
Up came the man's fist straight at Janus' head, but of course with his body bloodied from head to toe; he couldn't do anything except accept the blows.  His head snapped back against the wall hard, and soon everything went black as it always has from the torture.


Janus slowly lifted his head to find that he had been showered and had been put in a new set of clothes.  His wrists and ankles were still bound to the wall though, with heavy bolts set into the stone floor and ceiling.  He glanced around noticing that there were no guards in the cell for once, grinning slightly he thought of using some of the magic he was taught by the elves of his homeland, but he found himself too exhausted to use any.  Another thing came to mind, that he'd almost forgotten since he rarely uses it, no other option came to him though.  With his head back to the wall, teeth gritted tightly together, a bulge soon formed from the top of his forearms, heading towards his wrists.  Sweating and growling heavily as the tip of a bloodied silverel blade, an elven metal coming mainly from plants grown only in Andourblough Inness came sliding slowly from his wrists.  Closing his eyes as the tip of each blade hit their respected shackle on his wrist, he concentrated hard as each of the blades shot forth from his arms, cutting clear through the shackles and dropping him to his knees on the cement floor.  Slipping the tip of the blade into the chains still on his legs, and a quick flick of the wrist, sent the chains splitting apart.


He peered through the cell bars to find only one guard sleeping silently in a chair against the wall.  Whispering from the corner of his cell "Water. I need water," and surprisingly the guard was up in a second, but didn't come directly to his cell.  Janus glanced quickly out of the cell to see that the guard was up and gone, the angry and frustrated drow glanced about once more looking for a way out.  Taking a step back, he examined the bars of the cell, up came his right blade, flat across his chest.  With a flash of metal and a slight ringing, the blade went straight through four of the bars before him; the blade was up again over his chest, swiping his blade once more underneath the bars.  The four bars dropped to the floor, rolling across it and knocking against the wall with a light hollowed sound.


As soon as he stuck his head out the door he saw that there were three guards on either side of his cell, fast approaching it.  Quickly slipping out of the cell he bound into the air, his feet catching on the bars of the cell across from him.  A sword came out stabbing at Janus, as he hopped off the bars with out thinking, the guard only ramming his sword into another of the guard's chest on the other side.  All of the guards were now scrambling for their weapons, except one of them, they all watched as the drow flipped to the ground on one knee.  Quick to take advantage of the dazed man, who had just killed one of his comrades, Janus slammed both blades into the guard’s chest, lifting him by the blades and hurling him into another guy.  He found that all the commotion had sent the guards sprawling along the floor, and as he turned to run, he met face-to-face with a tall well-built commanding officer.


The man's sword came quickly over Janus, just to be easily slapped away by the silver flashes of blades.  One blade shot straight through the commanders shield and into his left shoulder, as he cringed and slammed his fist to the drow's face, he found the other blade piercing deep into his throat and out the other side, cutting through his spinal cord.  Janus pulled him from the ground and tossed the bloodied corpse into the guards coming quickly on his heels.


He ran hastily up the winding stairwell, to be stopped by a thick oaken door.  Peering through the bars on the door, he saw his sword laying across the table along side its sheath.  A few voices could be herd emitting from a nearby room as he jolted back away from the door and against the wall.


Through the door, he could hear two men talking to each other and nearing the door, "Do you hear anything?"  "No sir, but I swear, I just herd fighting below, where the drow was being held. Has he broken free?" the man said in a small-frightened voice.  "Impossible!" the other shot back, "The bindings he is held by are enchanted, made from our own mages, NO magic even that of an elves could've broke them!"


Janus now could hear their footsteps speed up toward the door, he crouched low and into the shadows, not used to having the blades around, one of them grazed slightly against the wall making a low scratching noise.  Growling silently under his breath as he heard the footsteps stop.  "What was that?" came the frightened man's voice again, "That noise, didn't you hear it?  It sounded like it came from just beyond the door." The two men looked at the door and then started for it cautiously, the little man, Stryfe, stood beside his lord, shaking nervously looking at the door's handle.  Lord Gustave looked to Stryfe and then calmly opened the door, sword in hand; the two were greeted by a light breeze with a hint of blood smelt in the air.  Looking down the dark stairwell for a while and seeing no one there, Gustave glanced at Stryfe and continued down the stairs, leaving him behind.


Stryfe watched Gustave disappear into the darkness down the stairs and around a corner, he heard a rock grain slide free from the wall above him, taking a step back and looking slowly up to find Janus wedged between the walls, falling down over him.


Janus’ blades sliced a quick streak across Stryfe's face as he landed, leaving a small slit of blood.  As Stryfe fell backward into a chair behind him, Janus was there in an instant, blades scissored over the little man's neck.


Eyes wide, as the drow slid the blade slowly down over his chest, and in one quick swipe, a cut split open from his stomach, and blood started spilling out over his body and onto the floor.  Before he had fallen to the floor and feinted, Janus was gone, as was the sword and sheath.


*******************************************************


Janus had no trouble finding his way out to the front door and making his way into the streets, being captured from the floating isle, this place was entirely new to him.  He moved silently among the shadows, blades no longer out as to not attract attention, yet two scars were now visible over his wrists.  Knowing he would need a place to sleep for the day to regain his energy so he can start on his journey again, he found himself in a dark alley between two buildings; he only nodded as he stared up at the sky bending to one knee.  Taking a deep breath, he sprang into the air, from wall to wall and onto the roof of one of the buildings. Too tired to do much else, he decided to rest on the roof of Andath's Shop, for the day.


******************************************************


“Hey Veil, you hear about the break out at Gustave’s palace?” spoke a slender middle aged girl, with emerald green eyes and long golden hair draping down to her waist, standing behind the counter of Andath’s Shop. 

 “Yes, I hear there was a convicted elven-kin being held there, saying that it was a drow,” he said with a rye smile.

Both of them raised their eyes towards the ceiling, as a slight shuffling was herd on the roof.  “Seems the squirrels are getting larger, or I’d say someone’s up on your roof,” Viel said as his eyes made their way back to Andath.

“Yeah, too loud to be a squirrel… Well, what’re you waiting for? Don’t go letting anyone stay on my roof.  You bring whomever it is up there down here so I can have a little talk with them.” She said while raising a graphite gem, normally used for unleashing bolts of lightning.

“Don’t worry, I will,” Veil replied as he slipped out the door.

“Good day to you sir,” a soldier greeted, coming up to Veil.

“What business do you have here?” he replied impatiently.

“Have you seen this elf?” the soldier said as he held a rough portrait of a well-built, rather huge elf. “We’re trying to find this elf… drow, and bring him back to the palace.”

Veil, looking over the picture carefully and then smirked, saying; “No but if I happen to find him, is he worth more to Gustave dead or alive?”

The soldier grinned replying, “ As long as his possessions stay in tact, you can do whatever you want with the drow…”

Veil grinned and waved his hand at the solder dismissively, as he turned toward the alley beside the shop.  He looked at the pull-ladder curiously, not remembering if he had heard it come down or not.  With a shrug, he slowly pulled down the ladder as it slammed hard into the ground, and started climbing it.

Janus’ eyes shot open as he heard something smack into the ground in the alley beside him.  Not wanting to be seen by anyone he hid behind a few large boxes that were sitting in a pile in the center of the roof.  Pressing even harder against the boxes to listen as someone came over the median and start to move about the roof.  He peered slowly around the edge of the boxes, not seeing anyone, he started to turn around only to look up a man’s shoe and to the short sword at his neck.

Veil nearly choked as if the wind was knocked out of him as he saw the drow glare up the sword and into his eyes.  

He saw the fear in the man’s eyes and quickly calmed himself, letting the man seem in control of this.  “I think it’s best if you put that butter-knife away,” calmly speaking up towards Veil, regarding the sword.

Only smiling with the thrust of his sword at the drow’s neck, to only hit the boxes behind him.  The drow was gone… Veil slowly turned to find the drow standing there, arms crossed atop his chest.  Starting to back up, but then regaining his composure, stood straight keeping some distance between him and this formidable foe.  “Who are you?” he growled.

“Tis none of yer concern, what is of yer concern, is that you’ve seen me, and know of my whereabouts…”

Veil then took a step closer to Janus, sword readied in the direction of the drow.

“Now, I’ll ask you this again, what do ya think you’re goin' to do with that butter-knife?” he said nodding towards the sword.

Veil, taking that to offense, lunged once again at the drow, finding himself face-first into the cement roof, and Janus’ foot neatly placed under his. “Tell anyone of authorities about this…” Janus then disappeared off the edge of the roof, letting the following words linger in Viel’s mind; “I’ll be watching you.”

Veil scrambled to his feet and ran to where the drow had disappeared, peering over the ledge and seeing nothing, he growled softly to himself, gazing around, thinking of the last words of the elf. “I’ll be watching you…” He said under his breath, letting it echo in his head. 

Andath was quick to turn to Veil as he walked in the shop with blood dripping from his mouth, “Veil, what happened out there?” she asked surprised at the sight of him.

“Fell over the boxes,” he explained.

“You did, did you?” knowing all too well Veil was never clumsy, and as she pulled a soft cloth from the tip of Veil’s sword still being held at his side.  “Since when do boxes wear silk? Who did this to you?”

Veil looked out the door’s window as he saw the drow turn away from the door to stand with his back to them.  After wiping the blood from his lip he shot out the door and caught the cloaked figure, wrapping his arm around his neck and his sword to the man’s chin.

Andath running out the door was shocked to find that Veil was holding up an old woman.  “Veil! What are you doing? Get your ass back inside!”

Veil looked at the old woman and slid off bowing his apologies, as the woman slapped him and walked further into the market.

She took Veil by the shoulder and slowly pulled him with her into the shop, “What did you see out there that made you like this?” asking as she turned back towards him.

“The drow…” he said finding Janus standing once again with arms folded overtop his chest behind Andath.

