I have to be there.  They need me to be there.:


: Horseturds!: she exclaimed.  :They do not today.  And they need to learn to function without you anyway and so do you!:


: But—,: Vanyel tried to come up with a defense.  :But—I can’t!:


: I’m not taking “no” for an answer,: She said firmly.  : Contact Joshe and see if they can spare you today.  His Companion thinks so.:


: No, Yfandes, I will—: he started to say, trying to be forceful, when she abruptly severed the link and he ground his teeth in frustration.


“Oh, why do I even bother to ask,” Stef was saying.  “When I already know the answer?  Have a good as possible day and I’ll see you latter on.”  Stef gave him a swift kiss took his arms from around Van’s waist and pulled back away from the herald.


“Hold on a moment,” Van told him, ignoring the bard’s confused look as he Felt Joshe’s mind reaching out to contact his.


: Joshe?:


: Vanyel,: Joshe greeted him.


: Is there something wrong?:  He asked quickly, tensing.


: Yes, as a matter of fact there is.  I was just informed that you were “about to fall flat on you’re nose.”  Why don’t you take the suggestion of your Companion and take the day off.:


: Joshe, I’m not—:


: Yes, you are,: Joshe interrupted.  

: Joshe—: Van  protested.

: I’m putting my foot down on this one, Van, and I’m telling—no ordering—you to take today off and get some rest.  You know that I will call if I need you.:


Vanyel heaved a huge sign.  : All right, friend,: He agreed, suddenly too tiered to resist anymore.  : But you will tell me if anything important comes up that I need to know about, right?:


: Assuredly.:


: Thank you.:


: Just get some rest,: Joshe said, releasing contact.


Vanyel immediately contacted Yfandes.  : You scheming little bitch,: he accused, with a hint of mirth. 


: Yes, dear, I know,: she agreed sweetly.  : Why don’t you tell Stefen the good news?:  She chuckled, then faded from his mind.

“Well,” Van said, looking at Stefen.  “It seems as though I’m a free man today.”


“What?” Stefen asked, completely bewildered.


“I was just talking to Joshe and he ordered me to take today off and get rest.  He’s in on a conspiracy with ‘Fandes against me.  They just won.”


The loving passion that was still in Stef’s eyes was replaced by loving concern.  “You really should rest today.  Go back to sleep.”  Stefen reached up and brushed Van’s hair away from his eyes.  “You have bruises under your eyes, ashke, and you look tired, as usual.”  He took on a stern, no nonsense look.  “I want you to get back in this bed and get your rest and I want those circles under your eyes gone by tomorrow morning.  Understood?”


Vanyel chuckled.  “I understand, Mother Hen,” he said, taking off his boots, belt, and tunic then sat down on the bed beside Stefen.  “But how am I ever going to fall asleep after I’ve been awake long enough to have a good amount of energy in me?”  He gave Stefen mischievous grin and batted his eyelashes coyly at his lover.


Stefen laughed.  “I think I can be of some useful help in that area,” Stef said, the passion rapidly returning to his eyes and pounced.
