Story(remember WIP) - 

Water drips from a escape shaft on the side of an old Gaian appartment building on the bad side of Durem into a small puddle of dark water in an alley, damp and very dimly lit. The sound echos and keeps the alley empty of silence. Dumpters slightly ascrew against the building across from the appartment building. The sound of an impact against a very large, old brick wall breaks the repetitive echo. A man, after being thrown against the building, slides to the ground. Hes silky white hair tangled and in his face though hes still in his prime. He quickly is trying to get up, but very fresh wounds slow him down, though they should heal quickly enough . A dark shadowy, whisp like shadow figure approaches him. The man yells out to the figure, raged and confussed. 
"Who the hell do you think you are!?!" 
This shadow-like creature, a Anju, has 3 pairs of red glowing, terrorful eyes that are staring down at the man. He doesn't answer just sways abit. Then it opens it's mouth wide its sharp teeth long tongue  are disgusting and reek of decomposing flesh a harsh sound raises from its throat. The man stands on his feet and spits at the Anju. Another man walks into the alley and looks upon the two. Hes holding something. The shadow dweller pins the man with the long white hair against the building wall. The other man's eyebrows knit together in a frown. 
"Now, now lets not make him suffer...much longer." He laughs wickedly. And walks slowly towards the Anju and man. 
The man struggles with the Anju but gets free. And kicks the Anju square in the jaw knocking him away. He walks up to the manic laughing man and scuffs. The laughing man smirks 
"This, my dear Sabin, will be your fated death." 
He lifts his arm holding a broadsword. Sabin, the white-haired man, eyes widen abit, he has a tingling feeling. The sword is made of pure iron. He stands his ground reguardless as the Anju recovers and begins to approach them. The unknown man, without even turning to look at him, says 
"Leave this between me and him." 
Sabin cocks on eyebrow and smirks. He can take this man on single handed, with or without the broadsword. He cares not of who he is now, just survival. The unknown man holds the sword infront of him and lunges toward Sabin. The blade almost caught him, only he moved to swiftly to his right. Sabin moves behind the man and pushes the man into the building wall. Blood fulls the creases of his lips and stain his teeth. Though the bitter coppery taste disgusts him. He whips around, keeping his grip firm on his sword. And slashing at Sabin.