The young woman saw the fright in Veil’s eyes as she followed his gaze and almost fell over backwards onto him.  Andath glared at the drow as she approached him cautiously, eyes soon turning to curiousness, “Do I know you…?  Just something about you that I can’t put my finger on really…” The drow unfolded his arms and pulled slightly away from her gaze, but Andath continued to approach him as a slight glow appeared from the gem about her neck.  Andath clutched her necklace in both hands, “So, you’re the one?” she said gazing down into the glow of the gem.

“The one what?” Janus asked after regaining his conscious state.

“The last of those chosen to be the guardians of the realms.”

“So that’s what you guys are I suppose?  ‘Guardians of the realms’” he chuckled slightly under his breathe before muttering, “Some guardians you be…  Weren’t there when you left one of yer own die in the forest, the one you call Antonio.”

“Antonio…” Andath echoed, “We didn’t know where to find him… All of us were scattered and separated by the elves, those drows…”

Janus steadied himself and leaned back against the counter, “The up side is at least he died quickly, without pain…  Run threw before I could get to him and when I did, I was ambushed by Gustave’s men.”

Andath peered up to him, and sighed helplessly.  “Not many of us are left anymore…  Besides Viel and I, we’re not sure whom else could be left after that night…”

With a nod, “I’m sorry I couldn’t get to him in time.”

“I’m hoping that you will aid us, now that your kind have been raiding our city at night…  We’re pretty much defenseless against them then…”

“Well, since I’m stuck here anyway…  I will help you until I find a way to get back home…”


******************************************************


Later that night while Andath and Veil slept in the shop, Janus silently patrolled the area alone, or so he thought.  After Janus turned the corner of a building he stopped and pressed against the wall, watching the corner he had turned from.


A dark figure soon came around the corner as Janus sprung quickly at it, locking an arm around the person’s neck.  He pulled the person’s neck back only to gaze into a surprised woman’s eyes, “Andath…” he whispered as he loosened his grip, allowing her time to gasp for air on the ground.


She soon stopped, and looked up to the drow, “how do you know my name?”


“I have ears you know…” Janus replied as he started to walk off, having Andath take him by the arm.


“If it’s not too much to ask then, whom might you be?”


He turned slowly to face her, “Janus… of the house of Do’Urden…”


Andath looked a bit shocked by the name, knowing well that the Do’Urden house was supposed to have been whipped out during the wars of the under dark.


He quickly pulled away from her, and disappeared into the night, leaving her to her thoughts.


She soon started back for her shop, down the ally, as she watched a dark figure pass by across the end of the road.  She gazed down the alley next to her shop, as three more dark figures walked into the shadowing of the buildings, disappearing again


“Keep walking,” came the calm voice of Janus from behind her, “There’s four, maybe five of them,” He said as he continued to shadow behind her.


After a cool wisp of wind, Andath knew she was alone again, but continuing to walk.  Stopping in front of her shop, she gazed around once more as she pulled the keys from her side pouch.  She shuddered as another cool wisp of air went by, slowly turning about to find her self encircled by six dark figures, each hooded by thick leather cloaks.  “Can I help you guys?” she said with a sheepish smile.


The six men only glared at her, each emitting a feral growl.  One of them slipped out a dagger, and sent it at her, only to stop in front of her face, being caught by Janus.


“Vendui` Abbile…” Janus greeted them in their native tongue.


The six figures each took a step back to regard Janus, glancing about from one another until one slowly slid out his scimitars.  “El ukta…” the drow said, that was staring directly at Janus.


At that instance, a bright light came from behind the group as they all looked back to find a small faerie fire.  Realizing the rouse, they spun about and saw no one, noticing that one from their group was missing as well.  Snapping glances to one another, they peered up at the roof at the sounds of sword on sword, along with a slight glow emitting from the rooftop.


Janus cut upward, slapping yet another of the drows quick sickle slash.


Down came the sickle again, to meet Janus’ sword as he spun around it, cutting horizontally with his other sickle to trail Janus’ maneuver.


Still in mid-spin, he forced his sword vertically to meet the sickle following him, smashing through it and sending shards of silver into the air.


Andath stepped back a bit as silver shards sprinkled lightly over her, watching the sickle drop to the ground in pieces, thoughts running through her head as to where this guy came from?  No ordinary drow could’ve done such a thing so easily…


“Vel`bos phuul dos?” the drow said slowly, staring into Janus’ eyes, “natha ilythiiri?”


Gazing down at the drow, sword slanted down to his side, “Xas” Janus muttered, as a small bluish orb appeared in his hand.


The drow turned his stare from Janus to the orb, spinning around to the ledge of the roof, he found himself being lifted from it, and flying forward as his back was torn into.


Janus held the orb to his back quickly as it sent a shockwave of energy into it, sending the drow clear into the side of the next building.


The group below watched the flash of light as they saw their comrade slam face first into the side of the building, and slid down to the base only a few yards from where they were standing.  “Vel`bol lil?” one of them said glancing back to the rooftop to find Janus standing calmly on the ledge.  Sickles and scimitars were quickly drawn as the rest of the group turned to face him.


Janus casually flipped down in front of the group, leaving Andath at the ledge gazing down at him, “be careful,” she said quietly.


Nodding slowly as if he had heard her, he slowly resheathed his sword.


The five remaining drows stood there watching Janus awkwardly as two blades seemed to tear free from his wrists.  Three of them rushed in at this point, all with sickles, as the last two stood back, holding scimitars to their sides.


Janus wove his way around the first guy, before stepping back as a pair of sickles cut down in front of him.  He then quickly pulled himself to flip backwards over the last one’s pair of sickles, as he landed to one knee.  His eyes raised slowly into a glare at the last guy, whom was now dripping blood from his throat.


Grasping his throat, he dropped to his knees along side his weapons, with one last glance to Janus; he dropped lifelessly to the ground.


Another growled as he turned quickly to Janus, “Dos el nin!” he yelled as he charged in on him, forming an X with the slash at his chest.


Janus flipped quickly back again planting his feet on the building behind him and flipping off it in front of the second guy.  As the drow’s sweep came in, he hopped slightly from the ground tucking in his feet, and quickly severing the drow’s head from his body with a quick swipe of his blade.  Janus hit the ground lightly and turned slowly to face the last of his assaulters.


The last drow approached Janus cautiously, making quick slashes at his chest to force him back, then thrusting his second one out towards his neck.


Finding the pattern, he waited calmly dodging back, and as the next attack came on, he twisted back on his heel, smacking the sickle away from catching his neck, yet soon had both his blades entangled in the midst of the sickles curved blades.  Grinning, Janus’ veins pulsed just slightly as a bolt of electricity ran it’s way from his blades into the drow’s body.


He dropped soon after to the ground, twitching lightly before lying still, and dead.


Janus turned only to find one drow standing there, with scimitars angled out away from his body, pointing skyward.  After a quick glance around, his blades slowly sunk back into his wrists.


The drow took a step forward, twirling the scimitars slightly as they disappeared into their sheath.


“The last one?” Janus suddenly spoke up.


“Gone, teleported outta here after what he saw you do.”


With a slight smirk, “heh, well, I got a few people I’d like ya ta meet,” he said motioning up to Andath.


“I see…” the drow said, gazing up towards the woman still leaning over the ledge.  And with a nod, both drow disappeared into the darkened alley.


Andath gave a sigh of relief as she saw the two figures walk off together, yet as she turned around, she found herself standing face to face with the last drow.  She sucked in her breath sharply and almost fell over the ledge backwards.


Forming a small, pink-red orb in the palm of his hand, the drow slowly reached back with it.


Her eyes filled though with curiosity as the drow’s stomach arched forward, and his body fell to the ground with Janus’ knee pining him down, and a dagger to his neck.


“Now where yas come from Mage?” Janus shot at the drow.


The pined mage never said a word, yet just lied there, breathing heavily into the cement.


“Tell me…” as he let a low growl into the mage’s ear, pressing the dagger heavily into the drow’s throat, causing a streak of blood to drop from his neck.


He continued to just lie there and chuckled slightly with what breath he had left, to where his chuckle turned to a gurgling gasp for air as the dagger pierced into his throat.


Janus pulled the dagger away, slamming the drows face into the cement, “Guess he knew he was goin’ to die anyway…” he whispered, before looking up to Andath.  “You all right?” he said as he walked over to her.


“Yeah, I’ll be fine.  Who was that other drow you spoke with?” she asked.


“Ar-“


“Arsine,” the drow said, cutting off Janus as he stepped out from behind a pillar of boxes.


Janus could only grin and shake his head slowly as he watched the drow step into the open.


The moonlight trickled its way along Arsine’s skin, a perfect stature to most dark elves, unlike the large, and corded body of Janus.  Looking almost like a smaller version of him, only lighter spirited.


“Arsine, yes, we’ve worked together fer about a year now in this place, so there’s still a lot we don’t know of each other,” Janus explained, turning back towards the ledge and gazed into the night sky.  “I will find them…” He said gently as he stared into the constellations.


******************************************************


Slowly and quickly a dark figure rushed out from behind the group, slamming its fist into Arsine’s back, snapping his spine in two.  Janus turned quickly, only to find himself staring into the chest of the figure, and its knee came jetting up into his gut, causing him to fold over the knee, coughing blood over the roof.  He gazed up just in time to see a pair of locked fists smash down across his skull, snapping neck, and impaling his head into the cement.  After that… all that was heard was a scream, Andath’s voice… as it stopped with blood curdling breathes of air, and the thump of a body against the roof.


******************************************************


“Janus?” came a soft voice…


Feeling a hand on his shoulder and spinning about, out of his trance, to face Andath.  Janus dropped his hand from the hilt of his sword and slowly sat down and back against the ledge of the roof breathing heavily.


“What’s wrong?” Andath said, gazing into his eyes.


“Naubol, Naubol…” Janus said after catching his breath.


“Naubol?” she echoed as she crouched down to him.


“Nothing,” he whispered, “I jus’ thought I saw something…”


“What did you see Janus?”


With a slight burning sensation in his chest, “Vhaerun…”


Arsine slowly walked up behind Andath, “You saw Vhaerun? No, not now…” Arsine said gently to himself.


Janus looked up to Arsine, “What is it? Ya know what’s happening here?”


“The drows, surface drows, the raid is starting, that’s why they’ve been attacking.  Testing what resistance they might meet.” Arsine said calmly.


“Well that’s never a gud thing…” Janus mocked, his face turning to a slight smirk.


“No, it isn’t,” came a familiar voice to Janus, as another dark figure appeared on the roof, hopping from a nearby tree.


“Lons?” asked Janus, slightly surprised, “that you there?”


“One and only,” the voice came back, as he moved slowly into view.


“What brings you here, ussa abbil?” he asked as he slowly rose to his feet.


“The darthiiri, of course, not going to be able to fight back, without some help,” Lons explained as he approached the group.


“So, you knew about them? About the drows attacking the villages?”


“Yes, I did, I’ve been trying to pick them off one-by-one, yet they normally travel in groups, and are often not caught by surprise.” Lons explained with a nod, obviously regarding the previous fight.


Janus returned the nod, “Tomorrow we will plan this out, and I believe we all could use some rest now…”


As they started to nod together in agreement, Arsine and Lons were gone, leaving Andath blinking, and Janus making his way to the ledge.  She let out a sigh and went to follow Janus down the sidewall, only to find that he was gone as well.  Just shaking her head slowly, she started down the wall.


*******************************************************


Stryfe slowly opened his eyes to find himself still sitting in the chair with Gustave sitting in another in front of him.  He quickly reached for his gut only to find that it had already been wrapped in gauss.


“You’re all right there Stryfe,” came Gustave’s voice as he saw him reaching for his gut.  “You’re lucky to be alive, that elf ripped past our guards, killing the commander as well, yet they still don’t recall how he could’ve gotten out of there.  The chains were torn apart,” Gustave explained and then stopped as he saw Stryfe’s eyes squint a bit, as if he were thinking.


“The blades,” Stryfe muttered as he looked back up to Gustave, “blades from his wrists, he must have put them through the chains.”


“You’re telling me, that elf, had blades from his wrists?” he asked skeptically.


“Yes, fairly large ones, at that.”


Gustave hesitated for a moment, allowing the room to fall silent.  As soon as he went to speak, a medium sized man, dressed in a regular soldiers outfit came through the door.


“Gustave, come quick, four drows were found dead in the alley near Andath’s shop this morning’.”


*******************************************************


“What happened to them?” Gustave asked as he approached the bodies along side Stryfe and the guardsmen.


“We don’t know, but by the looks of it, there wasn’t much of a battle for these four,” the guardsman said, indicating the little amounts of footprints.


“Were there any witness’ to this?” Stryfe blurted out, with Gustave nodding acknowledgment to the question.


“None that we know of, Sir.”


“Well, ask around then, everyone within this area of the city, whatever or whomever did this, did it with ease, as if it were planned.” Gustave instructed the guard.


Stryfe watched the guard run to the others, as they met for a bit and then split off to houses.  Slowly glancing to one of the bodies, which was facing a wall with it’s back torn, and spine sticking from his back.  He noted the position of the body; he gazed up the wall to find a light streak of blood and soon locked his stare to a crack in the wall.  He sent his eyes across the alley to Andath’s Shop, which had a huge gap now missing from the roof’s ledge.  Stryfe looked back and forth from the gap on the shop to the crack in the wall, as he saw a dark figure slip back over the ledge and onto Andath’s roof.  Not sure what to make of it, Stryfe took Gustave’s shoulder and led him slowly to the alley beside Andath’s Shop.  “There’s something or someone up there,” Stryfe explained indicating up the steps to the roof.

Gustave glanced up the as a slight breeze sent chills up his back, “Go check it out Stryfe, I’ll finish up down here and get back to you when I can, okay?”


“Bu…But Sir-,” Stryfe started to protest, only to be cut short by a silencing gesture with Gustave’s hand, and another indication to the roof.  Shakily, Stryfe turned to the ladder, glancing back to see that Gustave was already on his way out of the alley.  He started to climb slowly up the ladder and finally, peering over the ledge of the roof.  As he climbed over the ledge, the hilt of his sword clanged sharply against the ladder’s side.  He quickly looked down to his sword, making sure it was still secure, there was another slight breeze as a set of feet appeared into his view.  His gaze followed slowly up the legs and to the slender body, and up the corded arms, filled with enough power to easily snap him in two.  And soon up to the glaring violet eyes of Janus, Stryfe fell over backwards and over the ledge, only to be caught and held there by his collar in Janus’ grip.


Janus pulled him up and tossed him into a pile of boxes that barely seemed to move upon impact with Stryfe’s body.


Stryfe lie there trembling as the drow closed slowly in on him.


“You should be dead…” Janus accused, as he stopped over the man.


“I know, if it was-,” Stryfe started to explain but then stopped himself.


“Was what?” Janus pressed.


“He’s able to heal faster than most people…” came Andath’s voice, as she stepped out from the side of the boxes.  “His name’s Stryfe, right?  One of Gustave’s lackeys, who should’ve been dead, long time ago…” She said with a scowl.

“Don’t worry, this time he’ll stay dead,” Janus explained with a grin appearing across his face.


Stryfe’s eyes went a bit wider, as Janus’ sword, Tempest, came slowly from its sheath, and in one fluent motion was against his neck.


“Tell no one one of this, and that the drows of the under dark are who you should be worried ‘bout, it wont be long before the cities’ destroyed.  Forget about this and allow us to deal with this matter, before that can come to happen.”  Janus stated, glaring into Stryfe’s eyes.


Stryfe only bobbed his head stupidly, and with a nod from Andath, Janus slid his sword back into his sheath and picked him up by the shoulder.  Nearly falling back over the ledge, he made his way back down the wall.


“What if he’s to speak of you?” Andath asked, looking out towards the ledge where Stryfe went over.


Janus only gave a shrug and glanced back over the front of the shop, to see that the bodies have been removed from the street, and that life was going on as usual in the city.  His gaze soon moved towards the south to the forests, with the peeks of the mountains peering over the top of the trees.


“What is it?” she asked as she joined his side.


“Isn’t it beautiful?” He replied, still gazing at the mountainous scene.


Her gaze followed his out to the mountains and only nodded, her eyes sparkling in the glare of the sun.


“I never got to ask you this, but where did you come from really?” she asked, tilting her head towards him.


Janus only turned his head and stared back at her in reply, after a moment of silence, then turning back towards the mountains.  “I’m from Andurblough`Inness,” he said at a length, “I was raised by the Touel`Alfar as their own.”


While eyeing him curiously, “I thought the Touel`Alfar were-,”


“Destroyed? Most of the land, yes.  They were forced to relocate themselves after the daemon war, only I and one other know of the where they went.”  He spoke slowly, recalling the images of the past, when he was trained and sheltered by the elves.


“Where might they’ve gone?” she asked, her gaze turning back towards the mountains as well.


He paused for a moment, images of a young boy running along the paths from the trot to the pool of milk stones popped into his head.  And how Tuntun would always enrage him by setting obstacles and traps for the boy so he wouldn’t get to his food at the end of the day.  “Tuntun,” he muttered as he recalled her leaving for Aida with the boy, and how not only a few days later had herd of her demise in saving the boy, made ranger, who was known as Nightbird.  “Blood of Mather,” escaped his lips, gazing at an image of Tuntun, she always called Nightbird that.


He turned his head to the side only to find that Andath was gone.  With a sigh, Janus dipped from the roof and into the night.


*******************************************************


Andath stood in her bedroom window with just a very light gossamer gown draped over her.  She gasped slightly as a set of hands dropped to her waist from behind.  “You miss him, don’t you?” Janus’ voice came.


She only sighed as her hands slid from the window’s ledge and body twisting slowly in Janus’ hands till she came face to face with the drow.


His hands glided softly along the gown at her waist as she spun, leaving their eyes locking to each other, barely inches apart.


“They’re here!” Viel started to yell as he burst through the door only to find Andath’s lips being pulled from Janus’ to face him.  His face crinkled into one of shock, “A-Andath,” he managed to say on the verge of rage.


She lowered her head defensively with her cheeks flushed and not having anything to say.


Janus’ visage loosened from the glare of Veil, “who’s here?”


Veil’s sword came out from its scabbard in a flash.  “”What drow magic is this?” he demanded, advancing on Janus, sword leading the way.


“Who’s here?” he asked again, trying to pull the man’s thoughts from the scene.


“There’s no magic,” Andath stammered, but Veil was already too caught up in his    actions to hear anything either of them said.


“I know ye was up to no good when ye first came here,” he pressed, and soon seeing he wasn’t getting anywhere with words, he launched the sword in a wide horizontal arch at Janus’ neck.


The drow, quite alert that he would try something like that, easily ducked the swing.


Andath though, never had the time to react, when the sword continued toward her, cutting a line across her throat.


Veil, blinded by rage, continued on the drow never noticing that Andath had dropped to her side clutching her throat.


Looking deep enough into Janus’ eyes, you could see the ambers erupt into raging infernos as he looked to the lifeless body of Andath and back to Veil.


Veil stared down to her, and then his eyes came to meet Janus’.


Janus exploded in rage as golden flames erupted from about his body, winding their way in a serpent-like manner to his arms.  The flames disappeared into his clenched fists, now giving off a soft yellow hue.  


Veil took a slow step back, letting the sword drop to the ground.


The next moment went by in a flash, as his hands shot out in front of him, palm to palm, allowing a golden orb to form in the center of them.  Janus then pulled back one hand with the orb simmering over it, before launching it back to Veil.


The orb blasted into Veil’s gut, lifting him clear from the floor and crushing him back against the wall.  He was held there for a while until the ball’s momentum let down and set him sliding to the floor.


Janus dropped to his knees next to Andath and scooped her head up in his arm.  He ran a fingertip under the cut along her neck, relieved slightly to find that the blade hadn’t gone into her throat.  Andath… He thought, closing his eyes and letting out a deep sigh.


“Ye knows quite well, it’ll take a bit more than that to kill me,” came Andath’s voice.  


Janus dropped Andath flat on her back again as he made it back to his feet.


“Ow… now what do you suppose that was for?” she asked, sitting up slowly, rubbing her neck.  She then quirked a brow as she looked oddly up to Janus-


Who noticed too that Andath’s cut was gone.  Janus looked to his hand, which soon faded back to its normal color from a violet hue.


She nodded slowly, understanding totally what has happened, but as for Janus, he didn’t have a clue.  “Give it time,” she whispered softly to herself.  “We must go Janus…”


“Hrm?”


“The raid, it’s here.”


Janus’ eyes turned towards the window, noticing that the sun was just about to disappear over the horizon.  “Go Andath, get out of the city.”


“What do you mean? Aren’t you coming too?”


His stare turned to her, with eyes narrowing, “Keep your back to the west, go, now!” he yelled at her.


Andath could only nod, grabbing a few of her possessions and was out in the streets in moments.


*****************************************************


Janus stood on the western wall, staring into the forest, Arsine to his side, and another drow, Lons, on his other.


“The girl?” Arsine asked, tilting his head to the side at Janus.


“She’s gone,” he replied.


Arsine only nodded, having seen the meeting of the three, “and the man?”


“…Dead.”


Lons soon pointed out two dark figures approaching the wall and the group fell silent, using the hand-codes of the under dark.  –It wont be long from now- he stated to the others.


-Lets go have some fun- Janus signaled and all three of them stepped off the wall’s edge.


Each of them landed with the dew grass spraying the air around their feet lightly.  As they made their way towards the edge of the forest, eyes darted from side to side.  All of them were listening to the sounds of a quick breeze through the fields, more like crossbows being readied they thought.


By the time they hit the edge of the forest, the sun had fallen completely, and darkness consumed the land about them.  Their eyes adjusted to the dark, and into the UV-spectrum, finding themselves faced with scores of figures aimed towards them.


All three sprung into motion as the twangs of crossbows rung into the air, sending bolts streaking towards the group.


Lons’ katanas came into his hands, cutting a bolt from the air, the two parts dropping to his feet in front of him.


Arsine stopped suddenly, as a rosy colored orb burst into the palm of his hand.  He reeled back his hand and thrust it forward as the orb split into six similarly shaped and colored orbs.  Four of the front orcs went down and two of them that saw it coming were fast enough to get out of the way, only to find the orcs behind them lying on their backs.  With a smirk, he slid two scimitars out from behind his back and sprinted up to rejoin Lons and Janus.


The group then came to a standoff, carving their way through the ranks of green-skins.  For every orc they cut down, it seemed that two more took their place.  Finally though, when the ranks of goblins and orcs seemed to slow, a group of ten or more drow started towards the three, that were now standing knee-deep in green bodies.


Janus taking the lead, they approached towards the drow, weapons lowered.


“Such a waste of talent you three have,” came a voice from a drow to their left inside the group.  “Why don’t you join us? Instead of us having to remove you.”


Janus only shrugged, turned, and started walking off, only to stop at the sound of another crossbow going off.  He spun in the direction, ramming a fist threw the bolts shaft, sending it shattering to the ground.


The crossbow-man drooped the bow slightly, staring at what was left of the bolt.  And as soon as any of them could take their eyes off the bolt, the three were gone.


“We’ll get them sooner or later, but for now, we got a city to raze,” came the same voice.  The group started to turn around, finding Janus, Lons, and Arsine crouched and with their palms aimed out towards them.


“Your game is over Marsale,” came Janus’ voice as all three of their cupped palms erupted into blinding white energy.


“Ultrin Zotreth!” All three yelled, as the energy from their palms burst into the form of a giant beam, engulfing the group of drows.


Janus stood straight after a moment of staring into the fading cloud before them.


As did Lons and Arsine, seeing the problem as the dust settled, revealing the group still standing to face them and a milky-like shield being held up between them and Janus’ group.


Janus was the first to move, coming straight in on the shield cutting a gaping hole in the middle with Tempest.  Followed by Arsine and Lons, pouring into the surprised drows.


Clasping Tempest in both hands, he gleamed the sword about as if it were weightless; parrying what seemed to be dozens of blades boring down on him.


Coming on Janus’ left, Lons danced his katanas about through the midnight darkness, cutting down a nearby drow being parried once again by Tempest.


Arsine came in on the opposite side of Lons, following Janus in a straight path cutting off the danger to his right side.  His scimitars joined in the non-stop parrying as they waded further into the group.


Tempest burst into a blinding white, as three blades connected to it simultaneously, sending a wave of electricity flowing into the blades and into their wielders bodies, laying the three flat.


Arsine and Lons who’ve spent nearly a hundred years on the surface, weren’t as stunned as the group surrounding them, whom haven’t spent a day of their lives in day light.


Janus weaved his sword over the blades and cut straight across the next two drows in his paths throats.  Never slowing, he burst deeper into the group as a stray blade swept down to him, cutting a gash into his right thigh.  He turned on his assailant, catching his wrist in his hand and twisting it to the side in a complete arch, snapping it out of its socket.  The butt end of Tempest then met the face of the crippled drow sending him staggering to his back.


“Enough of this!” came a females voice at the edge of the forest.


Stopping dead in his tracks, as if he’d been frozen by ice, Janus slowly turned his head towards the direction of the voice.  He nearly dropped Tempest as his eyes scanned the drow woman, blanketed in a silver spider web-like cloak.  His eyes soon locked with hers for a moment and then everything went black…


*******************************************************

Fluttering his eyes open slowly to find the same drow woman staring down at him…  “Vierna?” Janus stuttered, blinking.


She cocked her head to the side, lavender orbs of eyes piercing into his.


He shot straight up for the woman, only to find that once again he’d been restrained to a platform under him.  With a sigh, he lay back down and met once more with those lavender orbs.


“Who’re you?” she asked calmly.


“Jan-,” he started only to be cut short by an angry Marsale.


“That damned Lons, ruined my beautiful face! And Arsine! Who does-,” he paused a moment looking to Janus, “I see our little warrior has awakened.  Has he spoken of anything yet Vierna?”


The woman, Vierna, glanced down to Janus and back to Marsale, “He wont speak,” she lied.


“Well then, I’ll let you get to work and get him talking.” Marsale gave Vierna a quick kiss on the cheek and walked out.


Vierna only smiled and nodded before directing her attention back to Janus.  “How do you know of me?” she asked, curious about this lone drow who seemed to hold some knowledge of her.


“Nearly two centuries ago, you orphaned a child to the Touel`Alfar,” he stated, “They’ve continued to tell stories about my mother, Vierna, showed me portraits of her, keeping her image fresh in my mind,” he paused a moment and then looked to her curiously, “yet somehow, it was yer voice that pulled me…”


“Funny, last time I had you here, you were merely a boy, an outlaw, and once again, I have you as an outlaw.  Only there wont be mercy for being caught twice!”  Vierna got to her feet and brought her snake-headed whip into hand, “now where is the one called Andath?”


Janus only looked to her and sighed, “Ye’ll never find her, made sure of that,” he stated flatly to her.


The three-headed whip snapped down over Janus’ chest, leaving a trickle of poison tainted blood seeping down his chest.


Without even flinching at the burning sensation filling his chest, the silverel blades tore from his forearms snapping the bolts around his wrists in two.  He sat up and cut the blades easily through similar bolts around his ankles, before standing in front of the shocked Vierna.  “What is it you want with Andath, Mother?”


“Her and her party wiped out one of our patrol,” she stated, regaining her composure.


“They were merely defending themselves.”


“They got in their way…”


“And thas a better reason?”


“You know as well as anyone, we can’t have any surface dwellers know we’re here.”


Janus only nodded, “Where’s my stuff?”


“Why do you ask? Why leave when you could rank among the highest with us?”


“Because I’m not like you, I don’t live to cause pain to others.” He turned his head slightly to the side and noticed a fairly long chest.  The chest seemed to illuminate with a soft glow as his eyes locked onto it.  “There we are.” He whispered to himself as he approached the chest.


“I was once like you,” Vierna started to speak slowly, “When Zacknafien was still alive, he was my dream, to be just like him.”  She paused for a brief sigh, “ until he was killed as well, for protecting his own dream, Drizzt.” 


Janus nodded again, already having the chest opening and trap disarmed, lifting his armor and Tempest back out.


The whip came in again, only to be deflected with a wave of the silverel armor into it.


He then slipped the armor quickly over his head and pulled it down over his chest, Tempest back on his shoulder.  “Good-bye, Mother,” he whispered to her as he started to chant softly.


A black haze started to fill the room in a spiral-like manner, strands of darkness closing in around him as his image started to fade.


The door soon swung open and the darkness around the room seemed to just swarm around the jet-black figure that came through the door.  The figure whirled his hands around from his waist, as a blade flickered into his hand and found its way into Vierna’s back.


“Mother!” Janus yelled, breaking free from the blackness and burst towards the figure.  He was soon ducking the swipe of a powerful fist over his head, taking a chunk of the wall out to his side.  He shot straight up with his knee raised and dropped his foot into the dark figures kneecap with all the force he could muster.


With his leg now broken inward, all he could do was drop to one knee on the floor.


Janus then came up again letting his leg snap out into the man’s face.  In seeing that it had little effect, he ran to Vierna, scooped her body up in his arms, and finished the chant.


The shadows around him soon disappeared along with himself and Vierna.


The figure stood as its knee contorted with a light snap and the sound of bones scraping against each other, staring into the now empty room.


******************************************************


“Mother…” is all Janus could keep repeating, embracing her body fully in his arms.


Vierna coughed lightly with the blood building up in her throat, “Forget about me, Janus, he’ll be after you now as well.”


“Let him come, let Vhaerun see what an enemy he has made, I wont let ya down Mother…” he continued to whisper to her.  Rocking slowly with her lifeless body, long until dusk of the second day after the attack on the town.


He carried her body long into the night and continued a trek into the forest, which seemed too quiet as the drow made every footstep.

Dawn was peaking over the horizon as Janus stood over her grave silently, a cool breeze combing down the meadow’s tall grass.  Caribou moss matted the ground around the tree, which peered out from the grass and branched out over the area.


Janus turned his head into the breeze and the area around him erupted into a dark blue flame.  His hand shot out towards his mother’s grave as the flames drained into his arm, reforming slowly into a ball of flame over his fist.  The flames died down from his fist as a similar dark bluish aura covered the grave.  He turned from the burial and sighed as he sprinted out into the morning light.


*******************************************************


Janus ran the entire day and night, weaving his way in and out of the trees.  To on-lookers seeing the figure in the forest, only saw a cloaked man as a blur through the shadows.


Dusk came and the drow was still sprinting under the night sky without showing any signs of fatigue.


As he got to where the town had been: which now lie in ruins, he stopped to marvel at the damage the raid had done.  The smell of burning flesh filled the air and charred remains lie scattered along the streets of Gustave’s Manor.  With a sigh, he turned his head back towards the east as a light breeze swept his hair back from his face.


Once again, Janus forced himself away, walking along through the forest, thinking of just how many times he must forget a place before he can call one, home.


After walking for hours on end, with the sun now set at high noon, he sensed something was not quite right in the area about him.  His eyes slowly scanned around himself, looking for something amiss, and soon after with a sigh, he just continued on only to find himself walking into a portal as he stepped out the other side.


His eyes adjusted to the sudden darkness again, finding himself deep within a forest.  Continuing his trek along through the forest, listening to the sounds of the apparent abundant wildlife.  It seemed like he’d been walking for hours till he finally reached a clearing in the forest.  He rocked back on his heels as his eyes met with the back of a red dragon, swishing its tail casually from side to side.  Janus could hear the dragon’s nostrils flare up as if it smelt something and its head spun around in his direction.


Janus stuck a foot behind him as Tempest flashed into his grip, its blade glowing a brilliant white.  Before he could blink he was lying on his back, due to the tail coming up behind him and sweeping him with a little flick of it.


The dragon reeled its head back and uncoiled it forward towards Janus, loosing a stream of liquid fire from its maw.


He rolled off to his side long before the fire ever hit, finding himself spinning horizontally through the air before planting his feet to the round.


The tail came in once again, but Janus was ready this time.


He hopped the sweeping tail and caught it under him, sprinting up the dragon’s back.  Upon reaching the head, he continued on, sheathing Tempest as he leaped into the air, now coming over the dragon’s snout.  Janus’ silent chant stopped as his arms thrust outwards, while he was upside down, and let loose a chromatic orb into each of the dragon’s eyes.


Thrashing about wildly, the now blind dragon clawed at the Earth with its mighty front claws.


A hand then lay on Janus’ shoulder; instinctively he spun around on his heel, cutting the blade towards the figure’s neck.  Once realizing it was a girl, his blade stopped, right at the nap of her neck.


She only smiled and moved the tip of Tempest away from her neck, “A pleasure to meet you too, mister?”


He let the tip of Tempest drop towards the ground, as his gaze fell from the girl’s eyes and peered down to her feet, like a kid (or drow) would do when they’re ashamed of what they’ve done.  Pausing for a moment then, he brought his eyes up a bit to meet her waist to where a tail was wrapped around it. “What manner of being are you?” he asked as he backed up slowly, only to meet the dragon’s leg to his back.


The girl only kept approaching him and stopped in front of Janus, unwrapping her tail from about her waist and letting it sway freely behind her.  “Last time I checked, I was saijin, but that doesn’t matter.  My name’s Gosenka, friends call me Gose.”


“Well, I’m not sure if I could consider you friend or foe, yet.  Judging by yer friend, he didn’t seem to friendly to me,” glancing up to the dragon’s head looming over top him.


“Hate’s not too happy around un-invited guests, and he’s always looking for an easy snack.”


“Or a swift death,” Janus muttered under his breathe.


As if hearing Janus’ comment, Hate, the red dragon, lowered its head to just over his, letting a low growl of intense heat into the back of his neck.


At the same moment, a giant pitch-black orb appeared over Hate’s head, totally blocking his vision.


The dragon stood still, blinking as a pebble hit him on the snout, tossed by Janus, “Do that again and ye’ll be dead before the darkness covers you.”


Gosenka smirked at the bluntness of the drow, “So, where’re you from, Drow? Don’t see many new faces about here anymore.”


“Not sure anymore, from a place west of here.”


“So you come from the portal then?”


“If that’s what you call it…”


Connects between here, the Floating Isle, to Serenity’s land.”


Janus only nodded, starting to glance about, hearing of the floating isle, but never seeing it.


“Well, come along then, I’ll introduce you to the others.”


Having no better place to go, all he could do is follow the girl as she paced away.


Reaching a meadow like clearing in the woods, Janus paused to look around at the sparkling waterfalls, roaring into the waterbed below, only to disappear into a heavy mist.  A perfect spectrum seemed to always illuminate the falls; giving it the name “Rainbow Falls” was only natural.  He continued to follow along with Gosenka, until he stopped in his tracks, watching a beautiful ebon-skinned elf –just as himself- crouched near a pond running the tip of a stick in patterns along the water’s surface.


Gosenka giggled slightly at the bedazzled Janus, before regaining her composure and telling Janus that her name was Arwen.  “I’d be careful around that one though, her brother doesn’t take too kindly to others.”


He nodded to Gosenka and started off towards Arwen, flicking his head quickly from side to side to loosen up his knotted hair.


Arwen’s eyes soon fell over Janus’, only to disappear behind the foot of Hate stepping between them.  A low growling voice came from Hate as he lowered his head to Janus, “I wouldn’t go near that one, boy, her brother would not be pleased with you.”


Janus glared at the dragon, “I don’t care what her brother thinks,” and he walked under Hate, finding Arwen gone.  He looked out of the corners of his eyes, finding only Hate’s tail swishing back and forth again.  Tempest spun into Janus’ grip, and as it continued to spin, he used the momentum to drive it hard into the tip of Hate’s tail.


As he roared about, he found Janus standing behind him, leaning on the hilt of Tempest, logged in his tail.


“Don’t ever step between me again,” and he ripped Tempest from the tail, a slight bolt of electricity cauterizing the wound.


“Got a lot to learn, boy,” Hate replied, swiping his tail around at Janus, only to find the tip of his tail lopped off and Tempest just going into its sheath.  With a final low growl, he stretched his wings out to his sides and thrust them down, propelling himself into the air.


Janus smirked as the dragon flew out of sight; he turned about and walked off back towards the lake.  He knelt down on the shore, hovering an open palmed hand just over the surface of the water.  As he lifted his hand, there was a part of the water in the shape of his hand frozen solid.  With a sigh, he found a tree and lied down there, for the night.


******************************************************


He was awoken the next morning by a slight rumble and the flash of lights.  Glancing over to his side, he found Gosenka flying backwards with her palms cupped together over an energy orb in her gut.  Running towards her, Tempest drawn as he bounded into the air.  As he went streaking by, he cut Tempest across, into thee orb, causing it to split in half flying to either side of Gosenka.


They both hovered to thee ground, Gosenka shaking her head slightly.


“Thanks Janus,” she murmured, nodding to him.


He only nodded in return and glanced back to the figure a ways away from them.


“Malice, he’s in another of his moods again,” she stated seeing that Janus saw him.


“Some mood he’s got there.” Janus turned back to Gosenka, only to meet a giant daemon-like creature backhanding him into the trunk of a tree.  Grumbling, he stood slowly back to his feet, “boy packs a punch as well,” he chuckled rubbing his side.


Malice was soon atop Janus, sending a huge fist in at the drow’s head.


Even with his speed and agility, it was a close shave, sending him rolling to the side as the fist came crashing through thee tree behind where he stood.  With a quick glance to Malice, now hoisting thee trunk of the tree from the ground, he made it quickly to his feet.


The tree now over his head, he turned to face Janus, pulling thee trunk back, and tossing the tree like a spear at him.


Ready this time, Janus sprang into the air and landed in a run across thee flying tree towards Malice.  Flipping forward into thee air, with Tempest whirling about at his sides, the aura of thee blade making thee sword seem to be nothing but a blur.


Malice put a palm up towards thee drow, a jet-black barrier appearing between Janus and him.  To his surprise though, Tempest seemed to split clean threw the barrier, opening a path for Janus to thee daemon.


He spun vertically through the air, opening a gash in Malice’s chest, only to be grabbed by the neck and slammed back into the ground.


Before the punch of Malice’s could get down to Janus, a small beam cut in from the side and sped threw his fist.  The darkness-filled eyes soon locked onto Gosenka, standing there with a smirk.


She stood there calmly, now with a little golden dragon perched on her shoulder, curled into a ball, seeming to be asleep.


Janus however, took the chance to imbed his sword into Malice’s leg, and with an outraged wail, Malice swooped into the air disappearing over thee horizon.


Standing slowly to his feet, Tempest forming at his side and falling into his grip, Janus nodded his thanks to Gosenka and walked off into the forest, hoping to get in his morning training.


“An odd one he be,” mumbled thee dragon in Gosenka’s ear, which was soon joined by another person to her side, another saijin.


Gosenka turned to the man, falling into his embrace, “Glad you’re back Vejita.”


Vejita only nodded, holding Gosenka close, “glad to see you’re alright,” he said with a bit of a smirk.


“Of course she had a lil’ help from a friend,” the gold dragon said, poking his head up between the two, causing them both to chuckle.


“And then there was also Janus,” she added, glancing in thee direction in which he left.


“The drow,” Vejita muttered, looking down to Gosenka with a bit of curiosity on what her connections were with the elf.


She went to pat the little dragon on her shoulder and found that he too was gone, catching a glimpse of a gold stream into thee forest she whispered, “Good boy.”


Vejita too, turned to follow her eyes, but saw nothing in the darkness of the forest.





*******************************************************


Janus stood in a meadow he had found that was a lot like the one he had back home, in which he named the Sacred Meadow.


A light green hue gave off from around his body, standing perfectly still until his form started to waver a bit, like it was flashing in and out of reality, or in this case; into the astral plane.  His body soon seemed to split into four parts, all standing just as still as he had started, yet all of them giving off a certain aura about them.  The one on the far left, gave off an aura of evil, its body slightly disfigured and charred daemonic wings folded over its back.  Just to the right of this one, gave off the aura of righteousness, angelic wings drooped to its sides.  In the center, stood the original Janus; giving off the same green aura, yet reflecting the forces of spirit and order.  To the right of him, two stood calmly side by side, seeming to be the most powerful of the four, not including the original.  One of them, the power of lightning; had its body engulfed in bolts of electricity spreading out about him.  The one seeming just a bit fuller, the one of ice stood there with a light blue mist dripping from its figure, freezing the area about him.


The gold dragon sat in a tree and watched in awe, as the spectacle soon started to unfold when righteousness and evil exploded into a furry of blows to each other, Ice and lightning both then turned to face Janus, each bursting and crackling with its respective energy.


Even from the miles away, Vejita and Gosenka jolted up from their slumber together, sensing the powers emitting, but not able to get a fix on it, yet.


Janus sped in towards the two, hopping and kicking lightning across the face, completing his turn along the ground and sweeping ice’s feet out from under him.  


The lightning form replied to the standing Janus, landing solid punch after punch, finding the silverel’d forearms of the drow every time.


Ice was soon up as well, joining together with lightning to keep Janus on the defensive.


“You think its Malice?” Gosenka asked, standing slowly to her feet, eyes darting about in the direction of the force.


“No, too many of them to be Malice.” Vejita replied, following her gaze.


Righteousness and evil were colliding together with two huge beams, one of dark and the other of light.  The two continued to battle each other as the orb formed from the two beam’s pressure against each other, causing a bubble to form over the top of the forest.


Lightning and Ice had extended their arms with open palms towards Janus, each loosing a beam of its respective energy.


He caught each beam in outstretched palms, forcing them to the sides and then exploding through the opening.  Janus’ foot seemed no more than a blur as it raised into the air snapping out to meet the two’s heads three times each before they hit the ground.


“Two levels just dropped…” Vejita explained, turning to Gosenka, “Lets go see what’s up, maybe someone needs help?”


“No, its one person, not sure who, but the powers all seem to be coming from a certain source,” she said.


“All that, from one person?” he asked staring back into the forest, the two of them bursting into an aura of ki and streaming over the forest’s top.


Janus whipped around on his heels, Tempest flashing into his hands and cutting across into both lightning and ice’s chest.  Then shooting both palms out catching each by the head, Tempest already finding its sheath, as he seemed to fuse once more together with the ice and lightning energy.  He then made his way slowly over to where righteousness and evil were still battling and sat down in a meditative state.


Gosenka and Vejita soon arrived, each landing behind Janus next to each other.


Vejita glanced to ahead of Janus, seeing nothing and cocked his head curiously, “I still sense the power, yet… There’s nothing there.”


Before either could reply to the comment, righteousness and evil flashed in and out of their sight in front of Janus, their beams still colliding with each others, seeming evils bound to win.  Then, a moment later, the two were gone, as was the power.


Janus’ eyes flashed open, his pupils gone, and his eyes left a pitch black, “You shouldn’t have come here.”  At the same time a wave of energy exploded from about him, as daemonic wings tore from his back.


Both Gosenka and Vejita were sent stumbling backwards, giving Janus enough time to get to his feet and turn to the two.  They both sprang to their feet to find Janus crouched and arms flexed at either side of him.


Energy of darkness seemed to flow from all around him into his body as his head slowly came up to meet both their gazes.  He shot forward to them, wings tucked tightly to his back and the ground fissuring beneath him.


Without even flinching Gosenka and Vejita just stood there as Janus came to a halt, not even inches apart from them.


Janus smirked, when his hands shot up, one fist connecting to Gosenka’s stomach, opening his palm and loosing a large beam into her gut to propel her backwards into the trunk of a tree.


Vejita on the other hand had caught the fist, only to find a wrist blade deeply imbedded into his side.


He tore free the blade and spun about on his heel, snapping his leg out to kick straight across Vejita’s face.


Vejita and Gosenka lie next to each other looking up at Janus who steadily approached them.


Gosenka groaned and got to her feet first, putting herself between Vejita and Janus.  “Now, why are you doing this?” she asked, standing her ground.


Janus came in on her with a black aura bursting behind him, propelling him towards the waiting Gosenka.


She kicked up and backwards, catching Janus under the chin and sending them both flipping backwards.  The both of them landed gracefully to their feet but the drow was already bearing down on Vejita.


Vejita got quickly into a crouch on the ground and pulled his foot around just enough to sweep Janus’ feet from under him.


Blinking slowly, Janus lie there on his back, eyes shimmering a brilliant violet under the reflection of the setting sun.  He sat up and looked to Vejita whom was also sitting up with Gosenka tending a large gash in his side.  “Shouldn’t have come,” he mumbled, as he got to his feet and walked off into the forest.

“This one may be harder to deal with,” Gosenka whispered to Vejita.

“He’s new to the place, let him acquaint himself, maybe he’ll make some good sport,” added Vejita.

“You plan to fight him?”

“He’s got to be taught who’s the authority around here, and who’s the better man,” he said with a grin sneaking its way across his face.

“And if he proves to be stronger?”

“Impossible, there’s no elf that could be stronger than I.”

“You’re the one sitting here getting bandaged up while he walks away, need I remind you?”

“He caught us both by surprise, and how was I supposed to know that there were some concoctions of blades in his wrists?”

“Always expect the least expected,” she said, standing to her feet and walking back towards the main part of the isle.

Vejita growled and sprang to his feet, grabbing Gosenka by the shoulder and spinning her around to face him.  “I will defeat him.”

“In an ego battle, most likely, but if you strut after him, thinking that he has no chance, its going o be you, I end up treating again.” She turned back around and walked off, leaving Vejita alone.

******************************************************

Janus stopped suddenly as he reached a clearing, finding Arwen with her back to him facing a small lake.  She seemed to emit a soft glow with the moos rays reflecting off the lake to her, creating a soft blue hue about her.  He took a step toward her as he saw her shiver a bit.  Unwrapping his cloak from around him, silently walking up behind her and wrapping the cloak around her shoulders.

She gasped slightly, looking over her shoulder to find Janus standing there staring down over her.  A faint blush appeared over her cheeks as she snuggled herself into the cloak.

“What yas suppose yer doin out here, bit cold, no?”

“Just a little, I always come out here.”

“What might yas come out here fer?” he asked; crouching over the lake and watching the moon fall over the horizon.

“Just to watch the sky, get away from the others,” she let out a light sigh, staring into the lake, “Janus, I believe it is?”

Janus nodded slowly.

“Figured you’d come, actually, so, I waited,” she said, smiling.

“You knew I’d come here, how?” taking his gaze from the moon to fall upon Arwen.

“Figured you’d want to be alone, and this is where I’ve seen you come a few times before.”

He thought to himself a while before finally looking up to her, “How could ya have followed me? How come I never heard or sensed you around then?”

She didn’t reply, yet turned her gaze to Janus, who met with hers.

Standing slowly, facing Arwen, staring deep into her eyes.  Janus took her hands in his as he lowered his head to press his lips softly together with hers.

They spent most of the day sitting together at the lake, talking to each other, or just in silence, enjoying another’s presence.

The next morning, Janus woke along with his cloak lying beside him.  He yawned and stretched while he made his way to his feet, glancing about to where Arwen was.  Picking up his cloak with a sigh, and draping it back over his shoulders.

“Oh, don’t worry, you won’t be seeing her anytime soon again…  Until she’s taken care of…” came a low voice from a tree behind Janus.

“Arsine?” Janus whispered, turning around to find Arsine standing there at the base of a tree, “What have you done with her?”

“She’s my sister, I’ll do whatever I like with her.”

With a low growl, he tossed his fist to Arsine’s head; only to have it hit the tree behind him, splintering the bark from it.

“If you ever want to see her, I wouldn’t try that again.”

“What did you do with her?” he growled again, looking up into the tree, where Arsine now sat on a low branch.

Arsine only shrugged and with a smirk, disappeared.

Janus spent the next few days sitting alone at the lake, where Arwen and himself first met, alone.  The nights grew long for him, each night seeming an eternity without his love, until one night when he was just about to drift to sleep, a flicker of gold and the form of a small dragon appeared before him.

“Know ya shouldn’t worry yourself bout it,” the dragon spoke as it tilted his head to look up at the curious Janus, “About Arwen, I’m sure Arsine has sometin’ planned fer her, but I’ve seen how close you two are.”

“What’re ya saying lil’ one?” Janus asked, taking some comfort in the dragon’s words.

“I’m saying, that Arwen loves you and seems that the converse is true as well, nothing could break the love you two share.”

Janus only nodded, “I just wish there was somethin’ I could do” his words barely a whisper.

“Believe in her, as you should,” stretching out his lengthy sleek wings, the moon reflecting off each of the golden scales and seemingly magnifying it’s light.  With a quick flap of his wings and the reflection flashing into the drow’s eyes, temporary blinding him for the moment, he was gone.

With a sigh, he interlaced his fingers and laid his hands atop his chest, feeling something soft and warm under his palms.  Lifting his hands, Janus was surprised slightly to find a small golden amulet hanging from his neck; the amulet was in the shape of a small dragon reared up, with a gleaming ruby for an eye.  He shrugged, fingering the mithril chain that held the amulet up a moment before relaxing back onto the ground.

The rest of the night, Janus slept solemnly, always feeling as though he were being watched, but now it was a comforting feeling, that of like when a parent watches over their children.

The next morning Janus was up and about, immediately after bathing, he was running through the forest to the main section of the isle.  His running came to a fast stop though as Arsine stepped into his path, katanas at the ready.  Tempest flashed into Janus’ grip, cutting a streak down at Arsine’s shoulder.

Easily deflecting the sword with his left katana, the other driving quickly in at Janus’ chest.

Janus quickly flipped back, the thrusting katana being kicked away as his feet came up to meet it, dropping from the flip he landed lightly on a low tree branch and smiled down at Arsine.  He was soon leaping from the branch as it snapped beneath him, Tempest’s blade giving off a blinding white aura as it was held to the ready.  The blade came crashing down at Arsine’s right side only to stop, as the katana was about to connect with it.  He spun back the opposite direction cutting the blade in at the other side, only to find Tempest scisorred between the two katana blades.

Letting Tempest go, Janus landed a heavy backhand across Arsine’s face, sending him staggering into the trunk of a tree.

Arsine stood straight then, with both katanas flailing at his sides, each one appearing to be a mere blur at the speed they were spinning.

Yet still Janus advanced on him, his gaze only a blank stare as flashes of silver reflected in his eyes.  Moments passed before Arsine was almost atop him, standing only a few feet away, silence swept over the area as his hands shot out, catching each of the katanas’ blades in his fingertips.  The amulet on his chest lit up, the eyes glowing a crimson red, as he snapped each of the blades in half with a flick of the wrist.

Watching as his mithril katanas fell to the ground, his gaze rose back up to Janus who now was standing right in front of him.  Arsine fell to his knees, horrified as Janus’ palms caught his head and held him up paralyzed by the stunning grip and strain on his neck.  The pressure grew immense as he hung lifelessly, caught in the stare of the dragon’s eye about Janus’ neck which was now shining a brilliant crimson before there was a sharp stinging pain as his skull cracked and soon was shattered.

With a low growl, Janus watched as the headless body blew away like dust in the wind.  Knowing all too well it wasn’t the last time he’d see Arsine, he let out a soft sigh and started to walk off.

Janus didn’t get far before the crack of a whip was heard and a stinging pain shot through his back, the whip came again this time to wrap about Janus’ wrist and gave it a quick and powerful tug.

The pull from the whip yanked Arwen to the ground and onto her stomach peering up at Janus.

“Arwen, what the?” Janus said, as he was quick to kneel beside her and start to help her up.

With a dagger in hand she shot up, impaling it into Janus’ side before scuttling backwards.

Kneeling there staring blankly up at her, a streak of blood traced its way down his side.  “What is this? Did Arsine put you up to this?”

Quickly to respond she slapped him hard across the face, “The time we spent together meant nothing to you, did it?  Arsine told me about you… How you’re with that girl, Andath.”

“What’re ya talking bout? I was never with her-“

“He told me about you, how you treat the others.  How you tried to kill Vejita.”

“Bah, Arwen, it’s all lies, how could you even think such a thing?”

“Arsine showed me, how you stabbed Vejita, how you killed him, or rather part of him with your bare hands, one cannot get such power without having a heart of darkness.”

“I assure you, I’m anything but that, the strength to do that I’ve not a clue where it came from.”

Another dagger flashed into Arwen’s hand as she started for him again.

Janus reached out as Tempest appeared into his grip, the blade flaring out in a light blue aura, “You can’t expect to kill me with that, do you?”

She took a cautious step back, her eyes now fixed on the powerful sword and then back to the simple dagger she held in her hand.  He tossed the sword to the ground in front of her, in which she was hesitant to pick up; the aura dying down, but the power still was felt in her grip.

Bowing his head to her with a heavy sigh he whispered, “I love you Arwen, remember that.”  

The sound of the dagger and sword hitting the ground brought relief to him, and then Arwen also dropped to her knees, sobbing.

Janus tore the dagger from his side, growling a bit in the process of making his way over to her and taking her up in his arms.

She continued to cry into his should for a few long minutes until she realized her arms were covered in Janus’ blood.  Gasping a little and placing a hand over the wound, “You’re bleeding,” she said worriedly.

Only nodding, with his face slightly paling from the loss of blood, he whispered, “I know.”

“I’ll go get help then, the last thing I want is you dieing on me,” She started to get up only to be halted by the glare of a violet flame emitting from Janus’ palm, “what’re you doing?”

He placed the hand over the gash as it slowly seemed to close together, smiling slightly he pulled her back into his arms.

******************************************************

They stayed close together for many days afterward, Arwen always apologizing every now and then for nearly killing him, only to have Janus reassure her that everything would be all right.

Gosenka was also now keeping lil goldy around –the golden dragon- who seemed to have grown fond of her presence, as well as Janus preferred him around.

*******************************************************

Arwen was out one night, leaving Janus to watch over the people of the isle as they always had, making friends with the owners of this part, Grey Hunter and Jessica.  Janus now also had earned the title of being an owner or watcher of this part, keeping an eye over everyone and making sure everything went all right.

Janus hummed to himself softly as he watched over the isle from his tree; he had Tempest out and was carving a new rune into it with what seemed like a diamond shard.

“Hewwo Mister!”

Rocking back on the branch startled, Janus quickly fell to the ground with a loud thud, “eh boy,” escaped his lips while he was still trying to catch the breath that had been knocked out of him.  He sat up slowly, glancing around, meeting face-to-face with a beautiful little girl.  She had golden blonde hair sweeping past her waist and the deepest blue eyes, her skin was light with only a bit of tanning, and looked to be as soft as the softest silk.

“Eek, you okay Mister?”

“Janus, please and yes thank you, I’m fine,” his brow arched as he found Tempest in the girl’s hands, “Might I have that back?”

“Maybe,” she held it up in front of her, the blades aura now visibly flaring up.

Not thinking much of it, though knowing now that the kid had at least some power in her, Tempest flickered from her hands and appeared in Janus’.

The girl only shrugged and hopped into Janus’ lap, “What’re ya doin’?”

“Eh… Well I was workin’ on this,” indicating Tempest, “but now obviously I’m baby-sitting, where’s your parents anyway?”

“Parents, well, they’re ah-”

“Well?”

“My parents are dead,” she sighed softly, turning away from him in his lap.

Janus sat silently for a while, Tempest fading from his hands, “Who’s watching you or taking care of ya?”

“I am, well- me and Jess,” she shrugged, “We live in a tree house.”

“So then, Jess takes care of ya?”

“Kinda, we take care of each other.”

“Hrm, so just who is Jess?”

“Well, she’s just like me.”

“So I see…” Janus thought to himself for a while before the girl started talking again.

“Would you be my dad?” she asked quickly, looking up to him glassy-eyed, like a puppy waiting for his owner to drop a piece of food.

“Eh, well, I guess? I don’t even know your name.”

“Rosalia!” she shot back, a sparkle gleaming in her eyes.

“Okay, Rosalia, from now on I’ll be your father.”

She smiled and hugged Janus tight; he just returned the hug, both enjoying the moment.

After getting to know a little more about each other, Rosalia started to spend most of her day with Janus while he watched over the isle.  She’d always be using her bow and silver arrows that burst into feathers on contact, while he was conveniently not watching.

She continued to shoot people all about the clearing and hide behind Janus whom was always oblivious to what was going on, yet always at the ready to defend his little girl.

Janus would only give a slight shrug and a half-hearted chuckle as people looked to the girl hiding behind him.

********************************************************

“Morning there,” came a soft voice from behind Janus.

He slowly turned about to find a short little blonde haired girl with pigtails and meatball tops that hung down to her feet, “Morning Elf,” he said with a grin.

“I was looking for- Hey! I’m not an elf!” she exclaimed back at him, stomping her feet in the ground.

Janus stood up right now, towering over her and staring down, “Right…” he said, smiling now.

She sobbed lightly, as a well-built yet slightly smaller man compared to Janus, stood behind her taking her shoulders in his hands and rubbing them warmly.

“And whom might this be?” Janus asked looking to the man.

“So there you are,” Selenity smiled, looking up to the man.

Janus only chuckled silently to himself, as he seemed to just melt and disappear into the ground.

The two hardly even noticed but continued to ignore everything about them, the frequent fights, explosions, and the usual stuff for the isle.  Afterward though, the island always seemed to repair itself over time, even after almost being completely destroyed by one of Vejita’s bad-temper blasts.

The night was quiet and calm tonight, with but a small zephyr of wind blowing across the clearing.  Janus and Arwen sat along the beach staring at the setting sun while only the crescent-tip could be seen.  The stars were starting to shone through the violet sky, as Sheila –the moon- awoke.  Shooting stars were quite frequent here but none broke the sky’s tranquility tonight.

They always spent the night here together, to talk about the things that have happened the current day, or just to be there with each other as one.

********************************************************

Early the next morning, Janus woke with Arwen still sleeping contently in his arms, he didn’t want to leave her, but he sensed that something was brewing.  He slowly edged his arm out from under her head and rose to his feet.  Staring down at her, waves of emotions washed over him continuously, he wanted to always be hold her in his arms, tell her how much he loved her, as he has every day they’ve been together.  He undid his cloak, draping it softly over her to keep her warm, while the morning breeze continued to flow in from the west.  His hand brushed across her right cheek, pushing a few loose strands of hair behind her ear.  With a sigh, he planted a kiss gently on her cheek and left her to her dreams, “I love you, ~with all my heart~,” he spoke in both words and mind as he ran off.

Arwen nodded her head slowly in her sleep, a smile spreading across her tender lips as she listened to him leave, snuggling all the tighter in his cloak.

Janus got to the main part of the isle, already knowing that something was up, his eyes scanned about the area and caught sight of what looked like the bodies of a few guards of some sort, apparently of royalty with how they were dressed.  Glancing about, he found a soft eerie glow emitting from a young woman that looked almost exactly like Selenity, but was much taller, almost his own height.

The glow from about her was soon recognized as an energy shield that she was struggling to hold up, question popping into Janus’ head was, ~ Why? Why the shield? ~

His answer came in the form of darkness, shadows swelling together in front of him to form a daemon-like figure, almost like Malice, but not as strong, not close to it.  This one had something about it Janus couldn’t quite place his finger on yet.

“Blade,” Janus growled under his breath.

“I see you remember me, Drow,” the daemon stated, as it stood straight, extending its wings to their maxim with a loud snap.

“You shouldn’t have come, you don’t belong here. Do leave, before you become but another corpse.

A crack of lightning lit up the sky, out-lining the two figures in a white hue and soon trickles of rain started falling from the now clouded sky.  Lightning struck once again seeming to split right between the now fading figures of Blade and Janus.

Trails of golden and black energy could be seen in the sky arching about and colliding with each other every other second.  Both figures stopped suddenly and bolted towards the ground, the impact of their feet formed a giant crater beneath them, swallowing them both up in their own.  After just a few moments of tension, there was an eruption as if the Earth were being torn in two, both Janus and Blade exploded towards each other threw the sides of the craters.  Colliding together caused the energy from the two to mix and the ground seemed to geyser in the center with them both bolting up and out from it.

An explosion of energy erupted from around each of them as they stopped in mid-flight and jetted in a wide arch away from each other and back to the ground.  They each landed softly to their feet, once again standing and staring the other down.

Blade’s eyes slowly came up to meet Janus’, “You’ve grown quite a bit stronger from our last meet.”

“I’m still getting warmed up, now go.”

“There’s no reason for you to be interfering, the girl deserves to be punished.”

“You know, for some reason I dun believe dat to be true.”  From around Janus’ feet grew a light aura of green mixing with the already golden flames, creating an almost perfect circle around his entire body.  “Believe it’s time for ya ta go,” Janus stated flatly as the flames burst into a full gold.

“I’ve better things to do than toy with you tonight Janus.” Blade thrust his wings down to propel himself into the air and disappeared into the morning sky.

Janus only nodded as his gaze turned to the woman whom was now collapsed on the ground, letting the aura die down in the process.  He slowly approached the girl, she kept looking more and more like Selenity, kneeling next to her and lifting her head up in his hand it was almost like he was holding an older and more matured version of her.  “You’re not Selenity,” he whispered to himself.

“You’re right, I’m not,” the girl whispered back, slowly waking up and staring at Janus, “Thank you,” came one last murmur from her before she drifted back into a deep sleep.

Recognizing the voice as Princess Usagi’s, he took her up in his arms and took off along the treetops towards where he remembers her castle being.

*********************************************************

“Morning sleepy head, feeling all right?” Janus asked as he watched Usagi’s eyes flutter open.

Usagi jumped from her bed, realizing she was in her nightgown and now that Janus was a drow, “How’d you get here?”

Janus nodded towards the windows, “wasn’t too hard, most of your guards are gone or dead after last night it seems.”

“And yourself?  How did you survive?”

“Blade’s just a big pain, he does this for fun.”

“This Blade, the daemon?” Usagi continue to question him.

“Aye.”

“And just how do you know so much about him?”

“We daemons just have this sort of connection, we just know each other.”

Usagi lifted a brow, staring at Janus, “So, you’re a daemon too?”

Janus only continued to nod in response, wavering his hand a bit as a bowl of soup appeared in his hands.  Cupping the bowl in both, he approached Usagi with it.

Usagi looked to her gown, still not paying much attention to him, “Did you dress me?” she stammered.

Janus shrugged and held the bowl out to her, “Eat, you need it.”

She stepped back into the wall as she noticed Janus standing right before her, “I think you need to leave.”

“You’d rather Blade came back? Now eat,” holding the bowl out again.

Taking the bowl in her hands, she sat on the bed and started slowly sipping the soup up, yet her eyes never left the drow.

Janus stood calmly in the shadows watching her, his violet eyes illuminating the darkness with their liveliness.

Usagi lifted her head to look into the softness of his eyes, letting herself calm just a bit with the soothing and safe feeling they gave her as they watched over her.  “So, you got rid of Blade that easily… Who are you?”

“The name’s Janus,” he replied.

“Janus… Do’Urden?” She saw his eyes bob slightly with the nod.  “No wonder,” she whispered, “You’re the one that watches the Isle while Grey’s out.”

Once again Janus only nodded.

“Ever consider working for the royal guard?”

“Nope,” he whispered, continuing to watch over Usagi.

Finishing up the soup and watching as the bowl disappeared like everything else.  “I see, would you ever work for the royal guard?”

“Nope,” he replied once again.

“Would you ever consider being a personal guard?” She whispered, staring up at the large elf with a half smirk.  She saw Janus’ eyes wonder over her, making her smile with a faint blush.

“Perhaps, I guess if you’d ever have need of me.”

Usagi stood slowly, slipping the shoulders of her gown down, and letting it fall to the floor at her feet.

Janus looked over the soft, pampered skin of the princess, admiring how well her figure was, next to perfect.  “Believe I should go,” he whispered.

She went to place a hand on the drow’s cheek, yet before her hand ever made contact; Janus was gone.

*******************************************************

Janus walked slowly along the ridge of the isle, wondering to himself about the events of the days past.  ~ What to do about Usagi? What happened to Andath? Will Vhaerun ever find him and will I be ready? ~

“You all right?” came the comforting voice of Arwen.

Snapping out of his thoughts, he nodded as he turned to her, taking her up in his arms in a warm embrace.  “I’ll be fine, just a lot on me mind.”

“Want to talk about any of it?” She asked, giving him a quick kiss.

“Naw, just little things,” he said with a smile.

Arwen smiled as well, snuggling close in Janus’ arms and laying her head over his shoulder.

Janus sighed, kissing the top of her head and nestling his head over hers. “I love you,” he whispered softly.

“Love you too,” she murmured as she drifted to sleep.

********************************************************

The next morning Janus woke alone against a tree that looked over the main section of the Isle.

Vejita came into his vision shortly after from the sky, landing softly in front of the arising Janus, “Morning drow, busy night?”

He nodded, standing finally to his feet and stretching out before regarding Vejita much at all, “How bout yerself?”

“Night was pretty boring as always.”

“And Gose?

“She’s fine, just haven a lil bit of a rough time.”

“How so?”

“Nothing I want to talk about right now.”

Janus nodded.

“Feel like taking a break from the Isle?”

“Dunno, tinkz ya can handle it?”

Vejita smirked, “I know I Could.”

With a shrug, Janus erupted in an aura of gold and took off over the treetops.  Then he thought to himself as his course changed in a wide arch and headed deeper into the forest.  Not in a very good mood, having just woken up, he sensed someone watching him and jetted down into the shadows of the trees.

His foot came around in a blazing sweep at the figure, carving through the tree behind it and causing it to topple over, being held up by the other trees beside it.  Sensing the person behind him now, he whipped around with his fist and blade shooting out from his wrist.

The girl giggled as the tip of the blade brushed her forehead at a dead stop in front of her.

“What the?” Janus whispered, while staring into the girl’s eyes, looking over the beauty of the girl whom he nearly killed, made him sigh and lower his hands to his sides, “what’re you doin out here?”

“Heard you might be able to help us.”

“Help you wid?”

“Rotaria of course.”

“Ro-taria? And that is?”

“Just some place where myself and a few friends plan to go sometime, we need all the help we can get to make it to the castle.

“How long would it take?” Janus asked, looking questioningly at the girl.

“Just a few days I expect.”

Janus leaned back on what was left of the tree he downed.  “Sure, I guess.”

The woman smiled and hugged Janus, “thank you, should be fine now with you and the others, only wanted the best.”

Janus peered at the girl closely with a smirk, but then glanced up to her eyes once more before asking, “So jus’ when is it you’ll be headin’ der?

Noticing Janus looking her over, she gave a faint blush and a giggle, “Tomorrow, we’ll be leaving.

“And just where will I be able to find you?”

“Just west of the Isle, we’ll find you.”

Janus nodded, staring once more into the girl’s eyes, “guess I should be goin’ now,” he bust into the golden aura and flew off once again, only to stop right before leaving the treetops and jetting back down to the girl, “hrm, forgot to ask but-“

“I’m Jen,” the girl said with a bright smile.”

He smiled and looked her over once more, hovering in place, “Janus,” he said and started back out over the treetops.

“I know,” Jen whispered as she watched him leave.

*******************************************************

Janus soon came to the portal that would take him back to the land he came from, where he left his mother and Andath.  He stood calmly staring into it, before taking a quick step forward and walking through onto the meadow where his mother was buried.

His eyes scanned the area before him, emotions running over his body in endless waves, the word “revenge” playing itself over and over in his mind.

Blood coursed through his veins as did his eyes fill with a deep crimson, images of Vhaerun flashed into his mind, causing a greenish flame to explode in an uncontrollable aura.  “You’re mine, Vhaerun…” he whispered to himself, shadows swirling about his body, mind set on only one goal; to kill who murdered his mother.  The shadows consumed him eventually and moments later found himself standing before the god Vhaerun.

“I’ve waited some time for this,” Vhaerun growled, watching Janus through the blackening flames.

Janus quickly bolted into action, the blades from his wrists whirling about in front of him in a fury of slashes and jabs.

The god merely kept backing and dodging attack after attack before he sensed something about the drow, “My son?”

Knowing all too well that the god was his father, the word struck him hard and caused him to erupt into an uncontrollable chain of blows, the daemon half of Janus ripping out from the drow shell, stopping to watch the blood trickle from the wounds on Vhaerun.

The god only smiled, slapping Janus’ hands to his sides, obviously not hitting as hard as before, Janus noted. Yet still, a bladed knee shot up and caught Janus’ daemon torso right under the ribs, lifting him into the air and almost like a bicycle kick, sent his body flailing into the side of the throne room’s wall.

Janus fluttered his eyes open, now finding himself in a seemingly small room, lying on a bed, and a soft and rather comfy bed at that.

He started to turn to his side only to have a dampened rag slap him on the forehead, looking at the rag he noticed it was stained with blood and recognizing the voice, and closed his eyes listening to Jen talking.

“Seems you’ve been dreaming ever since we found you, le`me tell ya, you can put on quite a light show in your sleep.  Also had to stop some bleeding that started coming from your chest not too long before ya woke up… Not sure how it started either, you were fine when I looked ya over.” She giggled, watching Janus’ eyes shoot open and look to her, now realizing none of his clothes were on.
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